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Chapter 1

Maria was working this morning, and I always love it when Maria works. I played it cool, pretending to scan the coffee shop searching for open seats.

“There’s a table in the corner by the fake palm tree,” I told Rita, my wife.

“Let’s grab it. Whoever gets their coffee first.”

“Agreed.”

The line was long, but this shop is constantly busy, and the line is always long. Rita returned her attention to her phone. I returned mine to my crush, Maria. Maria is young and pretty and her body is incredible, but it’s her friendly, bubbly personality that seals the deal for me. She’s always smiling, always happy. Not stupid happy like someone unaware, but smart happy like someone who understands the world and everything going on in it, and still enjoys the gift of life. I like her. That she’s so delightful to look at is pure bonus. Rita has her crushes, I have mine. We’re cool like that. I do nothing to disrespect my wife, especially not in front of her. My glances at Maria were brief and few.

“She looks cute in that sweater,” Rita said, without looking up.

I laughed.

“Caught me.”

“No man is as sly as he thinks he is, Phil,” she said.

My wife was right: Maria did look cute in that sweater. Long black hair framed her face. The sweater was tight and thin, accentuating her lovely tits. The number of women skipping bras has risen drastically over the last few years, and I support that decision. If one focused, and I did, the slight shape of her puffy nipples could be discerned.

“What are you looking at?” I asked. “Headlines? Or is work after you already?”

“Both. Neither. I already checked headlines and answered a few texts from my office. Now I’m looking up the name of the man in line three people ahead of us. I recognize him.”

I found the guy. He was mid-thirties, tall, brunette, with tattoos running down both arms. He looked familiar to me, too.

“I know him,” I said. “But where from? Does he work in your building? Have we seen him at some business around town?”

“I wish.”

My wife flipped through pages, relentlessly tracking the man down. Nobody does rapid research like Rita.

“Found him,” she said, triumphant.

She held her phone to my face. A model’s headshot greeted me, along with a name and biography. Lucas Snow, the article said. Biggest porn star in the business, and by biggest, we mean biggest.

“Oh.”

“Yes,” Rita agreed. “Oh.”

“He was in that porn movie we watched a few nights ago.”

“Yes, we did. He starred in it.”

We turned our eyes to Lucas. He spoke to a woman in line ahead of him, joking and laughing. I wondered if anyone else knew who he was. That did not appear to be the case. Everyone seemed relaxed, unaware they had a porn star in their midst. Rita and I had watched that movie and fucked while it played. Our sex was hot and having that handsome stud Lucas on the screen banging all those cock-hungry babes had certainly helped.

“So weird,” I murmured. “We’ve seen that man totally naked.”

“Naked and erect,” Rita added. “He wasn’t merely standing around like Michelangelo’s David. He had an erection. He engaged in sex.”

“Good points.”

We studied the man. What a bizarre career. He is paid to fuck because others want to watch him do that. Rita once mentioned how she envies porn actors and their ability to experience new things sexually. Such freedom. Porn used to carry such a social stigma. I was glad to see it fading. There’s nothing shameful about sex and fuck the church for ever saying there was. There’s shame in lying. There’s shame in stealing. There’s shame in treating other people poorly. But sex? No. I don’t care how many people are in that bed. If they are all adults and all consenting, have fun.

“His dick is big,” I muttered, jerking my chin at him. “See that guy standing right there, Rita? His dick is the equal of about two men.”

Rita suppressed a laugh.

“You’re so weird.”

“That’s true. It just strikes me as strange. What a strange thing to know about someone you do not know. We know intimate details about the man, and we’ve never met him.”

“This is the modern age. Intimate details are spread across the Internet now. Everybody shares everything.” My wife looked the man up and down. “Long dicks are not all they’re cracked up to be,” she continued. “Length is okay, but I’m a much bigger fan of his girth. Women like girth. Length can hurt. Girth feels fantastic.”

The line moved forward gradually. Lucas soon approached the counter. Maria stepped up to take his order. They spoke a few words and he said something that made her laugh. She touched one of his arm tattoos.

“Don’t get jealous,” Rita murmured. “But he’s putting the moves on your girl.”

“Won’t she be surprised by what she finds.”

“I should warn her.”

“That would only make her want him more.”

Rita shook her head.

“Women don’t much care about size,” she said. “I don’t.”

“Have you ever had a big one?”

“You’re my biggest. But size doesn’t matter.”

I made a face.

“Not sure I agree with you, Sugar Bear,” I said. “I think a fair percentage of women care about that stat. Haven’t you encountered such comments in your practice?”

“No. Maybe rarely. Instances of micro-penis partners. Women crave intimacy. Mostly I hear women complain her man doesn’t share his feelings, good and bad. Other criticisms too, like he doesn’t help with household chores, or he won’t go down on her. Things like that. I’ve never had a woman complain that her man wasn’t big enough. Sorry to burst your bubble, Phil. Men care about that, not women.”

Maria laughed out loud, and my attention swung that way.

“You’re so funny,” I heard her tell Lucas, touching his arm again.

The door opened and several more people entered, joining the long line.

“I can’t wait for our vacation,” Rita said. “Warm sun, sandy beaches, no patients, no cell phone, no schedule. Bliss.”

“End of the month,” I said. “Then two weeks of Heaven.”

Maria turned her back to make Lucas his drink and the man sent his eyes over the people behind him. He met my gaze and then Rita’s. He smiled at my wife. She smiled back, adding a twinkle to her eye.

“What the fuck was that?” I asked, after he’d looked away.

“What?”

“That look you just gave him. You wanted him to know you know who he is and what he does.”

“Of course.”

“Tease.”

She shook her head.

“I’m a respectful flirt. There’s a big difference.”

“Shameful. Flirting with a porn actor. What would your patients say?”

“My patients would be impressed by how mature my relationship with you is, a loving secure husband that isn’t intimidated by other men. Do you want a scone?”

“Yes. No. I’ll have a chocolate filled croissant.”

I was annoyed. Upon reflection I realized I was jealous. I was jealous because Lucas was a handsome stud with a big dick, proving my wife’s point that men care about such things more than women. Rita kissed my cheek, most likely reading my mind again, as usual.

“Watch Maria for a minute,” she suggested. “You’ll feel better.”

I did.

Maria’s nipples had stiffened ever so slightly, just enough to help the eye find them under the wool sweater. The sunlight came in the big window beside her, illuminating her black hair with a warm glow. She smiled at a coworker. I was dazzled.

“Easy there, cowboy,” my wife said.

“You told me to look at her.”

“Yes, but not stare.”

“You’re right. Sorry.”

The line moved and soon it was our turn. Rita placed her order, and I placed mine. Maria raced by on some urgent task, recognized us as one of her regulars, and waved a hello. We waved and said hi and she was gone, casting an extra backward glance and smile at me. Rita noticed.

“I’m not a tease,” I told my wife. “I’m a flirt.”

She laughed.


Chapter 2

“Hit pause,” Rita said.

I grabbed the remote, lost in the covers. I punched the button. Lucas Snow, erect and glorious, filled the widescreen in our bedroom.

“Really, Rita? You want to look at him in the middle of us having sex?”

“Shush. You have no real sexual insecurities, so stop pretending. I know you can easily handle this.”

I was on my back. She was on top, reverse-cowgirl, my erection balls-deep in her. She’d requested this movie at the start of our tryst, and I’d happily complied. She leaned closer to the screen. I stared at her puckered asshole.

“What are you looking at?” I asked.

“Lucas. He really is a handsome man. Fit body. Tall. Not too muscular. Attractive, despite his profession.”

“Despite his profession? You look down on porn stars?”

She dragged her pussy up my dick and then settled into place again.

“Not at all, but others do. I judge people on their character, their integrity. I care little what they do for a living.”

“You do remember we’re in the middle of making love.”

She laughed.

“Sorry. He entered the scene, and you know me and this brain of mine. I suddenly had questions.”

“Questions I needed to pause the movie for?”

“Yes.”

“So, you could look at another man while having sex with me.”

“Isn’t that the point? Isn’t that why we occasionally play a graphic film while we do it?”

“I suppose so.”

“Spice things up? Get racy? Get naughty?”

“Stop.”

She studied Lucas on the screen.

“It’s exciting that we saw him in person,” I said.

“It is.”

Her hips began a slow up and down, polishing me.

“We’ll see him again. We go to that coffee shop often. Maria treated him like a regular.”

“Hm.”

“Next time we should say hello.”

Her hips moved faster. She was crushing on the man. I let her use my dick to fuck herself while she salivated over him. Who cares? There are plenty of actresses I lust after. The man was no real threat.

“Maybe invite him to sit with us,” I continued. “You can work your psychologist game on him. Pick his brain. See what makes him tick. I bet you’d like to put him under the microscope.”

“Yeah,” she mumbled. “I would.”

Rita was breathing faster. Her soaked pussy pumped my dick. I said no more for fear of saying something wrong. She had some fantasy going on in her mind and I thought it best to let her have it. She stared at the screen and fucked me, and I was content. I peeked around her ass. Lucas was standing there, shirt open, pants pushed down, taut abs and muscular chest, huge hard cock standing up like a weapon, which, of course, she cared nothing about.

“Should I press play?” I murmured.

“Yeah,” Rita gasped.

I did. Why not? She was drenched. Let her have her fun and use me in the process. We both got something out of this. She dragged her pussy up and down my cock and started rubbing her clit. She’d orgasm soon. Whenever she reaches for her clit, she orgasms soon.

I suspected the big thrill was in our seeing him in person. No longer was he a two-dimensional character on the screen, far removed from reality. He was real. He was blood and bone and flesh. I felt it too. The sight of him on the television connected to the sight of him at the coffee shop. His existence was tangible.

The movie played and Lucas grabbed a woman by the hair, kissing her passionately. The acting was pure tawdry romance-novel stuff, but there’s a reason they keep writing those books and keep making movies like that. Sometimes people, mostly women, want to see passion like that. Rita was in that mood.

I wet my thumb and eased it up her ass and my wife groaned; her eyes glued to the action onscreen. Lucas spun the woman around and aimed her pussy right at the camera. He brought his cock close and slapped it on her ass several times. He found her wet opening and pushed, burying several inches of curved, throbbing cock.

“Porn is so hot,” Rita muttered. “They just smash rules left and right.”

My wife is an intelligent, thoughtful, well-educated woman. She is also sometimes quite lusty but even in those times she never stares directly at the porn onscreen. She likes it as a background ambience. Until now.

Her work with her patients, mostly married women, has introduced her to a wide variety of kinks, or preferences, as she calls them, and she’s trained herself not to judge. Some of those have found their way into our bedroom. Porn is one such kink. I know exactly what she’s in the mood for when she suggests we let a movie play while we have sex.

“Are you imagining sex with Lucas right now?” I asked.

The thought had flown out of my mouth without passing through my brain first.

Her body tensed. Her asshole squeezed my thumb.

“Is that all right?” she asked.

“Yes.”

What else could I say? If I said no, how would I enforce it? All I would do is make her hide something from me. Our thoughts are our own. Better to be honest.

“If I can have a go at Eva Green,” I added.

She chuckled. I wanted to keep the mood sexy, so I pushed my cock up into her at the same time I sank my thumb deeper. Her chuckle died in her throat, replaced by a moan. I had more questions but now was not the time. The sex was good, and Rita was drenched. Who cares why? I began to pump my hips in opposite time with hers, drawing my erection almost all the way out before sliding home again. My thumb worked her puckered sphincter. She began rubbing her clit again.

Here we go, I thought.


Chapter 3

Rain.

Hell of a way to start a vacation.

The beach was beautiful and the resort hotel fantastic, but when you’re craving hot sun, rain is disappointing. Rita cared less than me. She was happy to be free from her cell phone and the constant demand of her patients. We waited an hour for the storm to pass and when it didn’t, Rita suggested we go for a walk along the shore anyway.

“In the rain?” I asked.

“Yes. It’s warm, almost sweltering. We’ll get wet but who cares? Look at that ocean out there. The rain makes it even prettier.”

I pulled the drapes aside. In a way, she was right. The waves were muted, smoothed by the deluge.

“All right,” I agreed. “Let me change clothes.”

“Me too.”

Rita was right about it being hot and humid. I’d grabbed a sweatshirt last minute but removed it now, tying the arms around my waist. My wife had simply wrapped a sarong around her one-piece and tied it with a knot behind her neck. In a way the rain was a blessing: Rita was forced to leave her phone and tablet in our hotel room. Even when she’s not working, she’s working. This was the first time in a very long time I could say she was completely untethered. She even left her purse behind. We exited the hotel to the stares of other patrons wondering why we wandered out into the downpour.

It was wonderful. Lightning flashed and thunder boomed, and we made sure our path kept other objects around taller than us, at least until we reached the shore. Then it was miles and miles of white sand beaches and precious few other souls. We held hands and walked and spoke of our fortunate lives. Rita discussed several patients she worked with presently and a few from recent years. We were in love, solid partners, happily married. We’d built an amazing life together using our brains, hard work, determination, and more than our fair share of luck.

We reached a promontory that had a fence on each side but no gate. A sign said this area was swimsuit optional.

“A nude beach?” Rita asked.

“Too bad it’s raining so hard. Might be fun to try it.”

“Have you ever?”

“No. I visited one when I was around twenty but kept my clothes on.”

“Truly? Why? Your lovely penis is worthy of display.”

“You say the nicest things in the nicest ways.”

We kissed.

“Anyway,” she continued. “I’ve never visited one either. I think this is the perfect opportunity.”

“It’s pouring rain.”

She wiped water off her face.

“Exactly. No one will be here. I’ve always wanted to swim naked in the ocean. This is our chance without risking public exposure and humiliation. No cameras. No people. We can swim naked in secret.”

Her enthusiasm was contagious.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

We passed through the gap in the fence and walked the long finger of land out into the ocean. There were sandy beaches on either side, but we ignored them, instinctively headed as far away from the hotel and people as we could get.

“We didn’t bring towels,” I said.

“We’ll lie naked on the wet sand.”

Rita was thrilled, delighted. She loosened the knot behind her neck and pulled her sarong away, carrying it in one hand. I ran my eyes over her body.

“Not to objectify you,” I said. “But you are one smoking hot babe.”

She laughed.

“As my husband I grant you permission to objectify me, especially if you’re going to say wonderful, flattering comments like that.”

It was true. The swimsuit accentuated her large breasts and narrow waist and hurrying like this made the muscles in her toned legs and arms flex a little with each step. She looked hot.

We approached the end of the long jetty and discovered a few others shared our ideas about swimming naked in a stormy ocean. A couple sat on a wet blanket near the water and an older gentleman stood, naked, staring out to sea. His arms sat folded across his chest. His butt stared at us.

