
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Conflagration
 
    
 
    
 
   Worst bachelor party ever. The strippers were pudgy and bored, the beer was domestic piss, and the tepid music first played in some high school gym twenty years ago. I put up with it for almost two hours before I approached Ray, the Best Man, and suggested we go spy on the bachelorette party raging at the Chippendale's show across town. I reminded him there were female strippers downstairs at that club. 
 
   Ray is a flake and always has been, which explains why this party was so lame, but basically a good guy, so he was thrilled at my idea.
 
   “I guess I could have planned this night a little better,” he sheepishly admitted.
 
   I nodded. “I think you could have, yeah.”
 
   He tipped the strippers and told them to take off and killed the music. We were in John's apartment so I'm sure the neighbors would be happy to see us leave. 
 
   “I have an announcement,” Ray said. 
 
   When no one paid him any attention he said it again. I stepped up next to him.
 
   “Hey! Assholes! Listen up!”
 
   That did the trick. Every guy there turned to look at me.
 
   “Ray has something to say. Go ahead, Ray.”
 
   He gave me an embarrassed look. “Um, thanks, David, for that. Guys, I think we should go join the women at Olympic Gardens. That place has female strippers so we can say hello and then get on with our party. Sound good?”
 
   Most everyone liked the idea. We decided who would ride with whom and piled into our cars. Thank God we were done with this apartment.
 
   At the club we fanned out looking for our women. Half the guys were single and headed straight downstairs. Our ladies were scattered all over the club drinking, talking, tipping, and some just stood and watched. There was a long stage that ran through the center of the room and expanded into a circle at the end and several single stages all around. At any moment there were seven males dancing so the girls had plenty to see and enjoy. 
 
   I spied my wife, Tiffany, standing with her friend Kandy, sipping a cocktail and indirectly watching a tall black stud shake it. She was well back from the action, like I knew she would be. She had no interest in visiting a strip club but my wife is too polite to refuse. She and Kandy were engrossed in deep conversation and did not see me approach. I scared them half to death. I explained what had happened back at the apartment and let her know I was headed downstairs with the other guys. 
 
   As we talked I noticed Ray across the room talking to his wife. Janet is a sexy gymnast-type, with a hard body, great ass and legs, and almost no boobs. She wears her hair short and dresses fairly provocatively. I've stolen many glances at her legs and ass over the years. 
 
   As I watched, a stripper danced closer and closer to Janet. She welcomed him, flirting like crazy. Ray watched her do it. They were pretty isolated and tucked back in a corner, but I was surprised when Janet put a bill in her mouth and offered it to the dancer. He leaned over and took it with his mouth and their lips touched, which quickly became a hard kiss lasting several seconds. Ray just watched. I looked at Tiffany to see if she'd noticed and she had. We both raised an eyebrow.
 
   Ray took half a step deeper into shadow and the stripper took a full step forward. He danced a little more, slowly bringing his bulging G-string closer and closer to Janet's face. She stayed put. Even from across the room I saw his package brush her lips. She opened her mouth and he boldly stuck the front of his thong in. His dick was in her mouth! True, it was covered by nylon, but it was in her mouth. I looked at Tiffany again and she seemed stunned. The stripper slipped a hand inside Janet's open top and fondled her small firm tits. 
 
   Ray just sipped his drink, watching.
 
   My body temperature shot through the roof. Janet reached up and squeezed the dancer's large protruding lump and they smiled at each other. She tugged it a few times and he leaned over to speak into her ear. She nodded yes and his grin got bigger.
 
   I was shaken. What the hell was happening here? Ray took another sip and Janet gave the stripper another bill and then stepped back to join her husband. The dancer stayed a few minutes and then moved on.
 
   One look at Tiffany and I knew she was as stunned as I. How could Ray be okay with all that? I gulped some whiskey to steady my nerves and moved closer to Tiffany. 
 
   “What the ever-loving fuck was that?” I asked.
 
   I felt heat coming off my wife. She gave me her very best fuck-if-I-know look and gulped her martini. 
 
   “I have no idea,” she admitted. “But it was kind of hot, don't you think?”
 
   I nodded. Janet had crossed the line right in front of her husband and all of us. They were somewhat hidden from the crowd but she didn't even try to mask her actions. She did not care who saw her. I debated asking Ray about it but decided I would embarrass him so I just filed it away. We all knew Janet had a wild side but now I knew it ran deep.
 
   I kissed Tiffany and told her to have fun, keep her hands to herself, and I'd see her soon. At the last minute I added she should text me when she wants to go home. I collected all the guys and we headed downstairs. 
 
   I watched the hot girls and joked with the guys and teased Andy, the groom, that his life was about to change forever. Time flew. Hours later I noticed Ray sneak away and I decided to follow him. I did not want him driving after all the booze he'd consumed. I almost lost him in the darkness but when he pulled out his phone to check a text message I spotted the glow ahead of me. He worked his way back upstairs and I quietly came up behind him.
 
   In the corner across the room, Janet leaned against the same stripper from earlier. He had his hand inside her top again and when her arm moved I realized she had her hand down the front of his thong. She played with his dick! Again, Ray just watched. Janet lowered her head. She was either sucking or licking or kissing this guy's cock. It was too dark to be sure. 
 
   After a minute she straightened and her camera phone flashed several times. Seconds later Ray's phone glowed again. I was sure she'd sent Ray pictures of that dancer's penis. This was crazy. It was too much. I left. I worked my way back to the other guys.
 
   An hour later Tiffany text she was ready to leave. I was shocked at how much time had passed but watching gorgeous women dance nude has to be one of the best things ever. I said my goodbyes, paid my tab and tip, collected my wife, and headed home. 
 
   We showered off the smoke from the club and I climbed into bed. Tiffany dried her long black hair and dabbed lotion around her eyes and neck while I admired her tone body. She wasn't super fit like Janet but she worked out often. Under her soft skin were strong muscles. I gazed at her long legs and big firm tits and bubble butt. Her abs were flat and had a hint of eight-pack just beneath the skin. My wife was petite, shorter than Janet by six inches, but I'd take her body over Janet's every day of the week. She caught me looking.
 
   “No you don't mister. You don't get to watch all those hot young girls and then come home and have me. I know who you're really thinking about.”
 
   I laughed. “Baby, those little girls have no chance against you. I'll put your body against theirs any time you want. You have it all; ass, legs, tits, face...you even have the perfect hair for me. No way I'd think about one of them when I have you.”
 
   She melted.
 
   “Okay,” she giggled. “You win, keep looking.”
 
   I did. She tried to act indifferent but I know she loves my eyes on her. She's shy but truth be told, she loves any man's eyes on her. I guess it stems from an insecurity of some kind but she's always loved it. 
 
   She gave me a hard time about strippers but I was sure all those hot male bodies had gotten to her. She poses a little bit when she's horny and she did it now. I felt my penis wake up. She's bashful but she loves being noticed. She has no idea how gorgeous she is. 
 
   “Can you believe Janet did that?” she asked, rubbing lotion into her calf.
 
   “Janet? Yeah, but I was more shocked by Ray's non-reaction. If anything he seemed to actually like it. He watched her like a parole officer.” I did not mention the dick-sucking. “How can a husband be so cool about his wife with another man?”
 
   Tiffany pondered my question. “You know; I have to admit it turned me on a little bit.”
 
   “What, the Chippendale boys?”
 
   She stopped rubbing and looked at the floor. “No, yes, but I mean that whole thing; Janet doing that in front of her husband, Ray watching his flirtatious wife. I bet they are in bed right now. I watched your face, David. I know it turned you on a little too.”
 
   “It did,” I confessed. “I'm not sure why, exactly. I guess witnessing the sexual side of your wife like that. Ray wasn't jealous at all. I'm sure you're right about what they're doing this very minute. If that had been you I'd be reminding you who your man is.”
 
   “Big talker.”
 
   Watching her lotion up had me mostly hard under the blanket so I pushed the comforter down and showed her, holding my penis straight up. I'd gotten lucky in the penis department; a little above average in length, fairly thick and well proportioned. The few women I've been with have complimented me for having a “pretty” penis. 
 
   “Oh,” she said, her voice trailing away. “Oh my.”
 
   She sat the lotion on the counter and walked to the bed. 
 
   “Yummy,” she murmured just before taking my erection into her mouth.
 
   Our sex was intense. She was soaked and very responsive and I knew those dancers at the club had gotten to her. I tried to remember some of the hot girls I'd seen but none of them stood out. I was much more aroused by how hot Tiffany was. I wondered if that was how it worked for Ray. Did he also enjoy seeing his wife get turned on? I regretted not asking him. 
 
   I moved her to all fours and got behind her but did not put it in. She wiggled her ass and pushed her pussy back at me, trying to capture my dick, but I avoided her.
 
   “So?” I teased. “Are you saying you wish you were Janet? Would you like to do something like that in front of me?”
 
   “Uuunngh... that's hot, Baby.” 
 
   Honestly, I only meant to tease her. I knew there is no way she'd ever do something similar. I expected her to recoil at the idea. I expected her to scold me for being disrespectful. Her reaction surprised me.
 
   She again wiggled her pelvis back at me. This time I pushed my penis into her smoldering pussy. She was drenched and her walls kept clenching me. I enjoyed it for several heartbeats until I realized she'd avoided my question. Now I was intrigued. Her answer wasn't really an answer. I stopped pushing in and out.
 
   “Answer my question, Tiff; do you wish you were Janet? Would you like to show off like that? Do you want to flirt with a stripper like she did?”
 
   “Maybe, but not like she did. Fuck me, David. Give me your big dick.”
 
   I fucked her briefly and then stopped. “How then?”
 
   “Don't stop, Baby.”
 
   When I remained motionless she relented. 
 
   “I'd be less slutty, more... classy. I don't know. Something risqué but less sexual.”
 
   I pumped my hips. This was unexplored territory and I was unsure how I felt. Our sex life was strictly vanilla and we both came from conservative homes. We have no adult toys in the house. Tiffany has never even seen pornography. That Tiff liked the idea of something daring caught me totally by surprise. I had a mix of emotions going on but arousal stood out clearly. Imagining my shy and quietly reserved wife acting out in a way that even distantly resembled what Janet had done got me hotter than the sun. 
 
   I flashed back on Janet and this time Tiffany stood in her place. When her mouth closed on the front of the dancer's G-string, my balls tightened and my orgasm was upon me. I shot and shot inside my wife, my hips jerking out of control. My climax triggered Tiffany's and she came right along with me. Our orgasms lasted much longer than usual and we fell stunned onto the bed, twitching.  
 
   Minutes later, Tiffany spoke. “What the hell was that? Why did we cum so hard?”
 
   “Good question,” I moaned. “Remind me to take you to another strip club soon.”
 
   Tiffany snuggled up to me and we drifted off to blissful sleep.
 
   All week I was troubled. When Ray did nothing to stop his wife I'd thought less of him. What kind of a man allows his woman to act like that? Yet here I was, aroused. A few days later I masturbated while Tiff was at the gym and I tried to resist thinking about my wife acting like Janet, but the seed had been planted in my brain. As soon as I got close to orgasm my mind started throwing snap-shots of Tiffany leaning over and sucking that stripper's cock. I groaned and shot, cumming hard, even while regretting my untrustworthy and rebellious imagination. 
 
   The more I fought the idea, the stronger it became. I'd never in my life imagined something like this but now it had T-Rex jaws clamped on me. The next day Tiffany and I made love right in the middle of a movie we watched. More surprising, she initiated it, which she rarely does. I have no idea what she thought about but all I could picture was that stripper waving his cock in her face and my sweet wife unable to resist it. Once again I came really hard and so did Tiff.
 
   As we enjoyed the afterglow, I knew I had to talk to Ray. 
 
   The next day I sent him a text asking what he was doing and he said he was at the pub watching the game and invited me to join him. Tiffany was headed out with girlfriends to shop so I answered I'd see him soon. Tiff and I kissed goodbye and went our separate ways.
 
   At the pub Ray sat with his back to the wall and the big screen in front of him. He had a beer and his phone on the table next to a basket of pretzels. I took the seat next to him and we small-talked for a bit until he asked me what was up. I sighed.
 
   “This is weird,” I began. I struggled to put my thoughts into words. Ray searched my face and ate a pretzel. 
 
   “Why do I let Janet fuck other guys?” he offered.
 
   My jaw almost bounced off the table.
 
   “What?” I exclaimed.
 
   He ate another pretzel. “That's what you were about to ask, right? It's all over your face.”
 
   “No, kind of, no. Wait, fuck other guys? I wanted to talk to you about the strip club the other night. I saw her flirt with a stripper right in front of you.”
 
   “Yeah, I know, I gave her permission. I always do. I'll tell you more but you have to promise you'll keep it between us.”
 
   “Of course, I promise, but are you saying you let her fuck other men? Why? For God's sake how can you allow that?”
 
   He chuckled. “Allow? That's an odd word choice. You know, women can vote now, David. You can't chain them up or beat them anymore, it's illegal. I let her do it because she loves it.  She wants to do it and I want her too. It gets me hot. Sometimes I watch but usually the other guy doesn't like that so she sends pictures and video. It's crazy sexy.”
 
   I was thunderstruck. 
 
   “So, what did you mean then? Are you here to tell me I'm going to hell or Janet is going to leave me?” 
 
   My jaw moved but nothing came out. I shook my head. “Nothing like that from me. How you guys run your marriage is up to you. I'm just wondering; why do you like it?”
 
   He ate another pretzel and washed it down with a swig of beer. “Why is blue my favorite color? Where does my sense of humor come from? Why am I so good with math? Who knows? I don't precisely know why I like it. I just do.” 
 
   He leaned closer. “Early in our relationship Janet and I discussed fantasies and when I told her mine she got upset. We talked about it a lot. Her fantasies were so simple compared to mine. The more she thought about it the more she realized she thought like a little girl. She wanted more but wouldn't allow herself to envision it. Once she was honest and examined herself as a grown woman, she discovered she was actually pretty kinky. We explored what each of us truly liked and arrived at our current arrangement. Do you want to watch Tiffany? I'm guessing that's why you asked me why I like it; you are imagining Tiff doing something and it gets you hot and disturbs you at the same time. Am I right? You're hoping I have insight?”
 
   I pondered how much to reveal.
 
   “Listen,” he offered. “I've been honest with you. Few know about Janet and me. I've trusted you so know you can trust me. I'll tell no one.”
 
   I took the plunge. “Fair enough. Okay, since I saw you and Janet, I've been turned on by imagining Tiff acting like that. To make matters worse, she mentioned she thought what you guys did was really sexy too. It was obvious you were both into it and I'm thinking Tiff and I might be like you.”
 
   “Okay. That's cool.”
 
   “But how do you stand it? Another man touching your woman? Doesn't that piss you off? It's like you have no control over her.”
 
   He chuckled. “You really are stuck in the Dark Ages, aren't you? I don't own her, David.   I get what you're asking but that's part of the problem. If you both want it, what's the hang-up? Truth takes courage. Have you shared your feelings with Tiffany?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “First step, dude. Be honest. She's your partner for life. You owe her the real you. Always.”
 
   I ate a pretzel. 
 
   “Baby steps,” he continued. “Try something. If you both like it, try a little more. Repeat until you do something you don't enjoy, take one step back and stop; that's your comfort level. Believe me, this shit is rocket fuel. Janet and I have mad crazy sex but it is also intensely intimate. Imagine how much we trust each other.”
 
   “Let's watch the game,” I suggested.
 
   I thought about his suggestion the rest of the day and when I returned home I was determined to talk to Tiffany. I wanted nothing crazy, nothing like Janet biting a penis in public. Perhaps Tiff dressed in sexy clothes or going out bra-less. Even that simple thought made my heart skip a beat. 
 
   Tiff arrived after I did with Mexican food. We sat in front of the big screen and ate and watched Daredevil on Netflix. After the first episode I hit pause and faced her. I decided to leave my conversation with Ray out of it.
 
   “Baby,” I began, “I've been thinking. That night with Ray and Janet seemed to get us both pretty hot. Maybe we should try some new ideas, spice things up. What do you think?”
 
   “Like what? You want me to blow a stripper?”
 
   “No. I'd like to buy you a new outfit and have you wear it when we go out Saturday night.”
 
   “You often buy me clothing without asking, Honey. What's different this time?”
 
   I paused to gather courage. “Well, this outfit will be a little different. This outfit will be...a little...daring.”
 
   She smiled. “Oh, really?”
 
   I relaxed some. “Yes, I think it would be fun to go someplace we've never been dressed up for a sexy night. What do you think?”
 
   “That sounds like fun. How daring? Do not embarrass me.”
 
   “Nothing crazy; some leg and some cleavage. I think you're gorgeous and I know other men think so too. I feel like showing you off a little. You should get credit for those hours at the gym.”
 
   “Where is this coming from? Is this because of Janet and Ray the other night?”
 
   “Yeah, I think so. We aren't the wild couple they are but it did get me thinking how we could loosen up. You like it when men notice you and I like it when men notice you, so why not?”
 
   “Sounds fun, David. I'm in. I can't wait to see what you pick out for me. Please don't dress me like a slut.”
 
   “Of course not, Baby.” 
 
   I pressed play. I was excited to get started at the mall. 
 
   Saturday morning, I visited four shops without luck. My fifth stop was a Betsy Johnson boutique and they had several possible outfits in the windows. As I entered a girl emerged from the back room and I was momentarily struck dumb; she was a knock-out. Part Asian and part Irish, this long black-haired beauty had pale skin and freckles lightly dusting her nose. Her eyes were narrow and her breasts small, her legs long. She wore a loose top that hung open almost to her belly button and a skirt slit up the side to her hip. Every move she made provided me a flash of smooth fair skin. 
 
   From my previous four stops I'd learned to get to the point.
 
   “Hi, my name is David. I need an outfit for my wife, sexy but not slutty, some cleavage and leg, tight but not too tight.”
 
   “Hi David, I'm Stacey. I think I got it; if you ran into your parents she might blush but not be humiliated.”
 
   I smiled. “Well said. Yes, exactly.”
 
   I gave her Tiff's measurements and showed her some pictures on my phone. Her eyebrows went up. 
 
   “Wow,” she teased. “What a babe. She's a little busty for our store but I have some ideas.”
 
   Stacey moved from rack to rack collecting articles of clothing. Her flashes of skin got to me, and I'm pretty sure she knew what she did. We reviewed her choices and I rejected a few and then she offered to try on the remaining for me. Of course I accepted. The mall was slow and this store especially so. I doubted we'd be bothered. She stepped into a dressing room and emerged shortly after, looking amazing. 
 
   She plucked at the front of the blouse. “Now, your wife will fill this much more than me. More like this.” She pulled the fabric away as if a bosom swelled it and when she did I saw her entire pert breast including a glorious pink puffy nipple. I played it cool so she just held it open like that. Today was a good day. I had her turn, picturing the outfit on Tiffany, and ran my eyes all over this hot girl's body. Goddamn. God-Damn!
 
   Stacey disappeared into the dressing room again, reappearing minutes later wearing a new outfit. Too much skin was covered and I said so and Stacey tried again. We both knew what she did but we both played it cool.
 
   The next outfit stopped me.
 
   “Wow. WOW.”
 
   Stacey giggled and acted slightly embarrassed. 
 
   “Thank you, David. Have we found our outfit?”
 
   The green fabric was loose but static made it cling to every curve. Stacey's body was revealed to me like she wore a coat of paint, and she stunned. I honestly had trouble forming words and Stacey giggled again.
 
   “I wish I did that to my boyfriend,” she chuckled.
 
   “Stacey, you're gorgeous. You should buy this dress.”
 
   “Too expensive and no place to wear it, David. Will it work for Tiffany? Again, picture much bigger boobs than mine.” 
 
   She once more pulled the fabric away from her chest, revealing a lovely breast.
 
   I nodded slowly, ogling every square inch of the beautiful girl. “It will, Stacey, thank you. Well done.”
 
   She beamed. When she moved to the dressing room she left the drape partially open and I saw her nude from head to toe. We avoided each other’s eyes, keeping the entire thing innocent and blameless, but I burned her into my memories forever. She dressed in her original clothing and emerged, placing the dress at the sales counter.
 
   “Now shoes,” she said.
 
   I left an hour later and Tiffany had everything she'd need. I took Stacey's card and entered her info in my phone. The girl knew fashion and was so easy on the eyes, I figured why not make her my regular salesgirl?
 
   I got home before Tiffany and laid the dress and shoes out along with all the accessories. The open back meant Tiff could wear no bra but would most likely insist on panties, so I purchased a tiny pair of green lace that matched the dress. Of course, I'd prefer no panties and the dress was so clingy no panties would work best, but baby-steps, right?
 
   When Tiff saw it she flipped.
 
   “Oh my God, David, I love it. How did you do this?”
 
   “Determination and will-power.” I left Stacey out of it. 
 
   She hastened to put it on and then stood before the mirror. She looked incredible. Stacey had been right about the breasts and Tiff's cleavage looked amazing. I also saw a slight amount of under-boob and side boob because of the way the dress was cut under the arms. Tiffany kept tugging at the cloth, trying to cover up.
 
