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      I know, I know. Quit stalling, Max. Cut to the red-hot action. I want to see gorgeous wives casting off their flimsy lingerie, getting busy with buff guys who have poles bigger than my overdraft, while their wholesome husbands stand by with cameras, or refreshments, or anti-anxiety medication.

      Well, before we get down and dirty, I’d just like to say a few words about this fifth volume of Best Hotwife Erotica, a collection of stories gathered under the theme of group sex.

      The whole vibrant subgenre of hotwife erotica is meant to break away from the norms of monogamy in marriage, particularly in terms of sexuality. When I started reading this kind of erotica, starting with the stories of Kirsten McCurran and Kenny Wright, both of whom are included in this anthology, the very concept of a husband approving of his wife’s adultery was shocking to me—and at the same time, thrilling.

      As I’ve become more familiar with these kind of stories, I still can’t resist that little gasp as the husband realizes he wants his wife to sleep with someone else, that he actually finds the idea sexy that she would go off and experience searing-hot adventures with another man, woman or both. That shock as he watches her break their stuffy old wedding vows, the skip of the heart beat as he sees another man slide his big tool inside her—it’s still irresistible. Even if the husband doesn’t get to watch it all take place, in person, there’s that stunning revelation that his wife has now actually cheated on him, she’s no longer the mild-mannered innocent, she’s a bona fide man-eater, a ravishing, promiscuous goddess of sex.

      With the stories in this particular volume of Best Hotwife Erotica, we seek to go even further beyond the norm.

      Here, you have wives getting drawn into steamy, writhing tangles of sweaty bodies by dangerous ex-girlfriends, by hot, muscle-bound football players, by nice clean-living college boys or by exotic swingers out to pursue pure hedonistic thrills. Wives will not merely be a little tempted by something on the side, but completely blown away by something underneath, on top, in front and behind—all at the same time.

      These are the experiences they’ll never forget, the sex that will re-set the bar sky-high, the kind of pounding that will remain with them every single time they try to have ‘normal’ sexual relations again. And doesn’t the husband just love it that way?

      Anyway, I hope you enjoy all of these great stories as much as I have. As well as Kenny and Kirsten, we have hot stuff from Ben Boswell and Arnica Butler, writers who have always made me sit up and take notice, so to speak. And if you do enjoy the tales in this volume, you’ll be sure to love the other stories by these fine authors, which are easily found through their websites, details of which can be found at the end of this book, or through HotwifeBooks.com.

      Warm wishes,

      

      Max Sebastian

      London, 19 September 2018

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Football Tutor

          

          by Ben Boswell

        

      

    

    
      My wife and I have a mixed marriage. We’re both white. We’re both nominally Christian. But I went to Michigan and she went to MSU. This could be a major issue, but happily only one of us is actually obsessed with sports. That would be Jessi.

      She played sports as a kid, but her main activity as she got older was cheerleading. She was a flyer, one of the girls they throw up in the air. So, she’s petite, and though age and a couple of kids have added a few welcome pounds onto her frame, she can still fit into her cheer uniform, and she does on special occasions (wink wink). When she does, she’s quite a sight, with that thick blond hair, and those extra curves making her look more like she’s wearing a “slutty cheerleader” costume than a genuine competitive outfit.

      We live near East Lansing and go to all of the home games. Jessi is active in supporting the cheer squad. And since she’s an English teacher, she also serves as a tutor to some of the kids on the football team. Now, “kids” is a bit of a joke in our house. She and I have a couple of kids, eight and ten, but the “kids” on the team are monsters. This year, for instance, she’s tutoring the starting center, Carl Kozlowicz. Koz is six-two, and three-hundred and twenty pounds.

      Koz seems like a good kid on the whole. Not the sharpest tool in the shed, but given the hours they spend on the field, it would be hard to be a great student even if he were the second coming of Einstein. He works hard, and Jessi, in addition to helping out with his English assignments, also reviews all his other assignments, so she engages with him almost daily.

      Jessi is one of the most sought-after tutors. I know that because I sometimes overhear the guys talking about her. It’s not just her skill at rendering gibberish into readable prose, it’s also that the guys think they might get a chance to fuck her... or at least fantasize about it. None of that really bothers me. When you marry a hot, blonde, ex-cheerleader, you take the good with the bad. The good is that she’ll occasionally squeeze into the old uniform for me and that she remains preternaturally flexible. The bad is that most guys we meet want to bang her.

      My wife is what an earlier generation might have called a “liberated woman”. I don’t think I’ve heard her call herself a “feminist”, but then again, who really does, this side of 1980 or Berkeley? But whatever the term is, she’s it. She’s fiercely independent, opinionated, and as the cliché goes, she can even change her own flat tire. That said, she’s not above batting her eyelashes and pretending to be a damsel in distress if it helps her cause. So she’s perfectly willing to gently humor a crush from a three-hundred pound man-child if it will encourage him to actually read the assigned chapter from Macbeth and make a good faith effort at completing the associated assignment.

      I was reminded of this one recent evening when I walked into my kitchen to find Koz and Jessi sitting at the breakfast table going over his latest assignment. I was coming back from an evening run, and I happened to be wearing a Michigan tee, so they both gave me nearly identical sneers.

      “You two are spending too much time together,” I laughed.

      “Or not enough,” Koz replied suggestively. He turned to Jessi. “I can’t believe you married one of them.”

      Jessi laughed. “Neither can I. Do you need to wear that shirt in the house?”

      “Ha ha. Someone has to pay the rent. Can’t do that on a basket weaving major.”

      My wife placed her delicate hand on Koz's upper arm, which was bigger than my thigh. “When Koz is in the NFL, he’ll be able to support me just fine.”

      “Yeah, well, he’s going to have to get past my boys this weekend first.”

      I flexed, which I realized was probably a mistake because of the comparisons it invited. Sure enough, they both laughed. I joined in. I deserved it. Anyway, I was feeling pretty good. We had the better team, and the game was at Ann Arbor.

      “What do you say,” Koz said to Jessi, “if we win, you go on a date with me?”

      She chuckled. “A date, huh? I didn’t think you kids did that anymore.”

      Koz grinned. “A hook up, then.”

      “You know she’s married,” I noted.

      “What’s that have to do with anything?” Jessi asked.

      I held up my hands and laughed. “Right you are. Silly of me to mention it.”

      Jessi turned to Koz. “I’m sure you have plenty of 19-year-olds lining up to hook up with you.”

      Koz seemed pleased with the characterization of himself as a ladies man.

      “His right hand doesn’t count,” I joked.

      “Ouch,” he groaned with a laugh.

      “Don’t listen to the skinny nerd,” Jessi consoled him, sticking her tongue out at me.

      He grinned. “So we have a deal?”

      Jessi laughed. “Tell you what Koz. If you win....” His eyes went wide with anticipation. “And if you guys don’t allow a sack....” His smile faded. “And if you get an A on your Macbeth paper, then yes, we have a deal.” By that point, Koz's head was down on the table in defeat.
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        * * *

      

      After he left, I showered and did a few chores, including helping Jessi get the kids to bed, and then went to read in bed. Jessi did an hour on the spin cycle in the basement and took a shower herself. She came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel. I followed her with my eyes. It would have been hard not to. She was prancing about, the towel looking like it was about to fall off at any second, and as she dug around in her drawers getting her clothes ready for tomorrow, she kept flashing me quick glimpses of her ass.

      My cock began to stiffen both at the display itself, and at what it implied. Jessi, as befits an ex-cheerleader, is a bit of an exhibitionist, and this sort of teasing is her way of telling me she’s in the mood for some fun. So, by the time she finally doffed her towel and climbed into bed naked with me, I knew what was up.

      I sidled up next to her. She feigned surprise.

      “I’m a little tired,” she claimed.

      I ran a finger over her ribs. She giggled. “Uh huh,” I said. “Saving yourself for your big date with Koz?”

      She laughed. “Aw, Mike, are you jealous?”

      “Why would I be jealous of a Division 1 football player?”

      We kissed and she snaked her tongue into my mouth. I palmed her breasts and felt her nipples stiffen in excitement.

      “He’s just a kid,” she said unconvincingly.

      “Uh huh,” I said again. She reached down and grasped my cock, stroking it firmly.

      “Maybe a kid who reminds you of the players you used to date back in school.”

      We kissed again. Her breath was hot.

      “That’s just a figment of your nerd imagination.”

      “What’s that?”

      “I know what you think. That cheerleaders and football players engage in a constant, running orgy.”

      “Not just the football players,” I replied.

      We’d played this game before, both of us coy about it. I never quite admitted my fantasies, and she didn’t push too hard either. She laughed and stroked me harder. I slid my hand down over her belly and cupped her shaved mound. She squirmed as my fingertips found her wet slit.

      “Mmmm. All those long bus rides home from away games. All of us naked and sweaty. Muscles and cocks and titties. Is that what you imagined?”

      I gulped. “Yes.”

      She slowed down and sucked on my nipple. “Sorry, Baby. I never even dated an athlete. Strictly forbidden, don’t you know.”

      “Really?”

      “Hmmm. We took cheer seriously. It wasn’t just a club for football groupies.... Now, I’m not saying some of the girls didn’t bend the rules.”

      “Did you?”

      She hesitated. Or was she just teasing me? I slipped a finger inside her. She was incredibly hot and wet. How much of that was me? How much was it some lurid memory from her cheer days? How much was it thinking about Koz?

      “No. Tempted sometimes, but no.”

      “So is that what the thing with Koz is about?”

      She giggled. “What thing? Oh, my 'date'?” she asked, feigning innocence.

      “I think you agreed to a 'hook-up',” I corrected.

      “Not much difference, is there?” she asked. “I mean, how could you expect a silly, little groupie like me to hold out in the face of his Division One studliness?”

      “Seriously, Jessi, he—”

      “You’re jealous! You’re actually jealous,” she laughed.

      “A little,” I admitted.

      She chuckled again.

      “What?” I insisted. “You offered to hook up with him!”

      “Oh, Baby,” she said, “it was just a little flirting. Harmless.”

      “And what if they win?”

      “And allow no sacks and he gets an A?”

      “Exactly!” I said.

      “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t realize it would upset you. Let me make it up to you.”

      She ducked down beneath the covers and took my cock deep into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around my shaft and her hands fondled my balls. I felt her hard nipples graze against my thigh.

      “Oh, God,” I moaned.

      She threw off the covers and straddled me. Then with a smile, she spun around, so that she was still on top of me, but facing away. I watched as she angled my cock and slipped it into her hot, wet snatch.

      She looked over her shoulder at me, her blue eyes heavy-lidded and sultry. “Do you like this?”

      I couldn’t answer. I just gulped and nodded.

      “Do you think Koz would?”

      I gasped. She chuckled.

      She gripped my shins and rode me. It was mesmerizing. Her pussy swallowing up and spitting out my wet cock. She impaled herself hard on my shaft, and then twerked with just the tip inside her. It was glorious. For a second, I wondered if she really was thinking of Koz or someone else as she did it, but her pretty ass bouncing up and down purged those thoughts... any thoughts, really, from my mind. A woman who knows how to fuck reverse cowgirl can scramble the brain.
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        * * *

      

      Jessi’s connection to the athletic department as an ex-cheerleader and current tutor got us invited to watch parties at Don Russell’s house. Don is an MSU alum, who made a mint in construction, and has what is basically an estate on the outskirts of town. The house is faux-Tudor, with manicured grounds, and practically an entire sports complex on the south side of the building. Out there, with the pool, basketball court, and driving range, he sets up a dozen huge TVs outside if the weather is nice, or in huge event tents if it isn’t. There’s a spread of food and booze, and maybe a couple of hundred attendees. It’s an older crowd, well-heeled on the whole, but very, very into Spartans football. I go because Jessi enjoys it, and in truth, it’s actually pretty good for business, as long as I don’t mention my own college affiliation.

      Jessi knows everyone. Many of her cheer teammates attend as well, and the girls remain subtly competitive about their careers and husbands. Mostly, though, they seem obsessed with their looks, which means the women tend to get gussied up, makeup perfect, hair carefully styled to look bouncy and sporty, and, of course, a wide variety of sheer, clingy, or revealing outfits.

      That weekend, game day, it was a lovely afternoon, so Jessi went with a flower-print, bodycon dress, cut low enough in the front to show off her cleavage, and with a slit up the side to expose her toned thighs. Her hair was in loose, spiral curls, and her makeup was subdued, just enough to call attention to her bright, blue eyes.

      I try to keep my rooting subdued. That’s not usually hard, since I’m not a huge fan in any case, although being surrounded by a mob of rabid MSU-backers brings out my contrarian streak and makes me hope they lose. Playing my own alma mater makes things that much more complicated. And the fact that the game was a nail-biter made things even worse. Neither team seemed much interested in playing defense. There were lead changes and spectacular catches. I was driving, so keeping my drinking light, but I was about the only one. By the middle of the fourth quarter, MSU started to pull away. My guys rallied for a late burst, but an interception put the nail in the coffin.

      The crowd counted down the final seconds and burst into cheers. The sounds of the game were replaced by music, and the party really began. I knew it would continue late into the night. I poured myself a scotch and slipped away from the noise for a few moments. Jessi tracked me down.

      “Oh, you’re not going to mope, are you?” she asked.

      “Just drowning my sorrows.”

      “You don’t even really care.”

      I nodded. “That’s true. But that doesn’t mean I need to be involved in the back-slapping.”

      “Do you want to leave?”

      I did. But I knew she wanted to stay. “Of course not. Have fun.”

      She grinned brightly and bounced back toward the party, shaking her ass as she went. I rolled my eyes, and not for the first time I thought about what she must have been like back in college. I still didn’t quite believe that she’d never dated an athlete back in the day, though she was right that my conviction on that point stemmed from lascivious fantasies I developed about cheerleaders and sorority girls and anyone else who seemed inaccessible at the time. Who knew I’d actually marry one of those girls? Still, in the back of my mind I still had a nagging insecurity about it, like, you know, she’d really rather be with someone else. I took a sip of my scotch and tried to bury that weird thought.

      I pulled out my phone to check on the game stats. MSU had won, but I couldn’t remember if there had been any sacks. There was at least one close call, but, sure enough, it turns out Dillard had managed to fall forward for a small gain after being tripped up behind the line of scrimmage.

      I texted my wife rather than try to track her down.

      (Mike): No sacks.

      (Jessi): LOL. I’m pretty sure he won’t get an A.

      (Mike): And what if he does?

      (Jessi): Then I guess I get to finally date an athlete.

      She added a winking emoji.

      The party got louder, especially once people making the hour-long drive back from Ann Arbor arrived. I tried to mingle, but I just didn’t have it in me. I got another drink, but only sipped at it. I was driving after all. Is there anything worse than being sober at a party you don’t really want to attend?

      I finally decided to track down Jessi. I found her where the music was loudest. She was dancing with a couple of very cute women, one blonde and one brunette. They were probably old cheer teammates; they had that look about them, and like Jessi they sure knew how to move to a beat. I thought about slipping into the middle of them and seeing where things led. Back in college I’d have never thought I could land Jessi, so why not see if I couldn’t pull off a threesome now? I conjured up a brief vision of the four of us writhing together, but it was too outlandish to sustain. Instead, I tapped Jessi on the shoulder.

      She knew what I was going to say before I said it. “You want to leave?”

      I shrugged. “Not really my scene.”

      She nodded. “Okay, let me get my purse.”

      I felt bad. “You can stay if you want. Maybe Uber or catch a ride?”

      She hesitated, but then smiled. “Okay, Baby. But you know how dancing gets me. Don’t be surprised if I wake you up when I get home.” She kissed my cheek and then turned back to her little group.

      I was a little put out, but I had offered, so I didn’t really have any reason to be upset. I watched her for a few more minutes, and then turned and headed for the exit. I was moving against the flow of people. Every once in a while, cheers would go up, and I realized that among the new arrivals were at least some of the players from the team.

      Arriving at the valet stand, I was about to hand in my ticket when a Jeep Wrangler pulled up, with four oversized guys squeezed into it. Koz didn’t notice me as he hopped out of the passenger seat, but I did notice he was grinning and clutching what looked like a sheet of paper. I temporized. I really wanted to get out of there, but there was something about Koz that seemed... odd.

      So, instead of leaving, I plunged back into the maelstrom. I followed him as he cut a path through the crowd of well-wishers. He didn’t even pause until, as I had suspected, he had tracked down my wife. She seemed a little surprised to see him, but that didn’t stop her from giving him a big hug.

      I tried to get closer, but once he stopped, he was joined by a couple of other players, and almost immediately a dense ring of fans had surrounded the group. I could peek in from the fringes, but with the music and people screaming, I couldn’t make out what was being said. But I could tell from her expression that Jessi was embarrassed. She kept trying to shush him and looked around anxiously. I had the feeling he was reminding her of their deal.

      One second they were there in the middle of a mob, the next they were gone. I craned my neck desperately, and finally caught sight of Jessi leading Koz away from the party and down the hollow to where I knew Don had a bocce court. I chased after them. As I crested a small hill, the sounds of the party faded away to a dull, pounding bass line. I stopped for a second, and as I caught my breath, I picked up the sound of voices coming from a sunken and unlit fire-pit surrounded by Adirondack chairs. I eased closer to some shrubs in the shadows and peered in.

      Jessi was giggling as she read from the now-crumpled sheet of paper he’d been holding.

      “So if I call Dr. Bryant, she’ll confirm you really got an A?”

      “Of course,” he replied. “See, all your hard work has paid off. You’re the queen of tutors.”

      She rolled her eyes.

      “And, you may have noticed,” he continued, “we won. And gave up no sacks.”

      Jessi looked up at the youthful giant. “We can’t go on a date. Against the rules.”

      “A hook up is fine.”

      “I bet. And what’s that mean to you?”

      He grinned. “You get naked, I get naked, and we see what comes up.”

      Jessi groaned. “Does that line actually work?”

      “Depends on how much she’s had to drink.”

      “I don’t think I’ve had enough.”

      “We can fix that.”

      She laughed. “No, we better not.”

      “So you’re going to wimp out, huh?”

      “Wimp out?”

      “You’re just scared you’ll like it too much.”

      Jessi laughed. “Is that right?” She shook her head. “I’m sure you have plenty of better options for fun tonight.”

      “Other options... maybe,” he admitted. “None better. Come on, Jessi, you know you want this.”

      “I do, eh?”

      It struck me that even though she kept questioning it, she never actually denied his arguments. It seemed to embolden him.

      “Yeah. I think you like to fantasize about someone like me. Reminds you of when you were back in school.”

      She smirked, but didn’t reply.

      “And I know I fantasize about you. Always wanted to hook up with a hot MILF.”

      “I’m flattered, but—”

      He took a step closer. She shivered but didn’t back away. He looked around. “You brought me down here, away from everyone else, away from your husband, for a reason.”

      “I couldn’t have you going on about our deal.”

      “So we do have a deal, huh?”

      Jessi blushed. “Maybe.”

      He chuckled. “Sounds like a yes. So, what are you going to do about it?”

      She looked around furtively. I ducked back a bit to remain out of eyeshot. “This is crazy,” she said finally.

      He knew better than to speak.

      “This is crazy,” she repeated louder. She scanned the surroundings again, making sure they were alone. “But... I guess a deal is a deal.” It was like she was trying to talk herself into it.

      “Yeah,” he replied.

      “So,” she began, “what do you kids these days consider a hook-up?”

      He shifted back and forth. “Um. What did it mean back when you were in school?”

      She chuckled. “Oh, we were very, very innocent. A milkshake at the soda fountain. Then at most a kiss on the cheek.”

      “I doubt that,” he replied. Her flirtatiousness was making him bolder, and he reached out and ran his fingers across her cheek.

      She clutched his hand and pulled a finger to her mouth. “Well, I heard tell that some of the really naughty girls might do more.” She licked his thick index finger.

      “Like what?”

      Jessi glanced down, a wilting flower, too innocent to maintain eye contact. “I’ve heard that some girls....” She paused and giggled in a passable approximation of embarrassment. “...some girls might actually kiss a boy’s... wiener.”

      He gulped. “Uh, we could try that.”

      She sucked again on his finger. A tent began to form in his shorts. “You sure you’d be okay with that?”

      He couldn’t speak anymore. He just nodded. Jessi grinned and began to push him backward. He’d played sixty minutes of football holding his ground against three-hundred pound linemen, but my 110 pound wife had him on his heels.

      “Sit,” she commanded.

      He dropped back into one of the Adirondack chairs. He looked up at Jessi. She struck a saucy pose, hand on her hip, and toes tapping.

      “Now, Baby,” she said, “here are the rules. You listening?”

      He nodded. She had his full attention.

      “Rule number one: this starts and ends when I say it does. No means no.”

      She stared him down until he answered. “Yes ma’am.”

      She held his gaze for a moment longer to make sure they were on the same page. “Rule number two: what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas.”

      “Huh?” he said with a puzzled expression. I was reminded that he was in college less for his brains than his brawn, which is the sort of thing a husband clings to when his wife seemed to be offering herself up to another man.

      She smiled benevolently as if back in tutor mode. “This stays between us. No bragging. And no social media.”

      “Oh, right, sure.”

      “Rule number three: if you can’t get it up, then—”

      He laughed. “No worries there,” he interrupted. He yanked down his shorts and pulled out his hard cock.

      I breathed a sigh of relief. It didn’t seem that big. But then I realized it was all about perspective. His prick was in proportion to his body, but his body was huge. I realized my mistake as Jessi moved closer and then gracefully dropped to her knees between his massive thighs. As she grasped his cock, I actually gasped. She couldn’t get her hands around the damn thing, and while he wasn’t hugely long, he was still probably seven inches. But it wasn’t his size that really got me, but rather that Jessi seemed impressed by it.

      She stroked him up and down, two hands on his huge shaft. She was captivated by his cock. The thin light served to highlight a drop of pearly pre-come on the head of his prick. Jessi didn’t hesitate. She dropped down and licked it off. Koz moaned. Jessi laughed at how easy he was, and then sucked his bulbous head into her mouth. He reached out and rested a big paw on the back of her head. Jessi swallowed him deeper. I was shocked at her ability to deep-throat his fat tool. But that is what, to his stunned surprise and mine, she did.

      Jessi can suck dick. I knew from his closed eyes, rapturous smile, and gasping moans that she was giving him the full, wet, slobbery treatment. Her tongue swirling his shaft, mouth slurping at the head, soft lips clinging to him up and down, up and down.

      She slid him forward, so that he was now on the edge of the seat. She let his fat tool slip from her mouth. She stroked him firmly, hands squishing up and down on his shaft as she bent low and began suckling on his heavy balls.

      “Oh God, that’s good,” he moaned.

      She smiled. “Is that right, Baby? Am I a good little cocksucker?”

      He moaned again. “You should take off your dress. I’d hate to stain it.”

      Jessi rocked back on her heels and laughed. “Oh, you’re so considerate.”

      He shrugged and grinned.

      She hesitated for just a moment, but then reached behind her and began unzipping her dress. “I’m usually pretty good at swallowing every drop, but I have a feeling you’re brewing up an extra big load for me.”

      Koz groaned. “You have no idea.”

      She peeled her dress off her shoulders and slowly eased it down. His eyes were glued to her and he shivered in anticipation. She kicked off her sandals, eased into a squat and shimmied the dress over her hips, leaving her in just her bra and panties. They were simple and sporty. She obviously hadn’t planned on showing off her underwear to anyone, a fact I found strangely comforting, given that she’d just been blowing another man.

      “Dress is safe, now.” She grinned. “Is that all you wanted?”

      “I... I’d hate to stain your bra.”

      Jessi laughed.

      “Say what you want.”

      He swallowed hard. “I want to see you naked.”

      Still squatting, she leaned forward and licked the length of his shaft. His cock twitched excitedly.

      “You want to see my titties?”

      “And... and your pussy.”

      Another laugh. “No, I don’t think so. I wouldn’t want you to get any ideas. But I will let you see my titties, if you ask nicely.”

      “Can I please see your breasts?”

      She answered by reaching back and unsnapping her bra. She slipped the straps off her shoulders, and cupped her breasts as the bra fell to the ground. He licked his lips and stared. She seemed to love the effect she had on him. And so, she slowly lowered her hands to expose her full breasts, topped with lovely, hard, raspberry nipples.

      “You like?”

      He nodded dumbly.

      “Should I get back to work?”

      He nodded again.

      She stroked his cock up and down. Leaning forward she rubbed his bulbous head against her nipples, until they glistened with his pre-come. She kissed his cock again and slowly slid his shaft deep into her mouth. His eyes rolled back and he shook his head, while his hands cupped her shoulders and slid down to palm her tits. I could tell he was torn between the desire to just sit back and enjoy her hot, wet mouth and the equal temptation to fondle her sexy body and maybe coax her out of her panties.

      It was then that I heard footsteps.

      “Oh fuck,” I muttered.

      I have to admit, my first thought was selfish, a horrible visceral sensation that I was about to become known as the guy whose wife was blowing a lineman at a party. That was rapidly joined by a similar concern about Jessi’s reputation. We knew the people at the party. They knew us. This wouldn’t go away. I played it out in my mind. Jessi hurriedly covering herself up, the incredible explanations, and then the inevitable spread of rumors.

      Did you hear what that little whore was doing at Don Russell’s house?

      Probably wasn’t the first time, either. Think Mike knows she’s running around on him?

      He probably likes it.

      More footsteps and now muffled voices. I tried to find the source, while trying to remain hidden. I still held to a desperate hope that somehow both my half-naked wife slobbering on Koz's cock and myself hidden in the bushes might avoid detection.

      It was not to be. As I watched in paralyzed shock, first one, then another, and another, and another large man stepped into the mowed circled of the fire pit. Koz had surrendered to the sensation and was sitting back, eyes closed, with his hand on my wife’s head as she kissed, licked, sucked, swallowed, and passionately made love with her mouth to his fat tool. Neither one was aware of their audience.

      The men remained silent. Two white and two black, I didn’t recognize them immediately, but from their builds they looked to be football players, probably some of Koz's fellow linemen. I wondered if he’d tipped them off, or whether they had just followed at a discreet distance. But whatever the case, there was little doubt about their intentions. They were watching my wife hungrily.

      I thought about rushing in and putting a stop to the situation, but I wasn’t sure I could stand the embarrassment of it. A dark thought entered my mind, and I couldn’t bat it away. Maybe instead of stopping it, I should just let it happen. Let them force themselves on her. The thought gave me a moment of cruel satisfaction. Karma as it were. She was cheating on me, and now she was about to reap the consequences in the form of four brutes whose only desire was to use her body to satisfy their lusts.

      “Oh fuck,” Koz exclaimed. He’d finally noticed his teammates.

      Jessi stopped servicing his cock and rocked back on her heels. She glanced over her shoulder, and with surprising calm, said, “Friends of yours?”

      One of the new arrivals stepped forward. He was the tallest of the group, his dark skin mottled with tattoos. “It’s not like Tiny stopped all the sacks by himself.”

      Jessi giggled. “You’re Watson, right?” I recognized him now as well. Jerome Watson was the starting Left Tackle, and a likely early-round NFL draft pick.

      He nodded. And then gestured toward the others. “Since Tiny won’t introduce us, this is the rest of the crew. Tim Horton, Left Guard. Marcus McCrae, Right Guard. And Travis Wallace, Right Tackle.”

      Tim and Marcus were a matched set, one white, one black, both about 6’3” or 6’4” and probably around 300 lbs. Travis was a white guy with a lot of beard, and like Jerome, a bit taller than the others, but not as ripped as his opposite number.

      “Why Tiny?” Jessi asked rising to her feet.

      Jerome grinned. “Smallest dick on the O-Line.”

      The other guys laughed. Koz turned red.

      “So,” Jerome continued, “since we shared in the work, shouldn’t we share in the reward?”

      Jessi rounded on Koz. “You told them about us, Tiny?”

      He blushed redder still at her use of his nickname, and then shrugged. “I wanted to give them extra motivation.”

      She rolled her eyes, and turned back to face the others. If she was scared, she didn’t show it. She was shameless and confident, not even trying to cover herself up. “Did you help him with his Macbeth paper too?”

      The guys nodded uncertainly. Tim chimed in, “To be or not to be?”

      Marcus added, “Isn’t that the one where the white queen bangs the black dude?”

      I was sort of impressed that they were in the right ballpark. Jessi seemed to be as well. She shrugged. “Close enough.”

      She sashayed over to Jerome, who seemed to be the default leader of the group. She looked tiny in front of him. She was tiny compared to him: a foot and a half shorter, and only around a third of his weight. He could manhandle her with ease, and maybe that was the appeal for both of them

      “There’s five of you, and only one of me,” she noted.

      “You seemed to be doing pretty well with Tiny.”

      She laughed. “Sucking one big cock is a fun challenge. Sucking five would be a chore.”

      Jerome chuckled. “Well, little lady, there’s other things to do with a cock that might be more fun for you.”

      She glanced around, a scandalized expression on her face. “But I’m a married woman.”

      “Where’s your hubby now?” Travis asked.

      That was my cue. Jessi even seemed to pause for a moment, to let me jump in. But I did... nothing.

      I was embarrassed. I was angry. And... I was curious. I was intrigued to see what Jessi was going to do. And, to be honest, I was more than a little turned on. A bit nauseous, but also excited because as she’d correctly guessed, I had often pictured her back in the day, wondering what kind of trouble she got into in college. And those fantasies often looked something like this.

      “Yeah, where is he?” Jerome pressed.

      “He went home,” she said. And then she added, “And left me here, all by myself.”

      “And you were already having a little fun, weren’t you?” said Jerome. “So why not go all the way?”

      Jessi temporized. She glanced around the fire pit at the five hulking men. They were excited and eager, sporting frightening bulges in their pants.

      “Do you think you boys can behave like gentlemen?”

      Jerome nodded and gazed meaningfully at his teammates. If we don’t fuck this up, we can all get our dicks wet. “Of course.”

      Another moment of hesitation, and then Jessi grinned. “Well, I guess I won’t need these anymore.” She eased down her panties and stood back up, naked and proud, as she took in the admiring gazes at her tight little body and shaved snatch.

      “So who’s first?” she asked.

      Koz let out a squeaky “me”. His cock was already out, still hard, and still glistening with my wife’s spit.

      She turned and laughed. “Tiny, eh? Is he really the smallest on the offensive line?”

      “I guess you’ll see,” Jerome replied.

      “Well, then, I probably should let him loosen me up, huh?”

      She strode over to Koz and straddled his thighs. I felt a pounding in my chest. I’m not sure why, but sucking his cock had seemed almost like a game. Crazy, but not threatening. But now, suddenly, it struck me. She was about to fuck another man. To take another man’s hard, fat prick inside of her.

      She grabbed hold of his thick cock and lowered herself enough to rub the bulbous head against her slit. He moaned with delight. Then suddenly she rose up. He moaned again, but this time in frustration. I breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe she’d changed her mind.

      “Or maybe I should punish you for spilling our little secret,” she said.

      “I’m sorry,” Koz groaned miserably.

      Jessi chuckled. “You could have had me all to yourself. Now you have to share. Your loss.”

      He didn’t seem too broken up about it, though, as Jessi dropped back down and impaled herself, partially, on his cock. He gasped. She gasped. I gasped.

      She rose up slightly and then took him deeper. “Oh fuck,” she moaned.

      Koz palmed her little ass in his big hands and guided her down another stroke. This one left her settled into his lap, her knees on the chair, and his prick fully inside her. She ground against him as he mauled her butt. She hissed and wrapped her arms around his head as he sucked hard on her nipple.

      The others had crept in closer for a better look, particularly Marcus who was stroking what looked like a huge erection in his shorts and was clearly positioning himself to be next.

      “Enough with the romance shit,” Marcus growled. “Fuck that whore.”

      Koz looked around at the others and then at my wife. He was obviously conflicted. On one hand, he wanted to put on a show for his buddies. On the other, he had promised Jessi that she’d be in charge. Luckily for him, she took matters into her own hands.

      Using his neck for leverage, she rose up until his cock was barely inside her. She paused for just a second, and then dropped down hard. And again. And again.

      That seemed to satisfy Marcus, who flashed a grin at his buddies.

      Though his nickname was Tiny, Koz was plenty big in his shorts, and Jessi was petite enough that his prick really stretched her out. Even from where I was, I could see her lips clinging to his shaft, and, even if I hadn’t, her excited gasps would have been evidence enough that he was hitting all the right spots.

      She was doing even better to him, though. His moans got louder, and he croaked out a hoarse, “Slow down.”

      Jessi didn’t, though, and after another hard bounce and grind, Koz tensed up and came inside my sweet wife. Marcus didn’t wait long before he moved in. He lifted her off his teammate and stood her up, on unsteady feet, while at the same time freeing his big, black cock from his shorts. He grabbed a handful of her thick, blonde hair, and thrust hard, entering her from behind, standing up.

      “Oh God,” she cried out.

      Even having been stretched out by Koz and lubed with his come, she still struggled to accommodate Marcus’ girth. He had no interest in taking it easy on her. Instead, he pounded into her hard, seeming to relish her increasingly high-pitched squeals.

      She was getting what her cheating ass deserved, but she was my love, and my empathy soon kicked in. I scanned the surroundings, trying to figure out the best way to bring this all to an end. Somehow, I had the feeling that my lone protests wouldn’t get far. But in the time it took me to process that, I realized things had already changed. Jessi was still squealing, but to my shock she was no longer passively accepting Marcus’ hard strokes. Instead, she was rocking back against him, enhancing the power of his strokes. Even when he released her hair, she continued thrusting against him. And when he stopped moving altogether, my wife took charge, driving her ass into his crotch and greedily swallowing up his cock with her pussy.

      Her lewd show was too much for Tim. He moved in front of her and dropped his pants. He grabbed a handful of hair and thrust his cock into her mouth. Maybe he was bigger than Koz, maybe not, but he was big enough that her squeals became muffled gurgles as he worked his prick deeper inside her. Seeing her getting face fucked seemed to get Marcus riled up again, and he started moving again. They quickly got into a rhythm, Marcus’s thrusts forcing her to swallow more of Tim’s cock, Tim’s thrusts impaling her on Marcus’ huge member. They weren’t just abusing her with their dicks. In addition to his firm grip on her hair, I could see Tim roughly mauling her dangling tits, and Marcus started punctuating his strokes with hard slaps on her ass that left her cheeks increasingly covered with dark red handprints.

      Amazingly, Jessi seemed to love it. She wrapped an arm around Tim’s waist to pull him close, and she continued to grind against Marcus’ cock. I could see her tongue flicking out to lick Tim’s shaft, but most shocking was her second hand, which I realized was down between her legs, flicking at her clit as the two brutes used her.

      Coincidently timed thrusts had my wife impaled at both ends with cock. The sensation of her pussy being completely filled by Marcus and Tim’s prick buried in her throat started a chain reaction. First, her body began to shudder violently. And as Tim and Marcus realized she was coming, they both lost control at the same time. Jessi choked and gagged, and as she lifted off Tim’s cock, he continued to spurt all over her face. Marcus, though, kept a tight grip and drained his entire load into her battered cunt.

      As Marcus withdrew, Jessi collapsed, cross-legged on the ground. She seemed a little shell-shocked, but she was also smiling happily as she absent-mindedly wiped Tim’s come off her face with her fingers and licked them clean. If she wasn’t a dirty, little whore, she certainly was doing a good impression of one.

      She looked up to see Travis looming above her. She held out her palm. “Oh, Baby, I need a little break to catch my breath.”

      He laughed and picked her off the ground easily. “I’ll do all the work.”

      Holding her in the air, he dropped his shorts, exposing a huge, curving prick. It was dark red and looked angry. Before my wife could react, he lowered her onto him, impaling her sore pussy on his thick, pulsing tool. She gasped and threw her head back.

      He was as good as his word. She was as light as a feather to him, and he bounced her limp body up and down on his prick. There was nothing she could do, so she surrendered to him as he rag-dolled her violently. She gasped and grunted, spittle flying from her lips. He jerked her faster still, masturbating his cock with her well-used pussy. She was hot, wet, and completely submissive, and Travis didn’t last long. In just a couple of minutes, he was grunting as he filled her with his come as well.

      Travis eased her off his cock, lowering her to the ground. She sprawled out, panting, eyes-closed. I watched as Jerome approached her. He slowly peeled off his shirt, exposing his ripped physique. And then his shorts. She seemed to sense him above her, and when she looked up, her eyes went wide. He was huge. Porn-star huge.

      “You ready for your footlong?” he asked.

      I don’t think he was exaggerating.

      She shook her head.

      He laughed. “Don’t worry. Cracking open skinny white girls is my specialty.”

      She shook her head again, but didn’t resist as he dropped down beside her. He rolled her onto her back and began pressing her thighs back to her chest, spreading her open. Her pussy was a red, swollen mess. He dipped two thick digits inside her, eliciting a soft gasp, and withdrew them, wet and sticky. He fed them to her, and my wife eagerly sucked the mix of her juices and come from his fingers.

      “You’re a hot, little number, aren’t you?” Jerome said.

      Her eyes flashed, but she didn’t answer, not that she really could since he was giving her another taste from her pussy. When he went back again, he added a third finger. Jessi gasped and bucked. He rubbed her clit.

      “That’s it, Baby. Get used to it. You ever have a real man?”

      She shook her head. “No.”

      I knew what she meant. She’d never had a cock like Jerome’s. Not many women had. But it still stung.

      He chuckled. “It’s going to open your eyes.”

      He had her lick his fingers and then plunged into her again. She moaned softly and pulled harder on her legs to spread herself even more for him. She gazed down at his cock. She wanted him. Wanted that thick pole inside her.

      Jerome fed her his fingers again, and after she sucked them clean, he kept his index and middle fingers deep in her mouth, gagging her. The reason became obvious in a moment. He placed the head of his cock against her dripping snatch. It looked as big as a fist. Not one of his fists, thankfully, but that of a normal man. Even still, I couldn’t imagine it fitting inside her. But he was right. He was experienced. He moved above her and plunged down. Her pussy seemed to turn inside-out, and then suddenly the head popped inside.