“There’s room over here,” Rita said, taking my hand and leading me away from the others.

We found a spot where the natural slope of the shore partially obscured our spot. We sat in the rain, giggling, butts sinking into the wet sand. All sound was muted by the downpour. Even the waves seemed flattened.

“No time like the present,” Rita said, full of mischief.

She eased her suit off her shoulders, pulling the stretchy fabric down, sliding over her large breasts. They wobbled, freed at last. She stood and shoved the suit over her hips and quickly stepped out, dropping her butt onto the sand again. She was giddy and nervous. I stood. I removed my soaked sweatshirt and T-shirt and turned my body slightly, bringing my hips around. I shoved my trunks down, my penis less than a foot from her face. I was trying to be obnoxiously playful, but she stared at my dick.

“That’s a great idea, Phil,” she said, glancing around nervously. “The only thing better than swimming naked in the ocean during a storm is making love in the ocean during a storm.”

She leaned closer and tentatively kissed the head of my penis. I checked on the other guests. The older man remained standing and staring out over the waves, but the couple was gone. I assumed they must have laid down. I checked the surf just in case and saw two heads bobbing over the breakers. They were swimming but, like the old man, they also faced out to sea. I stepped closer, bringing my dick to Rita. She parted her lips and licked the tip.

“Are we safe?” she asked.

“We are.”

The rain had tapered off and now a fine mist fell from an overcast sky.

Rita opened her mouth and slipped me in. Good God, her mouth was a furnace. I surveyed the horizon again, just to be sure, and then looked down at my dick in this pretty woman’s mouth. Her eyes were laughing. This vacation, and our opportunity to break a few rules, was exactly what we both needed. I took my cock away from her and fed her my balls. She closed her eyes and swirled them like candy. I let her enjoy herself until I was ready to be sucked again and took my balls away from her. I aimed my dick at the back of her throat and pushed. She moaned softly, playing the part of the slutty wife.

I wondered about all the things she hears in her office. She must get ideas from those women, things she’d like to try herself.

“That looks like fun,” a deep voice said.


Chapter 4

I twisted my head to see who spoke. The older man had wandered over and now stood about ten feet away, his arms hanging in front of his body.

“What the fuck, man?” I barked. “Can’t you see this is a private thing? Why do you think we moved to get away from you.”

His face fell. Rita covered her body with her arms. He looked so dismayed I felt bad for snapping at him.

“Sorry,” he mumbled, turning away. “Figured it was a public display since you were out in the open. I’m sorry.”

My heart went out to him. He seemed so sad and lonely. I understood how he could think watching was okay since we were out in the open air. His hurt face and bent shoulders touched me. They touched Rita too. The doctor empathized with the patient. My wife dealt with isolated and desolate people daily.

“Phil,” she said, touching my leg. “Call him back. We can let him watch. He seems so alone.”

My wife shows me why I love her every day.

“Mister,” I called out. “I’m sorry. You just startled me. You can join us if you’d like. Come back.”

He brightened some.

“No,” he said. “I intruded. I should have known better. My wife always handled things like that when she was alive. I’m just a bumbling fool.”

“Please come back, sir,” Rita said. “We’d like you to come back. It’s all right.”

He hesitated.

“You’re sure?”

“Yes,” Rita said. “Come. Stand right here. Come.” She patted the wet sand. “What’s your name?”

The man approached and stood on the spot Rita had indicated. Closer than I wanted him but she’s better at reading people than I am. He’d been standing with his arms down like a shy schoolboy, but now extended his hand to shake mine, revealing, when he did, a pendulous cock ending in a large head hanging from under his belly.

“I’m Buster,” he said.

Rita gawked, and I didn’t blame her. My penis confronted her on one side and his did on the other. Where was a woman to look?

“I’m Phil,” I said. “This is my lovely wife, Rita.”

He shook our hands and a moment of awkward silence descended. How does a wife casually return to sucking cock? I don’t know the proper way to do it, but I did want Rita to continue, so I stepped closer and brushed the head against her lips. She sucked me in. Buster grinned and began to stroke himself. Rita’s eyes went wide, like she hadn’t expected the man to do that, but she got to work on my dick, which was all I cared about.

I have no fantasy about an older man watching me receive head, but it sure was fun having an audience. He was respectful and never tried to touch her, even if he did shuffle a little closer, and I liked his eyes on us. I think Rita did too, showing off a little as she slipped me from her mouth to lick all along the length of me. My penis is bigger than average, although Buster had me beat by quite a bit, so I enjoy bragging a little by walking around naked at the gym or whatever. My wife was making me hard and making me feel special. Her enthusiasm was high, higher than usual, and I relished her slutty behavior. Rita put on a show for Buster, and he appreciated it almost as much as me. He played with his big cock and watched my wife try to act like a whore. She had no idea how to be a wanton woman, but she was having fun trying.

I glanced at Buster after a while. He’d shuffled closer again, withing reach now if Rita was so inclined, and jerked steadily. He lifted his cock slightly, aiming it at my wife’s face. He stayed like that for a minute and then bowed his hips, moving his almost hard cock towards her mouth. He bumped her cheek bone.

“No touching,” I said. “You can look, but don’t touch.”

“Sorry,” he apologized, withdrawing his dick. “I misunderstood. She told me to cum, so I thought she wanted to help. It’s been such a long time since anyone has touched me.”

“She meant come as in join us, get closer.”

“Oh. Right. Of course. I’m sorry.”

We all went back to what we had been doing: Rita sucked my hard dick, Buster watched and jacked off. Slowly, ever so slowly, he brought his big dick closer again. I tried to get angry, but his desperate eyes combined with his silly attempt to be sly prevented any irritation. He was old and lonely, a widower, trying to capture feelings of being alive, sadly returning to the place he and his wife had loved best. Rita must have reached the same conclusion and if my heart had gone out to the man, hers was in full embrace. Her empathy is off the charts. That’s why she pursued that degree and started her practice in the first place.

Rita cautiously curled her manicured fingers around his thick cock.

My heart stopped. I knew why she did it, but the sight staggered me. Staggered him, too. His face lit up with surprise. He shuffled closer still, wet sand piling around his toes, and Rita began to stroke. She jerked his cock while sucking mine. In the front of my mind, I understood how compassion was pushing her to help him. In the back of my mind, I was thinking how sexy her painted nails and delicate fingers looked riding up and down the length of his oversized penis. I was captivated by the contrast of the feminine caressing the masculine. I was blown away by the knowledge my wife was touching another man. Her kindness moved me, but it was reality that fried my brain.

Buster moved closer. He brushed his cock head against her lips, holding himself there as she bobbed on me. When she reached the end of my cock, she pulled off to take a breath and Buster pushed his penis forward, mashing her lips. Rita hesitated, then she parted those same lips ever so slightly. Buster pushed hard, forced Rita’s jaw to open wider.

There was no stopping him now. Rita had shown the slightest sign of acceptance and that was all he needed. He shoved his large cock head into my wife’s mouth, or tried to, but his large spongy head was almost too much for her. She paused a moment to open wide, wide enough to stuff Buster in.

“Bless you,” he mumbled, utterly grateful. “Oh, Lord, bless you.”

Rita drew a deep breath in through her nose and then pushed her mouth down his shaft. He was thick, too thick for her to engulf more than a few inches, but what she was able to take produced a deep groan from the man. I studied his face. He was too old and forlorn for me to get angry at him, and Rita was performing such an act of kindness I couldn’t get angry with her.

So, I watched. I watched my wife struggle to take more of this heavy cock into her mouth. I watched, and stroked, waiting for her to return to me. I watched and the longer I did, the more I noticed how sexy she looked. I loved the contrast between the educated, classy, sophisticated woman I knew, and the cock hungry woman on her knees I saw. I loved seeing her like this. Buster was no one I had to worry about. I was free to embrace what was happening.

Rita’s excitement soared. My nonreaction was a kind of permission. She glanced at me a few times and then wrapped both hands around his dick and sucked hard, striving to draw sperm up the shaft. I doubted the man had ever received a blowjob like that. His old legs wobbled. He muttered something and rested a hand on the top of her head. His hips joined in, thrusting his cock in and out as she stroked him. I took a step back to take it all in. What a sight. Her heavy breasts swayed as she worked his meat, slurping the fat head and licking up and down the veiny shaft.

I jerked faster. She caught me and doubled her efforts on the old man, happy to put on a show for her loving husband. Rita forced his cock to the back of her mouth, trying to stuff inches down her throat. He groaned, staggered, and almost fell.

“Let’s make this easier,” she said. Lie on your back.”

She patted the sand. He got down, his cock rising from his hips like a tower. My wife leaned over and jammed his cock into her mouth, working her lips down his shaft inch by inch, focused, determined, hungry to stuff as much of the man in as possible. Her hands worked the shaft as her mouth gobbled. I stroked my dick fast, feeling the first tingling of an impending orgasm. I was going to cum from watching Rita suck cock. Good God, what a day. What a great vacation, and it was only day one.

Buster was patting her head and mumbling something, but Rita was into it now, lost to everything except the big cock she worked. Suddenly Buster lifted his hips and groaned loudly. Rita’s cheeks filled, her expression turning to shock. Buster groaned again, arching his back, and Rita’s throat labored as she swallowed a massive blast of sperm. She paused briefly, stunned to have his penis ejaculating inside her mouth, but then instinct took over and she began bobbing and stroking, both hands pumping his shaft as she sucked, drawing ever pulsating shot of semen up and out, down her throat. She drained the man. Sucked him dry. Emptied his big, wrinkled balls right down her gullet. He groaned like he’d been mugged and wilted into the sand, utterly spent. Rita held his cock in her mouth as he deflated, sucking out the last droplets. The man looked unconscious, and I wondered, briefly, if she’d accidentally killed him. Then I saw his chest, covered with a scrub of gray hair, rising and falling.

Rita sucked as she withdrew her mouth, lips traveling up his length until she spat the softened spear on his belly. Her eyes rose to mine, and I saw a mix of disbelief and excitement, guilt and hopefulness. I jerked faster still, ready to explode.

“No,” she hissed. “Don’t. I need that dick.”


Chapter 5

She jumped to her feet and grabbed my erection. She headed out into the waves, dragging me behind her. A light rain started again. Once we were about waist-deep, she curled her legs around my hips. She reached underwater and found my hard cock and steered me into her smoldering pussy. Her loud gasp sent shivers up my spine. She scooped some warm seawater and swished her mouth, spat it out and planted a passionate and salty kiss on my lips. I returned her passion, sending my tongue to play with hers. We glanced back at the body on the beach.

“You killed him,” I joked.

“He died happy.”

“I can’t believe all that just happened.”

“Me either! One thing just led to the next.”

“It was hot. I got excited.”

“I can feel your excitement, Sugar Bear. Now, shut up and fuck me.”

I felt like we needed to discuss what happened but then I wondered if that was true. We were making love in the ocean during a storm. We were happy and intimate. Maybe all I truly needed to do was shut up and not worry about it. Rita bounced on my cock. Her arms were around my neck. We kissed wildly. What did I have to worry about?

She slipped a hand down to rub her clit. I pumped into her and moments later her head fell back. She came, hard, moaning one long drawn-out sound. I was shocked by how fast she got there. I thrust upward as best I could, pushing her climax even higher, but my own stayed just out of reach. Seawater reduced friction too much. My muscles gave out before my lust did and I slowed to a stop. She put her feet on the ocean bed.

“Wow,” she muttered.

Her powerful climax left her weak. I helped her climb the shore and we sat next to Buster. He’d revived enough to sit, although he still seemed a little dazed. He patted Rita’s knee like a grandfather.

“Darling,” he said. “You have saved my life.”

“I’m good,” my wife chuckled. “But I’m not that good.”

“But you are. Earlier I was staring at the horizon and trying to imagine a life without my beloved wife. I had hoped coming to this resort, our favorite, would make her feel closer, but it only made me sadder. A lot sadder. I was looking out over that expanse of water and wondering if I should just end it and be done with things. I was down in a deep hole with no way out. You reminded me life can have surprises. Life can be good.”

“I’m glad to hear it. I’m a psychiatrist. Helping people is what I do.”

“Well, you certainly helped me. You saved me.”

Rita looked my way.

“An unconventional treatment program, to be sure,” she joked.

“It worked,” I said. “That’s all that matters.”

Buster smiled.

“I guess I should thank you, too,” he said. “For sharing her with me.”

“I don’t own her. She’s not mine to share.”

“All right then. Thank you for not getting angry and walloping me upside my head. I appreciate your acceptance. I don’t know the correct way to say things these days. So much has changed.”

“We get your meaning,” Rita said. “We understand.”

Conversation swerved towards what we all did for a living, me at the courthouse, him, a retired steel worker. Rita spoke more about her practice and the people she loved helping. I felt strangely comfortable despite my wife recently sucking the man off. The warm rain stopped but then came back again after a while and we just laughed and enjoyed it.

Buster’s cock began to rise from his lap like a cobra. He looked embarrassed. Rita watched the thing swell and stiffen and lift.

“Someone is waking up,” she chuckled.

“Sorry. I haven’t had any kind of sex in so long. I think some parts of me forgot how.”

“Looks like Rita reminded them,” I said.

His big penis expanded, untouched, growing longer and thicker before our eyes. He hunched over to hide what happened there, but Rita told him to lean back.

“It’s all right,” she said. “We’re all adults. There’s nothing to be ashamed of. Like my husband, you have a lovely penis. Show it off.”

It was thoughtful of her to mention me, but Buster had me beat in every measurable way. His eyes fell to her hanging tits. His cock head flared.

“I could tell it had been a long time for you,” she said.

“How?”

Rita playfully licked her lips.

“Volume,” she said.

He took a second to understand her meaning.

“Oh. Sorry.”

“Not at all. You tasted fine. Almost good.”

Now my dick started to rise too. If she talks about sex, I’m going to react. She noticed my growing erection and grinned at us both.

“You gentlemen know how to flatter a lady.”

I was still horny from our earlier unfinished session in the water. I leaned in to kiss her. She moaned softly, and then louder as Buster’s hand caressed her breast. She’s married to me. I have privileges he does not. I leaned farther over her, far enough to roll her onto her back, and kissed her deeply. I kissed her ears and throat and then lower, showering kisses upon her décolleté, clavicles, cleavage. My wife gasped, welcoming my tender seduction.

I was surprised when her knee bumped the back of my head. What the hell? Then Rita groaned deeply. Her body shifted under me, sinking into the wet sand. I leaned away to see what was going on.

Buster had wasted no time, privileges or not. He’d aggressively lifted her legs and pushed them over her body. He’d positioned his large cock at her slit and pressed his weight on her, easing his thick cock into her tight pussy. Rita pulled my head down, pulled my mouth to her stiff nipple.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned.

