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Chapter 1

Electric blue is my favorite color but I can't tell you why. I like the smell of gasoline but I can't tell you why. I find waterfalls beautiful but I can't tell you why.

I fantasize about my wife getting fucked by another man but I can't tell you why.

These things are just me. I was born feeling a certain way about them. I've dug deep, especially regarding the wife thing, questioning myself hard, exploring who I am and why I am, but come away with no better understanding.

Experience taught me to love some things in life.

Some things are simply who I am.

My wife, Amy, gets up earlier than me so she goes to bed earlier than me. I give her goodnight kisses and tuck her in and then head for our home office. I write or read or watch a movie.

Often, I watch hotwife porn.

Amy doesn't know this about me. I've tried to tell her what I like, hinted about my kink, but she just laughed, told me I was being silly. I don't try to talk to her about it anymore. I joined a chat room of like-minded husbands and talk about my feelings there. My stash of downloaded hotwife porn has swollen to more than two-hundred gigabytes, all of it good stuff.

Right now, Amy is leaning over the bathroom sink, brushing her teeth before bed. She's wearing a frumpy green nightgown, flannel, that hangs from her shoulders in a shapeless mass. Despite her erection-killing sleepwear I can still detect the hot body underneath. Amy was a late-bloomer, skinny and flat all through grade and high school, and then blooming like a rose a few years after college. She can't wear half the clothes in her closet anymore. She has only one swimsuit that can contain her too-large-for-her-body breasts. She's outgrown the others and not gotten around to replacing them.

"Remember we're working that expo this weekend," she said, spitting out a mouthful of white foam. "The airbag manufacturers convention or something like that."

"Yup. Got it."

We both work Monday through Friday jobs, but sometimes also work weekend side events for the convention center downtown. Amy's older sister, Carla, works there as a coordinator and throws us these lucrative gigs. It's good money. We set-up and break-down booths, serve food or drink, guide lost people to their destinations, and just about anything else that needs doing. These jobs gobble up the entire weekend but we don't care. We have few friends. Over the years we've lost contact with almost every friend from our past. We have no children or even houseplants that need watering, and our cat prefers to be left alone so she can sleep. These gigs are easy money.

Amy finished brushing and rinsed. She spat. She dried her mouth on the hanging towel and got in bed, excited for sleep. I kissed her lips and we chatted briefly and I left her, turning out the light. She rolled on her side. She'd be asleep in seconds.

I entered our home office and pulled my chair up to the desk. I hide my hotwife links inside nested bullshit folder names in case Amy ever uses my computer. There's no reason she should and she never has but still, why risk it? Too embarrassing. I clicked the link to my favorite site and browsed the free video section. A seemingly infinite number of wives now enjoy the lifestyle and post their movies to OnlyFans. Many are placed for free to entice subscribers. I found one woman who's a favorite of mine because she looks like Amy and hit play. In seconds, I saw her working a large black cock down her throat while her husband sat in a nearby chair and jerked off. My skin grew warm and my penis inflated. I desperately wanted to see Amy do something similar. I squinted to hide detail and make it look more like Amy and pulled my penis through the leg of my shorts. I stroked as I watched, imagining that thick black cock was stuffing Amy's mouth. I don't care one way or the other about the color of his skin, I just want to see Amy suck a big dick. I got hard fast. With one ear aimed out in the hallway and the rest of my attention on the screen, I was soon throbbing with need.

Amy has never caught me watching hotwife porn but she did come close once. A bad headache drove her from her bed and to the office where we keep the Advil. Lucky for me I heard a footstep at the last second and minimized my window before she entered. She was too sleepy to notice the bulge in my boxers. I grabbed the pills for her and shared my water and off to bed she went. I waited for sleep to claim her again and pulled my dick out to pick up where I'd left off.

Minutes later I spewed a fountain of hot jizz imagining Amy swallowing what came out of that big black cock.


Chapter 2

Two weeks later and I'm bored and waiting impatiently for Amy to decide which one-piece swimsuit to buy. I'm seated in a comfy chair, thoughtfully provided by the retail merchant for bored husbands, as Amy vanishes into the dressing room over and over, each time reappearing in a new bathing suit. When she's not in front of me I'm staring at my phone or watching the other women emerge from their dressing rooms and turn this way and that before the wall of mirrors. I know better than to suggest Amy try some of the swimsuits these other women are trying. Some of the suits are barely there at all. I play it cool and avoid staring but I learn quickly which mirrors can be used to bounce around angles and give me the views I want.

A young redhead exited her dressing room and displayed herself, judged her body and how others might see it. I'm flat-out gawking at her fine ass. Her tits are smaller than Amy's but her ass is gymnast-fine and her thong bikini bottoms hide almost none of it. I look like I'm staring out into the store but in truth I'm burning her incredible ass into my memory. I pretend to look at my phone and then check her out again.

"Travis?" I heard my lovely wife say. "What do you think of this one?"

I pulled my eyes away from the redhead to my phone and looked up as Amy exited her dressing room. She's wearing yet another one-piece, black, but this one is cut the lowest in front and the highest over her hips. It shows more skin than any of the others, by a lot.

"I like that one," I said.

"I knew you would!"

"It looks amazing on you."

"You only like this suit because it shows off my body."

"Duh."

"Husbands aren't supposed to encourage their wives to flaunt their bodies."

"Not all husbands are the same," I said. "You have a hot body, Amy."

That shut her up. She turned to the mirror trying to see what I saw.

"Do you truly believe that or are you being a good husband?"

"Honey, listen to me. I'm going to speak as pure man, all right? Look at those tits. Look at that ass. Look at those legs. Your face is pretty and your body is smoking. You're a babe."

She scrutinized herself.

"I'm sorry for eavesdropping," a blonde woman said. "But he's right. You really are very pretty. I hate to butt in but so many women don't give themselves credit. You should enjoy how lovely you are."

I gestured towards the woman.

"Unsolicited second opinion," I said "Thank you, ma'am."

Amy blushed. The woman continued shopping.

"That was embarrassing," Amy said.

"You mean flattering."

She ignored me.

"All right," she said, giving up. "I'll get this one because you like it so much but I know I'll be uncomfortable. One snide comment from anyone and I'm changing into something more modest."

"Fair enough."

"Now I'll try on tops. A few are pretty daring. You'll like them."

I rolled my eyes but, honestly, I didn't mind. There were plenty of sights to see besides just Amy and I could always check football highlights on my phone. I noticed another husband suffering the same fate as me a few dressing rooms over. We shared a knowing smile and he pretended to shoot himself in the head. We pretended to laugh. Amy left her dressing room and stood before the mirror and my jaw dropped. Her top was white and thin and she'd skipped her bra. Two faint circles of areola showed. She acted like she was unaware so I knew this was her fucking with me. What she didn't know is my new friend could see her and was loving the sight. I got a charge from his voyeurism. Amy was displaying her tits and nipples to this man without knowing she was. She would have died. I said nothing and let the man gawk all he wanted.

"I like that top," I said. "Tight. Follows your curves."

"You are so predictable. I'm thinking about something to put on over my bathing suit. This top is a little sheer but when I wear it I'll have something on underneath. It will be hot at the pool so I just need a light cover-up."

She was teasing me with her tits and knew it. This is what she does when she wants me to fuck her later. She can't come right out and tell her husband to fuck her. That would be too slutty. Instead, she'll hint and tease until I figure out she wants dick.

Her next top revealed even more: deep cleavage and lots of skin. She felt safe tucked back here in the dressing rooms, safe to flirt with her husband. She had no idea there was another spectator. I knew and my balls began to heat. One by one she emerged from the dressing room modeling small tops to cover her bathing suit and exposing generous amounts of titty flesh in the process. The dude was loving it. His wife almost caught him staring at Amy but he managed to save the situation. It felt wrong to use Amy like this to arouse myself but she was trying to tease me so I think my actions were justified. This way we both got hot. All three of us got hot.

Her final top laced up the front like a tennis shoe. She posed and I gawked but then I took it a step farther, rising from my chair to loosen the strings. To see my hands that close to her breasts got her going and she breathed faster as I opened the front wider. I spread the gap until her breasts were barely contained. She gasped.

"You don't expect me to wear it like this, do you?" she asked.

"No."

"You just want to see my tits."

"Yes."

I bounced my gaze off several mirrors to catch a glimpse of my new friend. He was staring holes through Amy, mesmerized by her hotness. My wife looked at herself in the mirror and turned slightly side to side.

"If I wanted to go out in public like this," she said. "Would you let me?"

"Instantly," I said. "No question. I love to show you off."

She studied herself, no doubt picturing a day by the pool and her tits on display. I think she was turning herself on a little too.

"I don't know, Baby," she said. "The idea is exciting. How could it not be? But I don't know if I could ever walk around in public like this. Everyone would stare."

"You're right, they would," I said. "But everyone staring is the point, Honey."

"I'm not a slut."

"Slut is an attitude, not a wardrobe. Books cannot be judged by their covers. Picture a high-end fashion show. World-class models walk the runways, bodies out there for everyone to see but nobody cares about that. Nudity is not automatically slutty. Sluttiness is a mindset."

"Good one."

"Thank you. I thought so."

She examined herself in the mirror.

"I don't know, Travis. Part of me thinks it would be fun and exciting to maybe dress a little more revealing. I know my parents were too strict. All my high school friends said so. Even later, in college, my mom and dad tried to control who I was, who my friends were, and what I wore. Maybe I should relax a little. It's just every time I wear something immodest I hear their voices shaming me. It's hard."

"It is hard," I said, emphasizing the word.

She gave me a funny look. I raised an eyebrow. She realized what I meant and dropped her gaze to the front of my pants and the bulge which had sprouted there.

"Oh," she said. "How did that happen?"

"I'll explain once we're home. I told you how hot you are. Believe me now?"

She continued to stare at the lump in my pants.

"That's nice," she said. "Bulges make a girl feel special."

I took a chance. I reached for the laces of her top and tugged them wider, exposing stiff nipples and puckered areola. She gasped but allowed me to do it. We stared at her tits in the mirror but I got the added charge of knowing the man watching saw them too. So hot. So exciting.

"I think," she murmured. "I think you should take me home."

"After we buy this top. The other top too."

She laughed and put her breasts away. Sex when we got home was amazing.


Chapter 3

Tinkerbell, our orange tabby, swirled around my ankles. She usually goes to bed with Amy and sleeps next to her on my pillow, but tonight she was hanging out with me. I had seven windows of hot cuckold porn open and bounced around between them all. New stuff had recently been uploaded and it was all good. I'd saved several movies already. A good jack-off requires an empty bladder so I hit pause and hurried to the bathroom.

Upon my return, I found Amy seated at my computer, bottle of Advil in her hand.

"What is all this?" she asked.

I cleared my throat. Shit. Holy fucking shit. Busted.

"That's the porn I like," I said, forging ahead, believing the best defense was a great offense. "I planned on jacking off before bed."

She only half heard me, studying the action on the screen. I saw only the back of my monitor so I was unsure what she watched, but her facial expressions spoke volumes. Her eyes went wide.

"Is that her husband?" she asked. "Is this husband watching his wife have sex with another man?"

"Yes."

"He just sits by the bed and watches?"

"I think he joins in later."

"The men fuck her together?"

"Not exactly. The husband holds his wife's ankles and spreads her legs for the other man, offering her to him."

"She's okay with that?"

"She– um– She certainly seems to be. She appears quite wet."

Amy leaned closer.

"Yes," my wife conceded. "She sure does."

Amy watched in awkward silence a moment.

"Is that what you like?" she asked, gesturing vaguely towards the screen. "You like watching a wife get fucked?"

I was mortified.

"Yes."

"Or do you like watching the husband watch his wife get fucked?"

"I like all of it, Amy. I like watching the husband. I like watching the wife. I like watching the other man fuck the wife."

"The man fucking the wife has a large penis."

"Yes. I like that too. The man they get to fuck the wife must have a large penis or the whole fantasy doesn't work for me."

"Fascinating. Why?"

I shrugged.

"I've never been able to figure that out about myself, it is just what excites me. Watch the wife's face. She feels a big difference between her lover and her husband. She goes a little crazy for the new guy. That big cock gets to her, makes her feel new things. The bigger dick makes her intensely aware and reminds her this is not her husband fucking her. Also, that new big cock turns her a little slutty."

Amy watched closely.

"You tried to tell me about this. I never believed you."

"I've tried a few times. You always joke about it."

I moved behind her so I could see what happened on-screen too. The wife was in the kitchen, leaning over the stove, ass lifted provocatively. A muscular and well-hung stud was behind her, holding her hips in his hands and slowly pumping his thick shaft in and out of her body. The husband was underneath them, seated on the tile floor, neck stretched to lick her clitoris while the man fucked her. The husband was careful to avoid licking the hard dick that pumped in and out of his wife.

"That's a wild scene," Amy murmured. "I can't imagine what she's feeling in that moment. A penis moving inside and a tongue licking?" Amy shivered a little at the thought. "My God. Just imagine the intensity. How can she stand it?"

I started to get hard. Of course I did. My wife was watching my kink unfold on the screen and I was watching with her. Amy was picturing herself in the scene. I imagined she watched that thick cock slip and slide and wondered what it felt like. At least, that's what I wanted to believe she was doing. Was there a tingle in her pussy? I wanted to ask Amy a million questions but my gut told me to hang back and let her come to me. If I pushed too hard I'd scare her off. I stood behind her and watched as the action evolved on-screen.

Amy was mesmerized. The stud eventually withdrew his cock, sliding the beast across the husband's shocked face, and turned the wife to face him. He walked her backward to the dining table and sat her ass on the edge. He lifted her legs and inched his throbbing cock closer, a meaty spear about to impale. The wife bit her lip watching her lover get closer and closer. Amy bit her lip too, like the thought of that impending penetration got to her.

I thought I might die. Was Amy imagining that big cock sliding into her instead? It sure seemed like it. God! Amy was watching a thick cock move in and out and picturing how it might feel! I was thrilled just knowing her eyes were on the monster. To have her imagine how it felt was pure bonus.

"He's so big," she murmured.

I almost came in my boxers. Her words sliced right through me. I was barely breathing, afraid to break the spell. Amy still held the bottle of Advil in one hand but her eyes were glued to the carnal display on my monitor, her eyes were glued to another man's big cock.

The stud lifted the wife from the dining table and carried her into the living room. He told the husband to lie on his back on the carpet and then he positioned the wife over her husband in a sixty-nine position. He instructed the husband to eat his wife again. He told the wife to suck her husband's cock. They did as they were told. Then the stud knelt behind the wife and walked his knees forward, approaching the wife from behind. His hard cock seemed to strain, trying to reach her pussy again. The husband caught sight of the encroaching phallus and could not take his eyes away. The stud rested the tip of his cock at her entrance for a moment and then pushed gently, spreading her labia and entering her. She moaned around a mouthful.

Amy softly gasped.

"Oh, my God," my wife muttered, mesmerized. "I can feel that."

She meant it innocently but I experienced an erotic jolt like no other.