      Jessi howled. Even with his fingers in her mouth, it was loud, but without them it would have drawn a crowd. She was wild-eyed and shivering, but also eager and willing.

      “Get ready to fall in love,” he taunted.

      He forced his cock in deeper. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she couldn’t seem to breathe. He pulled almost all the way out, and she was able to refocus her gaze on him, gasping for oxygen. Then back in, a little deeper, and again, her body seemed to shut down, chest still, just the whites of her eyes visible. Out again, and she came back to life.

      “Do you like it?” he asked.

      “God, yes,” she gasped in the moment he allowed her to speak before gagging her again.

      I glanced at his cock. Only the top third was shiny with her juices. He entered her again. She mewled with pleasure, even as her body shook uncontrollably. And again. And again. He was moving faster, fucking her harder, deeper. He was now still only half inside her, but she was completely in his power.

      “Fuck, you’re tight,” he gasped.

      She twisted her head away from his fingers. “I want to feel you come,” she gasped.

      He plunged in deeper and she hissed.

      “Come on, Baby, come inside me!”

      She looked wild. Bent in half. Sweaty. Gasping for breath.

      “Do it!” she commanded.

      He growled suddenly and thrust in deeper still, though with still three or four inches to go. She yelped and then sighed as she felt him pulsing inside her.

      He rolled over onto the ground beside her, completely drained. She lay there as well, still spread out, gasping. After a moment a thick stream of his come began to leak from her battered pussy. It might have been gross, but somehow it was sexy. She was this hot number, taking on all comers, and from the way she looked around at the men around her, she was ready for more.

      That’s certainly how Koz read it. He stepped closer to her.

      “Ready for round two?”

      She laughed and sat up.

      “Not quite yet. I need to take care of something.”

      Koz seemed puzzled. As was I.

      And then to my shock, she stood up and walked directly toward me. She was probably going to relieve herself or something, so I shrank back into the woods. But she kept coming, and I realized that she knew I was there. I gasped. She moved faster and then she was upon me.

      She was even more of a mess close up. Her hair was matted with sweat. She had dirt and sticks stuck to her back. She still had some of Tim’s come on her face, and even more running down her legs. And I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything sexier.

      “Did you like the show?” she asked.

      I was mute.

      She shoved me backward and I fell back onto my butt. Jessi launched herself at me.

      “I guess I’ll check myself.”

      She unzipped and yanked down my pants, pulling my cock from my boxers. I was rock hard. Had I been the whole time?

      Jessi didn’t hesitate. She straddled me and dropped down on my cock. She was soaking wet and hot as a furnace. I felt the cum of three other men dripping out of her and onto my balls. I was both disgusted and turned on.

      “Is that how you fantasized I was back in college?” she asked as she ground against me.

      “Yes,” I gasped. “Is that what you fantasized about doing back then but didn’t have the guts?”

      “Yes,” she replied.

      “They’re going to want more,” I said.

      She ground against me and leaned in close to gasp in my ear, “So do I.”

      Jessi leaned back and looked me in the eyes. She was heavy lidded with excitement. Her nipples hard.

      “What else did you imagine me doing?”

      I blushed and looked away. “Frat party,” I muttered.

      She shivered. “I bet there is one tonight.”

      I was mute again.

      She rocked her hips, making my cock churn inside her squishy pussy. “Is that what you want, Baby? You want your slutty, cheerleader, sorority girl to go back to the football frat?”

      “Yes,” I gasped.

      “You want those big, strong men to take turns fucking me?”

      “Yes.”

      “You want them to come in my mouth? My cunt? My ass?”

      Our eyes met and I felt my cock start to pulse as I creamed inside her.

      “Yes... and I want you to tell me all about it.”

      She laughed. “Oh don’t worry, Baby. You’ll hear every... last... nasty... filthy... detail.”

      She rose and stood above me. I looked up at her tight little body and her dripping snatch. She winked. “Don’t wait up.”

      My wife turned and headed back toward the group. A couple of them were stroking their hard-ons.

      “Let’s go someplace more comfortable,” she said.

      “How about the backseat of my car?” Koz suggested.

      She chuckled. “That’s a start. But then back to the frat house. I think you guys are going to need some reinforcements.”

      She pulled on her dress, ignoring the come seeping through the fabric. So much about avoiding stains. The six of them headed off as I pulled on my own clothes.
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        * * *

      

      She didn’t come home that night. Or the next morning. Or the next day. She did return Sunday evening, in sweat pants and a tee shirt with some exciting stories and the news that she’d made some more promises in return for another victory next week. But... that is a story for another day.
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          by Arnica Butler

        

      

    

    
      “Are you feeling any better yet?”

      Krista’s tone was dry and brittle, and she regretted it immediately. But Rich was lying under a palm tree like a heap of laundry, his skin slightly green, his hand still plastered to his forehead in a grimace of pain.

      Not because he was actually sick, but because he drank too much.

      Krista thrust a cold Gatorade into his hand. “Drink this,” she said.

      She sat down on the sand and put her elbows on her knees.

      She didn’t want to admit it, but she was pretty hungover as well.

      She also didn’t want to admit that Richard’s getting drunk had been kind of fun for her: he had gone to bed early, and she had taken it upon herself to enjoy the evening anyway.

      And she had. Not that she would ever put herself in a compromising situation, but it had been fun going out alone, dressed up, sitting at the bar and flirting with men she had never met before and who she would never see again. It had been so refreshing to have conversations about herself, to have men try to get to know her a little, to want to know what she was thinking or liked or was interested in.

      Also, she could not deny: it had been nice to feel the attraction of other men.

      Krista sighed and adjusted her swimsuit, which was creeping down her ample bosom to the big pink circles of her areolas. She was a busty, petite girl with an hourglass figure that had never turned into fat, but it took a lot of dedication to keep things that way. It also caused her a lot of wardrobe headaches, because if clothing fit her well in the chest area, often her waist was swimming in it. When it fit her waist, the curves of her breasts strained constantly against the material, unbuttoning and tugging ever-downward whatever shirts she tried to wear.

      The swimsuit was a compromise, a one-piece that showed off her breasts but made her waist appear a little thicker than it was. She wasn’t sure why she didn’t like to wear a bikini; she had been wearing one-piece suits since she was in high school. Perhaps because she liked to actually swim.

      She wiped a bead of sweat from her forehead.

      “Ugh,” Richard said, after chugging half the bottle of Gatorade. “I’m so sorry, Hun. I think this is better. I don’t know how the hell I got so wasted.”

      Krista leaned on her cheek and regarded her husband. He was still a trim, lanky guy, with a little more gut than when she had first met him, but in general he had fared well over the fifteen years of their marriage. He had been blessed with one of those baby faces that, by age forty, still looked youthful and only more rugged as the signs of wear and tear appeared on him.

      “That’s okay,” she said, and her voice was an odd mixture, partially cross, partially happy. “I had a great time by myself at the bar.”

      “Oh yeah?” Richard said. He took another swig of Gatorade. “You meet any hot guys?”

      “Loads,” she said, smiling. “Loads of hot guys who could not believe a man would leave a hot little number like me all alone at the bar.”

      Richard squinted at her. His sunglasses had fallen off when he had plopped down at this palm tree earlier in the morning, and he had rolled on and broken them. “Hmm,” he said, looking down at his fingers. “And what did you do with all these hot guys?”

      Krista had an impulse—and no ordinary impulse, for her—to bite her thumb seductively.

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

      She tried to sound sultry. She was acutely aware that she didn’t really fit the bill. Aside from the big chest, she was an athletic girl, pretty and short. She was “perky” and “cute”, and it had always bothered her to be confined to those descriptions. For much of her life she had longed to be “enigmatic” and “sultry”.

      Like the woman she had met at the bar the night before, who was actually the person she had spent the most time talking to. Though to be sure, that woman had attracted men to the two of them like moths to a candle, and she had enjoyed their interest and attention.

      Krista felt a creep of heat across her cheeks. She brushed her strawberry blonde hair from her face impatiently, which was a sure sign that she was uncomfortable. Richard took note and made a face, so she stood up quickly and dusted the sand off her legs. “I’m going out for a swim,” she said.

      Richard reached up and grabbed her hand. “Hey,” he said, in a kind of sing-song. “What’s that all about?”

      “What?” Krista said, imitating confusion, but doing a poor job of it. She could feel the wacky expression she was making and knew it wouldn’t fool Richard.

      “What’s up with that?” he asked. “You aren’t serious, are you?”

      The image of the woman she had met rose up in her mind, superimposed over the scene in front of her: her husband, the sand, the red and blue towel crumpled beneath him. Overlaid on Richard’s pale skin, and his confused expression, Krista could see the green eyes and the black, slightly wavy chin-length hair of the long-limbed woman she had met at the bar, whose skin had shone with a scentless oil and...

      Krista smiled at Richard. She considered the option of teasing him—it was something she often wanted to do, if anything just to prove to him that he didn’t actually want the things he claimed to want—but she chickened out at the last minute. She leaned forward and pecked him on the nose. She settled for:

      “Of course I’m kidding. I did not meet any hot men last night.”

      Then she brushed her hands on her thighs again and yawned. “I’m heading out for a swim now,” she said. “There aren’t any sharks here, are there?”

      Richard’s mouth was slightly open. He scanned the water. “I don’t... know. I don’t think so,” he said.

      By the time he turned back to his wife she was already gone, stretching her arms over her head as she walked toward the water.
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        * * *

      

      It wasn’t very often that Richard saw someone who looked like Gigi, but when he did, his heart stopped.

      Ker-klunk, like a great engine grinding to an absolute halt.

      His blood swirled uselessly in his body for a moment, and then he stared at the woman, asphyxiating, until she moved or smiled, revealing that she wasn’t the real, true Gigi.

      Few women came close to looking like Gigi, who was tall and curved, with plum-tomato breasts and a small round bottom overshadowed by her legs, which were golden brown and went on and on for miles. Hints of multiple, exotic ethnicities swirled around her, in her dark, wavy hair, her pillowy lips, her smoky green eyes and the sheer, firm size of her body. She was almost six feet tall, putting her just under Rich’s own height, and she was not the kind of girl to wear flats, just to make a man feel better.

      More importantly, there were very few women who carried themselves like Gigi, or who wore their clothes the way she did, moved their hands like she did, or met the eyes of every attractive person in the room with the same predatory, sexual stare.

      So while he occasionally saw a woman who might have Gigi’s jet-black, wavy hair, maybe even in combination with a killer body like hers, in the end, he would see that she wasn’t Gigi. Maybe she slouched a little, or tucked her hair behind her ear in some way that Gigi never would.

      The reaction had become muted as the years went by. After all, Rich loved his wife, and loved her more than anything in the world.

      And Gigi had been, well—a disaster. A really sexy, incredibly hot disaster, but a disaster nonetheless. He had always felt a little like he had been led around by the nose by her, with no way to control anything about her hurricane-force beauty, sexuality, or temperament.

      But his heart had stopped for real, yet again, as he and Krista had passed the swim-up bar the night before.

      He had captured a glimpse of a cherry-red mouth, the pucker of her lower lip and its wavy surface tantalizingly ripe, like it might burst any moment.

      White teeth, a hungry smile.

      Gold bracelets sliding on a sculpted, slender arm.

      Shiny black hair.

      The woman had turned away, and Richard had decided he was drunk off his rocker.

      But just the mere idea of Gigi, and the adventures she had taken him on in bed, made him slide his hand around his wife’s waist and draw his fingers up her soft belly to fondle her ample bosom. Krista was by far sexier than Gigi, at least to him, and it had been such a long time since they had made love in any passionate way. Married for so long, having sex felt like a chore.

      Well, it seemed to him like it felt like a chore to Krista.

      But after sliding his hands around Krista's waist, his blood still tingling with the semi-sighting of a Gigi-like woman, his memory became unstable. It consisted of: a flash of Gigi, his fingers on Krista’s nipple, a tumble into the room, Krista sighing and saying she’d be right back, the sound of the shower.

      And then, in spite of his best intentions, he had passed out.

      He had awoken with a terrible hangover, to hear that Krista had gone out to the bar and the nightclub at the hotel by herself. These were facts that left a sour taste in his mouth, a little tinge of jealousy, but they were also facts that he could not argue against.

      He had it coming by drinking so much.

      Still, it bothered him. And that was how he had spent his morning: feeling ill and needing a stabilizer and not wanting to get the eye from Krista about it; baking in the heat and mildly annoyed that she had gone out without him.

      All that, and the vaguely unsettled feeling that thoughts of Gigi brought out in him.

      But he had forgotten Gigi, or the near-sighting of her, entirely. And now he was feeling unsettled with no way to explain it to himself.

      When Krista decided to take a swim, he sighed and sat up, dusting the sand off his legs and telling himself he needed to pull his shit together and have a good time with his wife. The first thing he managed to focus on in the warm blue water was his wife, her hourglass figure unmistakable, her reddish hair bright in the white-hot sun.

      And then there she was.

      Ker-klunk.

      The exotic woman with jet-black hair, the plum-shaped breasts hanging out of a skimpy suit, the slender limbs poised in that way that Gigi had of standing, as though she were a collage of magazine shoots.

      His heart began to beat again after an arduous skip, and then the cold antifreeze of realization set in on him.

      No.

      It couldn’t be.

      But then there was Krista. And unless it was his imagination, she was out there laughing with Gigi.

      He slapped his hand on his forehead when the woman-who-looked-like-Gigi reached forward and adjusted the strap of Krista’s swimsuit.

      In that way that Gigi had, that no one else had, a way of sexualizing anything and everything.

      Gigi could wipe her nose and make it sexy.

      He squinted.

      “Fuck me,” he whispered below his breath.

      Gigi was a shadowy sore point in their marriage, and one that they had treated like a landmine for a long time: Krista had only heard about her third- and secondhand at parties or get-togethers, or from the guys who had known her. He had carefully erased every image of Gigi imaginable from his life, which hadn’t been difficult because Gigi was pre-Facebook and not exactly one to take a lot of pictures with a man (unless they were pornographic, which she was happy to do, but was typically less recognizable in).

      And her full name, Giuliana, had never come up. Gigi was simply “Gigi” and Krista knew what she had overheard: that Gigi was “smoking hot,” that Gigi was “a beautifully filthy little slut” that Gigi was wild in the sack and that no one could believe she’d ever given Rich the time of day, let alone the wild sex they’d had. At one party someone had been indiscreet enough to tell the story of the time Gigi had given him a blowjob in the car, gotten them pulled over, and talked the police officer out of a ticket.

      And that was a true story, one in which technically all Gigi had done was talk to the officer, but the way she had done it had been so fiery the memory of it smoldered in Richard’s mind still.

      It was a good story, but not one that Krista found amusing.

      Krista was also not amused by factoids like this: that story wasn’t even the half of it.

      Rich’s head swam.

      There was the first matter, which was the fact that Gigi was here at all. He became stuck on this point for a few minutes as he watched the two women talk, Gigi trailing her hands in the water, moving closer to Krista by millimeters with each snaking twist of her body.

      It couldn’t be her. How could it be? They were thousands of miles from home and the last he’d heard, Gigi had shacked up with some photographer in Europe somewhere.

      She wouldn’t be in the Caribbean, and she wouldn’t be at this resort.

      But it was Gigi. There was no mistaking it, no woman like her.

      And that left the other question, and this was the really troubling one:

      What the hell was his wife doing talking to her?

      And having a good time, it would appear?

      Rich groaned and clutched his stomach. He was beginning to feel ill, and it had nothing to do with his hangover.

      He closed his eyes and leaned back slowly until he was lying down again.

      And then Rich did what he usually did in a situation that made his heart race uncomfortably, which wasn’t anything he was particularly proud of but which he was pretty sure kept him from having a cardiac event.

      He folded a towel over his face and decided to wait and see if the whole thing might just blow over.
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        * * *

      

      Flecks of scalding sand sprayed across his arm with a soft whisper. “Rich.”

      Krista’s voice was dry. She sighed. Rich sensed her picking up some things from the sand next to him. More scalding specks stung his neck and his leg as Krista shook out a towel.

      “Okay. I’m going to the bar, then.” And then as an aside, to someone, somewhere, Krista added: “He’s not usually like this.”

      And then there it was. Gigi’s voice, sinking down and breaking Rich’s connection to the known universe:

      “Did you say, ‘Rich?’”

      The whiskey-toned, low chords of her voice were unmistakable.

      Then her laugh, dangerous and sultry.

      The towel on his face was thrown off, and there she was, rising up from a crouch, lifting a leg over his torso to stand over him, straddling him. Her sensuous legs disappeared into a tiny triangle of black above him, a gray-brown splash of sand along her inner thigh. Her long torso without a trace of fat towered over him, and her fulsome breasts swung slightly as she came to rest in this position, her big mouth open in a smile. “Richard Lyle,” she said drolly. “It is you.” And then she glanced at Krista, whose eyes were growing large, and gave a short laugh. “You’re the Krista,” Gigi said plainly.

      Richard was aware that his mouth was open but was unable to do much about it. He could feel Krista staring at him, her eyes moving from one to the other, her mouth slowly dropping.

      Gigi stepped over Richard and folded her arms. “What are the chances?” she said.

      Krista was still staring, open-mouthed.

      Rich sat up and folded his knees in with his elbows. Oh, he was done for. Really, really done for.

      “I thought you said... how do you two know each other?” Krista was saying. Her voice had the tight, high-pitched coiling of a woman about to come unglued.

      “Um,” Richard said, looking up at Gigi, whose face was cocked to the side in her typically defiant, mischief-making expression. “Gigi is, uh... well, you remember I told you about her? She’s an ex. From, uh, well... almost twenty years ago...”

      Gigi was still amused. He kept his eyes on his feet. Krista was boiling with something. Rich silently wished to whatever power existed in the universe that Krista had somehow forgotten about Gigi, but he knew it was a false and crazy hope.

      “I thought your name was Julia,” Krista said quietly, in awe.

      “No one has called me “Gigi” for, like, ten years,” Gigi said, and a hot puff of sand rose in front of her foot and splashed over Richard’s swim trunks. She gave a shake of her head and a pouty pose. “When I turned thirty I decided it was too childish.”

      Krista fiddled with her swimsuit. “So you’re Gigi,” she said quietly.

      Richard’s ears pricked up and his head turned involuntarily to look at his wife. Something in her tone was unexpected, and he couldn’t place his finger on what it was. Krista was looking at Gigi with an expression that most closely resembled... what? It wasn’t anger, or jealousy, or anything he would have expected.

      It almost looked like a strange form of admiration.

      “Christ,” he muttered under his breath.

      “It’s still Giulia,” Gigi said, her eyes wild with the excitement of potential fun. This was the kind of thing Gigi lived for, the kind of mischief she enjoyed getting up to. Working people up, making women angry or in love with her, making men worship and fear her.

      Richard’s stomach went cold.

      Gigi—Giulia—dropped to a crouch and leaned her elbows on her long legs. With her legs wide open and the tantalizingly small patch of bikini drawing Rich’s eye to her barely-covered pussy, she smiled equally widely. “Don’t worry Richie,” she said. “I’m a married woman now and all reformed.”

      Her eyes traveled to Krista, on whom she bestowed a genuine-looking smile. She crossed her fingers against her heart, right between her swaying breasts. “Cross my heart.”

      Then she popped up to her feet. “Krista and I were just going to the bar to get a drink and meet up with Paul.” She rolled her foot—soft as newborn skin, red, manicured toenails, slender and unblemished—over his. “Come with us. You look like you need a drink.”

      And then Gigi, now Giulia, with her unique talent for doing something unthinkably audacious, linked her arm in Krista’s like they had been best friends since the beginning of time, and strolled away as though this were the kind of thing that happened to her every day of her life.

      Leaving Rich beneath a palm tree, his heart pounding against his sternum and the blood filling his ears with a gentle roar.
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        * * *

      

      Krista’s head was spinning. It was probably the several, several, several too-many drinks she had at the bar with Giulia, who had written her name on a napkin at some point for the bartender. The bartender who, it should be noted, was way younger than either of them and extremely good-looking, and who seemed to be checking both of them out.

      The tingle of anger she had always felt for “Gigi”, the mysterious woman from Rich’s past, who had been, according to everyone, incredibly hot and incredibly sexy, started to travel up her spine as soon as she found out that this was her.

      But for some reason, it had faded pretty quickly.

      She liked Giulia, after all.

      And the more she drank, and the longer it took Rich to join them or for Giulia’s “Paul” to show up, the more Krista felt herself feeling... what was the word? Still sort of jealous of Gigi, but attracted to Giulia’s incredible personality. Almost drunk on it. Like she wanted to be like her.

      Rich finally showed up, looking cowed and afraid of Krista. Giulia extended an arm and pulled him toward a barstool between herself and his wife. “Come on, darling,” she purred. “Don’t be afraid of us. Eduardo here isn’t afraid of us, are you, Eduardo?”

      The bartender smiled. “A little.”

      Giulia sucked on a lime and grinned. Then she looked down at her chest and touched the skin. “Is it my chest? Krista, you would tell me if I had cougar-chest, wouldn’t you? It scares away the boys.” Giulia winked at Eduardo, who shook his head.

      Krista was entirely unsure of how to answer that question.

      “You don’t have cougar-chest,” a voice boomed from behind Giulia. A dark-haired man, good-looking in the face, with a fit body but a great deal of hair on his chest, sat down next to her.

      Giulia tipped her head back and purred, leaning into his chest and sucking on the lime some more. Her breasts swung and spread out, and the scene was somehow almost pornographic. “Oh,” she said. “You wouldn’t tell me the truth anyway. Everyone, this is Paul. Paul, this is everyone.”

      Giulia waved in the direction of Krista, Rich, the bartender, and a few people who had nothing to do with any of them, while tipping her head back, exposing her long throat, and receiving a kiss from Paul.

      Rich turned to Krista and raised his eyebrows. “I’m sorry,” he mouthed.

      Krista shook her head, not sure herself what she meant by that. Giulia peeled herself from her husband and dropped onto the pavement. “I,” she said loudly, “am going to go smoke a joint.”

      She gave Rich and Krista a brief look of invitation, but when they stared at her in return, she trotted away, leaving everyone to wonder where on earth she was keeping a joint in her bikini.

      “I’m Paul,” Paul said, extending his hand. “That wasn’t a very good introduction.”

      “Rich,” Richard said. “And this is Krista.”

      Paul looked as though he had heard a dog whistle. “Rich and Krista?” he repeated.

      Then he gave them a knowing smile, which Krista had no idea how to interpret.

      Giulia returned, and they ordered drinks and started some small talk. At some point Giulia and Paul started to talk to each other, Giulia leaning on her elbow to keep Rich and Krista out of the conversation. Krista put her fingers to her lips to get Rich to stop talking.

      The bar was filled and most people had been drinking all day and were noisy, so it was difficult to hear them, but Krista definitely heard:

      “No, that’s him. And that’s his wife.”

      “His wife is the woman you met at the bar?” Paul’s voice was very disbelieving.

      “I didn’t know it was her.”

      Krista raised her eyebrows at Paul, who raised his own back.

      “...talking about? Why not just ask them?”

      Paul’s voice turned to a low rumble.

      Giulia let out a peal of laughter, spun in her chair, and faced Rich and Krista. “Richie,” she said, letting her hand drop to his shoulder. “Paul here is giving me a bunch of sh—the business—because he thinks this is some kind of set-up. Tell him it’s not, you just met me this afternoon.”

      “That’s not what I was saying,” Paul recited from his chair. Krista looked at him in a mirror above the drinks. He was smiling.

      “Anyway, Rich. Last night I was hitting on your wife. I didn’t know she was, you know, your wife,” Giulia said.

      Krista froze. Sure, she had felt like Gigi was flirting with her, but since she had never had any experiences with other women, she had also decided she was imagining things.

      “Although...” Giulia purred. “Maybe this could still be a lot of fun...”

      Rich looked exasperated. “Gigi -” he began.

      “Giulia,” Giulia corrected with her whiskeyed voice. She was smiling.

      Rich swept his hands over the table like a baseball referee calling an out. “Krista is not into that. She’s not the type,” he said. “So... yeah, no, this was weird but -”

      “Oh, Richie,” Giulia said, leaning toward him. She looked at Krista with a smile as she did. “Maybe that’s not true. Hmm?” The “hmm” was directed at Krista, and Rich could see that a shiver traveled through his wife. But she didn’t say anything.

      Giulia smiled, and coiled back up in her seat, taking a straw from her drink and moving the tip of her tongue over the end of it in a way that suggested precisely the same thing for everyone. “That’s too bad, of course, but it doesn’t mean we can’t have any fun. Here, we were going to this club tonight, El Kangur, if you want to come.” She dipped her straw into her drink again and swirled it around, looking at Krista. “You should come. Krista, we’ll have so much fun, there are hot guys everywhere and the scene is so much more...” Giulia looked around with a wary eye. “Fun,” she said finally.

      Krista was mesmerized. She cleared her throat after a long pause. “I don’t... um.... know...”

      Rich patted her hand. “You know what, we were just thinking of spending the night here.”

      “Boo,” Giulia said.

      “I’m telling you, Gigi, Krista’s a square.”

      Krista bristled and turned toward him. “A what?”

      Giulia laughed. “Oh my god,” she said, flicking her tongue out to lap at the thick daiquiri at the end of the straw. “1952 called and they want that expression back.”

      “I’m not a square,” Krista was protesting.

      “I just mean... you’re a little conservative, is all. For, you know, this kind of thing.”

      Giulia raised her eyebrows and looked in front of her, as though to an audience, who she wanted to ask “can you believe this?”

      “Conservative?” Krista said.

      Rich felt cornered. “Oh, God. You know what I mean.”

      Krista stared at her drink. “Whatever,” she said dryly.

      Giulia smiled, and Krista saw her expression in the mirror.

      “Maybe we could go. I don’t know. It sounds fun.”

      Rich turned and stared at his wife in disbelief. “But you...”

      Giulia smiled. Paul sipped his drink.

      Krista shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said. “It might be kinda fun.”

      There was a pause while her husband let the whole thing sink in. Then he reached for her arm. “Let’s take a little walk,” he said, trying to sound suave but instead sounding crazy.
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        * * *

      

      They fought like typical couples: trying to wait until they got out of earshot but failing miserably and hissing at each other instead as they waded through the reclining chairs on the beach. Krista was fuming by the time she reached the water. She folded her hands over her chest.

      “What the hell!” she said. “Why are you treating me like a child?”

      “Listen, Krista. You don’t have any idea what you’re getting into here -”

      “Oh I know. Gigi-this, Gigi-that. What is Gigi, the great scary sexual goddess who will do anything in bed doing at this resort in the first place, hmm?”

      “Look, Krista, I think we should just forget we ever saw her here, go back to our room, and, you know... have our vacation. Without Gigi.”

      Krista’s lips were trembling and she could feel it. Her eyes were unusually wet.

      She couldn’t say, herself, what she was even so mad about. Gigi had existed like a myth for her, a dark black myth, always in the past and threatening to emerge at any time. The beautiful, the sexy, the daring and adventurous Gigi.

      And as their own sex life had become more and more stale, she had thought of Gigi often. What it was that was so great about her. What made people talk about her long after she had been gone, and Rich had gotten married.

      And then there was an even scarier thought, something she couldn’t quite get her head around. She liked Giulia. She liked the way Giulia made her feel, she liked walking toward something dangerous with her. She liked the thought of doing something over the line, out of character. Of going to a club, of being with a woman like Giulia, to whom everyone in the room was attracted.

      She wasn’t going to do anything, of course. And that’s what irritated her the most. Rich was acting like a little child. He had passed out like a stupid drunk on their first night here and now he was jealous that she’d had a good time without him. Now he was worried that she would go and do something wild.

      She was an adult, a married woman for Christ’s sake.

      She just wanted a little fun. She could almost taste it, and it felt like the first time she’d gotten drunk.

      Rich was shaking his head. “I’m telling you,” he said. “I’m asking you. Gigi is no good.”

      “She’s Giulia now. Maybe she’s changed.”

      Rich exhaled in exasperation.

      “Oh, fine,” Krista said sourly.

      She always gave in to him. She stomped back toward the bar.

      “Where are you going?”

      “To say goodbye!” she called back, realizing that she was quite drunk. “Because I’m not an asshole who just ghosts people at a Tiki bar!”

      Giulia was looking amused when she returned, and Krista blew her bangs up with a puff of air. “I guess we’re going back to the room,” she said bluntly. “I’m sorry.”

      Giulia sucked on a lime, so sexually that Krista felt queasy and so much that she felt the sour taste of it in her own mouth. She slipped a card into Krista’s hand. Leaning toward her, her breasts swinging, her big lips seemingly everywhere, her skin hot and toasted almond and gorgeous, she gave off another wave of strange seduction. “Listen,” she said. “Richie is the ‘square.’ If you change your mind, come find us. I promise it will be very low-key.” She sucked on a lime again. “Fun.”

      Krista tucked the card into the top of her suit, and Giulia kissed her on the cheek. “See you,” she said, with a certainty in her voice that made Krista nervous.

      And excited.
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        * * *

      

      They went back to their room and Krista took a shower. Rich sat on the edge of the bed and turned on the TV out of habit. He wasn’t thinking about it, or watching it, but rather was caught up in his thoughts.

      Krista became annoyed when she came out. She threw a towel at his head. “So now, what? We’re just going to watch TV all night?”

      He pulled the towel from his face. “No... I just did this because you were in the shower.”

      Krista threw open the wardrobe and dug out a black dress.

      Rich raised his eyebrows. “What are you doing?”

      “I dunno,” Krista said dismissively. “But I’m not sitting here all night just because you’re afraid of your ex-girlfriend.”

      “I’m not...” he began.

      “So what is it about her, then, that is so scaaaary?”

      Rich remained silent, preferring not to delve too deep into these waters.

      “I mean, I get that she’s gorgeous,” Krista continued. “But... what else? What’s the big deal?”

      Rich ran his fingers through his hair. “Look,” he said. “I don’t... do you really want to have this conversation? I married you. I love you.” He reached for her waist and slid his hand around it. “I think you’re way more beautiful than Gigi any day of the week. Gigi is crazy, that’s all there is to it. I just don’t want to go to a club with her, okay?”

      “Why not? What if I want to go? What could happen?”

      Rich sighed. “Listen -”

      “Is it because you’re still attracted to her?”

      There was a pause, and it was too long, and Rich knew it, so he didn’t even try to cover it up.

      “Uh-huh,” Krista hissed.

      “Krista, being attracted to someone is not the same thing as loving them, or wanting to do anything with them... I don’t want to go. I want to stay as far away from her as possible, okay? That’s what I’m saying.”

      But it was clear that Krista was in no mood to be swayed. Her eyes were off to the side and staring with determination at the wall in front of her. Rich knew that look, and he knew to be wary of it. It meant Krista was deciding to do something. While that usually meant that Krista was deciding to do something like train for a marathon or start a new business or remodel the house, this time, in combination with the dangerous presence of Gigi, Krista’s determination was frightening. Rich felt a knot develop in his stomach.

      Krista narrowed her eyes. “It’s her, just like, willingness to do anything, isn’t it? Like, she’s such a sexual person.”

      Rich scratched his head. He felt like an animal sniffing around a trap. “Uh... well, I mean, that’s true about her, for sure, but -”

      Krista turned on him and looked down at him with narrowed, searching eyes. “Do you ever wish I was more adventurous, more like her?”

      The question was loaded, and it came out of left field. Rich was totally unprepared for it, so his mouth hung open and he moved it in an attempt to find something to say. He had a sense that pausing would be a bad idea, but he had no alternative plan.

      The truth was, he did have some ideas in his mind, of things he wouldn’t mind his wife being more adventurous about. But they also made him uneasy, and he’d probably have been fine his whole life if he never mentioned them -

      “Aha,” Krista said knowingly. “So you do.”

      “What?” Rich floundered. “I didn’t even ans-”

      Krista held up a finger and hissed. It was a really odd gesture coming from her. “It’s okay,” she said. “I get it.”

      Rich shook his head. He did not like the tone of Krista’s voice, and he felt like things were slipping out of his control, though he had no idea why. “Honey,” he said. “I don’t -”

      “You know what?” Krista said. “You just paused too long. We’re just beating around the bush here. It’s not like I don’t know that our sex life has been stale for, like, forever. It’s not like I don’t know that.”

      Krista was gathering up her shawl, and she marched into the bathroom. Rich turned his palms upward on his knees in a gesture of utter confusion, shaking his head. “Krista, what are you talking about?”

      He heard the clatter of containers of makeup on the sink. “Oh, please,” Krista said sarcastically. There was a pause, and when she started to talk her vowels were long and her consonants half-finished, like she was making a face in the mirror. “Ooouh not really, ooouh aren’t really going to argue with eee are ooouh?” He heard a plastic click. “Exactly,” Krista said, as though the whole argument, or discussion, or whatever this was, had been hashed out and was concluded in her favor.

      “So,” she said, stepping out into the small hallway from the room to the door. She primped her hair in front of the mirror. The shawl had been left behind in the bathroom.

      Rich was surprised that she had put on dark eyeshadow, and eyeliner, and black mascara, making her eyes very sultry, and a little slutty. It was actually a very good look for her, her blue eyes popped from beneath the dark shadow, but with the red lipstick she’d put on, it seemed overdone.

      Dangerous.

      Rich started to open his mouth to say something about her eyes when she whirled suddenly and picked up her purse from the dresser near the hallway. “Well,” she said. “I’m going out. And who knows? Maybe I’m up for anything tonight.”

      She snapped her purse closed.

      “Wait, what?” Rich stood up. “You’re going out? Going where? With Gigi?”

      Krista shrugged, and smiled. “El Kangur.” She leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek. “Follow me if you want to. Stop me if you want to. Or don’t. Maybe I’m so square, so not into it, so not-like-Gigi, that you have no reason to worry. So, do what you like.” She smiled and spun around.

      “Krista, wait. I’ll get ready -”

      “Toodles!” she said.

      And then she opened the door and started to walk down the hallway.

      Rich threw open the door as it started to close. “Krista!” he shouted down the hallway. “Krista!”

      Krista turned around. In her black dress, with her dark makeup, she looked twenty years younger, almost like she was a different person. Her dress hung low on her ample breasts, drawing his eyes right to them. She looked... so good.

      The door closed behind him. “Shit!” he yelled. Krista laughed and spun around again. God, she was really drunk, or something.

      Rich felt in his pockets. “Krista,” he said. “Come back. I don’t have the key.” He looked down at his feet, and sure enough, they were bare. “Krista!” he said. “I don’t have my shoes. I need the key!”

      A white plastic card flitted into the air, catching the overhead lighting for a moment and then helicoptering to the floor. It landed with a quiet splat on the tiled floor. “Come and find me,” Krista called back, just before turning the corner. “And we’ll see how ‘conservative’ I am.”

      “Krista!” Rich yelled, running down the hallway to pick up the key card. He started hustling after her, but then looked at his bare feet and decided he had to run back. “Dammit!” he muttered under his breath.
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        * * *

      

      The interior of the club was like any other that Krista had visited, back when she was younger: black walls, red lights, strobes that occasionally froze young, beautiful faces in grotesque or pretty moments. The Caribbean air and the bodies inside had beat back the air conditioning, and now the whole place moved like live bait in a tin can, and the air was filled with the scent of sweet sweat and lust. Giulia paid for Krista, and took her by the hand into the center of the dance floor. Krista looked behind her, but Paul didn’t follow.

      They were pushed together instantly by the throbbing crowd around them. Male eyes appeared all around them, and Krista felt for the first time in a long time the sensation of men looking at her, lecherously.

      Giulia was pushed into her, and she didn’t try to back away. The tall woman’s breasts were at eye level for Krista, and more than once she was pushed into them. Giulia moved like a serpent goddess, and Krista couldn’t help but feel something similar to attraction—because it couldn’t be actual attraction—to her.

      The music started as techno. It was too loud to talk, too loud to do anything but dance, and look at the faces and arms and bodies that seemed to double with each passing moment. She didn't know how much time passed before she felt the arms around her waist, the male hands on her belly, the heat and the callouses of a new and different hand on her body.

      At first, because Giulia was smiling past her shoulder, Krista assumed it was Paul. It was still inappropriate, she reasoned quickly, but Paul was not some random stranger. She relaxed a little, and that’s when the body behind her pressed her to it, her back against a wall of hot, bare muscle. She could feel it against her arms, through her dress: muscle and heat. Her pussy throbbed a little with the sort of wild, heated excitement she had been convinced she would never feel again. The kind of excitement you just didn’t get from a husband, a lover you’d known for years.

      At this point, two things happened at the same time: she noticed that Giulia had her own dance partner, and he was definitely not Paul: he was a lean, long-limbed, and very, very dark man with a serious expression and eyes that rested on Krista’s breasts, even as he was dancing with Giulia.

      At that same moment, Krista could feel the man behind her grinding against the back of her body, from the hard curves of his pecs against the back of her head, along his tight abs against her shoulder blades, to the firm and unmistakable outline of his cock against her mid-lower back, just under her ribs.

      It was at that moment that Krista realized maybe she had taken things a bit too far. What was she doing out here, dancing with a stranger who had an erection? And with a woman like Giulia? She started to squirm away from the man behind her, planning to slip away “to the bathroom” and then maybe go outside and catch a cab, text her husband, apologize for acting foolishly.

      But Giulia put her plans quickly out of her head. She leaned over, locking her eyes on Krista’s, and drew her in with the same magnetism as earlier at the bar. She had a smile on her face. Krista was captivated by her, unsure of whether or not she felt an attraction to her that was real, or sexual, or something else, so she didn’t move as Giulia leaned close to her and purred in her ear: “Yours is a really, really hot one. How’s mine?”

      Krista was still reeling from the question, and Giulia’s vibrating voice had sent gooseflesh rippling down her neck and upper arm, so she hadn’t responded when Giulia said: “Let’s give them something to think about.”