The man was entering my wife! Loud static filled my mind. I wondered if I should stop him but clearly, Rita wanted it, maybe not before, but now that it was happening, she wanted it. I’d assumed her call to continue was directed at me but maybe not. Maybe she was telling Buster to get that fat cock in her. I sucked her stiff little nub and watched. I caught a glimpse of the fat head shoving her labia apart and then Rita gasped. Her back arched off the sand.

“Holy shit,” I mumbled.

He pressed forward and her cunt blossomed before his invasion, the thick shaft forcing her pussy wide in every direction. Rita groaned in sweet agony and grabbed the old man’s arms and squeezed her eyes shut. His expression was pure demonic lust. His old cock was awake again after years and angry, ready to conquer.

I needed to say something. This was way above and beyond the kindness of a blowjob. I opened my mouth to speak but nothing came out and then Rita groaned again as Buster shoved about half his thick, hard cock into her body. Did we somehow convey to this old man that fucking her was all right? He withdrew and then pushed deeper than ever, and my wife cried out from soaring pleasure. He pulled back and did it again and Rita’s back rose off the sand. Her eyes flew open, filled with wonder and surprise.

“You’re going to make me cum,” she rasped, voice charged with disbelief.

“Do it,” he mumbled. “I’d love to see that.”

He pumped his cock in and out. Rita closed her eyes again, losing herself in the waves of intense pleasure he gave. He tried moving faster but age and a broken body slowed him. It didn’t matter. What he did was easily good enough. Rita cried out as a climax smashed into her. His fat cock must have dragged directly across her clitoris. Rita howled, thrashed her head side to side, clenched every muscle tight. She’d never orgasmed like this in all the times we’ve had sex. She never even reached for her clit with him! I was flabbergasted. She always needs to rub her clit. She hugged my head, desperately clutching my mouth to her nipple. I sucked, hard. Buster continued a clumsy in and out, fucking Rita through her wild orgasm. She was raving, panting, uttering gibberish. Buster moved higher over her body, nudging me to the side a little, and started slamming his weight, pounding her tight pussy. Her big tits heaved and rolled. I grabbed them and squeezed and wedged my head back in, sucking her nipple while Buster fucked her. The big blundering goof was awkward and uncoordinated, but, holy shit, Rita was getting off on the man. The sounds my wife was making blew me away.

Then, she orgasmed again.

Jesus fucking Christ.

She was almost sobbing. His red face contorted with effort as he tried to make a good showing of himself, but he wouldn’t last long. He huffed and puffed as he drove her hips into the sand. Rita stammered a constant stream of gibberish and then her voice grew louder.

“Almost there!” she croaked. “Keep—! Go—! Aaaaarrrgh!”

Unreal. Unbelievable. I watched dumbfounded as this old bastard and his big cock got my wife off again. He fucked her as deep and fast as he could manage with his fading strength and failing stamina, but it was enough. Rita was having an epic orgasm, thrashing beneath him, fists filled with wet white sand. She threw her head back and cried out in ecstasy, joyful, thrilled.

Buster drove his meat all the way in and rumbled. Then grunted and then grunted again, over, and over, each a thick bolt of hot sperm injected. I was witnessing the insemination of my wife. She curled her legs behind his flat ass to pull him even deeper and the man emptied his big balls in her. His arms gave out and he collapsed, squishing her, but his butt continued to rise and fall involuntarily as he pumped semen out. She curled comforting arms around his body. She brought her legs higher, circling his waist. He shuddered as the last of his sperm left his penis and flowed into her. She let him stay for several moments, then nudged his arm.

“Buster,” she murmured. “I need to fuck my husband now.”

He rolled off, onto his back, demolished. He let the rain fall on his face, a slight grin playing with his lips.

“Philip,” she said. “Come here, my love.”

I knelt on the blanket between her legs.


Chapter 6

She lifted a leg, opening herself to me. My gaze jumped to her puffy labia, pussy lips closing slowly after Buster’s eviction. Rita looked hopeful, like she prayed I was as caught up in the moment as she. I wasn’t sure about that but there was no way I could resist the offer of her cunt. I walked my knees closer and aimed my cock into her steaming hole. Her satisfied groan thrilled me.

I’ve never in my life entered a pussy where a load had recently been deposited, and I was unprepared for the storm of erotic sensations which assaulted me. Good God. This was my wife. She was drenched with her own arousal, but all that excitement was for another man. At first my ego took a huge hit, but the truth also showed me Rita in a new way. I’d always only seen her excited for me. This desire for another seemed more real, more true. It was independent of her love for me or even our marriage. I caught a glimpse of Rita as her own woman, a woman craving cock, and that made her fantastically sexy in my mind. Then I became aware again of my stiff inches sinking into a hot soup of semen and pussy juice.

My mind exploded. I was fucking her, and he was already in there. My wife. There was the presence of another man already inside my wife.

My wife!

My cock surged hard as diamond. I was in a fight for supremacy with this old fucker. My primate brain screamed at me to win. This was a battle for descendants, for offspring, a battle for gene survival. This rush of primal emotions was compounded by my overwhelming love for Rita.

I groaned, with deep feeling, too tortured to remain silent. I felt that my body would explode, unable to contain the forces that raged in me. I pinned Rita’s wrists to the sand and drove my cock like a stake into her, slamming my hips against her ass.

“That’s right,” she hissed. “Fuck me! Fuck your dirty wife hard.”

I did. I poured everything I had into fucking her. I punished her and won her back and showed Buster how much better I was, all at the same time. I drove her ass into the sand and pounded that pussy. She rubbed her clit and orgasmed again, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t there for her. I was there for me. I desperately needed to empty my balls, and I did, minutes later. She raved with laughter at the wild insanity of all we did, fucking in public, fucking in the rain. I laughed with her, also carried away by the madness of it. When I ejaculated, the cum flew from my dick, launched like a bomb going off. I howled as I poured my load into her, released at last.

I tried to withdraw and fall to the side, but she held me inside, wrapping arms and legs around my body. She did eventually free me and I slid off, lying on my back like she and Buster, staring into the cloudy, drizzly sky. The rain let good on my face. She started giggling and I had to join her laughter. Buster joined too.

“That’s easily the craziest thing I’ve ever done,” he rumbled.

“Us too,” I admitted.

“That was also the best sex I’ve ever had,” he continued. “I hope I don’t sound maudlin when I say you’ve completely changed my view on life. I was in a dark place just a few hours ago. Now I have hope. How quickly things can change.”

“I’m thrilled to hear it,” Rita said. “I’ve dedicated my life to helping people, although that’s the first time I ever used my pussy to do it.” We all chuckled. “It was an incredible experience for us too, Buster.”

The old man got to his feet. His legs were weak but his face serene. His cock looked subdued, limp, deflated, yet still hung about six inches down his leg. He looked bigger soft than most men hard.

“I’m going to find something to eat,” he said. “I hope to see you two around the resort.”

“See you later,” I said.

He wandered off. Rita waited until he was out of earshot.

“Did I just cheat on you?” she asked.

I resisted my first impulse to blurt a yes. Rita is a brilliant woman. If she’d asking a question, that question is worthy of thought. I pondered. I replayed events. Buster had imposed himself and neither Rita nor myself had done anything to stop him. Then, after he’d had her, I’d fucked her, making the whole thing feel more like a threesome, our first, than her cheating on me.

“Do you feel like you cheated on me?” I asked.

“No. Not at all. Which is why I needed to ask. What the fuck just happened? What the fuck did we just do?”

“Enjoyed our first threesome?” I suggested.

She laughed, wiped rain drops off her face.

“That was amazing,” she said. “Spontaneous, fun, sexy, wild. What a vacation. Never in my life have I done anything like that.”

“Me either.”

She stared out to sea a while and then continued.

“All day I listen dutifully as my patients describe their aberrant behaviors. I will make comments. I will offer advice. Sometimes, I prescribe drugs. I listen to them, but I never felt a part of them. I always felt above their messy lives, an outsider looking in. I’d never done any of the things they describe. I wonder if all those years of practice, all those stories of wild experiences, filled me with a longing I never recognized or admitted.”

“I can see how their stories would.”

She gently probed her tender pussy. She brought the finger to her mouth and tasted it. She explored again and tasted her finger again and then fell back onto the wet sand.

“Unbelievable,” she muttered. “Two men. We agree I didn’t cheat, but I did fuck another man. How are you feeling about that?”

I didn’t answer right away, thinking.

“One thing does kind of sit in my brain like a laughing gremlin.”

“Share.”

“It’s hard to talk about.”

She held my hand.

“Philip, I am your wife. We’ll be together until the day we die. You can tell me anything, even the embarrassing stuff.”

I scanned the promontory and found Buster dwindling in the distance. He was headed back to the hotel for food. He’d put on shorts and a tank top.

“I’m unnerved by the way you responded to him.”

She squeezed my hand.

“That’s fair,” she said. “I did get caught up in the moment. I got lost in how crazy we were behaving.”

“I mean his cock, specifically.”

“I was having sex, Phil.”

“You orgasmed so easily for him.”

“Is that what’s bothering you?”

“Well, yes.”

“I never expected that to happen. I never even expected him to mount me. He moved so fast. Then I felt how hard he was. It turned me on. An older gentleman like him? Stiff as iron? I felt proud. He wanted me so badly. It felt good to be craved. It also felt good to emotionally rescue him like that. I had that thought bouncing around in my head too.”

“You provide an unconventional therapy.”

She chuckled.

“Yeah, I won’t be offering that alternative treatment to my patients.”

“Something else worries me.”

“Tell me.”

“He came inside you.”

“Yes, he did.”

“Should we be concerned?”

She waved me off.

“I’ll pick up a morning-after pill from the pharmacy. No worries. This is already a great vacation.”

“Exactly what we both needed.”

She lifted her head to look at me, pinning me with a hard stare.

“You mean that?” she asked.

“I do. Both our jobs are stressful. We haven’t vacationed in years.”

She laid down again, sighing with contentment. Her hot body looked delicious. Images of Buster fucking her floated through my thoughts. I gawked at my hot wife and the light mist slowly turned into bigger rain drops.

“Are you staring at me?” she asked.

“I am.”

“Are you remembering his cock in me?”

“Mind reader.”

She giggled. Buster was an old man. I had nothing to worry about.

“Actually,” she said. “I’m famished. Food sounds fantastic.”

We dressed and headed for the resort.


Chapter 7

After dinner we watched a stage production of A Streetcar Named Desire, and then grabbed a couple of beers and walked around the manicured hotel parks. We discussed Stella and Blanche and the painful human condition each of us faces.

“It’s hard being a human,” Rita declared.

We stumbled across Buster seated in a rose garden. He sat on an ironwork bench in the dark, enjoying the fragrant air. He looked dashing in his coat and tie, thinning gray hair slicked back. He mentioned he’d attended the play as well, sitting across the auditorium from us. He was different from the man we’d met earlier, now full of life and energy. He added his opinions regarding the play and the writings of Tennessee Williams and then we all sat in silence, enjoying the warm, humid night.

“The thing about backgammon,” he suddenly said. “Is how it shows chance favors the prepared mind.”

“Explain,” Rita said.

“Your moves are based on a roll of dice, a random number generator. It stands to reason then that the winner would also be random, fifty-fifty. But that’s not the case. One can become good at backgammon. One can win far more than their share of games. How? By understanding that randomness can be channeled, can be accounted for. Not fully. One can never control it. But one can prepare, fold it into their plans. I love the game. Each game is different, yet I can almost always find a way to win.”

“I’m more of a chess man, myself,” I said.

“You’re like a new man, Buster,” Rita blurted. “You’re alive. Your eyes are happy. You have energy. I’m so happy to see it.”

“That’s all thanks to you,” he said. “Both of you. Today was something special. What happened this morning, down on the beach, I’ll never forget it. I was reminded life is good and life goes on. Anything can happen.”

“It was pretty great for us, too,” she said. “We’d never done anything like it. But the moment felt right, the vibe felt right, and that’s mostly because of you. You have a good heart, Buster. I think we allowed that to unfold because we sensed your good heart. We knew all would be well.”

A strange thing was happening inside my head as I sat there watching and listening to them. My gaze landed on Buster, and I suddenly remembered the beast in his pants. I could almost hear Rita’s moans of pleasure from the thing. My heart skipped around, and my breathing turned shallow. I wondered if she was engaging him in conversation because she wanted him to fuck her again. Could that be true? I sent my eyes around the garden. We were very much alone out here. Rose gardens are a daytime thing. I landed on Rita, but she was busy speaking with Buster. Was she remembering too? Was she enjoying flashbacks to what his monster had done to her only hours earlier?

A deep need to help people had motivated her the first time. Buster seemed fine now. Would she do it again without the empathy to propel her?

I waited for a natural pause in their conversation and leaned in to kiss her. She returned the kiss but then I held it. I lifted my hands to sweetly hold her face. She returned my building passion. I cupped her breast through her slinky dress, and she gasped slightly. I kneaded it, then teased the rising bump of her nipple with my thumb. No way she understood what I was doing or why, but she made no move to stop me. I turned the kiss into a French one and rested my hand on her bare knee. I slid up several inches, dragging her dress with me and exposing her smooth skin to the warm night air. I caressed her thigh. She softly gasped again but allowed my transgressions.

I slipped my hand under her dress.

I expected a protest. I expected a full retreat. I expected questions, at least. Nothing. I took my time, teasing her sensitive inner thighs, until I gently brushed my fingertips across her thin panties and receptive vulva. She gasped again. I found the edge of her underwear and slipped a finger under it. I delicately parted her labia. Her pussy was far too wet, proving my suspicions: she’d been fantasizing, remembering his cock in her the whole time she’d sat here talking to him. Her hole was soaked and a thousand degrees.

She might make a move, but probably not, not with me sitting beside her. But I wasn’t counting on her. I was counting on Buster’s inept sexual game to move us forward and reveal my wife’s true feelings. I sank my finger an inch into her smoldering cunt and lifted my mouth to hers. Our kiss was intense.

I felt whiskers scratch my knuckles.

Buster had left his bench to kneel before Rita and burrow his head under her dress. He pressed his face deeper, shoving my hand out of his way, and fastened his mouth over her mound. Rita sucked air and opened her legs wider. Two men wanted her, again, and she was going to allow two men to have her.

Buster saw things differently.

The man, socially obtuse as always, bulled his way ahead, licking Rita while he shoved her dress up and away. He yanked her panties down and away, tearing the delicate fabric. He rose to his knees, exposing the mostly hard cock he’d freed with his other hand. I caught a flash of him poised just outside her pussy and then he thrust desperately, jamming his cock into her. I expected her to protest, to object to his rough and uncouth handling of her, his boyish assault, but she did not. No. She grabbed his shoulders and clawed at his back and tried her best to pull his big body forward. She lifted her legs, offering her cunt. He grabbed her breast and squeezed and flexed his ass to drive his thick cock deep.

