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The Surprise Houseguest (Part 1)

 

EROTICA | WIFE SHARING | SIZE QUEEN

CATCHING A BIG ONE: BOOK 3. Trapped in a vacation rental in the Florida keys, a tropical storm pouring sheets of rain down on their holiday plans, Casey and Kendra were trying to figure out what to do when something truly unexpected happens. That's when they meet Rodrigo and their marriage would never be the same.

The first of a 10-part series. Don't forget to read all the way to the bottom, clap,

Just our luck, I thought, staring at the sheets of water pouring out of the sky. My wife, Kendra, and I had rented this vacation house in Lower Matecumbe Key, of the Florida Keys, for a week of relaxing 'fun in the sun.' It was supposed to be our 15th anniversary celebratory trip. As I stared out the window, I hoped this wasn't an omen for the next 15.

The house looked magnificent online. Beachfront access with our own dock. Privacy on the patio facing the water. And lots of room inside. I just knew this was going to be a great week.

And it was when we arrived on Sunday afternoon. Beautiful. We walked on the beach that night; the cool, salty sea breeze caressing our skin and filling our lungs with the crisp, clean scent of the ocean. That night we made tender love on the patio, naked out in the open for the first time since we first met! So much fun!

Okay, I know what you're thinking. Any time someone says they are happy on a TV series or movie, something terrible is about to happen. It's inevitable. And you'd be right.

Our 'inevitable' came Monday morning. Ominous clouds started pouring across our star-filled sky as darkness gave way to dawn. Rain soon followed. Tropical Storm Fiona had arrived, dumping inches of water on us hour after hour. We found ourselves trapped inside after only one day of vacation bliss.

Worse, the forecast was calling for more of the same. A low-pressure front had stalled the storm right over our area. We could be stuck inside most of the week, the forecasters predicted. At least the storm would not produce a hurricane, they claimed. Just lots and lots of rain.
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Thankfully, the house is well-built and seems designed for handling water, keeping it outside. As long as we remain safe within its walls, I figured we can stay dry and comfortable while we wait it out. Let's just hope we don't lose power. That would certainly be the topper on our vacation cake, don't you think?

 

My mood continued to sour as I stared at rain so thick all I could see were

heavy drops pelting the windows. I had hoped the tension of our daily lives

would seep away with every minute feeling those glorious rays of light. Guess

not…

 

Don't get me wrong, there are advantages to being trapped inside. I was really looking forward to the hot tub and king-sized bed to release other tensions which hadn't gotten as much 'relieving' as we would like in recent months. Our Midwest winter had been especially harsh this year: brutally cold with way too much snow. When we weren't working or taking care of our three kids, we were scraping ice and shoveling the white stuff wherever it would go. That left little time for us to share the love that still burned hot and bright, even after fifteen years.

We just needed a break. My parents graciously volunteered to take the kids for the week, and we were off! Now, this… At least the hot tub was in a covered part of the patio!

Unfortunately, I felt a lack of enthusiasm for even that. The thought of sitting in the hot tub while rain fell everywhere around us just soured my mood further.

I turned to look at Kendra, wrapped in a throw blanket on the sofa, reading a book on her tablet.

She looked up at me, smiling. "No sense in staring at it, babe. Not going to make the sun come out any sooner."

I manufactured the best grin imitation I could, sitting beside her. She's right, of course. Being morose will not change the course of our week.

"What are you reading?" I asked.

"Just one of my smut books."

I chuckled at that. My wife loved her erotic stories. Some years ago, her mother had given her a stack of books. Buried in the middle of typical romances and historical fiction (with a romantic twist, of course) was a book that… Well, one I couldn't believe her church-going mother would even consider reading. This one
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gave every explicit detail of the sex scenes that seemed the very core of the story. Gone was the typical romantic 'They kissed and the door closed behind them' soft language of her usual books.

This first smut book told the story of a woman whose husband had lost interest in sex. He gave her permission to go elsewhere for her needs. Let me tell you, that woman definitely went elsewhere! She apparently discovered many 'needs' along the way. Kendra had used my shaft mercilessly after finishing that one.

She told me about this incredible book in the stack, saying I should read it. We had a good laugh, wondering how many of these her mother might have read.

After that, she got hooked and devoured book after book. She soon discovered ebooks on her tablet, and her catalog grew. She barely reads anything else. Nowadays, she spends most of her reading time consuming an ever-naughtier collection of them.

Not that I'm complaining. You might think this would absorb all her erotic interest, leaving her still-horny husband out of her attention. Not Kendra. This new discovery spiced up our lovemaking something fierce. I found myself hanging around the family room where she did most of her reading.

When she was done, sometimes even in the middle, Kendra would drag me into our bedroom and… what can I say… had her way with me? Humped me with abandon? Oh, yes… the stories got her seriously aroused.

Several months after she had changed her reading habits, I wanted to know what had gotten my wife so… interested. I opened her tablet for a quick read of the stories when she was out with the kids one afternoon.

What I found wasn't all that positive, frankly. They say if you can track a person's porn-viewing habits, you can develop a pretty accurate read on what excites them. Their 'fetish,' so to speak.

This was definitely the case with my wife. At first, the stories were all over the place. Everything from 'steamy romances' all the way to gangbangs and even some light BDSM. But the pattern of her preferences emerged quickly.

 

By the time I did my review, several months later, all the stories had become

more focused on one 'fetish.' She favored stories about big guys with massive

shafts who 'took' the leading lady to 'places' she had never been before. The

heroines often became quite submissive to the men wielding those massive

tools inside them.
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I can say openly here that this did not describe my wife at all. Not that she was dominant or anything. Just that she was open about her desires and had no trouble expecting me to be a part of them. I liked it too. In and out of bed, we formed a good partnership. I led sometimes, she the others. It worked for us. I would never have described myself as one of those weak 'cuckolds' that seemed to do whatever the wife wanted in those stories. Not like that at all.

But reading only books of one kind…

It bothered me some in the beginning. Her husband definitely did not fit that description. I was a civil engineer, not much taller than she was. And definitely not massive on the equipment front. Barely average, if not a little smaller. She didn't have trouble climaxing with me, she said. I guess there's that.

Still, I wasn't sure what to make of her focusing so much on guys who weren't like me. This discovery left little seeds of doubt I simply wasn't prepared to face.

"What's this one about?" I asked innocently, sitting on the sofa next to her. Kendra had a habit of sitting at one end of the sofa while she read, her legs tucked under her.

"Oh, you know. A girl meets a guy. Guy makes it with girl," she giggled. "The usual."

I chuckled. Kendra always seemed too embarrassed to tell me the plot. I had to discover her fantasy about enormous shafts on my own.

In a sense, how my wife started reading this erotic stuff may have been the greatest mystery of them all. Everywhere else, my wife was almost too conservative. Despite her trim body, ample chest, and beautiful looks, she always dressed as if she were headed for church. I shook my head as she unpacked her knee-length shorts and loose blouses when we arrived at the vacation house. Even her swimsuit was a one-piece that showed almost nothing.

In her late 30s, Kendra had decided that 'more conservative than thou' was the right dress for her.

Thankfully, she brought some very risqué lingerie and robes. This seemed in keeping with her revived imagination. I guess in our bedroom, everything is acceptable.

Yet her reading showed a fantasy life that way exceeded my own. Maybe I should worry about it more, but I couldn't. In the end, who cares? I could fret about the situation endlessly, or accept that my normally reserved wife had these fantasies that got her going.
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Despite her fantasies featuring large men with enormous equipment, unlike her husband, our intimate life remained fairly active. I never got the impression she was pushing me away in favor of some fantasy 'Mr. Big,' nor that she wanted to act on it. It was just a fantasy. We all have them, don't we?

Over time, those initial concerns gave way to my becoming more philosophical about it. I figured, if this turned her on, why should I try to stop it? She had as much right to be happy as anyone else. By the time we made our trip to Florida, I had accepted that she needed an outlet for her desires, and hoped she could satisfy this craving through her books. The alternative was not attractive. Not sure I could handle her running around on me.

She put the tablet to the side, cuddling up against me. "It's been a good 15 years, hasn't it?"

"It has," I replied. "So good."

At least, that's what I thought. Little did I know that this would be the last night of our 'normal' life. We were about to embark on a new journey that would shake our relationship, adding new wrinkles and building on old ones. Our marriage would never be the same.

Before I could say more, a loud crashing sound ripped through this marital interlude. It came from the dock area outside. The noise was so loud it shook the windows, even over the hammering of the rain. I quickly grabbed a raincoat and an umbrella, pulled on some shoes, and ran outside. Kendra was right behind me.

The umbrella didn't help with this driving rain, but it kept the water out of our eyes. We ran down the path to the water, trying to avoid the puddles that were everywhere. Nothing could stop the water coming down around us.

We saw the damage as soon as the beach was visible. A large fishing cruiser had smashed into the dock, taking several pylons with it. It had run aground on the beach. The impact had ripped a clearly visible gash across the hull. That boat would never float again.

We moved closer hesitantly, worried there might be fuel spills on board. The damage was extensive. Something had torn open parts of the pilothouse; whether the storm or the impact with the dock, it was hard to say. Whatever the reason, we could see into the main cabin.
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We heard a groan over the roar of the storm. Somebody's in there! I jumped

on board over the tilted side lower to the beach, making my way through the

rubble strewn everywhere. A guy was on the deck, near the captain's chair,

struggling to get up. No one else. I hoped he was sailing alone, and that the

waves hadn't swept anyone else overboard.

 

I reached him just as he stood up, gripping the side rail for support. He held his head while struggling to keep himself upright. Must have hit his head on impact.

"Are you okay?" I yelled over the rain, placing my hand on his back to help him balance.

While he tried to right himself, I looked around. This ship had been through a terrible ordeal. Water had flooded the lower cabin, and the water had thrown everything inside wherever it pleased. Most of it was gone forever.

He looked at me, startled by the words and the touch. "Hey, man. Thanks. What happened?"

"You ran aground in the storm, hit the dock. Boat's not looking so good."

"Perfect," he said, shaking his head in disgust.

"The decks below are filled with water," I told him. "Lucky you crashed here. Might have gone down if you had stayed at sea."

"It got pretty rough for a while. Some of that down there is my offering to the sea gods," he chuckled, though there was no mirth in that laugh. Only the memory of being tossed around by an unforgiving sea and the stomach distress that came with it.

"You know the old country song," I said, trying to keep my tone light. "If you want to hear God laugh, tell Him your plans."

"They got that right," he said, chuckling as he looked around at what remained of his boat. "Won't be replacing this one. My sailing days are over."

I nodded. Likely a good idea. Anyone who would go out to sea without checking the weather first… Such a person should not be a sailor.

"Let's get you inside, out of the storm," I said. "We can worry about the damage later." He agreed.
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We jumped off the side. He stopped to look at the former hull that would no longer stop any water.

"Holy hell. That dock left a mark," he said.

"Not sure this one will ever be seaworthy again."

"Who cares?" He said, as he walked around the bow, trying to see the dock through the pouring rain. "I'm not sure that dock will ever be the same either."

"Nope," I agreed. The hanging shards of wooden planks and splintered pylons stood as testament to the momentum of the boat shearing off chunks as if they had never existed. It looked like Godzilla had taken a bite out of it.

Kendra offered the umbrella as we approached. He declined. Not sure it would have mattered anyway. We were all getting drenched.

At least my wife and I were. This guy hardly noticed. He was long past being soaked. He looked as if he'd been dunked in the ocean several times. His T-shirt had a rip on the side where he must have fallen. Considering what he had gone through, he had come out in remarkably good shape.

The man introduced himself as Rodrigo when we got out of the downpour onto the covered part of the patio, shaking the water off. I introduced us as Kendra and Casey, renters of the house for the week. He told us what happened.

"I bought this boat used several years ago when I first got the house down here. Took it out a couple of times for sightseeing. This was my first time taking it out into the deep water for fishing. Neighbors told me I shouldn't go out by myself. Shit happens, they warned… excuse the language. I figured December was past the storm season. I should be fine. Naturally, saying something like that guaranteed it wouldn't be. The storm came on me faster than I could outrun it. Who knew you were supposed to check the weather before going out?" he chuckled. "What can I say? I'm an idiot."

Kendra and I both laughed with him, though I could see he was just trying to cover his embarrassment at making such a catastrophic mistake.

"I drove the motor too hard trying to get back near land. It conked out fairly early," he went on. "I've been drifting wherever the storm took me ever since. Where am I, by the way?"

"Lower Matecumbe Key, of the Florida Keys," I told him. "Where'd you start from?"
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"Key Biscayne, south of Miami. I have a house up there. Snowbird down every winter."

While talking, he stripped his shirt off, trying to dry himself with it. I heard a soft gasp from my wife in the doorway. I looked back at her, wondering what had happened. All I had to do was follow eyes that were fastened on Rodrigo. I turned toward him again, inspecting our new houseguest for the first time.

His name and olive-skin told of a Latin heritage, but that wasn't what caught my wife's attention. He was huge! Well into mid-six-feet and built like a linebacker. His tree-trunk arms and broad, heavily muscled chest had resisted the wet T-shirt removal. The guy had to be a major weightlifter with muscles this defined and thickly braided. I wondered briefly if he was on steroids or something. Most of the huge muscle men like him seemed to be.

I smiled, standing next to this massive man, knowing what she was thinking. Rodrigo was big, handsome, and muscular, like something right out of one of her smut books. And with his cargo shorts soaked through, I could see his equipment below matched the size of the rest of him. My wife was struggling to keep her stare above his waist.

The guy didn't seem to notice as we made our way inside. He wrung his shirt out in the kitchen sink. "I'm just glad the boat drifted in this direction. Didn't expect to stay out long. Barely had food and water for a day."

"Did you try to radio for help?" I asked.

That got him laughing again. "That just shows how much of a newbie I was. Couldn't get it to work. Though truthfully, I'm not sure it ever worked. This was my first time using it."