      And before she knew what had happened, Giulia was looking her straight in the face, swaying in front of her, leaning down, and a hand was traveling along her neck in seductive circles. Then Giulia’s mouth—plump and soft and unlike anyone Krista had ever kissed—was against her lips and the same seductive tongue Krista had seen licking the tips of straws and the rims of glasses all night was exploring her own mouth.

      For a moment she did nothing, because she was so shocked, and she surprised herself by letting her mouth fall open and take Giulia’s tongue in. The kiss surprised her by being more enticing than she had imagined kissing a woman would be, and then she found herself moving her own lips and tongue along with her. Krista opened her eyes, which she had closed automatically, to find Giulia looking right at her, grinning even as she opened her mouth wider and her tongue darted along Krista’s lips and then into her mouth, playing like a fish in a coral reef.

      The group—Krista and Giulia, and the two men—had moved in closer together, and Krista felt the cock of the man behind her pulsing against her back. Hands were moving everywhere on her body—two seemed to be in her hair, pulling at the top of her head to lean her head back against the muscled chest behind her. Another hand was sliding up along her leg, underneath her skirt. And yet another pressed gently against her jaw, holding her mouth in place as Giulia’s own mouth slipped down to her exposed neck. The quick pink tongue began to flick along Krista’s throat, and the two pillowy lips closed up to suck on her skin.

      Krista was totally shocked, so her arms fell limp at her sides. The most shocking aspect of what was happening was less that it was happening and more that she was... well, enjoying it. There was no denying her enjoyment: her pussy ached, and she could feel her panties getting so soaked they would soon be useless to stop the streams of excitement that seemed to be pouring out of her.

      While Giulia made her way along her neck with her lips, the black man dancing with her watched with a lusty, animal stare. This only made Krista wetter. The cock against her back pulsed again. It was enormous. Krista put her hand up to Giulia’s shoulder, in a weak attempt to put a stop to all of this. But at that moment Giulia’s fingers slid further up Krista's skirt, and right into the wet triangle of her panties. In a deft, simple move, Giulia’s fingers slipped under the fabric and found her clit. She was smiling at how wet Krista was. Her fingers rubbed against the face of her clit and squeezed it, and a shudder of pleasure went through Krista just as the man she was leaning against pushed her hair and her head to one side and began to nibble on her ear.

      It all felt so good, she felt powerless to stop it. It was reckless, insane, so wrong. Her eyes grew heavy and drifted to her hand, where she saw her wedding ring. A jolt of guilt traveled through her, at the same time that Giulia flicked at her clit.

      ‘Giulia,” Krista managed to say. She needed to get out of here, now.

      On the other hand, she wasn’t really cheating, not completely, not totally, not yet. She had kissed a girl, that was all, and it was the girl who had her fingers on her...

      “Giulia,” she repeated. The wet mouth on her shoulder made her shiver. Hands were now moving all over her and it was tempting to just let them continue.

      Giulia’s fingers dipped into her pussy, and Krista’s eyes went wide.

      But the fingers disappeared almost as quickly, and then Giulia brought her hand up in front of her face. Almost as though they had choreographed it, Giulia brought her fingers to the man behind her and turned her face slightly to say something.

      Krista stared as the man licked her juices from Giulia’s fingers. He stared at her as he did it, the feverish lust growing in his eyes.

      Krista leaned forward. “Giulia,” she said. “I can’t... I have to go, I can’t do this.”

      But Giulia was pressed against her, and she placed her arms on her shoulders, her hands up on the broad shoulders of the mystery man behind Krista. “Why not?” she purred in her ear. “Is it because of Richie? Because if that’s all it is, then I think you should reconsider.”

      Krista blinked, unsure of what Giulia said or meant. Giulia moved her head to the left, and looked in that direction, indicating that Krista should follow her gaze. She found her husband easily. He was leaning against a balcony, his eyes wide in disbelief, but a similar hunger consumed him.

      Giulia’s lips were against her ear, her voice vibrating straight to Krista’s wet, hot core:

      “He’s been there a long time, just watching. He likes to watch you. Look at him. So you can have what you want,” she growled, her fingers trailing down Krista’s body, “And so can he.”

      Rich was looking right at her, his mouth open, but sure enough, he didn’t seem angry. He seemed like he was attracted to her for the first time in a long time.

      Krista turned slowly back to Giulia, who was smiling. “Just relax,” she said. “Have a good time.” Then she brought her fingers to her mouth, and for a second Krista thought it was just part of her game, but when she stuck her tongue out there was a small pill at the end of it.

      Krista could hardly believe that she was occupying her own body when she leaned closer to Giulia’s mouth, and put her lips on her tongue, sucking the pill up from the same flicking pinkness that had only recently been her mouth.

      It had already begun to dissolve when Krista got it to the back of her throat. “What is this?” she asked.

      “That’s the spirit!” Giulia cried. “Don’t worry. You’re going to like it.”

      And then they started to dance, while hands and lips, tongues and flesh, moved all over her body. She turned in time to the music and found her husband, standing where he had been all along, watching like a hawk.
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        * * *

      

      Rich found El Kangur thanks to a helpful taxi driver, and he fumed all the way to the club. It was located down the rolling hills from where the resorts where perched, near the harbor. He fumed waiting in line, looking for Gigi and his wife.

      But he also twisted with another feeling, one he couldn’t say was entirely bad. A hot, pulsing jealousy that was exciting to him.

      After half an hour, he made it into the club, and the situation seemed hopeless. There were too many bodies, too many strobe lights, the music was so loud he felt like it was somehow making him blind.

      But he found them the way almost anyone found Gigi: she stood out. Maybe she sent pheromones into the air, maybe she was radioactive. There was no particular reason for her to stand out, but she did. And his eyes singled her out, and then his wife.

      And then, the two men who were dancing with them.

      He watched while the man who had been dancing with Krista, whose face she had not seen, whose skin was dark like Giulia’s partner, put his hand over her crotch, drew the fabric of her skirt up with one hand, and slid his fingers over the soft mound of her pussy. And he was still watching when that same man brought his hand up to smell the scent of Krista’s cunt.

      And then, he watched as Gigi, or Giulia, or whoever she thought she was now, spoke into Krista’s ear while Krista lifted her eyes and looked right at her husband.

      For a moment Krista seemed to go cold, but Gigi kept talking, and Krista kept listening, and all the while the dark man fondled Krista's less and less resistant form.

      And then, even in the dim light, Rich saw it: the hardening of Krista’s eyes into determination.

      His stomach coiled.

      Gigi had convinced her of something.
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        * * *

      

      Krista approached him, and it was evident in her glassy-eyed look that she had taken something, which was unsurprising from Gigi. It was not the first time Krista had taken anything, but it was the first time in almost a decade. And he knew he should say something, put an end to all of this, especially if she was intoxicated.

      The only problem was... she slinked toward him, one hand pulling Gigi with her, and the other playfully at her lips. She was chewing on her fingers, almost as though she felt bashful, when she approached. She let go of Giulia’s hand, which freed Giulia up to turn to the black man she had been dancing with, and Krista slipped her arms up on Rich’s shoulders.

      “So,” she said. “What do you think now? Am I still too ‘square’ for you?”

      Rich looked back at the man his wife had been dancing with. The man returned his look, cold and steady, but not unfriendly.

      He could have easily said, “let’s go home,” but he found himself intrigued. He waited too long, and Krista was already on a roll, changing the topic.

      Krista leaned toward him. “These are friends of Giulia’s, I guess,” she said. “And Giulia told me a little secret about you. She said...” Krista drew her hand down the front of his shirt and over the bulging erection in his shorts. “That you like watching other men with your woman... and I guess she’s right.”

      Her eyes traveled back up to his. His chest was getting tight: was Krista for real?

      The group was moving toward the stairs now, Paul having somehow joined them, Gigi looking back at him seductively. God. She didn’t mean all of this, right? They weren’t all about to go upstairs and fuck?

      He looked at his wife. He tried very hard to say the words: “I should take you home,” but they didn’t come out of his mouth. Instead, Krista’s fingers traced the shape of his cock over his shorts and she smiled seductively, luring him in. “I bet you think I’m too chicken to do it,” she said.

      And then she turned, and followed them up the stairs.

      His cock throbbed, and he looked briefly around, wondering if this was actually a weird dream he couldn’t—or didn’t want to—wake up from.

      His wife’s bottom was round and swayed as she climbed the stairs to god only knows what.

      He certainly couldn’t just stay down here.

      So he sucked in a breath, and followed.

      The room they went into was a dimly lit, VIP room of some kind, with windows into a red room at the back. Paul had already made himself comfortable on a couch and had somehow procured a drink. He had his legs spread open in an alpha-male posture and looked like he’d been sitting there for hours, comfortably watching his wife and the two black men the way you would watch TV.

      Giulia looked over at him as he entered the room. “Oh, Richie,” she cooed. “You came. Let me make you a drink. These guys are Sebastian and Drew,” she said, waving vaguely in the direction of the taller man first and the one with his wife second. “What do you want to drink? I want a shot.”

      Rich looked at the scene, acutely aware that he should probably grab his wife and run, and instead he staggered over to where Paul was sitting and collapsed on the couch. Giulia was still looking at him, eyebrows raised. “A... a... whatever. Scotch,” he mumbled.

      Giulia poured something into a glass and shrugged. “This is the Caribbean, you idiot, have a rum,” she said, delivering it to his hand.

      While she was doing that, the two men had started to chat with Krista at the other end of the bar, where she was leaning and dragging her leg seductively against the other. She tucked her hair behind her ear and giggled.

      “Time for shots,” Gigi said, taking Krista by the waist. “But not for you, my dear, you’re a bit gone. So you can do the honors, because I can’t find any more glasses in this place.”

      Before Krista could get her bearings, Giulia was lifting her dress up and over her head. Krista gave a squeal of surprise, and Giulia dismissed her briskly, saying she should show herself off.

      Krista still had her heels on, so she reached a staggering 5’6” and her legs were longer and more defined than ever. She had on a matching black bra and panty set, with her luscious pale skin spilling from the lacy ridge of the bra, and her big areola peeking through the knotted flowers and vines, on display for all who cared to see.

      Krista looked to Rich, but whatever hesitation she might have felt was short-lived. Giulia was in charge, and making plans rapidly, anyway. “Now, lie down here on this table,” Gigi coaxed, leading her to a low coffee table in front of a couch. “And we’ll use you as a shot glass.”

      Krista let herself be guided to the table and stretched out on it. Gigi lifted her hands—which she originally placed on her belly—up to her head and propped them there beneath her hair. Then she drew her hand down Krista’s body playfully, a bottle of tequila in her other hand. “So many choices. Let’s start with the obvious.”

      Krista let out a yelp when Gigi poured some tequila into her belly-button, which was a tiny reservoir and out of which all the tequila quickly spilled down the sides of her body. Gigi dropped to her knees and licked one of the streams from the hem of Krista’s black panties to her belly button. She was looking over Krista’s body at Rich when she dipped her tongue into her belly button and lapped up the tequila like a cat.

      “Well,” she said. “That isn’t a very good place for it.”

      She straddled the coffee table, tequila in hand, while the two men looked on hungrily. Giulia brought Krista’s hands down to her breasts and put them on either side. “Push them together,” she told her. “Sit up on your elbows a little. There, that’s it.”

      Krista’s big tits made a nice valley pushed together, and Gigi poured the tequila right in. This time the spillage was minimal.

      Gigi leaned forward and took a slurpy sip before stepping off the table. She refilled the crevice with a dollop and gestured to Sebastian. “Have at it.”

      The black man straddled Krista just as Gigi had done, only he had to almost sit down on Krista's pelvis to get close enough to suck the tequila from between her tits. He slurped it out noisily, smiled, and reached for the bottle. He refilled her tits and then sucked up another shot, before his tongue began to explore the curved insides of “the cup” that Krista’s breasts had formed. “Mmm,” he said, speaking for the first time. He seemed American.

      They repeated the process for Drew, who took his time lapping the tequila out of Krista’s breasts while his hands unapologetically massaged her tits. When he finished, he pushed the bra right up and Krista’s breasts sprung loose. He suckled them one at a time, while Krista leaned her head back and her arms sort of wilted around her, as though she couldn’t be responsible for what was happening.

      “Okay,” Rich said. “Okay... yeah, know what? That’s enough.”

      He was saying the words but he didn’t necessarily believe them, or really want to put an end to what was taking place in front of him. He just wasn’t sure how far he should let it go.

      Paul put his hand on Rich’s knee and gave him a look. Rich’s eyes darted from Paul to Gigi to his wife, and he knew he should get the two of them out of there... but....

      Gigi stepped around the table, her long legs swinging like a runway model. “Oh Richie,” she said. “Just relax. I know what you’ll like.”

      She stepped back, and over to the table, where she crouched and whispered something in Krista’s ear. Krista looked alarmed, but Gigi kept talking. Then she stood up and put her hand on Sebastian's shoulder and said something to him.

      Sebastian grinned and shimmied out of his shorts. His dark, hard cock was pointed in front of him, throbbing with excitement. Gigi came around to sit on the armrest of the sofa by Paul. She propped her feet up on an end table and her dress slid down her thighs to reveal that she had no underwear, and no hair, between her legs. She spread her legs slightly when she saw Rich was looking, but she pointed to the coffee table.

      “This is just an appetizer,” she said.

      Sebastian straddled Krista again, and she stared at his cock as he brought it down to the level of her chest, then let it flop onto her skin. “Push those titties together,” he told her.

      Krista, still staring, obeyed. Her wedding ring flashed on her left hand as she pushed her flesh around the big, black cock.

      And then Sebastian began to fuck his wife’s tits, right there in front of him, while everyone watched.

      Rich was so caught up in the thick black meat between his wife’s white pillowy breasts that he barely noticed as Gigi rose from the arm of the couch and went over to the coffee table to kneel behind Krista at her head. He barely noticed that Drew had shed his clothes and was approaching the end of the coffee table where his wife’s legs were splayed open and there was nothing but her panties between Drew and her cunt.

      Gigi lifted Krista’s head so that her mouth was aligned with the black man’s cock as he fucked her tits, and then, whispering suggestions that only Krista could hear, she must have instructed his wife to lick the tip of the cock between her tits. And then to let it pop into her open mouth. And then to swallow part of it as he moved faster and faster.

      While Sebastian fucked Krista’s tits and mouth, Drew began working on her down below. She was pinned by Sebastian crouching over her torso, and so Drew was free to play with her. He slipped her panties off and she squirmed but had her mouth full and no way to move. Drew’s head moved along her thighs, up to her inner thigh and then right to the center of her legs.

      With her mouth intermittently full of cock and Gigi holding her face in place for Sebastian to pummel her tits and mouth, Krista’s moans were broken and sticky. Drew’s head bobbed between her legs and her body went tense, her muscular thighs straining to close around him as he pushed them outward to have better access to her wet pussy. Rich could hear the sloppiness of Drew lapping at her cunt beneath the wet sounds of her moaning mouth and her saliva-covered tits.

      He saw that Sebastian was nearing his climax: the man’s thoroughbred thighs hardened with muscle definition and he tilted his head back before looking down at Krista’s face as his cum began to spurt in thick, white ropes across her lips, her cheeks, and her tits. He stood up and stroked the last spurts of cum onto her face while Gigi urged her to keep her mouth open.

      When she was released from his body pinning her to the table, she bucked wildly and Drew caught her with his big hands denting her soft white flesh and held her in place as he finished her off. “I’m coming,” she said breathlessly, her hands on Sebastian's calves, gripping him fiercely. “Oh, oh, oh!” she squeaked.

      Drew did not stop after she screamed and came, pushed herself up to his mouth at first and then tried to squirm away. She shook her head from side to side, but Gigi caught it and held her in place to look up between Sebastian's legs at Drew, who met her eyes and continued to mouth her mound.

      “It’s too much,” she said. “Oh, I can’t...it’s too... it’s too much...”

      Sebastian stepped off of his straddle of the table and moved closer to Gigi, who held Krista in place as she accepted Sebastian's still-hard cock in her mouth. She made short, easy work of cleaning him off, taking the whole impressive length of his dick into her throat in one smooth motion. Krista was still staring at Drew, who was remorselessly lapping at her pussy, holding her legs open for himself.

      When she was done cleaning the cum from Sebastian's cock, Gigi let him go with a wet pop and smiled down at Krista. Then she gave a sly, sideways glance at Rich before leaning over Krista’s face to lick the cum from her cheeks, with her pert ass poised high in the air. She did it with her eyes on Rich, her tongue snaking over Krista’s skin, lapping up every bead and river of come, before she placed her mouth on Krista’s and sucked the come from her lips and inside her mouth.

      When she was done, she licked her own upper lip and stood up, giving Sebastian’s cock a squeeze. She walked to the bar, dropping her skimpy dress from her shoulders as she did. It fell from her body to remind him that she was wearing nothing underneath it, and Rich could see the wet sheen of her juices smeared on her inner thighs. “That,” she said, taking the bottle of tequila from the counter, “got me thirsty for another shot.”

      But Drew wasn’t done yet. He pushed Krista’s thighs up, and slid his hands up her legs to push her ankles up by her ears. Krista let her thighs fall open like a butterfly, and squirmed, moaning.

      “I can’t,” she said helplessly. She looked over at Rich. “I can’t take any more,” she said.

      Gigi had already gotten closer and straddled the table, facing Drew, so that she was standing over Krista’s face with her pussy directly above, the pink petals of her cunt dripping with excitement just inches from Krista’s mouth. She squeezed Krista’s legs together close to her face, trapping her in the submissive position Drew had worked her into.

      Gigi expertly poured some tequila down her body. It snaked down her long, brown torso, curving at her breasts and then cutting back down her navel, flowing over her mound and gathering between her legs, ready to drop at any moment.

      “Have some of this,” she said, but Krista was already looking up at her and already knew what to do: she opened her mouth and the river of tequila and Gigi’s pussy juices dribbled in.

      In the meantime, Drew was on his knees on the table with Krista’s spread legs in front of him. He lifted her by the hips and guided her contorted body toward his dick. Before Rich, and perhaps even Krista, knew what was happening, he was working his thick member into her pussy. It slid in easily but it was a tight fit, and Krista tried to arch her back and squirm. She let out a low moan and licked her lips as the last drops of tequila dribbled into her mouth.

      Slowly, Gigi lowered herself to Krista’s face. It was an act of extreme athleticism, but Gigi seemed to have done it before and didn’t even break a sweat. She steadied herself on Drew’s shoulders as she pushed her pussy onto Krista’s mouth and Drew began to fuck Rich’s wife.

      Then she turned, her eyes sleepy and pleased, and looked at Rich, then turned back at Paul. “You two going to join in, or what?”

      Rich was stunned, but his body had a mind of its own. He felt himself standing up, staring at Drew’s cock moving in and out of Krista’s pussy as he neared the table. Gigi opened and closed her palm with her hand extended as he neared her. She bit her lip. “Oh, your wife’s tongue feels so good on my clit. You sure you’ve never done this before, Krista?”

      Rich neared her, unzipping his shorts and awkwardly stepping out of them and his underwear as he did. Gigi grabbed his cock in her hand and gave it a squeeze. Then she guided it toward her mouth. Sebastian was happily pouring himself another shot, with his cock still erect in front of him.

      Gigi’s mouth was hot and sloppy-wet when she took him inside, and he shuddered, his eyes darting around in an effort to distract himself from coming so soon. The attempt was futile: Gigi was, and had always been, an expert blow. Her tongue snaked around his cock inside of her mouth, and he stiffened, trying to keep from coming as Gigi began to bounce lightly on Krista’s face and Drew sloshed around in her pussy. He watched as the thick dark meat slid in and out of her strained, tight hole. All he had to do was think about how stretched it would be, how loose around his own average-sized cock, and he felt that he was a goner. Come boiled up inside of him and spilled into Gigi’s throat.

      At that exact moment, Gigi began to hum around his cock, the vibrations of her moan rolled together with the waves of his orgasm. She gently bit into his flesh before releasing his cock in a hurry to yell as she came. Her legs wobbled and she staggered back, sinking to her knees, her face flushed.

      Drew shoved himself deep into Krista as Rich stood there staring at his wife’s face: the come drying near her hairline, her swollen mouth and Gigi’s sticky juices all over her cheeks and lips. Her eyes were wide and glassy as she looked at him. Her feet drifted down, flopping next to her ears, as Drew pummeled a load of come into her.

      Rich’s cock was not depleted, which surprised him: a last squirt of come had sprayed across the table and onto the floor, but he was still erect.

      Paul had undressed and came to stand by Gigi, who, wiping sweat from her head, said, “Wow,” and then turned obligingly to open her mouth for her husband’s cock.

      Sebastian watched for a moment and then neared Gigi, who lifted her hand and began to stroke him while she continued to suck on Paul. She started to alternate between the two cocks in her hands, sucking all the way to the base of each man’s cock and then returning to the other one.

      Rich stared, unsure of what to do, his cock throbbing back to full-on ready again as he watched Gigi suck two cocks at once. Drew pulled his big dick from Krista’s pussy and gave her a playful swat on the side of her ass. Her legs fell down, akimbo, and his cum dribbled from inside her pussy, which was raw and red between the feathery bush she had waxed to almost nothing for the trip.

      Sebastian let Gigi suck his cock a few more times, before he abandoned her mouth and walked toward the table. Drew was resting on the floor, watching with great interest for the next chapter of the saga, his arms on his knees. “Turn around, baby,” Sebastian said to Krista, tapping her on the side, but looking right at Rich.

      “Oh,” Krista moaned. “I can’t, my pussy is so sore, I can’t take any more...”

      “Sure you can, doll,” Sebastian said, though really the encouragement wasn’t needed, because in spite of what she was saying, Krista was rolling over and climbing onto her hands and knees. “Your hubby here likes it,” Sebastian said. “I bet he’d like to see a big cock in your ass, wouldn’t you?”

      He was looking at Rich, who was too stunned to say anything. Krista looked up at him, tossing her sweaty hair from her face.

      She looked alarmed now. “I don’t think I can do that,” she said, her voice a throaty whine that was difficult to read. Did she want to do it, or not? As she gyrated her hips and her ass, it almost seemed as if she did. Sebastian’s dark fingers drew her juices up to her asshole, and played with the tight pink eyelet.

      Rich would have loved to see his wife get fucked in the ass, but as he stared at Sebastian's fingers playing so close to the forbidden hole, and at the thick trunk of black meat growing with each second, he wondered if it would fit.

      Gigi released Paul from her mouth and grinned. “Sure you can,” she coaxed Krista. “Look how much Richie wants it. You can do it. Do it for your husband,” she said. Then she winked at Rich and went back to sucking on Paul’s cock.

      Sebastian had his hand between Krista’s legs and was playing with her clit. Krista’s eyes fluttered and she momentarily lost track of what was going on. She spasmed as he pinched her, and then gasped. He drew more juices from her pussy to her ass and played with the hole, his thick fingers massaging the tender eyelet in tight circles.

      Gigi pulled her husband toward Krista’s head, her hand still wrapped around his cock. She kissed Krista and released her lip after biting into it slightly. “Hmm. Your wife’s mouth tastes like cock,” she told Rich, whose cock responded by quivering stiffly in the air. “Take your mind off your ass,” Gigi told Krista, “by sucking some cock with me.”

      Sebastian dipped a finger into Krista’s ass as Krista opened her mouth for Paul’s cock. She let out a yelp and her back arched like a cat’s.

      “Shh,” Sebastian told her. “Just relax.”

      Gigi gathered Krista’s hair in her hand and pulled on it gently. She used one hand to push down on Krista’s back while she moved her mouth close to her ear and whispered something to Krista.

      Whatever it was, Krista opened her mouth and Paul’s cock went in.

      Sebastian began to finger-fuck Krista, and he smiled as she began to relax, which Rich could see because the man’s fat fingers slid in without so much resistance.

      Krista and Gigi, meanwhile, were each licking one side of Paul’s cock, traveling up and down the shaft with their heads tilted. Gigi tucked beneath him and batted his balls around with her tongue, then licked Krista’s lips as she made another pass on Paul’s cock. Paul stared down at the two women kissing each other and licking his cock with a smug look of satisfaction.

      Sebastian started to use two fingers in Krista's ass, and she howled a little but kept on sucking and licking Paul’s cock.

      “Good girl,” Gigi said, kissing her.

      Paul took Gigi by the hair and shoved his cock into her mouth. “I don’t want her biting me when he shoves it all in,” he said.

      Sebastian was getting ready to do just that. He had the fat bulb of his crown lined up against the pucker of Krista’s ass.

      Krista turned to look at him. “It’s too big,” she whispered. “I don’t know if I can.”

      Gigi was looking right at Rich, her cheeks puffed out with her husband’s cock. She released him and rubbed his dick on her lower lip as she spoke. “Tell her she can do it, Richie. It’s what you want.”

      Paul’s cock went back into her mouth and she turned her attention to her husband.

      Krista looked at Rich, who considered his options but said nothing.

      “Oh,” Gigi said, popping Paul’s cock from her mouth. “Richie doesn’t think you can do it. Richie thinks you’re too square.” She laughed and her eyes gleamed as she looked at Rich.

      Krista responded by dropping her chest to the table. She put one hand up to her ass and held a cheek open for Sebastian. “Okay, go slow,” she said. “I want to do it.”

      Rich’s eyes went wide as Sebastian grinned at him and pulled her other ass cheek away from the one she held with his hand. Rich shifted to the right to get a better view as Sebastian dipped his cock into his wife's soaked pussy to lubricate it, and then drew it up to her ass again.

      “Oh!” Krista yelped, as the first inch of Sebastian's cock spread her tiny asshole open. “Oh my God! It’s too big -”

      “Relax, now, baby-doll. Just relax and let me fill you up. You don’t have to do anything, just take it,” Sebastian said smoothly. “This your first time?” But he was already grinning because he knew that it was: he was shoving his thick black cock into a virgin pink ass.

      Krista bit her lip, and her abdomen rippled, but soon Sebastian's cock was sliding in smoothly and her expression changed from one of pain to surprised pleasure.

      “Oh,” she moaned, as Sebastian's pubic bone met her ass and his fat balls slapped against her pussy with a wet splotch. “Oh, oh my God, it feels so... it feels so... mmmm.” Her eyes closed.

      Paul came in Gigi’s mouth and Gigi smiled and swirled the cum in her throat, opening her mouth just like a porn star to show it to him before she swallowed. Rich saw all this in the periphery of his vision because he could not rip his eyes away from the sight of his wife’s stretched ass, filled full of black cock.

      “You have a natural on your hands,” Gigi said, watching as Sebastian began to fuck Krista. Krista opened her eyes and looked at Rich, her gaze glassy and distant, but not because she seemed to be in pain. She, in fact seemed to very much enjoy being banged in the ass by a huge cock.

      Sebastian began fucking her slowly, drawing the length of his cock slowly from her ass to the tip, then sawing gently into her.

      He did this a few times while Gigi poured herself a tequila, and Paul stroked his cock absent-mindedly.

      Surprisingly, it was Krista who began to move around, wanting more. She started to moan and move her bottom back toward Sebastian. “Oh,” she moaned. “Please, please...”

      “Please what, baby-doll?” Sebastian said, clutching her ass in his hand and moving a little rougher into her ass. “Please fuck you harder?”

      Krista made a moaning sound.

      “Yes,” Gigi said. “Fuck her harder. She wants to be fucked until she can’t walk.” Gigi was sipping a shot of tequila and looked over the glass at Rich. Her long body shone with sweat and cum but her hair seemed almost coiffed. “How many loads do you want in her ass, Richie?”

      Rich made movements with his mouth and Gigi mocked him, rolled her eyes, downed the shot, and walked around the table, kissing Paul on the mouth as she did and coming to stand in front of Rich. She squeezed his cock and licked his earlobe. “What if I told you I’m going to suck those loads out of her ass? How many then?”

      Rich shuddered, and for a moment he thought he might come again.

      “One?” Gigi purred. “Two? Three?”

      When she said “three,” his cock pulsed and a bead of precum gushed from the crown.

      Gigi smiled and released his earlobe. “Maybe,” she said. “But I need to have some fun, too.”

      She slinked over to Drew, crooking a finger at him to sit in a chair that faced Sebastian’s ass, and he obeyed, taking her by the hips as she sat down on his lap, lowering her own ass over his cock.

      Rich’s cock was so hard he wasn’t sure if he could survive the sheer pain of it as he watched Sebastian begin to ram himself deep and fast into Krista’s ass. His big hairy balls slapped against her pussy. Gigi hooked her arms around Drew’s neck so her tits were on full display, bouncing and shining with her sweat as she pumped herself up and down on Drew cock, her eyes on Sebastian as he rammed Krista.

      Krista took it, moaning lowly, until Sebastian let out a groan and thrust forward, filling her ass with his cum.

      “Don’t come yet,” Rich heard Gigi say. “Save it for Krista’s ass, oh, play with my clit, make me come, oh yeah.”

      But he could not take his eyes from his wife’s ass as the long snake of Sebastian’s cock—finally somewhat deflated—oozed from inside of her, waves of white cum welling up and dribbling down her thighs.

      “Oh, God!” Gigi yelled. Rich looked over at her as she reached down and squeezed Drew’s cock, keeping him from coming. Her cheeks were flushed and her pussy gushed as she came, leaning back on him, her tits swaying slightly as she calmed down.

      “Good boy,” she said, slapping Drew’s thigh. “Now go fill her up.”

      She rose, releasing Drew’s cock from her ass, and Drew rose after her and went directly toward Krista’s ass.

      Krista looked behind her, panting slightly. She had risen up on her hands again and she did not try to move away. She just swayed her bottom at Drew’s cock, enticing him. Rich could see her asshole throbbing, leaking cum.

      Drew wasted no time grabbing her by the hips and popping himself right in. There was a squelch as his smaller cock was sucked in by Krista’s hole, and she moaned again. Drew began to pummel her, and it wasn’t long before he came.

      “That’s two loads of cum,” Gigi said, handing a shot of tequila to Rich as she appeared from out of nowhere to his right. “Who should put the third one in there, hmm?” She kissed him on the lips, tasting like tequila. “Have you ever fucked your wife in the ass? It’s all sloppy and wet in there for you, but I bet she’s still tight.”

      Rich sucked in his breath.

      Gigi leaned close to his ear again. “I’d love to taste your cum in your wife’s ass.”

      Rich had no more self-control, and Krista was waiting, pushing her damp hair from her face, looking a little stunned. He went behind her, staring at the gaping hole that had been virgin just half an hour ago, now red and stretched and dripping cum.

      He was inside of her before he gave it much thought. She was hot, silky, and her anus pressed on his shaft like a rubbery ring. Despite having already had Gigi blow him earlier, he only managed to thrust himself inside of her two times before the cum spurted from inside of him and filled her ass.

      Gigi was standing at the other side of the table, watching, Paul fondling her breasts. Rich let his cock drop from his wife’s ass, surprised by what had just happened.

      Gigi slinked around the coffee table again, and Paul moved toward Krista’s mouth. He pushed her hair from her face and tapped his cock on her lips before she opened and took him inside.

      Gigi smiled as she got on her knees and pulled Krista’s ass toward her. Rich stared as she ran her tongue along the stretched lines of her anus, before dipping it in to lick out the three loads of cum inside. She placed her mouth right over her ass and sucked deeply, squelching and spurting as she licked up all of the cum she could get her mouth on.

      Paul groaned and came in Krista’s mouth. Rich shifted his attention to him as he did, and Gigi passed by, showing him her mouthful of come with a smile. He was worried for a moment that she was going to kiss him and make him swallow all of the come, but she passed by, gargling it in her mouth with a porn-star’s flair and a grin on her face.

      She found her shot glass and spit the white liquid into it. Paul collapsed on the couch where he had begun this adventure, and Sebastian had pulled on his boxers and was leaning on the counter, watching.

      “Now,” Gigi said to Krista. “I bet you didn’t even come again yet, did you?”

      Krista shook her head.

      “Have this drink, and I’ll take care of that,” she said.

      Krista looked at Rich, who shook his head slightly. Krista seemed to become defiant, and she grabbed the shot glass and poured it down the hatch.

      “Good girl,” Gigi said. She drew her by her chin onto the couch, where she made her sit with her legs spread open, and the whole room watched as Gigi finger-fucked her with expert, long fingers, until Krista leaned her head back and tried to close her thighs on her spurting orgasm.

      Gigi licked her fingers and smiled. “I need a break,” she declared.

      She stood up and walked past Paul, who slapped her on the ass. She headed to the bar, stepped into her dress, and pulled it up loosely, leaving one shoulder hanging off. Drew put on his boxers, so Rich followed suit, pulling his shorts and boxers toward him with his foot.

      Gigi made a drink and stood next to the red windows, drinking it.

      “Hmm,” she said, as Sebastian approached her. “They’re not as good as us.”

      Rich crossed the room to sit on the couch with Krista, bringing her dress to her. She was exhausted, limp and sweaty.

      But she surprised Rich by asking: “What’s over there in the window?” which seemed to mean that she at least wasn’t very upset by the evening. Rich walked over to the window and looked out and down onto the red-walled room and floor, where a live sex show was going on. It was, in fact, very tame compared to what had just happened.

      He returned with a can of Perrier he had snagged from the bar. Gigi was laughing with Sebastian, Drew was making a drink, and Paul, incredibly, seemed to be dozing off.

      “It’s just some show,” he said.

      He looked around, and they seemed superfluous in the scene. “You wanna get out of here, go home?” he asked. Only as he asked the question did he feel the fear that Krista might answer no, that she might have become such a raging slut and fallen under Gigi’s spell so hard that she might say she wanted to stay, and be fucked even more and even harder by everyone in the room.

      She put her dress on over her head and stood up, shimmying it down. “I think so,” she said.

      “Oh, no!” Gigi said, as they stood up. Krista hurried to find her underwear, then gave up.

      “You’re not going to leave me here with all these men, are you?” Gigi complained, though anyone could see she wasn’t really complaining.

      She slung an arm around Krista and kissed her, and then whispered something in her ear, which amazingly, caused Krista, after all that had happened, to blush.

      “Richie,” she said, kissing him on the mouth wetly. “It was so nice to see you again.”

      She grinned devilishly, and swallowed another shot.

      Krista and Rich slipped out of the room, just as things started to get rowdy again.
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        * * *

      

      In a daze, they found a cab, and the driver turned up the radio and did not seem to speak good English, so after a pause, Rich turned his head on the headrest and looked at Krista. She looked used, and beautifully filthy, and she would never be the same again, but layers beneath all that revealed she was very much the same woman.

      “You okay?” he asked her.

      She looked over at him. “I can’t believe I did all that,” she said hoarsely. “I don’t... know what I was thinking.”

      “It was hot,” Rich said, putting his hand on her thigh, sliding it up her leg.

      She raised her eyebrows and chewed on her lip. Then she put her hand to her forehead.

      “Well,” he said. “Now you know what I mean about Gi- Giulia,” he said.

      Krista snorted. “She may be going by Giulia but she is definitely a Gigi. And yeah...” she turned toward him. “I do know what you mean.”

      She moved closer to him and snuggled up next to his arm. “Do you promise you’ll forgive me for everything... I don’t know... I did?”

      “I wanted you to do it,” Rich said.

      “I know, I just...”

      There was a pause.

      “It was wild,” Rich agreed.

      Krista rubbed her face again.

      He kissed her. “Hey. What happens in Port Revere stays in Port Revere, okay?”

      She kissed him back, and laid her head uneasily on his shoulder.

      “What did she say to you, in the end, anyway?”

      Krista stiffened, and then she smiled. She sat up, her eyes wide with disbelief.

      She shook her head.

      “She said if I come to visit her, she’ll show me an even better time. I can even bring you.”

      It was Rich’s turn to raise his eyebrows.

      Krista leaned back on the seat. “I think I can wait a little bit,” she said.

      Rich pulled her to him, and watched as the lights of the resorts twinkled in the distance.

      Krista’s reaction made him happy, but there was always a little residue from Gigi. The sort that would never go away.

      A little cloud of worrisome temptation, forever on the horizon.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Plan Changes

          

          by Kirsten McCurran

        

      

    

    
      Deanna clutches the paper bag tightly in her hands, crinkling it around the two bottles. Beside her, Peter is chatting with the pierced, heavily tattooed woman behind the counter, checking them in to the club. They know the drill. It isn’t their first time. They left their phones in the car, rather than have to check them like they did the first time, and Deanna is almost over the anxiety of being separated from her phone for the night. Their daughter is a freshman in college, but Deanna can’t get over the fear she’ll miss an emergency phone call.

      “Ready?” Peter asks, placing a hand on her back.

      “Sure. Let’s get this started,” she replies.

      “You guys have fun tonight.” That’s the woman behind the counter.

      They do not have their phones to check, but Deanna does have a coat. It’s a warm spring night, but she was not going to be seen leaving the house in her club outfit. She barely has enough confidence to wear it in a room full of strangers and can’t imagine what the neighbors might say if they see her in it.

      “You look hot, D,” Peter says, taking her coat and handing it over for a ticket. “You’re going to be a hit tonight.”

      “Stop it. You have to say those things. You’re my husband.”

      Peter slides his arms around her waist and pulls her tight. Her highlighted brunette hair is short, but he still needs to brush it aside to kiss her neck. “Hopefully I won’t be the only one saying these things to you before the night is over. Or doing things to you.”

      Deanna laughs and it sounds like a teenager’s giggle, even though she’s in her mid-40s. “You’re very confident, aren’t you?”

      “Hopeful. I know you’re the main attraction. I’m just along for the ride. The women have all the power here, isn’t that what they told us?”

      “That’s what they say. We’ll see, I guess. Let’s go inside. I need a drink.”

      Peter isn’t just buttering his wife up for the sake of it. He believes every word. Deanna does look smokin’ hot tonight. It’s their fourth visit to the club in the past few months and her confidence has grown with every visit. The first time they came, Deanna wore a pretty dress that showed off sexy cleavage and hugged her body, but it was somewhat conservative compared to how most of the other women in the club dressed. It was a sex club—sorry, “lifestyle” club—after all. The website encouraged members to dress to impress. Peter didn’t exactly know what that meant for him, but he knew what it meant for the women there.

