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		Prologue

		

		Carrie-Anne Murphy was screaming in ecstasy as Jack pounded into her. I knew I’d told her I wouldn’t peek, but… Damn! She was one fine piece of ass and Jack, as usual, was fucking her relentlessly. It was like watching my own private porn movie, one where I just happened to know the participants. I couldn’t help myself. Or, maybe I really didn’t want to, if you know what I mean?

		I had already been sound asleep when Jack drunkenly stumbled into our dorm room, Carrie-Anne in tow. Their arrival waking me up, they asked if they could have the room. “Not tonight, guys. Either go to Carrie-Anne’s room or find a dark corner somewhere. I’ve already got dibs,” I groaned, sleepily turning my back to them.

		Carrie-Anne said a few choice things, all of them rather unladylike, but elected to stay anyway. She was in the same basic chem class I was and always drew quite a few looks whenever she came into the lecture hall. Petite, blonde, blue-eyed and stacked, she was every freshman’s dream. Tonight, she was just one in a long string of Jack’s conquests. He really was kind of a pain in the ass type of roommate, but I liked him anyway. Even acting as his wingman from time to time.

		The tiny dorm room we shared left little possibility of privacy in the best of circumstances. With Carrie-Anne screaming out her passion in the next bed, it was impossible to even think of going back to sleep. Besides, the view was too damn hot to pass up. There she was, one of my dream girls, nakedly getting fucked silly by the campus Casanova right in front of my eyes. Jack had her doggy style on the small bed, his long cock buried deep in that sweet pussy. Her tits were swinging wildly as he hammered into her again and again. Her blonde mane of silken hair flying as she tossed her head back and forth, little mewls, cries and whimpers issuing from those luscious lips. Her face finally burying into the pillow from the force of his onslaught as her fingers dug deeply into the bed covers. As a final orgasm tore through her, Jack emptied himself in that sweet little cunt.

		Even in the dim light, I could see a string of cum clinging to his cock as he pulled out of her. Carrie-Anne lying there collapsed on the bed, still trying to catch her breath after the pounding she’d received. And, when she finally got up… OMG! A flood of Jack’s creamy seed emptied out of her, pooling wetly beneath her gaping pussy. Her blonde bush damp and matted, glistening in the low light as she dressed. It was one of the most erotic things I’d ever seen in my life.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		I met Amy shortly after graduation, running into her at a party we’d both attended. Her long dark hair and slender figure drawing me in, seducing me like she was some vamp. I honestly don’t think she even realized how attractive she was. Five foot, four with nice C-Cup tits and long legs that didn’t seem to stop. She had these dark eyes that could drive a man insane and just enough curves to make an almost perfect package. She really was something else. I had to at least try and meet her, even though I honestly expected to be shot down in flames. She was surprisingly shy at first, but once I got to know her I knew I had to marry her. There was just no other choice in the matter. I was totally, head over heels in love.

		Five years later, I still loved her just as much. Though, I admit, things were getting a little stale in the bedroom. There was always the internet to get my blood pumping and we still managed to have sex on a semi-regular basis. Hey, there are only just so many positions and so many ways to do the same thing. Right? I kept my internet browsing on the downlow, not really wanting Amy to find out what I was looking at. I did the bulk of it when she wasn’t home, or after she was asleep. It wasn’t like I was cheating or anything, no online romances, chat rooms, or anything like that. I just thought of my viewing habits as somewhat embarrassing. Too much like letting her in on my deepest, darkest fantasies, the ones I kept secretly buried away. That was just a little too personal to my mind.

		Honestly, I admit my searches tended to be of a rather voyeuristic nature. Mostly about a wife cheating or, even better, becoming a ‘hot wife.’ I had never been able to get the sight of the dorm room escapades of my oversexed roommate out of my mind. The memories of Jack taking on coed after coed made for some pretty sweet fantasies. Watching him fuck girls I knew, however casually, was mind boggling. Especially to my naive young mind. A few of the girls, I even knew a little more than casually. Watching their naked tits swinging while he fucked them, hearing their cries of ecstasy, seeing their creamy, well fucked pussies afterwards… Wow! Hard to forget that!

		Oh, don’t get me wrong. It wasn’t like I got to watch all that often. It was just an occasional indulgence, not an everyday thing, or even every weekend. Most of the time I’d get back to the dorm after a night out to find the inevitable sock on the doorknob and end up sleeping in the lounge. If it wasn’t too late, I’d be nice and even give up the room if I was already in first. But, every so often, I got stubborn. Hey, it was my room too! Besides, the side benefits if the girls elected to stay were unbelievable.

		I suppose, at some point, it became almost inevitable that Amy would discover my browser history. It wasn’t like I ever hid it, not exactly. I just didn’t advertise it. I simply didn’t anticipate the big explosion that had accompanied the discovery. You know, the whole crying, accusing me of not wanting her anymore, was I cheating thing. It took a bit, but I finally convinced her that I wasn’t cheating on her; no girlfriends on the side, no other women hanging all over me. Truthfully, I didn’t even want any other women. I honestly did love her that much. Amy was the one that satisfied both my real life and my fantasies.

		It was a few weeks after the ‘big’ discovery and blowup that Amy finally brought it up again, timidly asking me about my fantasies. We were in bed after having sex, sort of cuddled up together. Probably a little drunk, too. We’d been hitting the wine all night while we’d watched some movie on Netflix. She bashfully confessed that after she’d seen the browser history on my laptop, she’d calmed down and looked at some of the sites herself, trying to understand. She admitted she thought it was kind of sexy, even exciting, especially for the wife! But, she found it hard to understand how any man could willingly accept watching his wife have sex with another man? Not only that, but seemingly enjoy and even encourage the experience?

		That took some explaining. I knew it was a popular fantasy, having read somewhere that it was the second most popular fantasy for men. But, that wasn’t me. My feelings seemed to be a lot deeper, more involved. More than just fantasy if you get my meaning? I’m not sure about all the whys and wherefores of it for others. But, I could at least comprehend the psychology behind it. I mean, I knew why it turned me on. Especially after voyeuristically watching Jack and his conquests of the moment; it was super-hot to watch. Unlike a porn movie, I knew the participants. There was no doubt in my mind that that’s where my… Fetish? Yeah, I guess… At any rate, where the fantasy came from. Sort of imagining myself in the place of the husband, watching as some stud had sex with his innocent wife. Getting to study her face as she orgasmed, watching as her body tensed, toes curling, eyes rolling back in her head. Her nipples erect, head thrashing back and forth in passion. Even getting to hear her little cries and whimpers as she spasmed over and over on some other man’s hard cock. Getting to experience her passion from another perspective. Erotically enjoying what I was seeing while empathizing with the guy that was doing the fucking. A guy that was, in a way, a kind of surrogate. I could imagine knowing what he was feeling. What it was like to slide his cock into her; how tight her pussy felt, how sweet she tasted. It just seemed like the type of erotic situation that could drive a guy insane. Leaving him still turned on and lusting after his wife, not even caring that she was now unfaithful. Maybe even wanting her a lot more than previously, soiled and used or not.