The stud added inch after inch until his large ball sack rested on the husband's forehead. The married man had stared wide-eyed at the thick penetration of his wife, right in front of his face, but now closed his eyes. The stud pushed deeper and his scrotum covered the husband's eyes, his nose separating the stud's testicles.

As her lover had gone deeper and deeper, the wife had gradually stopped sucking her husband's dick. She was simply too distracted. Her head rose and her expression changed to absolute ecstasy.

The stud held her hips and began a slow rhythmic in and out, dragging his fat balls across the husband's face as he licked his wife's clit.

"It looks like he's intentionally lowered his hips so his balls slide across the husband's face," Amy said. "That's a little humiliating, isn't it?"

"It could be, if that's what they're into. The husband might like it or it might simply be both men trying to pleasure her as much as humanly possible and they don't care about incidental contact."

"Incidental contact? Balls on your face can be incidental?"

"The men are ignoring each other. Look at the wife's face."

The woman was soaring through the stratosphere. These guys had her on the brink of orgasm and were keeping her there. The stud began to pump his fat dick faster and the wife groaned from the spike in pleasure.

"They are all about her," I said.

Amy watched the woman's expression for a moment but then her eyes slid sideways, back to that hefty cock plowing that soaked cunt. I wanted to jerk off so much. My wife had her eyes glued to another man. The wife whimpered several times and then arched her back, crying out as a massive climax shook her. The stud kept fucking and the husband kept licking and the woman shrieked and spiked in orgasm again, halfway through her first. She sobbed and gulped air, her body writhed. The husband had taken his abandoned cock in hand and jerked off, listening to his woman climax. The stud gripped her hips tighter and began stroking deeper. The wife was just coming down from her ecstatic trip amongst the clouds when her lover suddenly grunted and began to spew inside her womb. Amy was stunned.

"He's– He's ejaculating! He's cumming inside the wife, right in front of the husband. I can't believe it."

The wife ground her ass back at the stud, driving his dick all the way in where he filled her with sperm. On cue, the husband began to spurt too, launching semen like a fountain, raining hot jizz over his knuckles and stomach. The stud growled like an animal and continued to pump out a massive injection of sperm. The wife collapsed atop her husband, wiped out. The husband shot his final blast and tried to move his head aside as the stud pulled his fat cock free, but the man dragged a trail of pussy juice and semen across the husband's face.

"Okay," I admitted. "That was intentionally humiliating. But maybe that's what the husband likes. I don't judge."

Amy barely heard me. The stud remained on his knees and behind the wife, impressive thick cock slowly deflating. Sperm drooled from the tip to the floor, barely missing the husband's hair. My wife stared at the man's dick. The husband rose from the floor and spoke to whomever had done the filming, giving instructions for ending the recording. The screen went black. The video ended.

"Wow," Amy said.

"Sorry, Baby. You only came in here for Advil."

She turned in my chair to face me.

"Is all that the fantasy you described so long ago?"

"Mostly. One version of it."

"Do you honestly believe watching me get fucked would turn you on?"

I sensed I needed to be careful. She could have many assumptions about my kink. I needed to address them head-on.

"I know I would, Baby, and not because I'm unhappy with you or our sex life in any way. I don't want to use this fetish as leverage to have sex with another woman. I was simply born with this kink. To see you behave so sexually would light me on fire."

She held up a hand.

"Wait," she said. "Forgive me for being dense but I want this spelled out in plain language. You are saying you actually want me to fuck someone else? Or is it simply the idea of watching me fuck someone else? Is this a fantasy or something you'd truly want me to do?"

"To do," I said, voice hoarse. "Not behind my back. I'd hate if you cheated on me. But I'd love to watch you fuck, for real, in front of me."

"Oh. Wow. I never understood that part."

"I like the idea that you might do it. I love the idea that you will do it. Does that make sense?"

"Yes. That muscular young man had a big dick. Do you imagine a handsome athletic man like that fucking me?"

I was trembling all over. I'd fantasized about this conversation a million times but now that it was here, I was tongue-tied.

"Yes."

"Does he give me an orgasm?"

"Yes."

"Does he have an orgasm?"

"Yes."

"Where? On my tits? In my mouth? In me? Inside my married pussy?"

Fuck! She was killing me with these questions and had no idea.

"Yes," I rasped, voice tightening. "All of that, but especially inside your pussy."

"How can you want that?" she asked. "How can you possibly want that to happen? Do you think I don't enjoy sex with you?"

"No, I know you do. This is something extra, something in addition to our incredible sex life."

"Explain. If everything is so great, why want this? I guess I should be grateful you want to add another man and not another woman, but I still don't understand. Tell me."

I pondered a moment.

"I can be the happiest, most satisfied man on Earth but I'd still love a trip to Disneyland," I said. "When the husband and wife have sex they are always making love. They fucked when they first met but that aspect gets lost to familiarity. Now, despite how energetic they might get, the element of newness is gone. They can no longer fuck. It's always about intimacy now, to a greater or lesser degree. It's all about love and intimacy."

She rolled her eyes in an exaggerated way.

"What's wrong with that?" she asked. "Intimacy is what everyone craves."

"That's true, and I'm thrilled we have it."

"So, again, what's wrong with intimacy?"

"Nothing. Intimacy is like a good, balanced, healthy breakfast. But sometimes it's fun to break the rules and have pizza for breakfast. Sometimes it's fun to have cookies for breakfast. Sometimes it's fun to color outside the box. That video we just watched is a perfect example. First, we must admit married women are more than just wives. A wife is still an individual. It might seem silly to state something so obvious but she's a woman with desires independent of her husband. She can think and feel on her own. She sees attractive men every day. She may want some of them sexually. In my world, with a husband like me, she gets to act on those desires and he gets to see her be a more sexual creature. They keep all the love and intimacy and friendship they share, perhaps even gaining more."

"You think the wife can fuck another man and that will bring them closer?"

"Yes."

"That seems far-fetched."

"Really? Think back on all the times I've done something selfless for you and how it made you feel. You always experience a greater sense of intimacy after I do something thoughtful and giving. This would be like that, if you let it."

She watched the blank screen as I spoke. What was she thinking? Was she angry? Disgusted with me? Disappointed in me? Did I hurt her feelings by mentioning I'd planned to jerk off? Should I have brought my desire to her?

"You've tried to share these feelings with me," she said. "But I never took you seriously. I'm sorry you felt like you had to hide. I watched that video and saw people following through with what you've described and I must admit, it is unsettling. I'm convinced they're headed for divorce. If they aren't I'm sure they are a rare couple."

I cleared my throat.

"It's a common fantasy, Amy, and rapidly growing in popularity. Go online and look if you don't believe me. It's everywhere now. Everyone is doing it."

"Is that what you want, Travis? Do you want to watch another man fuck me? For real, not fantasy?"

Oh boy. Moment of truth.

"Actually," I muttered. "Yes."

"Would he have a dick like that? Would he have muscles like that guy?"

"If that's what you wanted, yes. I'd love to see that. I fantasize about it. I was about to fantasize about it again, just before you came in here and took my seat."

"Baby, I love you, but there's no way I could do that. I have a hard time even allowing myself to imagine fucking someone else."

"Did you imagine getting fucked by the stud in the video? I watched your face. Your felt everything that woman felt. Did you picture him fucking you?"

She hesitated.

"Yes."

The fire in my belly spread.

"How could I not?" she complained. "He's handsome and his body is amazing."

"Answer another question for me and be completely honest. Do you ever think about sex with other men? Actors? Guys from your gym? Some guy at the grocery store? Anyone?"

She tensed. I was straying into dangerous territory.

"That's not fair," she said. "Thinking the thought is a long way away from doing the deed."

"Agreed. I'm just wondering if the idea ever crosses your mind."

"Yes, it does."

"Thank you for your honesty. I can put you back in bed now if you'd like."

"Wait," she said. "What about you? Any other women?"

I shook my head.

"My fantasies don't run that way, Amy. All my fantasies are about you."

She met my eyes, wanting to believe me but worried it sounded too good to be true. I held her gaze and did not flinch.

"I'm sleepy," she said. "Put me to bed."

I did, but her kisses goodnight were lingering and sexy.

"Are you going to go jack off now?"

"Yup."

"Will your fantasy be about me?"

"Yup."

"What will you think about?"

"I'll restart that video we watched together. I'll remember how you stared at that man's cock while he fucked the wife. I'll remember you said he was handsome and his body is amazing. I'll picture you staring at him and tell myself you wished that was you on the floor and I'll blast a load into space."

"I wish I wasn't sleepy and didn't have this headache. You could blast that load into me."

"Next time," I said.


Chapter 4

Amy doesn't know much about computers. For example, she has no idea how to delete her browser history. I waited until Saturday when she was out shopping with a girlfriend and did some digging on her computer. She'd searched both terms, hotwife and cuckold, and watched numerous videos. More than that, she'd entered my office and watched many videos I had saved. I watched the ones she'd viewed to see what she'd seen. By analyzing all the movies she'd viewed I learned she liked fit but not too muscular tall blond men with large dicks.

I jerked off three times watching what she watched. I was at my computer when my phone buzzed and I checked the message. To my surprise and delight, Amy had sent me a nude. She was out clothes shopping with Tina, her best friend, and posed naked for me while in the dressing room. The shot was fantastic and I realized, knowing her, she'd probably taken a hundred and sent the best to me. She was looking into the camera but the mirrors in the dressing room showed her from every angle. I saw her ass from the back and her breasts from the side and in front. The lighting was perfect. She looked sexy as hell but the best part was her willingness to send the picture at all. I think her poor response to my admission of fantasy left her feeling bad. This was her way of making it up to me. I sent the photo to my computer and made it my wallpaper. She'd flip when she got home and saw what I'd done, but she'd let me keep it. What could possibly go wrong?

I studied the picture, feeling again how lucky I was to have such a hot wife. I was burning to share her but anything like that had to be her idea. My penis woke up as my eyes traveled her body so I took it out to play with, soon growing hard. I took a picture and sent it to her, remarking how my erection was a result of the picture she'd sent.

Don't waste it, she sent back. Save it for me.

I did. She got home about an hour later and we chatted for a minute and then she pulled me into the bedroom. I showed her my new background and for a moment she thought about protesting but then the flattery of what I'd done won her over.

"You want to see me naked every day?" she asked. "Is that why you put my picture up there?"

"Yup."

She was pleased to have a husband that fantasized about her. Most husbands think of other women they'd like to fuck. She enjoyed knowing my kink aimed my fantasies solely at her. She liked that I had her on display like that.

The cable guy liked it too.

Enough time had passed that I'd grown accustomed to the picture of Amy. I needed to upgrade my Internet speed so I called the cable company and scheduled a tech to visit. I met him at the front door and showed him into our office, pointing at my desk and explaining what I needed. I turned the man loose. Oops. I was working in the front yard when I remembered and ran back inside. Too late. An embarrassed Amy already stood in the doorway apologizing for her forgetful husband. I profusely apologized to both but especially to her. He thought the situation funny and told us not to worry.

"You look fantastic, ma'am," he said. "You have nothing to hide."

"Stop," Amy protested. "There's no need."

"I'm serious," he continued. "You look like a model."

He stood to come around my desk and reroute the cable in front and my wife and I saw the cucumber bulge in his pants. He avoided eye contact with us but Amy's eyes jumped to mine. She mouthed a wordless, oh my god, before she dropped her gaze to his crotch again. My heart lurched and then hammered in my chest. Amy checked the man out right in front of me. He pulled the cable through the panel and then circled the desk again, staring at the picture of nude Amy before running his eyes over her.

Yep, I thought. That's what my wife looks like naked.

My dick got hard in a flash. His was hard too and sticking down a pant leg.

"So, um," Amy said, trying to initiate conversation and extend her reason for remaining in my office. "How long have you been installing cable?"

"About six years."

"My name is Amy. What's your name?"

"Randolph. Randy. Call me Randy."

I loved this moment and I always will. My wife was intentionally delaying her departure. Did she find this man attractive? She was naked on the screen, mortified and shamed, but she refused to scurry away. She liked that he saw her nude. His eyes darted again and again to that wallpaper and then to her. He answered her question with small talk of his own, also delaying. I mumbled something about leaving the mower running and slowly backed down the hallway. Amy did not react. My wife was focused on this man and the effect she'd had on him. I reached an open doorway and stepped out of sight, watching my wife through a gap by the hinges. I couldn't see him but I heard them both plainly. He finished that task and came around the desk. Amy spoke to his face but then her gaze dropped again and I knew she was checking on his erection. She glanced down the hall, noticing, finally, my absence but not noticing me, and then stared at his crotch again. He was talking about some complicated job recently when Amy shocked me and interrupted him.

"I'm sorry," she said. "But I've got to know. Is all of that you?"

She pointed into my office just below waist level.

"Yeah," he replied. "Sorry. I don't mean to be rude. It's just that seeing you naked in that picture and then having you stand right in front of me is pretty great. I'm sorry. You look hot."

"Never apologize to a woman for that," she chuckled. "So you're not carrying a hammer in your pants? No special cable tool?"

"No, ma'am."

"I don't believe you."

Her voice had gone shaky. I detected a quaver in there. Her own words frightened her but she boldly pushed ahead.

"Well, ma'am, I'm not sure how I would prove it to you."

They stood staring at each other. My dick was hard as steel. Amy would break any second, I was sure of it, but this was already farther than anything she'd ever done before, at least as far as I knew.

"I could show you," he said, voice low. "But your husband would not like that."

"Actually," she countered. "My husband would."

They stared at each other again.

"Go ahead," Amy rasped. "My husband is out in the front yard. I can see down the hallway. We'll have plenty of warning."

I heard a zipper. Amy's gaze dropped an inch and I knew my wife was, at that moment, ogling another man's bare cock. I couldn't breathe. I'd broken into a sweat.

"That's big," she said.

"It gets bigger. Come put your mouth on me. Make it really big."

Amy shook her head.

"I can't touch you, Honey," she said. "I just wanted to see it."

"Meet me at a motel. I want to fuck you. You are super sexy."

"I can't do that. I'm sorry. It's sweet you want to fuck me but I'm happily married."

"He doesn't need to know."

She stared in silence for a time and I could only imagine him growing bigger and harder under her gaze. I desperately wanted her to go to him, to wrap her fingers if not her lips around his thick shaft.

"What a gorgeous cock," she mumbled.

"Come touch it at least," he pleaded. "I'm throbbing for you."

"Yes, you are. I can see that. I'm flattered but that would be cheating and I will not cheat on Travis." She giggled. "Although he'd probably want me to touch you."

Fuck!

Goddamn it. I urgently wanted her to touch him but I'd heard the conviction in her voice. She could look, in her opinion, but touching crossed a line. Fair enough. I'd comfort myself with this escapade and stroke out a gallon imagining her eyes glued to his cock.

"All right," he said. "You got me ready to bust. Just stay right there and let me look at you. Is that okay?"

"Sure."

There was a heartbeat of silence. Then I heard a belt rattle and fabric rustle.

"Oh," Amy said. "You mean so you can take care of yourself."

"Yeah. Just stay there and let me look at you."