      It was his idea to try the club. Peter didn’t have a burning desire to screw other women, although after 20 years of marriage he thought it might be fun to have a new experience or two. But he did feel that their marriage was in a bit of a rut, and Deanna was definitely feeling at a loose end ever since their daughter had gone off to college. Peter always thought they’d be free to have fun again when the nest was empty, but Deanna seemed lost. He knew she wasn’t thrilled about getting older in the first place, and their daughter going away just seemed to seal the deal. They were very close. Peter went looking for ways to spice up their lives. He read an article about swingers and thought it might be fun to try. He just had to sell Deanna on it.

      The couple hit the bar and the pretty bartender took their bottles, giving them a number in return. The club was BYOB and they requested refills of their liquor with their number. Peter was a whiskey man, while Deanna brought a bottle of Tito’s. She’d found the people working the bar at the club mixed a mean dirty martini.

      “I still can’t believe we’re going to do this tonight,” Deanna commented, scanning the room.

      “Remember, we don’t have to do anything. It’s all up to you.”

      “And you. We’re in this together.”

      “But I don’t want you to feel pressured, D. I want you to enjoy this.”

      Deanna smiles and squeezes his hand. She has a cute, round face and deep dimples that appear when she smiles. Those dimples got Peter right away. “I’m ready for this. As ready as I can be.”

      It’s a small miracle the couple got to this point. The first time he brought it up, Peter slipped it in as a fantasy while they were making love. Deanna liked to think she was open, and she went with it. She got into the idea and had a fantastic climax as Peter whispered filthy things in her ear about swapping with another couple. After they finished, he asked what she’d think of trying something like that in real life. Deanna laughed at first. Then she realized he was serious and rolled out of bed to clean up. She didn’t know what to think.

      Deanna wasn’t terribly experienced before she met and married Peter, but she liked to think she wasn’t uptight. She hoped she was fun in bed. Peter never had a request she’d denied, not that he’d ever asked for anything too crazy. Her husband was only the third—she always thought he’d be the last—man she’d had sex with. The first two, a high school boyfriend and then one in college, were nice guys, but nothing too crazy ever happened with either of them either.

      Much as she hated being a cliché, Deanna had always been the good girl. The people pleasing type. She was raised by good, conservative Christian parents and wasn’t the type to color outside the lines. Even now, most people would describe her as sweet and thoughtful, cute or nice. Deanna had never had an edge and had never tried to get one. If any of her friends knew she was trying something like this, their jaws would hit the floor. If they even saw her in that outfit, they’d probably never recognize her.

      Deanna looks down at herself, smoothing a hand over her tummy, glad everything is still where it should be. She’s not positive she’s pulling her outfit off, no matter how many times Peter tells her she’s hot. She knows the silky wrap dress flatters her body—it’s black with a pattern of tiny red hearts—but it’s shorter than anything she would normally wear in public, and dramatically low-cut, hugging her boobs. She’s been pulling at the skirt since she put the dress on at home. Deanna has big breasts, and although they aren’t as perky as they were in her 20s, they’re still pretty nice. She counts on them to distract from her tummy not being as flat as it had been back then either, or her butt not being as tight. She did her makeup dramatically tonight and left her glasses at home, pulling out the contacts she rarely bothered to wear.

      “See anyone you like?” Peter asks, distracting his wife from being too critical of herself. He doesn’t want her thinking too much tonight, just acting. He knows that’s the key.

      “Kind of hard to tell. I’m not used to the contacts. Kind of hard to see in here anyway.” Deanna giggles. She’s having fun so far.

      The club is crowded for Leather and Lace night. Peter is wearing neither, but he sees other men in leather pants. He’s in decent shape for pushing 50, but he knows he’s not up to pulling off that look. The club is dimly lit—he knows that’s on purpose—but Peter still picks a few couples out of the crowd he’d be interested in getting closer to. The couples are all somewhat close to their age, but then most of the people in the club seem to be in their mid-30s and up. Couples in their 20s are outliers. Peter sees a positively hot redhead in her 20s who’s wearing nothing more than a kimono and thigh highs. The kimono hangs open to reveal a straining bra and she’s got Peter stiff in his pants, but he’d never try to approach a couple that young. He doesn’t want to be a creepy older guy. Besides, he can’t see Deanna being interested in a guy that young—or so she insists. One of the hardest things about swinging seems to be matching four people up at the same time.

      It’s the first night they’ve been there when single men are allowed, and Peter sees them mostly lurking on the perimeter. They put him off right away. It feels like they are only there to poach other men’s wives without bringing anything to the table themselves. A couple they chatted with last time they visited the club told them that the single guys are mostly looked down on at the club, but some couples were looking for that sort of thing. Peter thought it might be fun to share Deanna like that, but he was looking to have an experience of his own too.

      The bartender brings their drinks and they decide to mingle. Deanna sips down her drink before they walk, so as not to spill it. The club is large, built into a former warehouse. The main bar is in the dance club area, where a DJ spins tunes in the corner and couples can dance—among other activities. Unlike a regular dance club, however, the music doesn’t thump so loud as to drown out conversation. Soft, wide couches line the walls. The couches tend to be occupied by the shyer couples, the ones waiting for someone to come to them or who are there just to watch. Deanna and Peter had been one of those couples on their other visits. This was the first time they came with the intent to actually do something—if they found the right couple.

      They move into the room to the left, which is smaller and somewhat quieter. It, too, has a lot of couches, a second bar, and is even darker than the main club area. It’s arranged around a small stage with a stripper pole on it. The stage is nicely lit. They’d seen a few women get up there—some who looked like professionals and some who’d just had enough to drink to really cut loose. Peter encouraged Deanna to get up one night and she informed him there wasn’t enough booze in the place. He still has his hopes that maybe someday...

      “Let’s go back to the other room,” Deanna suggests. There isn’t much going on in that room, just some couples sitting around talking.

      They return to the main room and Peter insists they hang out at the bar, instead of sitting on the edge like before. Deanna liked the security of being on the perimeter, where she could watch all the other couples safely, but they aren’t there to play it safe tonight, so she agrees. She finds a spot on a high stool and tugs at her skirt when she sits. The lacy tops of her fishnet stockings peek out from her hemline. Even with her legs crossed, she feels like she’s showing too much. She understands that’s the point, but it doesn’t come naturally. She sips her drink down quickly and Peter orders her another. Her eyes settle on the door to the other part of the club. They’ve gone back there alone before, but Deanna wonders if they will be taking anyone through there with them tonight.

      The other side of the club is where couples disappear to have their real fun. A dim hallway leads to a series of small rooms, barely larger than the mattresses in them, where couples can go for some privacy. Or they can leave the door open, if they also like to be watched. There’s a bondage themed room and a room with a sex toy called a Sybian, which scared Deanna just looking at it. An attendant in a small cubby near the entrance hands out sheets, towels and condoms. Deanna brought her own. Just in case.

      “First time here?”

      The question comes from a guy to Deanna’s right. He’s squeezed in at the bar to get a drink. He’s about their age, thinning hair, skinny, but with a small beer gut. He has a nice smile, but he doesn’t do anything for Deanna on first impression. She defers to Peter to answer.

      “No, we’ve been here a few times. Are you a regular?” Peter asks.

      “I come when I can, but this isn’t my life. You know what I mean.” He’s looking at Deanna as he answers, not Peter.

      “Sure,” she replies, nodding. “I know some couples come here like every weekend, but I don’t think we could ever do that. We have a life. A real life, you know?”

      “Yeah, totally. I’m Ted.”

      “I’m Deanna.” She never introduces herself as D. Only Peter calls her that. She shakes Ted’s offered hand.

      “I’m Peter,” he says pressing his hand into the other guy’s.

      “So, what are you guys into?” Ted asks.

      “You get right to the point, don’t you, Ted?” Deanna replies, with a giggle. “Is your wife this forward too?”

      “She’s not here tonight. We don’t always play together.”

      “How does that work out for you?” she asks, feeling Peter stiffening beside her.

      “She likes to have her fun. I have mine. Then we come together.”

      “I don’t know if I could ever do that. I want Peter there. I couldn’t go off and do it by myself.”

      Ted’s smile is sly. “I wouldn’t want to drag you away from Peter. Three’s a party.”

      It could be the martinis, but Deanna feels heat rise to her cheeks under Ted’s obvious attention. Men behaving like that is something she’s had to get used to at the club. She’s used to men trying to sneak peeks down her blouse, and if she’s honest she’s always kind of liked it. Deanna likes how naughty it feels. But here, men just openly stare at her boobs like they are on display for them. I guess they are, she thinks, but it still takes some getting used to. It doesn’t give her the same naughty thrill as a sneak peek, but Deanna likes it. She never thought she was that girl, but she does like the attention.

      “That’s not really what we’re looking for tonight,” Peter interjects.

      “Yeah, sure, no problem. We’re just talking here, right? Passing the time?”

      “Sure,” Deanna agrees. “We’re just hanging out, looking for fun.”

      Not only does she enjoy Ted’s attention, but she senses Peter’s jealousy and she likes that too. One of the first things Deanna had to get past, when her husband suggested this, was the feeling that he was bored with her and just wanted to screw someone else. Peter assured her that wasn’t the case. He told her she was damn sexy and he just wanted to see her have some sexy fun. He said it was time other men appreciated just how hot she was. Deanna knew he’d always liked it when other men checked her out, but she was still skeptical, which was why feeling his jealousy made her feel good. That was all part of a very serious conversation that had to be had. They had to get very real with each other.

      “Do you think we could really do something like this?” Deanna asked Peter that night. They were in bed together, but they were just there to talk.

      “I think so. I mean, we’re adults, why not?”

      “There’s lots of reasons why not, Peter. First of all, didn’t we forsake all others?”

      “Yeah, but this is just a modification of that. It doesn’t change how we feel about each other.”

      “Are you sure it won’t?”

      “Yes,” Peter answered solemnly. “I love you, D. Nothing could change that. No other woman could come between us.” He took her hand.

      “And you don’t think you’d see me differently if you saw me...”

      “Yes, D?”

      Deanna hated that he made her say it, but he’d always liked making her squirm. “You could handle seeing me with another man?”

      “I might be a little jealous, but I think it would be hot.”

      “Really? Why?”

      “Because you’re sexy, D. And seeing you like that... I don’t know. I think it would be sexy to see you let your hair down and really go for it. I think every guy hopes his wife has a little slut in her somewhere.”

      “A little slut, eh? Like that Madonna-whore thing? June Cleaver in the kitchen and a tramp in the bedroom?”

      “Something like that.”

      “But I thought men only wanted their wives to be that tramp with them?”

      “I guess I’m more open than most,” Peter replied. “At least, I want to try to be.”

      “But you’ll be with someone else too, so it’s not like you just want me to have this crazy fun.”

      “Well, yeah? I mean, we’re doing this together, right?”

      “That’s what you say.” Deanna’s eyes narrowed. “Are you sure this isn’t just some plot to screw other women with my permission?”

      “I swear, it’s not. But even if it was, you get something out of it too.”

      “I guess so, but I wasn’t looking for that.”

      “You don’t think it would be fun to flirt with someone else, to play around with someone new? Come on, D. What if Hugh Jackman rang your doorbell?”

      “Hugh Jackman won’t be at the club, dear.”

      “I’m just saying, I think you could have a really good time. We both could.”

      Deanna didn’t want to admit he was right, because it felt wrong, but if she allowed herself to go there, then, yeah, it could be fun. Maybe after 40-something years of always being good, it was time to do something wild and out-of-the-box. Or maybe that was just the people pleaser in her agreeing with Peter.

      “Could you handle it? Seeing me with someone else?” Peter asked, breaking into her thoughts.

      “Yeah. I don’t think I’d freak out.” She said it so quickly, so easily, that she could see he was taken aback. But Deanna had never been the jealous type. She knew Peter loved her, and she’d never seen marriage as a trap. If her husband didn’t want to be with her then she didn’t want him there.

      “You sound pretty sure,” Peter replied, feeling that maybe he’d opened a box he shouldn’t have.

      “I trust you, honey. If you say you don’t just want to cheat—or be with someone else—then I believe you. I love you, Peter.”

      “I love you too, D. So what do you think?”

      Deanna was thoughtful. “I think we should sleep on it.”

      Sleep on it they did and Deanna woke up feeling it was something she was willing to try, if it was something Peter really wanted. She wasn’t quite ready to accept it was something she wanted for herself, but was sure it would gradually come as they visited the club. And all of that led to Ted staring at her boobs while Deanna feels flattered and Peter is feeling jealous. It wasn’t the first time they were approached at the club, but those times had been different. Those were couples. Deanna’s mind returns to the present.

      “Do you meet a lot of couples here?” Deanna asks Ted.

      “It’s not that easy for single guys, but you have to put yourself out there, right?” Ted replies.

      “Sure,” Deanna answers.

      Peter stands on the side, watching his wife flirt with Ted. While he wants to shoo the guy away, he finds he enjoys seeing the man’s obvious interest in Deanna. It’s a turn on seeing a man so boldly pursue his wife, even if he is a little jealous. Peter didn’t feel this jealousy when other couples approached them before. This is different. It’s not what he came here for, but Peter can’t help how he feels. He’s always taken pride when some guy’s eyes linger on Deanna, but it’s never turned him on like this. He can see that his wife is really into it as well. Deanna’s jade eyes are sparkling, her smile animated. Peter can’t believe she would be into this guy, but she’s clearly grooving on his attention, and he loves seeing her enthusiasm. He’s not ready to just hand his wife off to Ted, but he can enjoy this for a moment—until a good couple comes along.

      Deanna, meanwhile, begins wondering what it might be like to kiss Ted. He’s really not her type, but his interest in her is making him seem more attractive. She doesn’t want to be a pushover and fool around with the first guy she meets, but her mind is going to new, exciting places.

      “You wouldn’t wanna dance, would you?” Ted inquires, eyes shifting hungrily up Deanna’s body.

      “We’re looking for a couple,” Peter interjects. Now the guy is getting pushy, he thinks.

      Ted holds his hands up defensively. “Hey, you can’t blame a guy for trying in a place like this, right? Or when you’ve got such a sexy wife. You are hot, Deanna.”

      “Thanks, Ted,” Deanna replies, positively glowing. “But my husband is right. We’re looking for something else tonight. Sorry.”

      “No worries. I’ll be thinking about you, though. Good luck,” Ted says.

      “Check back with us later, if you’re around. If we don’t find a good couple, maybe I’ll give you that dance after all.”

      Deanna shoots Peter a look and then leans in and gives Ted a soft kiss on the lips. Ted grins like a fool as he turns and slips into the crowd. She turns back to her husband, pleased with the expression she finds on his face.

      “Come find us later?” he mocks, imitating her tone.

      “We’re here to expand our horizons, aren’t we? What’s wrong with me dancing with another man?”

      “Nothing, but people don’t just dance here, and you know it.”

      Deanna pulls him closer and whispers in his ear. “That’s what I’m hoping.” She pulls back, savors his surprise, and laughs. “You’re jealous!”

      “I am not.”

      “Yes, you are. I could feel it when Ted was flirting with me.”

      “I don’t need to be jealous of guys like Ted.”

      “Ted may not be the hottest guy here, but he could have other skills.”

      “D!”

      “You are so totally jealous. And this was all your idea!”

      “Not jealous, not really. It’s just, we’re here for a couple, not for some random guy to pick you up.”

      “And what if one does? And I like it?”

      “Do you want that?”

      Deanna sips her martini, trying to be mysterious. She’s mostly yanking Peter’s chain, but not entirely. Some couples do pair off in the club, and what if Peter meets a woman from one couple he likes, and she meets a guy from another couple she likes? The plan was to play together, but maybe the plan should be open. Or they could stay together and take turns. Deanna was determined to give herself fully to this experience. If she was going to do it, she’d do it all the way.

      “I just think we should remain flexible to whatever this place offers. If you meet a woman, but I’m not into her husband I think I’d be okay with that.” Deanna places a reassuring hand on his chest. “I wouldn’t want to stop you from having fun.”

      “I guess you’re right. It wasn’t the plan, but what the hell.”

      “Fuck the plan,” Deanna says. She’s never felt so devilish. She grabs Peter and kisses him, slithering her tongue past his lips. It’s the kind of kiss she’d never have given him before they started visiting this place. She kisses her husband with all the excitement and abandon the club experience has brought to her.

      Peter grips his wife’s ass on the stool and gives himself to her, even if he doesn’t fully agree. But what else can he do? This was his idea, after all. He brought them here. He can’t ask Deanna to open up and then, when it’s not quite what he expected, say, No, not like that. I want it this way. He knew that wasn’t fair. He had to stay open to whatever came along—within reason. Peter knew they would have a good time.

      The club really gets rocking a little later and the couple makes the rounds again. There are couples all over the couches in the other room, some getting familiar, others already close. It’s impossible to tell which of them are still with the people they came with. A tall slender blond is working the stripper pole in the other room. She doesn’t look like a professional, but Deanna has to admit she looks good up there. A man, presumably her husband, and another couple cheer her on. When they pause to watch, Deanna cheers her on too, shouting encouragement. The party atmosphere is fun, and everyone is friendly, whether they’re trying to get into your pants or not. The blonde on the pole reaches out and tries to pull Deanna up on stage with her. Peter whoops and gives her a little push, but Deanna spins away laughing. She’s a bit tipsy from the martinis, but that’s not getting her on that stage.

      Back in the main room, they hit the dance floor and Deanna puts on some sultry moves Peter hasn’t seen in years. She’d always been a sexy dirty dancer when she got drunk enough, but it’s been ages since they’ve been out like that. Even the last few times at the club, Deanna kept it in check. But now she’s rubbing and grinding all over him. Peter knows the couples around them are noticing and he likes the way the men are looking at his wife. Deanna teases her hair up—mussing the short bob he teases her as being mom hair—and turns, grinding her butt against him. Peter’s a couple inches shorter than six feet tall, but they make it work even though she’s half a foot shorter than him. Her strappy, four-inch heels help. His hands roam her body, something she’d never allow anyplace else. Peter swears she’s purring. He’s got to admit, he loves this side of Deanna that the club brings out.

      Deanna’s heart is pounding and she’s ready for action. She’s been looking around and she’s picked a few couples she wouldn’t mind getting closer to. She just needs to work up the nerve to approach them—or have another martini. Deanna’s just about worked up the nerve to slide over and start dancing with one of the other wives, when Peter announces he needs a break. Deanna chooses not to complain and takes the opportunity to fetch another drink.

      “Let’s see what’s going on in the back,” she suggests, a fresh martini in hand. Peter readily agrees.

      It’s later in the evening and the back corridor is crowded. The air is still and humid and smells heavily of sex. Most of the people back there are curious, or maybe looking for something to happen, but there are a handful of mixed couples looking for an open room. Deanna sees four people duck into a room and close the door behind them. Another occupied room has the door open and Deanna is curious, but there are too many people gathered at the open doorway for her to sneek a glance. Peter is taller and tries, craning his neck, but he only glimpses a lot of naked flesh. They both hear the moans. A very loud female, who is countered by a quieter, moaning woman. A man, with a low, guttural voice, is giving commands. Deanna tingles everywhere, overhearing the sex, and clings tightly to her husband. She doesn’t need to see it to get turned on by it. It reminds her of when they ducked back and took a room together.

      Their first several visits to the club were just to see what was going on. The first time they came, Deanna was turned on by what she saw, and the possibilities, but she was too timid to do anything more than hide behind Peter and drink. The sex when they got home was incredible. The second time they visited, Peter and Deanna were all over each other, fooling around openly. Deanna only slowed it down when Peter tried putting his hand up her dress. By their third visit, though, Deanna couldn’t wait to get some. This time, she was all over him. Peter was stunned when his demure wife was rubbing his cock through his slacks. She even let him unbutton her top, exposing her lace-clad breasts to the room. Deanna took his hand and dragged him into one of those backrooms that night. She pushed him down on the flimsy mattress and sucked his cock like she was possessed. Deanna didn’t even strip. She just hiked up her skirt and mounted Peter. Making love while she heard other couples through the thin walls was amazing. Deanna climaxed quickly and wanted to keep going, but once Peter came he wanted to get out of there. It was that visit that convinced Deanna she could do this. She would try it, anyway.

      They come to another room with a man standing in the doorway and Deanna unabashedly squeezes in next to him. Peter is impressed by her boldness and looks in over her head. It’s one of the smaller rooms, so the people inside are on top of each other, but none of them seem to mind. They don’t need any more room than they have. A woman is on her back, while another woman goes down on her. The first woman’s moans are muffled by a cock in her mouth—provided by a man kneeling beside her. There’s another man kneeling on her other side and his hands are busy, one hand playing with the first woman’s tits, the other rubbing the pussy of the woman kneeling between her legs. His cock is lightly stroked by the woman on her back. It’s such a tangle of bodies that Deanna had trouble keeping track, but she’s still fascinated.

      Deanna stares and can’t help seeing herself in that room. She wants to be the woman on her back, being pleasured by all the others. It’s fun to be bold and make the first move, but really, she’s always been on the submissive side. She wants a lover to take her. Peter is a strong lover. She’s always liked take-charge men. Deanna closes her eyes and just listens for a moment and she’s right there in that room. She loves that the people there are all normal people like her—not supermodels or porn stars. The woman on her back has a little extra jiggle, and the man feeding her his cock has a belly. He also has a giant cock, which makes up for a lot. Deanna doesn’t know if she could handle all that attention. She might lose her mind. But it would be exciting to try and find out if she could.

      A hand rubs her leg and Deanna bites her lip to fight back a moan. Fingers trace the pattern of her thigh high fishnet stockings. They’re a special treat for Peter, and whoever else might appreciate them. She’s glad he’s touching her now as they watch the couples. She licks her lips and leans back into him—and realizes it’s not Peter touching her. Peter puts his hands on her hips and he grinds his erection against her. The man beside her is touching her. Deanna doesn’t know anything about him—she was too focused on the room to give him a second glance—and now she’s too nervous to look over. She purposefully stares at the couples in the room. The stranger’s hand creeps up her leg, pushing into the fold of her wrap dress.

      Peter doesn’t know a stranger is touching his wife. He, too, is enthralled by the couples before them. He slides his hands up her body, hefting her breasts. He feels her stiff nipples through her bra and the thin lace bodysuit and strums them with his thumbs. Deanna shivers against him and his cock surges. He’s always thought her tits were perfect, and he loves how sensitive they are. It would be a drag if she didn’t care about having them played with, like some women he’d been with before her. To say Deanna loves having her tits teased would be an understatement. He tries to pinch her nipples, but it’s tough through those layers. She reaches back and grabs his leg and he grinds harder on her. Peter stares at the couples and wants to be the guy on the side, overseeing everything. He’d love his wife to be the woman on her back—sucking someone’s cock and getting licked. That would be so hot to see.

      Deanna’s breath catches when the emboldened stranger pushes his hand up her dress. She hasn’t stopped him, which he takes as a green light. He turns, so he’s facing her side, and goes for the gold. Her panties are soaked. He fumbles to pull her panties aside, but isn’t dexterous enough, so he presses through them, rubbing her pussy through the fabric. Deanna moans and her knees go weak, pressing her cunt harder into the stranger’s fingers.

      Peter finally notices the man beside them isn’t just watching. The guy is shorter than Peter, not much taller than Deanna in her heels. He smiles up at Peter, which strangely feels like a thank you. Peter doesn’t know what to do, and in his indecision, he keeps groping and grinding his wife. Jealousy tenses his shoulders and he wants to shove the guy away, but Deanna hasn’t pushed him away, which must mean she likes it. Peter has mixed feelings about that, but one thing he cannot deny: his conservative, good girl wife letting a stranger touch her in a sex club is fucking hot. So hot, Peter almost comes in his pants, despite his mixed feelings.

      “Oh god,” Deanna gasps, placing a hand on the stranger’s shoulder for balance. She still can’t look over. “Oh god...mmm...”

      They have the attention of the couples in the room now who are changing position. The handsy husband gets behind the kneeling wife. The woman who’d been on her back is sitting up and kissing the other woman, who is about to get fucked. The other man is behind her, groping her. The couples look over and watch Deanna getting molested in the doorway for a moment before they get on with their party.

      “Right on,” says one of the men.

      “You’re a lucky girl,” says one of the women. “Have fun!”

      Deanna loses her mind knowing she has an audience. Everything inside her screams to cover up and stop the men touching her, but the attention thrills her and her clit throbs and she can’t stop.

      “Oh god...ohhh...” Deanna cries, digging her nails into the stranger’s arm as she climaxes. She feels weak, and Peter’s hands on her breasts are the main thing holding her up. Shaking, she pushes the stranger’s hand away and turns to fold herself into her husband. He clutches her tightly.

      Peter hugs her tightly, feeling her trembling, and is happy that the stranger just drifts off. He holds Deanna in the doorway and kisses the top of her head.

      “Oh god,” she whimpers into his chest. “Oh my god, Peter.”

      “Are you okay, D?”

      Deanna giggles. “Yeah. Okay is one word. I feel...wow! Oh my god! I can’t believe that happened!” She finally looks up at Peter and is relieved to find him smiling.

      “You came, didn’t you?” he asks, knowing the answer. He just wants to hear her say it.

      “Yeah, just a little bit. I can’t believe that happened!”

      “You said that.” Peter laughs now too.

      “I’m a tramp!” She giggles.

      “From that? I think that’s just, like, an appetizer.”

      “I need a drink before the main course, honey.”

      Huddled together, they make their way back to the main part of the club and Deanna goes right for the bar. Peter orders them fresh drinks and Deanna greedily attacks hers. Between all the martinis and her orgasm in the back, she has a heady, happy feeling. She’s ready for more adventure but needs to freshen up first. Peter agrees he could hit the head, and they agree to meet back at the bar.

      Peter stares at himself in the mirror in the men’s room. This is really happening, he thinks. Part of him thought Deanna wouldn’t follow through. He knows she likes the idea of becoming the bad girl, but he wasn’t sure she could overcome her nature. But she just let a stranger rub her pussy until she came. Deanna is definitely ready, forcing Peter to confront himself. Is he? When he proposed all of this he never really thought through the implications of getting to this point. It was just a hot, dirty fantasy they had fun with. Even when they first visited the club, just being there and watching was enough to supercharge their sex lives. Peter was excited to go all the way, but it seemed they didn’t really need it. At least, he didn’t. However, it seems that he sorely misjudged his wife. Deanna had a bad girl inside dying to break out all along.

      Can I do this? Should we do this? Peter’s reflection has no answers. His cock still aches from their encounter in the back, pointing him toward one answer. But he also recalls the swell of jealousy he felt. Peter pushes that aside, deciding that once he’s fooling around with someone else too, that will go away.

      On the way out of the men’s room, Peter literally runs into an acquaintance from an earlier club visit. Peter perks up, seeing a familiar face.

      “Hey Garrett. Funny running into you, here,” Peter says.

      “Pete, hey. What’s up, man? Nice to see you guys are still coming.”

      “We’re into it. It’s pretty exciting.”

      “Yeah, it can be, but it’s not for everyone. A lot of couples come a few times and get intimidated, and that’s it.”

      “Not us,” Peter proudly pronounces.

      Garrett’s shirt is only half-buttoned and his hair is a mess. It’s obvious he’s been up to something. Peter glances around, but doesn’t see Garrett’s wife, Kari, around. He’s disappointed that the couple looks to be paired up. Kari and Garrett are one couple Peter would love to get to know better, even if he thinks they might be a little out of their league. The couple is in their 30s and both in great shape. Kari is a tall, leggy brunette with a taut body she’s keen to show off. Peter knows Deanna is taken by the charming Garrett. He wishes his wife was here.

      “Looks like you guys have been having some fun,” Peter says.

      Garrett grins. “We met a cool couple and hit it off. It was really all Kari. I’m just along for the ride.”

      “I bet.”

      “How about you guys? Met anyone you fancy yet?”

      “No one as hot as you guys,” Peter says, adding a nervous laugh. He feels like he’s flirting with the guy, and it’s weird.

      “I’m sure lots of guys here are after Deanna, especially if they know they have the chance to break her in.”

      “She’s drawn some guys. It’s different here with the single guys.”

      “Yeah, some of them can be aggressive. You’ve got to watch your wife around them. The cool ones get it, but some of them just keep pushing.”

      Peter thinks about the guy in the back. He didn’t have to do much pushing. Deanna was ready to go. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

      “Where is Deanna, anyway?”

      “Waiting at the bar.”

      “I’d get over there before one of those guys swoops in. A woman like Deanna isn’t going to be alone at the bar for long.”

      “You’re probably right. I should get back to her.”

      “And I need to get back to Kari. She’ll probably be onto round two by the time I get back there. Hey, you should friend us online. Let us know next time you plan on coming. Maybe we can hook up. Our last name’s Newman. My profile picture is Kari and I’m down in Jamaica. You’ll recognize us.”

      “Cool, I’ll do that. See you around.”

      Peter lets Garrett go and makes his way across the crowd back to the bar. He doesn’t find Deanna there. He orders another whiskey and waits for her, knowing she’s probably taking her time freshening up in the ladies’ room.

      Time passes—it’s difficult to tell how much with no clocks in the club—and Deanna still doesn’t return. He checks back by the rest rooms but doesn’t find her there. Peter goes through to the smaller lounge, but Deanna isn’t there either. Peter thinks of what Garrett told him and a shiver runs down his spine. Did their friend from the back find Deanna and lure her back there again, before he got back? Peter can’t imagine his wife would go back there and play without him. She must be around. He works his way through the club again and finally spots Deanna on the dance floor, working her body against some big, handsome guy. Peter almost goes to her but checks himself. She looks to be having a good time, and he doesn’t want to be the jerk husband who doesn’t trust his wife to be alone.

      Deanna is sensual in motion. It’s exciting to see her move her body to the music, using her sultry curves against her new friend. Peter’s seen her dance before, and it’s always hot, but it’s never felt quite like this. Surely, that’s due to the man she’s dancing with. The man is about Peter’s height, but slender, and handsome, with a shaved head. He’s well-dressed, in a loose black shirt and expensive-looking jeans. He’s probably around their age. Peter has to admit, he can see why Deanna is drawn to him. The man has a natural grace on the dance floor, matching his moves to Deanna’s. They look good together, like a couple. Peter can only wonder what dirty thoughts fill his wife’s mind. Deanna turns and grinds back against the man, who places his hand on her tummy, holding them together. She works her sweet ass and Peter is sure the guy is rock hard. Peter is. As they move, the man’s hand rests just below Deanna’s tits. It would be so easy for him to touch her. Peter doesn’t know why he wishes the guy would do it. He realizes he’s hanging back because he wants to see what his wife will do.

      Deanna turns back to face Lex and presses her body to his. The large bulge that had been pressing into the small of her back is now pressed into her tummy. Her breasts are crushed against his chest. She feels his package twitch as she rubs against it. Her heart is pounding. Lex’s arms are around her and he kisses her. The rush is incredible. She feels so naughty. For the first time since Lex asked her to dance, Deanna thinks of her husband and what he would think if he saw this. She isn’t sure Peter would approve, but that doesn’t stop her. She’s kissing another man for the first time in over 20 years and it takes her breath away. She’d forgotten the thrill of kissing a new man for the first time. And Lex is quite the kisser. She’s drawn in by his lips, playfully flicking her tongue at his. His hands knead her ass and Deanna wiggles it for him. Those hands can explore her body as much as they like, as far as she’s concerned. She’s been all about Lex since he first set his dark eyes on her at the bar.

      Lex slid up to her while she sipped her martini, waiting for Peter. Her makeup was touched up, her hair freshly teased, and she was looking for trouble. What was taking Peter so long? She scanned the crowd for her husband and when she looked back, there Lex stood.

      “Can I buy a pretty lady a drink?” he asked.

      “You don’t have to buy them here,” she replied, flashing him a smile. Her heart beat faster just looking at him. He was so handsome, with sharp cheekbones and a dark, Mediterranean complexion. He was the stereotypical tall, dark and handsome stranger. He smiled back and she melted under it.

      “I’m Lex.”

      “Deanna. Hi.”

      “It doesn’t look like you’re wearing leather or lace tonight. Not into themes?”

      “How do you know?”

      “Are you?”

      “That’s for whoever gets my dress off to find out.” Deanna smiled, feeling impossibly naughty.

      “That will be one lucky guy.”

      “We’ll see.”

      He took her dainty hand in his and looked at her rings. “I guess you’re not here alone.”

      “Do women come here alone?”

      “Only the most adventurous ones. They are in high demand, too. A lot of couples are looking for their unicorn.”

      “Unicorn?”

      “A single woman, for couples looking for a threesome.”

      “Oh,” she replies, eyes wide. Deanna didn’t consider herself bisexual in any way, but she was willing to see what happened when they met another couple. She was open to everything now.

      “Is your husband off having fun?” He still held her hand and caressed it.

      “I don’t know what happened to Peter. He should be back any second now.”

      Lex shrugged. “It’s easy to get distracted here. There’s a lot of interesting things going on. I’m sure he’ll turn up. Will he mind me being here with you?”

      “I don’t see why he would. We’re just talking, aren’t we?”

      “Are we?”

      Heat rose to her cheeks, her emerald eyes twinkled, and she said, “For now.”

      “And how would he feel if I asked you to dance?”

      “It’s just dancing, isn’t it?”

      Lex didn’t answer, but led her right onto the dance floor. Deanna was swept right off her feet. His shirt felt so soft when she touched his chest, and his hands were strong when he touched her. Deanna had a heady sense of anticipation, and the next thing she knew they were kissing. So much for just dancing. Deanna hopes Peter is having fun somewhere.

      Peter sways on his feet as he watches his wife kiss another man. His heart feels like it’s seizing in his chest. A primal part of him wants to run over and tear Deanna out of the man’s arms, but he is rooted to his spot. He can’t stop watching them and he doesn’t understand why. Deanna looks very into the kiss, rubbing the man’s arms and stretching up to the kiss, like a flower growing toward the sun. The guy stops squeezing her ass, instead running his fingers through her hair and holding the small of her back.

      Peter is so dazed it takes him a moment to realize it when their kiss ends. Deanna stares up at the man and stays in his arms. The man tells her something and she looks down embarrassed. He can’t hear it, but Peter knows she’s giggling like a schoolgirl.  Deanna resumes shimmying to the music, rubbing herself on her friend. She grips his shoulders, like she’s hanging on him. Peter stays back until they finish. When they head for the bar, he turns and walks over to meet them there.

      “Hey, D,” Peter says, sliding in behind his wife and possessively placing his hands on her hips. “I got hung up talking to Garrett. Remember Garrett and Kari?”

      “Hi, honey. I was wondering what happened to you. Peter, this is Lex.”

      “Peter, good to meet you. Your wife is captivating. You’re a lucky man.”

      He takes Lex’s hand and gives his manliest grip. People keep telling Peter how lucky he is to have Deanna. He knows it, and it’s beginning to feel like these people are warning him about sharing her. Or maybe it’s just seeing her with Lex that has him second guessing himself. His stomach tightens seeing that the other man is even more handsome, up close. Of course D was kissing him, he thinks. Peter feels as if he’s been knocked off keel.

      “I hope you don’t mind me keeping Deanna entertained while you were busy,” Lex says.

      “Of course not. We’re all here to have fun,” Peter replies, without much conviction.

      “Lex is a great dancer,” Deanna says, starry-eyed. Her husband’s hands are on her hips, but Lex still has all her attention.

      “It was all you,” Lex says. “You’re so sexy, it’s inspiring.”

      “Stop being so silly,” Deanna replies, smacking his chest.

      Peter has never felt like so much of a third wheel in his life. The two of them are openly flirting, like he isn’t even there. He still has that strange feeling he had watching them dance. He knows he should put a stop to this. This isn’t what we came for. But somehow, he doesn’t want to.

      “Deanna tells me you’re here to meet another couple, but that you might be open to other things...”

      “Does she?” Peter replies, expressionless.

      “We talked about being open,” Deanna says, turning to Peter for the first time. She sees him rigid with tension, and disappointment washes over her.

      “Let me give you guys a few minutes to talk. I’ll be over in the lounge,” Lex says.

      Peter’s got to give the guy credit. He knows how to read a situation. Now Peter is left alone with his wife at the bar, and he feels like a heel. He saw her expression change when she looked at him. He thought he was doing a better job of hiding his emotions. “D...”

      “We don’t have to do anything,” she says, echoing him from earlier. “I just thought...”

      “I know what you’re thinking, D.” He forces a smile.

      “I know it’s not what you expected to do tonight and I guess it’s not what you want, maybe...”

      “I want you to have a good time. I want this to be a night you won’t forget.”

      “I want you to have a good time, too.”

      “I saw you two on the dance floor together,” he confesses.

      Deanna’s blush returns. She hadn’t been thinking about Peter when she was with Lex, but she should have been. “Were you spying?” Her tone is playful.

      “I didn’t have to spy. You were making out with him in front of everyone.”

      “Is that okay?”

      “It was...interesting.”

      “How did it make you feel?”

      Deanna steps closer and puts her hand on his package. She feels him stiff and ready. She can see he’s conflicted, but he likes it, too. It’s selfish, but she wants that to win out. Deanna wants Peter to say yes and let her go back and play with Lex. She wants him to come along and share her with Lex. Deanna had no idea she wanted a threesome with two men until now, but now it’s all she can think about.

      Peter knows his wife and he knows what she wants. He wishes he could just say yes, but it’s just not that easy for him. Swinging is one thing, but there’s just something that feels wrong about sitting back and letting another man have his wife. Wrong at a base, primal level. He knows it shouldn’t be, but it feels like an assault on his manhood. Peter realizes Deanna doesn’t see it that way. Why would she? He looks at her hopeful eyes, her flushed cheeks. He sees the desire in her eyes. If she wants this, let her do it. You’re not her daddy. It’s her body, it should be her choice. It’s easier for Peter to think those things than say them. At the moment, he doesn’t know what to say.