		She looked at me skeptically, “You’re not expecting me to do anything like that, are you?” The look on her face telling me she found the idea extremely distasteful. I assured her that it was just a fantasy. Hey! It was! Right?

		Amy accepted my faltering explanation but didn’t sound too convinced by it. Her thoughts still hung up on the whole sanctity of marriage deal. The stigma of adultery, breaking marriage vows and all that. At least, she didn’t seem to hold it against me anymore. We went back to our normal routine life and nothing more was said. Not for quite a while…

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		It was a couple of months later and we’d gone out to dinner for Amy’s birthday. She looked fantastic. I felt like the luckiest man alive as I walked into the restaurant with her by my side. Amy was wearing the new diamond pendant and earrings that I’d given her, a big smile on her face. She was dressed in a form fitting black dress, her long legs delightfully displayed by the short hemline. The dress had a rather deep Vee neckline that showed off her new pendant. The flashing diamonds drawing attention to the enticing swell of her pale breasts. I could even see the slight outline of her nipples, the cool air causing them to stand out proudly against the soft fabric. Just a little, you understand? Nothing too overt or inappropriate. But, sexy as hell.

		We’d arrived a little early for our reservation and ended up waiting at the bar for a table. Amy, perched appealingly on the high barstool, looked delicious. Her long legs prominently showing in the short dress. I’d even caught a flash of her stocking tops as she had sat down. Hmmm… Thigh top stockings tonight! Always a good sign in my book. There was certainly no problem getting the bartender’s attention with her by my side. After a few minutes, I found myself in need of using the facilities and excused myself, heading for the restroom. Returning, I saw Amy deeply in conversation with another man. At first, I thought he was perhaps someone she knew. But, it only took a few seconds to realize that he was just some guy hitting on her. And… She was enjoying it! The thought flashing through my mind like a bolt of lightning. At first, I was taken aback a little. Kind of a cold chill running through me at seeing her with another man like that. Then, I began to feel something else. I was getting turned on.

		I hesitated for a few beats, rather enjoying the display she was putting on. Amy was flirting. Well, at least a little. She was obviously flattered by the unexpected attention from her gentleman admirer. I watched in fascination as she playfully curled her hair around her finger and laughed at some joke he was telling. A spike heeled shoe dangling sexily from her dainty foot, I could see her eyes seductively drawing him in. Oh, I didn’t wait long. I casually walked up to where the two were talking, interrupting their discourse as I slid my arm around her. As soon as I was introduced, her admirer beat a hasty retreat. “Can’t leave you alone for a minute, can I?” I asked with a grin.

		Amy looked at me, her eyes dark and sultry as she leaned in to me. It was almost like she was challenging me, a strange look on her face. “Is that jealousy I’m hearing, Bob? Or, did you maybe enjoy watching the two of us?” she whispered sensuously as her tongue flicked along my earlobe.

		I looked at her for a moment, not sure if she was kidding or serious? Finally deciding it was a little of both. Although my original remark had been facetious, the truth was far more intense than that. “Honestly? Maybe a little bit of both, Honey. I admit, it was a bit of a shock when I first saw him with you. But… It was also kind of sexy watching the two of you. What can I say? I’m complicated,” I answered, shrugging my shoulders and grinning. Thankfully, they called our name to be seated, leaving me feeling like I’d dodged a bullet somehow. Then again, maybe it would turn out to be some sort of delayed impact.

		

		*

		

		After dinner, we strolled hand in hand back out to the car. Helping her in, I couldn’t help but admire her long legs as she slid into the bucket seat. A view that included another flash of the lacy tops of her stockings, even just a hint of pale skin showing above them. Hot damn! I couldn’t wait to get her home. Apparently, Amy didn’t want to wait either. I felt her hand gently begin caressing my growing erection as I deftly drove down the expressway.

		Once back at the house, she gave me a little peck. “I’ll be waiting in the bedroom, Baby. Don’t take too long locking up the house,” rang in my ears as I watched her walk away. I hurried as fast as I could, trust me. Walking in to the bedroom, I saw her. She was just finishing unzipping her dress, turning to face me, she let it casually drop to the floor. She was totally nude underneath it. Damn! That was sooooo hot, discovering that she had been naked under that thin little dress all night. Even while she was flirting with her earlier admirer.

		I slipped my arms around her, drawing her lips to mine. Her tongue quickly demanding entrance into my mouth. We kissed for several minutes, my hands roaming freely over her soft curves. Then, she pushed back from me sliding seductively to her knees. Her hands reached out for my zipper as she deftly withdrew my throbbing cock. Her tongue peeked out as she licked along the slit of my hard rod, tasting the precum that had gathered there. I groaned as the warm moistness of her mouth enveloped me, tongue teasing along the sensitive underside of my shaft as she began to suck my cock.

		Amy did know how to give a blowjob. Her fingers were digging into my backside as her head bobbed slowly back and forth on my shaft, driving me insane. Her tongue doing all sorts of wicked things to me. I knew she’d had other lovers before we met, we both had. All we had ever done was the ‘compare the numbers’ type of thing. There’d never been any discussion beyond that. I had no idea what her previous partners had been like; big, small, cut, uncut, white, black? I admit, there was some curiosity on my part, but she’d always been very private about it. At any rate, wherever she learned to give a blowjob, she knew what she was doing.

		I knew that I couldn’t last much longer with the way she was worshipping my cock. Swallowing never seemed to be her favorite thing and I was ready to explode. “I’m close, Baby. You better back off or I’m not going to be able to hold back,” I commented. She pulled off my cock, looked up at me and gave me a very wicked smile. Then, plunged back down on my throbbing rod, taking me deep into her mouth. Her nose buried tightly into my groin as my cock slid deftly down into her throat. A few strokes later, I emptied myself into that sweet mouth. The explosive relief I felt as spurt after spurt of cum filled her was unbelievable.

		Reaching down, I helped her stand back up. Amy wrapped her hands around my head and pulled me to her. Her creamy lips pressing passionately into mine as her tongue plunged into my mouth. I could taste the cum in her kiss. It was… Erotic… Damn! It was fucking HOT kissing her with cum in her mouth. I never had minded the taste of her after we’d made love, always finding it somewhat exciting. It was just something that we hadn’t done for quite a while. Our recent sexual romps tending to be more of the one and done variety.