“Aaagh!” Rita cried, grabbing his hips with both hands, pulling him in, pulling him forward, forcing his cock deeper.

He loomed over her, forcing her against the bench, shoving me aside. I helped ease her sideways, lying down, and he took advantage, climbing on the bench and moving fully between her legs. He held himself over her and began to thrust, deep, hard thrusts like he wanted that long thick cock to pierce her heart.

She clung to his body. He fucked like a high school boy. He lacked rhythm and subtlety, but managed to captivate Rita with his burning, runaway desire. I opened my fly and withdrew my penis and pulled her face out from the crook of his neck. I pressed my cock head against her lips. She returned to the moment, suddenly aware again. She tried to scan the garden, but Buster and I obstructed her view and then she noticed the cock at her lips and opened her mouth. I pushed in and she closed her lips around me.

Buster was a blundering animal, but Rita loved it. She welcomed it. I suspected his deceased wife had been the only woman he’d ever had sex with. He had no idea what to do except get the penis in the vagina and thrust back and forth. Still, it was impossible not to love the goofy guy, even while he fucked my wife.

Rita, on the other hand, was something to see. She attended the penis in her mouth because that was her husband’s cock and she was a good wife, but it was the beast conquering her pussy that held all her attention. The look on her face told me everything. Buster, an astonishingly unskilled lover, owned her. That pounding piledriver filled her sopping cunt and filled her world. She gave my penis minimal attention when she remembered it at all. Buster hammered her, a raging bull, a man who’d gone far too long without. Rita sealed her lips around my penis to smoother her wail of orgasm. The man made her cum so easily.

I thought I needed to participate, but did I? Rita was doing a terrible job sucking my dick. I eased it away and she barely noticed it had left.

Buster brought his knees under her ass and buried himself, forcing his fat cock all the way to the balls. My wife arched her back, gurgled some strange sound, and clawed at his clothing, trying to pull him deeper at the same time it appeared she was trying to get away. He rammed his fat cock over and over.

“Wait!” she gasped. “Wait—! Wait—! Oh no! Aaarrgh!”

My wife orgasmed again, like she couldn’t stop it, like cumming on his cock was out of her control. Her cries of purest pleasure stoked a fire in my heart. She sounded different under him. His cock forced different cries and moans and gasps from her.

He let her finish and then hurried off the bench. Rita was dazed, confused. His big cock waved in the open air as he grabbed her legs and maneuvered her body until she knelt on the bench, facing away from him. His cock stood like a knobbed horn, gently curved, topped by a large head. He flipped Rita’s dress over her ass and seized her hips, pushing his cock into her from behind.

“Jesus!” Rita wailed.

He slapped her ass, too hard, and she yelped, taking a backward swing at him. He apologized several times but continued fucking her. She continued fucking him, too, jamming her hips backward. He pulled her hair to steady himself, yanked her head back too far, choked her. She let him. She liked it. I certainly never fucked her roughly like this.

His hips gained speed. Rita melted. She held onto the back of the bench and took his assault. I saw how his fat, round tube stretched her, filled her, forced her wide, and I saw how she loved that he did. I stroked my penis and watched my wife get fucked.

“Please,” Rita whined. “Please. Nngh!”

She sobbed through her next orgasm, powerless to stop herself. The unrelenting pleasure was almost more than she could bear. There was no need to rub her clit. All she needed to do was hang on tight and wait, wait for Buster’s girth to drive her insane.

His face slowly contorted as he pounded her from behind. Loud smacks of bare flesh filled the night.

“Oh, my, GOD!” he suddenly bellowed. “Aaaaa!”

His striking hips slammed home and stopped, and I knew he’d just pumped a gush of sperm into her. His hips pounded ferociously a few times and then rammed all the way in again, releasing, I was sure, another deluge of boiling semen.

“Give it to me!” Rita cried. “Everything!”

She urged him to unload, begging the man to flood her womb, which he did. The sounds of their mating turned wet and sloppy. He continued to thrust and ejaculate until he grabbed the back of the bench and held on. Rita rocked her hips up and down on him, savoring the sensations of a cock that long and thick inside. He stayed buried, eager for their bodies to remain joined. Both were afraid to move. Jangled nerves made every sensation a spike of extreme pleasure. Finally, he sat on the bench, pulling her down with him, sitting her on his lap, cock still deep.

“We did it again,” Rita groaned, no regret in her voice at all.

“We sure did,” he mumbled.

She lifted her head to search for me and held out her hand. I took it. She pulled me close, and we kissed, we kissed with his big cock still in her. I got an erotic jolt that shook me to my core. I was kissing my wife while another man lay lodged in her cunt. The thought tortured me, tormented me, filled me with angst but sent a surge of filthy lust rushing through me.

I realized his fat cock was a plug in her cunt, keeping all that hot man-seed trapped inside. I considered asking her to pull herself off, but some twisted and perverted desire left me mute. Instead, I kissed her again and pressed on her shoulders, forcing her further down onto him. She was confused for a moment then understood my intent. Her expression turned to wicked delight. She believed I was with her on this scandalous, salacious journey, and I guess I was.


Chapter 8

We slept in late. Rita checked emails and made a few calls; patients who were melting down and simply had to have her attention. She spent time with them until they calmed down and then she put her phone away again. I was watching a surfing competition, and she took the spot next to me on the sofa.

“I’ve had sex with another man,” she stated.

I turned the television off.

“Twice,” I said.

“How does that make you feel? I’m not asking like you’re one of my patients. I’m asking solely as your wife.”

“It makes me feel a lot.”

She waited. I sat the remote on the arm of the couch.

“I’ll be honest,” I began. “I cannot deny the erotic power of seeing such a thing. I won’t even try. I’m stunned by it. I’m aroused in a way I didn’t even know I could be. It’s hard to take, yes, hard to see, and it triggers protective feelings regarding you and defensive feelings in me, but I always remind myself Buster is no threat. He can’t steal you away. You’ll never leave me for him. He’s just a big-dicked stand-in that makes you orgasm like a volcano.”

“He does do that,” she chuckled.

“How? Is it the outrageousness of what you’re doing? Or is it the physical sensations of a large cock?”

She rested her hand on my knee.

“Both,” she said. “Both, and much more. My head is filled with all the stories I’ve heard over the years, all the crazy adventures my patients have shared. I always prided myself on my stability, my self-control. I was able to treat them and advise them because I was superior to them. I was an expert on living an organized life. I had self-control. I believed I could teach them that same control.”

“That makes sense.”

“But it doesn’t. It’s a false premise. I was living a lie. Read the headlines. The world is filled with chaos. Nobody has control. If nothing’s happened to you, it’s probably just that nothing’s happened to you yet. You’ve enjoyed dumb luck. You most likely believe it’s because you know what you’re doing. You have things under control. But that’s a myth. Nobody actually has control. I can coach them, I suppose, in general practices, but that’s it. The worst part is that I’ve come to understand that while I’ve been busy insulating myself, they’ve been busy living their lives, getting dirty, making mistakes, fucking things up and making a mess, figuring things out. Trying things to learn if they like them or not. I’ve mostly hidden. I’ve hidden from life. I’ve protected myself.” She moved closer, slipped under my arm. “When I said I wanted to swim naked in the ocean during a storm, I was saying I wanted to break out from my perfect cage. We did that. Wow, did we ever do that. Yes, the outrageousness of what we did with Buster on the beach felt fantastic. Yes, his big cock felt different, better, if I’m honest. I have no emotional connection to him, aside from saving him, but the physical connection is amazing. I want him to fuck me again.”

“Him? Specifically? Or will another man do?”

She narrowed her eyes.

“What are you thinking, Phil?”

“The resort has a nude beach, and the storm has moved on. It will be hot today, with lots of people on the beach. I’m wondering if you’d like to try that beach again and perhaps find someone else, someone new, someone sexier, someone more our age.”

Her jaw dropped.

“You’re serious?”

“I am. I worry about Buster growing attached. It’s great you healed his sadness, but I want to avoid him filling a void with you. He needs to find himself a woman. An unattached woman.”

“But won’t any man we find be a threat? That’s what great about Buster.”

“Possibly. It’s a good way to test my theory.”

“I don’t know, Phil. This sounds emotionally dangerous.”

“Emotional danger is exactly what we’re trying to confront. You’re right, we lead insulated lives, safe, but cutoff. We avoid the dangers of mountain climbing but, in the process, deny ourselves fantastic views. Let’s allow ourselves to be wrong, to make a few mistakes. Let’s allow ourselves to try something wild and, if we regret it, never do it again. That way we’ll know. We won’t need to wonder.”

“You’ll let me select a man from the nude beach?”

“Yes.”

“What’s in it for you?”

“Does something need to be?”

“You’re giving away an awful lot.”

“Am I making a mistake?”

She grinned like a goof.

“No,” she said. “Just be sure you talk to me if you’ve bitten off more than you can chew. I’m going to need you to share your feelings with me. All your feelings.”

“I promise.”

Her eyes danced with delight.

“I can’t believe this,” she giggled. “Let’s change into our swimsuits and head for the beach right now. I’m eager to take the first step.”

“I think Buster was our first step.”

She laughed.

“I’m giddy,” she admitted. “For years I’ve listened to women talk about the wild, unpredictable things they did but knew they shouldn’t have but were glad they did. I have no secrets. I’m so boring.”

“You’re brilliant.”

“I am brilliant, but I’m also boring. I’m thrilled I might get to create some crazy stories of my own.”

“That’s what’s in it for me,” I said, answering her earlier question. “I get to make you happy. I’ve also discovered a voyeuristic side that runs deeper than I realized. I like porn. I like the fact that we watch it together. You and Buster were live porn, right in front of me, with an emotional connection. I couldn’t take my eyes off him fucking you. I’ve never seen anything like that. It was shocking. It was surreal.”

“You just stepped back to watch.”

“I did.”

“How did that make you feel?”

“You ask me about my feelings a lot.”

She tossed a hand in the air.

“Psychotherapist.”

I laughed.

“Good point. But remember you are also my wife. Don’t analyze me.”

“As your wife I care even more about how you feel. Our lives are the summation of our thoughts and feelings. You often share your thoughts but feelings, not so much. I usually need to ask.”

I chewed on that. She was right. I remembered the erotic jolt I’d felt when I caught that first glimpse of his cock entering her. I remembered how incredibly sexy she looked, a kind of sexy I’d never seen on her before. I’ve seen her from across the room, dressed in evening gowns, speaking to learned men and women. That’s one kind of sexy. I’ve seen that kind of sexy on her a lot. But desperately gasping and clawing as an absolute beast of a cock rearranged her guts is a whole different kind of sexy, an animalistic sexy, a whorish sexy, made even more striking because it’s so far from anything I’d ever seen her do before.

“I’ll tell you,” I said. “I felt a spike of arousal stronger than I’d ever felt in my life. I felt a razor-edged jealousy that fanned my internal flames, that hurt, but also felt good. I felt like I could watch that big cock fuck you all night, fuck you senseless, fuck you unconscious. It wasn’t Buster that turned you into that fiend. It wasn’t the man and what you felt for him. It was his cock, his thick, long cock forcing you wide. You appreciated his roaring lust, but it was his cock that decimated your sophisticated and cultured life. He was a rutting bull and you his eager doe. I saw your surrender. I’ve never seen you surrender. Nothing has ever turned me on more. Nothing has ever even come close. I don’t have it all figured out yet. It’s too new. It’s too volatile. But today, in this moment, it’s hotter than the sun.”

She studied my face for a moment and then leaned in for a kiss.

“If you’re still willing,” she murmured. “Let’s go to the beach and find me a man.”


Chapter 9

I hoped I looked calm, cool, and confident on the outside, because my insides were a mess. A hurricane of self-doubt and fear tore me up. We walked along the strand, smiling at other vacationers. We held hands and headed for the promontory and the nude beach area. My guts flipped and rolled like snakes fighting. Rita looked fantastic. My classy and stylish wife had her hair up and her two-piece swimsuit on, which she rarely wears, feeling that her breasts are a little too big for a top consisting of two triangles and some string. She’s right, but that won’t matter this time. This time we’ll be taking everything off.

I couldn’t wait. 

I’ve kept myself in shape and she’s right, my penis is worthy of display, but it was the chance to see all their eyes on her that stoked my fire, partly because I got an ego-boost from all these people knowing she was with me, but mostly from knowing what exposing herself would do to her libido. There was wild sex on my horizon, and I couldn’t wait. I worried I’d sprout an erection on the beach just thinking about it.

Rita was in the same head space as me. She appeared outwardly calm, but I know her. I can read the signs. She was on the hunt for a man, something she’s never done, even as a sorority girl in college. 

“Are you aware?” she asked, picking up the pace. “That I do not own a single article of lingerie? Did you know that?”

“No.”

“Worse, I’ve never owned any. Not for any boyfriend, not for my husband. What right do I have to dispense advice about love and marriage? I have statistics. I have data. I have no experience.”

“We’re changing that. We’ve already changed that.”

She took my hand.

“Yes,” she murmured. “Yes, we have.”

We reached the gap in the fence and made our turn. We encountered the first nude sunbathers right away: an old couple, late sixties, sitting naked and talking. We gave a furtive wave and continued. We walked by more people, all nude or nearly nude, both sexes, but with a higher percentage of males. As we neared the end of the peninsula the density increased dramatically. Now there were naked bodies everywhere, all races, all shapes. 

“This is wonderful,” Rita said.

She was right. This was humanity on display. What I liked best was the vibe in the air, a sense of live-and-let-live. Everyone was doing their thing and would let you do your thing. Who cares?

“I can feel it,” I agreed. “I like these people.”

“Me too.”

We wandered through the bodies seeking a place to call our own. I watched Rita’s face, her eyes darting from man to man. At last, we drew near the water’s edge. She spied a brown-skinned man lying alone on a blanket. He looked Italian or Spanish and I could tell he was tall because he almost covered the blanket from edge to edge. He was athletic but not overly muscular. His ecru skin was smooth with little body hair. His pubes had been trimmed close to the skin, helping to show off balls so big they looked like one large bag, and the long spongy tube of meat he possessed. He was easily the most attractive man we’d passed along the way, and possessed the biggest cock, and we’d viewed hundreds between here and the fence. Rita turned to me.

“This spot is fine,” she said.

“Of course it is.”

I almost laughed. So predictable.