      “It was sexy, D,” he says, choosing to stop there.

      “Then maybe if you see me do more...” Deanna rubs his crotch harder.

      “I think you like being watched. Don’t you?” It’s hard to think with her hand rubbing him like that.

      “I think maybe I do. I’m learning all sorts of new things tonight.”

      “And you want Lex to teach you even more.”

      Deanna nods. “I do. Please. I’ll make it worth your while.”

      “D...” Peter groans. The tide is turning. All he can think of is his wife with the dark, handsome stranger.

      “Please? I’ll be so good.” Deanna nibbles on the side of his neck, grabs his cock full-on. She feels Peter shake. She knows she has him. If she should feel bad about her manipulation, she doesn’t. Deanna doesn’t feel like herself at all anymore. She feels like a vixen who has to get what she wants. She nibbles on Peter’s ear lobe and whispers the kill shot. “I’ll be so good, Daddy. Or I’ll be so bad, if you want. Please let me play, Daddy,”

      “Fuck...” Peter draws the word out. She has him and they both know it. They only do it every once in a while, but when Deanna calls him Daddy in bed, Peter always loses it. She puts on a voice and acts all naïve, and Peter is stern with her. They both have wild orgasms when they do that crazy age play, even if they feel weird afterward. But Peter is not being stern with his naïve little girl tonight. Someone else is going to be giving the lessons. He feels helpless. Peter’s not sure it’s the right call, but he says it anyway.

      “Okay,” Peter sighs.

      “I love you, Daddy.” Deanna kisses him hard, pouring every ounce of need out into that kiss. If she could distill making love down to a single kiss, that’s the one she shares with her husband. She tingles from head to toe and is breathless when she pulls back. “Seriously, I love you, Peter. I love you so much.”

      “I know, D. I know.”

      Peter thinks they should discuss ground rules for this, as they had for being with another couple, but before he can speak Deanna grabs her drink from the bar and heads for the other room—where Lex waits—pulling him by the hand. They find Lex sitting on an ornate couch by himself, watching a drunk woman working the stripper pole. She drops Peter’s hand and comes to a halt right in front of Lex. Peter stands back, unsure what to do. What are you supposed to do when another man is seducing your wife?

      Deanna is tingling with anticipation, taut as a wire, as she looks down at Lex. His dark eyes flick up at her, cool and appraising. She doesn’t know if she’ll ever get used to men looking at her like this—like they want to screw her and aren’t trying to hide it—but it gives her a deeply primal thrill. She was never taught that sex was bad—at least not within the confines of marriage. But she was taught that sex is private, and that while men should take the lead, women should not be too eager. Deanna hopes her eagerness isn’t showing too much.

      “Nice to see you again,” Lex says.

      “Did you think you wouldn’t?” Deanna asks.

      “I try not to make assumptions.”

      “What happens now?”

      “Come closer.”

      Deanna takes a tiny, hesitant step forward and Lex takes her by the waist, pulling her onto him. His face is crushed against her breasts for a moment, until she bends down to kiss him. His lips are cool this time, and taste like gin. It stings a little and she kisses him harder. He kneads her ass through the dress, pulling her onto his lap. He takes the drink from her hand and puts it somewhere. Deanna thought they were going somewhere more private, but she’s willing to do whatever Lex wants. Besides, it’s exciting to be sitting in a virtual stranger’s lap, making out with him, while anyone can watch. She did this with Peter last time at the club, but it didn’t feel nearly as dangerous as it does now.

      Peter just stands there, impotently holding his drink, and watches Lex paw his wife. His stomach is a tight ball of conflict, his heart is about to pound out of his chest, and he’s hard as steel. He doesn’t understand how he can feel jealous and angry and aroused at the same time. He puts a hand on the high back of the couch to steady himself, but is careful not to disturb the new couple. Deanna and Lex are going at it like they are the only people in the room.

      Lex caresses her face, running his fingers through her auburn hair as she brushes it back so he can kiss her neck. She clutches his smooth, bald head. His lips are magic and her body hums like a strummed guitar string when Lex finds that special spot. Her moaning is soft, but obvious. Lex drops a hand to her waist and she freezes for a moment. He’s fingering the knot in her wrap dress’s tie. Deanna knows his hesitation is to give her a chance to stop him, to say no, but Deanna just buries her face in his neck and kisses him there. She nibbles at his ear, breathing hard. Lex pulls the knot free and she doesn’t quite understand why she lets him. It’s so exciting to be bad!

      Peter grips his cup so tightly it begins to collapse in his hand, spilling whiskey everywhere. He curses and looks around for somewhere to put the cup but sees nothing. Reluctantly, he steps away for a moment to dispose of the cup. With no other options, he wipes his hand on his pants. He’s gone less than three minutes, but by the time he returns, there’s a small group watching Deanna and Lex. There’s a guy and two couples. Peter has to look over them to see Deanna’s dress is untied and thrown open. His mouth drops open. Is this the same woman who used to get uptight if I gave her more than a peck in public? Sure, last time they were here she let Peter unbutton her blouse in the club, but they didn’t have spectators like this. Does Deanna even know they’ve attracted a crowd?

      “Excuse me,” he murmurs, shouldering through to get at the couch.

      “Look at her go. That’s a sexy fucking woman,” the man says.

      “Yeah, she’s hot. Uhm, that’s my wife,” Peter admits, shame gripping him.

      “That’s awesome, man. You’re so lucky to have such an open wife.”

      “Yeah, I guess so. This is all new for us.”

      “But you’re down with it?”

      “Uh, yeah. We talked about it. D didn’t just run off and grab some guy.”

      “Nice.” The guy is smiling. “She’s gonna get taken care of. I know Lex. He’s really knows how to fuck, man.”

      “Great.”

      They stop talking and just watch. Deanna is wearing a matching bra and panty set under the dress, black cups pushing her tits up and out, with red lace on the edges that barely conceal her thick, excited nipples. Lex is playing with her nipples and Deanna has her face buried in his shoulder, muffling her moans. She caresses his broad shoulders and all Peter can think of is how built Lex is, and how much Deanna seems to be enjoying it. She pulls Lex back into a kiss, obviously thrusting her tongue in his mouth. Peter is so hard from watching he’s woozy.

      “Hey, I’m Tommy, by the way.” It’s the guy beside Peter again.

      Peter shakes his hand, wondering why this guy is so chatty. The last thing he wants right now is to have a conversation—especially about how his wife is all over another man. “Hi, Tommy. Peter.”

      “You said your wife’s name is Dee?”

      “Deanna. Don’t call her D.” Remembering something normal about his wife makes Peter smile.

      “Uh, do you mind if I get in there? I know Lex won’t mind. He’s into group stuff.”

      Peter is stunned. What the hell should he say to that? It was one thing to tell Deanna yes to Lex. Now another guy—this Tommy—wants a piece of her? Is Deanna just going to be passed around tonight? That sudden thought gives Peter a sick, dark thrill and he has to push it away.

      He takes a good look at Tommy for the first time. He’s smaller and younger. He can’t be more than 30. He’s trim and clocks in at five-nine—maybe. He’s handsome, in that bro kind of way. Peter doesn’t think he’s Deanna’s type at all, which makes him less threatening. But still, passing his wife around... He doesn’t even know if this is something she wants. She’s into Lex, she hasn’t met Tommy. Then again, she didn’t ask him before she made out with Lex. Does Peter need to ask her about Tommy? She is his wife. He doesn’t know if it’s a good idea, but it is a way to take back some power.

      “Uh, sure. Why not? Go ahead,” Peter says, wanting to punch himself in the face the moment the words leave his mouth.

      “Thanks, Pete. You’re awesome.”

      Deanna jumps out of her skin when someone touches her legs. Lex’s arms are around her, so it’s not him. She breaks from their kiss and looks down to see a stranger kneeling on the ground in front of her. She thinks she saw him around the club, but she’s not sure. He’s cute, but he’s a kid—not a guy she would have chosen. Deanna looks to Peter, who stands at the side, his face unreadable. Peter isn’t stopping the stranger. Does he want this? The stranger kisses her thighs through her fishnets and she trembles. His lips move higher and she feels his hot breath near her pussy. Deanna doesn’t know what to do. She’s never felt like this. She should cover up. She should drag Lex into one of those back rooms. But she sits there and lets a stranger kiss her thighs while Lex caresses her breasts. Deanna is so aroused she can’t really control herself. It’s a new and strange feeling and she doesn’t know how to deal. She gives her husband a last, helpless look and turns to Lex. He smiles and kisses her. The decision has been made.

      She moans into their kiss when the stranger kisses her through her panties. He presses his lips tightly to hers and she spreads her legs wider. Lex turns her, so she’s facing outward and twisted around to keep kissing him. The stranger pulls her panties to the side, exposing her to everyone. She’s shaved smooth for the evening, except for a thin line above her lips. Deanna has been on top of her grooming since they started going to the club. She gasps. He dives right in. The strange tongue pushes between her folds and explores her. He pushes deep and runs long furrows up and down her slit. He eats her pussy like he loves it, and Deanna twists and turns on top of Lex, crying out. She would slide to the floor if she wasn’t pinned between the two men. Lex massages her breasts and kisses her neck.

      Peter’s eyes are saucers, and every time he thinks they’ve pushed to the extreme, something new happens—and he knows they are not even close to being done. Lex has not taken Deanna into the back yet, and Peter is still sure—pretty sure—she isn’t going to let Lex fuck her there on the couch while the club watches. His confidence wavers, though. She is allowing the men to enjoy her in full view. Tommy’s face is buried between her thighs, Lex is all over her tits, and Deanna is going wild. Peter knows what she looks like when she’s in that zone, and she is fully there. These guys are going to make her come, and everyone is going to see it. The crowd watching has grown now, and couples are touching each other while they watch Deanna being pleasured. Peter desperately wants to touch himself, but he will not do that in public. He’ll get off later, when Deanna is his again.

      “Feels good, doesn’t it, babe?” Lex whispers, nuzzling her so no one else can hear.

      Deanna nods. She’s really not a talker in bed, unless they are role playing. But then, she’s not in bed, is she? She bites her lip, but then her mouth opens and closes as she moans. Whoever this guy is, he is amazing with his mouth. His tongue is all over her swollen clit, while his fingers slowly pump in and out of her. She wantonly pushes her hips at his hungry mouth and has a silly thought—I’d better get his name!

      “You’re gonna fucking come and everyone is gonna see it. And you fucking love it,” Lex whispers.

      “Mmm...” His words enflame her.

      “Don’t you, Deanna? You love everyone seeing you coming...”

      “Mmmhmm...”

      “They all see you, see how bad you need it...”

      “Oh god...”

      “You gonna come? Gonna come for your audience?”

      “God...mmm...”

      “That’s it, Deanna. Let us see you come. Come for us, babe...”

      “Ohh...god...mmm...”

      Deanna’s climax crashes over her like a tsunami and she goes tense—just for a second—before she goes limp in Lex’s arms. She flows into the stranger’s mouth and he licks even harder, sucking her cunt to get every last drop. Her orgasm stretches on and on, and Deanna wants to scream. Her eyes are shut tight, but she feels the eyes on her. She knows they’re watching. She feels like a wanton slut—and it feels amazing! God, what is happening to me?

      “Are you ready to go in the back?” Lex asks.

      “Yes,” she rasps, stroking the thick, black hair of the stranger between her legs.

      “Do you want Tommy to come along? It’s only fair.”

      So, Lex knows him. That’s something, I guess. Deanna nods her head and again gasps, “Yes...please...”

      “Let’s go, Deanna.”

      The guys handle her like a rag doll. Lex lifts her and Tommy stands. The guys steady her on her feet. The wrap dress hangs completely open but no one moves to close it. Deanna looks to Peter, who just looks stunned. She knows she should go to him, but Lex and Tommy whisk her away. She vaguely hears Lex tell Peter where they are going. Why doesn’t Peter stop them? Why doesn’t her husband take her back? A tiny part of Deanna wishes he would, but the larger, sexually crazed part of her wants Lex and Tommy to use her as they will.

      Peter is in a fog as he follows. The guys have Deanna now. He makes a feeble attempt to reach for her, but Lex holds her like she’s his. It definitely feels like Lex is in charge now. They go into the back and Tommy grabs a bundle of linens from the attendant. They find an open room and somehow Peter ends up helping Tommy spread the sheet over the thin, plastic mattress on the floor. Lex and Deanna are making out. The bed ready, Lex releases Deanna and whispers something to her. She comes to Peter, breathless and glassy-eyed, her makeup already smeared.

      “Honey, is this really okay? It’s all moving so fast,” she says, rushing the words.

      “If you want it, it’s okay,” he says, although he doesn’t know how true the words are. Peter understands this is not the time to get in the way, even if he doesn’t know what he’s feeling. He does know his wife though, and he knows she’s drunk on vodka and lust. He knows that look she has.

      “I’ll make it up to you, I promise,” she says.

      “There’s nothing to make up, D. I just want you to be happy.”

      “I want that, too, honey. I want you to be happy too.” She kisses him.

      It’s very weird to kiss his wife after she’s been kissing another man. It feels foreign. He wants her to wash her mouth out first. But Peter kisses her.

      “I’ll get another girl, honey. We’ll make you feel so good.”

      Peter is embarrassed now. He doesn’t want the others to see them together like this. He doesn’t want it to seem like he’s not into this. It has to look like he’s in control too. “Go have fun, D. It’ll be cool.”

      “I love you, honey.”

      Peter pulls the dress from her body and turns her, nudging Deanna back toward where Lex and Tommy wait. It’s not far. The room is hardly bigger than the mattress on the floor, with just enough room to walk around it. The mattress itself is expansive, big enough for four. Lex pauses his undressing to take Deanna by the shoulders and kiss her. She reaches into his open pants. Lex turns her toward Tommy. She shyly says, “Hi,” and kisses him for the first time.

      Deanna tastes herself on Tommy’s lips. He’s a gentle kisser, which is surprising. Lex is so forceful. Tommy holds her and she runs her fingers through his hair. Tommy has great hair. She grabs his shirt and pulls it over his head. She runs her fingers through the hair on Tommy’s chest and touches Lex’s at the same time. Lex is smooth everywhere. He must groom—no man is that smooth. It’s a little weird to her, but Lex has a hot body, so it doesn’t bother her. The guys close on her, hands everywhere. She is relieved of her bra and panties and eased down onto the mattress, her fishnets and heels left in place. The men look down and admire her body. Deanna fights self-consciousness and the urge to cover up. She can hardly handle wearing a bathing suit on the beach without a cover up. She never dreamed she’d let anyone but her husband see her like this.

      “Your body is rockin’,” Tommy says.

      “Beautiful curves, baby. You’re a damn sexy woman, Deanna,” Lex says.

      Deanna glows.

      She looks up as the men stand over her and finish stripping. Deanna looks to Peter, who is still fully dressed. He’s wedged into the corner, like he’s trying to get away, but he watches intensely. She looks back to her lovers. They are very different. Lex is dark and built and hairless, a thick cock and heavy balls hanging between his legs. He’s semi-hard.  He’s not scary big, but he’s more than a mouthful. He’s going to fill her. Tommy, on the other hand, is slender and pale. He looks to be black Irish. He’s handsome in a boyish way, which makes Deanna self-conscious about her womanly body. Has he seen a woman like her before? But he must like what he sees, because his cock is pointing straight up. He’s not as big as Lex—or Peter—but he’s not small. She smiles, thinking, He’ll do fine, as long as he knows what he’s doing. Maybe I’ll have to teach him.

      Everything moves quickly after that. Peter stands back in the corner while the men fall onto his wife. Tommy kneels between her legs again, this time throwing them up over his shoulders. The kid really loves to eat pussy! He spreads her lips open and goes to town. Deanna is already squirming and moaning again when Lex kneels next to her and feeds her his cock. Peter watches in awe as his wife opens her mouth and takes him without hesitation. Lex looks larger to Peter than he does to Deanna and it seems that her lips are stretched around the man’s girthy shaft as he pushes it into her mouth. She wraps her hand around him and holds the head as her cheeks hollow from her sucking. Lex reaches down to play with her tits, and Deanna cries into her mouthful when he tugs on her nipple.

      Peter leans against the wall and tries to get his emotions under control. He needs to calm down or he’s going to have a heart attack. The small room suddenly feels tiny and the walls are closing in. He tries to look away from the spectacle of Deanna being taken by two men, but he can’t. And when he closes his eyes, he hears her moaning into the cock between her lips and Tommy licking her pussy. He can’t escape it, and the crazy thing is, he doesn’t want to. He’s tortured, but he’s so hard he’s throbbing. How did we get here? he asks himself. I should be playing with some sexy blonde while D is with some guy like me! Instead, some hung stud is stuffing her mouth and some kid is getting her off. My sweet, shy wife has turned into a little whore. Why the fuck do I love it?!?

      Deanna’s cries are urgent as Tommy brings her closer to orgasm. She can’t really breathe around Lex’s cock, but he’s in charge. He tilts her head back, cradling it, and moves more above her. It’s easier to cram his cock down her throat in this position and she relaxes and takes it. She’s never had a cock down her throat like this and she has to learn how to steal her breaths. It’s scary and thrilling!

      “That’s goddamn amazing, Deanna. You suck cock like a natural. Did Pete teach you that?” Lex says, looking down at Deanna with admiration. She stares back with wide eyes. He looks to Peter. “You’re so fucking lucky, Pete. She’s sexy and she knows how to suck cock. Deanna’s the perfect woman.”

      Peter doesn’t know what to say, so he doesn’t say anything, but silently watches. Deanna’s eyes water and drool runs out of her mouth. She’s a hot, sexy mess. He never thought he’d see the mother of his children this way. Why does it turn him on to see her debased? Why does he love seeing his wife as a slut?

      Deanna pushes Lex away. Tommy’s fingers are rocking her pussy and his tongue is dancing on her clit and she’s coming again. She can’t handle that and try to breathe around Lex’s prick. She’s already light-headed, making the orgasm much more intense. Lex finally pulls out of her throat, dripping saliva onto her face. She howls and holds onto Tommy’s head with both hands, locking his head between her thighs. She’s flooding his mouth and he’s licking like a madman. Deanna tosses her head back and forth and gets a glimpse of Peter in the corner. She doesn’t understand why he’s just standing there. She wants him to join in.

      The guys don’t let Deanna dwell on Peter. They are already moving around her, changing places. They don’t ask what she wants, but just assume she’s down with whatever. She doesn’t complain. Tommy strokes her hair as he looks down at her affectionately. His cock hovers near her face. She knows she’s a mess, but he doesn’t seem to care. Deanna reaches for his cock and strokes it. Pre-come drips onto her cheek.

      “Thanks,” she says, not knowing what else to say. What does one say to a stranger who just made you come?

      “Mmm, my pleasure, baby. Your pussy is so sweet. I could stay down there all night.

      “Thank you. I’d let you stay down there all night.” She smiles.

      “Anytime you want, baby.” Tommy blows her a kiss.

      “Let me take care of you.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Yeah, baby, let me taste you now,” Deanna says, feeling cheesy.

      Deanna hardly has Tommy in her mouth when Lex lifts her hips and pushes inside her. Her moan is long and muffled as Lex takes his time easing it into her. He’s big. Deanna feels full, but she’s soaked from Tommy’s tongue and she easily accepts him.

      “Damn! That pussy feels good!” Lex announces, holding her hips tightly while his cock throbs inside her. “Damn, Pete! You get this every night?”

      Peter wants to shrink further back into the corner, but there’s nowhere to go. He wishes everyone would just ignore him and let him watch. He’s thankful for the compliments and proud of his wife, in some weird way. He doesn’t know if he should be proud that another man is telling him what a great fuck his wife is, but Peter is proud. He’s always thought Deanna was sexy and it’s gratifying to have other men acknowledge it too. He realizes that was always part of this for him. He wanted other men to want his wife. Peter just never thought it would lead to this.

      Lex keeps her hips in the air and starts pounding. The guy is really fit, Peter had to admit, and he effortlessly works his hips while kneeling to pound Deanna. Her big tits bounce like crazy, and it’s a thing of beauty. Peter finally stops worrying about his own feelings as he’s captivated by the majesty of watching his stunning, sultry wife being fucked. Just watching Lex take her like that would be incredible, but having her cries muffled by another dick in her mouth makes it that much hotter. Deanna looks like a goddess. Peter loosens his slacks and reaches into them to touch himself.

      It takes a hot minute, but Deanna gets the hang of handling the two men. At first, having a cock at both ends was overwhelming and she felt like their sex toy, being bounced between them. She liked it, but she wanted more control. It helps that Tommy’s cock is smaller than Lex’s, so when the younger man holds her head and uses her mouth she sucks him without a problem. Lex opened up her throat so Tommy barely chokes her. Deanna closes her lips and sucks freely. Her plan works until Lex really starts moving his hips.

      Deanna twists her head away from Tommy’s cock so she can cry out. Lex isn’t just slamming into her, but he’s put some body language into his movement, and that big cock of his seems to be doing magical things inside her. The way he holds her hips and takes her shows off his strength, and his power is incredibly arousing. Lex is as good a lover as she thought he’d be. As she loudly moans her pleasure, Tommy puts his balls in her mouth and Deanna sucks them without thought.

      Peter stops touching himself, afraid of making a mess in his slacks. He involuntarily groans, seeing his wife sucking Tommy’s balls. Deanna gives a good blowjob—when she does it—but he doesn’t remember her going down and sucking his balls. He doesn’t even think that was a thing when they started dating, but he’s seen it in porn. And now he sees his sweet wife doing it to another man. Deanna’s cries are further muffled when Tommy moves lower over her face. She doesn’t miss a beat and licks and kisses his taint, so close to his asshole. Tommy jerks off while Deanna licks him. Peter feels like he’s going to pass out.

      “Oh shit...oh shit...you’re going there...shit baby...dayum...” Tommy murmurs, jerking his cock hard.

      “She’s a dirty one,” Lex confirms, huffing as he pumps the prone wife.

      “Shit...gonna come...gonna come...oh shit...”

      “Fuck,” Peter groans, under his breath, watching Tommy blast his load all over Deanna’s bouncing tits.

      Tommy shakes and a blank look comes over his face as he jacks his cock and his come shoots onto Deanna’s bouncing tits in ropes. He plugs his shaft back into her mouth, and she greedily sucks the last few drops. Peter’s never done anything like that to his wife, even in their most creative role playing. He always thought it would be too dirty and disrespectful to give his wife a facial. But watching another man do it is the most erotic thing he’s ever seen. It’s almost hotter than seeing her fucked. Even in the dim light of the tiny room, Tommy’s jizz glistens on her bouncing tits. Peter curses not having his phone to take video of it. He’ll have to memorize the scene.

      Deanna feels Tommy’s load, hot and thick on her chest. It’s wicked and fun. She acted on instinct, sucking his balls, and she’s pleased it got him off. She thought he’d want to have sex with her when Lex was done, but she loves that he came all over her. It’s the perfect manifestation of how slutty she feels. She sucks his now-soft prick, hoping to breathe life back into it, but Tommy takes it from her, falling back.

      Lex doesn’t miss a beat, lowering her hips and sliding over her. He keeps just enough distance to keep from rubbing Tommy’s load onto his own chest. Deanna locks her legs around him as he corkscrews his cock into her. She had no idea a cock could do such amazing things! He hovers over her and she wants to kiss him, but she understands he might not want to. Lex surprises her by leaning down and kissing her.

      It stings, watching his wife kiss her lover while they’re fucking. It’s such an intimate act. Peter grinds his teeth. He stares so hard at the lovers on the mattress that Tommy, standing beside him, has to get his attention.

      “Hey, man. She’s awesome. I’m gonna grab a water and be back. Okay?” Tommy asks.

      “Yeah, sure,” Peter replies, never taking his attention from Deanna and Lex. They’ve stopped kissing, but now Lex is whispering to her.

      “You were so sexy taking that load, Deanna. Such a perfect little hotwife, aren’t you?” Lex groans into her ear.

      “Mmm...”

      “This is the real you. This is what you want—flat on your back in a club, getting fucked.”

      “Mmm...ahhh...

      “You love getting fucked like this?”

      “Mmm...ahhh...yes...”

      “You love my big dick?”

      “Yess...mmm...”

      “Tell me, Deanna. Tell me...”

      “I...I...want...”

      “Yeah, baby, say it. You’re such a dirty girl...”

      “God...I want it...I want your dick!  Ohh...”

      “Damn, that’s hot. Feels good, doesn’t it? Feels good to say it?”

      “Yeah...yeah...yes...I want your dick...mmm...yeah...”

      Now that she’s started, the words are pouring right out of her. The dirty talk feels right, given where she is and what she’s doing. It enflames Deanna. She pumps her hips back at Lex and tightens her legs around him. She’s going to come again, and he’s showing no sign of slowing down.

      “God...yeah...yeah...fuck...fuck...” Deanna cries, her entire body clenching around Lex as her climax overtakes her.

      Peter is rubbing his cock again, his slacks pushed down this time. Deanna is a constant revelation. His pretty, demure wife never curses. Like, never. Even when they are in bed, she never says fuck me, but Lex has her moaning it while she comes. Peter even thinks he heard Deanna begging for Lex’s dick. What is she turning into? Can she go back to being the same Deanna? Will she want to? Peter groans again and takes his hand from his cock again, denying his orgasm, unsure why.

      “Come for me, baby. Your pussy feels amazing when you’re coming,” Lex moans.

      “Oh god...fuck...oh god...”

      “I bet you’ll come all night if I keep fucking you.”

      “Please...yes...feels...so...good...”

      “If I was bareback, your sweet pussy would have had me, but I can go for a while with a condom, baby. It’s your lucky night.”

      “God,” Deanna moans.

      Lex slides off Deanna, pulling her with him. She’s on top of him now, furiously kissing him, her tits mashed into his chest. Tommy’s load is forgotten. Magically, Lex’s thick cock has stayed inside her. Deanna starts rocking on it. He grips her round ass tightly and helps, jamming her onto him.

      “Fuck me, Deanna. Show me how much you want that cock!”

      “Mmm...”

      Deanna rises just enough to slide on him, working back and forth on his cock, while her breasts jiggle against his chest. He feels bigger this way, and his cock deliciously rubs along her g-spot with every motion. Deanna quickly loses control, thrusting herself onto Lex as rapidly as she can.

      “That’s it, baby. Fuck me. Fuck that big cock,” Lex says, grinning up at her.

      “Mmm...yeah...god...oh god...I...I...”

      She can’t believe it, but she feels another climax closing in on her.  Deanna’s never come this much, this quickly. She didn’t know she could. She digs her nails into Lex’s shoulders and closes her eyes, focusing on the intense pleasure centered in her pussy.

      Peter knows his wife’s body language. She shudders on top of Lex, crying out and tensing, finally sagging on top of him. That fucker just made her come again, or rather, Deanna made herself come on his cock. She was in control that time. He’s never seen his wife so insatiable and doesn’t know what to think. Just when he thinks she’s finally done, Lex slides out from under her, letting Deanna lay face down on the mattress. He pulls her butt into the air, just enough so that he can scoot between her legs. Lex leans low over her, sliding his cock back inside. He’s behind her, but it’s not doggie. It’s almost like they are spooning but face down. A guy has to have a big cock to pull that off, Peter knows. Deanna is pinned to the thin mattress—her tits mashed into it—as Lex takes her with long, slow strokes of his cock.

      “Oh...my...god...” she gasps, raising her butt back at Lex.

      “Just lay there and enjoy, it, baby. You’re mine, now. I love making you come,” Lex whispers in her ear.

      “Mmm...god...”

      “It’s nice and deep, isn’t it?”

      “Yes...”

      “I feel you squeezing me. You love it this way.”

      “Yes...oh god...yes...”

      Lex moves faster. Deanna can’t believe how good her pussy feels. It’s like mini-quakes are constantly going off inside her. No guy has ever taken her like this. Why? She screams in her mind. She has a new favorite position. What else could Lex teach her if he had all night with her? Deanna would love that.

      “You’re gonna come for me again...”

      “Yes...please...god...Lex...”

      “Come nice and loud for me. I want Pete to hear it. He loves watching us fuck!”

      “Yes...oh god...”

      “You love it too, don’t you, Deanna. You love someone watching you...”

      “Yeah...yeah...oh...ohhh...”

      “He’s watching right now. I bet he’s rubbing his dick, too.”

      “Ohh...ohhh...oh fuck...Fuck!”

      Deanna’s pussy locks around his prick as she climax’s yet again and Lex holds her hips painfully tight, slamming into her, his balls slapping her thighs. It’s so hard it hurts, just a little bit, but she loves it.

      “I’m gonna come, baby. Where do you want it?”

      “God...” She can’t answer, overwhelmed by it all.

      “I wanna come in your mouth,” he growls.

      “Yeah...yeah...fuck...”

      Peter is whacking his meat again and he just about comes when he sees Lex whip his cock out and flip Deanna in one smooth motion. Lex snaps the condom off and kneels over her face, while her mouth hangs open. He slips the head in and she sucks, despite panting.

      “Fuck... yeah...” Lex cries.

      Peter sees Deanna swallowing, until Lex pulls back and finishes by blasting into her open mouth and across her cheek. Deanna chases his prick and pulls it back into her mouth. She sucks until Lex takes it away from her. Peter is jerking off, but something stops him from coming. He just can’t seem to get over the edge with another man in the room—not like this.

      “That was pretty fucking amazing, Deanna. You’re a champ,” Lex says, stroking her hair and smiling down at her.

      “You can say that again. Oh my...” Deanna’s body buzzes all over, making it hard to think enough to speak.

      Lex leans close and kisses her lean cheek. He whispers, “If you ever want to hook up again hit me up on kik.”

      “What’s kik?” she asks.

      Lex chuckles. “You have so much to learn. It’s a chat app for your phone. I’m LexTheGreek68. Can you remember that?”

      Deanna is honestly dazed, still a little drunk, and not in her right mind, but it burns into her consciousness. “LextheGreek68,” she repeats.

      “Beautiful, darlin’. Hope to hear from you soon.”

      Peter watches the lovers whispering to each other and burns with jealousy. What secret could they have to pass? He’ll get it out of Deanna, whatever it is. Lex stands and pulls on his underwear and pants. He carries his shirt. Peter sees a fine sheen of sweat on him now and thinks that Lex just had quite the workout with Deanna. But the room is sweltering and stinking of sex. Peter is sweating too.

      “I’ll leave you to it, Pete. I can’t thank you enough. Deanna is a goddam firecracker, man.”

      “Uh, sure, yeah. Thanks.”

      “I hope I see you two again. Don’t be strangers.”

      The men shake hands and Peter kicks himself for not having a better response to Lex. Did I just thank him for fucking my wife? He closes the door behind Lex and turns back to Deanna, who hasn’t moved on the mattress. She stares up at him expectantly. Peter doesn’t bother to strip. He drops on top of his sweaty wife and shoves his cock into her.

      “Oh!” Deanna cries, startled as much as anything else.

      Deanna holds her husband as he wildly thrusts into her, like an out-of-control kid who’s just been given the green light for sex the first time. She’s so wet and used that she easily takes him. Lex wasn’t that much bigger than her husband, but after all that sex she feels a difference. She tells herself that will go away. Peter huffs and puffs on top of her and their frantic coupling is brief. Deanna doesn’t orgasm before he comes inside her, but she didn’t need to—not after all that. She doesn’t even think she could come again. Now that Lex is done with her, exhaustion is quickly setting in. Peter collapses on top of her and Deanna hugs him tightly.

      “I love you, honey. I love you so much,” she coos, kissing his cheek.

      Peter is shaking on top of his wife. Even he can’t believe how fast he just came. He came so powerfully he almost passed out. He’s never felt anything like it. He feels guilty and ashamed because of the reason. Watching his wife get fucked should not turn him on like that. He’s going to have to figure that one out. He finally answers Deanna.

      “I love you too, D.” He pushes off her, sits back on the mattress. She sits up, leaning back on her elbows. Her tits look great in that position, and even though she looks totally wrecked and used, Peter thinks she’s never been sexier. What’s wrong with me? he thinks.

      “Are you sure? Even after all that?”

      “I’ll always love you, no matter what.”

      “Even if I make a total slut of myself?” She narrows her eyes.

      “You’re not a slut, D.”

      “I was tonight. I totally was, and you know it. Be honest with me, Peter.”

      “Okay, maybe you were a little slutty.”

      “Do you hate me?”

      “I just told you no.”

      “But do you mean it? This wasn’t what you signed up for. You said it yourself.”

      “Maybe not, but I have to admit, it was damned hot. Jesus, D, you really went for it. I didn’t think...”

      “Think what?”

      “I didn’t know you had that in you. Is this something you always wanted, but you were afraid to admit it? I won’t judge you, D.”

      “Honey, I swear it’s not. I never thought about doing anything like this. It’s insane. I couldn’t see myself...”

      “But you did.”

      Deanna can’t keep the smile from her lips. “I did. I sure did. I’m awful.”

      “No, you’re sexy. You were right. We came here to try new things.”

      “I did that!”

      “You certainly did! And I learned some things about myself, too.”

      “Like what?”

      “Still sorting it out, but I know I like to watch you, even if I don’t know why.”

      She sits up further, takes his hand. “Maybe it’s best not to overanalyze it. Maybe we should just roll with what we like.”

      “You think so?”

      “Hey, I don’t want to think about what got into me tonight. Not yet, anyway.”

      “You’re just a sexy woman being sexy.”

      “Haha. I’m serious, though. Where was all that inside of me?”

      “Let me know when you figure it out, D.”

      Deanna frowns. “I feel bad. You didn’t get to play.”

      “There’s always next time.”

      “You still want a next time? You want to come back here, even after this?”

      “Maybe. Sure. I think so? Maybe we’ll try a night that’s couple only.”

      “Anything you want, honey. I promise, next time I’ll make it perfect for you.” Deanna slides over onto his lap, wrapping her arms around him.

      “You were perfect tonight, D.”

      She laughs. “Perfectly slutty.”

      “Still perfect.” He grins. “What was that you two were whispering about at the end?”

      “Oh, that. Lex gave me his kik handle.”

      “What’s that?”

      “That’s what I said. Apparently, it’s a chat app. Like texting, I guess?”

      “I see,” Peter says flatly. “Are you going to use it?”

      “I honestly don’t know. How would you feel if I did?”

      “I don’t know.” Peter is both frightened and excited as he thinks about his wife contacting Lex. He can see her falling right into the handsome man’s arms. Energy buzzes through him.

      “We don’t need to talk about Lex tonight. I want you to take me home and take me to bed.”

      Deanna allows herself to think about Lex for a moment and experiences the same emotions as her husband—fear and excitement. After tonight, she doesn’t know if she could trust herself around Lex. God, it would be exciting to find out.

      “Sounds perfect to me,” Peter says.

      The couple leaves the club arm in arm and blissful, and both silently wondering about the path they’ve started down. Where will it lead, and can they go there together?
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          by Max Sebastian

        

      

    

    
      I guess you could say I’ve been blessed, when it comes to my marriage. My wife, Brittany, is beautiful, after all. Not in a catwalk model way, not in a movie star, pop singer, Instagram hottie kind of a way—she’s probably too short, her mouth’s too big, her breasts are too small, her freckles are too prominent, her blonde hair is too dirty, her big blue eyes are trapped behind a fairly unglamorous pair of dark-rimmed glasses. But for normal people, who aren’t casting the next Avengers movie, she’s very attractive in a totally down-to-earth, girl-next-door kind of a way.

      And, it turns out, that she looks a lot younger than she really is.

      Now, I didn’t really think about this a whole lot—to me, she was just attractive; she turned me on. I didn’t really question why that might be. When I used pornography, which these days was usually when Brittany was away on some assignment or other,  I didn’t seek out younger-looking girls: my type of thing was more like the MILFs who appeared to have more experience.

      However, wearing the right outfit, and the right kind of makeup, she could look ten years younger than she was. And removing her glasses, she could just about make herself look like a college student.

      I discovered this only after I was recruited for a job as a senior lecturer at a college set deep in the leafy hills of New Hampshire, after twenty years spent in various capacities on Capitol Hill, deep in the heart of the great Washington swamp. The move was supposed to be a better-late-than-never settling down for Brittany and me, with the purchase of a cozy former farmhouse not too far from campus. Brittany managed to get a job on a newspaper two hours’ drive away in Boston, and planned to work from home a couple days per week. We even talked about the possibility of trying for some better-late-than-never kids.

      Anyway, to cut the mundane details short, one weekend not too long into my tenure as a political science lecturer, Brittany and I were out at a bar in the middle of town, not very far from campus. I guess I went to use the restroom at one point, and came out to find a couple of college guys hitting on my wife.

      What occurred next was a revelation.

      I paused on seeing them. Brittany seemed to be humoring them, rather than telling them upfront to just scram. It struck me just how much she looked as though she was the same age as they were.

      It also struck me that I kind of liked how smiley Brittany was, talking to them. Whether she was amused at their failure to recognize she was a married 35-year-old rather than a fairly green 21-year-old, or whether she was just flattered by their attention, her broad smile just lit up her face, and really accentuated how pretty she was.

      Jealousy wasn’t an issue for me, because I assumed that these guys had absolutely no chance of actually getting my wife interested, mainly because they were so much younger.

      I even hung back after she’d noticed I’d returned from the bathroom, teasing her behind her new friends’ backs, before she duly pointed me out to them, and they scurried away quickly while avoiding any kind of eye contact with me.

      “You are a bad, bad man, leaving me to fend for myself,” she said as I returned to my stool at the bar.

      “Hey,” I chuckled, “doesn’t it feel nice being mistaken for a college student?”

      “You just watch out,” she warned. “Maybe I’ll take one of them up on the offer of a drink somewhere else.”

      That made me laugh, and I didn’t think of it too much at the time. That line of hers didn’t get me all hot and horny. I don’t think I’d ever considered the possibility of Brittany breaking our wedding vows, and certainly not the possibility of my allowing her to do so.