"You're lucky," I said. "If the wind had taken you in the other direction…"

"Don't remind me," he grinned, shaking his head at his own stupidity. Kendra and I exchanged a look. This guy had been incredibly lucky! The other direction would almost certainly have meant death from dehydration or drowning. The ocean is vast. I had floated across it in the US Navy days of my youth. Getting lost there is way too easy.

"The news says a low-pressure spot has stalled right over the area," I told him. "This storm might lash us for several days, they're saying. Being stuck in that boat in the middle of a tropical storm might have been a miserable experience, if not worse."
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"Eliminated any plans I might have had about becoming a part-time sailor, that's for sure. I'm just wondering how much it'll cost me to get that piece-of-shit off your beach and repair the dock. I have insurance. Just not sure what they cover."

That was when my wife finally found her voice. She was always the practical one.

"You look miserable. There are towels in the bathroom cabinet. Hand out your clothes when you get in there. I'll get them washed and dried. There's a robe on the back of the door. Came with the house. No clue if it will fit a guy your size."

 

Those words, 'your size,' had a tone that Rodrigo and I both caught. He

looked at me with a wry grin. "No problem," he said. "I can wrap a towel

around me if it doesn't." He said that with a wink, which made my wife blush

a deep red.

 

I worried she would start panting at those words. And the funny part? I wasn't mad, or even jealous. Only excitement filled my muddled brain as I confirmed this guy was right out of those silly stories she loves.

Her tone created some very smutty thoughts in her husband. Dirty thoughts of her… and him… and how many times she could climax.

To be continued in Part 2…


The Surprise Houseguest (Part 2)

 

EROTICA | WIFE SHARING | SIZE QUEEN

CATCHING A BIG ONE: BOOK 3. Casey sees the desire that Kendra could not hide. It makes him think. Stuck in house. Surprising houseguest. Unique opportunity. Would Rodrigo be willing to help his wife enjoy her deepest fantasy? Would she be willing to go along?

Those dirty thoughts would not let me go. Maybe this was a chance to give her a tremendous gift for our anniversary. After 15 years of being a loyal, supportive wife, what could be better than giving her this thing she has fantasized about for so many years?

I looked inward for a moment, surprised at my lack of jealousy. That inward gaze told me something else, something more calculated. It would be better for her to fulfill this fantasy here than for her to find an excuse to look back home.

She had never given me a reason to think she would, but hey, you never know. Desire has a way of finding its own path. Meeting just the right guy in the right circumstances might change her mind.

And the setup couldn't be better. We were already going to be trapped inside this house for several days together. No one would know what had happened.

An arm extended out of the crack in the door, Rodrigo hiding modestly behind it. "Thanks," he said through the door. Kendra took the clothes out of his hand, heading for the laundry room. I watched her from a distance as she busied herself with detergent and washer settings. I was waiting for something… a sign that she might be willing, or even interested.

Before she put the clothes in the washer, she gave me what I was looking for. My wife brought his clothes up to her nose, taking a deep sniff of them. They had to be coated with saltwater, but in the middle of that mess of conflicting scents, she found what she was looking for. The remains of HIM! I could see it on her face.
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She closed her eyes, burying herself in thoughts of him. I wondered where

those thoughts had gone. When her eyes opened again, I wondered no more.

She looked around guiltily, startling at me standing right there, knowing I had

seen the entire thing.

 

Her face turned away, embarrassed. "You weren't supposed to see that."

I stepped forward, wrapping my arms around her, pressing against her back. Both the washer and shower waters battled with the downpour pelting the roof to mask anything I said.

"But I did. So what are we going to do about that?"

"About what?" she shuddered.

"About our new houseguest."

"We'll clean his clothes and try to…"

I put my fingers over her mouth with as devilish a grin as I had in me.

"Shhh…" I whispered, pulling her closer, my hand tracing down to her crotch. "I think we should take advantage of this situation."

She spun in my arms, facing me now. "You don't mean…"

I only nodded. "This guy is right out of your stories. Maybe it's time to see if the real thing is as good as the fantasy."

Kendra gasped. "You would allow that?"

"Not permanently, but we're going to be stuck here for the rest of the week… I think we can come to an arrangement."

"What arrangement?"

"How about: What happens here stays here?"

Her face went even redder. I could see her thoughts spinning with the new possibilities.

"Casey, you'd want me to… allow me… in front of you?"

"It might be the hottest thing we've ever done together," I said, tracing her chin tenderly.
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I reached for her hand, guiding it to my shaft, now poking hard against my shorts. She yanked it back as if the touch had shocked her. Our eyes smoldered as my hand pulled hers back, encouraging her to caress the post now fully erect after pulling my shorts down. She did.

"I can't explain why," I continued. "This guy… there's something about him. His size is only stimulating, not threatening. I feel as though we can trust him."

"I can't believe you'd allow that."

"Truth is, I'm a little surprised myself."

"You think he would… be willing?" She asked, her eyes darting toward the bathroom door.

All I could do was shrug. No clue. But you know what they say: 'Nothing ventured, nothing gained.'

She stroked my shaft several more times. "I'm not sure I could do it."

"Come on, Kendra. Time for some truth here," I teased. "The way you were sniffing his clothes and staring at his crotch… You can't hide your desire from me."

"But having you watch me… it feels kind of creepy."

"Too bad. I'm not going out in the rain so you can have your fun, or even sit in the living room while the two of you go at it behind a closed door. That's my price for you being able to experience what he offers. I want to watch… and maybe join in."

 

"Join in?" She almost spat the words out. That really made her nervous. "You

and him on me… together? Babe, I've never done that."

 

"Neither have I. It will be a learning experience for both of us. You might enjoy having more than one hole filled."

"Casey!" She seemed annoyed, but the strength of her grip on my shaft didn't change at all. Our eyes never left each other. Hers told me of the wild thoughts flashing behind them.

"This week only, I'm running a store special," I joked, positioning myself a little sideways. My hands went down her front and back, teasing both openings under her shorts. I was only moderately surprised at how wet she had gotten down there. She trembled, closing her eyes. There was no question now. The chance to live out her fantasy had captivated my wife.
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"For the low price of as many orgasms as you can stand… and me watching, of course," I teased, "you get the freedom to be the slut you love in your books. To let yourself experience what I have to assume is a gigantic cock." My use of that word made her tremble more. "Just like those stories you're always reading. Here's your opportunity to be ravished by a big guy, helpless to stop him, and not wanting to."

She buried herself in my chest. The trembling seemed to get more so, as if she were trying to find her own way through this new world I was building.

"What if I really get into it… want to do really dirty things? Or want to do it over and over?"

"That's the idea, isn't it? To let your inner-slut out for a breather."

"I sometimes have these dirty thoughts…" she said. Her look up at me was pleading for understanding. "… really dirty. You won't hate me if I like it too much? Or be disgusted by what I've done? Think less of me?"

"Think less of you?" I burst out laughing at that one. "Now you're just being silly. I want you to love it! To do whatever disgusting things you can think of," emphasizing my words by pulling her lips up to mine. "I give you complete freedom to do whatever feeds this desire you have."

I chuckled a little at some very dirty thoughts of my own. "Besides, my lips will be all over you while he hammers away, or I'll be stuffing my shaft down your throat. I think you'll enjoy being… what do your books call it… being spitroasted? Yes, two at once. We'll be doing it together. And I'll get plenty. Once he starts with you, you'll want more. I'm sure of it."

"Casey… what if I…"

"Shush now," I whispered in her ear, my fingers actively pushing her toward a release. I even pushed a finger up her rear bud. Something she had never been a fan of. She moaned without resisting, holding onto my arms for support.

"You can't hide it from me, babe. I've read your books. Big cocks and large men excite you. You've always fantasized about being one of those girls who loses themselves in the pleasure of being taken. How many times are you going to get a chance like this?"

My fingers were actively working her now, finding that spot just short of release. She whimpered, gripping my arms harder, her body finding what it craved. I could see her imagination filling with our new houseguest.
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"Imagine him standing over you… your legs spread wide in front of him… eager for that hard shaft to plunder what you openly offer."

Her moans turned to groans. Almost there…

"Or better. His lying on his back. You above him, ready to impale yourself on his monster, able to use that cock any way you like."

Her head flew back, ready for blastoff. She was right on the edge. But her husband was definitely feeling ornery. I pulled my fingers out just before she went over the top. Her surprise and frustration made me smile.

"You're mean…" she mewled, trying to get my hands back to finish the job. When I wouldn't go there, her own hands tried to do it on their own. I grabbed them, holding her arms pinned behind her back. She trembled with denial.

"Not yet, my love. I think your next release should come from a larger source, don't you? Your first new cock in 15 years."

That brought her out of it. Our eyes found each other again.

"You're really okay with this, allowing me to go with another man?" she said. Apparently, the idea of my allowing it still surprised her.

"Why not? It's not a free pass forever. Just for as long as he's staying here. I love to bring you pleasure. Always have. While this might not be the conventional approach we usually take, I'm willing if you are."

She hugged me tight, knowing what that meant. "What if I really like it, scream and moan, want to do it over and over? You won't feel bad?"

"You're kidding, right? That's the goal! I want you to scream as much as you like. I enjoy making love to you, but you have always had a capacity for more that I could never match. Now's your chance to discover how far you can go. I want you to let it all out. Don't worry about me. I'll be fine. Just have fun."

Famous last words. I should have known that once that proverbial horse was out of the barn, it would be very difficult to get her back in.

I turned away from her, smiling. All those discoveries would come later. For now, my wife was panting in front of me, mesmerized by the idea of having a gargantuan shaft inside her. She reached over to stroke my shaft again. I pulled back, wagging my finger at her. Not yet…

And it's a good thing I did. The door to the guest bathroom opened. I smiled at her again, stepping away from the laundry room.
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"Man, I needed that," Rodrigo said. "Something really great about controlled hot water…" He stopped talking, looking at us. He must have sensed what we were doing, because he smiled at us, gradually adopting the same wry grin he had shown before.

His clothing choice didn't calm Kendra down, that's for sure. The too-small robe, which stretched only partially around him, exposed his broad, muscular frame and modest chest hair. It covered what it could. Which wasn't much. He was intentionally holding the robe closed around his crotch; otherwise, we would have caught that as well.

"A hot shower always helps after an ordeal like you've had. Feel any better?" I asked.

"Not as good as some," he smiled again, his eyes fixed on my wife. I followed his gaze. Her bra-less nipples were hard pencil erasers, poking out of her thin tank top. And my hard shaft was pushing my gym shorts at full sail.

"Yes, indeed. Some are having a terrific time," I chuckled.

"Do you have another pair of those gym shorts? They may be tight. At least it would cover me." My shorts were XL, even if for a 'dad-bod' reason.

"Sure, several." I nodded to Kendra, hoping she would take the hint to get them. She did, walking toward the bedroom.

While she was gone, I walked into the kitchen, gesturing for him to follow me.

"You look like you could use a drink." He nodded. "We only brought bourbon and gin… she likes gin & tonics. What's your preference?"

"Bourbon, one ice cube."

I smiled, nodding. "A man after my own heart. The only way to drink bourbon," I said, holding two thumbs up. "So, what are your plans?"

"I need to call my insurance company and get the boat moved," he replied. "They'll have to get an adjuster out to assess the damage to the dock. None of that happens until the storm passes. Might be a while."

 

"Looks like we're all stuck here for a bit," I agreed. "The guy we're renting

from told us to stay inside. If needed, he could bring us some food, but

Kendra brought plenty. We were planning to ride it out. You are welcome to

stay here until things calm down."
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"Better make some calls," he said, reaching automatically into his pocket, surprised the phone wasn't there. It must have been instinctive because he was still wearing that stupid robe! No phone anywhere. He laughed at the wasted gesture. "Still in a little shock. My phone must be on the boat or washed overboard after that first wave hit me."

I handed him mine. He searched for the insurance company, calling his agent. Got voicemail, of course. Rodrigo asked me for my number, and he recited it for the message, asking him to call back.

"That guy's going to be busy," I suggested. "Be awhile before he gets back to you."

"I'm just glad I made it back to shore. When the sea started to swell, the massive waves threatened to capsize the boat. I could hear the boat itself fighting against it. Seemed pretty dicey."

"I can imagine."

"Saw some vague lights through the downpour. Thought I might be drifting in, but a wave hit the side of the boat, throwing me against the captain's wheel. That's all I remember until I heard you calling out."

I looked at his head; there was a minor bump on the side, though not bad.

"No dizziness or fuzzy thoughts? That's the real danger of a concussion. It sneaks up on you later."

"Not so far. A little sore. Feel surprisingly good, all things considered."

I smiled. There was truth there. It could have been a lot worse. "Your boat won't sail again… likely ever."

"At least no one got hurt. The rest is just money, right?" Rodrigo chuckled.

"Easy for you to say, Mr. Key Biscayne," I chuckled, offering a toast. We clinked.

"Yeah, okay. That was a little cavalier. I've had a good career. Made some money. It's not much of an issue for me anymore."

"Still… I floated across the ocean on a destroyer during my Navy years. Can't imagine being in the middle of a raging sea all on my own. Money or no, it doesn't sound like much fun to live through."

He only shook his head, smiling. "No, not really. Scary, that's all. That passes. My divorce was worse, but at least then I knew what was coming at me."
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"Rough one, huh?"

"Not as rough as some," he said. "Wife got a job in California. Too good to pass up, she told me. I didn't want to move out there. Had my business in full swing. So we split. Amicable, really. I just felt abandoned for a long time. Still miss her."

"Had to be rough. I can't imagine my life without Kendra in it. We've been together for 15 years, celebrating our anniversary this week."

"Congratulations. Sorry I interrupted your celebration."

"Oh no, I think you might have made it the most memorable ever."

"How so?" he asked, his wry grin returning. Our eyes connected. He had to know what was on my mind, and oddly, did not seem surprised or uncertain.