   “You know you can't do that once we're in public,” I said. “Makes you look awkward and uncomfortable.”
 
   She knew exactly what I meant and stood tall.
 
   “You're right, sorry. Tonight is all about sexy fun, although I may need a drink or two before I stop worrying about it.”
 
   She did several test runs walking across the bedroom floor and every now and then the band of her panties flashed. She chewed her lip and knew she considered going without. I didn't push. 
 
   She stepped to the full-length mirror and her face lit up.
 
   “Baby, I feel so pretty! Thank you for this. Thank you for everything.”
 
   She turned side to side, her eyes wide, taking herself in.
 
   We left the house around eight to grab some dinner before the club. Tiffany looked breathtaking and turned heads everywhere. She wore a shoulder-wrap during dinner which hid most of her skin. After we ate we drove to the club and valeted. Two young guys approached the car, one to my door and one to hers. I handed my guy the keys and turned in time to see the guy at her door fight to keep his face under control. I don't know what he saw when he helped her out, but he really liked it. Adrenaline surged as I imagined Tiffany flashing him a generous amount of cleavage. 
 
   The club was at a new casino and it was packed. My office handles advertising for this casino, among others, and a few phone calls had our name on the list. I spoke to the bouncer at the door, passed him a twenty, and he ushered us in and to a booth. I ordered champagne. The place filled up fast. Music already blared.
 
   Two songs later Tiffany wanted to dance so I joined her. We stayed on the dance floor so long when we got back to our booth two guys, one long hair one short, had helped themselves to it. They stood when we approached and the bouncer took a step to shoo them off but I stopped him. 
 
   “Sit down, fellas, relax. Plenty of room.” They smiled and thanked us.
 
   Long-hair spoke. “We're waiting for some friends and then we're out of your way. You can see the whole floor from up here, thanks dude.”
 
   “Call me David. This is my wife, Tiffany.” We shook hands.
 
   “Andy and Paul,” Long-hair Andy said, pointing at Paul, who gave me a quick nod.
 
   Both of them kept glancing at Tiffany. From dancing her dress had opened up a little more in front and plenty of skin showed. I ordered more champagne and shared it with the two guys and soon we were all talking fast and having a blast. Tiffany had so much fun she glowed. 
 
   She crossed her legs and it took me a minute to notice that her slit had fallen to the inside so one leg was bare from toes to hip. Paul spotted it right away. That excited all by itself but then I realized the band from her panties was missing. She must have slid them off under the table! Now my heart hammered. 
 
   We drank more champagne and talked over the music and then Paul boldly asked Tiffany to dance. She looked at me and then he did too. Tiff and I locked eyes. She was on fire. I saw so much smoldering heat I considered ending our night and taking her home.
 
   “Sure, Paul, you two enjoy each other.”
 
   I was telling Tiffany to enjoy him. It was a subtle difference and I knew there was a decent chance she might miss my double meaning but Tiff is a smart girl. When her eyes narrowed I knew she'd caught my entendre. 
 
   They stood and she leaned in to kiss my cheek.
 
   “I will, and thank you,” she whispered. I felt my balls constrict. 
 
   They danced, sometimes close, sometimes distant, but he never took his eyes off her. Towards the end he took her hands and twirled her and moved her around the floor and Tiff laughed with joy. Her breasts clung to those silky straps with all their might and I felt sure any second she was about to flash the crowd. She didn't, but for several long moments I held my breath.
 
   When they returned to the booth Tiff gulped her champagne and I filled her back up. The guys stayed with us another thirty minutes or so and then Andy saw their friends and it was time for them to leave. Paul and Tiffany looked disappointed. We all agreed it was nice meeting and wished each other well.
 
   After they were gone I poured more drink. “So, that was fun.”
 
   “God was it ever. Paul can dance.”
 
   “You look amazing tonight, Baby. Every man here is staring at you.”
 
   Tiffany looked around the room. “I am getting a lot of attention. I'm having a blast, thank you so much for suggesting this, Baby”
 
   “My pleasure, Tiff. Ready to dance again?”
 
   “Yup.”
 
   We did. Because they also saw her dancing with Paul, men approached our booth and asked Tiffany to dance. We always said yes. Not all the guys were attractive but Tiff danced with every one of them. Hours later she was tired but elated. 
 
   I'd now seen her with a wide variety of men and I had to admit it was exciting. Maybe it was the taboo or maybe I knew my chances of scoring with her were way up because all this attention made her horny, but whatever the reason, I loved other men wanting her. She loved it too. We finished our last bottle of champagne. I checked the time and was surprised to see three in the morning. 
 
   I was just about to suggest it was time to go home when one more man approached our table. He was older and had a dignified air about him. I'd not seem him dancing before but that wasn't too surprising; the place was still packed. He asked me if he might have one dance before we left and Tiff was already on her feet before I could answer.
 
   He led her to the floor by taking her hand, something none of the younger men had done, and then faced her and drew her close. One hand went to the small of her back and the other held her hand aloft. Her face eased close to his. The next song began and it was much slower, the DJ obviously winding things down for the night. Many couples left the floor to collect their belongings. 
 
   He was smooth. He led Tiff elegantly and she reacted by moving closer to him. Her breasts pressed against his chest. Her pelvis rubbed on his. I stopped breathing and my heart stopped beating. There was plenty going on all around me but the only thing in the room for me was my wife in another man's arms. My penis grew warmer until hot. My mouth went dry. 
 
   She danced with him effortlessly, allowing him to move her body and guide her. It was beautiful and frightening. I felt jealous, but I also felt arousal. My insides twisted. I wanted it to end right this second but I couldn't take my eyes off her. At one point he dipped her and then brought her back and her dress was now wide open in front, her breasts barely contained. In the dim light they looked huge and firm, rising and falling with excitement. 
 
   At last the song ended and the DJ announced something that was utterly garbled but we all knew what it meant. Her partner walked her back to me. She seemed mesmerized. He thanked us and wished us good night. We silently collected our things and returned to valet. Tiffany's tits were more exposed than covered but this was Vegas and it was still ninety-nine degrees at four in the morning. Besides, her nipples were covered and many other girls around us showed just as much flesh. Our car arrived quickly and I got us home after a quiet ride. I pressed the button to shut the garage door.
 
   Tiffany was on me before the door closed. Her face dove into my lap and she had my penis in her mouth while the car still idled. I killed the engine and as soon as the garage door shut I pulled her face away and kissed her. 
 
   We fucked in the kitchen in our clothes and she came when I mentioned her missing panties. We fucked again in the living room. We eventually made it to the bedroom where we went at it again until she shook the walls with a third climax, most powerful by far. I shot deep inside her and that's how we woke up hours later; tangled, sweaty, and drained. We showered and got back in bed where she sucked my penis until falling asleep again. 
 
   We talked about that night for weeks. Our sex was off the chart. Neither of us could pin-point any one thing about the night that did it for us but we both agreed it may have been the hottest night of our lives, hotter even than our honeymoon. 
 
   In the days that followed Tiffany stepped up her trips to the gym but also subtly changed her wardrobe. No longer did she button her shirt all the way to the neck or wear pantyhose every time she wore a skirt. She said air swirling up and around her legs felt like hands and she loved it. 
 
   One day she came home from shopping and attacked me in the kitchen. She said she'd caught a handsome sales man looking up her skirt while she tried on shoes and then caught him later gawking down the front of her top. After she fucked me she showed me the lacy bras and panties she'd purchased. From now on she'd feel sexy and horny every minute of the day. 
 
   I was so thrilled with how things went I called Ray to thank him. He suggested we meet. Two days later I was back at the pub at the same table. I told Ray everything. He asked a million questions about how I and Tiffany felt. I realized he got off vicariously on the intensity of our night but I didn't care. His insight was golden. 
 
   After he listened he ordered me a whiskey. 
 
   “How about your sex since that night? You and Tiff going at each other or has an uncomfortable silence settled in?”
 
   “Fuck yes we're going at each other. We're like teenagers. I'm fucking her all over the house.”
 
   “And you don't mind at all that she's giving men glimpses of her hot body?”
 
   “Not at all. The opposite, actually. She's not touching them so why not? She comes home so hot and bothered, I'm loving it.”
 
   “And what if she did touch them? Or allowed them to touch her. What if she did it innocently, like having a salesman zip up the back of a dress she's trying on? Would that bother you?”
 
   I stopped to imagine it and felt my penis twitch.
 
   “No, I think I'd be okay with that.”
 
   “Good, because I can promise you Tiffany will love it, and you will benefit.”
 
   I thought about it. I was much more okay with the idea of them touching her than her touching them. I made a mental note to tell her that.
 
   Ray and I changed the subject to sports and then after an hour went our separate ways. When I got home that night Tiffany made dinner and we watched the next episode of Daredevil. When it ended I brought the subject up, again leaving my conversation with Ray out. Tiffany listened attentively, intrigued. 
 
   “You want men to put their hands all over me?”
 
   “Not like that, not pawing at you. Innocently, almost accidentally, and only if you want them to, only if you find them attractive. I'm just saying since the exhibitionism went so well and turned out to be so exciting, why not push the envelope a little? What do you think?”
 
   Tiffany just stared at me with a blank face. I waited. She let the air out of her lungs in a whoosh. 
 
   “Holy shit,” she murmured. “I'm turned on just thinking about it. I catch men looking all the time and I love it but then I scold myself for enjoying it. I'm married so that's like cheating. Then you told me you wanted me to show them skin and I found I ate it up guilt-free. Now you want to let them touch me? Are you absolutely sure? That's super-hot. Get your dick out and let me suck it.”
 
   I laughed but did as I was told. 
 
   Tiffany wasted no time. The next day I was at work when I got a text from her; do they have to be strangers? 
 
   I read that text five times. I had pure adrenaline pumping through my veins. This was much more exciting than I ever imagined. I text back, No, I suppose not. Just be careful. 
 
   Tiffany had worn a short black skirt, black boots, white silk blouse, and silver hoop earrings to work today. She looked sexy yet professional. I wondered who she had targeted and why, and what she would do with him. 
 
   I became more aroused by the second but this time there was an element of anxiety too. Someone she knew was so different from a perfect stranger. I waited an hour and then sent her a text asking what happened. I received no reply. My work day slowed to a crawl and I got so aroused I seriously considered jerking off in the men's room. 
 
   When I got home Tiffany was already there and naked on our bed! I ripped my clothes off as I ran and pounced on her, kissing ferociously. I bit her neck. She dove for my penis. I let her suck hard and fast for a while but then pulled her off and told her to tell me everything.
 
   She went back to sucking me but paused every few seconds to tell me what happened.
 
   She worked with a man, older, graying, smart, funny, in great shape. They see each other every day on the elevator, always saying hello and exchanging pleasantries. 
 
   They rode together this morning, first thing, and the elevator was packed. Tiffany said she innocently maneuvered so her butt bumped the front of his pants. At each stop she eased back against him a little more as more bodies filled the lift. After the second floor she said he started to get hard. 
 
   By the fourth floor he was erect and she had positioned herself so his hard-on rested between her ass cheeks. She waited until he was fully nestled and then she squeezed her cheeks around him like he was a huge tube of toothpaste. She heard him gasp softly and described it as one of the sexiest sounds she'd ever heard. She relaxed her cheeks, moved slightly higher, and then clenched them again like she tried to crush a walnut. His hot breath hit the nape of her neck, raising goose bumps. 
 
   Neither of them admitted to anything. All the way to the top floor Tiffany held him in her grip, moving slightly up and down. As enough people left the elevator she could no longer maintain her charade so she released him and stepped free. They avoided each other’s eyes but she said the tension in that little metal box was thick. She had sweat on her forehead and between her shoulder blades. He exited before she did and she calmly wished him a pleasant day and he turned to face her and said the same.
 
   “David, the desire in his eyes was insane! I felt so sexy and powerful. I need you to fuck me hard.”
 
   Her story drove me crazy. I flipped Tiff onto her stomach and got behind her. She was dripping wet and I slid right in. She asked me if she'd done well and I assured her she had, and then I fucked her brains out. This was wild sexy fun.
 
   Again, for the next month our sex life was like nothing either of us had ever known. Tiffany flashed men whenever she wished and occasionally bumped or rubbed the guys she found really hot. My wife was a nympho in bed. She confessed surprise regarding her male participants. To a man they reacted eagerly to her, showed obvious desire and lust, and tried to make their encounter with her last as long as possible. That made her feel sexy and gorgeous. I wasn't surprised by that at all. 
 
   One day she came home more excited than ever. She'd gone shoe shopping and met a man she considered out of her league. She described him as “Hollywood movie-star handsome.” His name was Tony and he owned that business as well as several others around town. Tiffany stayed and talked with him for a while and then tried on several pairs of shoes and Tony sent the other salesperson to work in the stockroom. 
 
   As the transaction progressed Tiffany said she became more and more bold. They were alone in the store now. 
 
   She honestly believed there was no way a man this gorgeous would be interested in her but he was; she saw it in his eyes. Eventually, she took a risk and while he held her foot she allowed her thighs to part and saw his eyes dart up to steal a glance. She said his eyes on her lace covered pussy melted her. 
 
   They both played it cool but she had to have more. She bent and turned, posed before the mirrors, teased and flashed until they were both going crazy. She said the large lump in his pants was obvious. Every time she tried on a pair his strong steady fingertips grazed her skin, inching higher up her leg. 
 
   Finally, she could stand no more and, gazing into his eyes as he crouched on the floor, she parted her legs right at him. When his unflinching eyes fell to her soaked pussy, she moaned. He took his time, like he wanted to remember this moment forever, until at last he returned his eyes to hers. 
 
   Then she felt his hands on each knee. 
 
   With gentle but firm pressure he slowly spread her open. He wanted to see everything and his confident aggression turned her on. She opened her legs to him and let him see all she had.
 
   “You're gorgeous,” he exhaled. “Every flawless inch of you.”
 
   The chime rang at the door as another customer entered and Tiffany gracefully closed her legs before they were caught. They made small talk as they moved to the register. My wife bought a pair and was sure to get his business card as well. She got in her car and drove straight home to me. I made her wear those shoes as I fucked her until she exploded. When she came it was the longest, loudest, and most powerful of her life. 
 
   I met Ray that weekend and brought him up to date. He asked a million questions, as always, but this time seemed to focus on me and how I felt about all this. I assured him I was fine with it and more than fine; I liked it. Mostly I liked what it did to Tiffany. Our sex life was the best it had ever been. 
 
   “So far it's all been flirty innocent fun. How will you feel when Tiffany sees another man's penis?”
 
   I hadn't allowed myself to consider that so I sat silent.
 
   “You are headed that way. You now that, right?”
 
   “We are? That seems like an awfully big jump to me, Ray”
 
   “Yes. Trust me, as a man who has been all the way down this road, that is where you will one day soon find yourself.”
 
   “But why? We are having a blast just the way things are.”
 
   “Because, as you've already discovered, if this much is good, then a little more is better. Each stage will become the new norm and you'll need to escalate things to get that same rush. While that is going on, you will learn that there is less to fear than you believed so pushing the envelope becomes easier. Remember how nervous you were after our first meeting? Now your wife is spreading her legs to other men and you both love it. Just a few months ago you would have felt anger and jealousy at that suggestion.”
 
   I tried to swallow but couldn't so I took a sip of beer and choked. I imagined Tiffany holding a penis in her hand and broke into a sweat.
 
   “What do I do?” I asked Ray.
 
   He leaned back and looked around the bar, thinking. He leaned back in.
 
   “Follow it, my friend. I can tell you at some point you will cross a line where it begins to feel wrong. Everybody's line falls in a different place. When that happens, you will then know your true comfort level, but you have to get there to find it. No way to know in advance or to guess. You have to walk the walk.”
 
   I risked another swallow of beer and was successful. 
 
   “This is intense,” I admitted. 
 
   “Nothing like it,” he conceded. 
 
   We stopped talking and watched the game. I could not believe I was considering his suggestion, but I was.
 
   For a while Tiff and I left things the same. Tiff enjoyed her innocent games and came home hot and ready. Her wardrobe for work remained mostly the same, perhaps a little more leg and slightly more cleavage, but her wardrobe for going out, with or without me, changed completely. She was the same sweet, shy, reserved wife, mostly, but that was all on the outside. On the inside she was turning into an attention junkie.
 
   One night we were out for drinks and to listen to a new band our friends raved about. Tiffany wore a tight white pencil skirt and tank-top and her extra hours at the gym really showed. At first I thought she wore a sports bra under her tank but the more I watched her move the more I realized it was just a sheer bralette. It offered no padding or support; her big tits bounced independently and a lot. It did offer another layer of material between her nipples and the thin tank, which is all she wanted. 
 
   We arrived early and I snagged a booth in front of the stage and she went to the bar to order drinks. Once she got back I planned on easing into my conversation. This felt risky to me but also tremendously exciting. I felt excited and worried and fearful and aroused. I wondered what Tiff's reaction would be. If she jumped at the chance, I'd be jealous but turned on. If she declined, I'd be relieved and disappointed. It was all so confusing and bewildering. 
 
   I watched her walk back to our table carrying a glass of wine and my tumbler of whiskey. She was lovely. She saw me looking and actually blushed.
 
   She stopped in front of our table. “David, if I wasn't already in love with you, the way you just looked at me would make me fall in love with you.”
 
   I took the glasses from her so she could slide into the booth and we kissed.
 
   “That was the look of a devoted man,” I confessed.
 
   We kissed again. We chatted, discussing what we'd been told about this band and then about work; little snippets of boring life that cement a relationship together. There was a pause in the conversation and a young man walked past our booth. He and Tiffany locked eyes and she gave him a tiny smile. He walked into someone else and spilled his drink. Tiffany grinned and quickly looked away.
 
   “Another one bites the dust,” I joked. She knew what I meant.
 
   “I have to admit, I love it. Growing up no boy looked at me, ever. Then I got older and no man looked at me. Then I had one magical summer and guys started to notice me. I figure I have a lot of ground to make up. I love it.”
 
   “All this extra-curricular flirting you've been doing has been a blast for both of us.”
 
   “It has.”
 
   “If I left it totally up to you what we do next? What would you do? Is our current level good or do you want more?”
 
   She drank a little wine and surveyed the club.
 
   “Such a seemingly innocent question,” she muttered, her mental gears turning. “It's not fair to hang me out like that but I won't shy away from it; I'd say touching, especially kissing. I love to kiss and be kissed, maybe some light petting too. Does that shock you? Did I go too far?”
 
   “Shock? Not at all. I know you and what you like, especially the kissing. I don't know if I could stand to see that.”
 
   “Then I'll do it behind your back.”
 
   Boom. “Okay, now I am shocked.”
 
   “But turned on, right? I've discovered you like it when I'm a little naughty on my own.”
 
   She was right; I was turned on. Mildly disturbed, but also turned on.
 
   I looked out over the crowd which had grown considerably. I wrestled with her suggestion, torn between wanting to try it and fear of it. 
 
   “Tell me you love me,” I said, not looking at her.
 
   “I love you with all my heart, David.”
 
   I heard her conviction. I took the plunge.
 
   “Is there someone in the crowd?” She knew what I meant.
 
   “Oh Yes. More than one.”
 
   I surveyed the sea of men wondering which would win my wife's attention.
 
   “Go. Flirt.” 
 
   She studied me, a smile slowly creeping across her face. She said nothing, finishing her wine and coming around the table to kiss me. I watched her perfect ass walk away.
 
   My palms were slick with sweat. My hand shook as I lifted the tumbler to my lips. Ray was right, there was nothing like it. Better than any drug, the reality of what we now did raced through my veins like battery acid. I had just sent my wife off to touch and kiss other men. I died inside.
 
   I tried to stay put. I really did. But the suspense was just too much. I caught the waitress's eye and ordered two more and waited impatiently for her to bring them. I told her my wife was in the restroom and I needed to make a phone call but I wanted to hold my table and she slapped a “reserved” sign down on it. I thanked her and left both drinks.
 
   I circled in the opposite direction Tiff headed and kept low, scanning the crowd all around. I found her across the room, leaning against the wall, talking and laughing with the young man who spilled his drink earlier. I had to calm myself. 
 
   A lock of her long black hair fell across her face and he gently brushed it back. Tiffany's eyes narrowed and gained a predator's aspect. He saw it and they both stopped talking. Time stopped. He lifted her chin with a knuckle and pressed his lips to hers. After a few seconds, her lips parted first and her tongue slipped across the gap into his mouth.
 
   My entire body felt like it was submerged in ice water. My concentration and focus narrowed. Every minute detail registered and my penis inflated. My legs went weak. I leaned on a stranger's table and they laughed because they thought I was drunk.
 
   Tiffany and her new friend kissed passionately for a very long time. His hand slipped down to her ass and he cupped her fit round buttock. His fingers dented her skirt. She leaned closer and his hand left her ass and came up to discreetly squeeze her firm tit. 
 