		Amy began to undress me, teasing me as she undid my shirt. Her lips kissing along my chest. Even taking little teasing bites at my nipples. For whatever reason, and I certainly wasn’t complaining, she was on fire tonight. I frantically began to finish undressing, then pulled her over to our bed. Amy crawled in, lying down seductively. Her fingers caressing along her body as I gazed at her. The dark stockings framing her neatly trimmed landing strip, diamond pendant sparkling between her soft orbs, all serving to tantalize and tease me.

		I slid into the bed beside her, kissing down along her neck and shoulder until I reached her swollen nipple. I sucked it into my mouth, tongue teasing the erect bud as she began to writhe beneath me. Her fingers entwined in my hair as she pulled me to her, letting me suckle at her breast. I kissed from one breast to the other a few times before finally beginning to explore further. Kissing past her little navel piercing, I could smell her arousal. Her honeyed scent easily detectable as I kissed down her dark landing strip.

		Amy spasmed violently as my tongue slid along her very moist slit. When my tongue found her little nub of nerves, I was shocked at how wet she was. Her pussy was soaked with her juices. Probably from the excitement of being commando all night beneath that short dress. I loved the taste of her as I drove my tongue deep inside her warm depths. Amy crying out above me, spike heels digging sharply into my back as she pulled me tightly to her. I drove my tongue into her again and again, her juices flooding my mouth as she screamed out an orgasm.

		Pulling away from her sweet nether lips, I began to kiss my way along her stocking clad leg. Even down to her dainty foot, still enclosed in her spike heel, before retracing my route back to her glistening pussy. Amy grabbing onto my head and pulling me back into her sweetness as she cried out another orgasm. Finally, I pulled away again. It was my turn now! My cock was fully recharged from her earlier blowjob and I was ready for the main event.

		Sliding between those long legs, I let my cock move over her moist slit. Amy writhing beneath me, her breasts swaying back and forth as she began to spasm with another small peak of passion. Positioning myself at her moist petals, I began to enter her. She gasped as my cock head finally pressed through her warm pink petals and I began to push deeper inside of her. Feeling her moist walls grip tightly against my cock, I pushed forward until I was buried fully in her.

		I started to move slowly in and out now, teasing her as my hard rod bottomed into her cervix with each stroke. Amy whimpering excitedly as I began to speed up, “Yes! Yes. Do it, Baby. Take me! Fuck me!”

		My cock was pounding in to her now, our bodies crashing together. We were both covered with sweat as I continued to fuck her mercilessly. Amy crying out constantly, her body shaking violently with each new orgasm. I couldn’t take it any longer, my cock began to swell as buried myself to the hilt in her warmth. My hot seed emptying deeply into her womb over and over. Amy screaming as each new jet of cum filled her. Then, I collapsed on to her.

		Finally, I pulled out of her. As I did, I could see a long streak of cum hanging from my cock to her sweet pussy. Her sweet nether lips leaking my creamy seed between her spread thighs. The sight erotically reminding me of the times with Jack and his fuck of the day. I lay next to her, holding her gently as she slowly came down from her sexual high. My lips caressing her neck, kissing her damp hair as it curled softly around her face. Amy purring contentedly next to me.

		My hand caressed her breast lovingly, fingers teasing her hard nipple as we lay huddled together. Her body nestled tightly against mine, my satiated cock pressed against her. I was still kissing her neck and nibbling on her earlobe when she rolled over on top of me. Her lips finding mine as her breasts pressed against me. I could still taste the cum in her kiss from her earlier blowjob. It was like she was insatiable tonight, her body burning up with passion.

		Amy pushed up from me as her stocking clad legs straddled my waist. I thought perhaps she was going to slide down and ride me cowgirl style, but instead she crawled further up along my chest, stopping with her nipple hanging enticingly over my mouth. I nursed at her erect points until she pulled away and started moving again. This time she crawled up until her sweet pussy was above my face. She smelled of sex, the scent overpowering as she lowered her well fucked pussy to my lips. I let my tongue taste along her wet slit, tasting the cum that oozed out of her. Amy crying out loudly as my tongue invaded her womanhood.

		Amy’s head was thrashing back and forth above me, damp hair flying as a huge orgasm tore through her. She was gripping on to the headboard of our bed, her fingers digging into the wood. Her face a mask of passion as my tongue buried inside her cum filled tunnel. A mix of fluids flooding my mouth as she climaxed violently above me. Her fingers pulling my face to her womanhood. I could taste my own salty seed combined with her honeyed dew as it jetted from inside of her. Hot damn! It was about as sexy as it could get. Amy collapsing against the headboard of our bed to catch her breath before curling limply down beside me. Her lips finding mine for one last demanding kiss. Then, falling asleep, her body still half draped over mine.

		I lay awake for quite a while, listening to her soft breathing. Her soft breast still pressed warmly into my chest. I could smell the scent of her shampoo in her damp locks. Happily, satiated by her earlier performance, I wondered what had caused her to be so downright… wanton… tonight? Not that I was complaining! Not at all. Tonight, had been the best sex we’d had in months. My thoughts finally drifting to her flirting earlier in the evening. You don’t think… Nah! But… Maybe?

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		About three weeks later, I was scheduled for a late dinner meeting with one of the firm’s clients. Amy had decided to go out with her girlfriend, sort of a girl’s night out. She hadn’t seen Jessie for quite a while and the timing was perfect with me not being home. My dinner ran late, they always seem to do that. At any rate, it was almost midnight when I finally got home. I was somewhat surprised to find the house empty. Amy was still out with Jessie.

		I looked at my phone to make sure I hadn’t missed any messages, I hadn’t. Oh, well, she was a big girl and could take care of herself. I settled down in the living room with my Kindle and a scotch to wait for her return. Glad that it was a Friday night and we didn’t have to get up early the next day. It wasn’t until around one-thirty that I heard a vehicle pull up out front and a car door slam.

		I heard her key in the lock as Amy opened the door and stumbled, a little intoxicated, into the foyer. She looked… HOT! Damn, where had that dress come from? She was wearing an extremely short halter dress. Bright red, it had a low back that exposed her nearly to her pert little behind. The flared hemline, barely cutting just below her lacy stocking tops, exposing her long legs to perfection. The top hugged her breasts like a second skin, an ample amount of cleavage easily visible as she teetered on a pair of red spike heels. “Hi, Baby,” she giggled. “I guess it got a little late, sorry. Jessie insisted on going dancing. I haven’t done that in such a long time. It was fun, but I think I had a wee too much to drink.”