      Over a few months of seeing her mainly at weekends, it became clear that the occurrence of Dartmouth guys hitting on Brittany while we were out at bars or restaurants in the local area was not going to be a one-off thing, but rather a regular occurrence. Even when I was sitting or standing right next to her, sometimes guys would come up to introduce themselves to her. It got to the point where I would try to act all possessive, or subtly attempt to publicly display our status as a married couple, concerned that she was going to quickly get tired of their attention.

      And then, after a while, I began to see that she wasn’t getting tired of it. Even after months of it, she would still be all smiley, and I’m not making it up when I say she even got flirtatious herself while trying not to offend them with rapid rejection.

      “You’re too nice to them,” I mentioned one evening.

      “They’re in college,” she laughed. “If I shoot them down in flames too quickly, they’ll probably get all depressed. You know how it was in college.”

      “I suppose so. You don’t get sick of it?” I asked her.

      She shrugged. “It’s nice that they think I’m attractive enough, I guess,” she grinned. Then she seemed to suddenly realize perhaps I was sick of it. “Does it bother you, honey?”

      I laughed. “No, not really,” I said. “I suppose it feeds my ego, knowing that all these guys want you.”

      And so it went on, neither of us particularly trying to avoid it. We didn’t find ourselves traveling miles out of town so that we might avoid the possibility of college guys being there.

      At home, our sex life was perfectly vanilla, and perfectly fine. It didn’t enter into my head that it might be hot to fantasize about those college guys actually getting to be with Brittany and ultimately seduce her. I didn’t get paranoid when she was working in Boston, where she might have occasional late nights working on articles and need to spend the night at a hotel in the city. I didn’t start wondering, when she was away covering a story in another part of the country, whether strangers there were also hitting on her.

      We trusted each other, and that was that. I did notice that Brittany dressed up a little more... flirtatiously... when we were going out for a drink, or dinner, somewhere in Hanover. More than anything, it just amused me that she was doing it to tease college guys. She did look good in short dresses and push-up bras, why would I possibly want to complain?

      Then, right about the time when we were starting to talk about seriously trying for children, since we were running out of time, something completely unexpected happened.

      We were at a place called Norm Tucker’s, and there was a live band. Later on in the evening, there was even a little dancing, and Brittany led me onto the dance floor for a couple of numbers. Then as it was getting a little late, we sat by the bar recovering with a couple of microbrew beers, and two slightly awkward-looking students, in geeky jeans and polo shirts, approached Brittany.

      “How is it a ten is sitting at the bar all alone?” One of them said to her. Had they not noticed me sitting with her?

      Brittany glanced in my direction and smirked as I pulled a face to tease her about the possibility these guys were going to hit on her.

      “I’m sorry?” she said, sounding innocent.

      “We couldn’t understand why a ten is hanging out here by herself,” the other one said.

      “A ten?”

      I stifled my laughter and tried to appear disconnected from what was going on, as if I had nothing to do with Brittany, while watching what happened. I couldn’t believe these guys would come up to her and use that kind of line on her. But hey, they were young.

      “You see...” one of them, the taller one, said, “...we figure we’re probably both fives. You know, we’re not really that bad when you get to know us, but we’re not exactly studs from the football squad...”

      That made Brittany laugh. Something about these two guys grading themselves down as low as five. I could see in her eyes, it amused Brittany but also made her not want to offend them too much.

      “Fives, huh?” she said. “How d’you like being fives?”

      The guys smiled.

      The shorter one said, “Nothing wrong with being average—especially when you have ambitions to be more than that.”

      “Ambitions to be more than fives?” Brittany giggled.

      The guys were not put off.

      “Manhattan, right?” the shorter one asked her, nodding to her drink. Brittany glanced my way, and I gave her a little shrug as though to say, why not?

      “Sure,” she said, amused at their resilience. Perhaps, also, she was curious at why the pair of them were attempting to chat her up together.

      It was getting emptier in the bar, and it didn’t take long to attract the attention of the bartender.

      “So what?” Brittany said as they waited for their drinks to be poured. “You think hanging with me tonight might help you get toward being sixes?”

      The two guys chuckled and grabbed their beers as the bartender handed them over. Not for the first time, I was struck by just how easily Brittany seemed to fit with these guys, as though she was the exact same age, as though she was one of their peers. I sat back and watched them flirt awkwardly with her, amused at how bad they were at this, and perhaps relieved that I didn’t have to do this kind of thing anymore. I’d always hated being single.

      “Actually, we wanted to ask your opinion,” the taller one said to her once she had her drink, and had thanked them for it.

      “As a ten,” the other one added.

      “My opinion?”

      The two of them looked at each other and broke into broad, mischievous grins. They were joking around, at least in part. Seeing how long they could chat with this hot girl before she chewed them up and spat them out. Brittany glanced at me again, and I smirked to tease her about accepting their drink, obligating herself to at least hear out their attempt at conversation. She rolled her eyes at me.

      Her two “Fives” were too self-involved to spot her careful glances my way.

      The taller one said, “We were talking about the hotness scale... and Ritchie, here, said that the scale is exponential. Only, I don’t believe that.”

      “Exponential?” Brittany said, and not because she didn’t know what it meant.

      Ritchie, the short one—they both had short, dark hair and dark eyes, but Ritchie was clean-shaven, while the taller, skinnier one had stubble across his jaw—said: “If I was a six, would you say that meant I was ten times as hot as a five, or only one step up?”

      “I don’t know,” Brittany laughed, and sipped her drink a little nervously. “I guess just one step up.”

      “So would you say that a five and a five could be added up to make ten?” the taller one asked.

      I don’t think either Brittany or I quite got what he was talking about. She just stood there, confused. The two of them had a strange charm, somehow. Gawky, geeky, but friendly-seeming. But what were they saying to her?

      “You’re a ten, right?” Ritchie said, seeming a touch apologetic all of a sudden, like he hadn’t meant this to be embarrassing, even though it was probably meant as some kind of prank on the hot girl. “So if a ten was five better than a five, you’d never consider dating the five, would you?”

      “I...” Brittany was at a loss for words.

      “But would you consider sleeping with two fives, if they offered you the chance?”

      “Two fives?”

      The taller guy added, “If you were with two fives at the same time, that would make ten, right?”

      I think both Brittany and I were kind of stunned at what these guys were suggesting. But for the first time when watching other guys hitting on my wife, I found the image of these two going through with their plan—sleeping with Brittany, both at the same time—forming in my imagination. And, strangely, the image was surprisingly arousing to me.

      My manhood was even thickening up in my pants as I watched this curious encounter.

      Brittany said, still confused, “I’m not sure... it quite works... that way...”

      She glanced my way. Was she looking for help to get out of this? I gave her a clear are you okay expression, and she simply shrugged.

      “But it would be logical, wouldn’t it?” Ritchie said. “Two fives... makes ten. And I’m not saying it would be, like, a long-term thing, like we’re all a bunch of Mormons or something...”

      “Mormons have more than one wife,” Brittany pointed out. “Not multiple guys sleeping with the same woman.”

      Ritchie said, ’But... you know... for one night, you’d get to experience two guys at once... I mean, that can’t happen all the time... and since we’re both fives...”

      I had to stifle laughter. Had these guys ever done this before? They seemed too nervous—it made me sure it was their first time on this particular strategy.

      Brittany laughed. Now she was having fun teasing them. “But it’s like... two apples don’t add up to an orange, do they?” she said, draining the last of her drink.

      The tall one smiled, I think he was amused that Brittany hadn’t thrown her drink in their faces or stormed out, or something. He said, “Okay, yeah, there’s a whole societal context about all this... what if somebody sees you, a ten, hanging out with a couple of fives? Not good for your reputation as a ten, right? But take away that societal context...”

      Ritchie continued, “If we were all social equals, but you’re physically a ten, and we’re physically fives... would you consider two fives enough to spend the night with us?”

      Brittany laughed into her hand. Then, seeing they were now apparently serious, said: “With both of you?”

      “With both of us.”

      “At the same time?”

      “At the same time.”

      Brittany giggled, and said, “I don’t think so.”

      “You don’t think so?”

      Then, thinking it was time to send them packing, she said, “To be honest, I think... maybe you’re both fours... or you could be fives on a good day, but right now... the two of you don’t add up to ten.”

      It was a kind of logic, I suppose.

      Neither of the two guys seemed to react badly to being called fours, rather than fives, and I guessed they had been expecting this kind of rejection from Brittany, even when they’d first plucked up the courage to approach her with this bizarre conversation.

      Ritchie said, “You don’t think there’d be some kind of... premium... for having the two of us at once?”

      Brittany shook her head, but there was a strange little glint in her eye that I couldn’t entirely interpret. Was something about the situation intriguing to her? If so, that was strangely intriguing to me.

      She said, “The math just doesn’t add up. Maybe you go ahead and find another... four or five... to join the party, and maybe then I’d think that was good value...”

      It was a joke, but Ritchie and his buddy suddenly seemed all serious about it, promising to come back to her when they had found somebody to partner with on this experiment.

      “Okay,” Brittany smiled as the pair of them withdrew.

      Then she was looking at me, saying: “You didn’t feel like stepping in to help me at any point?”

      I smiled, “You were having so much fun.”

      She flashed her eyes at me, and she was amused, thankfully, rather than annoyed. “Those guys are crazy.”

      The night seemed to be over after that, as though nothing would quite top the weirdness of that particular attempt to hit on Brittany. As we walked home—one of the benefits of going to bars in the center of the little college town—the alcohol inside me emboldened me to ask a question I probably never would have before, unless what had happened this evening had happened.

      “Did you ever sleep with two guys at once?”

      She said, faintly horrified that I might think she had, and exclaimed, “No!” Then, as though a simple “no’ wasn’t enough, she added: “When could I possibly have slept with two guys at once?”

      “I don’t know... at college?”

      “That kind of thing did not happen at Wellesley.”

      “Are you sure? You weren’t exactly...” I said, recalling the few photos I’d seen of her time in college, when she’d been something of a nerd and hadn’t dated a lot.

      Brittany playfully punched me on the arm. “Don’t say it, Mister.” Then she challenged me: “So have you slept with more than one girl at once?”

      I said, “Well, no, but...”

      “Exactly. It’s not exactly normal...”

      When we got home, we stumbled up the stairs and fell into bed almost before the front door had swung shut behind us, and for the first time ever, I found myself imagining someone else was fucking Brittany while I was taking her myself. It was strange—why would I fantasize about a couple of nerds like the ones who had just attempted to hit on my wife? And yet there they were in my head, sharing her while I myself tore off her clothes and kissed her, and slid my hard cock inside her from behind.

      She was so wet as we went at it doggie-style, that I could slide straight inside her, deep, and start thrusting away without delay—normally, I’d have to start really slowly if we were having a quickie like this, until she was ready for full speed.

      So, as well as finding myself fantasizing about the two miscreants we’d just encountered, I also started to believe that, perhaps, Brittany might be fantasizing about Ritchie and his friend fucking her simultaneously, as well.

      As quickies went, it was so fast, but then I was extra turned on. She was more beautiful, sexier, in my eyes than ever before, because I knew other guys wanted her—but also, I knew she had just been presented with the opportunity of having two guys at once.
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        * * *

      

      The next time we went out at a bar close to campus was a few weeks later.

      It wasn’t a special date or anything, just another Saturday night out for the two of us. And yet Brittany got dressed up in a little floral skirt that showed a lot of leg, and a white top that had a neckline which sank down lower than I’d ever seen her try in public before.

      “What d’you think?” she said, giving me a twirl as she came downstairs ready to head out the door.

      “Seriously?” I grinned, almost bursting out laughing.

      “What? Does it look stupid?” she said, crestfallen.

      “Not at all... sexy as hell,” I said, and her embarrassed face melted into contentment. “But you do remember what happened the last time we went to a bar around here?”

      She giggled. “I can’t see that kind of thing happening again,” she said—and yet, she’d dressed up in that outfit. She wasn’t even wearing a bra, not that she particularly needed one.

      At the mere thought of more college guys coming up to hit on my wife, I found myself hot under the collar, and hard between the legs. I stopped myself from commenting further on her outfit and the fact that she was going to be like a juicy steak walking into a lion’s den—I realized that I actually wanted her to go ahead and dress like this when we went out. I wanted guys to want her.

      I wanted guys to hit on her.

      It was a strange realization. In particular, I felt certain I wanted those amusing nerdy guys to offer her up another threesome. God, that was an idea that just wouldn’t go cold.

      I didn’t tell her how I felt. I couldn’t help but feel she’d think I was crazy, or worse.

      “Come on, then,” was all I said, glancing at the door. “I could really do with a drink.”

      We went to the same place, and I could see her eyes darting around the interior as soon as we found our favorite seats at the corner of the bar. Was she looking for them? I felt the hairs rise on the back of my head. Good God, was she really looking for them? She didn’t seem to just be looking at the crowd in general, that was for sure.

      “Any regrets?” I said. It just burst out of me—I don’t think I really meant to say it. It was just on the tip of my tongue, and then it came out. Like, my heart dared my head to put the thought out there, and when my head hesitated, my heart just forced the words out anyway.

      “Regrets? About what?” she asked, pure innocence.

      I shrugged, and sipped my drink. Her eyes demanded an explanation. My mind was blank other than the truth that was swirling around and around.

      I had nothing else to say: “Those guys that came up to you last time.”

      “Those guys?” she said, asking for clarification but in a “seriously?” tone of voice that suggested she really didn’t need it.

      I laughed, tried to make a joke of it. “They offered you a threesome... not every day you get that opportunity.”

      She nearly choked on her drink, or at least acted as though she did. Then she said, one hand on her hip, “You do remember... our wedding... our wedding vows?”

      “Oh yeah,” I said, in a joking-but-not-really-joking kind of way. “I know all that... but maybe when that kind of opportunity comes along...”

      She rolled her eyes, no doubt taking it as me teasing her for what happened the last time. “I didn’t see you jumping in to stop them from propositioning your wife,” she noted.

      “Why should I have?” I insisted.

      “Because... uh... I’m your wife?”

      I could feel the mood collapsing on me. This could turn into a full-on argument, any minute. I knew this tone of her voice well enough. “I thought you could handle yourself,” I insisted.

      “But you didn’t think to support me while I was being harassed?”

      Oh Lord. I said, “I didn’t think it was harassment. They were just... interested in you.”

      “They wanted to take me somewhere and sleep with me.”

      “They’re college guys. That’s what all college guys want.”

      “They wanted to do it together, at the same time.”

      “They said,” I pointed out, “They believed you were too good for one of them alone. That’s kind of... nice, isn’t it?”

      She rolled her eyes again. “And you don’t think that playing a prank like that on a woman is harassment?”

      I was losing this battle, I could sense it. I said, “I don’t think they were playing a prank on anyone.”

      “You thought they were serious. That I might agree to go fuck them... because I’d get to have two at once?” That hand on her hip: it was kind of sexy, I’m not sure why. She was breathing hard already, building herself up for a full fight, I suspect.

      “They were serious,” I said. “I guess... they were offering you an unusual experience... and maybe there was a chance you would think it unusual enough to overlook the fact that they were complete nerds.”

      She laughed. “Don’t call them that.”

      “Oh, now you’re defending them?” I laughed.

      “I just don’t think that’s a nice way to describe people. And anyway... they weren’t complete nerds.”

      “How so?” I grinned.

      She shrugged. “Complete nerds wouldn’t even have had the courage to come up to me in the first place.”

      I smiled, amused and mildly aroused that she seemed to be speaking in favor of them, all of a sudden. Maybe to impugn guys who were attracted to Brittany was, in her eyes, knocking her at the same time, indirectly.

      She said, “If you thought there was a chance I would overlook... how they looked... to try an “unusual’ experience, why didn’t you stop it all?”

      And, without really thinking, I said, “Maybe I thought... being able to have a really unusual experience might be... interesting.”

      Brittany frowned. “Interesting? What, you think if I went off with those guys for some weird threesome... I’d allow you to have the same kind of “experience’... with some other women some time?”

      I laughed. “Oh, that’s not it, no. But remember... you didn’t get to have these kind of... unusual... experiences in college. I don’t need to try anything like that again...”

      She gasped, put her hand to her mouth. I guess we didn’t talk about our past dating experiences, mainly because she didn’t like to think about me being with other women. This was tantamount to me admitting I’d had threesomes in the past.

      Then her surprise and horror turned to annoyance, and maybe some small need to get me back for having that kind of secret in my past.

      She said, “Maybe I should just find those guys and take them up on their offer. Then we’d be even, huh?”

      I said, casually, “Maybe you should.”

      Inside, though, I was turning into some kind of molten lava monster. Jesus. My cock was so hard it was in danger of bursting out of my pants.

      She sighed, and made me realize she thought we were heading toward a big argument, too, and really didn’t want to have one. Somehow, her reluctance to get into an argument surprised me—and made me remember why I loved her so much.

      “I’m just saying... any normal husband would have been mad as hell, those guys hitting on me like that,” she said.

      “I just didn’t see the point,” I laughed. “I mean... even if they were successful... it’s not like one night with them would make you leave me, right?”

      She frowned again, but now in confusion rather than irritation. Like, she couldn’t quite tell if what I’d just said was annoying, or actually a little sweet. I was saying I trusted her, whatever she went and did. I trusted her that she would come back to me.

      “I wouldn’t leave you...” she said.

      “So what’s the big deal?”

      “The big deal is... you should be jealous, if other guys are trying to get me... into bed.” She said, slightly awkwardly, but also slightly flirtatiously somehow. Like, maybe all this talk about sleeping with her was getting her horny.

      “And I’m saying, I don’t have a problem if other guys want to try to get you into bed,” I said, looking at my glass, surprised that my beer was all gone. The alcohol had loosened up my tongue a little, I’d say.

      “You don’t have a problem... so if those guys came and offered me a threesome... you’d just let me do it, if I decided the “opportunity’ was just too unusual to pass up?”

      She thought she was teasing me, thought she was starting up a fiery argument as some kind of lesson to make me come to her defense in the future, to get jealous if other guys approached her. But the beer simply allowed my unconscious desires to express themselves in my words.

      “Sure,” I said earnestly, “I’d let you do it.” The trouble was, she wasn’t taking my earnestness seriously—she thought I was joking, teasing her.

      So she teased me back. “You know most real men would stick up for their wives if a bunch of college guys were hitting on her...”

      “A threesome is so unrealistic...” I argued. “It’s... kind of like those celebrity lists, you know, like the one on Friends?”

      Friends. Hardly the most up-to-date cultural reference, but we’d both grown up on that sitcom.

      “You think the offer of a threesome would be so rare, allowing me to do it would be like the chance of Brad Pitt actually wanting to sleep with me some day?” she said. Then, “Hello? Two guys actually offered me a threesome the last time we were in here...”

      I shrugged. I wasn’t sure where this little debate of ours was going. “I just think... if you wanted to try it... I’d be okay...”

      She gave me an eye-roll.

      I know what you’re thinking... that five minutes later, those guys showed up in the bar, and that they went back to Brittany and offered her another shot at a threesome. But no, that wasn’t what happened. We had some food, the topic of conversation changed to what Brit had been doing at work that week, and for a while, our little heated discussion about opportunities and experiences and unusual sexual situations was dropped.

      We didn’t talk about it, or even think about it—together, at least—for months.

      Then, at the end of the year, Brittany accompanied me to the college’s graduation ceremony to watch our seniors come to the end of the undergraduate line, and as we were strolling through the campus on the way back to our house, we spotted those same two guys walking toward us.

      Jeez.

      “Hey,” I felt my heart start hopping like a bunny as Ritchie greeted Brittany. “I thought that was you.”

      Somehow, I was ignored. As a senior lecturer, I felt strangely as though Brittany was merely my student, and now that other students were talking to her, I was made invisible because I was not a part of their social class.

      “Ritchie, right?” she grinned broadly.

      “And this is my buddy Dominic,” Ritchie said, introducing the taller guy by name for the first time.

      “Hi, I remember you,” Brittany said, still smiling like she was flirting with them.

      “So have you thought any more about our little... offer?” Dominic said. Ritchie gave him a sharp look, as though he disapproved of his friend coming straight to the point like this.

      “You know, I have thought about it,” she giggled, and glanced up at me, enjoying the fact that she was teasing us all. Only, she thought she was making me jealous—whereas, in fact, she was having quite the opposite effect.

      “And?” Ritchie said, forsaking any hope of small talk now.

      Brittany glanced at me again and laughed. “I just think... maybe I need a better value offer,” she said.

      “Better... value?”

      She shrugged, and I saw her blushing faintly. “If I’m a ten... and you’re both fives...” she said, “I don’t know... maybe I need more value than just having equal terms, right?”

      Ritchie and Dominic glanced at me, as though concerned that a professor or senior lecturer like me might see through the “code’ they were using in this conversation. I smiled, looking completely unaware of anything being said, and they were quickly reassured.

      “What are you saying?” Ritchie asked. “You would do it, but not with us?”

      She shrugged. “Maybe you guys... and someone else.”

      Their eyes flashed. “Okay...” Ritchie said.

      I was just trying to stifle my laughter. Brittany pulled me subtly away, offering Ritchie and Dominic nothing much more than a “Nice to see you guys again!” and then we were away.

      “You’d do it... if there were three guys?” I said at last, when we were out of earshot from them.

      “I was just... trying to put them off... you know... without hurting their feelings.”

      “Without hurting their feelings? You just told them that they weren’t good enough for you.”

      “I told them that they’re fives, which is what they believe themselves to be. So I’m not being mean...”

      We walked away. I said, “What do you believe them to be? You think they’re fives?”

      “I don’t know,” she giggled. “They’re not so unpleasant looking. Maybe I’d say they were sixes.”

      “And that’s still not enough value for you?” I teased her. She elbowed me in the ribs.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      After that, I did tease her about her college admirers, I couldn’t help it. But invariably she rose to the teasing, and tried to give some of it back. And her strategy for getting back at me was to bluff that she really would do it if the guys came back and suggested a foursome with a nice-looking friend of theirs.

      My problem was that when she did hit back at me with the suggestion that she really would do it—well, I started getting short of breath, my heart-rate soaring, my manhood thickened up. It got so I was getting crazy turned on by the thought of my pretty wife starring in her very own orgy pornography.

      “Are we going out for dinner tonight?”

      “I don’t know... I’m kinda tired...”

      “You’re scared, aren’t you? That your new boyfriends will be there, and they’ll have found a friend.”

      “I’m not scared. I just don’t have the energy to fend them off...”

      “You don’t have to fend them off for my sake.”

      “Okay, if that’s how it is, let’s go out. If they’re there, I can go home with them.”

      When we were out somewhere not too far from campus, there was actually a little frisson of tension in the air between us, from the possibility that we really would run into Ritchie and Dominic again, and that they would present Brittany with exactly what she had jokily demanded the last time around. I think to begin with, she was nervous that there would have to be some kind of confrontation—she would have to get serious with them and tell them to stop harassing her, that enough was enough and she was never going to cheat on her husband. I didn’t really want a confrontation, either, but when I really thought about it, the strange thing was that what made me nervous was that we’d run into the guys and Brittany would shoot down the whole idea.

      After a while, I started fantasizing about her actually going through with it—Brittany lying in bed with three guys pleasuring her. It was insane, but I really wasn’t jealous, it was quite the opposite. It felt so very wrong—no guy lets his wife just go out and have sex with other men, surely? And yet I couldn’t shake the idea.

      I stopped teasing her about it. I couldn’t talk about it any more without blushing, it seemed. I was afraid of being caught with my embarrassing fantasy.

      It got so that I avoided taking her out around campus, or at least always suggested date night somewhere else, because I wasn’t sure how I would react if we happened to bump into those guys again. She noticed.

      “Why can’t we go out around here somewhere?”

      “I... don’t feel like it. There’s better places further away—”

      “But I don’t want to go further away, I just want to go somewhere close to home.”

      “How about a movie? There’s that new Nicole Kidman detective movie you wanted to see...”

      “I just want dinner. Maybe a drink or two at a bar. One of our usual places, although I guess they haven’t been so usual recently...”

      She gave me the kind of look that silently suggested something was up with me, that I was scared about something I wasn’t saying.

      “I’m just bored of the places around here,” I said. She wasn’t buying it.

      “You weren’t bored the last time we went out—we had a great time!”

      I was sweating like crazy, all of a sudden. I must have been blushing like a schoolgirl. She could easily sense something was up.

      “What is it?” She stood in front of me, gazed into my eyes. Said, “Is it those guys that wanted me to sleep with them?”

      I couldn’t bluff. I had a million tells. I was so bad at poker I could probably lose half of the nation’s GDP in a night.

      “You’re scared of running into them?”

      “I’m not scared...”

      “I’m not going to go and cheat on you just because a bunch of cute college guys offer some kind of kinky foursome,” she said, trying to reassure me of her fidelity by pressing herself up against me to offer a sweet little kiss on the lips.

      Of course, doing so meant she discovered the substantial erection I was harboring in my pants.

      “What is this?”

      “What do you think it is?”

      She grinned. “Well it’s very nice, but usually what I’d expect at the end of the evening, right? Not before we’ve even gone out...”

      She put her hands all over it, pressing it, stroking it through my pants. She wasn’t just going to laugh about me having a semi-inappropriate erection and then move on.

      “God, you’re so turned on...” she said, almost in awe, and now she was springing open my fly, allowing my enormous hard-on a little room to breathe. “Did you take Viagra, or something?”

      “No,” I insisted, the heat beaming out of my rosy cheeks as though I had a spoonful of uranium in my mouth. “I have not taken Viagra.”

      I guess she had to be at least a little in the mood too, otherwise she wouldn’t be so interested—now she knelt down, pulling my pants and underwear down with her. My cock was out, in her hands. And I suppose I was harder than normal.

      “We were talking about why you don’t want to take me out to a place around here...” she said, stroking my hardness, gawking at it as though she’d never had a hard cock in her hands before. “And I thought you were worried about those guys coming up to me again...”

      She opened her mouth, licked my shaft all the way up to the tip.

      “Oh Jesus,” she said a little breathlessly. “You’re so hard, honey... is it because we were talking about those guys sleeping with me?”

      “Uh...” I tried to say something, but to be honest I had no idea what to say. Did I admit everything and open myself up to her sharp tongue for the rest of eternity? Or keep quiet and avoid humiliation through total denial?

      “You never actually showed any kind of jealousy when those guys were trying to get into my panties,” she reasoned, and stretched her lips around my tip, before sinking down to force a deep groan from me, as my cock was enveloped by her hot mouth.

      She had this huge smile plastered across her face—even when her mouth was stuffed full of cock, you could see it in her eyes. It was like she’d discovered my weakness, and knew it meant she now had control over me until Kingdom come.

      But to my surprise she didn’t laugh at me.

      She said, “Do you actually... like... the idea that I’d let those guys have me all to themselves? For one wild night...”

      My cock, wedged back in her mouth, was like some kind of lie detector. Her words circled around my head, and I could not help responding to them. I might not have expressed jealousy toward the idea of my wife being propositioned by those guys—but she hadn’t outright objected to them, either. And they had been essentially sexually harassing her. Had she ever fantasized about actually taking them up on their offer?

      “Does it turn you on to think of me taking two—or three—guys at once?” she said, and then giggled as she sank back down on my shaft and felt my cock throbbing at what she was saying.

      She sat back and said, “You know... what if we really did it? You know... it’s just one night. We throw caution to the wind... what happens in Hanover stays in Hanover, kind of thing.”

      I sat down on the couch, just stunned, speechless, though my cock stood up straight and seemed to do the talking for me.

      Brittany pulled off her top, and then her bra, and her nipples were as erected as I’d ever seen. “You have to admit, it would be a hell of an experience,” she said, and the amusement seemed to be leaching out of her voice as the truth set in—that we could really do this, and I would actually find it a turn-on.

      She stood and leaned over to kiss me, and I said, “You’d really want to do it?”

      She climbed onto my lap, straddling me, her amazement renewed as she sat down on my hardness. “I think the real question is whether you’d really want me to do it,” she said, gyrating her hips to stroke her pussy against my shaft, albeit through her clothes.

      “I don’t know why it turns me on,” I said, earnest, the admission feeling somehow cathartic.

      “But the important thing is, it does turn you on,” she said, now pulling back, climbing off me in order to strip out of her jeans and her little white panties.

      “It does,” I smiled cautiously, pulling her to me, slipping one of those stiff little nipples in my mouth, one of my hands slipping between her legs to seek out her sex, to see just how wet she was.

      “Would you... want to watch?”

      I could hardly believe what she was saying. It was the hottest thing ever.

      “If it was possible,” I said. I didn’t know if she was just role-playing here, if this was all fantasy—we acted as though it was reality we were talking about, and suddenly my wife had never been as desirable in my eyes.

      I manhandled her onto the couch, parting her legs. I ducked down to take her with my mouth, feasting on her ravenously. She’d never been so wet, and whether this was role-play or not, it was such a thrill that she might also be so aroused by the thought of sleeping with those guys.

      When I finally slid inside her, taking her there on the couch from behind, without even suggesting we move to the comforts of the bedroom, neither of us lasted very long. Just a few thrusts, and she was moaning and yelling her way to a ground-shaking orgasm, and then as her sweet pussy pulsed and quivered as I thrust into her, I was quickly pushed into a powerful climax of my own.

      “Jesus... Jesus... Jesus...” she gasped as we slowed to a stop and collapsed together in a sweaty heap on that couch.

      “That was insane,” I said, also breathless.

      Then she said, “We’re going to need a shower before we go out.”

      I laughed, because somehow I’d forgotten that we had entirely failed to decide about what we were doing all night. “So where are we going?” I asked.

      She turned to look at me, a smile stretching across her face. “How about we start in Norm Tucker’s? Then if we don’t find them in there, we can try some of the other places nearby...”

      My eyes bulged. I couldn’t believe she was serious—but she wasn’t joking.
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        * * *

      

      We found them. College guys are creatures of habit, as much as they might try to disguise it. We were even subtle about it—venturing in to take a table and order some food while acting as though we hadn’t spotted them at a table over there by the bar. I think Brittany was even a little nervous that they’d forgotten about her, that if she ended up having to go over there to see if they were still interested in a wild tryst, they might look at her as though she was crazy.

      But it was clear early on that they’d noticed her when we’d come in. We saw them pointing her out to each other, we saw them trying to look at her without seeming as though they were trying to look at her. I thought they looked suddenly nervous when they saw that they were here, they looked awkward, no longer relaxed. They chatted and laughed, but it was anxious laughter.

      To avoid scaring them away, my wife and I acted as though we were just a couple of friends—or even colleagues—out for a quiet drink after work.

      “You think they remember who I am?”

      “Of course they do.”

      “They’re laughing at me, because sometimes I have dirty little dreams about sleeping with two guys at once.”

      “You do?”

      “You knew that, right?”

      “I’m not sure you said it like that.” I was hard again. My wife had never really talked about her own sexual fantasies. It was hot to find out.

      “I should go up to the bar, act like I’ve been stood up,” she said. God it was so sexy, that she wanted to go up there and seduce them.

      “You want me to leave?” I suggested.

      She shook her head. “You don’t have to.”

      She went over to the bar, and my eyes followed her every inch of the way—that short skirt, those black nylons, I swear you could see every male in the place glancing in her direction as she went. I could hardly breathe. She perched on a stool and drew the bartender with a smile. She looked like some kind of femme fatale.

      My heart thumped. I drained my Jack Daniels, and it did nothing for my nerves.

      The college guys looked seriously on edge, as though one of them was about to stand up and shoot the President. I recognized Dominic, and Ritchie, although he had his back to me. Their friend I hadn’t seen before. Dominic, it was, who stood up and, finally, wandered over to the empty spot at the bar beside Brittany.

      I saw him greet her, smile, and she returned his smile warmly. He offered to pay for her drink, and ordered one for himself. She twirled a strand of her dirty blonde hair, her fingers subtly guiding his eyes to her cleavage, enhanced temporarily by a push-up bra.

      Was this really going to happen? Was she going to join them at their table, act as though her date hadn’t turned up, tag along with them for the rest of the evening before casually dropping the bombshell that if they still wanted to, she would sleep with them so long as it was all three of them at once?

      Dominic turned to allow her to see his buddies at the table—I saw Ritchie waving a greeting at her, and then I’m fairly sure Dominic was introducing their other friend. Suggesting he be the one to join them in bed?

      Then Dominic pulled out his cell phone, handed it to Brittany. I couldn’t work out what she was doing for a moment or two, until it struck me that she was giving him her number. You didn’t scrawl your digits on the back of a guy’s hand these days, or on the back of a napkin. Brittany leaned in to give Dominic a little peck on the cheek, and my heart nearly leapt out of my chest. But though she smiled sweetly at him, after that she slipped off her stool and walked casually back toward me, like some model walking down the catwalk.

      I felt a pang of disappointment. Had they turned her down?

      But when she got back to our table, she smiled at me and nearly blew my mind as she said, “I have a date next Saturday.”
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        * * *

      

      Her key demand was that I would be present throughout. They just wouldn’t know I was there. She would bring them back to our little house, where I had strategically hidden wireless cameras in likely places where the group of them might spend time together.

      It was easier to set up spy cameras than I thought it would be. I guess in this day and age, everything’s going wireless, and all things electronic are getting more user-friendly.

      “You want a safe word?” I asked her, as we tested out the various cameras, with me and my laptop computer lurking in our garage, which could be securely locked off from both the house and the outside.

      “Safe word?” she was wandering around the house in her underwear, allowing me to be sure the five cameras I had around the place were working properly, and facing in the right direction. Boy, did she look good while I was testing those cameras. I could hardly believe I was letting all those guys have her.

      “Yeah. In case things get too much, too rough, whatever. You shout out the safe word, and I come in to stop everything.”

      “I guess... if they’re not listening to me telling them to stop... but you’d be able to fend off three guys?”

      “I’ll take my Louisville Slugger with me if I have to.”

      “Okay... so I guess... maybe 'Louisville' might be a good safe word.” She giggled, but it was a nervous giggle. She couldn’t believe we were doing this, either.

      But we’d talked it through, over and over and over. As crazy as it seemed, it turned out to be one of her fantasies, to sleep with multiple men—a fairly common fantasy among women. As for me... well, a little casual reading online found that my apparent sexual excitement for my wife to have this kind of experience wasn’t so unusual, either.

      So here I was, Saturday early evening, and once the technology was all set up to our satisfaction, we showered together—Brittany allowing me to touch her a little as we washed each other, but no more, since she was saving herself for the rest of the evening.

      I even watched her shave her pussy, completely hairless—something she’d never done before, even while we were dating.

      “Some guys like it like this,” she said by way of explanation. “Don’t you think it’s safer?”

      I laughed at that. “You know none of them would be put off, even if you were furry as a chipmunk? I mean... they’re each willing to share you with two buddies, just for the chance to have sex with you.”

      She grinned as she took off the final trace of her fine golden fuzz from her mound. “I might as well make tonight as special as possible, don’t you think?”

      She was giggling at how hard I was, watching her shave her sex for the benefit of other guys. And she giggled even more as I protested at her refusal even to give me release with her hands.

      “I want you nice and hard for later,” she said. “You know what it says in all the articles... you’ll have to reclaim me after they’ve finished.”

      Yeah, that was a hot idea. The hot idea, perhaps. I conceded the point, but with one proviso.

      “What if you’re too exhausted? Too worn out? I mean... you know... three guys at once...”

      “I’ll be okay,” she insisted.

      Then I got to watch as she dressed up ready for her “date’, if that was what it was—if you could 'date’ three men simultaneously. After trying on various combinations that sent my pulse soaring, she went for a pair of white floral thong panties and matching bra, which made her seem very innocent and emphasized her femininity. On top, a long-sleeved white shirt was sufficiently sheer to offer a faint view of her bra, which would drive men—particularly college men—crazy. And, a knee-length black leather skirt emphasized the beauty of her legs, while hinting at a little attitude.

      Damn, she looked good. Although, considering what she was planning to do, she probably would have looked incredible in jeans and a t-shirt.

      “You’re sure about this?” she said, once her makeup was applied, her perfume spritzed and her shoes chosen and donned. She put her dirty blonde hair up in a long ponytail, and it only made her look younger, more like a college undergrad.

      “Absolutely,” I said, doing my best to hide my shaking as I opened the front door for her. The Uber car was sitting patiently on the street curb, ready to take her to the appointed bar.

      “You know, if you have any doubts at all, you can say the safe word too, right?” she said.

      “Okay,” I said, and she laid a delicate little kiss on my lips. I could feel the waxiness of her lipstick, though I did my best not to mess it up.

      “You’re insane, you know that?” she said, finally.

      I shrugged. “It’s good to try something different now and again.”

      “Different,” she giggled. Then said seriously, “I love you. You know that, right? I don’t need to do this —”

      “I love you too. And I want you to have this.”

      She gave a little nod, then stepped out the front door. I watched her slowly walk down the steps to the street and climb into the car as though she was giving me plenty of time to change my mind and call her back.

      Then she was gone.
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        * * *

      

      It seemed like a very, very long time that she was gone. I waited, and waited, and waited, becoming almost completely terrified. Firstly, was she safe? Secondly, what if they’d taken her somewhere else to sleep with her? Thirdly, what if she was stringing things out because she wasn’t sure she wanted to have this experience with these guys?

      As difficult as it was, I tried to keep optimistic. She hadn’t texted me anything to say she was calling it quits. I figured she was taking her time, getting to know the guys well enough so that she would feel comfortable getting intimate with them later.

      Preparing herself for a wild, wild night.

      It was eleven before she sent her first text message. I wasn’t mad—I figured it wouldn’t be too easy to be out with three guys focused on her, and find time to text someone else. I was relieved to hear from her.

      (Brit): Sorry... totally forgot to text you. Had a few drinks to strengthen my nerves! Might be a little tipsy—but that’s probably for the better.

      I texted her back immediately:

      (Justin): You having a good time? You can always come home, cancel everything if it’s not going well...

      She came straight back with:

      (Brit): Oh no, I actually like these guys. They’re a lot of fun. Still seems pretty weird we’re all going to go somewhere and... you know... but they’re all very nice, I’m having a good time.