   I'd seen enough. I recoiled and headed back to our table. I downed the whiskey in one huge gulp. Holy fuck! I was crazy jealous but hard as iron. Tiffany looked so sexy! She eagerly welcomed everything he did to her. I caught the waitress's eye and ordered another. My mind replayed what I had seen over and over and over.  
 
   Mercifully, when Tiff approached me through the crowd she was alone. She was also grinning from ear to ear. She slid around our table and kissed my cheek, thanked me for the fresh wine, and met my eyes, smiling like a mental patient.
 
   I did not trust myself to speak. She swallowed some wine. 
 
   “Take your wedding ring off,” she said. “You're my brother. Chris will join us in a minute. I'm visiting you from Los Angeles for a week of Vegas fun since my husband, Paul, is in Europe for a month.”
 
   World, rocked. 
 
   Was this my conservative wife? With no time to talk about what I'd seen, I slid my ring off and dropped it into my shirt pocket, moving away from my new sister. Chris showed up right on cue. He slid into our booth on the other side of Tiffany, placing her between us, and sat close enough their bodies touched all the way down. I struggled to contain myself. Tiffany grinned like a maniac. She had a blast with all this. 
 
   We small-talked, sharing basic information; Chris lived in Vegas too and sold commercial real estate. I can rarely tell when a man is good-looking but I knew Chris was. Tiff's self-esteem was through the roof. We chatted a while and then Tiff slid her hand off the table and into his lap. I made my face stay passive. I got my phone out pretending I sent a text but really I was watching her hand from the corner of my eye. She pushed the tablecloth out of the way and squeezed the front of his pants. He was so cool. 
 
   She leaned closer to him and murmured something. I missed most of it but did hear her ask, “Is that all you?” I risked a glance at his lap and had to control my face again; her hand was filled with something. I made out the basic size and shape of him through the material. She moved her hand up and down the length, sliding pants and all, and he looked really big. I thought I was going to pass-out. I thought about interrupting, telling Tiff we had to go, but what if Chris offered to give her a ride home? No way was I leaving here without her. No way. I had to ride this out and wait for my window.
 
   Just as my heart began to settle back down, Tiff scanned the crowd and slipped her other hand into his lap too. Down came his zipper! I held my breath. He got a little nervous but did nothing to stop her. She never even glanced at me but why would she? I'm just her brother and we are both adults. Her fingers disappeared inside his pants. He coughed and cleared his throat and she said, “Your skin is so hot.”
 
   I wanted to scream. Nothing in particular, just a primeval scream. I had so many pent-up emotions needing release. She shocked us both when she pulled his dick out under the table. He was hidden but a bare-naked cock waved in the open air inside a very public place. I kept my neck stiff, forcing myself to avoid looking directly at my wife's hand wrapped around this man's cock. I'm above average and he was bigger than me by a lot. Tiffany chuckled and pumped the loose skin.
 
   “You have a big cock,” she stated. “It's gorgeous.”
 
   Her comment seemed to catch him by surprise, or maybe his cool exterior unraveled just a little, but he thanked her awkwardly and continued trying to act cool. 
 
   I risked a better look; he was about three-fingers thick, maybe a little more, and much longer than me. She stroked him slowly, tugging the skin up and down, squeezing his shaft so hard her knuckles were white.
 
   “That feels great,” he offered. “Put your mouth on me. Suck it.”
 
   Suddenly my phone was the most interesting object in the universe. I felt Tiff glance at me and then heard her chuckle.
 
   “No, Chris, sorry. I want to but not in front of my brother and not inside such a public place. Maybe some other time? David, get Chris's number, will you please? Maybe I can see him again before I head back to LA.”
 
   My neck and face burned. Thank God it was dark in here. Tiff played her role perfectly and having so much fun with it. I told Chris I was ready when he was and entered his digits as he spoke them. Every time he looked away, I looked at my wife's hand holding his bare cock. I knew I would never forget this moment. 
 
   “Can you cum?” Tiffany asked. 
 
   Chris nodded. 
 
   “Sit up,” she instructed. 
 
   Chris leaned forward and put his elbows on the cloth, looking around the club like nothing happened. Tiff aimed his dick under the table. I held my breath as her little hand jacked him faster. The table cloth dropped down and covered what happened beneath it, but I could imagine. 
 
   “Cum for me,” Tiff urged. “So me how much you like me. Do you think I'm pretty?”
 
   Chris nodded again and looked down at the tabletop. Tiff's hand worked faster.
 
   “I will suck your cock, Chris. I want to, believe me, I just can't this time.”
 
   The tablecloth bounced around. 
 
   “And since I'm sure you're wondering, because every guy does, yeah, when I suck it, I'm going to swallow your cum. Tell me how pretty? Am I cute? Sexy? Gorgeous?” She loved this.
 
   “Fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck, here it comes. I think you're fucking gorgeous. I think you're the hottest girl in this place. This is so crazy. Tiffany, you might be the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. Yeah! Fuck yeah! Unnggghhh, hunnnng!” 
 
   His body tensed and I knew under the table that big dick spurt cum. I casually surveyed the crowd but nobody gave a shit about us. 
 
   Chris came a lot. Long after I would have finished he still shot. Tiff laughed with glee and kept stroking until he made her stop.
 
   “No more,” he pleaded. “No more. I'm too sensitive. Oh my fucking God that was hot. I've never done anything like this.”
 
   “Me either!” Tiffany giggled. She wiped her hands on the tablecloth. 
 
   His sperm sprayed my wife's hands. My balls contracted and I had to smother a groan. His sperm sprayed my wife's hands; that reality blew me away. 
 
   She tucked him away and zipped him up. Desire for her flared like a super-nova inside me. They went back to chatting casually, although with a much greater air of familiarity, and I resisted the urge to tell him to get lost. He discreetly ran his hands on her bare legs and fondled her breasts until she told him she needed to talk to me alone. He took the hint and made his goodbyes. I waited until the crowd swallowed him.
 
   “Home, now,” I ordered. 
 
   Tiff laughed. “Yessir,” she quickly replied. The band was just tuning up when we hit the exit. We started dirty-talk as soon as we got in the car to head home. Tiffany was so turned on she was ready to explode and started sucking me while we were still in the parking lot. She'd stop only to answer my questions or tell me her favorite parts. I admitted I'd seen them kiss before she came back to the booth and she was shocked I'd allowed all that to happen anyway.
 
   “Weren't you jealous?” she asked.
 
   “Terribly!”
 
   “But you played along? Why?”
 
   This was an excellent question and I wrestled with the answer before I understood.
 
   “Because my desire to see what you did next surpassed my hurt from jealousy. Because you turned me on so much I had to know how far you'd go.” 
 
   At home I fucked her until she could take no more and then rolled her over and pushed my dick up her pussy. I held both cheeks far apart as I pounded her. I just hammered away until my orgasm took me and let it spray deep inside her. 
 
   After we fucked like animals we fell asleep but awoke hours later to do it again. We woke one last time just before dawn and this time our sex was tender love-making. We finally got out of bed around eleven and went for waffles and pancakes. We touched constantly, like newlyweds, kissing and caressing each other. 
 
   “What surprised you most?” I asked. “I know it was a night full of surprises, but I'm curious if one moment stands out from the others. Is there?”
 
   She tapped a finger against her lips, thinking. 
 
   “Well, actually, there was, although I was going to keep it to myself. It seems like a woman thing. I'm not sure you'd care or could appreciate it the way I did.”
 
   “Of course I want to know, Baby. I want us to share everything.”
 
   “Okay then; I loved how big he was. I was surprised how much it mattered to me. It made me want to see it, to touch it, to jack him off. When I first felt it while we kissed my heart jumped. Baby, yours is big but his is huge. I really loved that he was so much bigger than you. I really knew I was with a different man. It super-charged the entire evening with electric sexuality.”
 
   I hadn't anticipated that response but hearing her say it excited me. It stung that she cared so much about size because it stirred up a whole bucket full of male fears and insecurities, but I loved her reaction. Other women might have said they loved his pretty eyes or his handsome face. Not mine. My woman loves big cocks. I found that incredibly hot. I loved that it mattered to her although I wasn't sure why I loved it. 
 
   I realized I looked at her in a whole new light; since we'd never done anything even remotely close to this, I saw a brand-new and much more sexual side of my wife. This knowledge affected every single thing I thought I knew about her. Every curve of her body was now pure sex. Every smile, the way her hair flowed, the flash of her big green eyes; she was a living breathing sex goddess. 
 
   For her, she discovered unknown parts of herself. Not just how attractive she actually was to men, which was a really big deal, but how much she loved sex for the sake of sex, flirting for the sake of flirting. It made being a woman a thousand times more fun and since she had my consent, there simply was no down-side. More than a little kid in a candy store, she was a kid at Disneyland with no lines and everything free. 
 
   We were giddy. We had no idea what we were doing, exactly, but so far our instincts had been spot-on. Even taking Chris's number for her had been a tremendous turn-on. We ate and then raced home for more sex. 
 
   Our giddiness lasted for months and Tiff flirted like crazy. We practically skipped through life. All our friends and co-workers commented, wondering what changed for us. I explained Tiffany and I realized how lucky we were to have each other and fell in love all over again. They all envied us. 
 
   Ray knew. I met him to catch up and as soon as I walked in the door he saw joy on my face and said loud and clear, “See? I told you so!” Everyone looked up at us.
 
   I told him everything that had happened so far and how we both felt about it. He was supportive and encouraging.
 
   “You know what comes next,” he stated, “and I think you're both ready for it.”
 
   I was confused for half a second and then I knew. I back-pedaled. 
 
   “I can't do that. I doubt Tiffany even wants to.”
 
   He scoffed. 
 
   “No, seriously,” I assured. “We're ecstatic with everything right where it is. Why mess it up? I think that would be too far for us. I'm not like you, Ray, and Tiffany is not Janet. You guys party hardcore; Tiff and I are babies.”
 
   He remained unconvinced.
 
   “Trust me; Tiffany wants him. Even if she says otherwise, the desire is percolating inside her right now. Based on your description of him what woman would not? Did you give her his number yet? If so, I bet she's already sent him an innocent just-checking-on-you text.”
 
   “No, I haven't. We haven't talked about him at all.”
 
   “Don't get upset, David, I'm just speculating here, and maybe trying to get you prepared for what's coming next and trust me, it's coming.”
 
   His words disturbed me and seemed to tarnish what Tiff and I shared. No way she'd send Chris a text behind my back. I felt myself getting annoyed, which wasn't fair. I took a long pull of beer and calmed down. If I had given Tiffany his number and she had sent him a text, it would have been just a hello. She's nice like that. Either way I did not need to worry about it.
 
   I changed the subject. “Have you and Janet, um, done anything...fun...lately?”
 
   Ray grinned. “Oh yes, last Saturday night. I stayed at home while she went out with her wild friend Janie. They got home around four in the morning, tipsy and horny. I fucked them both at the same time.”
 
   I shook my head. These guys swam in much deeper waters. I changed the subject again to the game on the big screen.
 
   Ray's words stuck with me. Was my wife secretly fantasizing about Chris? I considered giving her his number to see what she did with it but doubt gnawed at me, which made me feel ashamed; Tiff had done nothing to deserve my doubt. I needed to accept these were my insecurities. When I got home from work the next day I found her in the bathroom, soaking in the tub.
 
   “Hi Baby, how was work?” I asked.
 
   “Great! We landed the Wynn so everyone will get a bonus this year. How about you?”
 
   I told her today was fine and we chit-chatted about boring life details. I told her I would go start dinner and then saw her phone by the sink.
 
   “Oh! Hey, your phone reminds me; I still have Chris's number. I meant to give it to you.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   I wasn't ready for that one.
 
   “Well, I assumed when you had me take it from him it was because you actually wanted to have it. Is that not true?”
 
   She looked down at the suds. “I originally had you take it because I thought it made you look more like my brother, it was fun to tease you like that, and it hinted that maybe we'd do more with him in the future, which made him more likely to be satisfied with just a handjob, not because I actually wanted his number for later.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   “So you would actually give it to me?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   “That's interesting. Why? Do you want me to call him and if so, why? To do what? Or do you think I want to call him and if so, again, why? Offering me the number seems like you expected me to call him again and what reason could I have for that except sex? Which means you want me to fool around with him again. I'm not against that but it is very different from anything else we've done, right? Especially considering with this guy we went farther than anyone else. I mean, that's a big step, isn't it? Honestly, I'm surprised you actually entered his number or haven't deleted it yet, which I take as further proof you want something to happen between him and me again. Do you?”
 
   I just stared at her. Not that women over think everything, but Goddamn.
 
   “You've exhausted me and I now need a nap,” I said. 
 
   She flicked bath water at me.
 
   “It's all true, David. I didn't ask you for that number, you offered it. What do you think I'd do with it once I had it? Clearly, you expected me to act alone, or else you having the number was good enough, unless you're testing me. Are you testing me?”
 
   “Actually I showed you how much I trusted you. From my point of view, I worried you felt like I kept the number to myself because I didn't trust you. I offered it to show what a secure and confident man I am, a man that totally trusts his gorgeous wife.”
 
   “Hmmm.”
 
   Compliments are always a good idea. 
 
   We studied each other for several moments, deciding which angle to take.
 
   “Okay,” she said. “Give me the number. Hand me my phone.”
 
   This surprised me but I said nothing. I gave it to her and hoped she missed my trembling hand. I called out the digits and heard the beep as she entered each and then saved the contact. She sat the phone on the floor and we studied each other again.
 
   “That was kind of exciting,” she admitted.
 
   I chuckled. “Yeah, I thought so too.”
 
   Silence filled the bathroom. I kept my mouth shut. She had a valid point about my offering his number, a point I hadn't considered. I wanted to see what her next move was, independent of me. If she wanted to call or text him, I needed to know it was her idea alone and not her trying to make me happy. 
 
   “This is silly, really. It was months ago. How many women has that handsome stud enjoyed since then? He won't remember me.”
 
   I knew that was false.
 
   “I guess it wouldn't hurt to say hello,” she considered.
 
   I felt my chest tightening.
 
   “My ego will be bruised if he doesn't remember me. I should just leave it alone. What do you think I should do, David?”
 
   “Whatever your heart desires, my love. I'll be right back. I want to change clothes.”
 
   I actually did not want to change clothes. I wanted to leave her alone with her thoughts and desires and see if anything happened. I stepped out of the bathroom and closed the door, and then stood silently outside. For several minutes I heard the light splashing of her moving. 
 
   She's not going to do it, I thought. I listened another minute to confirm. Just as I began to leave, I heard a larger splash.
 
   Beep. Beep, beep, beep.
 
   My wife typed a message. I was instantly horny. I listened as she hit send. She got a reply right away and it made her giggle. I listened another few minutes as she sent and received and then I crept away to change clothes. I wondered if she'd tell me and if so how much. I was excited and a little nervous. 
 
   When I got back to the bathroom she'd remained in the tub. The phone lay on a towel nearby. She saw me looking at it but said nothing.
 
   “I text him,” she offered. Her face was full of mischief.
 
   “What did you say?”  
 
   “Hi, It's Tiffany, how are you?”
 
   “Pulitzer. Did he respond?”
 
   She giggled. “Yeah! Listen.” She dried her hands and grabbed her phone and read his texts out loud.
 
   “Hello gorgeous! Are you back in town? Are you staying with your brother again?” and then “I'd love to see you!”
 
   She looked up at me, beaming.
 
   “I guess he remembered you.”
 
   She laughed a crazy little laugh and slid lower in her bathwater. “Right? How awesome is that? I feel special! What should I do, Baby? Should I see him? I could keep the charade going and he'd never know. Should we meet him together or should I go meet him alone? Oh my God, this is so exciting!”
 
   At that moment I realized swapping out my jeans for sweat-pants was a mistake. My penis began to inflate. Tiffany spotted it instantly. 
 
   “Oh. Wow,” she giggled.
 
   I ignored her because what the fuck else could I do?
 
   “You can't see him without me, Tiff. We don't know anything about him. I don't want you locked in a dungeon or turned into a skin-suit.”
 
   She only half listened to me. She heard was me agree to seeing him again and then her mind jumped back to that night at the club. 
 
   “I know exactly what I'll wear,” she said. “How about this Saturday night, Honey? We could meet him at Hakkasan?”
 
   So Ray was half-right; Tiff did want to see him again but had no plans on keeping it a secret. My girl was honest and forthright. Her excitement was contagious and I swelled a little more. She reached up with a wet hand and gripped me.
 
   “I don't need to ask how you feel about it, do I?” She gave me a squeeze. “Remember how big he was, David? This is going to be so much fun.”
 
   I found it strangely arousing that touching my penis made my wife remember how much bigger another man was. Odd. She pulled down my elastic waistband and lifted from the tub enough to take my semi-hard dick in her mouth, sucking until I was hard.
 
   “Should we talk about rules and expectations or just go in guns a blazing?” she asked.
 
   I wanted her to keep sucking my dick. I wanted this conversation to wait. Instead of answering I took her head with both hands and pushed my penis back into her mouth. She laughed at my cave-man sophistication but got back to work sucking me.
 
   As it turned out, we never did have that conversation.
 
   Saturday night found us once again in a booth, this time at Hakkasan inside the MGM casino. The music blasted, colored strobes flashed, smoke poured from the ceiling, and over a thousand souls, all high as kites on one thing or another, danced. Neither Sodom nor Gomorrah can hold a candle to Vegas. 
 
   Tiffany looked crazy-sexy in an extra short black mini skirt and black boots that rose above her knees and a somewhat sheer white halter. Faint areolas were visible whenever the smooth loose fabric rested on her tits. The skirt hugged her ass, accentuating what a bubble-butt she had. Her top tied at the neck and the small of her back and plunged in front almost to her navel. Every move she made revealed flashes of side and under-boob. She'd had her hair and nails done and wore more make-up than usual, but I think that added to her bad-girl mood for the night. 
 
   She was nervous, picking at her cuticles. Two empty martini glasses sat on the table as she sipped a third. I, of course, had my tumbler of whiskey. 
 
   “Try to relax, my love,” I soothed. She took a deep breath. Truth be known, I was as anxious as she.
 
   The music was loud and everyone was beautiful. Seriously. Especially the women. Playboy mansion has fewer gorgeous women walking around as this place, and Hef's women probably wore more clothing. If I was single, I'd move through this place like a scythe. 
 
   I noticed I wore my wedding ring so I removed it and tucked it away. Tiff saw what I did and rolled her eyes. 
 
   “Close one,” she said.
 
   “Yeah, although I doubt he'd care. I could be your married brother.”
 
   Her phone lit up and she checked it.
 
   “He's here,” she stated, excited undertones woven through her voice.
 
   We both scanned the club and I spotted him first. He had dressed up too. He wore a dark gray suit, tailored, and a white shirt but no tie. His hair was slicked back and he looked like a movie star. How cute; they'd both dressed up for each other like they were on a date.  
 
   Jealousy rumbled my stomach but I forced it to silence. These table had no tablecloths. There'd be no hand-jobs for pretty boy tonight. Tonight danced and got to know one another better. Tiffany and I had spoken little regarding this evening. Honestly, it felt both of us were a little reluctant to discuss what the evening meant. I resisted the urge to steer or influence Tiff with my own desires, and she seemed to have no preconceived intentions or wants.
 
   But we were nervous anyway.
 
   Chris spotted us and changed direction towards our booth. Tiffany watched him like a hawk and the intensity in her eyes was a little disturbing. He'd put effort in looking good for her and she appreciated it; flattered, actually. Like a carnivore she followed every step he took. Her gaze roamed his body and face and lingered just a half-second longer at his crotch. 
 
   I tried to define the look on her face. I settled on a mix of lust, excitement, pride, hopeful anticipation, and naked desire. It is difficult to witness your wife look at another man in this way. 
 
   I stood and shook his hand and he came around the table and kissed Tiff on each cheek. I caught a flash of her under-boob. They sat close with Tiff in the middle but about four feet away from me. 
 
   Chris asked me how things were and we all talked about work. Tiff made up one lie after another about life in Los Angeles and how she missed her sweet husband. He traveled so much and was gone for so long each time and what could a poor girl do. She laid it on thick but Chris suspected nothing. I knew he was busy telling lies too. 
 
   I looked out over the dance floor when movement to the side caught my eye. Chris now had a hand resting high on Tiff's bare thigh. When she did nothing, he discreetly slid it down between her legs and higher. Her head tilted back almost imperceptibly and her lips parted and I knew he'd made contact with her pussy. He was subtle, thank God. After a minute of his manipulations, Tiffany turned her face towards his and tilted her chin. Their lips met and she closed her eyes as they kissed meaningfully. 
 
   That kiss made me more jealous then his hand up her skirt. I had to admit they made a striking couple. In many ways she looked better with him than me. I thought he'd go for more and try to free her tits too but he didn't. She held his face as they kissed with real attraction. 
 
   After a little while Tiffany excused herself to use the ladies room. Chris stood and she left the booth on his side. Once she was gone he slid around towards me so we could talk but even so we had to raise our voices to be heard. 
 
   “She's a Goddess,” he shouted.
 
   “Um, about eleven, sir.” I responded.
 
   “What?”
 