		When I walked up to her, she dropped her little clutch purse on the entry table and flung her arms around me. Pulling me close, she kissed me, her tongue beating a tattoo against mine as she melted against me. Hot damn! I put my hands on her tight ass and kissed her back. As she writhed around in my arms, I slid a hand beneath her short hemline finding a very bare ass cheek. Wait a minute… A little more exploration proved that her butt cheek wasn’t all that was bare. She was commando under that short dress!

		Sliding a hand to her warm nether lips, I was greeted with a very turned on wife. She was literally dripping with her excitement. I briefly wondered if she had been doing more than just dancing, but her kiss had tasted of wine, not anything else. I picked her up and carried her into the bedroom, Amy giggling the whole way. I sat her down on the bed, legs draped seductively over the edge. Pushing those long legs apart, I gazed in wonder at her pussy. Her sweet petals glistening before me.

		I could smell her excitement, the aroma of her sex overwhelming me as I leaned in to kiss her sweet pussy. Amy letting out a loud wail as my tongue raked along her moist slit. She wrapped her stocking clad legs tightly around my head, hands clawing at my hair. Her spike heels digging sharply into my back. “Oh, God! Yes, eat my pussy. That feels so wonderful, I’m so fucking hot tonight,” she cried. “I’ve needed that all night long. I could barely wait to get back here. It’s a good thing you were already home, otherwise I might have brought the Uber driver in with me!”

		“Something tells me that you had a lot of fun dancing. I don’t think your only partner was Jessie, either,” I laughed. “Did you get a little naughty tonight?”

		“Maybe?” she teased. “I did dance with some of the men too. It was fun, but I missed you. I… Oh, yes! Right there. Yes! Eat me!” she gasped. “Aaarrrrghhh… Oh, wow!” Then, catching her breath again, “Okay, it was making me so hot dancing, I swear if you’d been there, I’d have let you take me out back and fuck me. I mean it, I was getting really turned on.”

		“Damn, Amy, I may have to take you dancing if that’s the case. I wouldn’t mind a getting a little frisky behind the club,” I laughed. “Sounds like it could be fun. We certainly haven’t done anything like that for a while.”

		“It seemed to be a very popular club, there were some couples going at it out back when Jessie and I left,” she giggled. “I thought it was awfully strange, but Jessie just laughed and said the restrooms must be full. Out in the back was the overflow. I’d honestly forgotten how wild it could get going out like that on a Friday night. I guess that what happens when you get married. Not that I’m complaining, Baby. You take care of me just fine. And, speaking of taking care of… I think it must be your turn now,” she giggled rolling over and reaching for my zipper. Fumbling just a little, she managed to get my swelling cock out and into her mouth. She bobbed her head all the way down on my long rod on the first stroke, taking me all the way into her throat.

		OMG! That always gets me going. I love it when Amy deep throats my cock. She is so fucking good at that. Tonight, though, I wanted more than a blowjob. Before I exploded, I slid away from her adorable lips and pulled the ties on her halter loose. As her breasts spilled out, I reached for the little zipper at her waist and helped her out of her dress. She was naked except for her stockings and heels, I marveled again at the knowledge that she had been nude beneath that short dress while dancing. She had to have been flashing the whole damn club, not to mention the view her partner of the moment must have gotten. Far from finding it upsetting, I thought it was darn hot that she had done that. Amy had always been an… Shall we say… Exuberant dancer? I could just imagine what she’d looked like twirling around on the dance floor. Her pussy glistening as her short dress flared with the effort, dark little landing strip flashing with each twist. That would have been fucking fantastic to see in person!

		Hurriedly undressing, I climbed onto the bed with her. Kissing her, enjoying the feeling as our tongues dueled passionately. The musky scent of my cock still on her tongue. Then, kissing down her throat and breast to her swelling nipple. I could taste the salty sweat on her skin from her exertions while dancing. A little moan coming from her as I pulled her erect nipple between my lips. Suckling greedily from her sweet nipple, Amy began to writhe passionately beneath me. Moving down between her legs, I gazed again at her sweet pussy. Wondering just how many men had seen her tonight as she danced, their cocks swelling at her erotic display. My hard rod was about ready to burst as I slid between those pulsing petals. Amy moaning deeply as the head of my cock pierced her.

		Sliding easily into her moist depths, I began to move slowly in and out of her velvety tunnel. Amy thrashing her head back and forth lustfully beneath me as my cock buried into her warm depths with every stroke. She was on fire tonight. Her eyes closed in passion, I wondered if I was really the one she was envisioning fucking her, or was she fantasizing about one of her earlier dance partners? The erotic thought of Amy with another man driving me wild. I couldn’t hold out much longer, sweat dripping off me as I voraciously fucked her. Her writhing body glistening beneath me. Amy still wailing at my onslaught, I finally exploded. My hot seed jetting into her again and again as she screamed out one final orgasm.

		We were lying quietly, nestled together, as we both tried to catch our breath. Amy’s body melted against mine, “Mmmm… That was nice. Thank you, Baby. I guess you didn’t mind my coming home late. I was a little worried when I saw how late it had gotten. Things just got kind of… I don’t know? Out of control somewhere along the line. Jessie had asked me to come by her apartment first, and once I got there she decided that she wanted to go dancing. I mean, I certainly wasn’t expecting it and no way was I dressed for it.

		“By the way, in case you were wondering, that’s Jessie’s dress I had on. She convinced me to go dancing with her and I had to change into something. I’d come straight from the office, so I was dressed in business casual. Good thing we’re the same size.”

		“I have to admit, that was some dress. I didn’t remember ever seeing it before, and it certainly is memorable. Damn, you looked fucking HOT in that. I’m surprised you didn’t get attacked by half the men in the club wearing it,” I chided. “Not complaining, though. You looked like dynamite tonight.”

		“Well, honestly, I guess I didn’t exactly lack for dance partners,” she giggled. “It was kind of hot having all those guys wanting to dance with me. It was almost like being single again.”

		“As long as you remember you’re not ‘single’ again, we’re good. You do have a loving husband waiting at home,” I teased. “By the way, you didn’t bring any other clothes home with you, just in case you start wondering where they’re at in the morning.”

		“Shit! I left them at Jessie’s, I was trying to hurry. Oh well, no biggie, I’ll pick them up the next time I see her. It was fun getting together again. We so rarely see each other anymore. It’ll give me an excuse to see her again, maybe meet for lunch or something.”

		“Well… You don’t have to rush returning that dress if you don’t want to. It’s the hottest thing I’ve seen you wear in years, you looked fantastic in it. I wanted to rip it off you the second you walked in the door,” I chuckled.

		“Stop it! You’re going to embarrass me talking like that,” she said as she dug an elbow into my side. “Jessie talked me into wearing it. I admit, I was a little leery about it. Was it really that risqué?”