We pretended to ignore him as he lay there, eyes closed, soaking up the warm sunlight. Rita glanced at him nervously, believing she still needed to hide her interest from me. Old habits die hard. We spread our blanket and boldly began to undress. He heard us and opened his eyes to slits, watching my wife shed her wrap. Rita noticed he was watching and hesitated before reaching for the knot behind her neck. She pulled the strings and the triangular fabric covering her breasts and nipples fell away, exposing her tits to sunlight, fresh air, and his eyes. I pulled my eyes away from her large breasts and turned my body, pretending to strip but watching his face from the corner of my eye. He stared at my lovely wife, following her every move.

His penis rolled over. I gasped and his gaze darted my way before returning to Rita. She untied the bow on each hip with trembling hands and pulled the fabric away, revealing she’d trimmed her pubic hair down to the skin, leaving a fine thin pelt. Her inner labia protruded slightly, informing me, and any man close enough to see, that my wife was already well aroused.

She stood there in the glory of her courage before dropping her swimsuit into her large wicker bag. I pushed my trunks down and stepped clear and our eyes met. We looked at each other, up and down. She looked fucking amazing in the bright sunlight. She looked extra pretty with the curls of hair hanging around her face. I was proud of her bravery at the same time I wanted to throw her down and fuck her. I felt blood flowing to my penis and panicked.

“I’m going to go swimming,” I blurted.

“So soon?” my nervous wife asked. “I don’t want to be alone.”

I looked down at my penis. The swelling was obvious. Not yet embarrassing, but obvious. She followed my gaze.

“Oh.”

“Yes,” I said. I swung my attention to our reclining neighbor. “Also, some time by yourself might prove interesting.”

She had no response. She looked at her feet. I did not mention part of the reason I wanted to go swimming was a panic rising in me. This man was handsome and hung and probably a little younger than me. His body was better, and his cock already rivaled mine, yet he was still soft. We’d agreed to try new things and I’d urged Rita to try a new man, knowing her choice would be much different than Buster, but now that I faced it, I was afraid. Buster was no threat. This man, without uttering a word, was a threat.

“Hurry back,” she said.

I spread my towel on the blanket and leaned in to kiss her. I walked down the slope to the water. I glanced back and watched Rita spread her towel and lie on her back, lovely mounds aimed skyward. As soon as her arms and legs went flat, Ecru sat up to look at her. He glanced at me to make sure I was leaving and then he stared at my naked wife.

My cock began to rise. I hurried to the water.

What did I hope for? What could happen out in the open, surrounded by people? I told myself to calm down, but it didn’t work. Every minute lifted my excitement higher. I rode a wave up and over and took the opportunity of the added height to look back and check on Rita. He was on his knees on our blanket, and she held his cock and balls in her hands! The wave passed and I found myself in a trough, my view blocked by a surge of water. The next swell lifted me high again and there it was: Rita holding his junk like she was petting an otter. His ball sack filled her palm. His cock lay stretched along her forearm. Her free hand ran along the top, rubbing him, head to root, over and over. They were talking and laughing, gazing at his genitalia.

Do I keep swimming? Or do I invite myself to their conversation?

Who was I kidding? No way could I stay out here while she held a fat cock in her hand. I swam in until my feet touched the sand and then trudged through high water. My eyes were glued to Rita and her friend, and my penis swelled with each step I took. I was half-hard as I left the water and hit the sand. Her gaze found me and dropped to my growing erection, confusion twisting her smile sideways. I walked up the slope and my cock rose higher. I’d worried about getting hard in public but right now I didn’t care. I’d thought Rita was incapable of moving things forward so quickly and the sight supercharged my libido.

“Diego,” she said as I drew near. “This is my husband, Phil.”

Diego glanced at my strengthening erection.

“Nice to meet you, Phil,” he said, with a slight Spanish accent.

His scrotum filled her hand. His shank lay along her arm. I’d interrupted her admiration of the thing. Diego enjoyed her attention, resting partially engorged against her skin. He was big around, the shaft wider than the head.

“Isn’t it gorgeous?” Rita said. “Diego models for men’s clothing catalogs, pants, shirts, and underwear. I told him he had a beautiful penis and asked if I could see it close-up. Can you believe this thing?”

My eyes swept the people around us. A few chuckled at Rita, amused by my wife’s innocent reaction.

“It is beautiful,” a nearby woman in her fifties called out. “He’s beautiful.”

“It’s fucking nice,” a girl in her early twenties added.

Several people around us laughed. Rita looked at me, embarrassed.

“Am I making a scene?” she asked. “Is this improper?”

“I don’t care,” Diego said. “Just keep touching me.”

I felt exposed, standing in the open almost hard. My erection didn’t belong. Nothing was going on. Not really. Yet, the mere sight of Rita handling a big penis was enough to get me going. Diego glanced at my penis.

“Maybe someplace more private?” he asked.

I opened my mouth to speak but Rita beat me to it.

“How about out in the water?” she said. “Phil and I made love in the water our first night here. It was fantastic.”

“Lead the way,” Diego said.

They jumped to their feet. Rita playfully grabbed my mostly hard dick and his mostly soft dick and led us down the beach to the water. Never in a million years would she ever imagine herself doing such an outrageous thing. She giggled like a little girl. Diego and I matched her pace and soon we all splashed in knee-deep water. Rita pulled us farther out, leading us away from the scattered swimmers to a place by ourselves. She released my penis and turned to him, using his to pull him closer. He brought his arms around her. She tilted her head back and he kissed her on the mouth.

Blood surged to my dick. We were far enough away from the people on the shore to feel a sense of privacy. Diego pressed his hand against her breast and lifted, feeling the warm heavy weight. He broke the kiss long enough to suckle her nipple and then kissed her again. Rita’s hand moved rhythmically as she jerked him just under the water. I wondered what my role should be in this situation and moved behind my wife, nestling my already stiff dick between her butt cheeks. She gasped softly and clamped her cheeks around me. I circled her with my arms, bringing my hands up under each breast. When Diego dipped his head again, I raised her tits to his mouth, offering my woman to him. He went along like this happened to him all the time, licking all around her areola before pulling on her stiff nipple. Rita groaned at what I’d done. She loved that I was giving her to him.

A swell receded and I caught a glimpse of his swelling cock in her hand, filling her palm. Water ran off his dusky skin and raised veins. Her hand jerked him roughly, churning the seawater.

I wondered how far we’d take this.

We had some distance from the other vacationers, but we were out in public, in plain sight. Anyone could swim up and see everything. I expected that would put a damper on Rita’s lust. I considered suggesting we all head for our hotel room, but I couldn’t quite get myself to say it. That would be throwing the gate wide open, and I wasn’t ready for that.

Rita floated closer to him. She released his bobbing penis. I still held her weight, so she circled his waist with both legs. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled herself tight, holding onto him like she climbed a pole. He wrapped his arms around her and returned her hot kisses. My penis, freed from the grip of her butt crack, bobbed in the sloshing water. I dipped it under her ass. I hoped to brush against her warm slit but instead my hard cock encountered his already down there. His length covered her from clit to asshole, filling her gap. I poked around with my curved dick, trying to find a way to her hole. I wanted in, but all I felt was the underside of his thick cock, blocking me. He was stiff now too, stiff, and straight like a spear. Rita broke from kissing him.

“Put him in,” she rasped. “Phil, put him in me.”

A shiver ran through me despite the warm tropical waters.

“What are you saying?” I asked, my voice cracking.

“Put his cock in me,” my wife said.

The lust I heard left me trembling. Rita was hot for this stranger.

“How?” I asked.

She lifted her ass, a few inches out of the water and away from his body.

“Just grab his cock,” she croaked. “Put him in.”

Practical. Expedient. Never mind how I might feel about touching another man’s penis, nor the natural reluctance any husband would feel to directly hand my wife over to another man. Rita wanted him in her, right now, and she needed my help to do it. I slid my hand down her back, followed the curve of her hip, and then under her ass, searching. I asked myself if I truly wanted to do this but never waited for an answer. My fingertips found his hot, hard rod and I resisted the urge to jerk my hand away. I hesitated, and then I curled my fingers around his bulky manhood.

Rita moaned with desperate need. I gripped his shaft, shocked by his engorged girth, and lifted, using his cock like a divining rod seeking buried treasure, only this treasure wasn’t underground, it was underwater, and located between her legs. Her thighs held him tightly around the waist, which meant her pussy was partially open. I rubbed his cock around blindly, searching, feeling his pulsating heartbeat against my palm. I found her opening and then, goddamn it, I lined him up and tried to ease him in.

Yes, I fucking tried to ease him in.

Into my beloved wife.

I was doing it. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it. I wasn’t sure why I was doing it, but I was. At least, I was trying. He was too thick to ease in smoothly, so I tried tugging on his dick, to force him in. I must have been out of my mind. I was forcing a cock into my wife! I pulled harder, placing pressure on Rita’s tight hole, and the head popped inside.

My wife gasped. I gasped just as loud.

I tugged him again and my hand slipped, sliding up his wet cock to bump her pussy. I felt his veiny inches glide through my fingers. He pushed hard, eager to get in her, and Rita met his insistence with a push of her own, trying to shove her hips down his erection. Slowly, he moved through my fingers, slipping, reaching for her womb, striving to find the heart of her and there release his seed. My breath was snatched from me.

Lord have mercy, I was helping a man enter my woman.

Rita heaved her hips down on him. My wife groaned as she felt his wide girth fill and stretch her. I was too stunned to move my hand away. I felt his shaft pump in and out. He kissed her deeply and fucked her tight cunt through my grip, amazed by his good fortune. My body and arm held Rita in place, so I was hesitant to release his cock. He didn’t care. He thrust through my fingers and into her over and over. His excitement grew, sensing that, in a way, he fucked us both, and his cock hardened, turning into diamond. I knew she wouldn’t last long, and she didn’t. She hugged him fiercely as her body shook and her orgasm raged. The sounds he got from her drove me crazy. My erection pressed against her butt. She soared, riding her climax like one of the waves which passed us, then rocked her hips back and forth to feel every inch of him inside. She kissed him again once she returned to earth. She held his head and kissed him wildly.

Diego began working his hips, thrusting hard and deep, in pursuit of an orgasm for himself. I held up my wife in those warm ocean waters, held her so he could fuck her. Her weight was almost nothing, buoyed by the sea. I held my hand steady to prevent him slipping out and felt his cock hit home again and again.

At last, his breathing grew louder, his thrusts stronger and faster. I tightened my fingers around him slightly and he groaned.

“Are you still holding his cock in your hand?” Rita croaked.

“Yes.”

“Oooohhh, my God,” she whimpered, understanding what I did to ensure she was well-fucked. “Don’t let go. Keep him in me.”

“I will.”

His hips churned water, each thrust plunging deep enough to squish my hand. He gasped for air as he pumped his hips and then I felt his dick ballon in my hand as his orgasm hit. He shoved in as far as he could and fired the first bolt of sperm. Another bulge raced across my palm and into Rita. He groaned and shot, moaned and shot, grunted and shot, pumping what felt like gallons of sperm into her. I remembered how big his balls had looked on the beach. I felt every surge of semen pass through my hand. Rita rocked her pelvis, fucked herself on his thick meat.

“Pump it in there!” Rita snarled. “Give it to me!”

My wife sounded like she was losing her mind. The water between them turned cloudy. Those big balls produced buckets.

At last, I removed my hand and hugged her from behind, pinning her to him. He joined me in a Rita hug sandwich. She uncoiled her legs and slid down his body. His thick cock came free, buoyed in the salt water. She turned to kiss me and noticed my throbbing erection. Her eyes swept the beach and she decided we were far enough out. She bent at the waist and sucked my cock. Diego fondled her floating tits and fingered her dripping pussy from behind.

I was ready to explode. Rita sucked for only a minute or two and I grabbed her head and forced it down. I detonated in her mouth, and she drank hot cum, eagerly vacuuming it out and gulping it down. She left me weak.

“I need to lie down,” she said.

“Me too,” I agreed.

Diego took her hand and led her towards the beach. Our blanket was bigger than his, so she nudged him that way and the three of us flopped onto our backs. Rita could not stop grinning.

“I can’t believe all this is happening,” she said.

“What a vacation,” I echoed.

She took my hand and held it. Diego sat up to gawk at her body, softly running fingertips up her legs and over her tummy. He lightly caressed her large breasts. I thought we might take this time to get to know the man my wife just fucked, but nobody spoke. We absorbed the warm sunlight and warm breezes and enjoyed the sexual afterglow. My penis still had some life in it. No way could one orgasm drain all the tension I had soaked up the last few hours. Rita lay next to me with a womb full of Diego’s sperm and the thought sizzled my brain like bacon frying. His hands roamed her body and she smiled sweetly; eyes closed.

I sat up too. I watched him caress my wife for a while then sent my gaze across the beach. There were fewer people than before and the dark and angry storm clouds on the horizon had a lot to do with that. Diego saw where I was looking and gave me a questioning stare. I shrugged and laid down again. More people gathered their towels and blankets and headed for the hotel.

The first raindrops hit us about twenty minutes later. Big, fat drops like grapes splattered everything. It was a soft rain, despite the ominous clouds, and the temperature stayed high, so we stayed where we were. The clouds would pass quickly. Rita started to laugh, and I joined her. Diego was less sure of staying out in the storm, but he was glued to Rita. The rain fell harder but we stayed. Rita turned her face towards Diego, and he leaned down to kiss her. She reached for his penis, resting the soft fleshy tube in her hand. She turned to me, and we kissed too, but she didn’t reach for my penis. I watched her hand as we made out. She tugged on him leisurely, unhurried despite the rain, and the man began to grow. I wondered if we would do this again. Only a few people remained on the beach with us. Rita faced him again and the intensity of their kissing was much hotter. He was growing to fill her palm. He played with her breasts. I watched everything they did.

He got hard fast. Now her hand stroked slowly and deliberately. She made no move to escalate things, waiting to see what the man would do. She wouldn’t force him if he felt uncomfortable. She’d leave whatever happened up to him.

Diego was a stud. His fat cock pulsated. Two large veins ran along the side, but the shaft was covered with other, smaller veins. His cock looked healthy and strong, with an air of vitality. Rita slid her heels to her ass, raising her knees high, and Diego moved lower on the blanket. He parted her knees and nudged her feet aside, moving closer. He brought his hard cock to her pussy and then moved higher, resting the long and thick spear on her pubic bone. The tip covered her belly button, his girth filled the space between her thighs. His hanging balls smothered her pussy.

“Put it in,” she murmured. “I’m ready.”

He casually ran his hands up and down her thighs, waiting.

“Do it,” she insisted.

He ignored her plea. He leaned over and kissed her, pressing his chest against her breasts. She rocked her hips, trying to capture him, but he was too far forward. She discovered she could drag her clit against the underside of his hard cock, so she did that several times, but only made her frustration worse.