   “Nothing, dumb Monty Python joke. Yes, she is. She always has been. High school was murder. Our dad chased a ton of guys away.”
 
   “I bet. What's her husband like? Does he know she's here, in Vegas, with you? Does he know about the things she does?”
 
   “What things?”
 
   “You know...sex things.”
 
   I laughed. “You underestimate yourself, Champ. You're the one and only guy she's ever done anything like this with. As far as what her husband is like, he's an alright guy, I guess. He knows she comes and stays with me when he goes out of town but I'm pretty boring; he has no idea she's now met you twice. I doubt he'd approve.”
 
   “I'm lucky then.”
 
   “Yes, you are.”
 
   “I got a room at this hotel, a suite, do you think she'll come upstairs with me?”
 
   I turned to look right at him. I had to like the guy. He was as ambitious as he was sincere. I'm sure he talked himself up to Tiff as much as he could but the heart of the man was good. His face was so hopeful. I enjoyed how much he wanted my wife. In an in-direct way it turned me on. 
 
   “I'll tell you what, Chris, I'll put in a good word for you. No cock-blocking from me.”
 
   “Oh man, that's great, thanks.” He offered me his hand and I shook it. Truth is stranger than fiction because it fucking needs to be. I shook the hand of a man I knew tried to seduce my wife. Weird. His face lit up and I looked out across the floor and saw Tiffany walking back. She saw our handshake and a coy smile curled the corners of her mouth.
 
   She slid back in the booth on the far side of Chris, so he was now in the middle. “What did I miss?” she asked. 
 
   “Not much,” I answered, quickly, before Chris found himself in a chess match with my wife. “Chris wondered about Paul, your husband, and what kind of man he was and then he thanked me for bringing you out to meet him again.”
 
   Tiff looked like she only half believed me but said nothing. She took Chris's hand and put it back under the table and a second later his eyebrows shot up.
 
   “Tell me, David, how did you answer? What kind of man is my husband?”
 
   Tiffany and I locked eyes.
 
   I smiled. “He's handsome, generous, smart, wildly in love with you, so much so that he probably lets you get away with way too much. You're so damn sweet it's hard to deny you anything.”
 
   Her eyes laughed. I knew we had fun at this game but something more happened here. Then I put it together; trip to the bathroom, eyebrows shooting up...my wife no longer wore panties. Chris played with her naked pussy. She watched my face and waited for me to figure it out. I was out-played yet again. God I loved her. She saw understanding dawn in my eyes and chuckled and silently mouthed the word, Bingo to me. 
 
   “Yes, that sounds about right,” she said. “Everything except the smart. Sometimes I'm not so sure about the smart.” The very end of her sentence turned into a gasp and I knew at that moment Chris penetrated her with a finger. I had it confirmed a moment later when my wife bit her bottom lip and hunched her shoulders. I had to concentrate to keep my composure. Another man fingered my wife's pussy! He learned her tight smooth walls and felt the heat and the wet and I knew he'd never forget this moment. I had to take deep calming breaths through an open mouth. I wanted my whiskey but honestly I was afraid to try to drink it. I was pretty sure I'd choke. 
 
   “You're so tight,” I heard him say, his voice tense. 
 
   Her eyelids fluttered. She let him spend a little time in there, no doubt driving him crazy, until I actually heard how wet she'd become. She heard it too and, now suddenly self-conscious, backed her hips away, pulling her pussy off his fingers.
 
   “Let's dance,” she suggested. She took his hand and led him from the booth.
 
   On the dance floor he pushed a finger into his mouth. Cliché, true, but it worked on my inexperienced wife anyway. They danced and touched and ground on each other one song after another. It looked obscene but everyone else did it too, including a couple of girl-girl pairs that had the crowd cheering. 
 
   Chris and my wife stayed out there a long time. I drank and people-watched, or, more specifically, watched Chris and my wife dance and occasionally mixed in one of the hotties in the club. 
 
   They returned to our booth long enough to catch their breath, cool down, have another drink, and then back out they went. Tiffany gave me the once-over to make sure I was okay and I smiled at her. She sweat lightly and the moisture caused her top to cling and become more transparent. She looked so sexy I desperately wanted to fuck her. I knew all this stoked her fire too. As she stepped back she followed my eyes and spotted her visible nipples.
 
   “I might be a closet exhibitionist,” she suggested. “I'm loving this.” 
 
   “Me too,” I admitted. “Loving it, not exhibitionist.”
 
   This time I lost them in the crowd. There was plenty else to look at so I was occupied. I suspected Tiffany had taken him out of sight to make-out with him away from me. After an hour the crowd parted and spat them out. They were a sweaty messy-haired wreck, laughing and leaning on each other. This might be the most fun I've seen her have. I'd ordered another round while they were away so they had drinks waiting for them to go along with the drinks they hadn't finished yet. 
 
   Tiffany sat in the middle again and all three of us talked and laughed. I noticed Chris tried to catch my eye so when Tiffany looked away I checked on him. He carefully showed me the two room keys in his shirt pocket and seemed to ask if now was a good time. My heart jumped. This felt like such a pivotal moment. I debated maybe three seconds before I gave him a go-ahead nod. He cleared his throat. 
 
   “Hey,” he began, gathering our attention. “I have a room waiting upstairs. How about we get away from this circus and someplace a lot quieter and more comfortable?”
 
   Tiffany slowly swung her head away from him to me.
 
   “David? Chris has a room upstairs. That sounds great but my flight home leaves pretty early. I think we should probably call it a night. What do you think?”
 
   Was she backing out? Had she changed her mind? I realized she set me up to knock him down. If I did not want to do this, here was my way out. 
 
   “We can't stay all night,” I began, “but it would be nice to take a break from the music. I say we at least go up and have one drink.”
 
   Chris couldn't see her face register surprise. 
 
   “Fantastic!” he exclaimed. He owed me one and he knew it. 
 
   Tiffany closed her mouth. 
 
   “Yes, Chris, that sounds great.  You head on up and my brother and I will join you in a few minutes. I need to talk to him about my flight and my husband. What room is it?”
 
   “1804. I have two keys. Here's one, come up whenever you're ready.”
 
   The young man was so excited he could hardly contain himself. He slid the key across the table to Tiffany, downed the rest of his drink, kissed her cheek and left. She watched him all the way to the exit before turning to me.
 
   “Did you actually miss my hint or are you planning something I don't know about?”
 
   “I got your hint and I have no plans at all. I feel a little sorry for the guy. He's so hopeful. Believe it or not I think he's new to this woman-chasing thing and isn't quite sure how to proceed. Let's go to his hotel room. Nothing will happen; you have your older brother tagging along. What sister takes her clothes off in front of her brother? Not counting trips to the bathroom of course.”
 
   She laughed.
 
   “That was fucking exciting, David. I've never done anything like this. Can you believe we are even here? That this is even happening?”
 
   “No.”
 
   Her eyes got worried. “Are you okay with all this, Honey? I've pushed thing, I know, but have I upset you at all?”
 
   “Not at all, Tiff, but thank you for checking on me. So far this has just been sexy fun. You know I'm going to fuck you to death when we get home?”
 
   “I'm counting on that. Why do you think I keep pushing your buttons?”
 
   I wanted a kiss and started forward but she pulled back.
 
   “He has friends in the crowd,” she said, glancing around. “We bumped into them while dancing. Of course they're good looking too, but not like Chris.”
 
   I knew Tiffany found him handsome but after tonight I had to reevaluate the guy.
 
   “What happens upstairs?” I asked.
 
   “How should I know? It's your fault we're going. You tell me.”
 
   I pondered. “Let me rephrase my question; what do you want to happen upstairs?”
 
   About a million thoughts and ideas flash behind her big green eyes. A smile started and then faded and then started again, growing into a huge grin.
 
   “I want to suck his big cock.”
 
   I have no idea what my face did but Tiffany followed up her statement quickly.  
 
   “I'm not saying I will. I'm just being honest. He's so hot; what a body and that fucker can dance. He's gorgeous and I keep remembering his fat cock in my hand. I want it in my mouth. Does that upset you?”
 
   “Of course it does, but not all of it bad. The idea is sexy but I know I'm not ready for that, Tiff. That's too much. Can you just give him another hand-job? You can both be naked.”
 
   Her eyes dimmed. “Okay, Baby, I understand. We should go.”
 
   My insides flipped and flopped. I loved that she wanted to but hated the idea of her actually doing it. Tonight lover-boy would have to settle but at least he'd get to see her completely naked. That was quite a treat. 
 
   I told Tiffany to head up to the room while I paid the tab and she handed me the room key. The bar was busy so settling our account took longer than I thought but soon I was on the elevator headed up to the room. Over and over in my head I kept hearing Tiffany tell me she wanted to suck his big cock. 
 
   I got to the suite and slid the card and the little green light came on. I opened the door slowly, trying to seem unhurried. I was her brother, not her insecure husband. 
 
   Along the right wall a huge television screen filled the room with flickering color. The sound was off as were all the lights. I closed the door behind me and bolted it and then walked the long hallway to the main room. The floor plan was open; one giant room greeted me with two doors on the far left wall. The entire wall across from me was glass and looked out over our city. Over-stuffed chairs and sofas, chiseled marble tables, large oil paintings, plush shaggy rugs; Chris must have spent a lot on this room. I felt better about my decision to come up for a drink.
 
   I stepped down into the sunken living room but no one was around. Chris's sport coat from earlier was draped across the arm of the couch and his shoes and socks were beneath it. On the screen was a sexy movie I didn't recognize but everyone was naked and hot and seemed to be celebrating something. 
 
   “Probably being naked and hot,” I muttered.
 
   Off to my left was a bar with a small kitchen area but both were dark. As I cut across the room I glanced back at the screen. A hot, big-breasted Persian girl kissed a hot Asian girl and played with her small firm tits. Nice. 
 
   Both doors on the far left wall were partially open so I picked the closest and headed for it. I heard the spray of water.
 
   The bathroom was huge and completely tiled in mottled green and tan travertine. The back half of the room was a glassed-in shower area with nozzles all over the walls. All of them were on. 
 
   Outside the shower stall, Chris stood behind Tiffany, kissing her neck and running his hands down her sides and over her hips. Her head was back against his chest, her eyes closed, her arms above her head and coiled behind his neck. This was not something a brother should see and certainly not something a brother would interrupt. 
 
   Chris untied the knot at the small of her back and her top swung a little loose. What should I do? As he kissed her shoulders he worked on the knot behind her neck. The top fell away from her body to the floor and her gorgeous breasts rose. He kissed her nape as his hand came up her sides and cupped both, lifting them to feel their weight, denting them with his fingertips. She breathed through her open mouth. He ran his fingers over her nipples until they stood straight up and I heard Tiffany moan over the jets. 
 
   Chris nibbled an earlobe. He placed his hands on her thighs and started moving them up. She curled the arms behind his head to pull his mouth around and they kissed over her shoulder. His hands made contact with the hem of her skirt and kept going, taking the skirt with him, revealing more and more of her tone legs. I was paralyzed. She looked so sexy I wanted to watch what happened next but in the back of my mind a voice shouted at me. I ignored it for now. 
 
   Her skirt got caught on her bubble-butt and he had to tug it to get it over. It bounced a little and then her skirt was just a band of material around her waist. Her fit body was revealed to his eyes. He kept going until he pulled the skirt up and off over her head. Now she stood nude except for her knee-high black boots and frankly, somehow those made her look more naked. They accentuated her body and made her so much sexier.
 
   My wife turned to face him. I was partially hidden by the door but she saw me anyway, but she acted as if she hadn't. Chris looked from her face down her body to her feet and back up again, and Tiffany shivered from the intensity of his gaze. 
 
   The room started to fill with steam when Tiff unzipped the first boot and then the second, pulling them off and tossing them aside. She lost about four inches in height and now only came up to his chest. His hands found her big globes and he played with them as she leaned in for more kisses. Chris ran his hands all over my naked wife, cupping her firm ass and spanking her twice. 
 
   She turned his head away to kiss his neck but really it was so she could lock eyes with me. I held my breath. She gripped his shirt and pulled it off over his head and sent her mouth back to his throat. Her hands worked on his belt and zipper and holding my eyes with her own, bent over and pushed his pants and underwear down to his knees. His big cock came swinging up next to her face, looking bigger than ever next to her.
 
   She'd given me a chance to stop her but I'd sent us all up here. She knelt and helped him step out of his clothing as his fat semi-erect dick bounced off her shoulders and ear. He looked down at my wife on her knees. She took him in her hands; one around the base and the other stacked on top of it, and that fucker had inches and inches of cock sticking out.
 
   “I love your dick,” my wife said, looking up at him. “It's beautiful.”
 
   She tugged on him slowly as he hardened. The head flared and he groaned and his head fell back as his eyes closed. She took that opportunity to look again at me. So much desire filled her eyes. 
 
   “It's like a magnet. I'm drawn and I can't resist. I love your cock.”
 
   As I watched she opened her mouth and slipped that fat head in beyond her lips, closing them around his shaft.
 
   I thought my heart might explode. 
 
   Her head began a slow and sensuous bob. She loves sucking my dick but this was something else altogether. She worshiped his cock. In less than a minute he was hard as stone and stood up like an elephant's tusk. She let go and licked all over his balls. 
 
   One hand went to rub her pussy and the other played with her own nipple; sucking his cock was a sensual and erotic experience for her. He thought she did all this to please him, and she was, but more true was her selfish delight at having this thick cock in her mouth. She looked like she had a second clitoris at the back of her throat. She closed her lips on him again and began some serious sucking. He tangled his fingers in her hair and savored every trip up and down she made.
 
   I'd told her no, but she'd done it anyway. I watched his cock move in and out of my wife's mouth. How many times had I kissed those lips? How many times had my penis experienced those same sensations? I knew exactly what Chris felt and my face and neck began to burn. My wife adored his meat. She sucked him like she tried to make him fall in love with her and, given his age, I thought there was a chance she might succeed. 
 
   Once she had him throbbing, so erect she could no longer easily bend or move him, she stood and took him in her hand and pulled him towards the shower. They stepped in and hot water cascaded over them. If her body amazed before she got in, wet she looked like a porn-star. She squirted soap into his hands and then her own and they began washing away the sweat from dancing. Their hands traveled every square inch, learning each other, exploring and enjoying. She kept lathering his cock and balls and he kept scooping her ass and pussy. 
 
   After they rinsed she back him against the tile wall and again sank to her knees. His cock-head bounced and she chased it with her mouth until he held his dick at the thick base and guided her mouth down onto him. Her cheeks dented as she sucked hard. The angle kept his sight away from me. She opened her eyes and spied me and sucked him lovingly as she gazed into my eyes. 
 
   “I want to fuck you,” he said. “Let's move to the bed.”
 
   She shook her head, pulling off of him with a pop. 
 
   “I'm breaking enough vows as it is,” she replied. “Just accept this for now.” 
 
   Her hint at more later succeeded. Chris leaned back and let her work her magic. She again rubbed her pussy as she sucked his cock and not too many minutes later cried out as she came. Chris thrust faster and deeper and Tiffany took it until he warned her he was close.
 
   “I want to swallow you, Chris,” she said. “I want to drink you and taste you and take you home with me in my belly. My pussy belongs to my husband but you can own my mouth.”
 
   He groaned and thrust faster. I heard him suck in several gulps of air and hold them and then from deep in his chest a groan formed and grew. His sperm was on the move and headed up that long shaft and I knew my wife would be gulping it down.
 
   When he came it was an explosion. Tiffany stroked his shaft with both hands while she sucked and bobbed fiercely and Chris cried out as the first hot blast rocketed out of him. Tiffany moaned encouragement and Chris bucked and shot again and again, jerking and pumping his huge load of semen into my wife's mouth and down her throat. Tiff swallowed fast to keep up and none escaped. She captured every drop her conquering stud had to offer, sucking incredibly hard to pull out the last of him. 
 
   I leaned back because he turned towards my hiding spot and waited until I them speak before I crept away. I opened and closed the front door hard and announced I had arrived.
 
   “We're back here,” I heard Tiffany call out, “but we're not decent. Give us a minute.”
 
   “I'll wait for you out here, sis!” I yelled. “You're a bad girl!”
 
   I need to sit. My legs were weak and shaking. I could not believe what I'd just witnessed. My guts churned but I was also so turned on I had trouble breathing. I turned the volume up a little on the sexy show and waited, trying to calm myself. Tiff had a tummy full of steaming hot semen.
 
   Fifteen minutes later they joined me. They wore thick white casino robes and both had wet hair.
 
   “Had to wash off the sweat and smoke,” Tiffany offered. I tried to give a stern and reproachful big brother look. 
 
   “You're married,” I said.
 
   “Yes, I am, to a wonderful man, who never ever needs to know about any of this.”
 
   Chris looked nervous but Tiffany took his arm and aimed them both towards the kitchen. “Let's find some grub, Bub!”
 
   We settled in around the big screen and talked as they ate some snacks. Chris offered for us to spend the night, no doubt hoping for a round two and maybe even the chance to fuck my wife, but Tiff declined, reminding him she had to fly home. She made me turn around as she put her halter and skirt back on in front of Chris. I carried her boots for her and she walked out of that casino bare-foot. 
 
   I thought about chastising her for what she'd done. I considered telling her my feelings were hurt, my trust bruised. I thought about a million different ways to voice my displeasure regarding her actions, but as soon as we were in the car, I forced her head into my lap to suck my dick. She was thrilled, rightfully guessing that meant she was off the hook. She sucked me like a semen demon. 
 
   I came so fast.
 
   At home we showered and I was ready to go again. I pounded her, punishing her for her technical infidelity. She welcomed it and came several times, gleefully telling me how much she loved being a hot and sexually wayward wife. I unloaded far up in her. 
 
   We did not talk about what she'd done. We both knew she'd told me what she wanted and I'd told her no. We were both aware of the fact she'd done it anyway. Either I put my foot down and demand an apology, either I draw a line in the sand and tell her she'd actually gone too far I would not stand for it, or I keep my mouth shut. If I draw that line, I forever alter and probably end her extra-curricular activities. I was not ready to do that. So I kept my mouth shut. 
 
   Now it is weeks later and our sex is better than ever. We both know nothing bad came out of what she did. I was afraid in the moment but here, on the far side of it, we both understand my fears were unfounded. Tiffany knew I was a little hurt and sensitive about it so she avoided any direct reference to that night, but we fucked and fucked and fucked every day since then. With time the sting faded. One night after a particularly vigorous romp we lay in bed talking when a thought occurred to me.
 
   “Tiffany, if I had said it was okay, would you have fucked Chris or were you serious when you said your pussy belongs only to your husband?”
 
   I felt her body go tense. After several heartbeats she spoke. “I would have fucked Chris.”
 
   My sub-conscious brain must have been processing this idea for days because not only was I not surprised, I knew her answer before she said it. 
 
   “So that means you probably still want to.”
 
   Her voice was subdued, like she confessed. “Yes.”
 
   “Hmm. That makes me wonder; of the times we've made love since that night, did you ever imagine it was he fucking you? Did you?”
 
   “Yes. Many times. Does that bother you?”
 
   “No. My logical brain already knew you would answer yes. You wanted him that night so why wouldn't you still want to? You are clearly attracted to him and he you. He's hot and handsome. Honestly, you two make a gorgeous couple.”
 
   “We do?”
 
   “Yes, I noticed it that night at the club. Other people thought so too; you turned heads left and right.”
 
   “I love that,” she murmured. “I'm hot enough for Chris?” 
 
   I ignored her to finish my point. “On the other hand,” I continued, “it is a hard thing to hear your wife say she desires another man. My emotional side hates those words at the same time they kind of turn me on. Weird, huh?”
 
   She chuckled. “We've done so many weird things this year I don't even keep track of them anymore. One thing I do know is every one of them has brought us closer. I feel more connected to you than ever before.”
 
   “Same for me. Crazy.”
 
   “It is. I remember in college I didn't really care too much for my roommates. Then one weekend they celebrated a birthday and invited me and we drank and smoked and snorted. By Monday we were great friends; getting high together bonded us. This feels like that. You show me so much trust and vulnerability. I love you more now than I ever have.”
 
   We sat with our own thoughts for a time. We really had come a long way.
 
   When she spoke her voice was small and quiet. “So, can I?”
 
   Now it was my turn for my whole body to tense. Funny thing was, I wanted her to and after a moment I told her so. I caught her completely by surprise. 
 
   “Oh my fucking God! David, are you serious? You better not be teasing me. Are you?”
 
   “Nope. I can picture it perfectly and it's fucking hot. It scares me but in this arena I scare easily, I think. In the end it always turns out I had nothing to fear.”
 
   She pounced on me. Her lips were hot and wet and she kissed all over my mouth and then moved up to my eyes. She hugged my head against her big tits. It suddenly occurred to her that her over-reaction might hurt my feelings and she regained her composure instantly but struggled to keep it.
 
   “When?” she asked, her feet squirming. “And how? What will you do? No way my brother can be there for that. Do you trust him now?  Am I going to see him alone?”
 