		“Just very, very sexy; I certainly wouldn’t complain if you wore it again. Not at all. Especially if you’re with me,” I said as I kissed her gently.

		“And, if I wasn’t with you?” she teased. “You really didn’t mind about tonight? It wasn’t something that I’ve ever done before, not since we’ve been married anyway. It just seemed… I don’t know… Maybe like I was doing something I shouldn’t,” she whispered hesitantly. “You know, dancing with other men like that.”

		I turned her around and kissed her. My hands exploring her soft breasts as our kiss deepened. Amy began to respond to my advances, reaching a hand for my growing erection. As she stroked my cock, she broke our kiss and slithered down my body, taking my erection into her mouth. I groaned as she began to bob up and down my length. Her tongue teasing me with every stroke. The way we were lying, I could see her damp and matted landing strip. Her pussy lips still swollen and red from our earlier session, cum oozing slowly out of her. I was drawn to those swollen petals, like a bee to a flower’s pollen.

		I pulled her around until we were in a sixty-nine position. The strong scent of sex assailed my nostrils as I pulled her to me, my tongue stroking along her cum slicked pussy. Amy moaning deeply as she sucked voraciously on my hard cock. I could feel her body shaking as I drove my tongue deep inside her creamy depths over and over. It didn’t take long until we were both ready to explode. Amy’s body jerked violently under my fluttering tongue, a burst of fluids escaping as she orgasmed. Filling my mouth with a warm mixture of my salty seed and her honeyed juices. Unable to control myself any longer, my cock exploded into her demanding mouth. Amy swallowing like crazy, not wanting to lose a drop. Afterwards, she crawled up and kissed me once more. Then, fell asleep in my arms.

		I lay awake for a while, enjoying the afterglow of our sexual romp. My thoughts dimly drifting to her earlier question about wearing that dress if I wasn’t with her. As I drifted off to sleep, I thought that could prove very interesting…

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Two weeks later, the dress in question still hung teasingly in our walk-in closet. It was prominently displayed waiting for a chance for her to return it to Jessie. It was also beckoning to me every time I walked into the closet. Before she had to return it, I suggested that maybe we should go dancing, Amy’s eyes lighting up at the prospect. She did love to dance. We agreed to go that weekend, Amy wanting to try out the same club again.

		On Friday night, I sat quietly in the chair we had in the bedroom watching her get ready. She was primping before the mirror in the en suite. Applying her eyeshadow and lipstick before one final brush of her long dark hair. I loved watching her like that. Her lithe body bending slightly over the vanity, breasts swaying gently with every move. Her tight ass sticking out provocatively as she stood on tiptoes to get a close-up view in the mirror. Finally satisfied, she moved to the walk-in closet. Her bare feet padding softly across the carpeted floor.

		Pulling out a pair of thigh top stockings, she sensuously pulled them up her long legs. Smoothing out the lacy tops just below her sweet pussy. Turning to her clothes rack, she perused her selection of dresses appraisingly. I knew she was just teasing, she knew darn well I wanted her to wear the dress she’d borrowed from Jessie. Finally, she pulled it from the hanger and slipped it over her hips, tying the halter top around her slender throat. Turning to the floor length mirror at the back of the closet, she adjusted her breasts in the clingy top. Then, she slipped on a pair of spike heels. Pirouetting before the mirror, she pronounced herself ready and bounced out of the closet.

		Walking behind her down the hallway, I couldn’t help but admire the way her ass swayed as she strutted along. I was getting a hard on just watching her. As I helped her into the car, I caught a terrific view of her stocking tops and even a quick flash of her bare pussy as she slid into the bucket seat. I was in for one hell of an evening! I could barely keep my eyes on the road as I drove to the club. I kept seeing those long legs next to me and wanting to dive between them.

		Once at the club, we found a table up on the mezzanine level and ordered a round of drinks. The music was pounding wildly, and the dance floor was full of writhing bodies. The entire atmosphere seemed sexually charged as everybody tried to find a hook-up for the weekend. We sat through a second round of drinks, absorbing the ambience, before Amy insisted on dancing.

		Hitting the dance floor, Amy led the way towards the center of the action. Her hips swaying delightfully as she pulled my hand along behind her. Satisfied with location, she started to writhe sensuously to the beat of the music. The music was fast and pounding, Amy’s body sliding up and down mine as she moved to the beat. My cock expanding rapidly as she ground up against me. I suppose I should have felt conspicuous but looking around I could see everybody else doing the same thing. It didn’t help the situation when she’d twirl away from me, flirty hemline flying with the movement. OMG! My earlier fantasies about catching glimpses of her charms in that dress weren’t anywhere near accurate. You could see everything!

		Amy’s sweet pussy flaunted before my eyes with every twirl of her body, dark landing strip winking at me teasingly. Her bare ass cheeks nearly as exciting as they flashed by. Her full breasts barely contained by the halter top. Her pale orbs swaying with each swing of her hips, threatening to fall out of the skimpy top. Mine weren’t the only eyes enjoying the view, either. I saw several other men devouring her every move. Their tongues practically hanging out every time she spun around.

		A few numbers later, a slow dance started up. Amy falling lustily against me, her arms around my neck as she melted into me. My hands naturally cupping her tight little ass as she purred contentedly in my arms. She pushed up on tiptoes to kiss me, her short dress riding high up in the process. My hands now finding themselves on bare skin, teasing her naked behind. I thought I was going to explode as she ground into me.

		Pulling her off the dance floor, we went back to the table and ordered another round of drinks. Amy was still catching her breath after her exuberant display while dancing. Sweat glistened on her body and that dynamite dress clung damply to her like a second skin. I could even see the outline of her pebbly areolae as her breasts heaved with her breathing, nipples proudly erect against the clinging material. A couple of drinks later, she was ready to go again.

		Amy pulled me back out to the main floor, her backside swishing provocatively the entire way. As soon as she hit the dance floor, her body turned into a writhing snake. She was grinding into me at every chance, my cock nearly ready to explode as she’d slither down my body. As soon as I’d reach for her, she’d dance away, giggling excitedly. Her flirty hemline swirling high with every twist she made. Amy’s dark landing strip flashing enticingly at me, and every other guy anywhere near, every time she did.

		When another slow dance finally came around, she molded tightly against me once again. Leaning into her ear, I said, “You know, you’re flashing every guy in the place in that dress.”

		“Oh, really? And, here I thought I was just flashing you. Do you really mind if the other guys get to see too?” she asked sultrily.

		“Oh, God,” I groaned as her tongue licked my ear. Amy’s fingers dancing along my growing cock with every word.