He was stroking his cock! I felt lightheaded. This one-in-a-million opportunity was happening in my very own office! They fell quiet. Amy stayed in the doorway. I had her in profile, watching my wife as she stared down at his crotch. I imagined him standing, facing her, his ass against my desk and his pants open. I heard a faint rhythmic swishing, probably his shirt against his arm or something. Amy watched closely, eyes occasionally darting to his face before returning to his cock.

"Take a picture," he panted.

She didn't budge. Then, after a moment: "All right."

She drew her phone from her pocket and snapped a photo. She glanced down the hallway before snapping another. She used two fingers to zoom and snapped a third, leaning closer.

"Lift your top," he said. "I'm almost there. Just give me a little something to push me over the edge."

"Like what?"

"Let me see your tits. They look spectacular in the photo. Show me. I'll cum faster if you show me. Looking is okay, right?"

Amy weighed his words. With another glance down the hall to make sure she wouldn't get caught, she grabbed the bottom of her T-shirt and lifted. Her bra opened in front and she flipped the clasp, freeing her tits.

"Better in real life," he said.

He jerked faster. Amy stood there holding her shirt up and staring at his cock. I soon heard him groan and her mouth dropped open. His first blast landed on the carpet like rain.

"That's fucking hot," Amy said.

The man groaned as he nutted, spitting out long robes of sperm to land on the rug. Amy caressed a breast, fascinated by what she witnessed. At last he finished and she hooked her bra and smoothed her shirt.

"Damn," he joked. "You made me cum a lot."

"I'm grateful for the oatmeal shag he has in here," she chuckled. "I can't see where you shot."

"I was all over the place," he laughed. "You're fucking sexy. I'm going to get this job finished and get out of here."

Amy blew him a kiss. I retreated out of the room and slipped into the garage, then pretended to re-enter our home. I saw her walking towards me.

"How's it going?" I asked. "Did he finish?"

She didn't answer. She stepped close and kissed me, softly, at first, but quickly escalating into passion.

"I have something to tell you," she said, obviously excited. "I think you'll like it. At least I hope you do."

"Tell me."

"After the cable guy leaves."

I decided to take a chance.

"I heard everything," I whispered.

Her face froze and then turned to shock.

"I was in the doorway just down the hall. I watched you through the gap. I heard every word."

She searched my face for anger and betrayal, the emotions she expected to find. She saw none of that.

"You could have touched him," I finished.

She socked my shoulder.

"You heard us?"

"I did. I was rock hard. How big is he?"

"That's what you want to know? That's the first thing you ask about? What about my feelings? What about how crazy that shit was? Wait! Be quiet. I hear him coming."

I heard him too. He'd gathered his tools and collected his tool box. The ring of keys on his belt jangled.

"All set," he called out. "You have top speed now, Mister Drew."

"Thank you for everything," Amy said, fawning over him to make me jealous.

"My pleasure, ma'am. Call me again for anything you need. Anything. Here's my card and I jotted my cell on the back. If you have any problems don't go through the company dashboard. They'll assign someone else. Just call me and I'll come back."

She was trying to push my buttons, trying to make me admit I was upset. Nope. He handed her the card, not me, not the man that called him to the house in the first place. Nice. Obvious. Amy suggested I walk him to the front door.

"Would you mind?" I asked her. "I need to wash my hands."

She gave me a blank stare.

"I'd love to," she said.

He followed behind, watching her ass the whole way. I moved to our bedroom and stripped, waiting. She returned, words of annoyance on her lips, but rounded the corner and saw me standing there. She dropped her gaze to study my partial erection, growing slowly without being touched.

"He's about twice what I see in front of me right now," she teased, answering my question from before.

She was trying to taunt me but all she did was turn me on. I looked down at my growing erection.

"Was he circumcised?"

She gave up trying to rattle me.

"Yes. I can't believe you aren't upset. That man came into our home and jacked off in front of me."

"He had encouragement. Right? Do you remember showing him your tits?"

"Oh yeah," she chuckled. "I forgot that part."

She moved closer, staring at my dick. She was horny but not yet ready to admit that fact. I knew better.

"I'm going to put that business card on the refrigerator," I said. I'm going to look at it every time I walk by. I think what you did with him was wildly sexy and exciting. I'm not jealous, not in the least. I respect your boundaries and how you told him touching was out, but I loved that you stared at his cock and showed him your tits. I find all that incredibly exciting. I know you did too."

She was horny but still too uncertain about what all this meant. She stepped into my arms and I held her and waited. Her mind would settle and then she'd remember she wanted sex and that I was naked. After a minute, she palmed my balls.

"I liked the way he looked at me," she said. "Like he was starving and I was top sirloin. He didn't even know me at all so it was just pure lust. His eyes stripped my clothes away. He liked my face. It felt good."

"You chose not to touch him but did you want to? You can tell me the truth."

She hugged me a little tighter.

"I did. That's natural, right? I was amazed how bold he was. Inside our home! I think he enjoyed taking the risk, whipping his dick out with you just outside. I think he loved seducing a happily married woman."

"What kind of touching?" I asked. "Did you want to jerk him off? Did you want to suck on him?"

She looked up into my face.

"I didn't think about sucking his dick but I wanted to wrap my fingers around and feel how thick he was. I had him throbbing. I worried if I touched him I'd do other things too so maybe deep down I did want him in my mouth, I just never pictured that clearly, you know what I mean? I wanted to take his big hard cock in my hand and squeeze him to see how stiff I'd made him. He has a nice penis."

My mind raced. I imagined myself at work and Amy called his number. If he came back to the house while I wasn't there would something more happen? The law of diminished returns has no greater stage than sex. Actions escalate faster regarding sex than anything else. I knew with certainty if she called him over while I was at work, she'd wrap those fingers around him. I was so excited by the idea that my body trembled.

"Are you turned on right now?" she murmured.

"So, so turned on."

She placed a fingertip under the head of my cock.

"This one I am allowed to suck."

She sank to her knees and slipped my dick in her mouth. She was energetic, bobbing fast and sucking hard. She may not admit it to herself but she was as excited by what happened as me. She sucked my cock with eager enthusiasm, playing with my balls and licking up and down my length. She stared at my penis, although she knew it well, fascinated to have a fresh new memory of one unfamiliar. I wondered if she compared his to mine. I certainly hoped she did.

"Enough of that," she said, after a few minutes.

She stood and whipped her clothing off, tossing her garments aside. She grabbed me behind the neck and pulled me to the floor with her, finding my erection and guiding me in. I wanted to say all manner of nasty things to her. I wanted to demand the truth, hear how she wanted to fuck that man until he passed out. But I saw in her eyes the tumultuous emotions churning in her and understood now was not the time.

But the time was drawing nearer.


Chapter 5

Amy ended the call and sat her phone on the counter.

"Carla needs us this weekend," she said. "High school reunion. Good money, short hours. Set-up and break-down."

"Sounds good."

"Saturday and Sunday. Ballroom Saturday, Garden and lake barbecue Sunday."

"Which high school?"

"She didn't say and I didn't ask. Does it matter?"

"No, but the nicer schools pay more."

We spoke no more on the subject. We worked our regular jobs and ate our regular dinners and watched our regular shows and when Saturday arrived, we showed up for Carla. She had men for the tables and stage but needed us for the cutlery and settings and covering the tables with a nice white linen cloth. We worked fast and efficiently. We'd done enough gigs with Carla to know what she liked.

We were finished with set-up an hour before the first persons arrived. That's when I noticed someone had hung a large banner at the head of the room. I read what was written there.

"Amy?" I said. "I think we've made a mistake."

She was stacking cups.

"How so?"

"Look."

She turned to read the same sign I had.

"Fuck."

"Fuck, indeed," I agreed.

This was our ten-year high school reunion. We'd grown so disconnected from all those people we attended school with, we'd been unaware.

"Times flies," Amy muttered.  "How humiliating. We're going to be serving people we went to high school with. Goddamn it."

"We could quit. We could walk away."

"Carla would be fucked. No, I won't do that to her."

"Maybe we've changed enough that people won't recognize us. You have sure changed a lot."

She chewed a lip.

"I hated these people," she said. "High school was a nightmare. These assholes are cruel and small minded. This is terrible. They're going to think you and I are total losers. If I try to explain we only do this on the weekends for extra cash, I'll look like I'm defending. I'll look pathetic. This is terrible."

She was right and there was no talking her out of it. I thought back over all the people I'd known. I had one friend but he died a couple of years ago. I had a long list of people that were mean to me. I was skinny and dorky back in high school. These people were vicious.

"This will suck," I said.

"Let's just get through it. Hopefully you're right and few recognize us."

We got to work. I served food and Amy served drinks. The first people looked only vaguely familiar but then I saw Joe Lombard. He'd been a quarterback and a wrestling stud and shared my algebra class with me. I had been his favorite target to pick on. Worse, he'd stolen not one but three girlfriends from me, flirting with them until they dropped me, and then dropping them, usually after they'd blown him, just to show me that he could. He had a woman on his arm now and she was a total babe. Professional hair and makeup, combined with an expensive dress and jewelry, made her look highly successful. They both did. I think his watch was a Rolex.

"Is that Joe Lombard?" Amy asked.

"Yup."

"Damn, Baby. I'm so sorry. I know he treated you like shit."

Amy knew the history there.

"Let's just pretend we don't recognize him. Let's pretend we don't recognize any of them. Fuck all these people."

"Sounds good."

My wife loaded a tray with wine glasses. Then I heard her gasp.

"There's Dax," she said.

The pitch of her voice caught my ear. She'd had a massive crush on Dax all four years but he'd been too shy to chase her. The way he always kept his eyes on his shoes he may have never seen her. Of course, back then she was way too introverted to even smile at him. I noted others in the gathering crowd I recognized as well. Most had gained weight. They were all busy with each other and we served food and drink without being noticed. Hell, we weren't even seen. Just a couple of servants here for you folks. Dax was alone but soon engaged in earnest conversation with a small group. Joe and his wife had a crowd around them, his big booming voice laughing and talking loud and trying to hog the spotlight.

"Joe acts like he's got the biggest dick in the room," Amy sneered. "You know what that means."

She wiggled her pinkie at me.

"Is that supposed to be his penis?" I asked.

"Yes," she said. "I'm saying he has a small dick and so over-compensates."

"It's a great metaphor, Amy, except I've seen the guy naked about a hundred times in the locker room showers. His dick is big. He puts the cock in cocky."

"Oh. My bad."

"I appreciate the effort. Thanks for being on my side."

"Then I bet he's lousy in bed," she said.

"Thank you, again. Can we please stop talking about him in a sexual way?"

"Yes. Sorry."

"You know who else has a big dick?" I said.

She looked at me. I pointed across the room with a spatula.

"Dax."

Her face fell. Her head whipped around to look at her first crush.

"Seriously? He's so shy."

"Weird, right? He and Joe are the biggest but were at opposite ends of the socially confident spectrum."

"I never would have guessed that about Dax."

"I bet you wish you'd pursued him harder in high school."

"Fuck no," she said. "I was a virgin until my third year of college. I would have had no idea what to do with Dax. I was so easily daunted I would have just peed myself and died."

I laughed.

"High school sucked," I said.

"High school sucked."

We worked. We kept our faces down and played the part of wretched souls working the line. Nobody cared. Nobody even saw us. The night wore on and we carried away used plates. I thought we'd escape completely until I spied Dax talking to Amy. Dax was a classy, empathetic soul and had helped Amy collect dirty dishes. Their hands touched and then their eyes met and boom, he recognized her in an instant. His gaze went to her new body in full bloom and he gushed about how much she'd changed. He was cool about it but I saw how he checked her out.

I continued working but kept a watchful eye. I felt great conflict. My hotwife kink was activated by a well-hung man chatting up my wife, but the history they shared and my knowledge of her feelings for him fucked with me. I regretted sharing the size of his dick. I wondered if she was thinking about that kernel of information as she talked to him. I suspected she might feel the need to point me out so I put my head down and got back to work, burning with curiosity about their conversation and burning with a jealous lust about their obvious mutual attraction.

At last they parted and she continued cleaning. I resisted the desire to go pump her for what was discussed. I would wait for her to come to me. She did, eventually, working her way around the room. I noticed Dax throwing a few glances my way too. Clearly, Amy had told him about me and he wondered how I looked now.

"Nice to see you and Dax catch up," I muttered, once she was close.

"You jealous?"

"Not at all. No way. Of course not. Yes. He looks good."

"He owns three gyms and competes in Ironman competitions. His clothes are baggy but I could tell underneath his body is ripped."

"You checked on his body?"

"Of course. Almost everyone got fat. He stands out as an exception."

"Thank goodness I told you about his big cock. Now you can fully complete the image of him naked you've been building in your mind."

She snorted a laugh. I laughed too.

"I love it when you're jealous," she said.

"It feels awful."

"You do know there's no real reason?"

"I do. My lizard brain disagrees."

"Poor baby. I'll show you how much I love you later."

"Hm. I bet. But when you close your eyes will it still be me you're fucking or a ripped and well-hung Dax?"

I regretted the words the moment they left my mouth. I intended them as funny but they came out as mean and accusing.

"I'm sorry," I quickly added. "I was trying to be funny."

"Whew. I had no idea what to do with that question. Thanks for apologizing."

"I'd still like to take you up on your offer to display your affection."

"Just try to stop me, Baby."

Okay, good. We seemed to make it through my clumsy attempt at dry humor. Amy loaded her arms with dirty dishes and blew me an air-kiss.

"Oh," she said, as if remembering something. "Dax," she teased.

I didn't understand. I collected dirty dishes and then it hit me: she was answering my question anyway. What a confused mess of emotions she triggered. My kink awoke with full force. She'd be imagining Dax fucking her? Hot! But, also, not hot. She actually has feelings for the man. Real feelings are not part of my hotwife fantasy. My fantasy has her craving big dick, but a stranger's big dick. Anonymous big dick. Not some man from her past she still has feelings for. Not the one that got away. She headed for the kitchen and she was laughing at me. Wench. She backed through the swinging doors and vanished.

"Travis Drew," a loud voice called out, loud enough for the room to hear. "How you been, man?"

I knew the voice before I turned. Joe Lombard. Shit.

"Do I know you?" I asked.

He saw through my bluff.

"Come here, my man. Lay it on me!"

He extended a hand, which I shook, and then he pulled me in for a big bear hug.

"You look good, brother," he said, again, loud enough for the room to hear.

"You too."

"This is my wife, Sophia. I met her in Norway. We got married last year."

"Congrats. Nice to meet you, Sophia."

We shook hands. She was gorgeous, better looking up close, with green eyes that could melt steel.

"I stole every girlfriend this man ever had," Joe admitted to her. "I was such an asshole. I don't steal girlfriends anymore. Not since I met Sophia."

"That's a good habit to break," I said.

"You should have beat my ass."

"Right. Scrawny me? How? Not to mention all your big jock friends."

"That's fair, that's fair," he laughed. "Hey, what kind of car do you drive?"

This was a nightmare. Sophia was bored with it all but she was especially bored with Joe. What a douche.

"Rolls Royce," I said, backing away and raising my arms to show the dirty dishes.