“Fuck me,” she whined. “Do it. I want it. Put it in me.”

He lowered his mouth to her nipples, licking widely across her areola and the stiff little nubs.

“Diego,” she hissed, distracted by his hands and mouth teasing her. “Give it to me. I’m so wet.”

Nothing worked. He had her whimpering, begging for his cock, and he was going to enjoy the moment. He started pumping his hips with a slow rhythm, dragging his dick across her clit, but made no move to penetrate. Rita exhaled an exasperated sigh.

“Diego!” she croaked.

Nope. He wouldn’t do it.

She’d had enough. My wife grabbed his cock. She pushed him lower and used him to find her hole, zeroing in on her opening. What a rush I felt watching my desperate wife take control, determined to get that cock inside her. Her angst was delicious. Her need was exciting. She pulled his cock forward, wedging the head in her cum-filled cunt, and he took over, raising himself over her body and using his weight to sink half his cock deep. Her knees rose into his armpits, her legs hugged his sides. He slowly forced the rest of his cock into her.

I started jerking off. There was nothing else for me to do. He covered her body with his and feasted on her tits. I moved to a better angle, craving the sight of her cunt stretched tightly around him. I was rewarded with a view I’ll never forget. Rita’s loving pussy sealed tightly around him, inner and outer labia stretched into a circle around his girth. She unfolded her legs and pointed her toes skyward, then opened them wide. Diego powered his cock in and out.

A gentle cough nearby made me turn. Several vacationers, all men, had gathered to watch. They stroked their penises of varying size and watched Diego fuck my wife.

“Do you know her?” one asked.

“She’s my wife,” I admitted.

They moved closer, forming a circle. Every man masturbated as he watched her get fucked. I stood, joining their ranks as the rain fell. Rita became aware and opened her eyes to an audience. Her gaze jumped from man to man, including me, savoring this wicked deed. She watched us jerk off for her.

Her eyes were locked on a seventy-something man when her orgasm hit. Diego pounded her into the blanket as she wailed and moments later arched his back and he blasted her full, the second load he’d pumped into her body today. He rolled over and discovered a circle of men watching, none of us with a cock like his. He rolled again, moving away from Rita. The circle of men tightened, and Rita grabbed her tits, teasing. She opened her legs at me but showed all of us the sperm leaking from her cunt and the first man lost control, showering her with a rain of semen. Water fell from the sky and sperm fell from us, each man cumming, one by one, showering Rita as she played with her tits and rubbed her pussy. She brought herself to another orgasm writhing on the blanket. We sprayed her, my load added to her skin like any other man’s.


Chapter 10

The bustle in the coffee shop was deafening, but easily tuned out. Rita and I sat reading, me on my Kindle, her on her phone. Our wild vacation was weeks behind us, but it sat in the middle of our lives like a grinning gargoyle.

Nothing had been the same since. Rita and I had fucked every day, sometimes two or three times a day. We’d driven to another city to hit some nightclubs. Rita had fun dressing like an expensive prostitute. She liked to don a long red-haired wig, black thigh-high boots, corset over a sheer blouse, and makeup heavier than she ever has before. She transformed herself into someone else, like someone from the stories her patients had shared. We would enter the bars separately, heading in different directions, and I’d sit back and watch as dozens of men hit on her. She felt no chemistry with any of them, so nothing beyond heavy flirting took place, but the experiences left us both sexually energized.

“Guess who?” I said, jerking my chin towards the line for coffee.

Rita lifted her head.

“Lucas Snow,” she said.

She saw him with different eyes now. I watched her size the man up and place him on an internal list of men she’d fuck if given the chance. He wore loose jeans and a flannel shirt over a T-shirt. A baseball cap topped his head. He was casual yet confident, like there was no one he needed to impress. I guess when you’ve got a big, gorgeous cock, hot body, money, and you get paid to fuck beautiful women, you can afford to be casually confident. He stepped to the counter and Maria moved over to help him. He made her laugh, as always, but there was a different look in her eye, a look of mischief.

“I think Maria has figured out who he is,” I murmured.

Rita turned to watch the encounter. Lucas and Maria flirted. She touched his arm, feeling a tattoo. He spoke and she looked away but then met his gaze and there was a playful wickedness in her eyes.

“She wants to fuck him,” Rita said. “He wants her, too. Those two are hot for each other. I’m afraid Lucas is about to steal your girl for real.”

Rita was right. They looked at each other like there was no one else around. He placed his order and paid for his drink and another girl got busy making it. Maria drifted off to the side. She pointed briefly at the side door, and I understood why. He gave a quick nod.

“She’s meeting him in the restroom,” I said. “The door has a lock. She just gave him a signal.”

Rita was out of her chair without a word. She hurried through the café, vanishing into the restroom. I’ve used it many times. It’s unisex, with a large handicap stall and a wall urinal. The door has a deadbolt. I knew exactly what Rita had planned: arrive first, hide in the stall, let them get going and watch. Maybe even leave the stall to join in. I turned my attention to Maria again. She slipped her green apron off. Beneath was a thin white T-shirt and I once again saw hints of her puffy nipples. Jealousy flared. Lucas could have her and probably would. Lucky bastard. He meandered towards the restroom and so did Maria. A few of her coworkers smirked. She’d made plans with them to do this. They’d cover for her.

Lucas entered the restroom and quickly closed the door. I pictured him in there, glancing under the stall, searching for feet, and finding none. Maria pretended to straighten a display of coffee mugs for sale and then she drifted towards the restroom too. She entered. The door closed.

Lucas and Maria were alone at last, or so they thought.

My heart thumped. Rita was in there too. Would she try to join the lovers? I sipped my espresso and waited. I held my Kindle up, pretending to read but in truth looking over the top of it to stare at the bathroom door. What was happening in there? Minutes ticked off. My penis woke, swelling slightly and inching down my leg. Regardless of what happened, Rita would emerge from that restroom horny as hell. I suspected we’d leave this place, race home, and fuck. I looked forward to it.

Twelve minutes and forty-two seconds later, Maria emerged. She wore a big smile. She returned to her place behind the sales counter, slipped her apron on, and several girls leaned over to ask questions. She nodded slightly, playing it cool. I read her lips: Yes. She tried to wipe the smile from her face, but the damn thing kept returning. One of the girls smacked her on the ass.

I returned my attention to the restroom door, watching, waiting. Lucas should have exited next, but he did not. Rita was still in there with him. I stared at that door like a prisoner stares at his cell wall. I focused so hard my eyes ached. I waited on edge for a sign, any sign.

The first crack of light made me gasp. Rita slipped through the gap quickly and hurried to our table. She smirked, amused. She sat and smiled at me.

“What?” I finally hissed. “What happened?”

She started to drink some coffee but set her cup down again.

“I got there first and hid in the stall. I pulled my feet up. Lucas entered next and said hello, but I didn’t answer. Then he looked under the stall and leaned against the sink. Maria entered and locked the door. She admitted right away that she now knew who he was. He confessed. Then she said she’d watched a couple of his videos and wanted to see his cock in real life. She told him to take it out, and he did! I heard a zipper and pressed my eye to the gap by the stall door. He took it out, and let the thing hang like dried salami down the front of his pants. Maria laughed, embarrassed but delighted. The she turned serious, kneeling before the man without a word. She lifted the head to her mouth and tried to suck him but he’s thick. You’ve seen his cock. She bobbed on the head and an inch or two, making him hard. He said he wanted to fuck her, he’s always wanted to fuck her, and she quickly stood and dropped her pants to her knees, offering her pussy from behind.”

I took a sip.

“This is good,” I said. “Go on. He fucked Maria?”

Her eyes laughed. She had information she knew I’d want.

“Damn it, Rita. Tell me.”

She wiggled in her seat.

“You sure you want to hear what he did to your girl?”

“I do. Did he fuck her?”

“He did,” she admitted. “He held his cock in one hand and her butt in the other and eased half his meat into her pussy from behind. Poor girl. You know, I think she might have still been a virgin until that moment. Lucas wet his cock in her tight little pussy, working it in and out, a little deeper each time, and Maria was stunned how good he felt. She bit her fist to stay silent, but you should have seen her face. She loved his dick. He got about half in her and slid a hand under her shirt to play with her small breasts. He fucked her and kissed her neck and the dear girl quickly orgasmed. It was beautiful. She’s pretty but passion on her face makes her gorgeous. I wish you could have seen her.”

“Me too.”

The restroom door opened. Lucas moved to the counter to wait for his drink.

“Anyway,” Rita continued. “That was all they had time for. She said she had to get back to work so he pulled out and she fixed her clothing. She kissed the head of his cock and then took pictures of it hanging out of his pants like that. They swapped cell numbers and she left, asking him to wait a bit before he did. Once she was gone, I stepped out of my hiding place.”

“I bet he freaked.”

“Nope. He knew I was there the whole time!”

“Holy shit!”

“Yeah. He noticed me when he glanced under the stall, but assumed what my plan was. He wanted the audience.”

“So then what happened?”

Rita leaned over the table to get her face close to mine.

“He fucked me.”

“I knew it.”

“I did what Maria did. I pushed my pants down and offered my pussy from behind. He said he first noticed me and you a long time ago and looks for me every time he visits this coffee shop. That got me so hot I turned around and sucked his cock. I tasted Maria’s young pussy on him and that turned me on even more. I took more cock than she could and that turned me on too. I was soaked when I stood again and offered my cunt. Phil, he pushed in from behind and I almost orgasmed right then. His cock is wonderful. We fucked for a bit but ran out of time. We agreed we should finish later. We swapped numbers and here I am.”

Her cheeks were rosy, her eyes filled with life and delight. She was living her own stories now. She was as alive and messy as any of her patients.

“If you kiss me,” she said. “You’ll taste Maria’s pussy.”

My temperature shot straight through the roof.

“Jesus, Rita.”

My wife giggled. I leaned over the table. Our lips met and then parted, and her tongue carefully slipped into my mouth. I savored the delicious flavor of wet pussy in there. I moaned softly.

“That’s Maria’s pussy juice straight from his cock,” she murmured.

“That’s fucking hot.”

Her phone chimed. She ignored the text to continue our kiss. I smelled Maria. I tasted Maria. When we finished, she checked the message and her eyes darted to Lucas at the counter. She turned her phone so I could read: Maria is down for a foursome with you and your husband. Interested? I have a loft nearby.

“I’ll let you fuck her,” Rita said. “If it comes to that. You’ve been so giving and understanding. I know you want her. If I can have Lucas, you can have Maria.”

“Text him a big fat yes,” I said.


Chapter 11

I was nervous. Lucas had joined us at our table while we waited for Maria’s shift to end. He was jovial and intelligent, and we had a wonderful chat. He told us stories about life in the business. Rita couldn’t take her eyes off the man. She hung on every word he spoke. Maria soon joined us, and we left for his loft.

The place was spacious: concrete floors and exposed iron beams. It was the quintessential bachelor pad. He had movie posters on the walls, many of them his own, leather furniture, glass and chrome furnishings. He gave us a tour and at the end Rita and Maria took his hands to lead him back to the huge master bedroom.

“I’ve always thought you were a sexy couple,” Maria told Rita. “From the first time I made your drinks. You guys love each other, all of us at the shop can tell.”

“I think you’re very pretty,” Rita said. “But my husband has had a crush on you since the moment he saw you. I catch him looking all the time.”

Maria flashed a smile at me.

We reached the bedroom. Maria helped Lucas lift his shirt over his head and then she fastened her mouth to his nipple. He was muscular. I started on my belt, but Rita stopped me.

“Let’s watch her first,” my wife said. “Let’s watch the eager virgin.”

Lucas let Maria undress him down to his boxer briefs. He started on her clothes, and I got to enjoy the rapturous moments of a Maria slowly revealed. First her sweatshirt, then her pants. She wore tiny white panties. The shape of her small breasts was obvious through her T-shirt and when he lifted that over her head, I gawked at the puffy nipples I had so long imagined. She shoved her panties down and kicked them away. Her eyes came up to mine, not his, knowing I’d had a crush on her forever, and she watched me as my eyes landed on her bare mound. My expression turned to amazement. Her vulva was small, her slit tight. I crawled my way up her body devouring every naked inch. She was young and flawless, naturally toned and fit. She shook her head and her long black hair settled around her pretty face. She smiled at me.

“I like the way you look at me,” she said.

“Of course my husband looks at you like that,” Rita interjected. “You’re stunning. You’re such a natural beauty.”

“You’re the beautiful one here,” Maria countered. “I so wish I had your tits.”

My wife left my side to approach the girl. She held Maria’s face in her hand and stepped close. Maria did not shy away, meeting my wife’s gaze, and the two women kissed. Maria palmed Rita breast. Lucas looked at me and shrugged. He joined me in watching the women.

“You should get naked,” he told me. “I’ve seen this before. Things happen fast once the women are aroused.”

I trusted his voice of experience. I stripped, dropping my clothes in a pile. He dropped his briefs next to my pile and I had to risk a glance at his cock. He caught me.

“Go ahead,” he said. “Everyone wants to see it.”

I stared. That thing had been inside Rita just hours before. He watched the ladies and stroked his cock, and I did the same. Maria got Rita out of her clothing, and they moved to the bed.

“I’m so glad you’re into women,” my wife said.

“All my girlfriends are into women,” Maria said. “I just happen to love cock, too. So does Tess. She works nights. She’s a virgin but wants that behind her. Every guy she dates makes a big deal about it. They can’t even have normal conversations. As soon as the dude learns the truth, he’s all about being the one. Tess is sick of it. I told her be patient and I’d find her some good dick. In the meantime, I’m exploring what I like, learning about myself.”

“You sound like me,” my wife said.

They kissed again and crawled onto the bed. Rita took over, pushing Maria back and kissing up the young woman’s legs, left, then right, then left, always moving closer to that sweet bald pussy. Maria watched my wife’s advance while playing with her pert breasts. Rita reached Maria’s cunt and slipped the whole mound into her mouth. Maria grabbed Rita’s head and held her there.

“That’s fucking hot,” Lucas said.

I risked another glance at the man’s cock. He was almost fully erect and what a cannon he possessed. The shaft was a fat shotgun barrel topped with a plump head. His eyes were glued to the women, but he wouldn’t care if he caught me staring. How proud he must be.

Rita brought Maria to orgasm, and it was a sweet, sweet sound. Her young clear voice cried out as her pleasure spiked and then she wrapped hands and legs around Rita’s head. She rolled over, placing my wife on her back, and then flipped around and started a trail of kisses down Rita’s body. Lucas left my side to stop the girl and maneuver her into a sixty-nine over my wife. He fed Maria his cock and the young lady ate pussy and sucked dick simultaneously. Rita stopped licking Maria’s cunt long enough to call me over.