		After that, I pulled her off the dance floor and back to our table. I needed a breather, whether she did or not. The loud music didn’t leave much chance for talking, I’m not sure I could have headed off what was coming anyway. Or, even that I wanted to! Amy was supercharged tonight, it was almost like she was a rocket primed and ready to blast off. We watched the other dancers for a bit, our table providing an excellent view of the dance floor while I tried to calm down. I thought about trying to convince her to head home, but Amy was still eager for more. Finally, she sultrily informed me she wanted to dance some more. I just sort of looked at her, really wanting to head home and take care of a certain growing problem of my own.

		Amy stood up and waltzed around the small table to my side. Bending slightly so she could whisper in my ear, her tight ass teasingly on display, she informed me she was going to dance some more with or without me. When I shook my head no, she responded, “Enjoy the show!” Then, with an impish grin on her face, and a very saucy wink, she flounced away from the table. Her tight little ass swaying provocatively with every step she took. The short dress exposing her lacy stocking tops with every swish of her hips as she pranced down to the dance floor.

		Amy had her first partner within seconds. The music fast and hard, Amy threw her body into it with passion. Even with the crowded dance floor, she was easy to spot in that bright red dress. I watched mesmerized as she danced and twirled to the beat. From my vantage point, I could even catch the occasional glimpse of her exposed pussy and ass. I knew her partner of the moment was getting to see a LOT more. It was like she was putting on an erotic display just for my benefit. Every once in a while she’d look up at the mezzanine, her eyes challenging mine as she danced provocatively with her partner of the moment.

		Her latest conquest was a tall, dark haired hunk. They’d danced a couple of dances together when a slow dance came around. As she started to turn away, he grabbed her hand and pulled her to him, holding her tightly against his muscled chest. Amy’s arms draped around his neck, stretching her small body to do so. The move causing her short dress to ride up as she did. I caught a glimpse of her bare ass cheeks peeking out beneath her dress just before his hands covered them.

		That was it! I couldn’t take it anymore! Catching our waitress’ eye, I threw a wad of cash on the table to cover our tab and headed down to the dance floor. Arriving just as the song ended, I was just in time to get a glimpse of Amy and her partner. He still had one hand on her tight ass as he held her. But, his other hand was nowhere near her ass! Amy’s body was tensed, back arched sensuously. Her head thrown back, mouth open in silent passion as his fingers raked her sweet pussy. Amy’s fingernails were digging deeply into his broad shoulders as she violently spasmed. Her body exploding in orgasm at the hands of a stranger.

		OMG! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I know I should have been livid, and part of me was. It was just… Damn! It was so fucking hot to actually see that. It was like my fantasies coming to life as I watched Amy explode in orgasm at the hands of another man. As the dance ended, Amy stepped shakily away from her partner, gasping for breath. Her eyes still glazed over sultrily. She shook her head ‘no’ at some question of his and turned away towards the side of the dance floor, her face flushed.

		I intercepted her along the way, her eyes still glassy with passion as I pulled her to me. My lips finding hers as she molded against me, “I need you, Bob. Fuck me, now,” she whispered in my ear. Then, she frantically grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the back of the club. Finding the restrooms, she looked at the line for the ladies,’ then turned to the men’s. I poked my head in, but every stall was full. Amy didn’t even hesitate, she pulled me towards the rear entrance and out into the darkened night.

		The parking lot was dimly lit, there were lots of shadowy places available for lovers who just couldn’t wait. A few other couples were already out there, but we managed to find a darkened corner of our own. Amy was pressed hard against me, her tongue dueling with mine as her passion overtook her. Her fingers clawing along my throbbing erection. “If you don’t fuck me right now, I’m going back inside, find that hunk I was dancing with, and take him up on his offer!” she whispered frantically. With that, she pushed away from me, turned towards the wall and bent over. Her tight little ass winking at me beneath the short hemline of her dress. I didn’t even think twice.

		Flipping her dress up out of the way, I pulled my throbbing cock out and thrust deep inside of her. Amy letting out a scream as I drove all the way in, my cock crashing against her cervix. She was so wet from her earlier performance that she had no problem at all taking me. I started fucking her, hard. Amy desperately bracing herself against the cement block wall of the building. Her feet coming off the pavement with every stroke of my raging cock. Constant wails and whimpers escaping her lips. “Yes! God, yes. Fuck me! Take me! Just like that. OMG! I’m CUMMING!!!!!!” she cried. My cock exploding inside of her as she did. Jet after jet of my hot seed erupting into her sweet pussy.

		Finally spent, I pulled out of her. A long stream of sticky cum clinging between my cock and her reddened pussy. Cum seeping profusely from inside of her to drip between her still spread legs. Straightening myself out, I pulled her to me kissing her. Amy still making little purring sounds in my arms. Taking her hand, I led her quickly around to where we had parked. We kissed a few more times, then I opened the car door and let her in.

		As she climbed in, I could see her pussy. Her sweet nether lips were still red and swollen from fucking, creamy cum leaking slowly out. The sticky seed drooling down her thighs. Amy casually flipped up her dress so that she wouldn’t stain it, letting her cum filled pussy leak onto the cold leather of the car seat instead. Her eyes burning sultrily at me as I closed the door. That was one cleanup job I’d relish taking care of.

		At some point, I knew we were going to have to talk about what happened on the dance floor tonight. Maybe even about her dance partner’s ‘offer,’ but, right now, all I could think about was getting her home and fucking her again. We were both silent on the way home, wrapped up in our own thoughts. When I finally pulled into the garage, she quietly headed into the house. Amy met me in the bedroom, she was leaning shyly against the wall next to the bed. Her eyes looked at me uncertainly. “Are you upset with me?” she asked quietly. “Did I go too far tonight?”

		As an answer, I roughly turned her around and pushed her down on the bed. Her legs hanging over the edge, ass in the air. Flipping up her short dress, I dove between her spread legs, my tongue plunging into her creamy slit. My nose buried in her ass cheeks. Amy letting out a scream as she spasmed at the sudden intrusion. My tongue raking across her clit again and again before plunging deeply inside her slick tunnel. Cum poured out of her into my mouth, Amy whimpering with every stroke of my tongue. Her hands clawing at the bedding as I worshipped at her cum filled pussy. Her body shaking uncontrollably as orgasm after orgasm rolled through her.