He waved me off.

"Right," he said. "Bad timing. We'll talk later."

Not if I can help it, I thought.

I entered the kitchen. Amy was stacking plates in the industrial washer.

"Our own fucking high school reunion," she croaked. "What are the odds? I hate seeing these people again. Everyone's so fake. They haven't changed at all. Nobody has recognized me except Dax."

"You've changed a lot."

"I know! For the better. Now I want them to notice but they still don't. My ego is taking a beating. Two guys from English noticed my tits but their gaze never rose to my face. I'm just some dumb Hooters waitress to them."

"I'd love for you to rub their noses in it."

She shut the door, contemplating.

"I'd love to show them," she said.

I wondered what that meant but there was no time for a lengthy conversation. We needed to get the tables cleared so the band could play and these idiots could get drunk and dance. Amy and I hustled. Finally, the first chords played and the audience moved to the forward tables. I hung back. I looked around for Amy and saw her in a fire-exit bay talking to Dax. She was protesting something and he lifted her chin to look in her eyes. He was shy no more. My wife froze. He still owned her. How many years had she pined for the guy but been invisible? Now she caught and his attention. He'd come a long way to grow into a confident man.

I was conflicted. I loved seeing her with another man but this particular man stoked my insecurities. I knew how she felt about him. Anything she did with him would carry strong feelings. I just wanted her to want the sex, only the sex. No way she could do that with this guy. I served drinks and circulated but always kept one eye on them. At last they parted company and Amy grabbed a serving tray. We kept these idiots well lubricated. It was about half an hour before Amy and I crossed paths. We met at a table that needed empty glasses hauled away and she moved close.

"You still keen on me touching another man?" she rasped.

"You gonna call Randy the cable guy?"

She snorted.

"No."

"Who?"

I knew the answer before she said it.

"Dax."

My stomach fell. I knew it was coming and yet my stomach fell.

"Define touching," I croaked.

She sat her tray on the linen.

"Kiss?"

I kept my face calm.

"Maybe verify what you said about his penis?"

Holy Christ. She's finally ready to try something and it has to be with him. Goddamn it. If I told her no, would she ever try again? Probably not. She felt vulnerable and exposed right now. She'd laid her desires on the table, out in the open. I'd nudged her for a long time and now the moment was here. Here was what I'd tried to get her to do. If I deflected or refused, she'd never ask again. I was in agony. I should have expected this. If you tell your wife to pick another man, you have no right to judge her choices. I should have foreseen there would be choices I hated.

"All right," I grated, torn up inside. "When? How?"

"He suggested we step outside for fresh air. I'll be back soon."

"I work the crowd alone?"

She glanced around. The band started playing. The lights flickered several times and then dimmed.

"They'll start dancing and won't need refills for a while. I won't be long. Isn't this what you said you wanted?"

"Yes. Just, you know? Dax."

"I promise not to fall in love with him."

"Go," I said. "Hurry back. I'll be dying until I see you again."

She grabbed her tray and bolted. I watched. She spied Dax and pointed towards the double-doors at the back of the hall. Someone had wedged a trash can to hold them open and let fresh air in. Amy and Dax slipped through and the night swallowed them.

I was in Hell. I continued working just to keep my mind busy but Amy was all I thought about. What was he doing to her? What would I do if I were him? I groaned. Mister Big Dick Triathlete was with my wife, somewhere, doing something. My angst boiled over.

"Fuck!" I said out loud.

A few heads turned but nobody cared too much about the wait-staff. I carried a tray stacked with empty glasses to the kitchen. Time slowed. I checked the clock on my phone constantly. Twenty agonizing minutes elapsed before I saw Amy across the room, heading to the kitchen with empties. I cut a diagonal path to intercept. Her clothing was fine but her hair looked a little mussed.

"What happened?" I hissed.

"Kissing," she mumbled. "Lots of kissing."

We aimed for the seclusion of the kitchen. The door swung shut behind us.

"Talk," I said. "Everything."

She jumped forward and threw her arms around my neck. She kissed me over and over, then added tongue. Her mouth tasted like saltine crackers. I let her pour her affection out, returning her hot kisses, and then she moved her mouth to my ear.

"I sucked his cock!" she rasped. "I did! Baby, it was crazy! My heart is racing a million miles an hour!"

A napalm bomb detonated inside my chest. Holy fuck!

"He snagged my wrist," she continued. "As soon as we were outside. He lifted my hand, showed me my own wedding band. He asked if that ring meant I was married and I told him yes and he said he was going to kiss me anyway. He said he hoped I could find it in my heart to forgive him for kissing a married woman. God, he's such a good kisser! I felt all those years of want boiling up and crashing through me. We kissed like in the movies, Baby, and it was hot. His hands were roaming my body in an instant. I let him. He tweaked my nipples through my bra and rubbed my pussy through my pants and I let him do that too. It was so hot! I pulled him away from the building and under some trees out in the parking lot and we kissed. I kissed him with all those years of yearning and he felt it. He said he did and he felt the same. Normally I wouldn't care about such things but your comment from yesterday left me curious. I let my hand drift down to the front of his pants and I gently cupped his stuff. You are right, Baby. He's big. After I felt it I wanted to see it, like the cable guy, so I told him to take it out. Once I saw it and him, just standing there smiling, I lost my shit. Your words were in my ear as I dropped to one knee and sucked him. It's okay that I did, right? You wanted me to do things like that, right?"

I. Was. On. Fire.

I'd watched her lips move as she spoke, knowing those lips had just been wrapped around his thick dick. I pictured everything perfectly. I remembered his cock from the high school locker room and imagined my wife licking him from balls to head. I was relieved to have her back. I felt like I'd survived a brush with death. My fears and anxieties were draining away and replaced by a torrential rush of lust. Her face had never looked sweeter. Her voice had never sounded so angelic.

"You swallowed?" I blurted. "Is that what I taste in your mouth?"

She lifted a hand to cover her lips.

"Oh, Baby, I'm so sorry. I was so excited to kiss you I didn't even think about that. Let me chew some gum."

"Don't worry about it."

I grabbed her and kissed her fully on the mouth. I sent my tongue to find hers and she melted in my arms, returning my kiss with equal fire.

"He wanted to fuck me but I told him no, not like that, not in a parking lot under some trees. He said he wants to take me out for dinner, maybe a show, maybe a coffee after. Then he said we'd go to our expensive high rise hotel room and fuck all night. Can you imagine?"

She was beaming. Her big eyes radiated pure joy. Her time with him had also been a test of my fantasy and she now understood what I'd said to be true. She was imagining a proper date with this long-lost love.

"Did you tell him you would?" I croaked. "Did you agree to the date?"

"What? No way. I'm married, silly. But I loved that he wanted to do all that with me. So satisfying."

I wondered if I should keep my big mouth shut and count myself lucky to have escaped but I've never been good at keeping my big mouth shut.

"Are you sure?"

She stopped moving around to look at me.

"Travis. I'd have a wonderful enchanting evening with him and then return to his hotel room and spend the entire night fucking him. I'd fuck that man all night. I mean it. You don't want that."

"So you're saying you want to do the date but you're not meeting him out of thoughtful consideration for my feelings?"

"I suppose you could phrase it that way."

I grabbed her wrist like he had and pulled her close like he had. I was intoxicated by events and feeling reckless.

"Do it," I said, breathless and terrified.

She studied my face.

"You're serious."

"I am."

"You're scared."

"I am. Petrified. But, fuck me, Amy, it would be so hot."

"You're crazy."

"Maybe. Probably. Aren't we all? But my version of crazy means you get a night with a man you've always desired. Our marriage will survive, right?"

"Of course."

"Then why not do it? Fuck him, Amy. This is what you want most. This opportunity has fallen in our laps. If we hate it, we never repeat it."

"What if we love it?" she warned.

I leaned in close, hot breath on her neck.

"Then we do it again," I said, raising goosebumps down her arm.

"You are crazy."

I didn't argue. I couldn't argue. This was a huge risk but there was no way to stop myself. My kink had me by the balls. I kissed her again to taste Dax in her mouth and my heart hammered in my chest. If I could have fucked her right then, I would have.

"We have work to do," she said. "We've been gone a while."

I nodded and we headed back out, sweeping up empty glasses and serving fresh drinks. Nobody seemed aware of our absence.

We finished the night and drove home in silence. The car was filled with tension. I pulled into our garage and hit the button to close the big door behind us.

"You said I could," Amy murmured. "So, I did."

"That's right."

"But now you seem upset with me."

"Not at all, Honey. I'm wildly horny and plan on ripping your clothes off the instant we step inside."

"You mean it?"

"Yes. Why do you think I'm upset?"

"You got so quiet. You hardly spoke to me the rest of the night. I knew you'd be angry if I ever actually went through with one of your fantasies and I was right."

"Sweetheart, no, that's just you seeing what you expect to see. That's just confirmation bias. Honest. I think what you did is awesome. How excited were you? How excited was he?"

"He was wildly excited. He came too fast. I wasn't ready and neither was he. I told him it was fine. I liked that I turned him on so much. I liked learning that he'd wanted me all those years like I'd wanted him. So, you're not mad?"

"Not at all."

She leaned over her seat to kiss me again and there was Dax on her lips, despite the gum. I got hot. I took her hand and rested it on my erection growing in my pants.

"Can we make love?" she asked. "I can sense your passion but I'm feeling vulnerable after what I did. Can we go slow?"

"Of course, Baby."

Not at all what I was in the mood for but it would be that or nothing. I would take what I could get and hope after a few encounters like this, she warmed up to the idea. We left the car and entered the house.

"You said I could," she repeated.

"I did. I wanted you to do it and I'm glad you did."

"I still have a hard time understanding that."

"Maybe give up trying to understand and just accept? We are different people. I can't believe you like kale."

She laughed.

"Did you compare eating kale to wanting me to have sex with other men?"

"Yes, I did."

"You're insane."

We held hands and wandered to the bedroom. I don't know what happened in her mind during that short journey but as we reached the bedroom door she turned on me, leaned her body against mine and kissed me deeply. She may have wanted to make love while she sat in the car but somehow that was all behind her now. She suddenly reached for my belt buckle with urgent need. We were naked in seconds, kissing wildly. I nudged her towards the bed but she dragged me down to the floor, so great was her need. She grabbed my erection and stuffed her pussy with it, moaning loudly.

"Fuck me, Travis," she hissed. "Be rough."

I wondered what was going through her mind but performed as requested. I was happy to. I had an ocean of pent up emotion and I took them out on her, hammering her tight little cunt, pulling her hair, tossing her around the floor, slapping her ass and slapping her tits. I went wild and that was exactly what she wanted.

"I sucked his cock," she rasped into my ear, and I fucked her harder.

She orgasmed twice before I left her on the floor, exhausted and sweaty and leaking my semen.

"God," she mumbled. "I needed that."


Chapter 6

Sunday dawned. Carla, Amy, and myself were at the softball fields early. We set up tables and chairs and a BBQ tent. Carla had hired chefs and bartenders to do the cooking and serving and mostly needed Amy and me for the smaller tasks. More people attended the picnic than the dance the night before and the fields soon crawled with people. A friend from woodshop recognized me and we chatted for a few minutes, catching up on all that had transpired since graduation. Other than that Amy and I were once again invisible.

I kept a close eye on my wife. Joe came around to give me a hard time for working the event, again, and then had the nerve to offer me a job selling cars on one of his lots. Idiot. I reminded him Amy and I do this gig for extra money, that we are flush with cash and I don't need a job. He boasted about how much I would make as a salesman and I had to listen. Then he dropped his empty cup on the grass and walked away, knowing full well that I'd be the one to pick it up. I put his trash in the receptacle.

"Asshole," Amy said, walking up from behind.

"That he is."

We discussed the logistics of covering all the fields and assigned ourselves tasks. This gig had us depressed. Normally we love events like this but seeing everyone from our past and how they looked at us, when they looked at us, was a downer.

"I can't wait until this gig is over," Amy said.

"Ditto."

We operated under little black clouds for most the morning. I was watching Amy when her face suddenly lit up. I followed her line of sight and observed Dax had finally arrived. The dude drove a Ferrari. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw him but so did mine. This picnic was about to get a lot more interesting.  I set more chairs around another table.

"Is that Samantha Worthington?" I heard someone ask.

My head snapped up. Samantha had been my dream girl. She attended our school her freshman to junior years and then she vanished. Her family moved away over the summer break and I never saw her again. Amy had her Dax. I had my Sam. I moved aside to get a look at her and softly gasped. Samantha had grown up well. She wore a tight too-small T-shirt and denim shorts but somehow still looked classy. Her body was juicy, with palm-sized breasts and a firm ass. Her arms and legs were toned. Her long red hair was casually held back in a ponytail. Several girls from the gathering squealed with delight at her arrival and ran to hug her.

"Close your mouth," Amy said, behind me. "Bugs will get in."

I closed my mouth. It was too late to hide my reaction. Amy saw everything. The little furrow between her eyebrows told me I'd made my wife feel terrible.

"I'm sorry, Honey," I said. "That was rude."

"But it was genuine. I was so relieved when she was absent from last night's festivities but now here she is and your reaction is exactly what I feared."

"I'm going to ignore her, Baby."

"That's good. I appreciate the gesture of respect. But I still hate knowing she has a special place in your heart. Worse, now, because she looks like that. She had no boobs in high school."

I'd lost the opportunity to hide my reaction and pretend Sam meant nothing to me. Amy knew the truth. My gut reaction had hurt my wife's feelings and all I could do was wait for her to get over it. Amy wandered off to unpack more plastic cups. I couldn't blame her. She'd been through a lot emotionally the last forty-eight hours.

"Travis Drew," I heard a melodic voice say. "Turn around and greet me properly."

I turned, and there was Sam in all her glory. In that moment, I did what any heterosexual man would do when confronted with that much sexy femininity: I looked her up and down. I didn't think to do it, I just did it. My male brain wanted to drink in all that hot goodness in. My eyes betrayed me. She looked fucking fantastic. She paused, allowing me to get a good look, and then she stepped forward and kissed me on the lips. My hands rose to her hips to push her away but my brain short-circuited and I only rested them there. I was stunned to be kissing Samantha Worthington after all these years. Her lips were soft and warm and wet. Sam pressed her hot body against mine and I felt every inch of her all the way down. My dick twitched with anticipation.

Then I remembered Amy.

I gently pushed Sam away. My eyes darted to Amy, hoping she'd missed that exchange. She hadn't. Her face showed the hurt she felt.

"You look great," Sam said.

"So do you," I admitted.

She looked me up and down.

"Are you working this event?" she asked.

"Yes. My wife and I. You remember Amy?"

Sam turned and spied my wife. She hurried over to give Amy a hug and exchange pleasantries and then returned to me.

"So cool you guys got married. I don't remember you dating in high school."

"We didn't. We ran into each other after college and started dating then. Love just grew between us."

"That's so sweet. I'm in town for only a few days. Let me give you my number. Do you have your phone on you?"