Before I could answer, the door to our bedroom opened. Rodrigo and I could only stare at what walked through the doorway. My wife had gone all out. Brushed hair, makeup, a nightgown that clearly showed she wore nothing underneath. I could see the dark patch of trimmed hair between her legs. She was blushing a little, despite the gym shorts in her hand and a confident step that told me she had made peace with my proposal… and her desire.

This was a woman in her late 30s prime. My wife had always been beautiful with still thin hips and large breasts, despite our having had kids. And did not appear afraid to show a little skin, though until this moment, it had always been nothing but a little cleavage. Now, my loving partner was making a major statement.

Our houseguest did not miss the message. He turned to me, nodding. "I see what you meant by memorable. Does this mean what I think it means?" he smiled. "And are you okay with it?"

I handed him his drink. "It was my idea. You willing?"

"Only if we share. Had an unpleasant experience once where the woman got so into my cock, she wanted to dump the husband. Swore I'd never do that again."

Kendra breathed in sharply as she walked up. Those nipples were definitely threatening to tear through the fabric. I was sure if I touched her sex she'd be leaking all over the place.

"Bad experience?" she asked.
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"The guy had cuckold fantasies, and the wife wanted to experience someone… a little larger. They contacted me through an online service and… After making it with me, she told the husband to go home so she could spend the night with me alone. I kicked her ass out. No interest in that."

Now that I think about it, I should have been nervous that he was so good the woman wanted to toss her husband out for more. Surprisingly, that didn't happen. All I could see was the deeper flush on my wife's face and how her hand started moving down to touch herself. Only with the strongest effort was she able to hold it back. But I noticed. She wanted to feel what that woman had experienced.

And here's the actual surprise: I wanted that just as much.

"I don't care how attractive she is," Rodrigo went on. "I don't take a married woman without her husband's full participation. Sorry. And something else. Not really into the cuckold humiliation thing. Doesn't do it for me. I don't care if they enjoy it, just want to keep that shit to a minimum. Understood?"

I had no idea what that meant. My wife did. She glanced at me ever so briefly. I wondered if she had fantasized about her doing that to me.

He reached for the shorts still in her hands. I noticed their fingers brushed each other longer than they needed to. Kendra blushed again, though somehow I could tell this time was different. Before it was embarrassment at being caught. This was pure arousal.

"Do we have your permission?" Kendra asked me. She was pressing her nearly naked frame against my side, despite all her attention being on the man with the gym shorts in his hands.

 

"Chance encounter. Ideal circumstance. Able to deliver a fantasy she has had

a long time that I'm not able to do for her? Let me think," I said, tickling her

gently. "Yes, I approve." I turned my attention to our houseguest. "I want to

watch her groan with whatever pleasure you can give her."

 

"And you? What do you plan to do?" He was clearly talking to me. What my wife wanted was clear. She was no longer important to him.

"Me? Haven't thought that far ahead yet," I said, a little surprised he would care. "Watch some, maybe join in. I've mainly been thinking about how much pleasure she'd have." I winked at my bride, still pressed against me. "You see, she's always had this thing for…"
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"Casey, that's private…"

"Not anymore," I smiled, dismissing her worries. "Kendra likes to read what she calls smut books. You know, erotic stories that describe what's happening in graphic detail. She favors stories involving big men with very large tools that know how to use them. They get her very aroused."

Kendra turned her head, uncertain how to handle being laid so bare in front of this man who seemed to be a walking version of her fantasy.

Rodrigo stood there, looking at the interaction between us. Maybe he was wondering whether this was genuine, or a little concerned that one of us was pressuring the other to take part. When he saw only her glowing interest after my revelation, he visibly relaxed, letting the robe fall open. He put the shorts on right in front of us.

Kendra and I gasped at what we saw. The guy was a serious specimen of manhood. His cock, already half-hard in anticipation, was pushing out of the robe. He had to make some adjustments to get the shorts over it. Even then, it stuck out like a sail trying to catch the wind. My wife couldn't take her eyes off it. Neither of us had ever seen a male member this large, at least not outside a porn video!

I swear, she started panting!

To be continued in Part 3…
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CATCHING A BIG ONE: BOOK 3. After Casey made the offer to their new houseguest, her husband wondered if Kendra would go along. Rodrigo seemed the ideal candidate for his wife. Turns out, the surprise was her eager acceptance.

Then she shocked us both. She walked straight up to him, falling to her knees, pushing those new gym shorts down to the floor, and grabbing his shaft in her fist. She looked up into his eyes, but her words were for me.

"Oh my god, Casey… look at this beautiful cock." Their eyes were swimming in each other as she stroked a tool getting bigger and wider with every move. "I so want to enjoy this handsome tool tonight. Will you let me?" she said to her new partner. My permission had already been given, I guess.

Rodrigo looked at me. His need for my affirmation was clear, despite no words coming out. Kendra noticed, glanced back at me. I nodded my approval.

Instead of taking him in her mouth, she rose, pushing the robe off his shoulders. There he was, a man in full, as they say. Completely naked and now fully engorged at her touch. Kendra pulled her nightgown over her shoulders, handing it to me. She pulled his lips to hers and they were going at it. I might as well have left the room. Every part of her was focused on Rodrigo.

She pressed her breasts against him, letting her hands slide down a tool that had to be over 9-inches long and so wide she had to use both hands to hold the thing.

His hands returned her attention. She mewled as he massaged her breasts and gently pinched those hard nipples. His other hand went down to feel the moisture that had to be there. She was definitely interested! He smiled at me when he found it, raising his hand to her mouth, making her taste her own arousal. She shivered when she realized what it was, licking it off his fingers eagerly.
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That didn't last. He gently pressed her shoulders. She was back on her knees, pulling his cock into her mouth, sucking gently on the head, stroking its length. A moan escaped around the shaft that I had never heard when she sucked on me. Yes, indeed. My wife was thrilled to be doing this.

Unfortunately, being used to me had left her ill-equipped for handling something this large. She could barely get past the head and a couple inches.

Rodrigo placed his hands on her head, forcing himself deeper. But that was just to hold her head in place, unable to turn to me.

"Are you really okay with us doing this? Your wife seems eager and I will give her all she can take. Is that what you want?"

Kendra tried to pull off, wanting to say something. Her partner held her head still, pushing his cock back and forth. She had no choice but to continue sucking.

"Be quiet now," he whispered to her. "Your men have some issues to settle."

Fuck me! I just knew my wife was going to blow a gasket! Kendra isn't one to be ordered about. Instead, something totally out of character happened. She melted, allowing him to move her head wherever he wanted, without resistance. She seemed to relish his control. Shock froze me in place.

"Well?" Rodrigo repeated.

"Oh, yes," I was just able to get out, still trying to grasp the way she gave in to him. "This is exactly what I want… for her to live out this fantasy she's carried inside her for years. I give you my full permission to do whatever she wants. And from the looks of it, that means whatever you want. I'm good with that. As long as she's willing, I'm willing."

He grabbed the back of her head, pushing himself deeper. I knew at that moment this was not his first time playing with a married couple. The way he moved, and the exaggerated way he forced her to suck him, seemed more for me than for her. But she responded.

He went to the back of her throat, causing her to struggle for breath. That didn't matter to him. He held himself in place.

 

"You want a big cock, is that it?" he said to my bride. "Something to fill you so full it's almost painful?"
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He released her suddenly. She heaved, trying to catch her breath. He didn't allow her attention to waver from him, grabbed her chin, forcing her eyes upward.

"Is that a yes? Anything I want? Whenever I want? I'll want a lot and can last a long time. You good with that?" She nodded. "That's not enough, my slut. I want to hear your words. Tell me what YOU want."

She trembled under his control. Her head tried to turn to look at me. He wouldn't allow it.

"Don't look at him. He can't answer for you. Hubby has given you full permission. Now, I want to hear it from your lips."

It was as if his control had permeated her completely. I could see her body give in, feeling the joy of these sensations that she had only dreamed of.

"I want to feel you inside me," she responded. He let go of her chin, allowing her gaze to turn to me. "I offer myself for whatever you two want," she finished. "At any time while you're here."

Those words were for him, though her smoldering look was all at her husband. It had me hard as stone!

My god, she was really aroused… like I had never seen her. But offering herself whenever he wanted her? Wow! That was beyond anything I had imagined.

"Any time, any way I want?" he asked, twisting her head to face me again. The embarrassment on her face was back… though only a little. This was something else, something deeper, darker. Our eyes met with an explosion of emotion, a heady cocktail that swam between us.

"Yes," she whispered. I knew she intended that response for me, not him. A weird thought emerged unbidden, an old saying. 'Be careful what you wish for, for you will surely get it!'

The hunger that I saw in her eyes left me a little shaken, especially knowing it was a little late for slowing down. My wife was on her knees, naked, after already experiencing this monster in her mouth. I knew to my very soul that she would not stop, no matter what I said.

Inside, I felt all these cascading sensations of jealousy, intimidation, arousal, and regret, knowing that I had opened this door. Now that it had been opened, I wasn't prepared for what it did to me.
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I looked down, finally understanding how little that mattered. My cock was hard as a fucking rock! Fully on display to everyone in the room. She saw it too. A smile emerged from her that filled me with joy.

"Yes, my friend," I said, as if he had asked the question to me. "She wants this. And I want her to have it. I will get plenty of enjoyment from both watching and joining in. Your job is to give her all the cock she desires. THAT is what I want from you. Be the fantasy. Satisfy her needs. I want that for her very much."

"I can do that," he chuckled.

He yanked her off the floor and into his arms. She shrieked at the ease with which he lifted her off the floor. He carried her toward the kitchen where he pushed her onto the table on her chest, legs dangling over the side. I could see her quivering, her sex pulsing. She knew what was coming.

 

With no planning, or chance for my imagination to build, here it was. Her long-held fantasy had just thrown her on the table with every intention of giving her what she had asked for.

 

I could see lubrication would not be a problem. Her labia were already shining with excitement that must have been growing since she began brushing her hair in the sheer lingerie earlier. She was anxiously ready, eager even.

Our houseguest scraped his cockhead across her opening. I heard her whimper, "Oh God," as he pushed it in. I swear, she climaxed before he had worked the shaft all the way in. It was so much larger than anything she had had before that she wriggled against him, trying to work it deeper. Nothing seemed to help.

He pulled back, going another inch or two. This cycle repeated multiple times until I heard a gasp from her throat that would be forever burned into my memory. A gasp of total release, of surrender to this monster invading her.

When those last few inches found their way to her core, she came again. This time letting loose with a full-throated scream, her entire body writhing with the incredible jolt. I knew as surely as I was watching this that I had never made her climax like that.

Our new friend had given her more pleasure in only a few minutes than I could give in an entire evening. I shuddered, knowing they were just getting started.
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And they were seriously going at it. For long stretches, he pounded away, sticking his huge thumb in her rear bud as she came and came. Her cries of pleasure left me stunned at their ferocity. This was exactly what she had wanted!

Occasionally, he pulled out and slapped her ass hard with full-handed slaps. She cried out in pain for the first few. After that, she lifted her ass for more, groans filling the kitchen. Then he was back in her, pounding away. She did nothing but groan and love it, climaxing repeatedly under this man's assault.

I moved around, getting whatever was the best view, especially to watch him fill her opening. The inner lips moved in, then came out with his shaft as if protesting his removal. I knew better. Her hands gripped the edge of the table in front of her, using it for leverage to push back as she whimpered, moaned, gasped, and screamed her releases. This one wanted only more!

He hooked his finger at me to come closer. "Go around to hold her arms down, trapping her in place," he whispered soft enough that she couldn't hear. "Watch for my sign. I'm going to cum soon. You'll want to watch her face. Sluts like her love to feel rewarded."

I wasn't really sure what he meant by rewarded, but I did it, moving around to the front of the table, kneeling to press her arms down, trapping her as he requested. She groaned, her eyes flying open to see me there.

I'd never seen such a look on her face. Her eyes were glassy and unfocused. Her head rocked up and down, seeming to ride the waves of sensations each thrust delivered. There was a visible hunger there that left me stunned. Feelings of inadequacy threatened to overwhelm me. How could I even be a part of that?

Rodrigo grabbed her hips with fierce resolve, pistoning her with his powerful hips. Each thrust pushed her forward, closer to me.

"Kiss her," he whispered. Kendra was too far gone to notice. He raised his hands from her hips, using actions to emphasize not letting her go. "Force her to see you. She wants you to be a witness to her surrender."

Before his hands returned to her hips, I leaned forward without moving my arms. Her body was trapped between her two men, lost in a sea of pleasure so powerful it shook almost constantly. My lips pressed hard against hers, demanding she pay attention. A deeper groan escaped from my bride. Kissing me back instinctively, we suddenly found ourselves lost in our own little world, just her and me, no matter who was doing the hammering.
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A loud grunt came from behind her as all motion stopped. He pressed inside as deep as he could go. Her full-body shudder told me she was climaxing along with him, as he sprayed her canal with rope after rope of his seed. She broke our lip lock suddenly, her head tilting back, this immensely powerful orgasm needing a path to escape as she screamed.

I couldn't believe what I had just witnessed as she trembled on the table, twitching with the impact. I had to fight her arms to keep her from pulling free.

It was finally over. We all stayed in place until my wife and Rodrigo had found their peace with what had happened. Her eyes finally opened again, seeing me smiling in front of her.

"That was a good start," our houseguest chuckled, pulling out slowly.

A start? What the fuck?! I'd be passed out with exhaustion if I had given her that many orgasms. Rodrigo seemed barely winded. And my wife knew it, too. A wicked smile formed on her face.

Oh yes, I could see it in the glassy orbs staring back at me. I almost stepped back in shock. This one wasn't even close to being finished. Something had been awakened. A hunger for more. I knew as surely as I was kneeling on this floor that I was no longer calling the shots. Our new houseguest had ripped all hesitancy out of my wife, leaving her inner-slut now fully in control. Those eyes told me only one thing. My wife was wide open. She would never say no to this man, no matter what he asked.