		Finally, I stood up. Her juices covering my face, the scent of her sex driving me insane. Tearing my clothes off, I pressed my raging hard on against her swollen petals. Pushing deep inside her with one stroke, her slick cum lined pussy accepted me easily. Amy crying out another orgasm as I crashed into her cervix over and over. Her body thrashing about below me as I fucked her unmercifully. My cock was pounding into her. Sweat pouring off me as I watched her dark hair toss back and forth with her cries. She was coming constantly now, I reached out and grabbed her by the hair. Pulling her body up tightly against my cock as I took her, visions of her arched back and silent scream on the dance floor flashing through my mind. Pounding into her like a jackhammer as she cried out below me. Taking back my little slut, reclaiming her after she’d let another man touch her. Wantonly, let him shove his fingers inside of her and masturbate her to an orgasm!

		As I finally felt my cock swelling, she screamed out feeling my hot cum blast inside of her. Burst after burst erupting into her like hot lava, filling her for the second time tonight. I collapsed limply next to her. Amy rolled over on to her back. “Well… I guess you aren’t too upset over what I did, are you?” she gasped. Both of us breaking into uncontrollable laughter at her words.

		

		*

		

		I woke up first the next morning, lying next to her quietly sleeping form. Her hair was a tangled mess, her dark locks still clinging damply to her face. Sliding quietly out of bed, I glanced back. Amy was lying on her stomach, her legs were slightly spread, streaks of dried cum staining her thighs. Her pussy still slightly red and swollen from the pounding I’d given her. Damn! She looked delicious lying there. I wanted her all over again as I thought of the prior evenings events. I wasn’t sure where we were headed with all of this, but I knew I loved her more than ever after last night.

		I grabbed a shower and was in the kitchen frying some bacon for breakfast when Amy finally appeared. She was fresh from the shower and dressed in just cutoffs and a halter top. The top hugging her breasts delightfully. Bare feet padding softly across the floor. Coming up to me, she kissed the back of my neck, “Morning, Baby. Did you have fun last night?”

		“Oh, yeah! Last night was definitely fun. I’m not sure I had quite as much fun as you did, but it was a close second,” I laughed.

		Amy’s arms slid around me, hugging me. Leaning her head against my shoulder she quietly whispered, “It was kind of fun, but are you sure you’re okay with it? Really, really, sure? I mean, things got kind of wild last night. I let it go a little further than I’d intended while I was dancing.”

		“I’m okay with it, honest,” I said quietly, setting the bacon off the burner. Turning to face her, I kissed her softly. “You didn’t go too far, I promise. I’m honestly not sure where the ‘too far’ line might be. Or, even if there is one. As I’ve told you before, I’m complicated. I think as long as you keep me involved, and you end up coming home with me, we’re good.”

		“You mean, if I’d actually taken him up on his ‘offer,’ you wouldn’t have minded?” she asked. Her face a strange mix of seriousness and curiosity as she looked at me.

		“Well, I don’t know exactly what his ‘offer’ was, but I was there, and you came home with me. I love you, and I always will, Amy. No matter what. So, yeah, I guess maybe I’d be okay with it,” I said softly.

		“His ‘offer,’ was to do exactly what you and I did,” she replied hesitantly. “I’m not at all sure that I’m ready for that, whether it fulfills some deep fantasy of yours or not. That would be… I don’t know… Cheating… Adultery… Forgetting my vows. I’m not sure I could do it, Bob.”

		“You don’t have to, Amy. I’m not asking you to forget your vows. I’m not asking you to do anything. I’m just saying that you have… I don’t know… Carte blanche, I guess, when it comes to what happens. You can get carried away if you want to. Think of it as being a kind of free pass. The only rules being that I’m always involved, and you end up coming home with me,” I said. Embarrassed at the depravity of my admission, I wasn’t even able to look her in the face when I said it.

		“I love you, Bob. End of discussion. If and when anything like that ever happens, and it’s a very BIG if, I promise you that all you have to do is ask me to stop. Just say the word and I’ll stop. Otherwise… You darn well better be ready to fuck me silly afterwards,” she giggled.

		“Deal,” I said quietly as I kissed her. Then, I grabbed the bacon off the stove and popped some English Muffins in the toaster. Over breakfast, we made plans to go shopping later in the day. I had to buy her one of those dresses. Or, at least, one every bit as sexy. Maybe even, two?

		

		*

		

		The shopping spree was a huge success. I mean, how many times can a guy honestly say he enjoyed going clothes shopping with his wife? Seeing Amy model those dresses was enough to drive me insane. Dreams of seeing her flaunting herself in them fueling my fantasies. She came home with two very sexy, very revealing dresses for dancing or partying. There were also three other outfits for just going out. You know, something a little more casual, but still darn sexy.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Things went back to life as usual for the next few weeks after that. I began to think that her new outfits were going to be left just hanging in the closet, unfulfilled fantasies. As much as I imagined I’d like to explore those fantasies in greater depth, I knew I could never ask Amy to fulfill them. It had to be something that she felt comfortable with at the time, her decision and only hers.

		Fantasy time finally came one weekend. I’d had to drive over to New Orleans for a meeting on a Friday. Amy took a day off and we made it into a weekend getaway, giving us two nights and a day in the French Quarter. As I packed that Thursday night, I noticed that her ‘new’ outfits were missing from the closet, she’d packed them for the weekend. Oh boy! That could get interesting…

		When I got back to the hotel that Friday, Amy was napping. Waking up as I entered the room, she told me she’d spent the day down at the pool. The darkening tan she sported confirming her story. Grabbing a quick shower, I got dressed for a night out while Amy got ready. I always enjoyed watching as she put on her makeup and did her hair. Loving the view of her lithe body as she primped before the mirror.

		Finally satisfied, she padded barefoot back into the room. She sat down on the edge of the king-sized bed and sensuously pulled a pair of thigh top stockings up her long legs. We were just going out for dinner tonight, maybe hitting a bar or two afterwards. Amy grabbed one of her new outfits off the hangers; this one, a short leather micro-mini skirt, coupled with a body hugging cream colored blouse that had a soft, draping scoop neckline. One that allowed her full, swaying breasts to be easily visible whenever she leaned over.

		I was ready to burst with pride as we walked through the lobby, Amy by my side. Her heels pounding loudly across the polished stone floor, long legs flashing with every step. To hell with dinner in the French Quarter, she looked good enough to eat herself. It was only a short walk from the hotel to the restaurant we’d chosen. Time to enjoy the sights and smells of the French Quarter.

		Still, walking out into a New Orleans Summer night was like stepping into a sauna. By the time we got to the restaurant, Amy’s blouse was clinging enticingly to her body. Her dark nipples becoming slightly visible through the pale, damp cloth. Not to mention, that they snapped to attention as we stepped into the cool air-conditioned air of the restaurant. Her erect nipples now like diamonds trying cut through the material.