Fucking women. Politics flare between them so easily. Now Amy would see me take out my phone and enter Sam's number. If I refused, Sam would know Amy was insecure and needed protecting, which was something Amy would hate. Sam had maneuvered me into an untenable position. I calculated Amy would be less upset if I got Sam's number than if I babied her and made a scene. There was no way to win.

I took out my phone. Amy turned abruptly and strode away and Sam began speaking numbers. I entered her digits, resisting the urge to run after my wife.

"Send me a text," Sam teased. "So I have your number too."

She waited so I typed out: Hello, this is Travis, and hit send. Her phone chimed.

"I'd love to get together," she said, checking my message. "Just you and me."

She kissed my lips again, just a peck, and walked away to speak to others. I went after Amy. I tried to explain and reassure but she'd seen me ogle Sam. There was no getting around that. I could offer a hundred excuses but Amy trusted her own eyes.

"You want to fuck her," she said.

"No, I don't."

"That's a lie. Admit it. You're trying to make all this go away but lying is not how you do it. Tell me the truth. Do you want to fuck her?"

I drew a deep breath and held it, releasing air slowly.

"All right," I said. "Here's the truth. Yes, I want to fuck her. I've always wanted to fuck her, and she looks way better now than she did then. Of course I want to fuck her. Every man at this picnic wants to do that."

"Thank you for your honesty."

"She caught me by surprise, Honey. I'm sorry I looked at her like that. That's on me. But the other shit is all her. I figured you'd rather have me take her number than look like I was protecting you. Am I wrong?"

"No."

"I'm just fucked."

"Yes."

My wife stormed off again. This shitty event was now even shittier. I served drinks and kept a watchful eye out for Amy, hoping she'd cool off, but she went to work the other side of the field. After twenty minutes my phone buzzed. I quickly checked, hoping it was a message from my wife. Nope.

You look good, Sam had written. Good enough to eat.

I had no idea what the proper response should be so I sent nothing. Her comment did send me down memory way, however, and I recalled the hot and sexy fumblings behind the gym and under the bleachers. Sam was fascinated by penis, always wanting to see mine and touch it. It was Sam that gave me my first blowjob. I remembered her bald slit and how good her pussy tasted. She'd get drenched. We never had intercourse but we did almost everything else. My phone buzzed.

You have one more load for me? she wrote. Just for old time's sake?

Jesus Christ. Sam was asking to give me a blowjob. I was suddenly lightheaded. Amy had sucked off Dax so why couldn't I enjoy Sam? I immediately shoved that thought from my head. I'd been the one to nudge Amy at Dax. Amy had zero desire to see me with Sam. I put my phone away and worked harder, losing myself in simple tasks. I could not wait for this fucked up day to end. After several minutes my phone buzzed again. I hurried, hoping it was Amy.

Remember these? Sam had written

There was a photo of her bare breasts. She wore the same outfit I'd seen her in an hour ago. She was off somewhere, probably the cinderblock ladies' room, and snapping photos of her tits for me. Ruthless.

Don't they look so much better now?

I stared at them because, yeah, they looked fucking gorgeous. I wondered if I was about to get a pussy shot too.

I heard a scuff behind me and turned. Amy, looking over my shoulder at my phone. My heart froze.

"Hand me your phone," she said.

"She's sending me stupid texts," I explained.

"I'm sure she is after the way you looked at her. She knows you're interested. Give me your phone."

"Baby– " I began, struggling for a response. "I– "

Amy stuck her hand out and I stopped speaking.

"If you don't give me your phone right now I can only conclude you are trying to hide something from me."

I handed her my phone. She read Sam's texts and stared at the woman's lovely breasts.

"She has nice tits," my wife said. "Nicer than mine. Don't you think?"

Then the worst thing possible happened. The pussy shot I'd wondered about arrived, in full HD color. Amy stared at Samantha's bald and pretty cunt, one labia held open with a slender, delicate, well-manicured finger. My wife drew a ragged breath. A text arrived to go with the picture.

Smooth and ready, just how you like it.

Amy flipped between the picture of Sam's tits and her pussy. Then she flipped through all the messages.

"Why did you never tell her to stop texting you?" my wife asked. "Why did you allow this? I know she's hot. Were you planning on deleting everything after she'd finished sending you her body one piece at a time?"

"I was about to tell her to stop."

"No, you were staring at her perfect tits."

"I was about to tell her to stop."

Amy began typing a response to Sam on my phone. She wandered away a few steps and I knew better than to follow or try to get the phone back. She hit send and then dimmed my screen and closed my phone.

"I came looking for you to apologize," my wife said. "Prematurely, I see now. I overreacted to Sam's aggression towards you. She did all that to fuck with me because she's a cunt. She was a cunt in high school and she's still a cunt. Men are so stupid. Fuck her if that's what you want."

She handed my phone back to me and walked away. I was at a loss for words. Amy was deeply hurt and she was right: I could have texted Sam to stop. I could have put my foot down and declared my loyalty to Amy, fully rejecting Sam and her many advances, but I hadn't, and I hadn't because Sam was gorgeous and sexy. I liked the pictures and I craved her attention. I did still want to fuck her, but that wasn't my crime. My crime was not putting Amy first.

I scrolled to read the message Amy had sent Sam from my phone: Leave my fucking husband alone you slimy cunt. You may be prettier than me but I know how to fight and I will smash your pretty face against a curb until no amount of plastic surgery will ever make you pretty again.

"Fucking hell," I mumbled. "That should do it."

I chewed on what I'd done and my culpability. I owed Amy a huge apology and an admission. I went looking for her, growing concerned when I couldn't find her.

I did, at last, in the parking lot.

She was talking to Joe Lombard.

They leaned against Joe's red Cadillac convertible. Amy stood much too close to the man. Sophia had skipped today's event, no doubt feeling her attendance last night was sufficient. Amy stepped away from Joe's car and leaned against the car parked next to his. Then she suggestively planted each foot outside his, essentially placing him between her legs. She'd worn a T-shirt and functional denim skirt with pockets today, but with her legs open like that her skirt rode higher on her thighs.

My temperature shot through the roof.

She wouldn't dare. Not Joe. She knows I hate that fucker.

Oh, my brain thought. Men are stupid. That's exactly why she WOULD.

Any other man would have charged in and interrupted them. My kink, combined with my sense of guilt over Sam, kept me rooted. Part of me watched to see her back away. I hoped she'd come to her senses and realize this was a step too far.

Nope.

They stopped talking for a second and she leaned forward, cupping his cock and balls through his pants. He laughed and let her fondle him for a minute and then opened the car door for her. My wife climbed in. My mind screamed at my legs to move but my dick shouted them down.

Let's wait and see what she does.

That was my kink talking and my gut knew it was terrible advice. I again tried to make my legs move but instead I stood there watching as he ran around to the driver's side and started the engine. He backed out and drove away, carrying my wife off with him. My blood turned to ice. He stole every girlfriend I had in high school and now he'd taken my wife too. I ground my teeth, watching them leave. He drove in a large circle around the parking lot until he reached the main gate and then he took a sharp left, angling down an unused arm of the huge lot. There were benches and tables and even a bathroom in that area of the park but nobody ever went there. I watched until I lost sight of them and then ran along the fence, darting under trees until I spied his red car in the distance. They'd parked at the far end, away from everyone.

I stopped to look back at the party and determined I'd refreshed drinks recently enough. I wouldn't be missed for a little while. I started running again, racing across the park, using trees for cover until I arrived near his car. They'd gotten out and now sat at a picnic table, talking. I breathed a sigh of relief. That didn't last long because Amy leaned over and kissed him on the mouth. They made out for a minute and then she lowered her face to his lap. She was going to blow him like she'd blown Dax. He helped her with his pants and then his cock was free, bigger than I remembered and swaying in the breeze. My wife admired it for a moment, saying something to him I couldn't hear, and then directed his meat into her warm and wet mouth. My heart caved in. I hated that man and now his dick rested on my wife's tongue. Her head bobbed slowly as she took more and more.

He spun around to place his back against the table while he sat on the bench and she slid to the ground, moving between his knees and stroking with one hand while sucking hard. Goddamn motherfucking Joe Lombard. I wanted to die. I wanted to die, but I couldn't look away. He said something to make her laugh and she doubled her efforts on his cock. He rested a gentle hand on her head, enjoying the up and down of her mouth on him. I wondered how long it would take him to shoot. I thought about rushing in and putting a stop to everything, but what if she didn't stop? What if she just kept sucking? Him having her was bad enough. Him having her in front of me, him knowing that I knew, that would be too much. I decided to take my lumps, accept this as my punishment for Sam, and move on.

Then she stood and reached under her skirt. She shuffled her panties down her legs and climbed on the bench. She straddled him. My eyes grew huge as she lowered her hips to his lap and held his cock upright, steering her pussy to land atop his prick. She used her body weight to sink onto him. His head fell backward and his mouth opened in pure bliss. Amy stared at his dick vanishing into her body.

At last their pubic bones met. His inches were fully concealed, buried in her, wrapped all the way down to his balls with her steaming enveloping sheath. She snaked her arms around his neck and planted her feet on the bench, pulling her soaked cunt up his length. She rose until she held only the head remained inside and then relaxed her legs and eased her cunt down his length. His arms extended to the sides, hands gripping the edge of the picnic table. Amy began to ride with passion. She fucked herself wildly on his upright spear. He did nothing but hold himself still and allow her to use his long thick cock. His bare meat was sliding inside her wet tunnel and driving her pleasure higher and higher.

Her cry of orgasm pierced my heart. She'd fucked herself to climax on Joe Lombard's big cock. The searing agony of the sight made my eyeballs ache. Joe Lombard! Fuck! He was in her, feeling her, milked by her. He was enjoying my woman as she gave herself to him freely. I was tormented by the knowledge that my least favorite human was right now balls deep in my wife. I had been desperate to watch her fuck and now here it was, but not Joe, never Joe.

I would never, ever, ever live this down. That bastard would hold this tryst over my head until the day he died. Amy worked his thick cock with real desire. Her moans were real. Her gasps were real. He was making her feel all kinds of lovely things and it was killing me.

All at once he stood and carried her with him. He fucked her standing, lifting her in his arms to drop her down his cock again. Then he turned to face the picnic table and moved her to all fours: hands on the table and knees on the bench. He shoved her skirt over her ass. Her cunt was at the perfect height and he pistoned his fat dick while holding her hips. His ball sack swung wildly. Finally, he grunted and drove all the way in, flexing his hips with small pumping motions as he sprayed her cunt full of sperm. Her head rested on her forearms now but she kept her pussy raised. He drained his balls deep inside her and then pulled out, still mostly hard and looking like a total stud. She turned to face him, saw his erect dick, and dropped to sit on the bench. She struggled to catch her breath.

"That was fucking hot," she declared.

He laughed, palming her breast through her T-shirt. Their voices dropped again as they began to adjust clothing.

I got the hell out of there, heading back to the picnic and making a quick round to dispose of dishes and empty cups. My mind was flipping out, somersaulting downhill towards a cliff. I'd wanted to see her get fucked but not like this, not him. I focused on my job clearing and serving but all the while a voice in my head repeated the same refrain: Joe fucked Amy. Joe Lombard fucked Amy!

I hated that truth.  

But I grew erect anyway.


Chapter 7

I moved between tables, keeping my head down and doing my job, and my goddamn dick got stiff in my pants. Several former schoolmates noticed and made funny faces. I just kept moving. Amy did not return by the time I thought she should so I slipped away again and cut across the field. I cautiously approached the picnic table where I'd left them. I hid behind trees and bushes, taking a slightly different path this time which put me closer. Then I saw them. He was fucking her again! They'd moved to the table's end and he'd bent her at the waist. Her skirt was once more shoved over her ass and he fucked her from behind. My wife's expression was pure bliss as his thick cock forced her open and filled her. He fucked like he'd been a stud his whole life, which he had, holding a fistful of her long hair and keeping her pinned to the table. She knew he was fucking her. She knew and she loved it. I'd arrived just in time to see her orgasm again, her toned legs trembling and her soft cries of pleasure floating across the grass. I'd been to this park a dozen times but it would forever now be known as the park where Joe fucked Amy. That would be the table, the altar upon which he'd sacrificed her fidelity. My mind boiled at the sight of that asshole claiming ownership of my wife but my dick was solid steel. A conflicting mix of emotions battled in me.

Then Joe leaned over to growl something into her ear.

"Do you take it in the ass?" he asked.

My heart boomed.

"No," Amy groaned.

"You do now."

He withdrew his thick cock, already coated from his previous load and her own excited juices. He kept her pinned face-down on the table with a hand on her back. He withdrew his meaty spear. Amy tried to turn her head, to look over her shoulder at what he planned but his weight immobilized her. With his free hand, he aimed his cock at her puckered sphincter. Her head tried to snap around again.

"Joe," she pleaded. "Wait. I don't– "

Joe didn't wait. Joe flexed his ass muscles and held my wife down and Amy's asshole flowered like a blossom before his penetrating cock. She winced once and then groaned. Joe fed her ass an inch and waited, waited for her to realize the pleasure she felt. I hoped she'd reject this new way of conquering her. She didn't.

"Jesus," my wife rasped. "That feels– "

Joe grinned but she couldn't see it. He knew he was introducing her to pleasures she'd never felt before. He eased another hard inch up her slippery ass and my wife groaned with indulgent delight.

"Oh my God," she rasped. "Oh my God."

He pushed deeper. She lifted her hips off the table, pushing backward to meet his thrust, helping him sheath that veiny tube deeper. He sank another inch and then withdrew before sinking half his cock again. Amy's head rose and her back arched.

"You're fucking my ass," she said, as if she couldn't believe it herself.

"That's right, Baby. I'm going to go balls deep. Wait until you cum with this cock up your ass. You'll see stars. You'll pass out, it feels so good."

Amy said nothing but nodded tentatively. She was barely listening to him, overcome by the sensations of a thick cock pumping her rectum and the knowledge that a thick cock was pumping her rectum. All her attention was focused on that reality. Joe shuffled his feet for a better angle and released his cock to move both hands to her slim waist. He no longer needed to hold her in place. Amy had no desire to escape. My wife was mesmerized by his invading phallus.

He struck a slow and gentle rhythm, in and out mere inches at a time. I noted he was gradually working his meat deeper but I doubted Amy knew that. Her face was a frozen mask of devastated bliss. She couldn't believe the place she found herself. Joe fucked smooth and slow and I watched his cock slowly vanish up her ass.

At last his big balls came to rest over her pussy. He forced blood into his cock, causing him to flare inside her, and Amy groaned with new delight. He did it again, expanding the shaft and the head deep in her guts.

"I love it," she whimpered. "I love it."

He began to move his hips, drawing half his cock out before sliding the length in again. My wife shivered with pleasure. He leaned farther over her body and began to thrust faster. She could take it now and that thrilled him. He'd conquered her ass. She now willingly gave him everything. He moved his hands lower, palming her rounded butt cheeks, and increased the strength of his plunges. Soon my wife was a moaning mess, urging him to fuck her harder.