A panic set in. What have I done?

To be continued in Part 4…
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CATCHING A BIG ONE: BOOK 3. Rodrigo delivered everything Kendra wanted, and then some. The question now was whether Casey could handle her new-found desire. A future of being her second choice yawned wide, shaking the very foundations of what he thought they had.


"Let's get something to eat," Rodrigo chuckled, pulling out. Reaching across for a cup from the kitchen counter, he collected the seed spilling out of her. I couldn't see it, but there had to be a lot. This guy's balls were as big as eggs! My bride giggled when she realized what he was doing. She squeezed as hard as she could, forcing more out of her into the cup. His fingers helped. That brought more whimpering.

None of that mattered to me. Kendra and I were locked on each other; our eyes finding something new, a silent recognition, in the depths of each other's gaze. It was as if the world had changed, no longer matching the one we had woken up to that morning.

Rodrigo disturbed our silent meditation. He walked around the front where I was still on my knees, holding her arms down. I moved aside, letting him push it closer to her. The cup had white cream all over the rim.

Holding it up, he said simply, "You know what to do."

And she did. Her tongue lashed out, capturing as much as she could. His fingers helped, scooping amounts she eagerly sucked off. She scooted forward for more. He gave it. She was hungry for it, desperate to get all his seed.

 

I wasn't sure how to process what was happening. This was my wife — my

'more conservative than thou' wife — licking this guy's cum out of a cup. But

despite her enthusiastic tongue, her eyes wouldn't let me go. They told me so

much about how eager she was to continue.
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Her enthusiasm pulled me back into the play. I got off my knees, using my finger to help feed her hunger. We alternated pushing the white cream into her mouth. A sharp pulse shook me every time my finger passed through her lips and she licked off the remains.

I could not name, much less understand, how we had arrived here. My wife was no longer even pretending to be anything but this cum-hungry slut who wanted only more. A growing discomfort warred with my happiness at seeing her so… satisfied. That's the word. Very satisfied.

Rodrigo held the cup to her lips. My wife eagerly licked whatever remained, tipping it back with her hand to get every drop.

She felt no embarrassment about having allowed some gigantic cock to fuck her in front of her husband. Every lick of his seed from our hands confirmed how much she had loved it. I could see only impatience in those eyes. Kendra wanted to do it again.

Rodrigo recognized what had happened. "This one wants a lot of cock," he roared, slapping me on the back. Not roughly the way I would expect a monster of a man like this to do, showing his dominance. No, this was as if we were long-lost friends who were sharing a moment.

He wrapped his arm around me in a manly hug with one arm. I was still fully clothed. "You know, next time, let's do this one together. I sense she wants to be taken hard. The harder, the better."

He was talking about her as if she weren't in the room. My wife didn't care. She only giggled, nodding along, maintaining our eye contact. That was exactly what she wanted! His arm held me in place, almost forcing me to look at her. Those nods she gave confirmed all my suspicions.

"I can see it in your expression," Rodrigo said to me. "You're a little confused about all this. How this woman you thought was a demure and loving wife has suddenly become something else. You're worried she won't want anything but this in the future."

It was as if he could read my every thought. The worries of before threatened to consume me. Fears of something being awakened in her… of my losing control… of her wanting so much more… of her giving herself to this man… He was right. I couldn't shake the idea that I was being left behind.
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Inside, a clarity of understanding emerged. She had been reading those smut books because I couldn't give her what she needed. Those books had become a carefully calibrated outlet for her desires. Now, as those eager eyes looked back at me, I wondered whether anything would remain for me by the end of this week. With that proverbial Pandora's box now open, I could never close it again.

I glanced up at him, worried that he had seen too much. That just made him laugh.

 

"You'll worry about it anyway. Every husband does," he chuckled. "Just want

to assure you here that I have no designs on your bride. Not now, nor in the

future. And your bride doesn't want to go anywhere else either. Do ya, babe?"

 

Kendra shook her head, her eyes moving from hunger to worry that she had gone too far. That transition shook me even more.

"Her smut books… love that way of describing erotica. Those books give you an insight into what she wanted. You told me so earlier. She enjoys a big dick. Lots of women do. But this is a good woman you have here. She's not leaving you for that, no matter how much she enjoys mine. Are you, babe?"

"Casey, I would never…" she started to protest.

Rodrigo wagged his finger in front of her.

"No need," he said as my wife settled back onto the table, looking up at our conversation. "This isn't about you, Kendra. It's about your hubby seeing a future where your hunger is the only thing you want."

"That's ridiculous! I…"

Rodrigo wagged his finger at her again. "Shush now. Here's a good question. You need to be honest with us. Have you ever cheated on your husband?" he asked with a matter-of-fact tone that made it seem like he already knew the answer.

That got her going. Trying to push herself off the table, she nearly screamed at him. "What? Of course not! How could you…"

His hand forced her back onto the table. She gave in to him immediately, settling back onto the surface. "That's what I thought. But here's the thing, my friend. You've got a beautiful wife; lovely, with an impressive body." He turned his attention back to her. "Tell me, have you ever had opportunities?"
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My wife has been in marketing for most of her career. Early on, she traveled a lot on business. She would have had many chances.

Kendra bowed her head, as if the confession was being pulled out of her, yet her eyes never left mine. "Yes," she whispered so softly that I barely heard it.

I gasped at her response. How dare she… The absurdity of my reaction bolted through me. My wife and this guy were still totally naked. He had just fucked the living daylights out of her, and she then drank down all his seed. And yet the shock came that men had approached her over the years? Of course they had! She was a gorgeous, sensual woman. It would have been surprising if they hadn't!

"That's just it," our new partner said. "She's had plenty of opportunities. More than she wants to admit. But she didn't follow through."

"Casey, please believe me," she tried to protest. "None of them even tempted me."

Rodrigo chuckled, his finger wagging again. "You said you'd be honest here. Just because you made the choice not to give in doesn't mean you didn't want to." His demanding glare forced her eyes to lower for the first time. She had! What the fuck?

"That's the point I'm making," he went on, smiling at my reaction. "Your wife is not a weak woman who's willing to drop her pants at every dick that might excite her. She used those books to make sure she didn't. That speaks much about her love for you, and her dedication to your family."

Something about those words seeped into me, settling my growing concern.

Kendra pushed Rodrigo's hand away, got off the table, and came around to hold me.

"There's no way I would ever have acted on them, my love. Guys hit on girls all the time. Business hotels, traveling alone. They hope you're thinking the same thing as they are. It's more about loneliness than having an affair. Some were attractive, but I was never tempted, not really. I'll confess I often wondered how much pleasure they could bring. A few times I went to my room and masturbated to that fantasy. None were attractive enough to risk my relationship with you. Nothing is. I never even came close to following through. Please believe me."

"See?" Rodrigo chuckled more. "You have a good woman here. You don't know me. I get that. All I can do is offer my assurance that I'm no threat. I will only do this as long as you both agree you want to continue."
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I patted her arm, trying to be as reassuring as I could. Those pats were more for her than for me. Not much was helping there. Feelings of inadequacy and dread for the future had me in their grip.

"I used to play a lot with couples," Rodrigo said. "One had a husband who used to let her come over to my place by herself whenever she felt a need for something bigger. He knew my relationship with Olivia was mainly physical. We went at it regularly for over six months. Became very close. Though, like your wife here, I never felt tempted to get her to stay with me. I had made a bargain with Jack."

He pulled away, putting his big mitt on my shoulder, like a coach before sending a player in.

"I promise that bargain for you as well. We can stop whenever either of you wants. And I promise that means whether or not she wants to continue. Your opinion is just as important. I'm not interested in breaking up any families."

He chuckled to himself, reaching out to tweak her nipple. "But if you choose to continue, I can promise to fuck her so hard and so often she'll need a break before the week is up." His eyes shifted to Kendra. "This one is hungry for what I can give her. You've already witnessed it. She'll lose control of herself, doing whatever I ask. She has a strong submissive streak that we'll play with. You might enjoy that too."

Without moving, his tone suddenly changed. "Get on your knees, suck on your husband's cock until he's hard again." This was no request. He expected obedience. I could see my wife visibly react to that tone and the forceful way he delivered it.

She dropped to her knees, pulling my shorts down. I groaned at the pleasure that only she could bring me.

 

"This one wants a lot of cock inside her this week. Don't ya?" Kendra hummed

her agreement on my shaft, nodding without missing a stroke. "All we want?

Whenever we want, remember?"

 

I felt her shuddering as her sucking became more intense, another nod.

"Your bride will know this phrase, even if you don't. They call this 'free use' in the smut book world. That's what we are going to demand from you this week, Kendra. Your pleasure is no longer a concern. We'll take what we want, when we want. Your duty is to obey. Is that clear?"
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She pulled her mouth off me. "Is this okay with you, Casey? This really excites me, but only if you are coming along for the ride. And I mean that literally. I offer you free-use as much as him. Anytime you want, okay? Please… I promise, we will make this the most memorable anniversary celebration of…"

Before she was even finished, her mouth was back on my shaft, giving me one of the best blowjobs she has ever done! All the hunger I had seen before was now using my cock to feed itself.

"Here's the secret to your new hotwife," Rodrigo said. "She's always wanted to do this, just never got the chance in a way that wouldn't threaten her love for you. Now that this odd circumstance has happened, she wants to give in to these desires that have only come out through the smut books. I think we should let her live them for real. What do you say? Want to give it a try?"

All the anxiety of before, with all its doubt and uncertainty, evaporated in that moment. I grabbed hold of the back of her head, forcing my cock fully down her throat. Despite my more modest size, it was the forceful approach that got her going. My wife had always been like this.

I literally fucked her face while I spoke down to her, naked and on her knees. The gurgling sounds coming from her throat just made me harder. "So that's it, then. You are ours for the week."

Her body seemed to relax, letting me use her. Rodrigo moved behind her, pushing my hands off her head. He slammed her harder onto my rod.

I kept talking. "Oh, babe. Be careful what you wish for, for you will surely get it." At that, I yanked myself out of her mouth, pumping furiously as ropes of my seed sprayed across her face. She had never enjoyed me doing that before, pushing back when I suggested it. This time, she offered no resistance.

"I think I'm going to like this," I said to Rodrigo.

"And so will she," he roared. We had both noticed the expression of joy on her face as we scooped up my seed, feeding it to her as we had done with his. Once we were finished, she settled back on her haunches. It felt like Rodrigo had left the room. She kept her eyes on me.

"Thank you," she whispered, bowing her head to emphasize her happiness at what was happening.

I laughed loudly. "Now, for real this time. Who's hungry? I sure am!"

The Surprise Houseguest (Part 4)

 

My wife was on her knees, white cream dripping down her face, with an ecstatic expression that told me her hunger was for something other than food. This one was right where she wanted to be.

To be continued in Part 5…
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EROTICA | WIFE SHARING | SIZE QUEEN

CATCHING A BIG ONE: BOOK 3. Rodrigo opens a new world of desire for Kendra. Her husband was finding it just as liberating. Oh yes, he was beginning to see the possibilities. But they were just getting started.


I pulled my shorts up, staring down at my naked wife still covered in my cream. Her adoring visage may have been the most stunning thing to have happened during this already wild day. After everything that had happened, she was happy, maybe even thankful. So weird…

Kendra tried to stand, looking around for her nightgown. Rodrigo just gave her another of his finger-wags. No-no-no, that finger said. "No clothes for you this week," he said. "You are available at any time. Your nakedness is a testament to that choice. If you put your clothes back on, that means you've had enough playing. Understand?"

Her nipples hardened again at those words. I walked to the kitchen cabinets, pulling open drawers and doors until I found something to wash her with. Kendra stayed on her knees, waiting.

 

"You had some fun," I said, wiping her clean of whatever remained on her

face and chest. "Ready for more?"

 

"If you are…" she smiled as I helped her up. There was still uncertainty in her. She pressed herself against me in a way I had never seen, desperate and needy, wanting to be near me.

"You can't be doing this, Kendra," I said, tracing my hand down her hair. "You can't constantly push questions back at me. The answer to that one is a simple yes or no. If you want to embellish on the answer, I'm good, but when I ask a question, you should respond not based on my opinion or his. Just yours. That's why we ask. This free-use thing is just fun role-play."
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"I know," she giggled. "It's just…" she looked guiltily between us, then settled on me. "I… I kind of like it, being under your control… and his."

Her eyes looked down sheepishly, as if it embarrassed her. I suddenly felt as if she had revealed something very real. My bride was past the point of having fun.

"Okay?" I said, now a little uncertain myself. "Tell me about it."

"It's hard to explain. I feel… free somehow. That's weird, I know, feeling more 'free' by obeying everything you say. But it's true. I can let myself go, not paying attention to anything except the play. Not the kids or our family, what bills are due or what work needs to be done. Not even your feelings or his. Just what I'm required to do… right now. It might frustrate me, at least it does for the girls in my stories, but that's part of it. I look at myself naked like this and it feels so…"

Rodrigo roared with laughter, catching us both by surprise.

 

"You got it bad, girl," he chuckled. "You were about to say 'liberating', right?"

My wife's face turned a crimson shade of red that seemed more revealing

than her words. "Can't believe you guys have never done the power stuff

before?" he laughed. "Too bad. You've missed out on a lot of fun over the

years."

 

He stepped closer, pressing her harder against me. His hands found her openings below. She gripped my arm with both hands, shuddering as he gave her some serious thrusting. Her face grimaced at the obvious discomfort, but she said nothing, holding her breath. When he let go, I could see her visibly shaking at the surge of desire that took her. I looked up at Rodrigo, unable to even interpret what this meant.

"She needs this, you lunkhead. Want to be released, don't you?" Her grin when he said that…

Inside, I finally got it. This was the real role-play for her. Shame filled me. Shame that this guy, who had only met her hours before, seemed to know more of what my wife needed than her husband of 15 years.