      She sent me a photo of herself, taken in front of a mirror. She was smiling away, which was reassuring to me, but she also looked amazing. Somehow, her leather skirt seemed smaller than when she’d left the house, exposing a fair amount of thigh as though she’d been able to shorten it. Her white shirt had more buttons unfastened, now showing the top of her bra fairly clearly.

      Wow. My sweet Brittany, ready to bed three other men. Her cheeks were slightly flushed from alcohol, and with her freckles and blue eyes, it gave her a wholesome look that only seemed to emphasize the taboo that was being broken here.

      My wife was going to have sex with three guys at once.

      I sent her a reply saying:

      (Justin): You look so good, honey. I bet they can’t wait to bring you home.

      Then, finally:

      (Brit): I’ll bring them home soon xxx
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        * * *

      

      It was midnight, however, before a quiet Uber car pulled up outside the house. Ever since it had gotten dark, I’d been waiting with all the lights in the house switched off, in case Brittany and her friends returned sooner than expected, so that the men would believe no one else was at her house. Spying out of the front window as their car pulled up, and the four of them spilled out, I was able to quickly and silently relocate to the garage, and then lock the door to the kitchen behind me.

      I was trembling as I sat on the old couch at the back of the garage, and heard our front door open and a group of cheerful, laughing, semi-drunk people enter the house attempting not entirely successfully, to be quiet so as not to disturb the neighbors.

      Now I could see, on the two cameras I had down in the living room, the three guys slump down on the sofas we had in front of our large TV. Brittany walked by, looking happy as happy could be. I heard her through the garage door as she retrieved drinks from the refrigerator in the kitchen.

      Then, there she was back with the guys.

      “You have a seriously nice house,” Dominic was saying.

      Brit giggled. “Well, it is nice. You still can’t get your head around the fact that I’m not a student?”

      Well, I guessed that cat was out of the bag. None of the guys seemed put off. They were all dressed up in sharp jackets and shirts and pants, and looked as eager to be with Brittany as ever.

      Brittany sat with Ritchie, while Dom and the other guy, a Bangladeshi-American by the name of Dev, sat on the other couch. I had a wonderful view of my wife, up her legs and her skirt as she sat there.

      “We don’t care,” Ritchie said. “You’re still a ten.”

      Brittany laughed, and smiled broadly. “You guys say the nicest things.”

      Ritchie put an arm around her, and I found myself catching my breath. For a moment, the expression on Brit’s face matched my own feelings: was this really going to happen? Was it going to start now?

      Ritchie leaned into her, as though he was her husband rather than me.

      “How come you live all the way out here, if you work in Boston?” Dom asked. I wondered how much of her true story Brit had disclosed to these guys.

      “I like it here,” she said, nuzzling up against Ritchie.

      “You like having guys like us around?” Ritchie joked.

      Brittany smiled, “I do now.”

      Then she tilted her head, leaning back against his shoulder, and reached up to kiss Ritchie’s mouth. Wow. I felt a big jolt tear through my chest. Ritchie was kissing her back, and it was so tender, so sweet, the two of them had real chemistry.

      For a while, the other two guys just watched. They glanced at each other, silently asking what they were supposed to do, how this was supposed to go down, how it was that they would all join in.

      How to start up a three-on-one orgy.

      I’ll tell you, I was pretty surprised that Brittany then provided the answer. Like a sexy, confident nymph, she broke away from Ritchie’s kiss, and now leaned forward, over the coffee table that sat between them all. Then she lifted one knee onto the table, followed by the other one, and there she was, right there on the table on all fours.

      Ritchie looked over at his friends, clearly stunned.

      Brittany beckoned Dev over to her, and the guy duly leaned forward on the edge of the couch, and went in for his own sweet, tender kiss. As she kissed him, she reached back to unfasten her skirt—and took the whole thing off, dropping it casually onto the floor.

      For a long moment, Ritchie and Dom just gazed at her in surprise, their eyes roaming over her exposed rear, her beautiful round behind covered only by the tiny whale tail of her thong panties.

      Then Ritchie stepped up, plucking up the courage to crouch down in front of her, and place his hands on her shapely rear, taking in her shape before at last leaning in to place a kiss on one buttock, then the other. Wow.

      I was so hard, watching from the garage. I felt giddy. This was really happening.

      Brittany broke off her kiss with Dev as Ritchie buried his face between her buttocks, apparently stroking her cotton-covered pussy with his mouth and nose. Was she all wet and excited already? Could he smell her arousal? Taste her juices through her underwear?

      I released my powerfully hard cock from my fly while I watched this other man peeling my wife’s panties off her butt, and down her thighs so that he could lick her pussy from behind. At least in my garage, I was safe to enjoy this experience as I saw fit—although I’d have to be careful not to come too soon.

      Dev and Dominic dispelled their shocked daze, and Dev was leaning in to reach for the buttons on Brittany’s shirt. Dominic helped pull back her shirt so they could remove her bra, and then the Asian man was kissing her breasts, sucking on her stiff nipples.

      I watched Ritchie for a while, gently lapping at my wife’s sweet pussy from behind and below, as he sat there on the floor while she knelt up on the coffee table above him.

      When I glanced back at the other side of my screen, Brittany was kissing Dev on the mouth again, and both he and Dominic had their cocks out, Brit’s hands around Dev’s erect member, Dom stroking his own.

      What a sight—I could hardly believe it.

      Then, it wasn’t long before she was no longer kissing Dev, moving instead to take Dom’s large cock in her mouth. Her hair was still up in its ponytail, and despite a few rogue strands hanging down, it was still easy to see from my cameras as she stretched her lips around the guy’s big cock, and began to stroke it with her mouth. As she struck up a rhythm, bobbing down on the taller man’s shaft, she was able to reach across and take Dev’s cock in her hand.

      My wife was a quick study. We’d done a little research, watching a little pornography here and there to see just how this kind of thing was done, and now that it was happening in real life, Brittany seemed to have plenty of confidence at how to go about it.

      I watched for a while as she finally turned to take Dev’s cock in her mouth, and then a while after that Ritchie seemed to think he deserved some payback. At that point, she had them all lined up in front of her, their pants pushed down their thighs, all three cocks exposed and held aloft, as she alternated between them, using her mouth and both hands to stimulate all three at once.

      Incredible. They might have all been at the dorkier end of the scale for college guys, but they were all quite gifted in terms of their anatomy. Brittany seemed to be loving the challenge of stretching her lips around each one in turn, and having all three of those cocks right there in her face.

      I was surprised how arousing I found it, to watch my wife with the three other guys’ cocks in her face, in her hands, in her mouth. I think it dispelled the familiarity of my sexual connection with my wife, broke the preconception I had of her as a woman, as a sexual being. She was suddenly so wicked, so promiscuous, so wrong in my eyes that it set my desire for her freshly alight.

      Playing with those three huge cocks, I found myself wondering if she would ever be able to settle down with only me for the rest of her life, now she’d had this crazy experience with three young studs. I couldn’t see it. And yet I was pleased at that: I now realized that I wanted my wife to want other guys, for real and not just for this evening. I couldn’t see myself ever insisting that this be the last time she played with other men.

      After a long while, Ritchie ushered his two friends onto the couch. The two of them complied, and Brittany lay over them, her hands taking hold of both their cocks, her lips stretching around Dom’s.

      And I watched Ritchie shove the coffee table aside, and kneel up behind Brittany, and then he was touching the end of his cock between her buttocks, and sliding it inside her.

      Oh God.

      My heart had little palpitations. It was official: another man was fucking my wife.

      I nearly lost it. I had to slow my breathing and almost meditate for a while as I witnessed that barrier being crossed. I switched cameras and could see Brittany’s reaction to her new lover, and the bliss on her face was almost hotter to me than the sight of Ritchie’s cock sinking into her again and again.

      For a while she couldn’t focus on sucking cock while Ritchie fucked her, she could only hold onto the manhoods of the other two guys while she was taken from behind. After a while, however, things settled into a rhythm and she was able to suck on Dev, and then Dom again.

      Ritchie seemed almost to be her favorite, but some while later the guy did make way for one of his friends. Brit lay on her back on the couch, and now Dev sank to his knees in front of her, to slide his large erection deep into her glistening pussy. Ritchie lay beside her on the couch such that she could lie along it and still take his cock in her mouth while Dev was thrusting into her. Dom was sucking on her breasts and stroking her clit, but was soon afforded the chance to take over from Dev, thrusting his own cock into her willing sex.

      It was all so fluid. The four of them kept moving around, changing positions, one cock replacing another here, another cock slipping in there. Things were getting a little sweaty, perhaps, the four of them all a little flushed, Brittany’s hair getting more and more messed up, but it was unbelievably sexy to watch. My wife was saturated in cock, and she was loving every moment of it.

      And, to me, it seemed that I was the one to give her this experience—even if I was stashed away in the garage, peering at everything through my laptop screen.

      I became a little accustomed, after a while, to the sight of my wife being ravaged by three young guys. It was a little later when the shock factor returned.

      I watched Ritchie sit down on the couch, and now Brittany was straddling him, although she was facing away, reverse-cowgirl style—as far as I could tell, to give me a better view via the camera. Dev and Dom stood up on the couch either side of her, so that she could handle their cocks and, alternately, go down on them some more.

      Ritchie was quickly inside Brittany again, and my wife was squeezing her hips, moving him inside her. It took a few minutes before I really saw what was happening.

      Richie’s big, hard cock wasn’t inside my wife’s pussy at all. He was thrusting into her ass.

      Wow.

      Here’s the thing: I’d never been much into anal sex. I’m not sure why, but it had never really caught my interest. And Brittany had never, ever, questioned the fact that I never seemed to initiate that kind of thing with her. So it just didn’t happen.

      And here she was, the first time she’d ever broken our monogamy, and a college guy was right royally fucking her in the ass. It didn’t even seem to faze her—she must have done this before. Before me. She even seemed to enjoy it, while rubbing her face against two hard cocks looming over her.

      A little later, I was watching aghast as she lay back on Ritchie, and Dominic moved between their legs. And I couldn’t look away as the taller man slid his cock into her pussy—while she continued to have Ritchie thrusting into her ass. Dev slid his cock into her mouth, but she wasn’t able to give him much attention, with her focus on everything that was going on between her legs.

      I could hear her soft moans all the way from the garage. She came quickly with two cocks thrusting away into her ass and her pussy. I never saw anything like it—had never imagined anything like it.

      Then she was straddling Dev, so that she was on top, taking the Asian man’s cock inside her pussy, while Dom moved behind her to squeeze his own hardness into her ass. She was smiling, laughing at how crazy it was. When it was Dev’s turn to take her in the ass, she was lying on him on her back again, with Ritchie standing in front of them, thrusting his cock back into her pussy.

      I was totally blown away by the sight of it.

      Then the three men were standing again, crowding around her, Brittany gazing up at them with her beautiful, bright smile spread right across her pink-flushed face. And the three of them were jacking their cocks, spraying their come all over her.

      Talk about a wild night.

      I was just about exhausted by it, and I was only watching.
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        * * *

      

      Here’s what we forgot, or made the wrong assumptions about, regarding the behavior of dorky guys on dates with beautiful women: they didn’t sleep with her and then leave.

      Once they’d recovered their breaths, and their heart rates, the four of them moved upstairs, into the bedroom. At first, they showered together, God knows how they all fit into our shower—it was good for two, but I’m not sure how four would have made it. I didn’t have cameras trained on the shower, so I was blind there.

      Then, they went to bed with Brittany. Well, she was hardly going to kick them out.

      I was left in the garage, watching as the four of them lounged in the king-sized bed upstairs, too tired to go full out like they had before, but too excited to just lie there and fall asleep. Soon after their shower, Brittany was on her back, Dev between her legs feasting on her bare pussy, Ritchie sucking on her breasts while Dominic kissed her mouth. With a lot of slow caressing and kissing, it was a very leisurely indulgence of their sexual drives.

      After a while, Dominic had his cock in Brittany’s mouth, and later it was Ritchie she was sucking on, as Dominic went down on her, with Dev straddling her chest to stroke his cock against her breasts, though she didn’t have the cleavage for much more than stroking him.

      It was all very slow, very sensual, and very hot for me to watch. Ritchie came in her mouth and then fairly quickly went to sleep on the edge of the bed, leaving Dev and Dominic to share her mouth and her pussy, the two of them gently fucking her, or feeding her a large cock, for a while before the next one was down—Dev splashing his come all over her breasts, while Dom continued to thrust his hardness slowly, deep within her pussy.

      After Dev was asleep, I almost slipped off to sleep myself while Dominic spooned with my wife upstairs, his cock stirring within her. I drifted off for moments at a time, missing the point at which Dominic actually finished with her. They lay together, at times sleeping and at times talking. I hadn’t even agreed with Brittany when I would get to see her. I could hardly go up there and demand some time with her—and I didn’t dare text her, in case her phone bleeped.

      I watched them together, and I think I drifted off to sleep again, though only for a half hour or so. When I woke, everyone in the bedroom was asleep—my wife in the middle of the three guys.

      I felt completely awake. It must have been a hell of a power nap, but the thrill of knowing that my wife had just fucked three guys at once—and that none of them had been me—left me buzzing to the point that sleep was definitely not going to be possible for a while.

      I stood up, and now silently unlocked the door from the garage to the kitchen, before slipping inside. I claimed a drink from the refrigerator, and then headed through to the living room, which was just as Brittany and her three lovers had left it. It felt strangely exciting just being there, remembering so clearly what had happened there just a few hours before. It almost seemed like a dream.

      Brittany’s panties were still on the floor over by the far end of the coffee table, where they’d stripped them off her. I picked them up and breathed in the lingering scent of her pussy, of her sexual arousal. I was so hard, and I felt for sure that there was no way I’d get to my wife that night. I slumped down on the couch with her panties, breathing in her sexy smell while I gently stroked my hard cock.

      “You need some help with that?”

      Her voice gave me a jolt of surprise, but I think I hid it well.

      “Hey,” I said, ecstatic that she was awake after all. “I thought you were asleep.”

      She perched on the edge of the couch beside me, taking my cock in her hand. She’d put a fresh pair of panties on—plum-colored lace—but was otherwise still naked. She had a strange expression—I would describe it as part jubilation and part anxiety.

      “I was just resting,” she said. “Recovering a little so I could come down here and find my sweet husband.”

      I reached up to cover her nearest breast with my hand. Her skin was still a little clammy, a little sticky from her evening’s adventure. She smiled broadly as I squeezed her stiff nipple.

      “I’m guessing you were all right, then, with what happened,” she said, stroking my immensely hard cock. The anxiety on her face seemed to ease quickly.

      “Oh, yes,” I grinned. “I couldn’t believe how hot it was.”

      I knelt up, and pulled her against me so that we were kind of spooning on the couch, only in kneeling positions. From behind her, I was able to run my hands easily all over her little breasts, taking in the surprisingly erotic nature of my wife’s unclean form as I leaned in to kiss the top of her neck.

      “I’m sorry I didn’t get to shower after... after the last time...” she said.

      “It’s totally okay,” I said, kissing her just below the ear.

      She did smell quite strongly of sex—of other men, of come, of perspiration, cologne, perfume, of her own sexual arousal. It was a heady mix, but somehow merely as evidence of Brittany’s unbelievable sexual adventure, it turned me on like crazy.

      I gently massaged her breasts, and kissed her neck, tasting the faint saltiness of her skin.

      “So how was it?” I asked her. “You enjoyed it?”

      “Couldn’t you tell?” she murmured, and grabbed hold of one of my hands, to guide it straight down between her legs.

      She was seriously wet. I caressed her sex through her lace panties, while she tilted her head back so that she could kiss my mouth. It wasn’t long before I was tugging aside her underwear and sinking my fingers right inside her hot, soaking-wet pussy. Wow. I trembled slightly at the memory that three other men had been inside her, right here, just that night. She even tasted differently as I kissed her, and that was also sizzling hot to me.

      “Would you want to do it again?” I asked her.

      She laughed, before quickly realizing she might wake the guys upstairs if she was too loud. “You’re serious?” she said in not much more than a whisper.

      “Why not?” I grinned. “It was incredible.”

      She moaned quietly, and said, “I don’t know... maybe I wouldn’t need it to be three next time.”

      “You mean two might be enough?”

      She giggled, and her expression suggested she couldn’t believe her luck—that her husband was not just okay about her sleeping with other men, but apparently actively enjoyed it.

      “I think two might be nice,” she said, knowing that it turned me on no end.

      I turned and moved slightly back, urging her to sit back against the cushions and the arm of the couch, and now I dropped down between her thighs. Right there, the scent of her arousal—and her adultery—was intense. I pushed my face down against her sex, inhaling that wicked scent, and tugged aside her panties again, this time using my teeth.

      “You really aren’t jealous at all, are you?” she said, as though in awe.

      “Nope,” I agreed, and kissed her glistening pink flower.

      “You don’t have to...” she said as I began sliding my tongue along her pussy lips.

      But I pushed one of her legs up to get easier access, and clamped my mouth to her sticky, hairless sex, and she could be in no doubt that going down on her after she’d slept with three college guys was something that got me going.

      It was all so shocking, being with her after what I’d seen, seeing her like that, feeling her hot, clammy skin, the air around her saturated with the aroma of sex. And none of the guys had used condoms, which was something I only really realized as I was sucking on her pussy.

      “You... didn’t... get them... to use protection,” I said at last, after I’d made her come fairly explosively with my mouth.

      “None of them came inside me,” she pointed out. “At least, not inside my... you know... pussy.”

      “It’s still not exactly... safe,” I pointed out, pulling myself up onto my knees while she recovered her breath.

      She shrugged, “You know none of those guys have had sex in more than eight months?”

      I laughed at that. “Seriously?”

      She nodded. “They’re just spectacularly bad with women.”

      “They were good enough with you.”

      “They finally got their sums right, I guess.”

      I was stroking the end of my cock all around her slippery, flushed pussy. She was moaning quietly. I was thinking about how mine was the fourth cock to touch her there tonight. I let her play with my cock for a while—she took over stroking the tip around her pussy, feeling it glide through her soaking slit and rub circles around her clit, her hips gyrating to help move it against her sensitive folds without having it properly penetrate. For a while, she used my manhood like a sex toy, and I could tell she was getting her head around the strangeness of that night, of having so many different men at once.

      At last, I could stand no more. She grinned as I brushed her hands away and took control, directing my tip to her entrance, then feeding it into her.

      We both groaned as I filled her. She was so wet, it was easy to glide in—but it felt different than the last time we’d made love. It struck me that one, or more, of the college guys sleeping on our bed upstairs was considerably larger than I was. It was hard to tell while watching on a laptop screen, but it seemed clear from the way they had stretched her pussy.

      “Can you feel it?” I said as I thrust into her.

      “Oh, yeah,” she said, beaming ear-to-ear.

      “Those guys are much larger than me, huh?”

      For a moment, there was a note of caution in her face again, before she calculated that I probably wasn’t going to get jealous if she gave me the truth. “Well... I guess two of them are,” she said. “I still like yours the best. Oh... go slow, though. Go slow...”

      I thrust into her, again and again, carefully since she’d been so well-used already that night. She seemed so responsive to my every move, like she’d been primed for me, she’d been tuned to give the maximum performance. I loved how hard her nipples were, her small breasts shivering as I shoved my hardness into her over and over, her pretty face screwed up with the pleasure coursing through her petite form.

      She was gasping for breath in no time, coming hard moments later.

      Then we were kissing some more, and she was sitting in my lap, both of us keeping the momentum of our fucking going as she pushed me back, so that I lay on the couch and she rode on top. She was so hot and sticky and dirty and sexy, I could hardly believe my luck. This gorgeous, well-used nymph, fresh from a whole night of debauched adultery.

      We did our best to be quiet, but the passion inside us both was like nothing we’d ever quite experienced before. We were tumbling all over each other on that couch, kissing, sucking, licking, stroking, squeezing, thrusting—our bodies dripping with sweat, our chests heaving as we gasped for breath.

      I fucked her from behind, with Brittany on all fours, and it struck me how strange it had seemed that she had taken her college lovers in the ass. After a while, I withdrew my dripping-wet cock from her soaking pussy, and touched the tip against her other entrance.

      She looked back for a moment, a question on her face as to whether I was really going to do it.

      Then I pushed forward, and was inside her tight ass.

      “You... really... like this?” I asked her.

      “Uh-huh,” she nodded.

      “You never... said anything...”

      She shrugged. “You never seemed interested.”

      It just seemed doubly wrong, fucking her there. But she’d been completely warmed up, prepared for it. She did, actually, seem to enjoy it. It just added to the whole sense of taboos being broken, of both of us behaving differently, away from the norm. So wicked, so sexy.

      And she came that way, too. Even if she was reaching down to stroke her clit at the same time.

      I pumped her full of my come, and even before I’d finished giving it to her, she had collapsed on the couch, me on top of her, just panting for breath, moaning at the insane feelings flowing through her.

      “You’re going to have to... go upstairs again,” I said as we lay there, finally still, though remaining locked together with my softening cock buried inside her.

      “I... guess so...” she said. “I didn’t think they’d stay all night.”

      “They’re not the kind of guys to just come and go, huh?” I pointed out. Perhaps if we’d somehow engineered a bunch of jocks to give Brittany her first foursome, they would have been out the door soon after she made them come.

      “You want me to... kick them out?” she asked me.

      “No,” I chuckled. “But they’ll be expecting you to be there when they wake up, right?”

      “I guess...”

      “And maybe you’ll have a little more fun when they do...”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            B&B and Chelsea

          

          by Kenny Wright

        

      

    

    
      “We’re going to that bar you suggested—Belvedere’s. So if it’s lame, that’s on you.”

      Chelsea’s laughter drifts up to me, where I listen from the second story balcony. My stomach flutters.

      “Well, it’s also the only bar in town,” Chelsea retorts. “And since you guys chose to come to Kenton, I’d say it’s more on you.”

      “Come out and join us. I’m sure you’d make sure we had a good time.”

      The guy is as persistent as he is sure of himself. Diego is the kind of man used to getting what he wants. He arrived at our B&B yesterday in a BMW with a wife just as stunning as he is. He regards our upscale, hilltop inn as quaint without actually using the word. He seems to wear his designer sunglasses more often than he doesn’t. I don’t like him. Chelsea shouldn’t like him.

      Which is why her playful banter, below, really gets to me.

      “Think maybe your wife would have a thing or two to say about that,” she says.

      “And what would we be doing that she would object to?”

      Chelsea clears her throat, and I know she’s blushing.

      His voice is lower, and I resist the urge to look, wondering how close they’re standing. “Come on out. Maybe she’ll surprise you.”

      Chelsea laughs nervously. The front door opens and our other guests spill out into the warm, evening air. I go to the window now, unable to resist.

      Chelsea is half turned away from the tall, attractive Spaniard, her peaches and cream complexion tinted pink, her eyes guiltily turned away. She brushes a strand of red hair over her ear, a nervous tick she has that I adore.

      The rest of the gathering joins them, overdressed for a night in our sleepy harbor town. They look good, though: three couples, all of them young and fit and moneyed. It’s the kind of clientele that the Hearthwood Bed & Breakfast seems to attract. They come here for a taste of rural life, yet with all the conveniences of their comfortable lives.

      “Say hello to Ana for me,” Chelsea says, putting a little more distance between her and Diego.

      Diego’s wife, Clarissa, is a leggy blonde wearing a pair of white short shorts, a loose blouse with cut-out shoulders, and cork-heeled sandals. She’s got a pair of designer sunglasses pushed up in her hair, and flips them down as she looks out over the landscape. Her laugh is surprisingly sweet for a woman built like that. She says to no one in particular, “Look at this view. So peaceful.”

      She's not wrong. It still stuns me, even after running this B&B for the last year. Perched atop a hill, this historic home of Hearthwood Bed & Breakfast looks out over a wooded landscape that tumbles down to the glistening bay. Sailboats glide through those waters. I can hear seagulls and smell the brine of the ocean.

      “We like it,” Chelsea agrees. She regards Clarissa’s heels. “You’re not walking into town are you?”

      “Oh, God no,” she says in a way that implies that walking under any circumstances is crazy. “We’re all going to pile into Mason’s 4Runner. Speaking of, shotgun!”

      “Uh uh,” says a dark-haired Iranian woman with large eyes and a curvy body. “Wife gets that privilege.”

      “Not a rule I’ve ever heard,” Clarissa shoots back.

      “Ladies, ladies,” a guy, presumably Mason, says, twirling his keys in his fingers. He is tall and tanned and handsome, like Diego’s Caucasian twin. He has broad shoulders, his arms thick and corded with muscle beneath his polo shirt. “Yasmin, Clare, you can both sit up front. Cuddle. Get reacquainted.”

      The two women look at each other and laugh. “You’ve got a problem solver there,” Clarissa says sarcastically.

      Mason’s wife, Yasmin, laughs. “He’s always thinking with one of his heads.”

      Clarissa holds her hand out to Mason’s wife. “I would really like to sit in the front.”

      “And he’s right,” she agrees. “It’s been a while since I’ve seen you.”

      The two walk hand in hand to the SUV as Mason follows, looking back at the group with a grin. Disbelief and excitement bubble through me as I watch the two of them climb into the car. I want to keep watching them, but I can’t. Not when Diego says to my wife, “You sure you don’t want to come?”

      I watch her carefully. She’s blushing, and Diego has to know that she’s blushing. She can barely meet the guy’s eyes, and for a moment, I wonder if she’ll say yes. For a moment, I want her to say yes.

      “You guys have fun,” she says instead, stepping back. “Breakfast will be served at 8.”

      Diego takes the rejection in stride. “Let’s make it nine.” He pauses for effect before grinning and adding, “Jet lag.”

      Chelsea just shakes her head, watching as Diego and the third couple climb into the 4Runner and drive off. She remains standing there, long after they’ve rounded the bend and made their twisting way down the hill. She’s lost in thought—thoughts of Diego? That heady excitement of watching the two women hold hands grows stronger now as I watch my wife.

      It’s still there as she comes into the bedroom, where I’m folding laundry.

      “They are going to be trouble,” she says.

      “Who?”

      Chelsea has her phone out, tapping something rapidly into the screen. “Our guests.”

      “They seem fun.”

      “They seem...” She finishes with her phone, then looks up at me. “...like trouble.”

      “What makes you say that?”

      She lowers her voice, even though we’re the only ones left in the house. Leaning close, she whispers, “I think they’re swingers.”

      I laugh, like it’s a crazy idea. But it’s definitely not a crazy idea. In fact, as soon as she says it, things start to fall into place. Still, I’m almost more curious about Chelsea’s reaction to the situation than the situation itself.

      “What makes you say that?”

      “Oh come on, Aaron, you know what I mean.” She’s flustered. With her pale skin, it’s impossible for her to hide a blush, even the smallest ones. She’s blushing now. I press her.

      “Why don’t you tell me what you mean.”

      “Just... they’re very... I don’t know. Touchy-feely.”

      I think of Diego being touchy-feely with her, and feel the ground shift beneath me. Still, I continue to feign ignorance. “And that makes them swingers?”

      Chelsea rolls her eyes. “Okay, so Diego is married to Clarissa, right?”

      “Clarissa is the blonde.”

      “Like you didn’t notice her,” Chelsea says with a snort.

      “No more than you didn’t notice Diego.”

      She ignores me, but I see that guilt shift through her. “Anyway, they all checked in at different times. Clarissa and Diego were first. Sara and Steve”—the third couple—“were next, like less than an hour, right? But...” Here she hesitates, glancing at me nervously as she considers her next words. “I... I saw Sara... coming out of Diego’s room.” She checks on me, and I frown at her nervousness.

      “So? Aren’t they friends?”

      “Well, sure. But, um, I’m pretty sure they were in there alone. I think Steve was exploring the grounds, and Clarissa was sunning by the pool.”

      I remember Clarissa sunning by the pool, her flat stomach and full breasts on display in that black bikini. This I do not admit to my wife. I just nod, then realize I should probably say something. “I mean, you immediately jump to them being swingers?”

      Now she’s really blushing.

      “What?”

      “I... they...” She looks away, then back at me. “They looked like they’d just... you know...”

      Laundry completely forgotten, I pull my wife into my arms. She looks up at me shyly. I raise my brows. “Like they’d been playing a game of Scrabble?”

      “Oh, forget it.”

      She turns away from me, but I slip my hand around her stomach from behind and pull her against me. I catch a trace of her perfume, light and aromatic, like the scent of lilacs on the breeze. Like she’d put it on hours ago, and not for me.

      Her dress, too, isn’t what she was wearing earlier in the day, when we greeted the guests. Not that it was scandalous or stood out—especially next to what our guests are wearing. But she did change, and I wonder why... and dare to wonder for who.

      I run my hands up her flat stomach as I look over her shoulder, down into the small gap the dark blue dress presents. She’s got cleavage, which means she’s replaced her normal, get-things-done sports bra with something padded and alluring. That tickles something angsty and exciting inside of me. I keep it to myself, but can’t help whispering, “You should have gone down to Belvedere’s with him.”

      She stiffens. I wish I could see her face.

      “You were spying on me, huh?”

      I kiss her exposed neck. She definitely put on some perfume. “You know me.”

      When she turns back to me, a different expression is on her face. One that makes me forget about the perfume or the dress. A playful one. A suggestive one. With eyes wide and innocent, she says, “But what would all of the locals think? Could be very scandalous.”

      I gulp, despite knowing that she’s just teasing me. She sees it and smiles. “What would you be doing that would be so scandalous?”

      “What would you want me to do?”

      My heart skips a beat. “I’m sure Diego has a few things in mind.”

      “I’m sure he does.” Chelsea’s ready agreement hits me like a surge of electricity.

      “When Diego and Sara came out of their room, did they see you?”

      Sara is sweeter and softer than the other two. She seems quiet in a way that Clarissa and Mason’s wife—Yasmin, I finally remember—are not. At a party, Sara’s the woman I’d feel comfortable talking to. The idea of her getting it on with a guy like Diego makes the possibility of my wife and Diego getting together all the more real.

      “They saw me,” Chelsea whispers. She runs her hand across my chest, where she must feel my heartbeat racing.

      “And did you run?”

      “I didn’t.”

      I take a deep, calming breath before everything runs away from me. “Were... were they embarrassed?”

      “Maybe Sara was... a little. Diego, he just looked at me as if to say...” She licks her lips.

      “As if to say?”

      “Next?”

      I groan. I’m about 80% sure that she’s making this up, but in a way, that’s encouraging, too. She knows that I harbor a fantasy of her and other men. She sometimes humors me, but most of the time that’s transparently all it is. I want to believe that this is different—and all the little signs make this feel different—but I can’t be sure.

      She walks her fingers up my chest, circling them behind my neck. “You like that idea, don’t you?”

      Chelsea has these amazingly expressive eyebrows, dark red and groomed into perfect arches. They knit together now, like she’s all innocent, like she’s merely curious, nothing more. But there’s a lot more.

      “It’s...” It’s hard to breathe. “Yeah.”

      I look down at her. The flush is still there, turning her cheeks rosy. Those brows relax, go up as her pink tongue peeks out between her soft, parted lips. Her own breath comes shallow and quick.

      I add, “Were you tempted?”

      It’s a hopeful question. Always—always—in the past, she’s told me that she has no desire to be with anyone but me. The denial is sweet and comforting, yet I always hold out hope that deep down, she could be.

      Chelsea’s eyes shift and flicker, like they did when I called her out for admiring Diego. I hold her gaze, and she tries to remain defiant. She falters, and as she does, I wonder if perhaps she wasn’t just tempted, but that she actually went for it. That she entered Diego’s room and he took her hard on the bed.

      I run my hands down her dress—is that why she changed? Because he stained her yoga pants and ruined her blouse? I slip my hands beneath the dress, which is shorter than most she wears. Despite being petite, Chelsea has an amazing ass, ripe and juicy and perfect to grab and squeeze. I squeeze it now, discovering that she’s not wearing her normal panties, but a thong.

      “Maybe I was more than tempted,” she whispers.

      Before I can even process it, she stretches up to kiss me, pushing her tongue past my lips. I return it, passionate and hard, like a man trying to prove that he’s still her man. I lift her by the ass, and she hops up into my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist. I swing us around and drop her onto the bed, scattering all the linens I’d been folding. I don’t care. I’m all over her, hungry for her.

      Then she says something that makes me want her more.

      I pull back, breathing heavily, shoulders hunched. She meets me, stare-for-stare, looking up through lashes low and long and dark—did she put on mascara for Diego? The thought barely registers as she says, “I really shouldn’t be here... Diego.”

      I groan. She bites her lower lip and bats her lashes at me. I want to say something—something that Diego would say. But I can’t. I feel silly, just thinking about it. Worse, I almost laugh as I imagine saying something alpha and dumb with an accent. I cover by kissing her again, by running my hands possessively over her body.

      I squeeze her breast through the dress—she’s definitely wearing something padded, but even through it, I can feel her nipple. She sighs. “We really shouldn’t.”

      I find my voice. It’s not accented, but feels gritty and rough. “You came in here.”

      “My husband—”

      I squeeze her nipple. I don’t do that. I don’t hurt her. We’re not rough like that. But Chelsea’s cry is halfway between pain and pleasure, and I’m encouraged. I have an excuse—I have Diego.

      “Your husband isn’t here. I am.” I don’t let her catch her breath. I don’t let her think. I kiss her neck, right beneath the bend of her jaw, where I know she’s sensitive. She gasps. I whisper, “And you know you want this.”

      “Yes,” she hisses.

      Electricity surges through me, from my gut up through my chest. I lean back, yanking my shirt over my head and wonder what she sees. I’m not in bad shape. I work out. I’m comfortable enough to do yard work outside shirtless, and in the summer my skin’s tanned and freckled. But I’m no Diego. I’m not some burnished playboy with skin designed to soak in the sun. The insecurity of being compared like that is part of the energy of this fantasy.

      Chelsea lifts her leg, tracing her bare foot up the inside of my thigh as she fixes me with a dirty look. “I want this,” she says, pushing her foot against the seat on my pants.

      “Of course you do.” I try to act cool, the way I’m sure Diego did it, but my hands shake as I try to work open my belt.

      Chelsea pushes to a seated position and reaches out, covering my hand with hers. She looks up at me coyly. “Here, let me help.”

      The oxygen leaves my body as she deftly opens my pants and fishes out my cock. She pulls it out, her fingers wrapped around the base, and smiles as it hardens to full extension in her hand. Without a word, she dips forward and sucks it in.

      It’s not like Chelsea never gives blowjobs, but it’s no longer a regular part of our sex life. It also usually means that she’s horny, which leads me down the rabbit hole of: what made her so horny?

      As she looks up at me, watching me react as she bobs up and down my length, I note a few things. For one, she’s wearing eyeliner. It’s subtle, but it’s there, and while not completely unusual, it sticks out to me now. The other is the manner in which she’s actually blowing me, which is with an enthusiasm I swear isn’t normal. Like she isn’t just trying to get me hard so we can fuck, but like she’s trying to get me off.

      “Chel, I’m close.”

      If anything, my warning spurs her on, taking me deeper and faster. She uses both hands, her eyes going glassy as her mind drifts. Daydreams. Fantasies. She’s in Diego’s room, sitting on the edge of his bed, giving the Latin man a taste of just how dirty she can be.

      I grab her head—to push her away, I tell myself. To rein in my dirty imagination. I slide my fingers through her red hair, pushing her bangs away so I can stare as her cheeks hollow out and her lips grow plump. But it’s too much. It’s too hot and exciting. I can’t escape the image of Chelsea doing this to Diego.

      She gags as I spear into the back of her throat. “Sorry, sorry,” I gasp, pulling back.

      For a moment, I feel her resist. Like she doesn’t want me to stop. Like she wants to be used, and I’ve done something wrong to even apologize. Diego wouldn’t apologize.

      I nearly lose it at that errant thought. But I won’t last long. I push her back again, reaching beneath her dress to drag her thong off. It’s damp. I can smell her excitement. I push her legs open and climb between them, so eager to fuck her, so desperate to feel her pussy where her mouth just was.

      “Oh, Aaron...” She moans as I enter her. She’s so wet. So ready. I slide home as I cuddle her body beneath me. I thrust in and out, filling our bedroom with the wet, sloshing sounds of sex. Chelsea grabs my ass, urging me to take her harder. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me!”

      Her language and her pussy are too much. I look down at her, watch her eyes shut tight, the entire top row of teeth clamped over her lower lip. She’s thinking about something. Thinking hard.

      “Harder!” she demands, digging her hand into the meat of my ass.

      It’s like a lash. I don’t think. I just reach down, grab her hips, and take control of her. Pushing my thumbs into her hip bones, I slide her along the bed, along my cock, rutting into her in longer and deeper drives.

      This is how Diego fucks.

      This is how Chelsea wants to get fucked.

      This is how Diego fucked Chelsea today.

      My own orgasm ambushes me. Like a punch to the gut. Like a blow out of nowhere. I see stars. I see Diego fucking Chelsea in those stars. See her crying out. See her begging for more. To be fucked. Harder. Harder.

      I collapse on her, wrung out like a towel. I can barely move my body. Beneath me, I hear Chelsea’s quick, heavy breath. She didn’t come. She didn’t make it to the finish line.

      My voice is a croak as I ask, “Did you come?”

      “No, but it’s okay,” she says. Sweet, considerate Chelsea is back. “I got plenty of fun out of it. Where did that come from?”

      I roll onto my side, beside her, and we hold hands as we stare up at the ceiling. The laundry and linens beneath us will need to be washed again.

      “Sorry if I got carried away—”

      “No, I liked it.” I feel her shift onto her side, looking at me. I’m still wearing my shirt, I realize, and Chelsea only took off her thong. “It was almost as good as Diego was earlier today.”

      I whip my head around, taking a quick gasp. She’s smiling at me, playing me again. “You could have, you know. If you wanted to.”

      “Uh huh.”

      “I’m serious. You know how I feel about it.” We’ve had this conversation before.