She began to writhe beneath him, not in an attempt to get away but as an outlet for the mind-boggling waves of pleasure she felt. Her manicured nails raked the concrete table and then she moaned deeply, her moan rising in pitch until she squealed in orgasm. Her eyes flew open and her mouth flew open and a strangled cry of white pleasure rattled forth. Her body went rigid but Joe continued to fuck her puckered hole. My wife shook her head wildly, pushing her upper body away from the table. Her tits bounced and the muscles in her legs clenched. She bit her fist to keep from screaming and unleashed a titanic climax like she'd never known before. Joe fucked her hole faster, free now to chase his own orgasm, and moments later spewed and spurt his scalding sperm up her ass. They'd forgotten where they were and what they were doing, lost to the blinding sensations of epic orgasms. I was leaking cum in my pants like a grade-school boy. I trembled all over.

Amy melted into a puddle, breathing hard, sweaty, eyes wide with stunned realization. Joe kept his deflating cock up her ass because he liked being inside her and he wanted her to feel him in there. She'd come back to herself. Her wits would return. When they did, he wanted her to feel his cock up her ass and fully grasp what they'd just done, what he'd just done to her. I saw it on his face.

"Unreal," Amy muttered. "That was unreal. You fucking fucked my ass."

"No one has ever–?" Joe murmured.

"No. Never. I feel terrible that the first was not my husband, or, at least I will feel terrible once I stop feeling sooo goooood."

He chuckled. He pushed his hips forward to ease a softening inch up her ass again. She wiggled her butt at him.

"I'm serious," she purred. "That orgasm was different. I felt it all the way to my fingers and toes. I'll need to tell Travis to fuck me like that."

"Won't he wonder where you got the idea?"

"Oh, I'll tell him."

Joe made a face.

"You're going to tell your husband I fucked you?"

"I am."

"I don't want any trouble."

"He won't cause you any. His dick will get hard and then he'll fuck my brains out. He wants me to fuck other men. You're my first. He'll hate that it was you but that's what he gets."

"What did he do?"

'Samantha Worthington."

Joe looked surprised.

"He fucked Sam? Lucky bastard. I tried to hit that all four years. Never did."

Amy turned her hips, pulling her asshole off his dick.

"Why do all the men want to fuck Sam?"

Joe was smart enough not to answer.

"Anyway," Amy continued. "I can't wait to tell him what I've done. I can't wait to see his face. That man will be tied in knots. I'll need to wait until we're finished working or he might throw me down and fuck me on the grass in front of everyone."

"I'd like to see that."

They straightened their clothing and fixed their hair.

"How do I look?" Amy asked.

"Beautiful as ever."

"Ha! You never even noticed me in high school."

"Guilty. You were this shy, nerdy girl if I remember right. Did you notice me?"

She stopped to meet his gaze.

"Every girl noticed you, Joe. Quarterback, stud, already handsome and with muscles. Even the lesbians noticed you. I wanted you to fuck me all the way back then but I was invisible to you."

"You wanted to fuck me?"

"Oh yeah. No chance of that, though. You were dating senior girls when you were a freshman."

He grabbed the front of his pants and squeezed, laughing.

"Yeah. Word about this big guy and my skills with him got out and I had girls giving me their numbers. I'd get unsolicited titty pics sent to my phone and notes left in my locker. Good times."

"How many girls did you fuck back then?"

"I don't know. Maybe a hundred? More?"

Amy shook her head.

"Yet they were sluts and you were the stud."

"I'm afraid that's how it works."

"Not for long," my wife asserted. "Women are changing the rules."

"Fine with me. More pussy."

"You're married."

"So are you."

"You let Sophia fuck other men?"

"Hell no," he laughed. "I do buy her nice things though. Anyway, she's already on a plane to Norway. I only married her for her dad's money. She married me for a green card. We barely see each other."

He moved to kiss but Amy innocently turned away. It might have been that she didn't notice him coming in for a kiss but I don't think so. She avoided it. I'd just watched him fuck her ass but that little move she made pleased me greatly.

I knew they'd head to the party soon so I hurried back ahead of them. I was clearing a table when Amy began clearing another table near me.

"Still angry?" I asked.

"Not at all. I forgive you for everything."

"Why the change of heart?" I asked, knowing the goddamn answer.

She moved closer and lowered her voice.

"I had my resentment fucked out of me," she said.

I tried to look shocked and surprised.

"Who?"

"You're not going to like it."

"Who," I insisted.

"Joe. Joe Lombard."

This was her moment. I could ruin it for her and confess I'd followed her and seen everything, or I could pretend shock and dismay and give her the payback she craved.

"No," I stated. "Not Joe."

"Yes."

"Why, Amy?"

"Because it was Joe. I was mad and hurt over Sam but also I guess I needed to test your seriousness about this fantasy you've suggested. Fucking Joe covered everything. Plus, you'd informed me he was hung and I was curious. Just so you know, you were right. He's really big."

I thought I could fake my consternation for her benefit but seeing her face and the fire behind her eyes, hearing the new way she said his name, all proved too much for me. My dismay was real.

"I gave you what you wanted," she continued. "But I took something for myself too. If we do this I don't want you to find men for me to fuck. I'll want to find my own men, and some of them you won't like. I wanted Joe back in high school. All the girls did. Now I've had him and it feels good. I'll give you the details later, at home, if you'd like to hear them. Would you?"

I knew what she was truly asking. If I said no, my fantasy was dead.

"Yes."

"Even though it was Joe Lombard that fucked me?"

"Yes."

"Good. Let's finish and get paid and get the fuck away from these people."

She tried to give me a blowjob on the drive home but I stopped her. I let her stroke my dick as I drove but insisted she tell me every detail. Since I'd seen almost everything anyway, I knew how to ask the right questions. I got her to admit he came in her pussy. I got her to admit he'd fucked her ass and ejaculated up there too. She got turned on again reliving the moments and her excitement fueled mine. We raced to the bedroom and I tore her clothes from her body. She wanted to shower first but I gave her an adamant no.

"I want you used," I said. "I want you dirty. I want to discover every nasty thing about you. I'm making this up as I go, just like you."

She lifted her arms and presented her nude body. Video of what she'd done with him played in my head. I pushed her onto our bed and forced her legs wide, attaching my hungry mouth to her cheating cunt and devouring that little unfaithful biscuit.

She hadn't truly cheated on me. Not technically. I would have preferred to be a part of the event her first time and I desperately wished it had not been Joe, but I'd given her permission. I'd encouraged her to do it. She'd confessed immediately and hidden nothing, just like her confession about the cable guy. I hated that she'd fucked Joe, but she did nothing wrong.

Her pussy was a warm, wet slit that hugged my writhing tongue. I savored the taste and smell of her, the slick and slippery smooth insides. She'd milked his load with these tight walls. My tongue drove her wild. He'd left her cunt extra sensitive. She tried to stop me at first, warning what I'd find down there, but I was compelled. I needed her pussy in my mouth. Her first orgasm came fast and hard. She sobbed in release, sobbed for the emotional tumult of our afternoon. I wallowed in her carnal decadence, which is to say I slapped my tongue all around inside her. I licked and sucked and nibbled every inch I could reach. She'd never been so slutty and I wanted to bathe in it, drink it, feast on her.

Her second orgasm left her shaking and fetal. Her body and mind had been through a lot. I gave her no respite, moving up to my knees and burying my stiff dick in her faithless cunt. She was drenched and I slipped around in there. The reduced friction would have made climax more difficult but I was so aroused by everything I got there fast. I shoved her face down and fucked her from behind and when I pushed my thumb up her sperm-fill ass, I exploded with a lion's roar.

We lay there a long time. Eventually, hunger drove us from the bed. She mentioned a shower again but I pulled her away, throwing on baggy clothes and heading out for food. We picked up some Chinese and returned home. We ate and returned to bed, exhausted in every way.


Chapter 8

I awoke hours later and rolled over, burying my face in her crotch. I circled my tongue around her clitoris before pushing it into her pussy and she moaned, partially waking. I ate like a starving fiend, attacking her soaked cunt, until I tore yet another orgasm from her. She raked my back with her nails and shuddered down to the bone and then went limp. I moved up her body and fell asleep again.

In the morning, she was loving and affectionate, and so was I. Tinkerbell rubbed against my ankles and Amy rubbed against everything else. My wife craved constant physical contact and I was happy to give it to her.

We got dressed and ready for work and off we went, feeling our separation like real pain. We sent a hundred little love notes, sharing sweet memories or mentioning something sexy from our time in bed last night. Amy remembered how I'd attacked her pussy in the middle of the night and raved about how hot she found that.

You've never done something like that before, she texted.

We texted a lot until our jobs demanded our attention. I lived in a cocoon of warm love. My wife had her brains fucked out by another man only twenty-four hours earlier and yet we've never felt closer. I didn't analyze our emotions too much, preferring to live in them while they lasted. I was basking in the heat of my fantasy fulfilled when another text message arrived.

I'm meeting Dax tonight after work. Don't know when I'll be home.

A wave of heat slammed me. I may have gasped out loud. I looked around but everyone was busy so it went unnoticed. I read the message again. Then, I read it again. Sweet Jesus, Amy was already moving on to the next man. What do they say about being careful what you wish for?

When and where? I wrote.

Unknown. He's picking me up from my office.

I calmed myself. If Amy was meeting him directly after work, it was purely social. No way she'd meet the man without a shower first. She dresses conservatively for work. I expected for a real date she'd want to knock his socks off. This would be a few drinks, some catching-up on old times, and a bit of getting reacquainted. They would probably kiss. She might even blow him. The real rush would come the night of their date.

I got back to work. Titillating, yes, but not the main event.

My time to clock-out arrived but I kept working. Why go home to an empty house? I focused on tasks, pleased I'd be ahead for the rest of the week. The world outside faded away as I dug in. An hour passed. Then another. When my phone vibrated, I was concentrating so hard I jumped. I opened her message expecting to see she was on her way home but what I saw was a picture of a large, vein-covered cock jammed in her mouth. Her eyes conveyed satisfaction. I gasped. Here was Dax with his cock head tickling her tonsils. Forget the lavish date and high-class dinner at a fancy restaurant. My wife wanted him and couldn't wait. Hot and wild sex with Joe had changed her, awakened her. Amy now made bold choices for herself. I studied the picture. I marveled at that photograph.

Another picture arrived. Dax obviously held the camera and Amy had given him permission to photograph whatever he liked, as long as he sent the picture to me. A cascade of photos began to arrive: Dax, documenting my wife's oral adoration of his big cock and balls. She opened wide and nested his scrotum in her mouth, puffing her cheeks, his veiny appendage flopped like a snake across her face, reaching from her chin to her hairline. He wasn't even hard yet but his member dominated the photos. He and Joe had probably been the only two well-hung young men at our high school, but what different paths they'd taken. Word got out about Joe and he had the girls lined up to fuck him. Dax had been shy and introverted with few friends and had passed through those halls almost unseen.

He made sure he was seen now. He wielded that camera like a weapon, directing Amy on how best to please him and then capturing that moment to drive a stake through my heart. He made her hold her mouth open while he rested his cock on her tongue, just so I could see it in there. He instructed her to suck hard and pull his shaft away from his lap, stretching his meat like rubber. Each picture showed him gaining tumescence, inflating, expanding and growing rigid. We all knew where this was headed. We all knew what he'd do with that impressive cock once she had him fully engorged. My heart palpitated at the thought. Dax was no revenge fuck. Dax was no meaningless stud: hot, but purely physical. Amy had feelings for the man. Joe had been a game, a diversion. Dax was more than a game to her. She sucked his cock with a real desire to please the man because he meant something to her. To take his cock into her body would be an act of intimacy.

Amy had asked me once, years ago, if I'd ever considered sex from the woman's point of view. Of course I hadn't. She asked me to consider what it was like to allow a man to slide inside your body. To allow him to pass through all your natural defenses, physical and emotional. To open yourself to him and allow him to sink deep into the heart of you where you knew he'd soon deposit something and then leave. You'd be left with what he put there.

"How much trust would that take?" she'd asked. "How much would you need to want a man to allow him to do that to you? Men wonder why women get so upset when a man betrays them. Calculate that into your math. We are already more vulnerable. We are physically weaker. You can kill us with your bare hands. Yet we spread our legs and grant you a pathway to the very heart of us."

I remembered her words now. Dax sent me a picture of Amy on his big bed. My wife was nude and radiated desire. Her eyes were seductive, her body coiled and lithe. She wanted him and she wanted him badly. I saw all the signs. He thoughtfully captured a picture of his large erection in the foreground and Amy waiting on his bed in the background, her eyes affixed on his meat. She knew what was coming and couldn't wait. It's a hard thing to see your wife look at another man in that way. It tore me up. But I stared at the picture and grew stiff. I was alone in the office so I unzipped and withdrew my penis. I propped my phone to view the pictures more easily and then got the bright idea to email them to myself and open them on my work monitor.

Suddenly Amy was there in the room with me, the photos full of details the little screen on my phone couldn't show. I saw the sparkle of sweat on her back. I saw how the veins bulged along his shaft. Everywhere my eyes traveled they saw intimate aspects of my woman in his bedroom. In less than a minute my dick throbbed hard. What a terrible predicament. I both wanted to see my wife get fucked and dreaded the sight because of who the man was to her. This was real danger.

Dax had Amy grab his cock with her left hand, giving me a lovely view of the wedding ring I'd placed on her finger wrapped tightly against his rigid shaft. He then, over several pictures in succession, had her use that same hand to aim his stiff and curved cock at her swollen slit, split her labia, guide him in an inch at a time. Her pussy expanded to accept his superior girth and I knew Amy felt that shit. I could almost hear her groans as his dick opened her up. He withdrew to show me how shiny her wetness had left his prick and then he was penetrating her again, sinking deeper and deeper until his bulky shaft had disappeared, swallowed by my wife's body. He was fully embedded in her.

How intimate did that feel, Amy?

I felt it so I know she did too.

After that, the pictures stopped. He was busy fucking her slow and deep. I returned to all the photos he'd sent so far and reexamined each, driving the sword through my heart, torturing myself as I noted new details. This was psychological warfare. He'd set the stage with this agonizing portfolio, preparing me for this wall of radio silence. My stomach clenched and I ground my teeth, knowing each minute that passed was a minute he spent buried in her womb. I'd watched Joe fuck her and suffered at the sight but this was worse, far worse. My imagination provided all the sounds and smells and sights of what he must be doing to her. Layered on all that was my own mind telling me how much she must love having him, finally, inside her. I pictured the kisses she showered on the man, grateful, at last, to be filled by him.

"Fuck!" I shouted, into an empty office.

My penis stood upright from my lap but I dared not touch it. That hair-trigger appendage was ready to shoot. Ejaculating now would be a nightmare as lust drained away and I was left with only Amy in another man's arms. As long as I was hard I was involved in what she did with him. I scrutinized the photos again and again, hoping for another message from the lovers. I waited almost an hour, an hour of pure agony. When the next message arrived, my heart sank but my dick surged.