“Get on the bed,” she told me. “Fuck Maria from behind while I eat her sweet cunt. I’ll lick your cock and balls too.”

I got on the bed and straddled Rita’s head. She took my erection in hand and guided me towards Maria’s hole. Good God, I almost died. That young woman’s pussy was tight and warm and wet. I pushed in and Maria moaned loudly. Rita licked my hanging balls, and I moaned too.

This was carnal madness. No way I got out of this with my sanity intact. I held Maria’s ass in my hands and pushed every inch I had into the hot young thing. She sucked Lucas and groaned, filled at both ends. Lucas let her worship his dick and then told her to guide him into Rita, which she happily did. My wife moaned loudly at the intrusion. Lucas’s cock was long and wide and hard, and he let it sink slowly into my wife. Maria planted her mouth over Rita’s clit and Rita did the same to Maria. We four moved together, a soft rocking motion where everyone got pleasure. The women orgasmed several times.

Eventually Lucas gave me a sign he was ready to switch. I pulled out of Maria, and he withdrew from Rita. We traded ends and I sank into my wife. Maria lowered her head to lick my cock at the same time she licked Rita’s clit. I almost exploded. I heard my wife’s muffled moans. Her mouth was filled with Lucas’s balls. I couldn’t believe all this was truly happening.

For a while we all enjoyed ourselves, but everyone seemed to silently understand another switch was needed. We fucked the moaning women until Lucas met my eyes. I gave a nod. We traded places again.

“Cum in her,” Rita told me, before gobbling my nuts. “I want Lucas to cum in me, so you get to cum in Maria.”

Maria groaned her agreement. Her young pussy struggled with Lucas, pain mixing with pleasure. My cock, bigger than average but no match for his, fit better. She thrust herself back at me.

Rita handled Lucas’s cock like a pro. He drove my wife crazy, made her writhe with delirious pleasure. I was thrilled to take Maria all the way but what fanned my flames the most was the sounds of my wife taking Lucas. She loved his dick. She craved his dick. He fucked her deep and smooth and strong and Rita gasped around my balls in her mouth, body going rigid as she enjoyed another orgasm. I held Maria’s ass and pounded the girl. When she came, I turned mine loose too. Shooting that young cunt full of jizz was one of the most exciting moments of my life.

Lucas and Rita kept going.

I helped Maria maneuver away from the tangle of bodies and we sat with our backs against the headboard. We watched Rita and Lucas roll around, fucking each other with passion.

“Doesn’t that bother you?” Maria asked me.

“A little,” I admitted. “Maybe more than a little. He’d intimidate any man.”

“He intimidates me,” she chuckled. “And I’ve wanted to fuck him forever.”

“He hurts you a little.”

“He does. I had no idea he was that long. I have a small pussy. Your cock is perfect for me. The girls at work recognized him and told me so I watched some of his movies online. He’s so hot. It’s awesome I can say he fucked me, but I’ll leave out the part about how he hurts.”

“Good idea.”

“You like watching your wife take dick?”

“I love it. She loves it. I love that she loves it.”

“That’s cool. I think I’d like a boyfriend like you. With a little more practice, I’m sure I can Lucas’s cock without hurting myself.”

Rita gasped. We swung our attention to the mating couple. Lucas had rolled her over and pushed her legs over her body, bringing her sopping cunt front and center. He eased the head of his cock into her slit.

“She’s really loving that position,” Maria said. “He must feel huge.”

“My wife says size doesn’t matter.”

Maria rolled her eyes.

“Look at her. It clearly does. Did she say that before she ever got fucked by a big dick?”

“Yes. I am her biggest. I was.”

Maria chuckled and lifted my soft dick on her palm.

“You’re big but you’re not porn star big,” she said. “Look what he does to her. She’s in love with his cock. I think she’s about to cum again.”

Rita moaned a drawn-out sound from deep in her throat. She clawed Lucas’s thighs.

“See?” Maria said. “She’s cumming. Size doesn’t matter? What bullshit.”

We watched Lucas drag Rita around the bed from one position to the next. The man was a stud. Maria was content to sit with me but watching them got to her eventually. She scooted down to slip my cock in her mouth but continue watching. I received an amazing blowjob while watching my wife get railed. Heaven.

“You can cum in my mouth,” Maria said. “I’m done fucking for the night. He wrecked my pussy.”

My amazing life. I leaned back and relaxed, allowing my crush to service my dick. She worked me over, worshipping every inch. The girl loves sucking dick. I let myself grow gradually more excited as Lucas pounded Rita into submission. My wife orgasmed several more times before he slowed and turned intimate. The man might fuck for a living, but this was him making love. They kissed and caressed and murmured sweet things to each other. He moved inside her, slowly, tenderly. This was much harder to watch but excited me more. Angst devoured me but my dick throbbed harder than ever, which pleased Maria. Her tongue bathed my stiff inches and aching balls.

“Penises are awesome,” she said, with the innocence of youth. “You have this thing attached to your body and it goes from small and soft to big and hard. Best of all? If you get it excited enough, it spits at you. What an amazing invention. I could play with dicks all day. I love them.”

“I volunteer,” I said. 

Lucas moved Rita to a missionary position and held her head in his hands. They kissed with affection as his hips stroked a gentle in and out. He sent one hand to roam her curvaceous body. She melted under his touch, eventually rocked by an amazing orgasm. His hips moved faster, and he whispered he was close. Maria wrapped both hands around my shaft and sucked hard as she pumped my dick.

“It’s coming,” I told her.

She turned ravenous. Her head bobbed and her hands stroked, and I struggled to time my climax with Lucas. I was close. He began ejaculating inside Rita just a moment before I exploded inside Maria’s mouth. She worked me harder and faster, and I groaned loudly, watching Lucas fill my wife with sperm. I fired down Maria’s throat over and over, my mind ravaged by Lucas unloading inside Rita.

I ran out of semen before he did. Maria rose to kiss me, the taste of me on her lips, and then settled under my arm, content. I’d filled this gorgeous young thing in the belly and in the womb and I was content too. Rita wrapped herself around a drained and exhausted Lucas and we all settled in for a nap.


Chapter 12

I awoke to an empty bed and an empty bedroom. The door was closed. I heard sounds, talking and people moving on the other side. Someone laughed loudly. I had crawled under the covers, so I threw them back and slipped out of bed. I grabbed my pants off the bedroom floor and pulled them on. I opened the door.

My heart thumped in my chest.

Bodies. Naked bodies everywhere. Gorgeous, beautiful male and female bodies all around me, glistening with sweat and oil, writhing bodies, lost to euphoric lust.

I had stepped into a true orgy.

People fucked everywhere, crawling all over each other. People fucked on the floor, the furniture, the countertops. Penises eased from one orifice only to be pushed into another. Hands teased and stroked, fingers rubbed, tongues licked, mouths sucked. Gentle sounds of passion filled the air. The room was a simmering mass of human flesh. I stood and marveled. What an incredible sight. Never in my wildest dreams did I ever think to see such a thing. The very air around me vibrated with sexual tension. All the blood rushed to my tired dick. It was too soon for me to sprout another erection, but my eyes slithered over every sexy person there. What a fevered dream.

Industry friends of Lucas had arrived while I slept, and sex had erupted. I saw men with women and men with men and women with women. I stood at the bedroom door and surveyed the wild landscape. These were the people from Lucas’s profession: every woman was pretty; every man was hung.

A man rolled onto his back and his big cock flopped against his leg. Before he could move, three women descended on it, sucking the head, the shaft, and his fat balls. He laughed and dropped his head back.

A woman crawled away from another woman. A man grabbed her ass and pulled her back ward, sliding his thick cock into her pussy. Another man held her head and stuffed his cock into her mouth. She rocked back and forth between them, fucked at both ends.

A man withdrew his erection from a gorgeous blonde woman and moved an inch higher, easing his hard shaft up her ass. She reached back to pull him deeper.

A woman sat on her heels, surrounded by a circle of men, all with stiff dicks. She sucked one briefly and then moved to the next. I heard her laugh with delight. One of the men shifted his feet and I caught a better look at the woman.

Maria.

My sweet young crush was busy blowing six men at the same time. I swept the room again, this time hunting for Rita.

I found her.

My lovely wife straddled a man on the floor that might be Lucas. The thick cock balls-deep in her pussy looked like his. Another man stood behind her with half his cock worked up her ass, trying to bury the other half. The man in her mouth pushed a little deeper, bringing his balls to rest on her chin. Rita was stuffed with dick in every orifice. Lucas feasted on her breasts hanging in his face. I was stunned. I simply stared. I watched dumbfounded as three men used my wife’s body, and my wife welcomed them. Rita rocked her hips and bobbed her head, delivering as much pleasure as she received. She groaned and grunted and did her best to fuck all three at once. Unbelievable. Mind-boggling. I never imagined such a thing was even possible.

“Lose the pants,” a feminine voice said.

I looked at a woman seated nearby. She inhaled off a smokeless vape and exhaled air. She offered me a hit. I waved her off, noticing for the first time that another woman knelt on the floor between her legs and casually ate her pussy.

“Lose the pants,” she said again. “I want a dick in my mouth.”

“I won’t get hard,” I said. “I came recently.”

“I don’t care about that. I just need a dick in my mouth. I love a dick in my mouth.”

I suddenly felt awkward as the only person there wearing clothes, so I shucked my pants and kicked them aside. The woman held out her hand and I brought her my dick. She commented I had a nice one and then lifted me to her warm mouth. I watched her suck, but she was more interested in watching the woman eating her pussy. I checked on Maria and Rita and learned my wife had acquired a second well-hung man to use her mouth. She sucked one and then the other.

What a spectacle. Most animals have mating seasons, but humans are horny all the time.

Maria laughed with delight, playing with all the cocks presented to her, joyfully accepting any new cock presented. Rita moaned deeply and I focused my attention on her. I recognized that sound. My wife was about to orgasm, and I wanted to see it. No matter how she moved her body a hard dick filled her. This was a mind fuck to go along with her body fuck. This was far beyond anything she’d ever imagined. She experienced so much penetration now that as her climax began to build, she whimpered, soon losing control. A moment later she was screaming around a mouth stuffed with dick and writhing between three men. They held her in place, kept her impaled. I’ve never seen her orgasm so hard. Every muscle turned taut; her skin flushed with a rosy hue. Her muffled cries stabbed my heart and left me dizzy.

The woman sucking my dick was expert, but I couldn’t get hard yet. She didn’t care. She just wanted a penis in her mouth while her pussy was eaten.

What a crazy life we’d fallen into.

The woman dropped her vape to the floor and grabbed the head between her legs. She was cumming too. She spat me out when her climax finished, and I wandered over to Rita.

What does a husband do?

I got in line to use her mouth. Not truly a line, just a gathering of men, watching, waiting. One of the guys blew his load down her throat and walked away so I stepped up. Rita barely looked at me before opening her mouth and sucking me in. I was just another dick that needed draining. My classy, refined, professional, and highly educated wife was a cock-hungry whore. No, whores get paid. My lovely wife was simply cum drunk, intoxicated by lust.

I tilted her head down so she couldn’t see my face and stuffed my rising dick against her tongue. She took all of me. The other guy wandered off as I took over Rita’s mouth. The man fucking her ass, something I hadn’t done in years, hooked his chin over her shoulder and pumped her asshole with short strokes. She rode Lucas’s sizable cock like a seasoned pro. No way she could absorb all this stimulation and not orgasm again, and I was thrilled to be resting on her tongue when another triple-penetration orgasm shook her down to the bones.

This one wiped her out, but we didn’t care. This was a motherfucking orgy. There were no rules. We used her holes like she wanted them used, fucking her for our own pleasure. The man in her ass came first, his buried dick spitting hot sperm up her rectum. She moaned like a banshee, taking all that man-seed up her ass. Even when I fucked her butt so long ago, I never came up there. I pulled out and shot all over her back. This was the first load her ass had ever accepted.

But was it? Did I know that for sure? How long had I slept? These men may have been fucking Rita for hours before I joined them. That thought made me hot. I imagined myself asleep, oblivious, and Rita sneaking out of the room with Lucas, free to follow her every whim. I wasn’t there to worry about. She could do as she pleased, and what she pleased was fucking three men at once.

I couldn’t hold back. My nuts tightened and my dick jumped. I shot into her mouth, and she vacuumed my penis, pulling my semen out of my nuts. It felt fantastic. I stifled a groan so she wouldn’t hear my voice and emptied my nuts down her throat. Another man awaited his turn, so I pushed her head away and made my escape. I’d used my wife just like any other man in this room, and she’d loved it, she’d welcomed it. She was proud to service each of us.

I returned to bed. That’s where she’d left me and that’s where she’d find me. My balls were so empty they ached. Maria would have a hell of a story for the girls at the coffee shop. I dropped my pants on the bedroom floor and crawled into bed. Let the orgy rage. Let my wife fuck every man out there if that’s what she wished.


Chapter 13

A warm mouth woke me. The room was still dark. The sound of a party had faded and now all I heard was my sexy wife enjoying my soft dick under the comforter. I lifted the covers. She crawled up my body, dragging her big tits along my skin. Her lips landed on mine, and we shared a tart, salty kiss. Our tongues played with each other.

“I’ve been a naughty girl,” she mumbled.

“I’m sure of it.”

“No, Philip. Seriously. I’ve been a very naughty girl.”

I pushed her head down, forcing her back to my cock. She slurped me in, suckling like a babe.

“I went too far,” she said, pausing her oral worship. “You might get angry.”

“Tell me.”

“I left you here in the bedroom and slipped away with Lucas. That may have been wrong of me. I’m sorry. His friends had called and a large group of them arrived.”

“Sounds fun.”

“Listen, Philip. This is serious.”

“All right. Go on.”

She met my eyes.

“I fucked them, Baby. I fucked all of them. I let every man have me and some of them had me a few times. I was a complete slut, Phil. I lost control.”

I stroked her hair, discovered dried semen.

“Did you orgasm?” I asked.

She looked confused.

“Yes,” she said. “Like crazy. I think I’ve become addicted. What does it matter if I achieved orgasm or not?”

“It tells me you didn’t do it just for them, which would be a level of submission I’d worry about. Orgasms are something you take for yourself. Since you came, I know you enjoyed it too. Relax.”

“Philip. I fucked all of them.”

I guided her mouth to my cock again.

“I know,” I said. “I left the room and found you. I saw what you did. I watched everything. I saw you take three men. I saw them fuck your asshole. Sugar Bear, I saw a man cum up your ass.” She stopped sucking to stare at me again. “Want to know the truth?”