   I let that sink in; what would that be like? I imagined myself waiting at home for her to return, knowing she was in his arms, kissing him, sucking him, knowing he moved inside her. No, no way, too much.
 
   “No, I have to be there.”
 
   “Gross. How?”
 
   I thought for a moment. I stood on my knees and looked around our bedroom.
 
   “Bring him back here, Tiffany. Tell him you're staying with me again but I got called into work so you have my house to yourself. We can remove all the pictures and other items that show you are actually my wife. I can hide in the closet on your side of the bed.  It overlooks the whole bedroom. Plus, that way I'll be close by in case of trouble.”
 
   “Trouble?”
 
   “We don't know this guy, Tiffany. I'm protective, in spite of what I'm agreeing to.”
 
   She looked around the room until our eyes met. Her eyes danced as she spoke.
 
   “Jesus, David; in our own home, in our own bedroom, in our actual bed. Fuck, that is hot as Hell. That's hotter than a hotel room. We'll never look at this room or this bed in the same way. Imagine the first time you and I have sex again after I've done it with him.  Goddamn. This bed will become as sacred as an altar.”
 
   She walked on her knees across the bed and took my hands. Her lips came up to mine and we kissed and I felt all the love and trust behind it. Her lips were hot and wet and slick and she put every ounce of all she felt for me behind that kiss.
 
   As soon as that kiss ended, doubt crept in. This was not sexy flirting or even a blowjob, this was actual fucking. Chris would make love to Tiffany in our bed. I looked down at it. 
 
   “I'm trembling,” Tiffany murmured. I put my arm across her shoulder. When we laid down I pulled her close and we snuggled. Neither of us spoke for a long time and I began to think she'd fallen asleep when she asked me a question.
 
   “You said Chris and I make a striking couple? Do you mean if people saw us out in public together they'd think I was hot enough to be with a guy like him?”
 
   Behind her I rolled my eyes.
 
   “Are you serious?”
 
   “Yes, of course, David.”
 
   My mind reeled. “How can you be one of the sexiest most beautiful woman in the world and not know it?”
 
   “I'm not. You say that because you love me.”
 
   The depths of her insecurities boggled my brain. Despite constant evidence to the contrary, Tiffany doubted her own attractiveness. I was about to berate her for being so mousy when a little alarm bell sounded in my head. Her lack of confidence was real and probably terribly unpleasant for her. I'm sure she would gladly be rid of it. Me harassing her about a fault is no way to help her get over it. I totally changed gears.
 
   “I've heard many men say it, Baby. Lots of men. They say it for the same reason I do; it's true. You hear our compliments and enjoy them but I also see how quickly that pleasure fades for you. You battle yourself. Trust me, Tiffany, you are something extraordinary and special. Your face is prettier than most models and your body beats theirs by miles and miles.”
 
   I felt her toes curl at the end of the bed. 
 
   “You're a sweet man.”
 
   “That is also true.”
 
   We spent the next few moments in silence again until she asked me a question.
 
   “Would it bother you if I met Chris socially once or twice? Like for coffee? Without you?” 
 
   How good-looking was this fucker? My wife wanted to be seen in public with him? I calmed myself. She was an adult and trustworthy.
 
   “Okay, Baby. I'd want frequent updates though. A call before and after and texts during. Blame it on your paranoid Los Angeles husband. I'd want to know where you were and what you did too.”
 
   “Deal. This should be fun.”
 
   It took us awhile but eventually we fell asleep. 
 
   I was at work the next day when my cell phone buzzed with a text message from Tiff. She met Chris for lunch. That was fast. I heard nothing for an hour and then she sent me a text she was back at work and everything had gone fine. I lit her phone up; did anything happen? Where did you go? What did he look like? What were you wearing? What did you talk about? I fired question after question at her. She answered as fast as she could until finally calling a time-out and letting me know she'd tell me everything when we got home. I was a coiled spring the rest of my working day. 
 
   At home that night I talked her ears off. Only after two hours of intense grilling was I satisfied that nothing had happened, they met for lunch and enjoyed light conversation, and I was okay with her doing it again. She'd told him she was in town for two weeks this time. 
 
   She saw him every day. Sometimes they met for lunch, sometimes after work. They ate dinner, saw a movie, went to a concert, and even visited a hot new Vegas nightclub courtesy of Chris and his social elite connections. Tiffany said whenever there were hot girls around he ignored them for her and she loved it. She described him as an addicting ego-boost. 
 
   My discomfort was obvious so she went out of her way to let me know nothing physical ever happened other than kissing cheeks and an occasional light hug. She said he was a perfect gentleman. She sent me texts often and kept me posted on what was said and where they were. She told me she couldn't believe she had hooked a guy like him and kept dating because she was sure the bubble would burst. She wanted it to happen sooner than later. When she was back with me she was fully present so no harm in allowing her this indulgence. Besides, it sure turned her into a tigress in bed. I didn't care that her excitement was fueled by another man. I felt odd that watching her have sex was easier on me than allowing her to date, but there it was. 
 
   As the two weeks drew to a close she asked me if my offer still stood. I knew which offer she meant. I admit I hesitated before answering and I know she saw it. My stomach flipped and flopped all over the place. I squared my shoulders and took a deep breath and I told her it did. She walked up to me and took both my hands, gazed deeply into my eyes.
 
   “Then I'm meeting him for dinner tomorrow after work and bringing him back here. We should get home around eight but you should be ready before that in case we cut dinner short. I can't believe this is really happening, David. I won't believe it until it actually starts to happen. I'm so nervous. Are you, Baby?”
 
   “Incredibly. I can't believe this is really happening either. I have a million emotions raging. I couldn't possibly sort them out.”
 
   We stood in the kitchen silently for a bit and then Tiffany announced we should prep the house. I agreed and we got to work. Soon we had a box of every picture she was in or every knickknack a wife would have. We turned our home into a bachelor pad, right down to a T-shirt tossed over a chair and some socks on the floor. Unless Chris dug through the closet he'd have no idea. 
 
   In the master bedroom and bathroom, we spent a little more time because there was more to hide. Then we turned our attention to my hiding spot in the closet. We cleared a space for me and tucked a tall kitchen stool inside so I'd have a place to sit, we adjusted some of the full-length mirrors around the room so I'd see them from every angle. At times our work seemed surreal; we created a porn set in our bedroom for a feature staring my wife and her hung lover. By the time we finished we were both freaked out and turned on. 
 
   We hadn't had sex for a few days so I gathered her in my arms and suggested a shower. she held my hand and took one step towards the bathroom before stopping. 
 
   “No.” she whispered, her mind someplace else. 
 
   I looked down at her. 
 
   “No,” she said again, louder. “If we shower we'll have sex. I want to be unspoiled. I want to be as fresh as possible for him.” She looked up at me. “By the time Chris leaves tomorrow night you'll be a wild man and I like that idea. You go shower first. Alone.”
 
   Evil. Evil, mean, and twisted. 
 
   Later that night as we got ready for bed I asked her something that had been on my mind. I'd been snipped years ago so we never talked or even thought anymore about it.  
 
   “Honey, I don't want to be the rain on the parade but what about birth control?” 
 
   “Oh. Shit.”
 
   “Exactly.”
 
   “That would be exceedingly bad.”
 
   “Happy to hear you say it.”
 
   She laughed and snuggled up under my chin. “Aw, Baby, don't you want a little Chris junior running around? Just think how beautiful my baby with him would be.”
 
   She teased and tried to playfully irritate me but my reaction shocked us both. My penis swelled like a balloon, and fast. I was already half-mast. By the time she finished speaking I was rock hard. We stared at my dick, bewildered. 
 
   “Honey? David?”
 
   “Fuck if I know, Love. I'm as surprised as you are.”
 
   She kept her eyes on my erection as she changed from curiosity to want. 
 
   I heard her murmur, “What is it about the big ones?” before wrapping her fingers around my shaft and starting a slow stroke. She looked at my penis like it was the first she'd seen. She aimed me straight up. 
 
   “You're lovely.”
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   She held her other hand flat about four inches above the head. “Chris comes to about here.” She opened her grip around my shaft wider and wider, then judged the distance until she had it just right. “And he's about that much thicker.”
 
   “You like that about him.” I was a hot dog inside a pipe.
 
   “I really do. I've been with very few men; you were easily the biggest. I thought you were probably as big as they got. I love these things. They cast a spell on me. Seriously, David, his mesmerized me. Cocks are the ultimate masculine object. A woman and her body seem to all flow together but a man and his penis seem like two separate things; each needs to be judged on its own merits.”
 
   I chuckled.
 
   “Maybe it's just me. Maybe other women don't see things the same way I do. I don't care. All I know is Chris opened my eyes. Chris elevated things to a whole new level.”
 
   She'd been rhythmically stroking me as she spoke so I adjusted my hips to make it easier to orgasm. She realized what I did and stopped.
 
   “No you don't, mister. No orgasm for you. You have to save it for tomorrow night. After Chris leaves I'm going to need my handsome husband to ravage me.”
 
   “I can do both; cumming now and cumming then.”
 
   “Ravage. I want you a little crazy.” She lay my penis down on my belly.
 
   I grumbled and she kissed my balls. 
 
   Her talk about size and having Chris's baby had me churning inside and intensely turned-on but I felt strange saying so. Do Ray and Janet have conversations like this? I made a mental note to call Ray after tomorrow. I figured I'd most likely need some kind of therapy.
 
   I was useless at work the next day. Tiff and I exchanged a few boring texts about groceries and bills and then just after lunch I received one that said she left work early and heading home to get ready. Her last text said she'd buy condoms, which I had already forgotten again, and reminded me to get in my hiding spot early. I got nothing done. Basically I sat and stared at the clock for five hours. Just before I left work I got a text from her that said she was on her way to the restaurant. Attached to the text was a picture of her pussy, shaved as smooth as a cue ball. I was stiff on the elevator ride down. 
 
   The house smelled of perfume and lotion and held the humidity from her recent hot shower. I wandered through our empty home and tried to hold back the rising tide of adrenaline. This was madness. The corner of a rug was flipped and knew she'd been hurrying for him. On the bathroom mirror was a tiny mark of mascara and I knew she'd looked her best for him. Every little detail drove me crazy. 
 
   On a hunch I went to her nightstand and opened the drawer. Two black square foil packets with the word, Magnum, in gold, written from corner to corner, right on top of her copy of A people's history of the United States, by Howard Zinn. 
 
   This was really happening. I checked on my spot in the closet and tried to figure out what to do until she got home. In the trash I found tags from the new items she'd purchased for tonight. I looked them up on-line. Tiffany was out right now in a sheer rose long sleeved top, black lace push-up bra, extra short ruby mini-skirt and black stiletto pumps with red bottoms. In the den I poured a whiskey and finished it in two gulps.
 
   Thirty minutes later I sent a text because a husband in Europe would. I asked how her night went and if she was having fun. I asked if anything had happened yet. She did not answer. I changed into slippers, baggy sweat pants, and a loose T-shirt.
 
   A little after seven I heard our automatic garage door start to lift. So early! They must have skipped dessert. They probably didn't finish dinner. I took time to glance around one last time but I'd been careful.  I quickly settled myself into my hidden throne. 
 
   The connecting door to the garage opened as the big door outside began a trip back down and his and her voices drifted down the hall to me. They laughed and had fun, relaxed and playful. I heard Chris ask where I was and Tiffany said I was out on a date and wouldn't be home until after midnight.
 
   “That's not enough time,” Chris joked. I heard clothing rustle and then silence and then lips smack. Footsteps echoed down the hall until their feet hit the bedroom carpet.
 
   “Give me a second,” Tiff asked, heading for the bathroom. At the last second she glanced at my hiding place. I knew she could not see me but I looked her right in the eyes. She was nervous and excited. 
 
   As soon as the bathroom door closed Chris began to undress. His shoes came off and then his socks and shirt. down came his pants, which he dropped in a pile on top of his shoes. He stood up and hooked his thumbs and down came his underwear,
 
   He was rock hard and already huge. I remembered him from the shower that night but he seemed bigger. He casually stroked it a few times and faced the bathroom door. Wouldn't Tiffany be surprised? His muscles seemed bigger too. Maybe Tiff wasn't the only one hitting the gym a little harder.
 
   I heard the bathroom light and fan turn off and the door open. Tiff stepped out and her eyes landed on him and quickly darted down to his erect cock where they stayed. She rolled both lips into her mouth. Her eyes came up and traveled his body and face and then dropped back down to his erect cock.
 
   “Is that for me?” she asked.
 
   He nodded once.
 
   “You're a God,” she admitted.
 
   “No, I'm just a man. The only mythological creature in this room is you; you're a Goddess.”
 
   Corny. Pure cheese. But wow did it ever work some magic on Tiff. The signs were subtle but she melted. She was his for the taking. She lifted a foot and slipped the strap off her heel and then did the same for the other foot. She lost five inches in height. Chris stepped closer and Tiff told him to stop.
 
   “I want to remember this moment,” she breathed, again running her eyes all over him. 
 
   Chris stopped and awkwardly waited. His cock seemed to be harder and thicker than before. Finally, he could stand no more and stepped up to Tiffany. He unbuttoned her rose colored blouse and her hands drifted down to his shaft. There was plenty of room for both with cock left over. His cock was a security blanket and she dreaded letting go. She had to let go when he removed her top and she did so reluctantly. 
 
   He stalked her, slow confident steps as he circled. She stood trembling in her own bedroom. He came up behind her and I held my breath as he kissed the nape of my wife's neck. As he moved closer he eased his shaft between her thighs until the head extended a few inches in front. His deft fingers flipped her bra clasp and the cups separated slightly from the globes. Gentle fingertips slid the straps down her arms as soft kisses all over her skin raised goose bumps. The bra landed at her feet.
 
   He leaned back to look at the ruby skirt that hugged her round ass and I understood the look of appreciation on his face. 
 
   “You are a Goddess,” he breathed. He slid his hands down her back and over her butt. He cupped each cheek and lifted and separated. Tiffany gasped. His thighs flexed. Tiffany groaned. He released her ass cheeks and moved his hands back up her body until they snaked around in front and cupped her big warm tits. He pulled her body back against his and his legs flexed again and I heard all the air leave my wife's lungs. He drove her crazy. With their bodies pressed together he again kissed her neck and shoulders. My wife rocked her hips. Panic blasted my brain. Was he inside her already? 
 
   No. He dipped his hips and pulled his penis back and then thrust forward. Two or three inches of large shiny wet cock jutted out in front, mashing my wife's labia and rubbing across her clit. I was stunned. Her juices had him shiny from the head to halfway down the shaft. She wore no panties. Out in public in a skirt that short I'd assumed she had. Her bare pussy was pressed directly against his cock flesh. He worked it while he stood behind her, back and forth across her pussy and clitoris, driving her crazy, making her feel her own emptiness and long to be filled. 
 
   He turned her to face him and she looked slightly drunk. She was more aroused than I'd ever seen her and having a hard time containing it. Her eyes rolled around unfocused. Her jaw worked. Her legs shook. Her hands were fists at her sides. When he looked down at his glistening cock she followed his eyes and moaned. 
 
   “That's you all over me,” he said.
 
   “I want you so badly,” she said, her voice quivering. “I can't stand it. No man has ever made me feel like this. Let me suck it.”
 
   He hooked his thumbs in the waist of her skirt and slid it over her hips. She stepped out of it and then she was completely naked just like him. My heart ached at her beauty. She looked so vulnerable and gorgeous. Her inner labia protruded slightly. Her nipples had swollen. His large cock pointed right at her belly button like a threat; he was a robber, stealing her purse with a spear aimed at her belly. 
 
   He held her face in both hands and kissed her and the impact of all the dates they shared before tonight became obvious. This was not two strangers hot for each other. That would be too limiting for Tiffany. This was a man and woman that knew each other and had hours and hours of pent-up want seeking a way out. As he kissed her she once again wrapped both hands around his cock. He tangled the fingers of both hands in her hair and slowly forced her head down.
 
   My wife sank to her knees and opened her mouth. Her eyes closed. Her lips reached for him blindly and made contact on the large head and she steered his shaft into her sucking mouth. Chris sighed. 
 
   My wife orally worshiped his cock. He was too big and stiff to take more than half but what she could take she accepted with adoration. Her cheeks dented as she sucked powerfully on the tip before sliding him to the back of her mouth. Her tongue swirled around inside and occasionally escaped her mouth as she licked along his veins and arteries. She dipped her head and pulled an entire testicle into her mouth where she rolled it around before spitting it out to service the other one. She pulled his dick down until it pointed at the floor and then ran the flat of her tongue from head to base along the top, following an extra thick vein. When a drop of pre-cum welled at the tip, she licked it away.
 
   He grew even harder. I'd not have thought it possible but he did. Blood surged and his veins stood up like ridges. His head flared and turned deep red. His balls rose until they were tight at the base. The shaft darkened. The sight of his erection left Tiffany weak. She seemed to run out of strength. The sight of his powerful organ left her docile, submissive, and conquered.
 
   He took her hands and helped her to her feet. He lifted her in his arms and carried her to our bed where he lay her on her back and then moved between her knees. He kissed up her thighs, higher and higher, until his mouth found her soaked slit. In seconds his writhing tongue tore her first climax from her.
 
   Too sensitive to continue there, he moved his mouth higher, kissing and nibbling her tummy, her ribs, the bottoms of her gorgeous breasts. His hot mouth closed on an erect nipple and her back arched.
 
   “Ooooohhhh my God! You're killing me, Chris.”
 
   Her hand found the back of his head and held his mouth there. His tongue rolled and rubbed her nipple mercilessly. Movement farther down their bodies drew my eye. 
 
   His cock was only an inch from her opening. Her hips were unconsciously undulating, seeking contact. Adrenaline surged in my blood. He moved his mouth to her other breast and a long deep moan escaped her when he closed on this new nipple. He moved his mouth up to hers and his cock crept forward. They kissed and the hole of his penis grazed her swollen labia. A strand of pre-cum connected them from lip to tip. The head of his cock nudged her a few random times and then came to rest between her labia. Her hips stopped moving. 
 
   They stopped kissing and gazed into each other's eyes. 
 
   My heart hammered hard enough to break ribs. Stop! He was bare and huge and hard as red steel. My wife was drenched and wanted him desperately, her face a twisted mask of pure desire. He was poised right outside her body. She breathed shallow and fast.
 
   “Con-” she gasped, trying desperately to speak.
 
   He pressed the head of his penis firmly against her pussy lips, mashing them.
 
   She gasped and tried to speak again.
 
   “Oh God, condom, Chris,” she barely exhaled.
 
   “Is that what you want? Is that what you want really? For our first time?”
 
   Her eyes searched his. She bit her top lip. The moment froze for me and it seemed like forever before she gave him a slight shake of her head.
 
   “Me either. Put me in you,” he confidently commanded. “I know you want me as much as I want you. Show me. Guide me in.”
 
   Tiffany reached down. For two seconds she seemed confused and then realized how big he truly was. She sent her second hand to join the first and rubbed him up and down opening her pussy lips. Then she pulled him forward.
 
   Her head snapped back. “OOOOooohhhh, God!” my wife cried. “Ohhh, God, yes. Fuck!”
 
   Chris flexed his ass a little and pushed another inch deep. 
 
   “Fuuuuck! Uuunngghh! Do it!” She howled. “Soooooo biiiiiig.”
 
   Chris tightened the muscles of his body and hunched his hips. Inch after inch sank into her scalding fleshy folds, wrapping his erection in hot wet flesh. Her tight steaming tunnel enveloped and surrounded him. 
 
   When he moaned my wife lost her mind.
 
   “You like that, Lover? Do I make you feel good? Fuck me, Chris! Oh Christ! You like being inside me? Push it in. I need you in me. Push it all the way in, Lover. I've wanted you for so long PUSH IT IN AAAAAaaaahhh!”
 
   Chris drove it deep. Chris drove his enormous, unprotected, cum-drooling cock into my wife until he reached the end of her. She jerked and for a half second he worried he'd hurt her but she grabbed his face and yelled at him to fuck her hard. 
 
   He took both her wrists and pinned her arms to the bed over her head, accentuating her tits. He placed his feet inside her ankles and forced her legs wider, as wide as they would go, leaving her pinned and helpless beneath him. He rose up over her and withdrew his long wide shaft and then plunged the beast all the way back into her.
 
   “AAAAaaaaaaaaaaaa! Fuuuuuck!” my wife screamed. He did it again. She tossed her head side to side, grit her teeth, and took every inch.
 
   After four or five thrusts he ripped an orgasm from her, surprising them both, sending her body into writhing convulsions. He was relentless. He'd pull back until just the head rested inside and then he'd drive that cock balls-deep into her.  He kept her pinned and fucked her deeply. 
 
   She came again right away. He'd slowed down and moved his body closer and they kissed when it hit. He kept his lips pressed to hers and I heard her muffled cry of pleasure. His cock killed her. He pulled it all the way out and leaned way back on his heels, releasing her wrists. His soaking wet dick towered straight up, throbbing and pulsing, shiny and taut. Free at last Tiffany threw herself at the instrument of her destruction, licking and kissing every inch. He laughed with true joy.
 