      “I do, and you know how I feel about it.” That is her typical response. “Besides, I literally pale in comparison to the other three playthings he has access to.”

      “Allegedly.”

      “Allegedly. But even if they’re not swingers, I mean, his wife’s like a swimsuit model or something.”

      “And yet he was still asking you to go out with him.”

      I have her there, and she’s smart enough to know it. But she doesn’t give ground. “Whatever,” she says with a laugh. She gets up, smooths her dress down, then looks back at the mess we’ve made. “Come on, we’ve got tomorrow’s breakfast to plan, and we’ve already wasted, like...” She looks at her watch. “Fifteen whole minutes!”

      “Way to make a guy feel special about himself.”

      “It was a special fifteen minutes?” She giggles. “Come on, let’s be responsible bed and breakfast owners for a few hours.”

      With that, she prances out of the room, her panties still sitting on the floor.
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        * * *

      

      When we first inherited the B&B from Chelsea’s parents, we figured it would be a nice, relaxing time. Like having house guests that we didn’t have to entertain other than in the mornings. We’d cook breakfast. Straighten up the rooms. Then relax, hang out with friends maybe, and just enjoy life until the guests returned from whatever touristy thing they were up to.

      That, in fact, was very, very misinformed. During the tourist season, the work is long and hard and nonstop. We get up early, spend most of the late morning and early afternoon on upkeep, and crash hard in the early evening watching Netflix and thinking about what to fix for breakfast the next morning.

      Chelsea is an amazing partner in all of this. She’s great with the guests and better with the business side of things. I do the cooking and manage the housekeeping and our small staff.

      At some point, though, she became my “business partner” more than my wife. This evening has been a reminder that I can’t take her for granted. She’s a hot-blooded, sexy young woman, too. It’s funny how it took another man’s attention towards her to remind me of that.

      Prepping breakfast was pretty easy, honestly. I’m an organized guy when it comes to the meals, so soon we get to the Netflix-watching portion of the evening. Chelsea joins me. She’s showered, her hair still wet and floral, and she holds a glass of wine in her hand.

      I just stare at her for a moment, seeing the woman I should see every day. She’s beautiful and vibrant and smart, with large eyes and a small, button nose. Those eyes grow even wider as she looks behind her, then back at me. “What?”

      “Nothing. Just admiring my business partner.”

      “Oh, I see. Don’t get any ideas, mister, or I’m going to have to complain to HR.”

      “Then I may have to complain about your inappropriate attire.” I give her a quick once-over—not that I didn’t the moment she walked in. She’s changed into her standard, summer sleepwear: a black, satin cami top and a pair of matching short shorts. Both are trimmed in white lace, giving her a vague, French maid look that I love. “You put that on for anyone in particular?”

      “Goof,” she says, nudging me with her foot. But I swear I see color in her cheeks.

      Or maybe it’s just her flush from the shower.

      “So what are we going to watch tonight?” she asks. It’s funny, an hour ago, she was all revved up, begging me to fuck her as she pretended that I was Diego. Now, she doesn’t seem to want to talk about it.

      I dwell, because I’m obsessed that way. “You hear back from Ana?”

      “I did!” Her eyes flash.

      “And?”

      “Apparently Mason has been hitting on her all night.”

      “Of course he has,” I say. Ana, who works down at Belvedere’s during the evenings, helps us part-time at Hearthwood. She’s a sexy, Russian coed with long, dark hair and a fashion sense that trends towards short and tight and stylish.

      “What’s that mean, Mister?” Chelsea asks playfully. She knows I look. It’s hard not to.

      “Just that the man is drawn to attractive, dark-haired females?” I fix her with a stare. “Unlike his friend, Diego, who seems to prefer a little more variety.”

      Chelsea snorts. “We going to watch something, or talk about our guests all night?”

      I kind of would rather talk about our guests all night, but finally leave it. I’m content to just daydream as whatever’s on the television flickers by. As we finally settle in for the night, I can’t even remember what it was we watched.
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        * * *

      

      I wake sometime in the middle of the night. Something doesn’t feel right, and when I turn onto my side and reach for Chelsea, I find her spot in the bed is empty. Not just empty, but cold. Like she hasn’t been there for a while.

      My stomach grows cold, too, ice cubes rattling and churning in my gut. I hear a female laugh through the open window of our bedroom, and suddenly I’m wide awake.

      I sit up, my ears perked. I listen, but don’t hear it again, so I quietly slide out of bed and creep to the window.

      Our bedroom looks out along the side of our wooded estate. In the distance, the harbor sparkles in the light of a nearly full moon. The manicured lawn that rounds down to the tree line is empty, but if I listen close enough, I hear it—the slosh of water. The pool. And another female giggle, followed by the deeper tone of a man saying something I cannot understand.

      I look back at the bed, at the spot where Chelsea had drifted off to sleep. The clock beside her reads 12:31. Other than when I’ve had to pee in the middle of the night, I can’t remember the last time either of us have been up so late.

      I look for her in the bathroom, although I’m not surprised when I find it empty. I check our private living room suite, which sits just off the bedroom. It’s empty, too. Chelsea’s wine glass from earlier in the night sits on the coffee table, untouched. The television is off.

      But it’s the window that I’m most interested in. It looks out over the backyard, right over the pool. My heart is in my throat as I cross the room. I can hear it beat in my ears, blotting out everything. I swear my vision narrows, like I’m about to pass out, before I realize that I’ve stopped breathing.

      The submerged lights are on around the pool, dramatic and ghostly blue. They lash up along the side of the house, drawing my eyes. But the pool itself is actually empty. It’s the jacuzzi that’s filled with people.

      I search amongst them for Chelsea. I don’t see her, but I also don’t see Diego. My body seizes. I actually have to clutch the windowsill, like I’m having some kind of fit as a wave of dizziness washes over me.

      I look again, like maybe I just didn’t see. Like sleep is still impairing me, even though I’ve never been more wired. There are six people submerged in the roiling water of the tub, their shoulders bare, their clothing strewn about the sides.

      Diego and Chelsea are definitely not there, but our other five guests are. Plus Ana, the Russian coed, who sits with her dark hair up in a bun, right next to the blonde Clarissa. All attention is on the two of them, and a moment later, I realize why. Clarissa leans in, tilts her head, and kisses Ana on the lips.

      My jaw falls open. I actually rub my eyes, convinced that I must be dreaming. When I take my hands away, though, the six are still in the tub, and Ana is smiling shyly at Clarissa, who’s pulled away. She asks Ana something, and Ana nods. This time, when the two women kiss, Ana’s hand comes out of the water to gently rest on Clarissa’s shoulder. I can see their mouths open and can imagine their tongues sliding together.

      Mason puts his arm over Sara’s shoulder as his wife, Yasmin, moves into the lap of Sara’s husband, a quiet guy named Steve. All focus, though, is on Clarissa and Ana as things begin to get heated.

      Clarissa’s kiss has awoken Ana from her shy shell. Their lips crash, her hand sliding behind the blonde’s neck to hold her there as they make out like horny teenagers. Clarissa’s hand dips beneath the water, and suddenly Ana is pulling back, gasping, her mouth wide and her eyes clamped shut.

      She rises from the water, her tits breaking the surface in a glittering display. They’re bigger than I imagined, full and round and capped by dark, hard nipples. Clarissa leans in, taking one of those nipples between her lips as her hand speeds up beneath the water.

      Mason, on the other side of the tub, lifts out and sits on the edge. He’s hard, his cock thick and curved away from his washboard abs. Sara swiftly moves down between his legs, swallowing half his member.

      Clarissa whispers something to Ana, who nods, her wide smile drawing out her already pronounced cheekbones. The women kiss one last time, before Ana rises from the jacuzzi herself.

      I hold my breath as water cascades over the body I’ve been guiltily fantasizing about these past few months. Her tits hang with the ripeness of youth, yielding to the slender torso and flat stomach of a twenty-year-old. Higher she rises, lifting herself to a perch at the edge. The submerged lights of the pool cast rippling light across her sex, smooth and glistening and completely hair-free.

      Clarissa sets Ana’s legs over her shoulders as she dips down, her blonde hair obscuring what comes next. Ana cranes back, resting on her elbows behind her as she cups her breasts and squeezes.

      Yasmin, still in Steve’s lap, is bouncing now, her smile tight and her breathing shallow. Steve plays with her tits as he watches the Sapphic show just a few feet away.

      All coupled up like that makes the absence of Diego even more pronounced. Maybe he went to bed early?

      I snort. There’s no way that’s what happened.

      Maybe he’s still out at the bar, or at some other local’s house. Or maybe he’s watching the six-some from a lounger just out of sight, a voyeur, just like me.

      I know none of these explanations are as plausible as the one I keep dancing around, afraid that it’s true and terrified that it isn’t. That’s the crux of this fantasy, right? To keep pushing and pushing, to hope for betrayal and then be disappointed when she stays true.

      Ana drapes a leg over Clarissa’s back, her red-painted toes pointing like a ballerina’s as she rocks back, tosses her hair, and comes. I unlatch the window, filling the room with Ana’s sweet, thrilling cries.

      Clarissa rises from the water, flashing me with a hint of her swimsuit model body as she pulls Ana back in for a long, deep kiss. I’m tempted to stay and watch. I want to know if Ana will reciprocate. This seems like a first for her, and the thought of watching the stunning Russian go down on her first woman is so seductive.

      But Chelsea is still not back from wherever she went, and Diego hasn’t joined this scene. I can’t stay. The draw to search the house for him, and my wife, is just too fucking intense.

      I glance at the group one last time, adjust my erection so I can actually walk, and creep out of the room and into the B&B proper.
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        * * *

      

      About a year into our dating, Chelsea went back to school to get her MBA, and being the smart girl that she is, she got into Wharton. I was working at the time at a job that I thought I couldn’t leave, so we decided to try the long-distance thing while she got her degree. I loved her, knew that I wanted to marry her, but was young and stupid and thought I’d be able to handle the separation.

      I visited her every other weekend, making the ten-hour drive to Philly just to see her. She came back once a month, so all-in-all, we made it work. Still, after six months of this, I was a wreck. To be more specific, I was a jealous wreck. I met her friends—met her guy friends. They were all successful, good-looking business school guys, and I saw the way they looked at Chelsea.

      It’s nuts, but it took that separation for me to realize just what I’d lost. I know, I know, I’m an idiot that way, but the way I dealt with the whole situation was even more idiotic. I broke up with her.

      Or, I guess, we took a break. She didn’t take it well, though, and for about a month, we barely talked. That was one of the worst months of my life, and after it, I resolved to get her back. I actually drove up to Philly without telling her with this grand plan to win her back.

      Instead, I walked in on her getting plowed by one of those successful, good-looking business school guys.

      It broke me. It devastated me. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen in my life.

      My hotwife fantasy was borne, and in hindsight, I think I’ve been trying to get back to that feeling ever since.
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        * * *

      

      Our rooms at the bed and breakfast are in a separate wing of the house than our guests. Gives both sides privacy that way. It does mean that if I want to get to the guest bedrooms, I need to descend the back stairs into the common room, creep through the kitchen and breakfast room, and go up the grand staircase.

      I descend the stairs feeling like a man with a fever—I’m shivering, my skin tingles, my vision wavers. I love it.

      I can still remember the shock of walking in on Chelsea, even after all these years. I remember hearing her moans even before I walked into that room. They were so familiar, yet out of context, so surreal. The memory of another man’s bare ass driving hard between Chelsea’s splayed legs reaches out through time and wrenches me onward.

      What will I find downstairs? What will I find in Diego’s room? We gave him the Eastern, which overlooks the pool. Maybe he’s got her bent over and braced on the window so they can watch the orgy unfold below. Maybe he’s just taking her there on the bed, the windows open so she can serenade those in the hot tub below. Maybe—

      Chelsea’s soft laughter cuts through my thoughts. I’m back in the moment, breathing ragged. My legs feel swollen, each step wooden and clumsy. I nearly stumble right out into the kitchen before I stop myself from blundering in on them. They’re not in the bedroom. They’re inside, in the kitchen.

      “Well, you got your water,” Chelsea says. “Aren’t you going to go join your friends?”

      “I’m still thirsty.” Diego’s voice, and I can hear the smug grin in it.

      Chelsea laughs again. “Fridge is right there, and it’s full of bottled water.”

      “Is that how you treat all your guests?”

      “No.” I can hear the smile in my wife’s voice, too. “Just the presumptuous ones.”

      “Oh, I don’t think I’m being presumptuous at all.” I hear the sounds of shoes walking across our tile floor. “At least not after this afternoon.”

      I suck in a breath so hot and hard it’s like a piece of molten rock. My head feels like the tip of a match as it flares to life. This afternoon?

      “I told you, that was a mistake.”

      “In that case,” Diego says, his voice low, “....let’s make another mistake.”

      I can’t help myself. I need to look, to see what’s going on. I creep down, stepping on my tip toes and hugging the inside wall until I reach the last step. Then, getting low, I peek around the corner.

      “Diego...” Chelsea says, protesting without really protesting.

      They’re nearly on the opposite side of the room. She’s leaning on the kitchen table, and he’s right before her, reaching his hand out to touch her side. She’s still wearing her black pajama shorts and cami top, and she seems so small as she looks up at this tall, strapping man.

      She’s got a hand on his chest, like she’s going to push him away. But she doesn’t. Not when he sets his other hand behind her head. Not as he leans down. Not as he kisses her. She yields, all the tension in her body leaving as the two of them melt into one another.

      Chelsea does break the kiss, though, turning her head away. Diego’s not deterred, kissing her cheek and the side of her neck. “Should we see if Sara wants to come back? I’m sure she’d be happy to put on another show, if you’d like.”

      “No, that’s not necessary.”

      Even by the pale light of the moon, I can see her blushing.

      “You’re probably right, definitely not necessary.” He brushes her cheek with his thumb. The silence between them is thick and electric. “I bet there’s plenty of show happening right now, and we’re missing it.”

      Chelsea glances at the window, which doesn’t look out anywhere near the pool. “I should get back to bed. My husband—”

      “Is still sleeping.”

      I duck back around the corner in case she glances my way. It’s hard to keep my breathing under control. I want to gulp in air as my vision begins to collapse and I begin to hyperventilate.

      “Why did you come down here, Chelsea?”

      “Same as you. To get some water.” She’s more defiant than nervous now.

      “Well, if I’m being honest, I was looking for something alcoholic. Your friend, Ana, told us it would be in here.”

      “Ana’s here?”

      “Sexy Russian with long legs and a tight little culo? Oh, yes. I’m surprised she didn’t text to tell you she was coming along.”

      “She... you knew she was texting me?”

      “We helped her write some of them.”

      Chelsea groans.

      “You want to watch,” he says. “It turns you on... watching.”

      Chelsea gasps, and I want to look, but I’m afraid they’ll see me.

      “I can feel your nipples. They are the perfect lie detector, yes?”

      “Diego—”

      Her protest is cut short, and a moment later, I hear the wet sounds of their sloppy kiss. The kitchen table scrapes across the tile, followed by Chelsea’s urgent shushing.

      “Come on, follow me. You won’t want to miss this.”

      I wait until I’m sure they’ve exited the room. It’s tough, because while Diego’s wearing shoes, I’m pretty sure Chelsea is barefoot. I count to ten after hearing nothing—ten long seconds that felt like an eternity. Then I follow, too.

      They’re not in the breakfast room, the tables already set and ready for a breakfast that’s supposed to be served in just a few hours. I skirt the edge, taking the inside corner, to peek out into the common room. We’ve set up couches and easy chairs, where guests can relax and look out onto the grounds on rainy or colder days. The small-paned windows also have a tremendous view of what’s happening out by the jacuzzi.

      I hear Chelsea gasp as I slink through the breakfast room.

      Diego chuckles. “Looks like your friend’s having a good time.”

      “That’s...” Chelsea laughs. “Yeah, that’s Ana.”

      “Shall we join them?”

      “Um, no. I don’t think that would be a good idea.”

      “Because of your friend?”

      “Because none of this is a good idea,” Chelsea says anxiously.

      “Okay then, let’s just watch.”

      I hear the leathery crunch of someone sinking into one of the easy chairs, followed by Chelsea’s sharp breath. The door between the breakfast room and the common room has no actual door, so I need to be careful.

      I hear the smack of a kiss and forget to be careful. Diego is in one of the armchairs that faces out at the pool, and my wife’s in his lap. They are not watching, though. They’re making out again, and as I peek in, I see his hand slide up beneath her camisole top to directly touch her left breast.

      Chelsea no longer resists. She’s a willing participant, and I watch with sublime envy as she rakes her fingers through Diego’s thick, dark hair to kiss him harder.

      Diego does actually break the kiss, although she doesn’t let him get far. Their foreheads touch, the intimacy needling through me.

      “I thought we were watching,” he says with that infuriating, cocksure grin. He looks past her, out the window. “Watch, Chelsea. Watch as your friend gets fucked by mine.”

      Chelsea actually looks shyly, now that she knows that Ana, her friend and semi-employee, is out there. But she looks anyway, and as much as I want to watch her reaction, I have to look, too.

      The scene is from a porn production. Ana is lying on a towel on her back, and Clarissa is straddling her face. Between Ana’s legs, the buxom Sara is on all fours, eating her out. Yasmin is on a lounger, bouncing in Steve’s lap as she bends over and sucks Mason’s cock.

      “Clarissa’s about to come,” Diego says. “Look how she pinches her nipples. She must like whatever your friend’s doing.”

      Chelsea mewls softly.

      “You and her ever done that?”

      “N...no...”

      “Sexy, yes? She told us she’s never done that before.” Diego sweeps Chelsea’s hair off her neck and over her shoulder. “But she was curious.” He kisses her exposed neck. “You’re curious, too.”

      To my surprise, Chelsea doesn’t deny it. She just watches, enraptured, as Clarissa grabs her tits, rocks her head back, and comes all over Ana’s face.

      The blonde slides back, bending over to kiss the brunette from above.

      “Curious about more than just other women, too,” he says. He traces circles around her nipple. “You looked very curious as you watched Sara suck my cock.”

      He takes one of her hands and pulls it into his lap, guiding it over his cock. “Go ahead. Satisfy your curiosity.”

      It’s Chelsea who initiates the kiss this time, nearly snapping her head forward to cover his lips with hers. I can’t see her hand, but her arm moves with obvious purpose.

      When he pulls at the hem of her camisole, she leans back and lets him peel it off. She immediately tugs at Diego’s shirt.

      Even in the shadows, I can see my wife’s admiring gaze take in his broad shoulders and the wiry curls of dark hair that dapples his thick chest. She touches his pecs, like she can’t believe what she’s feeling. Like she’s measuring how different he is from me.

      “You know what I’m curious about?” Diego runs his hands down Chelsea’s topless upper body, walking along her ribcage.

      Chelsea rolls her eyes. “Every guy wants to know that.”

      “And?”

      “See for yourself.”

      She lifts her ass as he slides her satin pajama shorts over her thighs. Her landing strip is darker than the hair on her head, but even in the low light, it glows burnished red.

      He traces his finger down the narrow bar of hair above her clean shaven pussy lips. “Looks like Mason loses the bet.”

      “Oh? He thought I dyed it?”

      “He didn’t think you groomed it.”

      Chelsea giggles. “Of course that’s the bet.”

      They kiss again, and Chelsea twists in his lap to give him better access to the treasure between her legs. As hot as it is to see him press two fingers into her, all the kissing is what cuts me right to the core. It’s her willingness to just go for it with another man, after soft-pedaling my fantasy all these years.

      Or maybe not.

      “Of course, I had some insider information.”

      Chelsea seems lost in his touch. She barely hears him, staring down into his lap where her arm is once again pumping him.

      “Paul Sharpe told me all about your little shave job.”

      Now, Chelsea hears. She freezes. She looks up at Diego with eyes wide as saucers. Paul Sharpe? It’s a name I’ve never heard before.

      “Feels nice and smooth. You touch it up tonight?” He presses home, and Chelsea’s lids grow heavy again. “You know what I think? I think you wanted to get caught.”

      Chelsea doesn’t say anything, the silence filled with the slosh of his fingers sliding in and out of her.

      “Paul told me how much you liked sucking his cock. How you got off on it.”

      Paul again. I try to remember if we’ve had a guest by that name, but my mind is spinning.

      “He had a nice cock,” Chelsea says huskily.

      “I’ve got a nice one, too.”

      “I know, remember?”

      “Now you get to play with it. For now, it’s all yours.”

      Watching Chelsea meet his eyes and grin mischievously as she sinks to her knees between his legs is something I want to remember for the rest of my life. As fucked up as this whole night is, with all the revelations, with all the betrayals, watching my wife tug another man’s shorts off with a look of hunger in her eyes is one of the most thrilling things I’ve ever seen.

      Their angle shifts enough that I can see him, see his enormous cock spring free. He’s not even fully erect and Chelsea can barely fit her hand around it. She strokes up and down the length, watching it grow, enraptured.

      “Show me how much you like sucking cock. I’ve heard your mouth is legendary.”

      Oh, fuck. I nearly come where I’m hiding. Watching her wrap her lips around Diego’s fat cockhead feels like she’s doing the same to mine. I think I gasp. I hope neither heard. I dip back into the breakfast room, out of sight. Catch my breath.

      From this angle, I can still see outside. The group has shifted. Ana is now on all fours as Steve pumps his cock into her from behind. Beneath her, I see the tanned limbs of Sara, sixty-nining the twenty-year-old to what looks like an imminent orgasm. I can’t see Mason or Yasmin or the blond Clarissa, but figure they must be doing much of the same.

      In the next room, the unmistakable sounds of a blowjob draw me back. I listen, imaging what’s going on. The sounds aren’t just the wet sucking sounds that I usually associate with Chelsea’s blowjobs. These seem harder, gags and choking, a harsher coughing, spluttering that draws me back to the door frame.

      If I didn’t know it was my wife on her knees, I wouldn’t have believed it. She has her hands on Diego’s knees, not his cock, as he holds her head in his hands and guides her up and down his length, deep enough that he has to be in her throat.

      “Oh yes, babe, that is good.” They stare at one another, intensely, deeply. He’s not just holding her hair back so he can watch her. He’s holding her hair as if to say, “Look at me.” As if to say, “You’re mine.”

      And he’s not just holding her hair, I realize. He’s clutching it in his fist like a set of reins. He’s not just guiding her blowjob, he’s controlling it.

      “Take it slut. Show me that you love it.” He grinds her face into his pelvis until his entire cock is buried to the root. Her nostrils flare. Her eyes shine in the darkness as she fights back the panic of suffocation. Yet she doesn’t try to resist. She takes it. Takes the forceful blowjob as he uses her throat.

      When I know she must have hit her limit, he releases her. For a second. He lets her gulp for air long enough to reset. Then he drags her back to him, stuffing his cock back down her throat. And in that moment before he does, I see her lips curl up into a smile. I see the ecstasy on her face.

      Outside, Ana shouts something in Russian, so loud and high that it carries right through the closed doors. I look.

      Ana is still riding Sara’s face, and Steve is still behind her. But she’s sitting up now, with Steve holding her arms back by the elbows as he fucks her so hard her whole body quakes. Yasmin has joined them, entwining her legs with Sara’s, their pussies rubbing, as she sucks on Ana’s bouncing tits.

      Diego yanks Chelsea off his cock, and she releases a croak that isn’t quite natural.

      “You’re missing the show. Get up here, Chelsea. Look at your slutty friend go.”

      Chelsea rises, and my attention is back on them. I have a better angle in the reflection of the windows, although it’s ghostly and surreal. I watch as she crawls into his lap, stroking his enormous erection as she gets into place.

      “It’s so big.”

      “You like that?”

      She turns, facing away from him. In the reflection, I see her guide that cock to her pussy, rubbing the tip up and down her slit.

      “You can never tell my husband about this,” she says without slowing. “He can never know.”

      “Of course, babe.”

      Time slows. Everything is amplified. Her warning to him reverberates through me—he can never know... never know... The way she rubs his cock along her pink slit, rocking her hips up to take the tip in.

      “No funny sexual innuendo at breakfast,” she continues.

      “None.”

      After teasing him—and herself—letting his cock head split her open, she pulls him out, twisting around to face him. “No jokes. No banter. Nothing.”

      “Comprendo, comprendo.” He runs his hands up her body, cupping her breasts. “I can keep a secret.”

      I hold my breath. I see stars. Every blood vessel in my face pulses and swells until I feel like my head might actually explode. I don’t know where to look—the way Chelsea’s staring deeply into another man’s eyes, the way his thumbs expertly manipulate her nipples, or the way she adjusts his cock right up against her sex.

      She leans back, swooning into a deep kiss as she lets her weight betray her. Their tongues touch. Her hips fall. His cock disappears, splaying her wide, sinking impossibly deep.

      She can’t maintain the kiss. The feeling of this other man seemingly too intense. She breaks it, leans forward, clutching his knees as she gets used to his size. “Fuck,” she hisses under her breath. “Fuck, that’s big.”

      He lets her take things slowly, getting used to the size, finding a rhythm that works. My pulse roars in my ears. I clutch the doorframe to steady myself, while rubbing my cock through my boxers with the other. I can’t remember the last time I felt so hard.

      Diego’s hands slide down her body again, caressing her waist and out along her hips. “You like, Babe?”

      Chelsea responds with something that sounds like the affirmative. Her eyes are shut as she deals. Sweat glistens on their bodies, catching the faint light of the pool. Outside, the orgy continues. Steve still rides Ana, who’s back to sixty-nining his wife as Yasmin makes out with him.

      “Ngh, God!” Chelsea moans. She’s not seeing what’s going on outside. She’s feeling this new man. This strange cock. Her first strange cock since our marriage? Or have there been others? This Paul Sharpe guy?

      I hate the thought. The betrayal burns through me, acidic and corrosive. It should kill the mood, burn it away. What is happening out there in the living room can be excused. I gave her a hall pass. She knows my fantasy. But another man, behind my back, is not part of the fantasy.

      And yet it suddenly is. The sting of it makes everything so much more intense. I want it, but I don’t. I crave it, but I hate myself for craving it.

      Diego takes control, and Chelsea gives it to him. His biceps flex as he moves her hips up and down his cock, harder, faster, deeper. She leans back into him, thrusting her chest forward as she braces her arms on the chair’s back. Arched like that, I can see all of her, every single inch of her naked body. Her nipples are hard and long, her stripe of pubic hair like an exclamation point to her adultery. And beneath, Diego’s thick cock, glistening with my wife’s excitement, sliding in and out of her like a machine’s piston.

      Chelsea tries to stifle her climax. Her eyes shut tightly. She grits her teeth. Her nostrils flare as her orgasm burns through her. I could join her. I could squeeze and rub and let myself go, but I don’t. It’s not yet time, and I get the feeling that the real climax is yet to come.

      I’m so caught up in the graphic scene—and Chelsea’s so caught up in her orgasm—that neither of us see the French doors open and Mason and Clarissa step through.

      Not until Clarissa says, “Well, well, what do we have here?”
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        * * *

      

      Back when I walked in on Chelsea the first time, when I went up to Wharton to “win” her back, I was too overcome with confused thoughts to know what to do. I had a key to her place, of course. She had a one-bedroom apartment in downtown Philly, and I walked right on in.

      She was on her back, her legs wrapped around the man who was fucking her as she barked out one of the loudest, unrestrained orgasms that I’d ever heard. I remember thinking, at the time, she’s never sounded like that with me. I also remember wondering, after the fact, if my brain was just playing tricks on me.

      Their clothes were strewn across the bedroom floor, from where I stood at the entrance right up to the bed. They were sexy clothes, too. Heels I didn’t recognize. A bra that was new. A matching thong that was still dangling off one of her ankles.

      I stood there like an idiot, watching, growing hard and confused and waiting for them to notice me before I started to work through how humiliating that scene would be. This guy probably would sneer at me and tell me to get lost. Chelsea might...what? Laugh at me? Shrug and remind me that it was my idea to take a break?

      So I left. I went to a bar, got drunk, crashed in a motel, and drove home the next day.

      At the end of her first year, she came back home for the summer and we got back together. When we did, it was like we’d not been apart at all. She was still the smart, fun, loving woman I’d dated through college. More than that, she was sexual in a way that I swear she wasn’t before. I could say that absence made our hearts—and bodies—fonder, but I knew it wasn’t just that.

      She never talked about the guys she saw, and I never asked. I also never told her about my visit, about walking in on her, and about the fantasy that it gave birth to.

      I still haven’t told her about the visit, and she’s still never talked about the guys during her break. I kind of liked that she had that secret, even as it ate away at me.
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        * * *

      

      Mason and Clarissa didn’t bother putting their clothes back on. Why bother when they look as good as they do. Mason stands with his cock soft and swinging impressively between his thighs. Like Clarissa, he’s shaved himself bare, which I’m beginning to think I need to do, just to keep up.

      Clarissa, at his side, is a wet dream. Everything about her seems designed to be perfect, from her long, wavy hair to her enhanced breasts to her hip-to-waist ratio. A belly ring glints in her navel. Her pussy is smooth and glistening. She’s like a Barbie doll, only real and so much sexier because of it.

      Yet it’s Chelsea, my wife, that I lust over. That I keep looking at. Who I’d choose over anyone, one hundred times out of one hundred.

      Diego doesn’t stop fucking her. In fact, I’m not even sure she’s aware that she now has an audience. But I know. Tension in the scene, thick and electric. I’m back in that moment at Wharton, in her apartment, hearing Chelsea’s cries, knowing what comes next, but not quite believing it.

      Clarissa turns to Mason, a hand on his arm, and whispers something that I can’t hear over the throbbing in my ears. Whatever it is, though, Mason likes it. He nods, tugging on his cock as it begins to stiffen.

      Diego sees his wife coming. In their shared smile seems to be an entire conversation. He shifts from lifting Chelsea’s hips up and down, to holding her prone as he drives his own hips up off the chair. A second orgasm rolls into the first, this one louder and wilder. If she was trying to keep quiet before, that instinct is gone now.

      Clarissa’s hair is damp from the jacuzzi and, I assume, all the sex, a darker shade of blond that makes me think of something out of Sports Illustrated—were she in a bikini. She presses her tongue against the top row of teeth and kneels down between Chelsea’s thighs.

      I don’t see what happens next—all angles are blocked—but I see my wife’s priceless reaction. Her eyes flare open, and when she sees the other woman between her legs, her shock turns to horror.

      She reaches down, as if to push the other woman away. Instead, in the span of half a second, her whole body shudders. Instead of resistance, she ends up raking her fingers through Clarissa’s hair and holding her against her pussy.

      Diego drives forward one last time, but even he can’t hold back any longer. His face twists, turning his beautiful face ugly for one, swollen moment. His grunt punches through me. He’s coming. He’s fucking coming inside of my beautiful wife.

      Clarissa is there, feasting on her snatch as Chelsea is overwhelmed by orgasm after orgasm. Like Ana outside, her resistance overwhelmed by the pleasure of another woman. She doesn’t resist when Clarissa licks up her body and kisses her on the mouth. She kisses back. I see tongues. I see passion. I see no more reservation.

      Beyond Clarissa, my wife finally sees Mason standing there—Mason, who’s rock hard and pumping that erection, waiting for his turn.

      Clarissa breaks the kiss. “You’re so fucking cute. Can I keep you?”

      Chelsea finally looks like Chelsea. She blushes. She looks uncertain. Now that it’s not just her and Diego, she looks completely out of her element.

      “I’m... I need to get back...” Her eyes stray towards the room where I watch, and I duck away, fear of discovery spiking through me. It’s irrational, I know. I just watched my wife fuck another man, then watched a woman go down on her. What did I have to hide? Yet hide is what I did.

      “You sure? Mason there would love to show you a good time, if you can handle another.”

      “You know you want to,” Diego says. “Don’t forget, Paul told me stories about you. I know how wild you can get.”

      Paul again. The name singes me.

      “Ana...” Chelsea says. “She can’t see me. She works for me.”

      It’s Ana she’s worried about. Not me. What kind of fucked up situation is this? And why does that turn me on even more?

      “Easily solved,” Diego says.

      “Come up to our room,” Clarissa adds.

      Mason finishes. “We’ll have all kinds of privacy up there.”

      He’s right. Privacy away from Ana, away from me. I want to watch, but want her to go, too. I hold my breath. Wait for Chelsea’s reply.

      “Okay, but... but give me a minute, okay? I’ll meet you up there.”

      “You better,” Clarissa says. “...or Diego here will come for you.” I hear them kiss. I want to look, but wait.

      They exit. I hear Diego say, “Told you she shaves.”

      Clarissa snorts. “Don’t let him bullshit you. Diego knows the guy who got her to start shaving...” Their voices trail off. I barely hear any of it, and process none of it. I’m still stunned, and now that they’re gone, I’m unmoored and aimless.

      “You can come out now.” Chelsea’s voice is quiet—so quiet that I wonder if I missed it. “I know you’re there, Aaron.”

      Caught. The panic feels like a flamethrower. For a second, I wonder if raw, embarrassed emotion can vaporize a person. But I’m still standing, and my wife is still waiting.

      I step out around the doorframe. Chelsea is sitting in the chair where she just had sex. Her legs are crossed and her hands sit on the armrest. It’s a more open posture than I could have managed, under the circumstances. I’m clothed, but want a blanket to hide behind.

      “H...hey,” I manage.

      “Enjoy that?”

      “You knew?”

      She shakes her head, smiling, as if to say, You’re so silly. Standing, she scoops up her pajamas and comes to me. She’s like sex incarnate. “I asked you a question first.”

      I relax. For the first time since I woke up, the tension starts to drain. As much as I love what I just saw, the wrongness that comes with being cheated on colored everything. Like I know that what is hot now, in this moment, will one day destroy us. It’s not sustainable. I don’t want it to be sustainable.

      “You know I did.” I reach for her, pull her close. Kiss her, and I can taste Clarissa’s lipstick on her mouth. “And you knew?”

      She smiles up at me. “I wouldn’t have done it if I didn’t.”

      “What if I hadn’t woken up?”

      “Then I would have come back to bed.”

      I don’t know if I can believe her. “But you would have been tempted.”

      Her eyes glitter. “Of course. Diego’s hot. But come on, Aaron, you know me. It would be easy for me to resist temptation.”

      “You watched him earlier today. Why didn’t you tell me about that?”

      “I’m sorry. I should have.”

      I stare at her, watch her. The way she reacts to my next question could make or break us. “And who’s this Paul guy?”

      She doesn’t seem surprised by the question. If anything, she’s anticipating it. Her smile has a sinister edge that sends a shiver through me. “You’ve actually met him.” I realize that it’s now Chelsea who’s studying me for my reaction. “Well, not met him exactly. But you walked in on us once.”

      For a second, I don’t follow. I stare at her, confused.

      “He was a guy I was seeing, back when we were on a break.”

      Her Wharton lover.

      “He had a nice, big cock.”

      I’m floored, but as my mind races to process it, everything fits into place. Of course she didn’t fuck a guest—at least not behind my back. And that thing Clarissa said on the way out, about her landing strip—she didn’t start doing that until grad school. I always wondered why she started, and she always just told me she liked the look.

      “You knew—”

      “That you walked in on me, watched, then left? Of course I did.”

      “And you never said anything?”

      Chelsea smirks. “I was waiting for you. You never did.” She runs her hand down between my legs, where I’m still hard. “Would you have said anything tonight? If I hadn’t called you out?”

      I honestly don’t know, and she reads me like a book.

      “You’re a complicated man, Aaron.”

      “Says the woman who just got invited up to an orgy with three of our guests.”

      She smiles brightly. “Want me not to go?”

      “Do you want to go?”

      I feel measured beneath her brilliant gaze. “I’ve never had a foursome.”

      “But you’ve had a threesome?” It’s intended to be a joke, but when she doesn’t shake her head, I once again feel the ground shift beneath me.

      “Not with another woman,” she says instead.

      “I didn’t know you were curious about that.”

      She shakes her head. “I wasn’t, until tonight.” She glances outside, where Sara, Yasmin, and Ana are now giving Steve a triple blowjob. “Tonight has been pretty wild.”

      “Sounds like you’re not ready for it to end.”

      “I can be...if you want it to.”

      I kiss her forehead. “You know I don’t want it to end, either.”

      She grabs me by the back of my neck and kisses me hard. “I’ll tell you all about it... in the morning.”

      “In the morning,” I agree.

      She squeezes my cock. “No coming. I want all of this for my reclamation.”

      “You’re incredible, Babe.”

      She shakes her head and giggles. “Only Diego gets to call me that.” With a kiss, she prances off towards the grand stairway, up towards the guest bedrooms.

      I glance one more time out the window, where Ana and Yasmin are making out, and can’t believe that that image is only the second hottest thing I’ve seen that night.

      Then I head to bed, where I must have fallen asleep at some point, because around 6:30 in the morning, as dawn breaks, I feel Chelsea climb into bed, smelling of an unfamiliar brand of soap.
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        * * *

      

      “Some more eggs?” I ask Clarissa.

      “Please. I’m famished.”

      “You guys were out late last night? Chels mentioned you were checking out Belvedere’s.”

      “There until it closed. It was great.”

      “So different than in the city,” Diego adds.

      This group is good. If I didn’t know the truth, I never would have guessed. There’s no awkward pause as they glance at one another and smirk. There’s no hesitation in the answer. Clarissa is so smooth, her answer comes so easily.

      “They’re just being polite,” Chelsea says, entering the room with a couple plates of quiche. “What they really want to say is how quaint it was.”

      “There’s nothing wrong with quaint, but there was definitely nothing quaint about it.” Mason isn’t the most subtle, and I worry most about him, but he keeps his mouth shut with a nudge from his wife.

      “So you’re here one more night?” I ask.

      “One more,” Diego says with a sigh.

      Clarissa puts a hand on his arm. “But I think we’re going to make this place a tradition.”

      “Be sure to tell your friends about us,” I say. This time, they do share that meaningful look, hearing the irony that I want them to hear. I almost laugh myself. Instead, I dip back into the kitchen to fetch a new pot of coffee.

      A new tradition. Now there’s an interesting thought.
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