She looked at me, that tentative uncertainty back. But she nodded, whispering, "Yes."
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"Your hubby understands now… that you belong to us for the next few days. Now go fix some food. He said you'd brought plenty. Casey, why don't you show me the hot tub? Even with the rain, it should be fun to soak and watch. How often do you get to be so close to a tropical storm in relative comfort?"

Turning to the door felt robotic, as if someone had shoved me into a world I could barely comprehend, much less live in. On the way, my wife and I exchanged about ten paragraphs of language in a quick glance between us. She was thankful for my understanding and for my willingness to go along. I promised to be what she needed, even though I wasn't sure what that was.

As soon as the door closed behind me, Rodrigo clapped me again on the back, this time with more force… and merriment. He had clearly brought me out here to have this talk.

"Oh man, we are going to give this wench everything she wants. That one wants to celebrate her new freedom with some serious fucking. And I'm her man. Nothing like a near-death experience to really make you horny," he roared.

We checked the hot tub, turning on the water so it would heat while we ate.

"I take it you've done this kind of stuff before?" I asked, still confused about what was happening. "That's what you called it. Power something?"

"Power exchange. I'm not a pro or anything, but yes. Several times. Surely you understand what's going on now?" I shook my head. Not really. "Don't take this the wrong way," he chortled, "but I can't believe I can see this so clearly after a few hours when you've been with her for 15 fucking years."

I didn't know what to say. "She's never been remotely submissive to me. Still shocked at seeing her willing to walk around with no clothes on. Even when the kids were gone, she refused to do that when I asked at home."

"Of course not." He shook his head as if he were dealing with some 8-year-old learning how to balance on their bike. "She lives with you. There are bills to pay and arguments about something you did three years ago. You're married! It's like that for everybody. A relationship has dynamics that often cause couples to break up, no matter how much they love each other. Look at my wife and me. We still love each other, but life got in the way."

He looked around the covered patio and onto his boat, shaking his head. The wind had died down a little. Even the rain had slowed from a deluge to only hard rain. It didn't look ready to stop. Not even close.
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"Inside her, that hunger existed," he went on. "She likely couldn't identify it if you asked her. She used those books to provide at least some satisfaction. Now, for the first time in her entire life… This situation. My being here. The sudden sexual turn. It's given her the opportunity to play out this need in a way she never imagined."

"Why didn't she ever tell me? I would have gone along."

"Submissives don't want to make arrangements for themselves. That defeats the entire purpose. It makes their desire just another thing they are in charge of. She wanted you to see it and take control."

"Shit… I feel so clueless right now. Can't believe I missed…" It really made me feel like an idiot.

"Enough of this pity-party," Rodrigo barked at me. "She's in there naked and ready. Now that you know, what are we going to do about it?"

"Give it to her," I said with certainty. "Whatever she needs."

"That's the spirit. I can tell from just this brief contact that she trusts you implicitly. That's what makes this possible for her. Without that trust, she could never show us who she really is. Quite a compliment, actually. That I'm such a large guy might have been the trigger. But it wasn't enough. She had to trust that you wouldn't condemn her if she let you see the inner-slut she had buried for so long. That act took courage."

My wife wanting to be fucked by this massive stranger was courage? What the fuck?

 

"Still struggling to grasp the real meaning, I see," he said. "Here's the truth.

This isn't about you or me. This is something deep inside her. It's always been

there. That it took 15 years for it to come out is something you should think

about; maybe pay closer attention to her in the future."

 

He was right on that point. I didn't have a clue. I shook my head in disgust at myself.

Rodrigo didn't wait for me to say anything. "Here's an example. You told me you reviewed those smut books, finding the large tool connection. Did you really read them? I mean, read them through or just scan them?" I had to look away. "That's what I thought. I'll bet most of them required her to submit to the bull, if not all.
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For size queens like her, they sometimes feel the need to be 'forced' to do it. That's the release they yearn for. It allows her to let go of this lust that she probably feels ashamed of. Definitely not a 'good girl' thing. It's pretty dark."

He wasn't kidding, dark. "So, what do we do?" I asked.

"Your job in this arrangement is to protect her from this uncertainty. She's afraid, now that you know, that you'll reject her. She needs support and assurance that you will be there at the other end… after she's let herself give in to this desire."

"What's your job, then?"

"I'm the dominant. My job is to push her deeper. Here's the dirty secret about submissives. They have all the power. Subs know they can end it anytime they want, yet they don't. They yearn to be 'made' to do the things they really want to. So, for this week only, she wants to give up all responsibilities and be an open slut. She wants us to make that possible. Despite our having fun, our focus will always be on her."

"I'm sorry I'm struggling so much. This is just so new to me."

"Don't overthink things," he said, using his hand to guide me back to the door. "You'll see. Let me take charge for now. I'll push her. You watch for the real her emerging. You'll know when she needs to be brought back, or pushed harder. This is why she trusts you, because you have her best interests at heart. Always will. And my promise to you is that I will never do anything to hurt her. She and you are safe with me."

When he opened the door, Kendra was setting the last bit of sandwiches and chips on the table. She smiled at me, winking as she wiggled her tits as she leaned over. I'll be damned. He was right. She wants this.

I walked up behind her, pulling her into my arms. "Ready to serve us, Kendra?"

"So much…"

I could see goosebumps on her arms. "You're cold. If you get chilled being naked like this, let us know," I told her. "She has a beach coverlet that's pretty much see-through. That might ward off the evening chill if she needs it, while leaving her openings available. Work for you, my friend?"

Rodrigo grinned, nodding his approval that I didn't ask her, only him.

She noticed, grinning. "I'm okay, but thanks for the offer."
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My cock was already tingling as I thought about what was going to happen this week. Buried inside my growing arousal was a little shock. My wife, my loving companion, had promised to be the sexual plaything of two men. I saw it in her eyes. Anything we told her to do, she would do. Somehow I knew there would be very few exceptions to that rule. She meant it.

Rodrigo sat at the table, inviting us both to join him. For the next hour, we talked, laughed, and learned about each other. If my bride hadn't been naked, this would have been like any other meal.

But she knew. After her introduction to the pleasure he could bring earlier, I doubted if there was anything on her mind except doing that again. My wife had finally accepted her status as our submissive, knowing we had accepted her being this way.

The surprise was how liberating it was for me. While I watched her hard nipples and those luscious breasts jiggling as she reached for her water, I was having some very dark thoughts of my own. I winked at Rodrigo late in the conversation. He smiled back, seeming to understand. Oh yes, I was beginning to see the possibilities.

To be continued in Part 6…
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The paradox of it struck me as 'her men' walked toward the tub. She was ready to spread her legs for another man, eager even, yet we had never been closer, or more attuned to each other. I could see it in her face. This new freedom's joy was clearly visible there. My wife was blossoming right in front of me, and she loved me the more for letting her do it.

 

Rodrigo and I settled into the hot tub. We talked about insurance companies and how hard they were to deal with. And about his business; his plans for the future. Anything and everything, except the naked woman on the other side of the door.

I got the feeling he was working me as much as he was my bride. Both of us glanced constantly at the door with growing anticipation. I could see his shaft already at 3/4 mast while we waited. I wasn't far behind. There was something about this situation that made it almost unbearably erotic. We knew for certain that a woman would soon walk out that door who was as eager to make it with us as we were to do it. Very arousing.

The door opened. She walked out with towels under one arm and drinks in her other hand. Only two. For 'her men,' I thought. Nothing for her. My cock grew even more at the signal this delivered.

"Thanks, babe," Rodrigo said, taking the drinks, handing one to me. "Hop on in. We have plans for you."

Her grin widened. "I sure hope so."

"Sit on the edge of the tub, spread your legs to show us what you are offering us," he said.

She did it as quickly as she could set the towels down and get up the side steps. There was no hesitation now. Only eager obedience as she leaned her arms back, lifting her legs to set her feet spread on the tub.

I was still struggling to believe this was happening. Earlier in the day, my demure wife was sitting with her legs modestly tucked underneath her, reading a book. Okay, it was a smut book. Still, she gave no hint of this brazen woman in front of us, eager to get started.

Now, that same woman was opening her legs for one of the lewdest displays I could have imagined, and loving it. I could see it in her anxious breathing and hard nipples. And in how far she held her legs open, thrusting her hips out so we had a clear view above the water. My wife wanted to be here doing this.
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Rodrigo and I picked up our drinks, resuming our conversation from before, as if she weren't even there. No one was fooled. The sexual tension flowing around that tub could have powered the house. My bride arched her back to thrust her chest at us. Then she closed her eyes, spreading her legs wider, and relaxed in that position.

Rodrigo winked at me, raising his hands as if to say, 'Told you so.'

We just let her simmer there, on display for her men. There was no embarrassment, no uncertainty. She was exactly where she wanted to be.

I still struggled to understand the paradox of what was happening compared to the way our life was before. This woman had found her freedom, and I somehow knew this was the real her. Circumstances did not force this on her, nor did her men talk her into it. She was here because of a conscious, lustful choice. And her rapturous expression, while on display, told us all that she couldn't be happier about it. We could see the glistening on her folds as arousal revealed that truth so clearly.

Once we finished our drinks, and she had simmered for a while, Rodrigo tapped her leg. Her eyes were back to that glassy, unfocused stare of pure arousal as she looked down at us.

"Sit on my lap," he whispered. A simple request, but she scrambled to obey, dropping into the hot water, positioning her back above him. I thought he was going to ram himself in. That wasn't the plan. He pressed his thighs together, forcing her legs apart, straddling them. His now stiff shaft was pressing against her hips. He gripped her arms, pulling them behind her, trapping her in that position as his legs slowly widened. This was no different from her lewd display on the edge, but this time she had no choice. It was being 'forced' on her. That seemed to make it more… intimate. More submissive for her.

"Do what you want with this slut," Rodrigo said to me. "She needs to be put in her place." Kendra gasped at his words, seeming to struggle against his grip on her… though not really. Those surprisingly expressive eyes told me how eager she was for me to do whatever I wanted.

Sticking my finger in her was not a good idea. Letting in chlorine-filled water would likely leave a burning reminder later. I focused on her breasts.

As I got into position, I twisted her nipples harshly with both hands. Her groan told me I was going in the right direction. Not sure what came over me, but I went at those luscious mounds with a vengeance. To Rodrigo's smiling approval, I pinched her nipples repeatedly, pulled them away from her body until she cried out, and even slapped them. I suckled and bit them, loving the sound of the moan that escaped her lips.
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Rodrigo turned her head to him while I went at them, pulling her lips to his. Kendra was lost between the near-painful plundering of her breasts and the demands for her attention by his lips. There it was again, that visible relaxing, her giving into the demands we placed on her. Wherever we planned to take her, she was ready.

Our houseguest abruptly pushed her off him, sitting up on the edge of the tub, his massive rod poking out at her. Without being told, she hungrily flew to it, her mouth taking him as deep as she could. This wasn't a slow, erotic blowjob. This one was frantic, needing it in her mouth, worshiping everything about it. My wife had fallen completely into her role, though there was something else there. Rodrigo nodded at me, as if to give me another 'I told you so.'

She wanted this. Internal sensual demands consumed every part of her. I moved to the side so I could watch. She didn't notice. Nothing else mattered. Only the cock and her need for it mattered. Rodrigo smiled at me again, acknowledging my presence. He didn't change position or make any movement. We both knew this was all for her, not for him.

Her satisfied moans grew louder as she tried to push it further down her throat. It was too big to go far. Despite that, she kept at it; licking up and down the shaft, and sucking the head before plunging back down as far as she could. Her hands massaged his balls and the shaft. I could only imagine what was going through her head.

I moved behind her, my cock pushing on her back, hands wrapped around her breasts. My partner pointed lower. I got the message, moving one hand down to torment her clit. She shuddered without stopping.

The funny part was our new partner's stamina. Had Kendra been going at my cock this aggressively, I would have blown my load down her throat long ago. Rodrigo seemed barely warmed up.

 

But he knew what my bride needed. She was still frantically using his shaft in her mouth while her hips increased their rotations on my finger, trying to find her release. Our partner was waiting for something. His evil grin told me she would not like it.

 

Just as she was ready to blast over the top, he pushed her head away, doing it in a way that told me to stop at the same time.
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"I'm getting tired, need to get some rest," he said, stepping out of the tub as if this had occurred naturally. She groaned in frustration at the sudden end, moving her hips, trying to get my finger restarted. I quickly pulled away, joining Rodrigo on the side as Kendra settled on her knees deep in the water, panting in her denial.

Now THAT was fun! This guy really knew what he was doing. The shocked and frustrated look on her face was priceless! Even underwater, I could see her shuddering with her denied release. Her hand was inching lower, wanting to finish the task. Rodrigo wouldn't let her, holding his hand out, wagging his finger at her.

That finger left no doubt of his demand. None of that! She bowed her head in acceptance, taking his hand to help her out of the tub.

"Are you allowed to get yourself off this week?" He asked, as if this was something she should have known. Kendra bowed her head, shaking a firm no.

I keep mentioning how surprising all of this was. You need to understand that my wife is a strong-willed woman who had no hesitation, at least with me, in making it clear what she wanted. Not now. Not in this place. Here, with him naked nearby, she had become completely submissive to his will.

No matter how much she had loved going after his shaft just moments ago, we all knew this was something he had allowed her to do. That she was his to be used. She knew there were rules that needed to be obeyed. Rodrigo knew them well. I just wish I did!

He handed me a towel. We dried her off roughly, scrubbing her skin. He repeatedly 'dried' the space between her legs, seeming to ignore her gasps every time he scraped across her swollen clit. My admiration for him grew. This guy really knew what he was doing. I could see the growing frustration in her. Yet, she also conveyed something else. An appreciation of how he was playing with her, making no effort to stop him or beg for relief.

"Bedtime for Bonzo," he chuckled, walking toward the house. "Have a good sleep." He entered without looking back, closing the door behind him. We hadn't even shown him a guest room. He'd figure it out, I guess. Kendra and I were left to ourselves.