   My wife moved up the bed and rolled over onto all fours, offering him her unfaithful cunt in a head-down, ass-up position. What man can resist that? Chris moved behind her and aimed his steely cock as Tiff reached under searching for his balls. They filled her hand. He took handfuls of her long black hair and pulled hard enough to hurt her, which she loved. Soon he slammed that big dick home again. 
 
   My view of his assault was perfect. I had the angle to witness her pussy forced into a large circle to accommodate his girth. I'd never seen her get this wet and slurping and sloshing sounds filled our bedroom. Chris grabbed my pillow and positioned it under her hips and forced her down to the bed. Now cushioned, he attacked her tight cunt like an animal. When she climaxed again he pulled her head back far enough I worried for her neck. She loved it. His rough treatment only made her orgasm harder and deeper and longer.
 
   When she came down from it she lay there quivering and gasping for breath. He pushed his cock all the way in and held himself still. She was stuffed to overflowing with hard dick. My wife was Jell-O. He kissed her ears and neck and shoulders, keeping his iron rod deeply planted. Tiffany turned her head and her look of pure joy and contentment shook me. 
 
   Finally, he withdrew his monster completely and leaned against our headboard. His erection fell back against his stomach and reached beyond his belly button. 
 
   Tiffany's pussy gapped open, closing slowly. She searched for him over her shoulder and then turned and crawled onto his lap, straddling him. Her hand slipped down to guide his bare erection inside her again. My wife rode him slowly, her eyes squeezed shut from the intensity of that large penis buried in her guts. Her tits were right in his face and he suckled on them, alternating between the two, her nipples bright with his saliva. She wrapped both arms around his head.
 
   “I want this every day,” she gasped.
 
   When she leaned forward her pussy distended. At the moment his balls were pressed against her labia but then she lifted slightly and I observed how much his thick cock overpowered her little hole. She stretched in every direction to take him. It looked painful and uncomfortable to me but by the sounds she made I knew I was dead wrong. 
 
   She put her hands on his shoulders and began to lift and drop more rapidly. He remained fascinated with her tits and let her fuck herself on his meat until she gasped in disbelief.
 
   “Oh my God, Sweetie, I think you're going to make me cum again. I fucking love your cock. I had no idea it would feel this good.”
 
   I admit her pet name for him made me jealous. 
 
   He moved his hands to her hips and she raised her arms over her head, lifting her hair. She was an ancient nymph, lost in the pleasures of her own body.
 
   He left it up to her and their mating became faster and more forceful and her boobs jumped and bounced all over the place. Waves rippled through her firm ass. A cone of flesh clung to his cock every time she lifted off him.
 
   As her breathing became ragged Chris encouraged her.
 
   “Baby, your tight pussy feels so good wrapped around me. I'm going to fuck you all night.”
 
   “Promise?” she teased. Then she remembered. “Brother,” she grunted between thrusts.
 
   Chris laughed. “Next time we fuck at my place. I want to show you to my roommates. Cum for me, Tiffany. I want to watch your face as you cum.”
 
   Her eyes flared. She clearly loved his idea. Her hips began a front to back instead of an up and down and her face slowly contorted with pleasure. I couldn't imagine what an object that big inside your body felt like but clearly my wife enjoyed it.
 
   “Oh fuck,” she cried, her hips rocking. “I love it, Chris. I love it, Chris! I love it, Chris! Here it comes! Nooooooow, ooooooooh yeeeeeeeeah!”
 
   My gaze jumped back and forth between her gorgeous face in the throes of climax and her gushing pussy full of his huge cock. Her body flailed and shook and he held her in his strong grip as she lost control. He watched her orgasm with as much joy as I did. She was beautiful.
 
   This time he did not wait for her to come back to earth. Instead he scooped her up and laid her back so he was now on top. He worked his hands under her pert little ass and braced her so she could not get away and then began pounding that massive spear into her. I knew where this was headed and waited for Tiff to stop him and tell him to put a condom on, but she didn't. 
 
   Her hands slid down his back to his muscular ass and her nails dug in as she helped to pull him deep on every thrust. Dread began to creep into my racing heart. His cock was a fat piston pumping her pussy. When he stopped once to move his knees closer, his scrotum rested on the bed like a purse full of sand, spreading out under its own weight. Next instant he was back over her moving his cock deep again.
 
   I heard him draw a sharp breath. 
 
   “You said something earlier about a condom,” he teased. “Do you have one? You want me to stop and put it on?”
 
   Tiff locked eyes with him and he weighed the choice. She decided quickly.
 
   “Shh. No, Chris, I really don't.” Her answer thrilled them both.
 
   He smiled and tilted his head back. Her eyes flashed to my hiding place. She showed concern but it was grossly overshadowed by pure animal want. My wife needed to mate with this man. She wanted his seed inside her. 
 
   She faced him and pulled his lips down to hers. Her legs rose up and circled his waist, her arms circled his neck. He pounded her a little faster.
 
   “Come in me,” she said, finally surrendering completely. “I want it. I need it. Cum inside me, Chris. I want all of it. I want all of you.”
 
   Chris buried his face in her hair and flesh on flesh slapping filled our bedroom. He moaned and Tiffany's face lit up. He moaned again, louder and longer and she smiled and closed her eyes. Finally, he moaned a third time and then threw his head back as his balls seized and exploded. He drove his manhood as deep as possible inside my wife and unleashed a torrent. I imagined his cock-head pressed firmly against her cervix and his hot jizz pumping out of the slit and directly into her uterus. His hips jerked with each jet he released and I remembered how much he came under the table that night at the bar. He came a long time, twitching spasmodically as he emptied his testicles.
 
   Tiffany looked blissful. She held him tight as he convulsed and she eagerly accepted every drop he wanted to give her. She'd captured her man and pleased him greatly and she was happy and content.  She held him inside for a long time. When he tried to untangle she whimpered and held him tight and he settled back down on top of her. I noticed she rolled her hips slightly side to side, savoring the full feeling his buried phallus gave her.
 
   At last she let him go. He raised himself up on strong arms and pulled his long cock out. He flopped next to her and she wormed as close to his muscular body as she could. They spoke softly but I was too far away to hear what they said.
 
   They stayed like that for half an hour, maybe longer. They talked and laughed and touched each other tenderly. Chris rolled her onto her stomach and raved about her world-class ass and she playfully lifted her hips four inches off the bed. He lightly bit her butt. He dropped next to her and tossed a leg over her legs and they talked some more. Chris kissed her gently all over her shoulder and arm.
 
   After a time, Tiffany wormed out from under and kissed a trail down his body. On her hands and knees her pussy faced my hiding place. Sperm leaked from her. When she got to his soft deflated penis she licked away their combined juices until he gleamed. Chris wore a grin and let her do it. She moved lower to his big balls and did the same thing and he began to stiffen. 
 
   “Oh really?” she joked. “What are you, one of those bull-studs I've heard about?”
 
   “You're inspirational,” he replied. “I can't get enough of you. Do we have time?”
 
   Tiff leaned over the bed to look at the clock but she knew goddamn well I was in the closet and couldn't come out until he left. She fell onto the bed, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs.
 
   “Yes,” she answered. “Give me more of that big dick. You know I can't get enough of you either.”
 
   “Me? Or my dick?”
 
   Tiffany hummed and looked at the ceiling as if she were seriously pondering and Chris laughed. 
 
   “Holy shit, you're charming. I have to be careful I don't fall in love with you. I don't care if you love me for my cock; it's attached to me so if you want it, you also get me, so I'm happy.”
 
   Tiffany got serious for a second. “You can fall in love with me if you want, Chris. I can't stop you and honestly I hope you do. You do my ego wonders. But I want to be perfectly honest and up-front with you; I'll never leave my husband. You're not here because I'm dissatisfied with him. You're here because you turn me on and I find you irresistible.”
 
   His grin turned into a smile.
 
   “I'm serious, Chris.”
 
   “I believe you, Tiffany, truly. If I'm honest, I like that you're married. Doing this with me makes you naughty, sexier. You're a bad girl on the inside and a good girl on the outside. You're stunning and perfect, and I probably will fall in love with you, but no worries; I've been warned. Now, open that pussy for me.”
 
   They shared an intense look of desire and Tiff used two fingers to spread her labia. Milky semen oozed out of her. Chris played with his dick a little while she did it, his gaze roaming her spectacular body.
 
   “Your body is the best. You're amazing.”
 
   She cupped a tit and offered it to him. 
 
   His cock had risen to half-staff and he advanced on her. Her eyes were glued to it and the closer he got the farther she pulled her legs back. He brought his thighs right up against her hamstrings and rested that fleshy log on her pussy. She looked down.
 
   “Condom?” he teased, already knowing her answer.
 
   “Too late now, silly. Besides, what my husband doesn't know...” Her voice trailed away.
 
   Resting on her stomach, his cock reached beyond her belly button. 
 
   “You're so big,” she breathed. “I love it.”
 
   “Biggest you've ever had?”
 
   “Oh God, yes, easily. My husband is above average and believe it or not, I have very little experience. You are the one and only man I've ever done anything like this with.”
 
   “I'm honored,” he said and I heard sincerity. “Your brother told me that too.”
 
   “Did he? He spoils me. Always has. I love him more than myself.”
 
   He pulled his hips away from her and his cock slithered lower. When the head split her lips he stopped and began bringing his hips forward again. I heard my wife lose air in a long drawn-out exhale. Chris sank his cock into her flooded cunt and her face told me exactly how much she loved it.
 
   I don't know if it was her words recently spoken or if I'd just accepted my fate, but this time when his unprotected cock began the lengthy journey into the heart of her, instead of dread I felt lust. My wife got fucked right before my eyes. His cock was huge and he'd already pumped a massive load of potent sperm deep inside her. Somehow all these things felt perfectly right and terribly exciting. 
 
   This was what I'd wanted all along, I'd just been too frightened to admit it. 
 
   Chris hooked his forearms behind her knees and bent her legs back to her chest. She was helpless and splayed obscenely, a hot fuck hole ready for the taking. The deeper his cock went the heavier her eyelids got and when he touched her cervix, her eyes closed. Her face was a serene mask of carnal pleasure. 
 
   He began to move in and out. 
 
   This time I pulled my penis from my sweat pants and lightly fingered it. I knew where we were headed and I eagerly anticipated the moment he filled my wife again with his hot semen. I do not understand the complexities of my desire or why I want to see her fucked, but at last I could admit I wanted to see her fucked all the way. I knew that's what she really wanted too. Obviously Chris desired it as well.
 
   Tiffany did nothing to help him but not from lack of involvement. I know her. She'd done this same once to me. When Tiff reaches her highest level of excitement she loses herself in the moment. Fully connected to her mind and body she turns inward and feels herself getting fucked. Supremely selfish, she absorbs every instant, every second of what's being done to her. She feels his rock-hard desire for her and relishes it. 
 
   Chris fucked my wife. His large shaft dominated her tight hole and he flexed to push it in and flexed to pull it out. Her mouth opened and her back began a slow arching. Her hands found his hips and enjoyed the rhythmic pounding of this hot hung stud she'd wanted for so long. When her hands jumped to her nipples and roughly pulled them, I knew she was almost there. I beat off faster but not too fast. I could cum during or after but not before. It would be awful to watch this display already drained.
 
   Once again his cock did that extra hard thing; every vein and artery swelled in unreleased passion. His balls again drew tight to his body. I watched his muscles work as he fucked her and that aroused too; he exerted himself to fuck my wife and fuck her well.
 
   A cry of pleasure brought my eyes back to her face. She looked ready to cry. She tugged her nipples roughly as he hammered his big meat home and then the dam broke.
 
   “What the FUCK?” she sobbed. She filled her lungs with air and cried out again as her climax smashed into her.
 
   “FUUUUUCK MEEEEEE! AAAAAAAAAAOHMYGOD!” Her body thrashed beneath him but he kept going, his cock a piston of pink flesh moving in and out. “Uuuunnnghg! I can't! Fuuuck! FUUUUUUUUUCK!!!” 
 
   Her cries turned into real tears as she began sobbing. Relentless, Chris ignored them and pounded deeply, sending her to heights of ecstasy she'd never known before. A stream of guttural sounds and grunts flowed non-stop from her mouth. Her orgasm continued as long as his massive cock fucked her, and he kept fucking her as long as she kept cumming. They fed off each other until my wife screamed and screamed again. Her face was twisted with pain except it wasn't pain. Chris turned her inside-out with every rapid thrust. Her body was unnaturally stiff and twisted. Tiffany screamed again, sobbing with mind-melting pleasure. She was one big ball of intense sensation. Her ceaseless orgasm ripped her apart.
 
   I'd never seen anything like this. I spurted in my hand. 
 
   Juice gushed from her pussy, soaking both their genitalia, our bed, and my sleeping pillow. Her back arched to the point of breaking and her pillow fell to cover her face as I heard her let loose a scream that shook our bedroom walls. 
 
   My leg jerked. I spurted again.
 
   His dick was harder than ever. He fucked her faster and deeper. She hugged the pillow to her face as her scream climbed higher and higher until it broke in a shriek as she felt his cock buck and then explode. As Chris pumped a huge load of hot semen deep, her entire body went as stiff as mahogany. He hunched his shoulders and jerked his hips again and again and again.
 
   Tiffany blacked out but Chris pumped jizz into her several more times. My hand and penis were covered in sperm but I remained hard and more excited than ever. This was the hottest, sexiest, wildest thing I'd ever seen. I couldn't believe it just happened. Thank God I witnessed it because I would never have believed Tiffany. Finally, the last searing drop left his penis and entered her and then he too collapsed, his cock inside my wife.
 
   I felt dizzy. I wanted to run out the door and down the street and keep running until this nervous energy was gone, but I dared not move. 
 
   Chris pulled his heavy cock from my wife like a body dragged from quicksand and then lay on his side. His sticky, sperm and vaginal juice covered penis draped across my pillow. After a minute of watching Tiffany breathe, he rolled onto his back and closed his eyes. They both fell asleep. I watched his snake slowly deflate. 
 
   After a short while, Chris woke first and quickly checked the clock. He debated sneaking out, fearful I would be home soon. On his face was concern. He did not want to slip away while Tiff slept. This woman was no one-night-stand. He gently woke her.
 
   She seemed drugged. It took her a minute but she came around and then kissed him.
 
   “Good God,” she muttered. “My body tingles all over.”
 
   “Turns out you actually are a Goddess,” Chris stated. “Your name is Aphrodite, and I just fucked Aphrodite.”
 
   He explained he was concerned about her brother coming home and finding him here but he didn't want to sneak away and have her wake up alone. She thanked him and told him to call a cab and get dressed, which he did. 
 
   Before he tucked his dick into his pants, my wife knelt and kissed it. She gazed at it, marveling at the power it possessed to please her.
 
   When the horn sounded she walked him to the front door naked, said good-bye, and kissed him one last time. She closed the door and locked it. I stepped out. When she turned around I was there. 
 
   She hurried to me on wobbly legs. We kissed passionately again and again. My dick rose and she tried to take it into her mouth but I picked her up and carried her to the bedroom.
 
   “Second man to carry me to bed tonight,” she teased, exhausted, knowing it thrilled me to hear her say it as much as it thrilled her to be the truth. 
 
   I lay her on the bed and began kissing every square inch of her. She smelled like him and it drove me crazy. When I got near her pussy she tried to brush me aside but I wouldn't have it. I clamped my mouth to her well-fucked pussy and tasted my decadent wife. I savored the pungent flavor of their mixed juices. She surprised me when she came yet again; a soft rumbling orgasm, and I surprised myself by how hard I got and how long I lasted. When I shot my sperm in to mix with his, I yelled her name. 
 
   We made love in the morning and it was nothing like the night before. Slow, tender, gentle, loving; we reminded ourselves we were husband and wife and would be until the day we died. We had breakfast at Mimi's Cafe and ate like hounds, especially her.
 
   “It's official,” I said around a mouthful of warm honey-bran muffin. “You have taken another man as a lover.” It thrilled me to say it.
 
   “You like that, Baby? You like your femme fatale? I fucked him in our bed. I'm so bad!”
 
   “Best sex ever?” I asked.
 
   “Who? You and me? Me and Chris? Or the night taken as a whorish aggregate? Actually, now that I say it like that, I can answer yes to all three. Yes, David, best sex ever.”
 
   We laughed. The waitress poured more coffee and we waited for her to leave.
 
   Tiffany took a few bites. “What was your favorite part?” she asked.
 
   I sipped coffee too hot for human consumption. So many moments flashed through my mind. I sifted and contemplated until one rose to the surface. 
 
   “When he came inside you.”
 
   She misunderstood and grew suddenly guilty. 
 
   “Sorry about the condom,” she began. “I...I got carried away. That was stupid.”
 
   “Honey, I'm not passively-aggressively saying I'm upset with you. I'm admitting I'm glad you didn't use them. Honestly. Because you didn't, everything last night was so real. So intense. I realized as I watched deep down I'd never wanted you to use them. You fucked another man, Darling; completely, with nothing held back. Last night was as real as life gets.”
 
   “I loved it too, David. He's in me right now. He makes a lot more sperm than you do, or he went weeks without an orgasm. Either way, I see him leaking out of me every time I use the bathroom.”
 
   Blood surged. My temperature soared. Tiffany saw it.
 
   “Did that turn you on, Honey?”
 
   “I know it's bizarre but yes, it did.”
 
   She got a wicked look in her eyes. “Good to know.” She took a few more bites. “That was my favorite part too.” 
 
   I looked up at her. She held something back. 
 
   “Your favorite part?”  I challenged. “Really?”
 
   She blushed and looked quickly around the restaurant. 
 
   “Tell the truth,” I said.
 
   Her blush deepened into mortification. “This is so embarrassing, David, but my answer is the same as last time; I loved how big he is. Every time I saw it, every time I touched it, every time he reached some buried, deep virgin part of me, I felt electrified. His size made everything so sexual. His big scandalous cock made every second intense.”  
 
   “Best orgasm ever?”  
 
   She giggled. “Um, yes. No, strike that; Hell yes! Sorry if that bothers you, Baby.”
 
   “No, it pushed me over the edge. I jacked off watching you two and that's the moment I came. Tiffany, you are so absolutely beautiful. This new sexual side of you is shocking and glorious.”
 
   “You jerked off watching us? You had an orgasm before you fucked me like that? Holy shit, David. That's impressive work.”
 
   “I guess we can both admit we love it.” 
 
   She nodded but said nothing and we ate our food. 
 
   I hesitated to put a damper on things but I had to ask one more question. “Now that we've done it and it's behind us, any regrets?”
 
   She looked at the ceiling, thinking. “Regret is too strong. Let's say concern. I probably should have used those condoms. I'll feel regret if I skip my period.”
 
   “It could be mine. I fucked you right after he did.”
 
   She placed her hand atop mine on the table. “That’s true, Honey, it could be yours.”
 
   I knew what she was really saying; it could be yours, but what are the odds...?
 
   We paid the bill and left. We planned on shopping and I was headed for the mall when she told me to take her to bed. I turned the car around and headed home. 
 
   As always, our sex life jumped up a level. Maybe three levels. We text and flirted and fucked like crazy. She told me Chris text her often but after the first few days she told him her husband was back from Europe so he needed to stop. He did. 
 
   I left it at that. Tiffany flirted with men she met during her day and text me about it right away. By the time I got home every night I was hot and ready and so was she and our passion was out of this world. We went to an adult store and found a dildo that looked exactly like Chris and brought that home for the nights she craved someone bigger than me. 
 
   We'd done it; Tiffany had taken another man. We'd gone all the way with our newly discovered lifestyle, but we both seemed a little reluctant to do it again.  
 
   Months later I got an invite from Ray to meet for beers and catch up. I debated what I would tell him. I was sure he would ask for an update but did I really want any of my friends knowing? I decided I'd keep it to myself and then remembered how open and honest he'd been with me and I felt shitty. I'd tell him, I decided, but swear him to secrecy. 
 
   We met at our usual pub and ordered pizza and beer. Ray and I caught up on our wives, jobs, and sport team’s successes and failures, and then a natural pause settled in. I looked up and found Ray studying my face.
 
   “What happened?” he asked. “Something happened. I can see it. Did Tiffany fuck someone else? That's my guess. You're not crushed so it must have been mutual consent. Mother of God this is hot. Shy conservative Tiffany spreading her legs. Was the guy big? I bet he was big. To get Tiff to leap off that cliff he had to be big.”
 
   “Stop! Fucking mind-reader. How do you know all this? Why do you care so much?”
 
   “I knew it! Fuck yes! Tiffany is smoking hot, David, you know that. All us husbands talk about her. You easily have the hottest wife and some of us have really sexy wives. Tiff blows them all away. The only mark against her was how straight-laced she acts. If you tell me she stepped out on you I'm going to get really excited.”
 
   I felt a twinge of panic. “Ray, I'll tell you, but you have to promise, you have to swear you won't tell anyone else. Tiff has no idea I talk to you about these things. If I tell you this, I'll have to tell her I told you. She'll want to know you can be trusted and I'll have to convince her which means you'll need to convince me.”
 