Milky sperm leaked from the close-up shot of Amy's cunt. Her puffy pussy looked raw. Snow-white semen trickled from her slit to dribble over her puckered anus. I stared and stared and stared. There it was, the indisputable proof. Amy was his until I could reclaim her. That photo was a terrible sight yet I loved it. I was desperate to stroke my cock and blast a gallon of cum all over the floor. I held back only by exercising my strongest will. The next message gutted me,

Go to bed, she'd written. I'm spending the night with Dax.

My agony would be unending. There was no sex with Amy at the end of this rainbow. She was his and would remain his all night. How many times would they mate? How many times would he inseminate my wife? His loads were obviously large. I saw how much fluid flowed from her slit. How many times would those big balls pump a hot load into her?

"Fuck!" I shouted again.

I looked down at my pulsating penis.

"You did this," I told it. "You brought this night down on our heads."

I curled my fingers around the hot shaft and stroked, flipping backward through the many photos available to me. I found my favorites and sent my eyes roaming their flesh. There was no point in me abstaining anymore. I would jerk myself to an epic orgasm and then I'd pray for death.


Chapter 9

My orgasm was epic. My eyes jumped from picture to picture as my hand jerked and my climax exploded. The room spun. My vision went all white. My skin turned to electrified tingling. I blasted long rope after long rope of sperm into the air and across the carpet. I sagged into my chair, dazed, obliterated.

I stayed hard. Rock hard.

I came around and the pictures of Dax fucking Amy waited for my, right in my face. I groaned and leaned forward, staring at the claiming of my wife. Post-orgasm made everything different, everything sharper. The stark images burned my brain cells.

"Go home," I told myself.

I made sure I closed my personal email and deleted my history. Amy walking in on my computer not so long ago had taught me a valuable lesson about caution. No way could I allow my colleagues to see Amy like this, to see our marriage in this way. I was careful.

The drive home took forever. I did not expect any further messages and I received none. Amy was with Dax completely, severed from me and our marriage. I had faith that when she returned she'd fully return, but she was giving herself this night with him. It was a fantasy realized for her, too.

I got home and stripped. I showered and ate. I retired to my office where I opened all the pictures again on my much larger monitor. Good God, those photos seared my eyeballs. Amy looked gorgeous but she cared only for his dick. She rarely looked directly into the camera. She always looked at him. The only times she looked at me was to show me what he did to her and how much she welcomed it. Soon she abandoned even that, giving Dax her full attention.

There was nothing for me to do. I got hard again studying those photos so I jacked off, twice, wiping myself out with fantastic orgasms. After that I was spent. I watched some television and crawled into bed. I slept fitfully. I got up and dressed for work, wondering what Amy had planned. I learned when I called her work after not hearing from her. She'd called in sick. She was still with Dax, extending their long night of passion. I focused as best I could and waited.

I had to laugh at myself. I'd wished for a wife hungry for other cocks and that's exactly what I'd gotten. I sat at my desk in utter agony but I felt my heartbeat in my partially swollen penis. I was ready to get hard instantly. I was on the edge, primed and horny. Amy was out getting a night and day full of thick dicking. My emotions were a jumbled mess but I'd asked for this.

Around lunch my phone buzzed and I almost leapt for it.

I have so much sperm in me my panties are soaked. I took the day off. Hurry home from work, I'll be waiting.

My heart soared. I checked my task list and realized with all the work I'd gotten done last night by staying late I could leave and nothing would get lost. I let my supervisor know I felt ill and he sent me home. I sped, no matter how hard I tried to drive the speed limit. She waited for me in bed and she'd skipped a shower. She smelled of sex. She oozed sexual satisfaction. I stripped as my eyes devoured every naked inch of her and she laughed, joyfully, pleased when my erect penis flipped out of my pants.

"That's what a girl likes to see," she chuckled.

I had a million questions. I wanted every detail. I needed to hear everything from her lips but first I needed to be in her. She opened her legs as I crawled onto the bed and guided my stiff dick straight in. I sank through a quagmire of pussy juice and semen, a day and a night and a day full of hot sex. He'd cum in her as many times as I'd feared. She was awash with his sperm. I pushed my hard cock through his massive loads and as deep into my wife as I could get it. I planted my lips on hers and she returned my hot kisses, as hungry for her husband as he was for his wife. I fucked her hard and fast, desperate to reclaim my woman. She understood, meeting my thrusts with raised hips, meeting my kisses with passion of her own. We rolled around in bed fucking like mad, his copious semen a lube for my dick.

"Cum in me like he did," she growled, ready for me to shoot.

I exploded like a volcano.

We spent the rest of the day in bed. I had pizza delivered. We ate and fucked and napped and fucked and ate and fucked. Poor girl. Her raw pussy was tender from his girth but she never shied away, ready to give her man what he needed. At last we lay in a tangle of arms and legs, sweaty and spent.

"I've been a fool," she mumbled. "I listened to my parents. I should have listened to my own inner voice."

"What do you mean?"

"Men like to look. I like to be seen. I've hidden myself away like their looking was my fault and my responsibility. No more. I'm clearing out my closet and buying things I like to wear. Are you ready to have a hot and sexy wife?"'

"More than ready."

"Was last night pure torture?"

"Amy, you have no idea. I was a crazy man."

"Did you masturbate?"

"Yes."

"You masturbated to your wife getting royally fucked all night?"

"Yup."

"More than once?"

"Three times."

"Three! I love it. Dax had the idea at first. I was done texting after I told you I was spending the night but he got this insidious idea. I told him about you and what we're doing and he said I should send you pictures. I gave him the camera. It was fun. Did you think it was fun?"

"Afterwards. While I was deep down it in I was in agony. I climaxed hard though."

"This is the most interesting kink I've ever heard of. Thank you for sharing it with me. I still find it hard to believe and I don't understand how it works but I have come to accept that it's real. Lucky me."

"You know you'll need to tell me everything about last night. Every detail. Everything you felt, everything he said, everything you two did."

She chuckled.

"I'll do my best. A lot of last night is a blur. I can't tell you how many orgasms he gave me. I lost count. Honestly, I never started counting. I just let them happen. His cock feels so good. I'd clench my pussy around him once he was all the way in and it felt like a steel rod in there. I was stuffed to the top with thick hard iron. I've never felt anything like that. Joe and Dax have given me an appreciation for size. I never cared before. My girlfriends would swear bigger was better but I never believed them. Now I get it. A big dick won't replace kindness and tenderness and love, but for fucking, they're the best."

She was turning me on without meaning to.

"Oh!" she said. "I forgot."

She left the bed and I watched her ass sway. She even moved sexier now, like she no longer tried to keep everything in, hold everything back. She went to her purse and withdrew her phone, flipping through various screens before handing the device to me. I looked at the screen.

"Video?" I asked.

"A ton of them. Dax likes recording us. I saved those for us to watch together. We can put them on the widescreen in the living room and dim the lights. You can fuck me while we watch Dax fuck me. You can add them to your folder of cuckold porn on your computer but now you'll be watching your wife instead of watching another woman and wishing it was your wife. Hot, right?"

"Scalding."

I resisted the urge to hit play.

"Let's go clothes shopping today," I said. "I'd love to help you pick things out."

"That sounds fun. I'll come out of the dressing room and show off for you. Maybe some other men will see too?"

"I'd like that."

I did not mention that other men already had on our last shopping trip.


Chapter 10

I pointed at the corner in our bedroom where the ceiling met the walls.

"The first one goes right there," I said. I swung my finger around to pint at the other corner. "The second camera goes right there." I pointed at a spot over the bed. "Another right there. Also, I'll have my phone and your phone on the nightstands, recording. We'll capture you from every angle."

Amy was nervous, wringing her hands.

"I never, ever thought I would do something like this," she said.

"Me either."

"I've come all the way from having no idea you watched hotwife porn to this, me agreeing to make some for you."

"You gave me the idea with those recordings," I said. "Besides, I know you want to fuck the cable guy."

She shook her fingers, trying to shake her stress out.

"Why am I so nervous?" she asked. "I did all that stuff with Dax."

"Maybe because you know Dax? Maybe because you didn't have time to think about anything, you just did it?"

She nodded, only half listening.

"What if Randy says no?"

I stopped moving around the bedroom to give her a long stare.

"What man would refuse you? Also, he wanted you to touch him last time and you refused. He'll jump at the chance to fuck you in our bed."

"He knows he's coming over to install the cameras, not to fuck me on video."

I sighed.

"Trust me, Amy. He'll jump at the chance. Any man would."

She was right. In the time since he was here last he may have acquired a girlfriend or wife and given her his loyalty. He might balk at the idea of making a video that could later somehow be used against him. There were plenty of reasons why he might decline her offer, but my gut told me he wouldn't. When he was here last he wanted Amy badly. Jerking off in front of her would only make him want her more.

"When does he get here?" she asked.

I checked my watch.

"Two hours. Time for us to fool around a little."

"Like hell," she said. "Time for you to get out of the bedroom so I can get ready. You'll need to wait until he's gone. I can't offer him a used pussy. Get out. Go watch football or something. I need time."

"How about a quick suck?"

She pushed on my chest, playfully shoving me towards the door.

"Nope. Out. From this moment until the moment he leaves our home, my body is all about him."

I closed the door behind me. I was thrilled I'd have real Amy porn to watch at night. We'd watch it together before sex. I know seeing herself on screen getting fucked would turn her on. I heard the shower come on in the master bathroom. I dropped onto our couch and watched a game.

One hundred thirty-five minutes later, my phone chimed.

Ten minutes away, he texted.

See you soon, I replied.

He had no idea Amy would try to seduce him. He'd install cameras that were obviously aimed to record sex and not for security purposes, and then my wife would suggest they test them together. I would leave once he arrived, creating a perfectly safe environment for the dude. I was already so excited my hands shook.

He arrived and I showed him in.

"Wait here, Randy," I said. "My wife was taking a shower."

"No worries."

I knocked on the bedroom door.

"Is he here?' she softly asked.

"Yes. Let me see you."

"No. This is for him. Go run your pretend errand and we can watch the movie together when you get back."

"That wasn't our plan."

"So? Plans change. Roll with it. This will be exciting."

An argument would be the worst way to start this event so I told her all right and returned to the living room. I explained to him I had to leave but would return in a few hours. I told him my wife would explain what needed to be done.

"Sounds good," he said. "How's the high speed working out?"

"I love it. You'll probably be gone by the time I get back so I'll see you next time."

We shook hands. I grabbed the car keys and my phone and knocked on the bedroom door to tell Amy I was leaving.

"Never mind, Travis," she said. "I can't do this. It's too much."

"Can't do what?"

She opened the bedroom door. She wore a bathrobe, loosely tied. Underneath I caught glimpses of the sexy bra and matching panties she'd purchased for him. Her hair and makeup were perfect. She looked hot.

"I can't fuck him on camera like this. It's so deliberate. There's nothing spontaneous or passionate. I'm sorry, Baby. I know how much you'd love a well-lit video of me from every angle but I can't do it."

I saw it in her eyes.

"All right, Honey," I said. "I understand. I'll still pay him to install the cameras but we'll just use them on ourselves."

She kissed my cheek. Her robe parted a little more and I drank in her feminine gifts. I returned to the living room pretending to end a phone call.

"I won't be leaving after all," I said. "Let me show you where we want the cameras placed."

"Lead on."

I brought him to our bedroom. Amy had hidden herself in the master bathroom and I heard the water running in the sink. I explained what we wanted and where and he followed me around the room making notes. I got an idea.

"You thirsty?" I asked. "Let me grab you a beer or something."

"Beer sounds great," he said, eyes darting towards the bathroom door.

I stepped away. My idea was that Amy heard our voices and knew we were in the bedroom. She'd wait until our voices were gone to emerge. If I left, she might come out and then oops, there she'd be in the bedroom with Randy. A longshot, with me still home, but maybe. I was so horny I'd take anything. I exited the room and paused in the hallway. I heard the bathroom door open.

"Oh!" Amy exclaimed. "I'm so sorry! I thought you both left."

"Your husband went to garb me a beer. We have a little more of the install to cover. You, on the other hand, have a lot to cover."

"A gentleman would turn his head."

"I'm no gentleman, and you look fucking delicious."

"I'm going back to the bathroom."

"No. Wait. Let me look at you. I'll warn you when I hear him coming. Let me see you. Open your robe all the way."

There was a pause.

"Good God," he muttered. "You are sex on two legs. You are a complete and utter babe."

"Shut up."

"I'm serious. Slip that bra off. Hurry."

I crossed my fingers. I heard sounds like she was granting his request.

"Jesus," he exhaled. "Step out of those panties. Let me see all of you."

"There's no time."

"Then stop wasting it. Show me your hot little cunt."

"Smooth."

"Do it."

I heard fabric rustle.

"That's a pretty slit. I bet she tastes good."

"Like honey."

"I suspect that's true. Too bad we don't have time for me to find out."

"That is too bad."

"Get rid of him," Randy said. "Send him to the store."

Sexual tension filled the air now. I felt it all the way down the hall. Her exchange with Randy had lit a fuse and I found myself once again outside of their lusty bubble.

"We're all out of beer," I impulsively shouted. "I'll be back soon."

I hurried out the door before Amy could protest. I had no plan but once I was outside I thought of the bedroom window. I ran around the side of the house and circled around to the back yard. Amy had closed the curtains when she got in the shower but not on the windows facing the back fence. We never closed those. There was no point. Over that fence was an empty field and then a forest.

I approached slowly and peeked around the edge. The shrubs shielded me. I'd made good time as Amy still stood there with her robe open, one half in each hand. She showed Randy her body, her succulent breasts and her smooth waxed mons. Her little slit looked mouthwatering and I was sure Randy felt the same. He must have because his next move was to step closer and sink to his knees, burying his face in her crotch. Amy grabbed his head with both hands, staring down as the man forced his tongue between her pussy lips. I couldn't hear through the glass but her lips said: We can't.

Randy did not listen. He reached under to cup her butt cheeks in both hands and force her cunt forward. The man feasted on her little pussy. Amy put up a pretense of struggle but soon curled a leg behind his back. He ate as her excitement grew but the bastard stopped just as it appeared her orgasm was about to begin. She stomped her foot in frustration as he backed away. He wagged a finger at her. He unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, peeling the two sides away. He reached in and pulled his cock out, draping the long thick sausage down the front of his pants. This was the first time I'd seen it and he was big. He pointed at it, saying something, no doubt reminding her how she rebuffed him the last time he visited our home. Amy listened and then dropped her gaze to his hanging meat. He rested both hands on his hips. I concluded an ultimatum had been delivered and he awaited her response. Her frustrated eyes jumped from his dick to his face to his dick.

She broke.

My wife shrugged off her robe. Randy took his dick in hand, toying with it. Amy walked backward until her legs hit our bed. She sat, and then she lay back, opening her legs to the man, offering the pussy he so recently tasted. Like a good boy he took a spot on his knees, once again devouring her cunt.

What I saw but she couldn't because the bed blocked her view, was Randy stroking his cock while he consumed her. His penis grew long and hard and thick. The head flared like a tapered helmet. He feasted on Amy until he once again had her close to orgasm, then he stopped, again. Amy smacked the bed with her fists.