"That was something," I smiled, pulling her into my arms.

"You were mean at the end… not letting me finish," she giggled.

"Not my call. You gave yourself to our new friend, remember?"
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She only nodded. "I didn't know it would be like that. I'd spent so much time reading those stories and imagining what it would be like. This… this was so much better. Are you still okay with it?"

"I'll hear no more of that!" I said as teasingly stern as I could produce with us both naked, holding my hands on my hips in pretend outrage. "We are doing this together. You promised to obey him. I expect you to keep that promise. You are free to be the slut you want to be. I loved watching you worship his cock without reservation. That had better be the last I hear of that kind of talk. I mean it. You're committed now. Don't worry about me."

She kissed me softly, nodding her acceptance. "Understood. It's just… so different from the way we normally are together."

"Vacation, isn't it? Not normal for the week," I said, pulling her toward the door. "The guy had a hell of a day. There's no wonder why he's tired. And this woman wouldn't leave him alone, kept hitting on him no matter how hard he pushed her away…"

"You better take that back!" she said, trying to tickle me. I ran to the door just ahead of her fingers.

We were laughing so hard that we heard Rodrigo yell from the guest room. "Settle down in there. Some of us are trying to sleep."

That just brought more roars of laughter as we slipped into our bedroom, closing the door behind us.

After our evening routine, we were cuddling in bed. I felt this love for her that buzzed loudly inside me, yet I said nothing, letting the moment speak for itself.

Before we could fall asleep, her head on my chest, she whispered softly. "You like this, don't you? Watching me give myself to this man."

"Yes, I do. God help me, but I do."

"Me too," she replied, turning on her side for our traditional spooning. "Having you watch me… makes it okay somehow."

I pressed into her back tighter, my hips enveloping hers. We had fallen asleep in this position for much of our marriage. My cuddling gave her all the approval she needed.

"May I make a request, my master?" She giggled without turning around.

"Of course."
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"I don't want to be like that woman who went away with him on her own. No matter how fun it might be, I never want you to feel left out. I don't want any doubts to interfere with what we have here. Okay? No matter how hard I might beg later. Don't let me."

"Rodrigo might not have gone for that anyway, but I promise. We're in this together."

She pressed her body against me again. I knew that request would not last the week. The way she came apart when he hammered into her. She'll want him inside her as often as possible. Several more days of submission like that, my bride would not say no, no matter what he asked.

Surprisingly, I was good with that. I had decided that while watching her in the hot tub. I wanted her to have as much pleasure as this guy could give her. We'd deal with the fallout later.

To be continued in Part 7…
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EROTICA | WIFE SHARING | SIZE QUEEN

CATCHING A BIG ONE: BOOK 3. Casey had a lot to learn. Luckily, Rodrigo was an excellent teacher. And Kendra an eager student. Learning to tease and control to feed her bottomless capacity turned out to be harder for her husband than anything he had done with her before.


The next day I woke up with an arm lying across my body. My wife was an active sleeper who moved around a lot. She was still softly snoring. I suspected she might sleep awhile after her active night and its frustrating end.

As carefully as I could, I eased out from under her, putting on a pair of gym shorts and a T-shirt. Her husband needed some coffee.

Rodrigo was already up. "Would you mind if I used your phone again?" he asked. "Need to make some calls."

I handed it to him. He walked into the living room. The first call must have been to the ex-wife. She yelled at him loud enough that I could hear her on the other end. Apparently, she took exception to his going out to sea by himself. He just smiled, letting her rant. He knew that outrage came from worry, reassuring her as best he could, telling her he was safe now.

His next call was to his insurance agent. He answered this time. I left Rodrigo to take care of business, walking into the kitchen, searching through cabinets for coffee. I set it to percolate in the coffeemaker once I'd found some.

Turning to the small TV, I listened to the dismal forecast. More rain expected, though thankfully letting up within a couple of days, slowing to heavy drizzle. By Friday, we might even get some clear skies. We can always hope. Sunday is our scheduled return date. That might get us a couple of fun days outdoors. Though we're having so much fun indoors, we may not want to go out!

Before I could get too morose about the forecast, Rodrigo came in, set my phone on the cabinet next to me, and looked at the pot. It was almost ready.
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"Got some good news on the boat front, at least," he started. "Fully insured. I had paid for comprehensive boat insurance, which covers storms in Florida. There's a deductible, but I would have had to pay that no matter what because of the damage to the dock. Looks like I'll only be out a few thousand."

"That's good news. Could have been a lot worse."

The coffee machine went off. I poured us both a cup.

"When can they do it?" I asked.

"Likely be awhile. Lots of damage claims are coming in because of Fiona, he told me. Caught more than just me by surprise."

"So, what are we going to do until then?" I asked, more for my bride than for myself.

He looked down the hall to the bedroom, wanting to make sure she couldn't hear.

 

"Nothing today," he chuckled. "I'm going to have her crawling around,

displaying herself to us, maybe even eating her a little. Nothing that would

allow her release. By tonight, she will be so horny we'll be lucky to get inside

her before she blasts off. I wish we had some rope to tie her down. Your wife

is seriously submissive. She would love being teased without relief."

 

"Can't help you there. Left all our bondage gear at home," I chuckled, feeling weird about even implying we had any. "We might find something that would work in the garage."

"You really didn't know she was like this?" He seemed genuinely surprised.

"Not a clue. Not unhappy about her being this way, just wish I had seen it sooner. I could have been giving her what she needed before your arrival."

"No time like the present. Isn't that what they say? We won't wake her. When she gets up, I'm hoping she'll come in without clothes on. If she does, then be stern with her all day. Tell her what to do, expecting obedience. No need to be mean, just demanding."

He got up to refresh his coffee, freshening my cup. "Here's an idea for you," he said. "Make sexual demands at random. Anything short of penetration. Request that she lean over in front of you, offering her sex to you. Tell her to hold her ass
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cheeks open so you can see closer. The key is not to touch. She'll think this will signal something happening, hopefully getting her juices flowing. Then you just go back to reading or watching TV while she's stuck in that position."

"You are mean, my friend. She'll hate that."

"And it'll make her so aroused, she'll be a mess by this evening when all the rules will change. I'm going to fuck her so hard she'll see stars. We should do this every day we're stuck in the house. Merciless teasing during the day, humping like bohemians all night. Does that work for you?"

"Diabolically mean, is what it is," I chuckled. "It'll drive her crazy. Might only work for a couple of days, though, because she'll figure out what we're doing."

"Who cares? For today and tomorrow, she'll be on edge every minute. When the orgasms actually come, she'll be flopping all over the bed, screaming like you've never seen. Oh yes. That one will get a serious…"

"Who will?" We heard from the hallway as Kendra walked into the kitchen. My naked wife came up to me, kissing me softly on the lips. Doing the same for Rodrigo. Whatever doubt I had about her wanting to stop ended with her staying naked. Rodrigo and I exchanged a quick glance. He smiled at the signal she was giving 'her men.'

Rodrigo responded immediately. "We've heard there may be a slut here wanting to give us some free use for a few days. Do you know anyone?"

"I think I might," she giggled.

Our guest looked at me, using his head to signal for me to start.

"Come over here," I said to her.

"Gladly," she said, "but first, I need coffee."

 

A sudden stillness filled the room. Rodrigo stood straight up, catching all our

attention. This enormous man took two steps toward her. Without saying a

word, he grabbed her by the waist, lifting to drape her over his shoulder,

carrying her back to the table, literally dropping her on the floor. He sat on

the chair, ordering her to lie across his lap.
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"Please… I just need some coffee." She's not wrong there. My wife has a coffee cup at home that says: 'Instant Human. Just Add Coffee.' This one never starts a day without a few cups.

Still, no words came from either of us. He expected her to do it. She looked nervously over at me. I pointed at the lap. She'd get no sympathy from me. A shudder ran through her as she gave in, positioning herself across him. His left hand held her firmly in place. With his right, he simply railed on those exposed ass cheeks. Spank after spank.

At first, she shrieked at the sudden move and what had to be very painful strikes. "Please… please…"

While he continued, he barked at her. "Submissives do not say no. They do what they are told. Free use, remember? You promised your hubby you would offer yourself whenever we wanted."

He didn't stop, but he started massaging her buttocks between increasingly harsh slaps. She groaned the first time he did it, crying out again when the spanking resumed. Even that was different. I could see her relax on his lap, no longer fighting him. The next time he massaged her, I thought she might climax right there. She mewled at the sudden change; relaxing more.

"You promised free use. Did you think that meant only when it was convenient?" The spanking began again. This time, she squirmed under him, her ass extending out to meet each slap.

"Oh my god," she whimpered. "I'll obey. Promise."

I couldn't believe her reaction. She looked ready to come from only his spanking.

He pushed her off his lap roughly, onto the floor. She was panting so hard that she struggled to get up. Rodrigo pointed at me to start again.

"Come here," I said. There was no question of our expectations.

She moved in front of me. I turned her around to face Rodrigo, pushing on her shoulders for her to lean over.

"Spread your ass cheeks apart so I can get a better view," I said. Not harshly, just with firmness. She trembled at the request, but did it, using her hands to hold herself open. Rodrigo joined me at that end of the table. Her blush of embarrassment was sweet to see.
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We sat back down, pretending not to pay attention to her. We discussed the weather forecast. How long it would take to get crews out to fix the dock and haul his boat away. Anything except the pussy held open because we asked.

Her breathing was getting ragged after doing this for a while. Not just because of the odd angle. This was just as much about feeding her inner-slut. We forced her to stay in that position for 10 to 15 minutes.

"Get some coffee," I finally said.

She straightened up, stretching muscles that had to be screaming at that point. Her look back at me with that wicked grin was priceless as she massaged her cheeks, now glowing a pleasant pink. Her first sip of coffee brought a brand of moaning all its own.

That's how it went for the rest of the day. Rodrigo was much more ruthless than I was. He required her to crawl everywhere, told her to stop so he could spank her randomly as she passed by. He ordered her onto the sofa, her face buried in the cushions with her ass in the air. His tongue would savage her sex and clit just short of climax, then he would walk away as if it were nothing. Or he would tease her rear bud with his thumb while pushing his fingers into her. That really drove her wild because he never allowed a happy ending.

No sucking of him was permitted. That would be much too enjoyable for her, I guess.

I'll confess, my actions were more selfish and surprisingly frustrating for me. I would pull my shorts down, demanding she suck on me, forcing her to stop just short of my cumming. Or I'd be reading a book, ordering her to kneel in front of me, placing her head on the floor. She would then spread her cheeks in her 'display' position until I told her to stop. This would only go on for a few minutes, but it was sure fun telling her to obey me!

As the day wore on, I could sense the growing sexual frustration. She needed relief. Rodrigo wasn't about to give it to her. She fixed our meals, did our laundry, whatever we told her to do. I wondered a few times if she knew being 'free use' meant becoming a servant!

After dinner, he told her to crawl to the shower, get the water running. He had plans for her. When she left, I came up to him.

"That was fun! What's next?" I asked.
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He chuckled, gleefully rubbing his hands together like some cartoon villain. "She's going to give us a good scrubbing, then you and I are going to give her what she really wants. A long and hard fucking. She'll beg us to stop before we're done with her."

 

I looked down the hall as the shower water started, wondering if she would

ever want to stop again. On the kitchen table last night, she only seemed to

get more energized as she got hammered longer. My wife seemed to have a

bottomless capacity for playing. She might outlast us all.

 

He slapped me on the back in that way I was getting used to. "Ready to give your wife a solid fucking?"

"God, yes! This day has been as frustrating for me as it has been for her."

"She's not the only one who needed to discover something about themselves," he laughed.

I had no idea how true that would turn out to be!

To be continued in Part 8…
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EROTICA | WIFE SHARING | SIZE QUEEN

CATCHING A BIG ONE: BOOK 3. Casey discovers how much he enjoys his wife's pleasurable submission to Rodrigo. Yet, as he watches, he still wonders what his place will be in this new life they are discovering. Her initial reluctance had given way to pure desire.


Walking into the bathroom, we found my bride sitting on her haunches on the shower floor. She was just out of reach of the flowing water, hands clasped behind her back, eyes on the floor. Man oh man, she has this submissive bug bad!

Not sure why, considering all the previous action, but seeing her like this… so eager… so ready for more… I felt as if she had allowed me a picture into a robust fantasy life that went way beyond anything she had shown me before. Or within reach of my capabilities, for that matter. I stood stunned, looking at her naked, trying to figure out what my place was in this new life she wanted to join.

 

Rodrigo didn't care about my growing reluctance. He had waited long

enough. His clothes hit the floor as he hopped in beside her. That massive

cock stuck out, needing attention.

 

Leaning over, he traced one hand down her back, burying two fingers in her snatch from behind. The other trapped her arms in place, forcing her into the submission she now seemed to crave. Thankfully, the beach house had a large shower because this guy's bulk took up his share. Kendra grew more excited at his touch. I could see her shallow breaths. She wanted this in the worst way.

"She's drenched," he said, winking at me. His fingers went at her. Kendra moaned at the sudden assault, squirming on her knees, struggling between the hand bringing so much pleasure and being held in place.

"Ready for your reward for today?" he whispered in her ear.

All she could do was whimper, nodding her response.
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By that time, I had snapped out of my discomfort, at least a little, removed my clothes, and joined them in the shower. Apparently, my arrival signaled the real start of the session for her.

"You're hard already," she giggled, looking up at me. "I guess we both want Rodrigo to fuck my brains out."

I chuckled. Rodrigo released her hands. They quickly moved from her back, wrapping around my shaft with a thirst that shook me even more. I allowed her to do what she wanted.

I couldn't pull my eyes away from this vision on her knees. Those eyes staring up at me conveyed so much of her desire, what she wanted, and how much she wanted it. My wife had surrendered completely to being just this way.