   He got deadly serious.
 
   “David, I've known you for decades. I trusted you with the truth about me and Janet. No one else knows that. I'm a flake, I know that, but you've always ignored that fact and stood by me no matter what. You're my best friend. I love you like a brother. I'd never do anything to betray that trust or hurt you. I mean it.”
 
   I believed him. Everything he said was true. I took a deep breath and began and I held nothing back. I told him all of it, including my insecurities and Tiff's fondness for big dicks.  He stopped me only occasionally to clarify a point. When I mentioned the lack of condoms his eyes narrowed and I felt lust radiating off of him. I finished and leaned back in my chair.
 
   “David, Janet goes bare-back now but didn't for the first year. Tiff went bare her first time out. I love it. Tiffany might be the sexiest woman on earth.”
 
   I nodded slow agreement. 
 
   He chewed on my story for a while and then leaned forward. “You'll have to tell Tiff that I know. Based on her reaction, you can tell her or not that I've invited you both to a party with me and Janet. It's an adult party, very sexy, very classy. There will be nudity. There will be sex. There will be a lot to see. Nobody will force anything on you. Let me know.”
 
   I said I would and we went back to talking about what Tiff and I had done. Ray wanted to know every thought, every emotion that my wife and I experienced. He was concerned for our well-being but he was also enjoying some vicarious arousal. He went over my feelings with a fine-toothed comb, probing and challenging me on what I thought or felt. In the end, he said he was impressed. He called me a natural voyeur and said I was now a cuckold, which was a word I'd never heard before. 
 
   We talked about other things for a while with him occasionally thinking of a question and dropping it into the mix. Finally, our evening wrapped up and we paid our bill and left. In the parking lot he gave me a hug and thanked me for trusting him. I took two steps towards my car and stopped. I turned to face him and spoke his name just loud enough for him to hear. He turned to face me.
 
   “If we go to this party, nothing can happen between you and Tiffany or me and Janet. Nothing. NOTHING.”
 
   His face looked like that had been his expectation all along.
 
   “Of course, David. That would be awkward. Let me know about the party.”
 
   We turned back to our cars. On the drive home I debated how I would tell Tiffany that Ray knew everything.
 
   When Tiff got home from her manicure appointment I had a glass of Cabernet waiting. She looked thrilled and then her face turned serious.
 
   “What did you do?” she asked, half joking.
 
   We kissed as she took the glass. 
 
   “Remember that night of the bachelorette party? Janet and the stripper? Ray?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “When I met Ray a few days later we talked about it. I picked his brain. I was curious how he could just watch Janet do those things.”
 
   “You never mentioned you talked to him.”
 
   “No, before he answered he asked me to keep his responses secret, even from you. I said I would as long as it didn't somehow involve you.  He spilled his guts and I kept his secrets.”
 
   “Hmm, I'm feeling a little lied to but it's forgivable I guess. Ray deserves your trust. I don't like it though. Did the subject come up again other times you met him?”
 
   “Yes, and here's the tricky part; he also knows about us.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “I told him about what we've been doing.”
 
   “David! Why? Why without telling me you told him? You had no right.”
 
   “Baby, I needed the voice of experience. I needed a man's perspective, even better, a husband's perspective. You are the one doing all the touching and kissing and dancing and having sex. I've been the one watching. It's harder on me than it is on you. I needed a guy to talk to that knew and understood what I felt. If I'd told you in advance you most likely would not have done all that you did. If you'd known Ray would hear about it, you would have stayed conservative and shy. This way I got to see the real you. I got to see what you really wanted, unedited.”
 
   She swallowed a mouthful of wine and gave me a hard stare. 
 
   “I'll never be able to face Ray and Janet again,” she murmured.
 
   “Tiffany, they're freaks. They've done way more than we could ever dream of doing. They do not judge at all. It will be awkward and embarrassing at first, for us both. Remember; my wife fucked another man while I watched. That's a tough one to live down. But I think we could both benefit from a couple in our corner. We took a huge step forward into a dark forest. A couple of trail guides might prove handy.”
 
   She finished her wine and twirled the empty glass. I'd reached her. 
 
   “So why tell me now?” 
 
   “Because of the party, and because of Chris. The blowjob I could chalk up to crazy fun, but intercourse changed everything. When I told Ray I knew I also had to tell you.”
 
   “What party?”
 
   “Janet and Ray invited us to a classy sex party. There will be nudity and sex. That's all I know at this point. I'm sure he'll tell me more if I say we're in.”
 
   She scoffed but held out her empty glass. I poured her another and it was hefty. She was quiet for a long time and I waited patiently for her to process everything. Finally, she broke the silence.
 
   “I'm frightened, David.”
 
   “Why, my Love? I'm by your side. Nobody will hurt you. Ray says they're really polite people; very tolerant and understanding and open-minded.”
 
   “Not of those people, I'm frightened by how much I like what we're doing. Not that I've ever tried it but this must be better than cocaine. It scares me.”
 
   I smiled. “Yeah, I like it too. A lot.”
 
   She sighed. “In some ways I'm glad Janet and Ray know. I hate that you kept it from me but I'm really glad you have Ray to talk to. If the situation were reversed and I watched you with another woman, I'd need a friendly ear. I'd kill you both and go to the electric chair, but I'd want to talk about it first.” She swallowed a mouthful of Cabernet. “I want to go to the party, David. Is that okay with you? I'm nervous but incredibly curious.”
 
   I laughed. “Yeah, I told Ray if we went to the party there can be nothing between you and Ray or me and Janet. I was emphatic.”
 
   “Good. How'd he take it?”
 
   “He already assumed it. Did you know all my friends say you're the hottest wife by far?”
 
   Her mouth opened. “What?”
 
   “It's true. Ray says they all talk when we're not around and you win by a mile.”
 
   “What about Karen? What about Janet? What about Rebekah?”
 
   “You win, you win, you still win.”
 
   She shook her head in disbelief. “You should have led with that, dumbass. It's hard to believe but I love hearing it. I want to believe it.”
 
   I will never understand her insecurity.
 
   That evening I called Ray and gave him the news. He was thrilled. He asked how our talk went and I told him the highlights and he commended me for coming clean with her. I asked him when and where and he told me three weeks but the location was secret. We'd ride with them. I asked about the dress code and he chuckled and said it was up to us but he and Janet would be pretty casual.
 
   I hung up and told Tiffany what I knew. She liked the mystery but hated not knowing how to dress. 
 
   Three weeks passed quickly. For part of it Tiffany was out of commission with menstrual issues so while we didn't have much sex, we did breathe a huge sigh of relief. 
 
   As the party approached Tiffany grew more aroused. She got her fingernails and toenails done, waxed completely, tanned just a little, and hit the gym like a mad woman. By the night of the party she looked insanely hot. She'd done her make-up a little heavy. We were both pretty nervous.
 
   “If we hate it we'll call a cab and come home,” I assured her. 
 
   In a throw-back to her conservative days, she ended up wearing a knee-length black dress and pearls and black pumps.  I went with the standard jeans and polo and sports coat. It is so easy being a guy. 
 
   I drove us to Janet and Ray's and for about fifteen minutes everything was really awkward. Then Janet opened a bottle of Jim Beam Honey and several shots later everyone settled the fuck down. We laughed and made racy jokes. I was surprised when Janet and Ray dressed very much like Tiffany and me. I was more surprised when a limo pulled up to take us to the party. I shot Ray a questioning glance.
 
   “I told you the location was secret,” he said.
 
   The west side of Vegas is wealthy and the farther west you go, the wealthier it gets. We pulled up to the last house at the foot of Mount Wilson. 
 
   This place was huge. We got out and rang the bell and a butler greeted us and accepted our invitation and handed us small black masks for around our eyes. Tiffany giggled gleefully as we all put ours on. 
 
   We followed him down a wide and well-furnished hallway, massive oil paintings lining the walls and thick rugs covering the tile floor. He ushered us into a room with about fifty other guests, the men outnumbering the women two to one. A bar filled one corner and an hors d'oeuvres station filled the other. Steps led down. Faint Classical music filled the air. Every guest wore a mask like ours. Double doors blocked the hallway out of this room on the far side and a small sign hung there. As we all headed for the bar, I read the sign; “Beyond this point, nudity required.”
 
   I showed Tiffany and she murmured, “Chicka bow chicka bow wow.”
 
   We all ordered stiff drinks and the bartender was not stingy. I had a buzz in minutes so I knew Tiffany was certainly feeling hers too. Tiffany asked Ray and Janet about their lifestyle and they were forthright. Their honest revelations helped put Tiff at ease.
 
   Everyone present seemed well educated and fairly fit and able to hold a decent conversation regardless of their personal opinions. Tiff and I separated from Ray and Janet to circle the room and talk to others, meeting up with them over an hour later back at the bar. We spoke for a few minutes before a gong sounded and the double doors opened. Beyond was a hallway lined with lockers and four nude muscular attendants. At the far end of the hallway was another set of double doors with another nudity sign on it.
 
   “If you wish to continue through those doors,” the butler said, pointing at the closed doors at the end of this new hallway, “You may disrobe here and store your clothing in these lockers. I assure you your belongings will be undisturbed.”
 
   Some present began undressing immediately, most hesitated. Ray and Janet looked at us and then Tiffany shrugged.
 
   “We've come this far,” my wife said.
 
   Janet unzipped her dress. As Ray's pants came down I noticed his fairly small penis was locked inside a form-fitting metal cage. Under her dress Janet had a key on a chain around her waist. 
 
   I joined Tiff in undressing and soon all four of us were nude. Janet looked sexy but Tiffany looked stunning. Her pussy was completely bald and smooth. Janet and Ray each had little patches of hair above their genitalia. The situation had me slightly aroused and my penis hung a little plump and with all these people around I was happy for that. 
 
   Tiff and I fidgeted a little but Ray and Janet were completely comfortable being totally nude in front of fifty strangers. Ray gawked at Tiffany but so did Janet. 
 
   I noted Janet had a great body, as did many other women, but Tiffany's body was nearly flawless. A lot of people noticed, but most of the attention came from Janet. In spite of all the time we'd spent with them over the years I realized these girls had never seen each other naked. Janet hadn't even seen Tiffany in a bikini. Now here was my gorgeous wife completely naked and Janet ran her hungry eyes over every curve. 
 
   “You make me wish I had a penis,” Janet said.
 
   Tiff blushed. “Oh my God, thank you.”
 
   I was bigger than most of the men around but a few had me beat including three that had me beat by a lot. They were flaccid so it was impossible to know for sure but these boys were big-league hitters. About half a dozen men sported the same kind of cage as Ray and I assumed this was most likely some sub-culture thing I knew nothing about. 
 
   Tiffany came to my side and under my arm. She was nervous and I gave her a sip of my whiskey. We folded our clothing and tucked everything into a locker together. Along with the rest of the crowd, we moved towards the double doors at the end of this hall. Only two people kept their clothing on and returned to the other room. Those doors closed and then these doors opened.
 
   It was a single room and it was vast. The vaulted ceiling was lost in darkness; the walls were roughhewn granite as were the randomly spaced columns. The floors were a greenish marble. Large heavy leather and walnut furniture crowded the floor, including high-backed chairs, sofas, and love-seats. Candles burned all around and the room was filled with a warm orange glow. A massive fireplace big enough for five men standing roared on the far side with an equally massive candle chandelier above it.
 
   As each person entered the room they veered off in twos and threes, seeking a comfortable spot to take it all in. I was surprised when Tiff took charge and pulled all four of us to a group of large chairs facing each other. In the center was a small portable bar. Ray got to work making fresh drinks for us all. I turned to Janet.
 
   “So what happens now?” I asked.
 
   “I don't know. We've never come to this place. Usually we hit a swinger's club downtown. We've been wanting to come here forever and figured coming with you guys would make it more interesting.”
 
   Ray handed her a drink and she thanked him and while her attention was elsewhere I ran my eyes over her hot little body. I glanced at Tiff to see if I'd gotten caught but she watched a tall black guy walk by. Actually, her attention was on his long bouncing cock hanging down. He saw her and gave a big smile as he passed. I stole another long look at Janet and filed the image away for later.
 
   I suspected things would get rolling pretty fast and they did. We all heard a moan from nearby and turned to see a young Asian girl bent over a chair getting fucked from behind. The man fucking her looked older. Seated in the chair was the young Asian guy she'd arrived with. Her face was against his shoulder and her hands on his legs. He looked utterly stunned to have his girl getting fucked right on top of him. The man behind held her little ass in his big hands and worked his cock in and out of her pussy.
 
   “That's hot,” Tiffany breathed. 
 
   “Her man looks shocked,” Janet offered. “That's a hell of a miss-communication.” 
 
   Ray chuckled. 
 
   “So what do we do?” Tiffany asked. “Just walk around and sight see? Approach whomever catches our eye? Try to make new friends?”
 
   “Who do you want, Tiffany?” Janet asked. “You checked out that tall black guy earlier. You want me to take you to him?”
 
   “No, I'd be too frightened. I've never touched a black man. They're intriguing but scary.”
 
   I'd only been listening with one ear while I watched that cute Asian girl get railed on her husband's lap. She was hot but I loved more what the husband experienced. It appeared to me they had done nothing like this before and this was his initiation. I also got the impression all this was her idea. He was torn between anguish, dismay, and naked lust at watching his woman getting fucked. Janet's offer to Tiff brought me back.   
 
   Tiffany looked at me, a strange and mischievous look in her eyes. 
 
   “I don't know about the black guy but it would be fun to walk around naked with you. David, sit tight please, we'll be back.”
 
   I nodded once.
 
   The two women wandered off. I was suddenly anxious. To cover it I turned my attention to Ray. He watched the same Asian girl.
 
   “What's the caged penis all about, Ray?”
 
   He looked down at his lap and then up to me. 
 
   “When we have our Hot Wife nights, Janet is in charge. I wear this to avoid other women. Janet gets to play but I don't. Are you allowed to fuck other women?”
 
   I shook my head. “We haven't talked about it but I'm going to guess no. I'm not really looking for that anyway. I love watching Tiffany. I love fucking Tiffany.”
 
   “Maybe you should think about a cage too.”
 
   My mind rebelled at the thought. No way was I going to wear one of those in front of everybody. It would be humiliating. I changed subjects.
 
   “What do you think our girls are doing right now?”
 
   “Well, usually Janet likes to make a sweep of the room to see what her options are. I'm sure with Tiffany she'll want to show off a little. Does Tiffany like women? Janet wants her.”
 
   “Not that I know of.” 
 
   I felt strangely out of step with what happened around me. Ray's cage suggestion disturbed me and I disliked Tiffany exploring without me. I stood up.
 
   “I'm going to wander too. Will you hold our chairs for us?”
 
   “Sure.” Ray gave me a slightly amused look before settling back into his plush seat. 
 
   The huge room was dim but I heard sex happening all around me. Feminine voices cried out from all around, deep male voices growled and grunted. I crept slowly about observing couples and threesome and foursomes all engaged in raw animal sex. The women here had no shortage of hard cock. 
 
   After walking a bit, I rounded a column and spotted Tiffany and Janet talking to a group of five men. All the guys were in decent shape and looked fairly young. I moved through the shadows, circling them, noting each of their cocks. These guys had plenty to be proud of and knew it. Every one of them had a calm, confident air about him. 
 
   Janet stepped closer to one man. He brought his hands up to her elbows and they kissed. Another man reached for Tiffany but she backed away. He tried again and she retreated farther, shaking her head. He gave up and turned to Janet. 
 
   All five men closed, penises rising. Tiffany watched for a moment and then turned to scan the room. I knew she searched for me and my heart leaped. I leaned out enough for her to see me and her face softened. With one backwards glance at Janet, Tiffany walked to my side.  
 
   “This could get ugly,” I whispered, indicating the group with a jerk of my chin.
 
   Tiff looked back. Janet was now on her knees with two cocks draped over her face and one in her mouth. In her hands were the remaining two. 
 
   “This could get beautiful,” Tiffany corrected me.
 
   “Oh yeah? Is that something that interests you?”
 
   We watched for a moment. Man one pulled out of her mouth so man two could push in. Janet worked fast, licking and sucking balls and shafts, trying to please them all.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   Her face was pensive, her brow furrowed.  
 
   “Talk to me,” I requested, curious and a little worried. 
 
   “She's servicing them.” Her voice was strained. “Look at her down there. Hot guys crowded around her, wanting her. They are so aggressive. See how they jostle each other for position? She's the prize. She's submissive yet the one in charge. It's hot. I'd love to be in her place but I'm too frightened. I worry what you'd think of me. This is just sex; the men are almost irrelevant. All that matters are their hot bodies and their big cocks.” 
 
   “Because I'll judge you?” I asked. 
 
   Her big eyes were glued to the action.
 
   “Yes, but I'm also frightened because I know I'd love it.”
 
   My wife surprised me. I had no idea sex like this appealed to her.
 
   Janet had all of them erect. Five big hard-ons waved in the air, each glistening with her saliva. The men fought for her attention. A slight smile curled the corners of her lips as she blew them. 
 
   I felt Tiffany tremble. Her green eyes were huge. Heat radiated from her.
 
   I looked back at Janet. My wife wanted to act like that? I was shocked. I'd only imagined her interested in one man at a time. I'd assumed she'd want some connection, some kind of emotional entanglement. What Janet now did was base animal behavior; sex for the sake of sex. Before this moment I was sure Tiffany would feel disrespected if I'd even suggested she might like such a thing. 
 
   “Try it,” Half a second passed before I realized that had been my voice. 
 
   Tiffany stepped away from me towards the group. Janet saw her coming and stood up, giving up her place. As Tiffany floated by, Janet kissed her deeply on the mouth. Tiff returned it. The guys opened their circle a little to make room for my wife and then smiles spread across their faces. Tiff's eyelids fluttered as she sank to her knees. Their hands moved all over her. They'd been aggressive with Janet but this was on the verge of a fight. Two huge bouncers walked by and good thing they did. 
 
   The first man stuffed his dick into her mouth and her hands came up to two more. She was uncoordinated and awkward. She sucked hard, swirling the head with her tongue until another guy pulled her away to suck his. They fought over her oral attention. One cock after another took turns fucking her mouth, trying to push down her throat. She gagged many times and I twice felt protective but Janet put a hand on my arm to hold me back and I quickly learned Tiffany actually enjoyed choking.  
 
   I should have seen it coming, but I didn't. Frustrated with waiting their turn two guys stood her up and bent her over. I took a step when the guy behind pushed his cock into her dripping wet pussy. Janet groaned at the sight of my conservative wife stuffed with stranger cock. 
 
   When she did not fight, they quickly carried her to a nearby love seat. One man sat and they lifted her over him and settled her on his dick. Another man walked around behind the couch and fed her his dick while a third moved up behind her.
 
   I murmured, “What is he...?”
 
   “He's going to take your wife's ass.” Janet exhaled. 
 
   I froze. No one has ever fucked Tiffany's ass. I've never even tried. Early in our relationship her comments made it clear the idea was off the table so I never brought it up. Good girls and proper wives do not use that hole for sex, she'd told me. I took another protective step forward and Janet pulled me back again.
 
   “David, leave her be. If she needs you, you'll know it. I promise. This is her moment. Let her experience whatever she chooses. She's a grown up. You're her partner, not her dad.”
 
   I felt dizzy. I looked back at Tiffany and she certainly needed no help. She eagerly sucked the penis in her mouth while the man beneath her thrust up into her pussy. She moaned loudly and often. 
 
   When she felt hands on her butt cheeks, she tentatively lifted and tilted her hips to make it easier. She was nervous but determined. The man pushed her forward and lined his cock up. The man fucking her pussy stopped as the head of this new cock nudge her sphincter. She made no move to get away. Instead, she calmed herself and began kissing the man beneath her.  
 
   Ass-man leaned in and her little hole opened around him. A moan started as he pushed in the first inch. He started kissing her back to distract her and it worked because another inch smoothly disappeared up her asshole. Her moan was now an intensely pleasurable groan. 
 
   Ass-man waited a moment and pulled part way out and pushed back in, deeper this time. Pussy-man started small thrusts which further distracted my wife and ass-man eased deeper. Blowjob-guy took that as an all-clear and held her face and started fucking her mouth. 
 
   Tiffany moaned loudly when ass-man buried his remaining inches. He held himself deep, allowing her to relax and adjust, and then started a short in and out.
 
   Tiffany turned into an animal. I was stunned.
 
   I can't imagine what she felt but by the contortions of her body it had to be more pleasure than she'd ever known. The men hit a rhythm and my wife suffered mind-melting pleasure at their hands. They fucked every hole and she loved it. Her cock-muffled screams announced her first orgasm and just a few minutes later, her second. How did she do it? Where did my lovely faithful wife learn such sexual skills? Was she such a sexual creature naturally? 
 