He stood, lifting her legs as he rose, big cock fully hard now, and positioned his weapon at her entrance. My wife was shaking her head in protest but she made no move to get away. Last time he'd requested a handjob, possibly hoping for a blowjob. My wife had refused. This time he wanted far more. He leaned over her body without penetrating and she lifted a hand to his chest. He paused. They shared an expectant look and then her hand drifted down to his cock. She found him, curled her fingers around the shaft, and rubbed the tip around until she placed him over her sealed slit. Her hand floated away. He flexed his ass and his thick cock began to open her. She covered her face with both hands and he sank his meat into her body. He held himself over her and began to fuck, pumping only his hips. She moved her hands, opened her eyes, and pulled him down for a kiss. He let her. His body pressed down on hers and his cock sank balls deep. Her legs wrapped around his body. Her arms curled around his neck. They kissed, and his hips struck a rhythm.

I took my cock out. I'd wanted to see the cable guy fuck her from that first day long ago, and now I was. I would have preferred to have sound too, but I would take what I could get. The likelihood that Amy would fuck the man on camera and make my movies for me had just gone way up. Months ago she'd started out so opposed to what I wanted and now here she was spreading her legs and welcoming new cock. My wife and her lover made out like crazy, his thick beast smoothly gliding in and out. I jerked off watching him conquer her. He brought her close to orgasm a third time but again backed away. What a bastard. He withdrew his soaked cock and straightened, gazing down on her.

He flipped a finger in a circle and spoke and Amy turned on her stomach and lifted her hips, giving him the delicious view of her pussy from behind. He rubbed the head around her slit to wet it and then pulled a butt cheek away, exposing her puckered asshole. He leaned down and licked it, wedging his face into her ass crack. He burrowed into her, licking and sucking her ass before standing tall again and placing his cock at her sphincter. He asked a question and Amy nodded, nervous. He eased his cock forward and I gasped, stroking my erection. Her asshole expanded to surround his thick shaft and Amy lifted her head from the bed. I wished I could hear them. His cock head enlarged her asshole until the tight ring slipped over the ridge and tightly circled the shaft behind. She writhed a little now, feeling herself penetrated, feeling his hard cock enter her body back there and begin to crawl deeper. Amy lifted her torso off our bed, exposing her tits to his roaming hands, He scooped and squeezed and rolled her nipples. He continued his penetration until her ass had swallowed every inch of his dick.

I remembered her words about women and intimacy and realized how deeply satisfying a moment like this must be for her. She held all of him inside her body. She heard his gasps and moans, the pleasure she gave him, but she received intense pleasure too. She held a man inside her. I saw on her face how much she loved it.

He held her waist with one hand and began to saw his cock in and out. Her sphincter clung to him like glue, a tight white circle threatening to turn her inside out. With each minute she sank deeper into her sluttiness. She relaxed more, accepted her ass fucking more. Her ass became a second pussy for him. He plunged deep, reaching far up inside her before withdrawing and plunging again. She slipped a hand down to rub her clit and soon howled in a mind-blowing orgasm, her sphincter clenching and clutching around his shaft. Her body locked down, every muscle straining, as her cry of insane pleasure filled our bedroom.

Randy knew he was on the clock and feared my return meant an end to their festivities. He held her down now with both hands and pounded away at her ass. Amy was throwing her head around at his onslaught and even climaxed a second time before the man blew his huge load in her.

I was stiff as steel but still needed to run to the store for beer. I figured they were mostly finished and jumped in the car. When I got home they were sitting and chatting on the patio. I met my wife's eyes and she knew I knew. She actually blushed! I handed both a beer.

"What'd I miss?" I asked.

"Nothing," Randy quickly replied. "I took my notes. I'll be back tomorrow to do the install. I have the perfect cameras for you. The picture will be full color HD."

"I can't wait to use them," I said.

"Me either," Amy chimed in.


Chapter 11

Ten minutes remained in my workday when my phone vibrated. I checked the message. Amy had sent a photograph of a large and painfully erect penis, covered with a lattice of raised veins. The swollen cock almost filled the screen. The camera had been close for the shot but on either side, I saw throw-pillows and a headboard I recognized. I zoomed.

That was our bed. At home. In our bedroom.

My phone vibrated again, a text message this time: Hurry home.

What the fuck? Amy had a man in our bedroom without me? Without saying a word? How long had she planned this? I watched the clock as I worked. Those final ten minutes lasted a lifetime.

At last I signed out of work and jumped in my car. I raced down the freeway, watching each agonizing minute tick off. Each minute was a minute Amy lay in our bed with another man, a mystery man, a well-hung mystery man, and my imagination ate me alive. What game was she playing? Perhaps this was her way of showing me she'd come all the way around to my way of thinking? She had become the hotwife I'd always wanted, and she didn't need me there to pursue any man she desired. My palms were sweaty on the steering wheel.

I pulled into our garage and entered our home.

Tinkerbell sat on the kitchen counter, nailing me with a reproachful glare. She seemed to carry a look of scorn in her eyes, a special kind of knowing that only cats have. She scowled at me with disrespect.

"What?" I asked her, out loud.

She tilted her head slightly, as if to say, Tsk, tsk, Travis. She's been with him for an hour already. Why are you only now arriving?

"I got home as fast as I could," I muttered. "Don't look at me like that."

I dropped my keys and headed for the bedroom. My throat felt tight. I couldn't get enough air. The mystery of it all had me spinning. The bedroom door was slightly ajar, like Amy had left it that way to taunt me: See? It seemed to say. There's nothing preventing you from joining us. Or is there?

I swung the door wide.

Fucking Joe Lombard sat on my bed with his back against the headboard. Amy had invited the man into our home. Into our bed.

But that's not where my eyes went first. My eyes went to Samantha Worthington. Her nude, lithe body lay stretched on one side along his leg, pretty face resting on his hip as my wife, also nude, lay stretched along his other leg. Amy fed Sam his large erection. My wife playfully teased Sam with Joe's big cock. They all looked up at the sound of me opening the bedroom door.

"Hi, Honey," Amy chirped. "I decided to make a movie you'll never forget."

I glanced up at the corners of my bedroom. Each camera had a tiny red dot which meant it was recording. I noticed several cell phones on the night stands: Amy's, Joe's, and Samantha's. Good lord.

The women leaned closer, each taking a side of Joe's thick cock and nibbling up and down the length. Their mouths met at the top and Amy kissed Sam with heavy lust, all evidence of her jealous rage gone. My wife paused the kissing.

"I'm sure you have questions," she said. "Save them. I got Sam's number from your phone. Joe loved my idea, of course."

Joe raised his hand to give me a thumbs-up. Sam gave me a little bashful smile and a wave. Amy playfully smacked Sam's cheek with Joe's cock and both women laughed.

"I placed a chair for you if you'd like to sit and watch," Amy said. "Live is so much better than video, don't you agree?"

She'd moved the chair from under the window to near the bed. My view would be close-up and intimate. I sensed this was Amy's final test. If I took the seat she offered, if I skipped the chance to join them and enjoy a naked Samantha, then everything I'd ever said about my kink was true. If I joined them on that bed, if I leveraged this moment to fuck Sam, then I hadn't been honest with my wife or with myself.

I began to undress. Amy and Sam watched but Joe turned his attention to the two women playing with his big cock. Their tongues licked from balls to head like Joe's dick was a melted ice cream cone. I got down to my boxer briefs and slipped them off, tossing them to the pile I'd made. I wasn't hard, but I was growing. Sam looked directly at my dick. That helped. I watched my wife and my ex pleasure the man who was my high school tormenter and my stomach twisted and flipped. Here he was continuing his tradition of stealing my women. They played and had fun with his big hard cock and I enjoyed the sensation of my dick filling and rising. I was gaining an erection in the eyes of both women and I loved their eyes on me but more pleasurable was the agony of Joe taking Amy and Sam away. I know that makes no sense, but it's true. I was as surprised as you to discover that feeling mixed in with all the others.

I sat in the chair Amy had provided.

My wife's eyes turned soft and loving. Her mouth swooped over the head of Joe's cock and her lips slid an inch down his shaft. Sam looked pleased the matter had been settled. She ducked her head low and pulled one of his fat testicles into her mouth with gentle suction. Joe laced his fingers behind his head and leaned back, allowing the women to share his big cock.

My penis was hard now, standing up from my lap and begging to be stroked. I wrapped my fingers and began a slow up and down. The scene was my worst nightmare come to life but my dick had never been harder. Like Amy, I still had a lot to learn about this kink of mine. Sam tenderly slid her mouth to Joe's other testicle and Amy left the head to lick down the shaft and gobble his free nut.

His manly cock was doing something to these smart, strong, and independent women, something primitive and animal. They kissed and then switched balls before heading up his throbbing pillar of meat. They kissed at the head again, tongues writhing around each other and his dick.

Amy straddled the man and moved higher, standing on our bed over him and feeding him her pussy. I felt a catch in my throat for Joe to taste my wife like that but my dick only surged harder. Sam began to bob on the upright penis while lifting her gaze to meet mine. We shared an intense moment. The look in her eye said, this could have been you, but I was glad it was not. I was glad she and Amy had settled their differences. I was glad about a lot of things.

Once she had him dripping wet, Sam swung a leg over the man too. I gasped as she rested one knee on our bed and straightened the other leg. She moved him around until she had him directly under her hole and then she eased her hips lower, penetrating herself with his meaty cock. Her face gradually came even with Amy's ass and Sam spread my wife's butt cheeks and began to eat her from behind while Joe ate her from the front. Amy gasped loudly and then groaned. She braced both hands against the wall over our bed and shuddered. Her legs began to tremble. She froze like that, holding herself still so their tongues could torture her, until a massive orgasm almost buckled her knees. My wife whimpered and mewled, cumming hard in Joe's mouth, teased from behind by Sam.

I had to stop stroking. The emotional upheaval of Joe giving my wife such a powerful climax almost wrecked me. Sam dragged her tight pussy up and down his length, coaxing and milking his fat pole, and Amy shivered and quaked as the last of her climax ebbed away.

Sam swung her attention to me. She rode Joe but stared at me. I think she wanted me to know she pictured Joe's cock in her as mine, and that was a sweet thought, but I derived far greater pleasure watching his cock move in and out and embracing the reality that the fucker was taking another woman of mine. Amy had somehow figured out something about me that I hadn't known about myself: there can be great pleasure in pain. I liked to see her fucked because the fear and jealousy fueled an excitement that compared to nothing else. I liked that Sam wanted me but I loved that it was Joe actually fucking her. She might want me too but his big hard cock was wreaking havoc on her body and mind. He was slowly taking her away from me emotionally too. She steadied herself atop his body and began to fuck him in earnest, slowly forgetting me as his cock reached places she'd never felt touched before. Amy turned and kissed Sam fully on the lips and with feeling. She slid her mouth down to suckle each of Sam's nipples, toying and teasing while Sam fucked Joe. Sam forgot about me as Joe's cock forced everything from her mind except hard throbbing dick. When Sam orgasmed, her eyes were on Joe.

Amy pushed Sam off Joe and the two women pounced on his dick again, sucking and licking his stiff inches. Sam slapped Amy's face with that slick member and both women laughed. I was amazed at the power of that cock to bond them. There was no reason for jealousy. Joe had plenty of cock to go around.

Now it was Amy's turn to ride and I stopped breathing. My heart stopped beating. Time stood still. Sam helped my wife align Joe's cock and her opening. All four of their hands grabbed his dick. His smug face turned to me and he smiled.

"You knew it would come to this," he told me. "From that first moment at the reunion. From the moment you saw me again, after all those years, you knew, deep down in your troubled heart, you knew and dreaded this cock would slid into your wife. Did she tell you we fucked at the park? We did. Twice. Did you know that?"

I didn't answer the asshole. Amy heard him speak, but continued to sheath his hard dick in her cunt. I watched my wife's tight ring descend until her butt blocked my view. He was fully in her. Sam move up and sat on his face and Amy began to fuck herself slowly on his cock. She turned her gaze to me, eyes pleading for understanding. I did understand. I knew about relentless need and persistent desires. I knew all about lusts that never let go. I didn't blame her at all, for anything.

Hell, I'd brought all of this on myself.

Soon her hips were slapping against his and both women were moaning and gasping. Joe was such a stud. It made sense that Amy picked him for our bed and not Dax. Dax was for feelings. Dax was for emotional connection.

Joe was for fucking.

My wife bore down, grinding her pubic bone against his. Her excitement filled our bedroom with squishy sounds.

Suddenly her head snapped back and her eyes flew open, staring at the bedroom ceiling. Her cry of orgasm came out as a long wail. Her hips pumped faster. She came a long time up there, stuffed with his meat. Sam fed him tits and he enjoyed them but when his climax arrived, his eyes were on mine. Amy was just coming down when Joe's orgasm hit and she began pumping her hips hard again, giving the man as much pleasure as she could. He erupted like a geyser inside her, spewing hot sperm until it ran down around his cock and dribbled to our bed. We'd sleep in a wet spot of Joe, if we did any sleeping at all tonight.


Chapter 12

I sat the pizza rolls on the coffee table. Captain America was loaded and ready to play but my gut told me we'd never see it. Not tonight. Amy was horny and we still had not watched the movie she'd made for me. Or should I say the three movies she'd made? They'd fucked for hours, then paused to recover, chatting, sipping water or a bite of cheese and crackers, and then, when desire arose again, fucked another hour.

Days ago I'd asked how she got Sam involved but she'd only placed a finger over my lips and shushed me.

"I'd love it," she'd said. "If you kept that woman's name out of your mouth. Like so many of us girls in high school, she'd wanted Joe too. When I'd explained she could have him if she followed my few basic rules, she got interested. She's a hot and horny thing and, honestly, needed little convincing to try something as wild as that night."

Now Amy entered the living room from the bedroom. She wore an unsexy flannel nightie against the chill but that wouldn't stop me. She dropped onto the couch and cuddled under my arm.

"How was it?' she asked.

"How was what?"

"How was watching Joe push his fat cock into me?'

So. It was going to be like that.

"It was fantastic," I admitted. "I hated and loved every second of it. That whole scene was well-played."

"Thank you."

She slid down, lowering her head to my lap. The Captain's chances were looking grim. She untied my pajama bottoms. I raised the remote, switching to one of the sex tapes she'd made. I pressed play.

"Hi, Honey," Amy chirped, on screen. I lowered the volume a little. "I decided to make a movie you'll never forget."

My wife lifted her head to see herself on our widescreen television. Her hand fished my dick out of my bottoms.

"You know Sam and Joe are dating," she said. "While Sophia is out of the country. They're fucking like rabbits."

"That was always your plan," I said. "Poison Sam by giving her to joe, make it so I would no longer want her."

She shrugged and kissed the tip of my dick.

"Who knows?" she said, staring at my growing penis. "You night still get lucky. I think Sam is a fledging hotwife. Maybe I'll invite them over sometime so Joe can fuck me again and I'll allow you to have Sam. I know you both want it."

I said nothing. This was just another test to see if I was doing all this for a chance at Sam. I kept my mouth shut and watched Amy feed her pussy to Joe on screen.

END.
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