Rodrigo did not let this tender interlude continue. He pulled her attention away, handing her the body lotion we had brought with us. "Scrub him from his toes to his head, making sure every part gets thoroughly clean. Then do it to me."

She snatched the bottle, lathered a dollop in her hands, and went at me. Fuckin' A! This was almost as good as getting a blowjob! She left no part of me untouched as she slowly moved her way higher, spending extra time on my sex and ass, even inserting her finger to 'clean' that part too. By the time she got off her knees to finish my upper body, I was about ready to explode.

Rodrigo just stood aside, watching. Somehow I knew this was about her diving deeper into the submissive role, a journey she had to travel on her own. He let her. As she moved up to soap my chest, I pulled her lips to mine. She groaned at the arousal that had been building for the last few hours, but didn't slow her scrubbing.

When he thought we had had enough time, he pulled her away, handing her the bottle again. "My turn."

Kendra dropped back to her knees. I sensed a complete change in her at that moment. A stiffening of her shoulders. The swaying of her hips. A soft moan escaping her lips. This differed from what she had done with me. Ours was a connection based on love and intimacy. She knew Rodrigo demanded only her submission.

He didn't let her do 'her job' the way I had, allowing her own submission to exert itself. His hands guided her head, moving her where he wanted. He was in control, and she gladly gave in to him. By the time she was at his crotch, he was forcing his rod down her throat and pinching her nipples. Her groans of acceptance, and the way she pushed her chest out for more, told me he had taken just the right tack.
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All I could do was wallow in this weird stew of jealousy and arousal that I had noticed in the hot tub last night. Watching my wife give herself to this guy left me hard as stone, and just as aroused as she seemed to be. But it also left me feeling oddly detached, like I was watching a drama in which I was not really involved.

Inside, I suddenly felt as if my wife had given me the minimum she needed to keep peace on the home front. Now, she was on to the main event, the real reason she was here. I pressed against the wall of the shower, trying to stay out of their way.

 

She seemed so tentative when I first suggested we do this, worried about my

reaction. She had indeed come around; I chuckled to myself. That humor had

to sustain me through this. It was way too late to stop or even slow what was

coming.

 

His cock was thick and pulsing as she desperately tried to get it further down her throat, obeying the pressure of his hand on the back of her head. I could hear her soft whimpering at both the pleasure of it slipping down her throat and of his pressing it deeper. Every part of her was worshiping her freedom to obey this man.

I thought about leaning over, touching a pussy that had to be soaked the way she was going at him. It's just… I didn't want to interfere. That would only distract from her enjoyment of what he was doing to her. For a moment, I even thought about getting out of the shower, letting them do what they wanted. I didn't, afraid that would have upset her even more, so I stood watching.

Once she had given it her best effort, Rodrigo yanked her off her knees, slamming her against the shower wall. He came behind and 'took' her. I'm not sure how else to describe what he did. By the time he pressed her chest against the wall, his spear had plunged into her depths.

Her scream of absolute joy at his forceful intrusion made my cock pulse with a pleasure I couldn't deny. Watching her being taken by him did something to me, because I knew this was all about her, not him. He could just as easily have done this in bed. But here, in this shower, her feeling helpless to do anything to stop it was exactly what my wife wanted. Our new partner sensed this dark side of my bride and gave it to her. I could learn a thing or two about this level of sensitivity.

And give it to her, he did! Using his full-body's power, he pounded that spear into her until that whimpering became another scream of full release. She trembled against the wall as her body absorbed each impact. He didn't stop or even slow as she came. Her climax only energized him more.
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I had to lean back as he filled and stretched her. It didn't take long for the cycle to begin again. That worry returned as I suddenly understood. This was supposed to be a 'what happened here, stays here' event. That scream, and the ones that came several times after, told me she would want this more often. If not with this guy, then someone else.

He pulled out abruptly, stepping into the flow of water to rinse himself off. "Your turn," he said, smiling as if this were the most normal thing in the world. I wasn't about to enter her. Even attempting to follow that behemoth seemed futile now, as I watched Kendra trembling against the wall. She was still trying to recover from the sensual assault he had delivered.

I took her in my arms, holding her upright. She melted into my arms, still struggling to breathe. I'll give this to the man. He knew how to take my wife to new heights. Now, I had to bring her back to Earth!

"Let's get you dried off," I said, helping her stumble out of the shower. Rodrigo was already dry and gone. Not sure where.

I grabbed a towel, slowly moving it across her skin. Any time I touched a sexually sensitive area, Kendra shuddered as if the parts had become even more sensitized than they had been all day. She looked up at me, a glow of satisfaction beaming at me.

"Liked that, did you?" I chuckled.

 

"Casey… oh god… Not sure how much more of that I can take," she said. I

had to stop myself forcefully from rolling my eyes. Those were her words, but

I could see her eyes barely touching me. They were searching for our new

partner, eager to start again.

 

"It's okay to want it, babe. I understand."

That brought her back to me. "You don't mind that I get so… involved."

"No, I want you to. He can feed this thing you need better than I ever could. I want him to. You should let him. Give in to whatever he wants. I doubt you'll regret it."

I might. Not my bride. Every move of her body told me she was ready to find him again.
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I released her from my arms. "Go," I said, tapping her ass smartly. She smiled, rubbing it with her hand, before dropping to her knees and crawling into the bedroom.

What can I do? The crawling said it all. This was like something from one of her smut books, a dream come true that she had never imagined would be available to her. Oddly, I felt the same way. I wanted her to have this opportunity.

When I followed her into the bedroom, Rodrigo was on the bed, on his back. He was holding his stiff shaft straight up. Kendra flew to the bed as fast as her crawling would take her, hopping up between his legs.

I thought she would drive her mouth on him again. Kendra was way past that! She positioned her sex above him, slowly impaling herself onto this massive man-meat. Lubrication was not a challenge. All the way down, she stared at me, a wicked grin of mischief she knew would make me smile. She was taking me at my word, now eager to take advantage.

The groan as he filled her so completely returned those uncertainties again, though this time, I seemed to have settled on the arousal side. The jealousy had morphed into the same envy I would feel at seeing a great quarterback play football, or seeing a magnificent film.

Rodrigo was so much better with his tool that making a performance comparison seemed silly. I wished I could be that good at what he did, but knew I wasn't. For god's sake, he had given her multiple orgasms in the shower and didn't seem close to cumming!

By the time she had lowered herself fully down his shaft, all my uncertainties had disappeared. I wanted him to give her the fucking of her life. Kendra didn't care what he wanted. He had offered, so she used him for her own pleasure.

She started easy at first, slow movements up and down, whimpering with every thrust. But soon her hips were using all the power she had to pound onto him. Rodrigo helped by grabbing her hips and meeting each plunge with equal force.

Her head flew back, an earth-shattering climax flying through her. She screamed as she came harder than before, great contractions shaking her very core. Her hands found his chest, trying for support, but nothing else mattered as she trembled with its power.
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Before she could even calm down, Rodrigo lifted her off him, rolling to force her back onto the bed. And he was inside her again. This time, it was all him. Convulsions racked her body as his shaft drove into her relentlessly. Lost in his world, an intense sexual lust consumed my wife.

My god, how long can this guy last? First the shower. Then her on top? He seemed able to go much longer. Her legs wrapped as far around him as his massive body would allow, gripping him to continue. Harder… harder… those grips told him. He was happy to deliver.

 

The orgasm that came this time was something otherworldly. I could almost

see the stars clouding her vision as her voice trumpeted her pleasure into the

room. Her muscles clenched around him, toes sticking out stiff and straight

as if he had delivered an electric shock.

 

He didn't care. His hips kept plunging deeper. I could hear his powerful balls smacking against her ass cheeks as the cycle began again. Twice more, Kendra cried out with these monstrous orgasms that she couldn't stop if she wanted to.

Finally, her partner began panting; the exertion finally catching up to him. A loud grunt filled the room as he bellowed his release. My wife trembled under him, ecstasy written all over her face. She had done this, giving her man an orgasm almost as powerful as the ones he had given her. She could not hide the pride she felt.

Rodrigo pulled out, rolling to one side. He waved his hand for me to join them. I moved to the other side, pressing my body and throbbing shaft against her.

She startled at first, surprised at this thing poking her. Her hand came around, stroking me. Our eyes met as she smiled at me. "Enjoy watching that?" she whispered.

"So much…" I smiled back.

She didn't have the energy to finish me. Her head fell back onto the bed, her eyes closing, heavy breathing telling me of her struggles.

"Do it like the table," he mouthed to me above her. I got up, whipping my meat furiously. She noticed the movement as I got up, positioning myself right above her tits. A smile grew through the exhaustion.
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It didn't take long before I blasted rope after rope onto her tits. Her hands came up, trying to catch my seed on her mounds. We were all laughing by the time I was done.

Rodrigo used his fingers to scoop up the white cream, feeding them to my bride. She gobbled it down, but her eyes never left mine. We were having another of those 'paragraphs without words' moments. All I could do was nod my approval as she licked the fingers clean.

To be continued in Part 9…
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EROTICA | WIFE SHARING | SIZE QUEEN

CATCHING A BIG ONE: BOOK 3. Casey's role in his hotwife's life, as husband and sexual partner, had changed forever. Rodrigo had awakened something in Kendra that could no longer be kept hidden in her smut books. Her husband wasn't prepared for his own emotional backlash.


And that was the moment my life as a husband and sexual partner changed forever. Something had awakened inside my bride that would not be quieted soon.

These two proved insatiable all night. And for much of the next two days. I finally got my turn inside her as soon as she had rested, but my wife and her new partner were back at it as soon as I was done.

He took her on hands and knees, on her back, sitting on his lap. Whatever he wanted, she gave willingly. They fucked for a full hour before I got another chance. Even then, I couldn't maintain the pace of these animals. Drained, I fell asleep next to them, waking fitfully each time they started again.

The next morning, I woke to an empty bed, hearing groaning down the hall. I walked out dressed only in a robe. Rodrigo had her draped over the back of the sofa in the living room, pounding away. My wife barely noticed me walking in as she cried out with each thrust. Oh yes, those two had developed a rhythm.

I wondered how many times he had cum during the night. Before this experience, I wouldn't have thought it possible for a man to get it up over and over like this. Clearly, it is!

 

They took occasional breaks for talking and eating, getting in the hot tub, and

occasional showers and bathroom breaks, but they seldom did anything

without one touching the other. An erotic spark had been lit that wouldn't go

out. And my bride couldn't have been happier.
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The funny thing to me was my reaction. That angst of before, where I worried about where this was going, had disappeared. Despite Kendra giving up all pretense of treating us evenly, she never made me feel left out. I didn't have the stamina to keep up. She knew that. So she found other ways to bring me back, allowing me inside her whenever I was able. I never felt excluded, even when they were humping in another room.

On Thursday, just as the rain had slowed to a steady drizzle, we were getting ready to take our slut back into the shower. Rodrigo got a call from his insurance agent. He walked off with my phone to handle his business. Kendra dragged me into the water, anyway. She wanted to revisit the scrubbing technique she had perfected this week.

While we let the water refresh our bodies, she asked me if I was still okay with what was happening. I told her I was.

"I'm just glad you've had this opportunity," I said. "Just think, if it weren't for the accident, you'd still be reading your smut books… instead of experiencing one of those stories firsthand," I chuckled, pinching a nipple.

She cuddled close to me. "We're going back home on Sunday. Will you still want me after… my giving myself to him all week? This was supposed to be our anniversary trip." Kendra looked away, embarrassed. "I've spent more time with him than with my husband."

"That you have," I chuckled again, stroking her hair. "It's okay, babe. I've had my chances. We've learned some things about each other, haven't we? Turns out you have a stronger need than I do. And I've enjoyed watching you find that new level."

She looked away again, this time more calculated, questioning. "What are you going to do with this new knowledge when we get back home?"

That was the real question, wasn't it? How was I going to make her satisfied with my more meager gifts after she's had the chance to experience a dominant man like Rodrigo?

"What do you want to do?" I asked. My tone must have told her all she needed to know.

"Back to answering questions with questions? Come on, babe. Where do we go from here?"

"It's up to you, isn't it?" I said. "I'm not the one with bottomless desires."
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She gasped when I said that, pulling back from me, pretending to rinse the soap off.

"That's not a criticism, Kendra," I said, pulling her attention back to me. "I'm just not interested in playing around with anyone else. You're all I want. We've learned this week that isn't the case for you. Denying it doesn't mean it won't exist. Do you really want to go back to only reading stories again?"

 

Even in the dim light of the shower, I could see the blush of her reaction. 'No'

was the obvious answer.

 

"That's what I thought. And truthfully, I'm okay with that. The question becomes how we do it. Do you run off to Key Biscayne by yourself for an occasional humping? Maybe we plan vacations to visit him when we can? Or do we try to find someone that can give you what he has locally?"

"No!" she said, stomping her foot to emphasize the point; no argument allowed. "I will not visit him on my own. The only reason this works is because we are doing it together."

"Well, kind of together," I teased, tickling her gently. "You've been with him more than with me this trip."

"Casey? You say things like that and I'm not sure how to take it. You told me to focus on pleasure as long as he was here. Did I do too much? I tried to include you, you just…"

I gently covered her mouth with my fingers. "Shush now. I'll listen to no more of that. You did only what I said you could. I'm not feeling left out. This is more about the future. We've been married a long time. I can tell when you're trying to massage a truth you are trying to ignore." Her eyes avoided mine again. "You won't be able to deny your desire for his level of pleasure for long. Not after experiencing it for a full week. We need to come up with a plan."

I turned to finish my shower, washing my hair. She did the same. We were quiet with our own thoughts about where this was going. I got out, drying off, then offered the towel to my bride.

"It's true," she said after I finished drying her. "This desire has grown pretty strong, but I don't want to endanger our life together, or our family, just so I can get an occasional boning. I'm sorry, that's just too high a price to pay."
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"Okay, then we agree. When we get home, we try to figure out a way for my favorite slut to get her needed humping regularly. Work for you?"