   My mind was blown. I stood watching dumbly as these men pumped her body like machines. Hard cocks appeared and disappeared only to reappear again and again in the rhythmic gang-bang of my wife.  Tiffany mewled with pleasure too intense to put into words, feeling each hard cock repeatedly penetrate her in every orifice. My sweet wife was literally stuffed with cock. She was so wet her juice literally ran down the shaft filling her pussy and dripped from his balls to the seat below.
 
   The man in her pussy started sucking gulps of air and I realized he was about to cum. I stared right at the joining of their bodies and the tight seal her cunt made around him. His breathing increased until he growled and erupted. I watched as his testicles rose and fell in time with his grunts and gasps. He didn't even know her yet he pumped hot sperm into her. 
 
   The guy in her ass waited until his friend finished and then withdrew his cock from my wife's ass and stood her up and spun her around. He kicked pussy-man out of his seat and replaced him, easing his erection back up my wife's ass only now she faced outward, now she faced me. Blowjob-guy stood there with a hard shiny dick wondering what to do. 
 
   A new man with a large knobby dick stepped up and pushed her legs open. When she saw his hard fat cock she spread her legs wide and hooked her heels behind his ass, pulling him forward. He sank his dick into her. 
 
   The two men moved in time with each other and drove Tiffany crazy. I heard her cum again. The man in her pussy pumped faster and pushed her legs back against her big tits and then unloaded deep in her cunt. 
 
   We had drawn a crowd. I looked around and it seemed at least half of the guests had gathered to watch. They all fondled each other or, inspired by my wife's performance, started fucking and sucking whomever was closest. A sexy redhead came over to give me a blowjob but I thanked her and shooed her away.
 
   Knobby-dick withdrew his softened penis and another man took his place. The man fucking Tiffany's ass had to slow down because he was too close to cumming so he pushed it all the way in and held himself balls deep. The new man worked his curved cock into my wife's sloppy cunt. After so many loads she was incredibly slippery so it took him a while, but when he came he released a flood of sperm inside her too. Milk ran out and dribbled down onto ass-man's balls.
 
   After curved-cock pulled out, ass-man lifted Tiffany and turned her over on all fours, waving away a man that approached. She was all his now. She put her head on the cushion and kept her ass high and he began long-stroking her rectum. Something about her empty pussy an inch below her full ass drove me crazy. It was such a slutty sight. Her cries of pleasure clearly had an effect on the other women present as I heard several of them climax around me. 
 
   Tiff reached down and rubbed her clit while he fucked her ass and soon my wife had another orgasm, this time an anal one. 
 
   This one was very different from any other. All the muscles across her body flexed and twisted as she screamed and bore down hard. Her face scrunched up and her other hand was a tight fist. Her toes were little balls. Her ass clenched his shaft tighter than a vise and that pushed him over the edge. He pounded her with shorter thrusts and then threw his head back and yelled as he unleashed a torrent of blazing hot jizz deep in her bowels. He came a long time and stayed buried until the last hot drop left his cock. When he pulled his dick out, Tiffany dropped and curled into a fetal position on the couch. 
 
   “Now you can go to her,” Janet smiled.
 
   I sat next to her. Her eyes were wide open and staring off into distance. I pet her head and she did not react. She drifted through an ethereal fog of physical bliss. I waited but she was elsewhere. 
 
   “You okay?” I asked.
 
   She was catatonic. 
 
   Janet approached us and knelt next to Tiff's face. She kissed my wife softly on the cheek. She cupped one of Tiffany's big tits and flicked the nipple hard. It stiffened. She kissed the same cheek and then moved her mouth lower and planted a slow deep kiss on my wife's mouth. Tiff stirred. Janet moved her mouth to the same nipple and sucked it in. She released it and leaned over my wife's ear.
 
   “Tiffany, meet Tiffany,” she whispered.
 
   Slowly my wife lifted her eyes to Janet's face, dazed. “What happened to me?”
 
   “You let go,” Janet explained. “Astonishing what the body is capable of, as you just discovered.”
 
   The neglected blowjob-guy from earlier walked up to Tiffany and knelt between she and Janet. With one hand he lifted his aching penis and aimed it at my wife's face. Tiffany lifted her head and opened her mouth without hesitation. He pushed it in against her tongue and she clamped her lips shut and began sucking. 
 
   Janet moved up to sit by me. I caught her looking down at my penis.
 
   “It's a crime not to share that thing, you know,” she teased. 
 
   I ignored her. I was stunned and fascinated by my wife. I thought her anal orgasm meant the end of our night. Something foundational happened here. My wife was a changed woman.
 
   Tiffany sucked blowjob-guy, bobbing her mouth like a pussy, until he grunted and ejaculated. He left it in there for a moment and then pulled it past her vacuuming lips.  
 
   Based on his success, other men that had been watching crouched down and fed Tiff their cocks too. They crowded around her, hoping for their turn. My wife refused no one, sucking each until drinking their cum; large and small, hairy and shaven. Each man unloaded into her freely offered gullet. They held her down and fucked her mouth like a pussy, butts rising and falling as they pumped their cocks. A man would climax and another would nudge him away. 
 
   Once they were all emptied, we were left alone. Janet said she would search for Ray and I told her I'd left him with our drinks. She headed that way.
 
   With rubbery arms Tiff pushed herself up to sitting. Her face was a mess of white ropes and stray shots. I was terrified she would ask for a kiss. She wiped her face with both hands and rubbed them on the upholstery. I had some whiskey left in my tumbler and she gulped it. She tested her pussy with a finger and then reached around behind and tested her ass. Cum leaked from her everywhere. 
 
   We regarded each other. She searched my eyes for anger or rejection or disgust and must not have seen any because she wiggled closer until her head rested on my shoulder.
 
   “Do you want to fuck someone,” she offered. “I'll let you. Just this once. It's only fair.”
 
   I told her no and asked if she was ready to go home. 
 
   “No. Not yet. Sorry, Honey, but I like it here. I should be freaking out but I'm not. Let's head back to Ray and Janet.”
 
   I let her walk ahead of me and candlelight revealed sperm dripping down her inner thighs. Lots of sperm. I rubbed my dick and caught up with her. 
 
   When we got back Ray was there but not Janet. He waved vaguely towards the back of the room when I asked where she was. 
 
   “I'll find her,” Tiffany offered. “How about you stay here with Ray?”
 
   This time I did as she asked. In the back of my mind I was sure she would find another man or two and I needed a break from watching her. I was so aroused any more stimulation might make me explode. 
 
   Ray spoke. “Janet says Tiffany is more sexual than us and probably more sexual than anyone we know. That's a bold statement. What do you think of that, David?”
 
   I ignored Ray. I had no idea what our sex life would be like after tonight. I was sure we'd sit down and discuss it but at this moment I had no idea. Tiffany had changed right before my eyes.
 
   Janet came back after twenty minutes and told us Tiffany was with a new man and I nodded. I'd expected as much. She said she'd seen them talking and then they drifted away from the group. She kept one eye on them and when she saw them kissing she knew what came next so she returned to Ray and me. 
 
   “Who was this guy?” I asked. “Why did she pick him?”
 
   “I didn't call him a guy,” she corrected, “I called him a man. A tall, muscular, handsome and confident man. Ask me how big his cock was, David. I know you want to know.”
 
   I cleared my throat. “How big was he?”
 
   “Really big. He was soft but even so I'd say double yours. His ball sack was huge. Did you know your wife loves huge testicles? He looked like Christopher Reeves; broad shoulders and narrow waist, good-guy chin, big dark eyes. Really handsome and masculine. Lucky bitch.” 
 
   I began to fret. Tiff with five men was less worrisome than Tiff with one man. This night was so full of twists and turns. My wife seemed unpredictable and that unnerved me. 
 
   The three of us continued talking but more and more my mind drifted to Tiffany; where was she? What was she doing right this second? There must be something special about him. I thought about walking around to burn my nervous energy but if I bumped into them I would feel like a spy. To get my mind off her I started asking my friends lots of questions.
 
   Janet and Ray had been doing this a long time and loved it. They always thought of new ways to tease each other. Like me, Ray loved watching his wife with other men. They told me about their secret world and the do's and don'ts of it. I listened attentively and I had to admit, in spite of my current misgivings, I got turned on. Why was this so exciting? They shared story after story.
 
   We'd talked for almost two hours when naked Tiffany and her new, naked friend approached our group. They held hands. Nothing else tonight bothered me like that did.  Their intimately intertwined fingers rocked me. Such a simple romantic gesture. I gasped as all the air left my lungs. Tiffany heard it and gave me a pained and apologetic look.
 
   Janet had not exaggerated; even soft he was clearly twice my size, maybe the biggest man in here. I stared at it wondering if it had already been inside my wife.
 
   They stopped ten feet back from us. 
 
   “Hi guys,” Tiffany said, her voice trembling a little. “This is Bryce. I wanted you to meet him so you wouldn't worry. Bryce, this is Ray and his wife Janet, and David, my husband.”
 
   We all said hi but Bryce said hello. Anxiety twisted Tiffany's face a little.
 
   “What do you mean, 'worry'?” I asked. “What would we worry about, Tiff?”.
 
   Tiffany's anxiety shot through the roof. She chewed her lips like crazy. 
 
   She stood up straighter and squared her shoulders. 
 
   “I'm going home with him, David, just for tonight. Don't be mad and don't freak out. It's not as bad as it sounds. I want to spend time with him away from this place. There are limitations for us here.”
 
   My jaw landed in my lap. Limitations? Home with him? What the ever loving fuck? 
 
   Tiffany saw my face and started talking fast, telling me how she had discovered things about herself tonight that she wanted to explore further but without my influence. Ray and Janet and Bryce heard it all. She begged me to trust her because this wasn't about replacing me or ending our marriage. She assured me that tomorrow she'd still be my wife and she loved me more than anything on earth. She asked me to trust her again and again and it began to work. 
 
   I know most guys would have exploded in rage and fear but something in her eyes, something in her voice, kept me calm. She needed me to do this for her.
 
   In the end, I did. I found the heart of my selfless love for her and clung to it. Even when she told me there'd be no text updates and no phone calls. She wanted to feel alone with him; separate from everyone and everything else. She needed to know this experience.
 
   Janet said she was worn out and Ray admitted he was dying to get home to fuck her, so when they suggested I leave with them, I agreed. 
 
   Tiffany assured me a million times that everything would be fine. I wasn't going to club her in the head and throw her over my shoulder and I wasn't going to ask for a divorce right then and there, so I kissed her and left with them. 
 
   As we passed the double doors I looked back over my shoulder and saw Bryce circling her shoulders with a muscular arm as she looked down at his cock. She lifted his massive balls in the palm of her hand and smiled up at him and the dazzling, magical look in her eyes stabbed right through me. 
 
   What a night. 
 
   Janet and Ray invited me to stay at their place and watch or even join in but I told them all my sexual arousal had fled my body. I was numb. The very idea of sex sounded unpleasant. I wanted nothing to do with it. I thanked them and drove myself home.
 
   At home I showered and threw on a pair of boxers and poured a big glass of whiskey. I retired to the den to watch Sports Center. I pushed the button and the big screen had only started to glow when my penis began to rise and kept rising until it stood straight up and throbbed. I removed my boxers. I looked down at my erection, a little confused. I was deep red and hard as steel. I looked bigger than I could ever remember. My penis strained forward like it tried to separate from my body. I kept getting harder.
 
   It had only been an hour or so but I was certain Bryce fucked my woman at that very moment. I felt it in my heart. I knew it. I knew it and I liked it. Goddamn it! 
 
   I paced the den. More than her gang-bang, more than her cum-swallowing cock-orgy, the knowledge that Bryce and Tiffany at this moment explored their shared intimacy inflamed and aroused me. 
 
   I didn't care what her fucking reasons were, I just loved that she had them. I loved that she wanted him so badly she would send me home alone. This was real! There was no better proof she did all this for herself and not to please me. She risked crushing me and looking like a total asshole in front of Ray and Janet. She did not care. She wanted Bryce and she wanted him in an intimate way and that fucking drove me nuts. My wife watching was clearly connected to my emotions. It was not all about sex.
 
   I went a little crazy. I yelled her name into our empty home and then yelled it again. Echoes bounced around. She's smart and strong but until tonight she's never been so bold. 
 
   How many times would he cum in her? That mattered most. Was this humiliation? Was I similar to Ray in this regard? Should I try Ray's cage? I pictured those five men fucking her and filling her and then all those men she sucked, and it was incredibly hot, but nothing compared to the searing white hot blaze of Tiffany wanting to be alone with this one man. We'd gone far down the sexual road but mostly avoided intimacy. My wife craved intimacy. Something about Bryce made her want it with him and that reality lit me on fire. 
 
   I yelled her name again. 
 
   I grabbed my phone and typed out a quick message; One quick question and then I'll leave you alone; did he cum inside you yet?
 
   She answered surprisingly fast, given her situation. 
 
   Yes, Darling, twice. Now go to bed.
 
   I yelled her name again. 
 
   I sat on the carpet and leaned back and grabbed my diamond dick. I tugged on it hard. I imagined her face twisted with ecstasy as his heavy cock fucked her. I imagined her legs wrapped around his waist as her body was filled with longing for him. I imagined her tight pussy clinging to his massive shaft as her heart fluttered beneath him and boom, I came and came hard. My head spun and the room tilted. I sprayed jizz all over myself, some even landing in my open mouth. I did not care. My dick stayed hard as a rock, connected to a deep but unknown emotional need.
 
   That climax was the first of many. I jacked off all night long. Every orgasm was better than the last. I shot less and less until my final climax shot nothing but muscle contractions that left me weak and dizzy. I fell asleep naked on the rug, dick in hand.
 
   I awoke to smooth warm thighs gently hugging my face. As my bleary eyes opened, Tiffany's bald pussy was inches from my mouth. I did not hesitate. My tongue split her labia and sank into her hot, tight, salty folds. Above me she gasped.
 
   Her skin I smelled of fresh soap and perfume and knew she'd bathed before her time with Bryce. Of course she'd want to wash away those other men before offering herself. 
 
   I pushed my tongue deeper and found the source of her saltiness as I encountered a puddle of slippery oil which also coated her inner walls. I met Bryce a second time tonight. My wife groaned as I searched and probed everywhere inside her. I loved that he had so recently been here before me. My girl was a naughty little vixen and I was proud to call her mine. 
 
   I licked and sucked and nibbled until I had moans pouring from her non-stop. I withdrew my tongue from her pussy and forced it up her ass and a loud gasp escaped her. I teased her there for a while and then sent it back up her pussy, teasing her clit.
 
   She was extremely sensitive, which was not surprising given the night she'd had, but somehow incredibly responsive too, like her body had now been trained to climax. All self-imposed barriers had been shattered. She was a modern Geisha. 
 
   I felt her hands hold my head as she fucked herself on my mouth and tongue and then I heard her scream as an earth-shattering orgasm seized her. More of him leaked into my mouth and I had no doubt that only added to her arousal. The new Tiffany was a bad, bad girl.
 
   She fell off me to the carpet and curled into a ball. I spooned up behind her. I hoped I'd get hard but my masturbation spree had been too draining. 
 
   We cuddled in silence for long minutes.
 
   “So I guess you don't hate me,” she muttered, her voice sagging with utter exhaustion.
 
   “No, Baby.”
 
   We needed to talk, and I knew we would, but not right now. For now, I helped her up and put us both to bed.
 
   She slept until noon.
 
   I was up a little earlier and made coffee so when she joined me wearing just a T-shirt, a hot cup waited for her. She seemed slightly embarrassed but beyond that showed no shame for last night. She took a sip and then a gulp and tilted her head back. 
 
   She looked at me. 
 
   “You want to ask questions or you just want me to talk?” 
 
   “You talk,” I said.
 
   “Okay. I'm sure mostly you want to know about Bryce and what that meant and why I did it? I can tell you what I know, but some I haven't-.”
 
   “Never mind,” I interrupted, “I'll ask questions. Why did you need to be alone with him? What was so special about him? We'd done these things together then suddenly I'm kicked out. I did not like that. You abandoned me. I let you go out with Chris alone; why exclude me like that from Bryce?” 
 
   She reached across the table and put her hand on mine. “I was alone with Chris but your presence was there. You've always been there, one way or another. Every time I've taken a lover you have, in some way, been directly involved. I realized after all this time I had no idea what it felt like to be with someone other than my husband. Whether you hid in the closet or received my texts as fast as I could send them, you were always present. No matter how hard I tried, you influenced what I said and did with them. I wanted to feel like a cheating wife. I wanted to know true infidelity. I fucked another man, just me.”
 
   I caught a glimpse of what she meant. I did not understand fully but I had a hint. 
 
   “I think I get that,” I offered. “You were on the trapeze with a huge safety net. You wanted the real thrill, you wanted no nets.”
 
   “That's close. There's more to it than that but that's where my instincts led me.”
 
   “Does this mean I need to wonder if you're fucking someone behind my back? Are you going to take lovers and not tell me about them?”
 
   She came around the table and sat next to me, brushing her hand against my face.
 
   “No, Baby, never. Last night gave me the perspective I craved. Once I had it I realized it wasn't as good. It's better when you are there in some way. It's way more exciting.”
 
   I felt relief. “So you won't do that again?”
 
   “No. Not unless you want me to.”
 
   I drank some coffee and pondered. She might be right. 
 
   “So how was last night? How was sex with Bryce?”
 
   She smiled fondly. “Amazing. He's an incredible man. My pussy may never be the same. I want to see him again but this time of course you'll be there too. I need to take a long break though. My whole body is sore and tender. Why were you naked on the floor?”
 
   I told her about my night and she seemed especially interested in how hard I got and why. She thought that was worth investigating. 
 
   “So you weren't thinking about me at all but then you got hard?”
 
   “Yeah. In fact, I tried not thinking about you and believed I did a great job of it. Denial is the most powerful force in the universe, apparently.”
 
   “That's fucking hot, David. Your body just responded to what you really felt deep down. Even as it killed you it turned you on. You love your slut wife.”
 
   She leaned in and kissed my lips softly. 
 
   “You know that kind of gives me a green-light to do whatever I feel like doing? I can entertain any impulse, knowing you'll probably get off on my wickedness.”
 
   “Easy girl, we aren't Janet and Ray.”
 
   “Not yet, but we are gaining on them. What did you think of Ray's cage?”
 
   Oh boy.
 
   “Not much. Not my style. Let's explore in a different direction.”
 
   “You know I have an intense imagination. You might be along for a crazy ride.”
 
   I changed the subject. “You went wild last night.”
 
   “I so did,” she admitted. “Did Janet or Ray say anything? I was a different person.”
 
   “Janet says you are an intensely sexual creature who is only now discovering her true self. After watching you I think she may be right.”
 
   “She may be right. I was in a trance. Sex overpowered and overwhelmed me. I was insatiable. I saw penises everywhere and I wanted them all.”
 
   “Especially the big ones.”
 
   “Yes.” Her face turned serious. “You know, my brother has a thing for big boobs and always has. I used to tease him about it so much. We'd be out and I'd see him staring at a girl and I'd punch his shoulder.  I'd tell him to use his brain and stop thinking with his little head; women aren't just pieces of meat. I will tease him no more.”
 
   She leaned back. “I used to think yours was as big as they came, David. I realize back when we first started dating your size was a big part of why I found you so sexy. Now I meet men even bigger and something happens to me. Just like my big brother, I can't stop it; bigger simply is better, more exciting. I can't say no. I'm sorry, Baby.” 
 
   I shrugged. “Don't be.” I liked that my wife was a size queen. Knowing other men held her Kryptonite turned me on. 
 
   “Did you have sex with anyone, David? I told you it was okay.”
 
   “Nope. Not interested. Just one woman for me.”
 
   We chatted for hours, sipping coffee and sharing the sights and sounds of the previous night. I again looked at her in a new light. She looked at me in a new light, too. When she'd straddled my face she never expected me to eat her. She wanted me to see her naughty pussy and thought I'd throw her to the floor and fuck her. 
 
   “You were like an animal, Baby. It thrilled me. We've been making love for years and only recently learned to fuck. It's a whole new world.”
 
   Tiffany's 'break' lasted only a few hours. We watched a new episode of New Girl on Netflix when she hit pause and stood. She took my hand and led me to bed where we made the sweetest, most intimate love of our lives. Last night I'd feared for our future and now half a day later I knew we were carved in stone. 
 
   For weeks our sex life was gentle and tender. We'd exploded in a reckless orgy of carnal bliss and it had drained us, but I felt the pressure growing and I know she did too. I wondered what her next desire would be. She still flirted and dressed sexy but she took no steps to make more happen. We both knew it was just a matter of time.
 
   I told Tiffany I was headed out to meet Ray for drinks. She raised an eyebrow and grinned. He was extremely interested in how we handled her time with Bryce. I told him everything and he gave me a pat on the back.
 
   “Been there, my friend. You hit your level of discomfort. I have to say, it was way higher than I thought it would be. Tiff fucked and sucked a roomful of men and you both enjoyed it so that leaves almost everything on the table.”
 
   “When is your next trip to that sex club you mentioned?”
 
   “This Saturday.”
 
   I considered my next question carefully. I wasn’t ready, but I was curious; “So, what’s it like wearing that cage in front of people?”
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