“Yes.”

“I joined the group of men using your mouth. You sucked and swallowed me and never knew it.” She groaned deeply. “I watched you lose yourself and then I left you out there and came to bed. I allowed them to have you, Rita. You have no reason to feel guilty. I could have stopped you, but I didn’t.”

She attacked my meat like a fiend, pulling and sucking like she needed my load. I surprised myself and got almost fully hard. I let her work out her guilt. I took a while to orgasm but when I did it was epic. She kept me in her mouth until the last drop leaked and then slipped me out to snuggle under my arm. We lay in silence like that for a long time.

“Here’s what I’ve learned,” she muttered, exhausted. “I can turn men on, just by being naked. All they need is to see me. Can you imagine? What a fucking rush. I can stand there, motionless, waiting, and as their eyes roam my face and my body, they become increasingly aroused. I wish I’d known about this power sooner, but maybe it’s best that I didn’t. Some of them get so excited by the sight of me, they go a little crazy.”

“Is crazy the clinical term?”

“Yes. I guess I never understood lust. Not truly. I always imagined it was a controllable force, like worry, or fear. But it isn’t. Lust runs deeper than that. Lust sends roots all the way down to our primitive brain. We must answer. Think of it: one cannot help who one is attracted to. It totally changes how I must treat my patients going forward. Now I get why all those women and girls pose naked. The Internet is flooded with them, and I never knew why. I get it now. This is a new, deeper understanding. I feel like my eyes have been opened.”

“You’re not leaving me for a porn star, are you?”

She hugged me tighter.

“On the contrary,” she said. “I love you more than I ever have before.”

“You’re a gorgeous, sexy woman, Rita. That’s power.”

“It is, you’re right, I just never knew how much. I’ve seen it hold elevators for me and score me a few free drinks, but never anything like what just happened out there. You slept through the first few hours. I was alone and went wild. The group came to party, but one thing led to another. You were sleeping so soundly I let you. I never expected a bona fide orgy to break out. It was madness. It started with Lucas kissing my breasts and then Maria joined him. A spark caught. They are all industry people except for a shocked few. What a story they went home with tonight! Within moments I was swept up, hands everywhere, mouths and tongues all over me, licking my pussy, nibbling my nipples. I felt the pressure of a cock at my entrance, and I knew it couldn’t be Lucas because he was busy kissing me. All I knew is some man wanted in. I spread my legs and let the anonymous stranger have me. That act carried an erotic charge I’ll never forget. It changed me.”

“I hope you don’t mind I used your mouth.”

“That was precisely the right thing to do. You’re a wonderful man. What an experience. I feel reborn.”

She had been talking fast, excited, but now her voice was fading.  She was utterly fatigued. I held her as she succumbed, and I let her sleep. Something told me everything would be different now.


Chapter 14

The coffee shop hummed along, a model of efficiency. Maria hustled behind the counter, dancing a skilled ballet with her coworkers. They were all so good at their jobs, I had to admire them. Outside, the summer sun scorched. In here, air conditioning kept us all cool. Maria had dressed for the summer sun, however, and the thin white T-shirt beneath her apron did little to hide those succulent breasts, breasts I had come to know intimately over the last few months.

Maria was a regular in our bedroom now. She’d offered to invite Tess, one of the girls she works with. I remembered her. Tess is a small Asian lovely with petite breasts and a pretty face. Maria and Rita have their attraction to each other, but Tess would be coming solely for the dick. My dick. Rita has given me the okay. We just needed schedules to align.

Tess figured out something was up with Maria and asked her point-blank. Maria confessed and Tess said she wanted in. She was still a virgin, thanks to her strict parents, and she’d had enough of it. She wanted to experience sex and needed someone older to teach her. Rita offered to share Lucas with her, but Maria warned her colleague that Lucas would rearrange her guts. Tess said that sounded like fun.

I watched the girls fly around behind the counter, performing their tasks with skill and humor. Tess and Maria were perfectly comfortable in each other’s personal space, and it was only a matter of time before their coworkers noticed. Questions would be asked. Secrets would leak.

Rita looked up from her laptop.

“Maria?” she asked. “Or Tess?”

I chuckled. Rita’s self-confidence was in the stratosphere these days. Maria and Tess were no threat to our marriage, and she knew it. I was free to stare if I wished.

“Both,” I said. “Neither. I’m not watching them, per se, but the way they move behind the counter. It’s clear something has happened between them, something intimate. Others will notice. Our secrets will be discovered.”

Rita shrugged. She had her psychiatry practice, and nothing could touch that. These days her patients are amazed by her insights. Rita has helped, truly helped, more frustrated housewives in the last few months than the rest of her career combined. She’d never cross the line with any of them, she says, but she sure can get in their heads and explain things, remove fears, offer counsel.

The door to the coffee shop opened and Lucas entered. He saw us at the back table and smiled. He headed our way. The girls saw him too and Tess got so nervous she dropped a cup. Maria put a reassuring hand on her friend’s shoulder and spoke softly. Maria had asked Lucas about the porn business, but he’d forbidden her. They were working on an OnlyFans page for Maria. He offered to let her use his dick but not his face. His face was licensed to his producer.

“Listen,” Rita said. “Before Lucas gets here. Back when we were on vacation, I bumped into Buster the day we left the resort for the flight home. We swapped cell numbers. He called yesterday and said he was coming to town for a layover this weekend. He wants to fuck me again.”

“How did he sound?”

“He sounded good. Healthy. Happy.”

“He has you to thank for that.”

“Maybe.”

I studied her face.

“You’re going to do it,” I said. “You’re going to fuck him again.”

“I’d love to,” she admitted. “Is that all right?”


Chapter 15

I checked the focus points on all the cameras one last time. Perfect. They were on a timer to change the angle every ten to twenty seconds. Meanwhile, I walked around with a handheld unit, recording and broadcasting the action. The viewers would get their money’s worth.

Rita always wore a lace mask, but Maria boldly showed her face. She still had some rebellion against her parents to work out. Her OnlyFans page had been up only a few months, but her subscriber count was already through the roof. She’d fucked Lucas the first few weeks and posted about it on her social media. One of her posts went viral and was still going viral. Daily sign-ups arrived by the truckload.

She’s sucked my cock a few times, my face off-camera, and brought back three different ex-boyfriends for quickies. After them, she invited Lucas back for more. This last week has been nothing but her and Rita going wild on each other. Viewers could not get enough.

Tonight, we had something special planned.

I swung the camera over to show the bathroom door.

“Show time,” I announced.

“I’m nervous,” a sweet voice said from beyond the door.

“Don’t be,” Rita said. “You’re going to love this.”

The door opened and Tess stepped through.

Tess the pretty Asian.

Tess the virgin.

She was dressed in a pale-green see-through teddy, and she was clearly nervous. Her breasts were bigger than Maria’s, but her areola and nipples were small, like a boy. Maria waved her forward and they kissed on the lips, just a peck. Maria faced the camera while Tess climbed onto the bed behind her. Rita, mask in place, leaned over to softly kiss the anxious girl.

“Tonight,” Maria told the viewers. “As promised. Tess loses her virginity on camera. Welcome to the twenty-first century.”

She turned to join Rita. I watched with a growing erection as Tess slowly gave in. Tess is not one to enjoy women the way Rita and Maria do, but a soft tongue licking your pussy is a hell of an argument. Maria bathed the girl’s breasts with her tongue while my wife kissed a trail down Tess’s body to slip her face between the girl’s legs. Tess squirmed like a thousand fingers touched her. Maria and my wife knew exactly what to do, torturing the poor girl with erotic sensations she could not resist. Tess’s resistance crumbled slowly but inevitably. If it feels good, it feels good, and being women too, Maria and my wife knew how to make what they did feel amazing. Tess, she who swears she has no interest in girls, slowly gave in. When Maria climbed over and straddled Tess’s face, lowering to her mouth a dripping wet pussy, Tess slipped her tongue in. Complete surrender.

“Holy Mother of God,” I murmured.

Thank the Lord I was already naked or else my penis would hurt me. My dick was throbbing, watching the seduction of this sweet little innocent. Tess cupped Maria’s small butt cheeks and brought her pussy forward, licking all over and in, enjoying her first taste ever of a juicy cunt. What a moment. What a sight to see. Rita slipped a finger into Tess’s pussy and began a slow in and out while she sucked and licked the girl’s clit. Tess moaned. Maria moaned too. Despite her preferences, Tess ate pussy well. Maria ground her cunt into the Asian girl’s face.

The bedroom door opened.

Buster stepped into the room.

He was already naked and already rock hard, waiting and watching from the other room. This was not the same Buster of a few months ago. Rita had fucked the man many times since our vacation, teaching him how to be a better lover, showing him all he could do with the wonderful cock God had given him. He’d lost weight. His hair was styled and slicked back. His body hair had been waxed away or trimmed close. He was still old, but he was no longer a blundering goof in bed. Buster was suave. Buster was sophisticated.

Buster knew how to fuck.

Maria heard the door open and lifted herself off Tess, moving to hold the girl’s wrist to the bed. Rita did the same, sliding up to hold Tess’s other wrist. Tess sensed another presence in the room and lifted her head to gaze down the length of her body. Her eyes landed on Buster, framed between her legs. His cock stood up like a battering ram, engorged head full and straining.

“No way,” Tess murmured. “He’s too big. I thought I’d be fucking Lucas.”

“Buster is better for your first time,” Rita said. “Lucas would hurt you. Buster will hurt too but in the most delightful ways. I know how much you want it. You were soaked, even before I went down on you to make sure. You’re ready for your first cock ever.”

The old man took a step closer. His eyes roamed Tess, admiring her hot young body and pretty face. She waited like a sacrificial lamb, waited for a penis to penetrate for the first time.

“Look at that thing,” Tess whimpered. “My pussy is tight on my finger. That thing will kill me.”

“That thing,” Rita purred. “Will set you free.”

Tess looked doubtful, but she couldn’t pull her eyes away. Buster moved closer.

“You’re a virgin?” Buster asked.

“Yes. I am.”

He placed a soothing hand on her foot.

“I will be as gentle as a soft summer rain,” he said. “I will wrap you in warm caresses and ease myself all the way into you. I will fill you on the inside, moving slow and sure, until you are ready to explode around me.”

All three women stared at the man.

“Now I want him to fuck me,” Maria muttered.

“Me too,” Rita said.

Buster turned bashful.

“I just want her first time to be memorable,” he said.

“It so already is,” Tess said, rolling her eyes.

I glanced at the video feed. Our viewers were going crazy. A few young males commented that Buster was too old for Tess but most of the audience couldn’t wait for the moment to arrive.

Buster lifted her foot to his mouth and kissed under the arch. Maria cupped Tess’s breast and lowered her hot mouth to the nipple. Tess was breathing faster. Buster shuffled closer and I moved around to keep the camera aimed at his approaching cock. The angle I found showed his size advancing on her small slit. Rita had thoughtfully flipped the teddy out of the way and untied the panties, leaving Tess exposed. The girl wasn’t shaved or waxed. Her bald labia had simply not seen hair yet. Those smooth lips looked delicious. Buster moved closer and I caught his cock head nudging and then pressing against her opening. Tess groaned. I moved closer still, filling the screen with fresh young pussy and impending cock. The head mashed her labia outward, like a flower opening. He dominated her small hole. He looked too big for her, but I said nothing. Buster slowed his penetration despite his desire and gave her time to adjust. Rita and Maria attacked the girl’s sensitive breasts, licking and sucking. Tess moaned and squirmed.

Then she went utterly still.

Buster had begun to move through the tight ring of her opening, and she felt herself filling with cock.

“Oh, my, God,” she whined.

Her hand drifted up to his hip, helping to guide the man forward. He showed incredible restraint. In his shoes I’d be so hot to get inside this Asian hottie I would have plunged my cock long ago. Not Buster. His age gave him discipline. He watched Tess closely, careful not to hurt the girl. One inch and then another slowly vanished inside.

Tess moaned, caved, spread her legs and offered her pussy. Her hands found his hips. She lifted her pelvis and rocked up and down, trying to capture more of that incredible cock.

“So good—” she groaned, biting off the words. “I like—”

My dick pulsated with desire. Her pussy stretched to accept this invading ram, stretched to hug his thick cock. He withdrew a little before sliding deeper and I saw along his shaft how wet she was. He sank deeper and her back arched off the bed.

Buster moved his hands to her hips, holding her down, preventing her from sliding up the bed. He shuffled his feet even closer and then added his weight to her penetration. Tess groaned loudly at the relentless encroachment. Buster was stuffing the girl with cock, and she loved it.

I pulled back to get his big balls in the frame. Rita and I knew from experience how much sperm the man carried around in those large testicles. Tess would get it all. I glanced at Rita and Maria and realized Tess would get the first batch, but either my wife or Maria would get the second. I always feel a rush of angst when I imagine another man ejaculating inside my wife, angst, and arousal.

I broadcast the entire penetration from start to balls-deep. The comments flew by. Viewers were going wild. Buster withdrew and sank again, her gushing cunt making the invasion easier. Within moments his hips were churning that cock into her depths and Tess was holding his shoulders and begging him to never stop.

Her orgasm, the first of what would be many this night, caught her by surprise. Her eyes went wide. Her expression turned to shock. She felt her cunt clench around his girth and then explode with pleasure. She howled, which became insane laughter, which dropped into sweet sobbing. Buster fucked her with strong smooth thrusts until she returned to Earth.

Buster was only getting started.

I watched and recorded for an hour as Buster moved Tess around the bed and claimed her sweet pussy. The girl warmed quickly, grew hungry for cock. By the end she was fucking him. Maria and Rita stayed close but feasted on each other, allowing Tess to enjoy her deflowering to the fullest.

When Tess could take no more, Buster pulled out and buried his cock in my wife. I kept the broadcast going. After Rita, Buster fucked Maria. Tess was ready again after that and pushed Buster on his back, riding his fat dick like a champion until she orgasmed again. I kept the camera going, my cock aching with unfulfilled need, until Buster finally pinned Tess face down and pumped a deluge of steaming sperm into her. My wife and Maria cleaned the man with their tongues, and everybody got tangled in a pile of arms and legs while they caught their breath.

“I’ll need a minute or two,” Buster said. “I’m not so young anymore.”

“Thank God,” Rita said. “If we’d have met you in your youth, you would have fucked us to death.”

“I wish I had met you then,” he said. “I wish my wife was still alive so she could meet you too. I wish a lot of things had been different, doctor, but at least I have now. Meeting you on holiday was the best possible thing to happen to me. You saved my life. I’ll never forget that.”

“That’s so sweet,” Tess joked. “But I want more dick.”

She moved down the bed to slip the old man into her mouth.

End.
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