When we walked back into the kitchen, Kendra not crawling for the first time in several days, we found Rodrigo frowning at the table, staring at my phone. I say she didn't crawl, but her clothes were nowhere in sight. She was still ready for more.

"My wife called right after my agent," he said, an almost crestfallen expression catching our attention.

"Not good news?" I asked.

"She wants to come back home. Says she regrets taking the job and wants to try again."

Kendra seemed almost bubbly with this news. "That's what you wanted, wasn't it? You said you regretted the divorce. Why not give it another try?"

We spent the next couple of hours talking about our new friend and his changing marital status. Sex now seemed unimportant. Kendra told our new friend that he would be crazy not to try again.

She never said this, but I could tell. Kendra couldn't believe anyone would leave this man, and his wondrous tool, no matter how good the opportunity.

My wife seemed to understand his wife's thinking. If she's making this gigantic leap to move back home, maybe she's decided that work is not a reason to leave someone over. He agreed… kind of. 'She left me once,' he said during the conversation. 'What would make me think she wouldn't do it again?'

 

He had a point there. Trust, once broken, is hard to rekindle. As he and

Kendra talked about implications, that phrase caught me. Trust was a tough

thing to build originally. Once broken, so difficult… I could easily see a future

where Kendra finds some big-dick guy, thinks she has my open permission to

go with him, but the action catches me by surprise, emotionally. Resentments

build and… We're playing with fucking fire here!

 

I excused myself to use the bathroom, and as if to emphasize my concern, when I got back, Kendra was on her knees sucking Rodrigo back to hardness. Did she really have to wait until I wasn't there to start again?
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She didn't even turn in my direction when I walked into the room. After three days of this, she had learned not to care; or, if she still cared, to simply disregard my presence. She focused only on what mattered: the pleasure this man gave her.

Rodrigo picked her up, moved over to the sofa, and dropped her onto his lap as she groaned at the insertion. This one definitely loved to get fucked, and especially by this guy.

The emotional whiplash hit me hard as I stared at every future I could even imagine. I loved her, no question there, but I can't compete against some mythical 'alpha male' who can deliver pleasure like that.

I leaned against the entryway, watching him slam into her repeatedly. Each whimper at his plunge upward seemed a dagger in my heart that I struggled to contain. After 15 years, it had come down to this.

To be concluded in Part 10…
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EROTICA | WIFE SHARING | SIZE QUEEN

CATCHING A BIG ONE: BOOK 3. Casey's worry about his being enough for his new hotwife just makes Rodrigo laugh. He'd seen this reaction to him before. He knew just what to do. The week was one they would all remember.


"Enough about my marriage," he said after her first orgasm. "Let's talk about yours." That caught our attention. She slowed her movements, expecting to listen. He gave her a hard slap on her ass. "Did I say you could slow down?" he barked at her. She shook her head, resuming her hips.

"You guys are new to the lifestyle. This was her first hotwife experience. You've got to be worried this will be the way she wants to be forever, embedded on a strange cock and ignoring you."

She tried to protest, but he gave her a couple more spanks to get her back to work on his shaft. "Casey, look, I've seen new lifestyle relationships before. About now, you're wondering how this will work when I leave. Cuckolds always worry that they won't be enough. The new hotwife has needs so strong they won't be able to turn them off when you return home."

 

Kendra growled at those words. I mean it. She growled like a caged animal.

He used her hips to leverage himself a few quick thrusts, and she was back to

screaming her release into the room. Despite that, he didn't slow or stop

talking. She made no effort to get up, whimpering more at the continuing

pleasure.

 

"That's why I told her to suck me when you left the room, to give you a glimpse of the future. Here is where you need to make a decision of your own," he said to me, not to her. "She's made hers. Look at her loving my cock. This one wants to be
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fucked a lot. Your decision is whether you can let her. The disappointed look on your face when you saw what we were doing told me you have mixed feelings about that."

My wife tried to slow again, looking at me. Rodrigo wailed on her ass for several slaps. "We are not talking to you. Keep fucking me," he ordered, not allowing any objections. She shrieked at the sudden pain, resuming her thrusts. Her rigid body showed me that the focus of her attention had changed abruptly, to both above and below.

"I've watched you two a lot this week," Rodrigo went on. "You enjoy watching her, yet you're still concerned where you will be in her priorities once she gets men like me to distract her. Worried that your family and friends and your life together will no longer be important. Does that sum it up?"

It felt kind of weird having this complete stranger describe my worries almost word-for-word.

"Pretty much," I finally said. "I wonder how long it would be before emotions intrude on the fun. Maybe she goes off without telling me one time, or I feel left out if we're doing it together. Or, this thought occurred to me last night while you were humping her in bed next to me: how boring it will get, eventually. It's fun now, brand-new and exciting. After the tenth guy, she might continue to like it, but I can see it becoming less interesting for me."

Kendra gasped at those words. She was clearly listening, even as she maintained her humping pace.

Rodrigo nodded. "At that point, most husbands let the wife go by themselves, so they don't have to watch."

 

"That's the worry, really. Not sure I could do that," I replied. "This week has

been a special circumstance. You and her. This place. Being thrown together

for a short time. A new discovery. Longer term… not sure I could be like that

husband you told us about, allowing her to go to a lover whenever she

wanted. It's too hard… emotionally."

 

"Just so…" Rodrigo started.

Kendra didn't let him finish. She pushed herself off him, walking straight toward me. I could see her arousal dripping from her folds.

"That's enough," she said.
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Rodrigo caught my eye, with a wry grin. This was the reaction he was forcing her into. I nodded my appreciation. This should be interesting.

"This is my body," my wife pronounced with absolute certainty. "I get to choose who goes inside it." She embraced me, her gaze remaining fixed on mine. "I've had plenty of opportunities to cheat on you over the last fifteen years, babe. Plenty. I chose not to because of the love we share and my dedication to our family. Nothing has changed about that."

Rodrigo reached up, grabbing her arm, pretending to pull her back to him. She yanked her arm away, returning to me. He just winked at me, smiling again and nodding his approval.

"I don't want to go anywhere else, no matter how big the cock," she said. I could see the sincerity and love in those eyes. Nothing had changed there. "If we ever play again, it will be together, or never. I mean that. This is a 'nice to have' for me, not a 'need to have.' Understand?"

"You told me in the shower you wanted to continue doing this," I said, surprised at her firm conviction.

"I did, and I do. But nothing is more important than you and my family. If you say no, we'll stop. And I will never look back, wondering what could have happened. You and me are my priority, not this…" she emphasized, waving her hand at his still hard shaft. "Rodrigo, I've loved the pleasure you've given me this week, but…"

I didn't let her finish, pulling her lips to mine for a crushing kiss. She returned it with just as much passion, wrapping her arms around me.

Rodrigo winked at me again. I can see why the guy has been so successful in business. He knew we only needed a little nudge in the right direction. After that, he seemed to have left the room… for a little while, at least. Kendra and I were kissing like teenagers at a basement party, worshiping each other as if we had just met. Her words had left me feeling such love that only our lips could provide an outlet.

Movement opened my eyes for the first time in some minutes. Rodrigo was shifting her hips to allow open access. He took full advantage, pushing his shaft inside my bride from behind. Yet, our kissing did not stop. If anything, it became hungrier, more fervent.
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Let me tell you, kissing her while he pushed his gigantic cock into her pussy

after such emotional turmoil may be the sexiest thing I've ever done. This

wasn't his usual pounding style that she loved. He was taking her slowly,

easily. My wife couldn't help responding.

 

'Keep going,' he mouthed to me so she couldn't hear.

I got the message, grabbing her head in my hands, finding that passion again. Her groan could not be controlled as both her men pressured her; one with pleasure, the other with passion. I could feel the orgasm building inside as that groan went through moaning and now to whimpering.

Before she could get there, Rodrigo started talking again, accenting each thrust with a phrase.

"Fun is fun." "But love is love." "Nothing beats the love of your man, not even this."

"Tell him, show him." 

Her hands came up to me, holding my chin. The love in those eyes… oh my god… we had never been closer. Yet her hips kept moving. This situation… this moment…

It was as if a shade had moved away from my eyes, revealing a bright light. This was the real us, new and refreshed after fifteen years. Rodrigo had shown us the way. My bride could get what she needed, and I could enjoy her pleasure without concern about my place in that need.

The orgasm that burbled out of her wasn't the screaming ecstasy of her alone time with her new partner. This was deeper, richer, carrying the very essence of the woman I would love for the rest of my days. Her hands gripped me for support as she trembled at the bliss that enveloped her.

When she was done, she collapsed in my arms, unable to support herself. No matter who was inside her, there was no doubt to either Kendra or me who was the pair in this room.

Rodrigo kept up that steady pace. I nodded to him. 'Thank you,' I mouthed, aware of his role in making this moment possible.

"I think what we need now is a good soak in the hot tub, to smell the fresh air and let everything soak in. What do you think?" Rodrigo was already getting up in answer to his suggestion.
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Here's one odd thing about our new friend. He'd been humping my wife for the better part of an hour and didn't seem close to cumming. This had happened several times this week. He would fuck my wife to exhaustion, then let her go to sleep, often without his own release. Yet, he didn't mind. When she was ready again, so was he.

I went out to get the tub heated and ready. He picked up my bride, carrying her onto the patio. She buried her head in his chest, letting him take her where he wanted.

But when we got into the tub, where before she had mainly focused on him and what he wanted to do, tonight she was firmly 'with' me. He sat in his usual position. It wasn't as if she had withdrawn from him. No, whenever he reached for her, she responded immediately, as she always had. Only this time, when they had done whatever he wanted, she returned to my side, cuddling close. There was no longer any question of who she was 'with.'

For much of the evening, we were in the tub or on the patio. There's something truly spectacular about the Florida coast at the end of a storm. In the distance, we could see the first hint of sunshine in four days. Golden shafts of light, thick and brilliant, pierced the bruised, gray underbelly of the clouds, yearning to touch the world below. They spilled forth with an almost palpable urgency, like liquid sunshine eager to escape its celestial prison.

Despite the occasional quick humping and sucking, which Kendra did for both of us… with gusto, I might add… we mainly talked about the boat and the shattered dock.

His boat's splintered, salt-crusted wreckage, listing precariously on the sand, stood as a stark, splintered testament to the ordeal he had lived through. I could only imagine what it must have been like in that small boat in the middle of a tumultuous ocean. A truly frightening prospect.

The dock was no better. Its right side had been crushed. Even three of the pylons had been savaged enough that the entire cracked and splintered structure would need to be rebuilt. I didn't envy the insurance company that had to pony up to replace it. Going to be expensive.

That night, for the first time in four days, Rodrigo slept in the guest room and Kendra did not go to him during the night. She slept the proverbial 'sleep of the dead,' barely moving all night long. After the week she had had, it was a wonder exhaustion hadn't caught up to her sooner.
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The next morning, I woke my bride early so we could watch our first ocean sunrise since we arrived. It was glorious! Brilliant sunshine, like liquid gold, poured over the water's surface, splintering into dazzling shards of light as the day emerged from its four-day respite.

Kendra went in to start the coffee. I thought we were going to have another day of sensual pleasure. Unfortunately, business intruded. Before we could finish eating breakfast, the doorbell rang. It was the insurance adjuster who came to assess the damage. We called the owner. He lived nearby, shaking his head at the damage when he arrived.

Surprisingly, he took a somewhat philosophical view of the thing. Harsh storms were not uncommon in Florida. A price that had to be paid to live so close to the water. The owner joked he had to replace this dock once before. Hurricane Irma had destroyed the dock and took a third of the house with it. He spent a lot of money strengthening it for hurricane-force winds and water flow. But, he chuckled, he didn't think to build against errant boats floating by.

After they left, Rodrigo apologized, saying he had to go. He would love to stay the weekend for more fun, but his ex is coming to Key Biscayne; needed to get home. He called for a rental car. Soon, the company parked his new vehicle in front of the house, ready for his departure.

 

"Had fun, you two," he said, giving my wife an enormous hug and me a firm

handshake. "After my last journey at sea, to come here and discover this… it

was a great way to wait out the storm, don't you think?" He smiled, winking

at me again.

 

"We'll never forget you," I said.

He walked back into the house. We could hear drawers opening and closing. He came back with a piece of paper he had torn off, his cell number written on it.

"If you come down this way again, give me a call. I'd love to host you in Key Biscayne. My wife and I have been involved in the lifestyle for many years. You might enjoy having someone to share while we play," he chuckled. "I know I would. My ex and this cool drink of water at the same time would be a fun way to spend the day."

I'd love to watch that, for sure. I nodded we would call, taking the offered slip.
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Kendra hugged him one last time, coming back to take my arm. We waved as he pulled out for the bridge to home.

My wife tugged my arm toward the house. Her clothes came off as we came inside. "You and I have some celebrating to catch up on," she teased, pulling me closer to the bedroom. My clothes soon followed. That we did.

As I look back on that week of lustful excess, I now see it as our first introduction to what we now affectionately call 'playing around.' Most call it the 'lifestyle.' After returning home, I did a lot of research on swingers in our area. It turned out that there was a fairly active community.

We got the introductions and soon, my wife was getting the hard shafts she needed whenever she was in the mood to 'play around.' She even goes out by herself occasionally, though rarely. 'Not as much fun without me there,' she has told me many times.

Kendra and I owe it all to Rodrigo and his unfortunate decision to go to sea by himself. If that's not the very definition of 'serendipity,' not sure what is.

For the next decade, we made an annual trip to Key Biscayne, where my bride reacquainted herself with his massive tool.

Just so you know, his wife returned two years later, after they had been going back and forth between LA and his home in the Midwest. They eventually remarried, and she welcomed us into their bed as warmly as Rodrigo had. Watching Kendra and his wife take on the gentle giant was definitely worth the trip!

THE END.
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