		After a wonderful dinner, and several glasses of wine, we headed back out to explore the Quarter. We were on our second bar, a jazz band playing, when I decided I needed to seek some relief and headed for the restroom. Returning, I spotted Amy in conversation with an admirer. He was rather good looking, tall and blonde. This time, I honestly did stop and watch, leaning casually against the wall. She’d had just enough wine tonight that her inhibitions were down, and I knew it. I was curious to see if she’d take advantage of her ‘free pass.’

		She glanced over his shoulder, catching my eye. Her eyes were smoldering. Amy was getting turned on; big time. I didn’t see any hint of wanting to be rescued in those eyes, just heat. I sat down at an empty bar stool and ordered another drink, the spot I’d chosen giving me a clear view of my wife and her suitor.

		Amy was talking animatedly, her fingers toying playfully with her long hair. I could see her laughing at something he’d said. He’d refreshed her drink for her, sitting casually next to her. She crossed her long legs seductively, the short mini skirt riding up with the movement. I could see the lacy tops of her thigh tops from where I was sitting. I casually wondered if her admirer could see anything more? I knew damn well she was commando under that short skirt.

		When he reached out a hand and nonchalantly touched her knee, she didn’t stop him. Emboldened, his hand slid higher as I watched. Nothing more than a voyeur to their erotic performance. Amy letting his fingers caress her thigh, even letting him get to the lacy top of her stocking. I could see her breathing getting heavier, more passionate. Her full breasts rising and falling as she got more excited. Her nipples were standing out again, only this time it wasn’t from the cool air.

		Her admirer took her hand in his, fingers covering her wedding band. He leaned over and gave her a little kiss as his other hand slid higher up her leg. His fingers had to be above her stockings as their kiss deepened. When he broke away, I could see her eyes dark and smoldering. There seemed to be a series of questions and answers going back and forth. Amy shaking her head no at something. Then, she glanced sensuously at me over his shoulder, her breasts heaving. She was sexily chewing on a finger as she appeared to be considering his latest entreaty. Finally, I saw a positive nod of her head as a coquettish smile graced her face. Standing up, he took her hand helping her off the tall stool.

		My heart was in my throat as they began to stroll towards the back of the bar. The blood in my veins suddenly turning ice cold as I watched my wife walk away with another man. Fantasy or not, it’s hard to watch as your wife goes to… Shit, I had no idea what she was about to do? Whatever it was going to be, it wasn’t with me. Amy smiling at me enigmatically as she passed. I saw them turn surreptitiously down the hall leading to the restrooms. I’d been down there, there was no back door. Wherever they were going and whatever was about to happen, it would happen here.

		I quickly pulled out my phone and glanced at it, she hadn’t left any messages. The time glaring back at me like a ticking bomb. I drained my drink and ordered another as I waited. Wondering the entire time what she was doing? Was she sucking him? Fucking him? Both? Whatever it was, I realized she’d no longer be my chaste bride when she returned to my arms tonight. She’d have tasted the forbidden fruit, forgotten her vows. Her body would have been possessed by another man. As sexy as it was, and it WAS sexy, I wasn’t getting to watch. It wasn’t quite the same as seeing Jack and his conquest of the moment. It wasn’t a complete fulfillment of my fantasies. But, I couldn’t fault her. She was doing this for me. Deep down, I knew that with certainty.

		The time crawled by at a snail’s pace. My head was dizzy thinking of all the scenarios that were playing out in my mind. Was she on her knees slurping seductively along his throbbing cock? Deep throating him? Maybe even bent over, hands braced against the restroom wall, taking his hard rod deep inside of her? Letting him fill her with his seed? Shit, how long does it take to fuck a woman in the john? Would she never get back?

		Fifteen extremely long minutes later, I saw her ‘admirer’ emerge from the hallway. There was a satisfied smile on his face as he walked casually past me and out the entrance. I looked around frantically for Amy, was she okay? Where was she? Was she broken and bleeding on the floor of the john? If so, which one? I was almost having a panic attack by the time she rounded the corner from the hallway. Seeing me, she blushed attractively and strolled timidly over to me. She looked up at me with those big eyes, her breath still coming hard and fast. Stepping up to me, she put a hand around my head and pulled me to her. Her lips caressed mine, she smelled of sex. Then, she provocatively drove her tongue into my mouth. I could taste him in her kiss, she’d sucked him off! Her mouth still tasting of his salty, creamy seed as her tongue dueled passionately with mine. Proving to me that she’d been unfaithful. I threw a pile of cash on the bar and grabbed her hand, leading her out into the night.

		Amy fell into my arms as soon as we were outside, kissing me enthusiastically over and over. My tongue devouring her salty tasting mouth with every kiss. Finally, I led her back towards the hotel, her head leaning softly against my shoulder as we strolled quietly along. My mind awhirl with thoughts as we walked. It was mind boggling. She’d actually done it! She’d sucked off another man, let him cum inside her mouth. Let him fill her mouth and throat with his cum, then come back out and kissed me. Kissed me with those same soiled lips, forcing me to taste his salty seed with every kiss. And… I loved it. It was so fucking HOT. OMG! I couldn’t wait to get her back to the hotel, I wanted to fuck her silly, then I wanted to hear all about it. I can’t begin to tell you how badly I wanted to hear about it.

		Once back in our room, Amy looked at me nervously. She was standing there, legs crossed, chewing seductively on a finger just as she’d done earlier when trying to decide whether to break her wedding vows or not. “Are you okay, Bob? Did I go too far tonight?” she shyly asked.

		I picked her up and threw her on the bed, pushing her mini skirt up above her hips as my tongue drove between her slick nether lips. Amy letting out a squeal above me, fingers clawing at the bedding as she rocketed into orgasm. Her pussy was soaked, but it didn’t taste of latex, or anything else. It tasted of her pure honeyed juices as I licked and sucked at her unmercifully. Part of me casually registered that all she’d done was suck him off. She hadn’t let him fuck her, but even that she’d done that much was unbelievable. There was no longer any doubt in my mind that at some point, my fantasies would be fulfilled. I’d get to watch as Amy was fucked by another man. Maybe not tonight, but it would happen. No question now, it was just a matter of time.

		I rolled her over, her body now bent over the bed. Those long legs spread as her toes pushed against the floor. My cock was rock hard as I slid deeply inside of her wanton pussy. Amy crying out in ecstasy as I buried deep inside of her. “Yes! God, yes. Fuck me, Baby. Fuck your slutty wife. Take me! OMG! Yes! I’m cumming!!!!” she screamed. I watched her body spasm uncontrollably beneath me as I drove into her over and over.

		I was fucking her now, just purely pounding into her again and again. No love, just lust. Taking her like some slut to be used. My cock ready to burst as I watched her writhe beneath me. Her body shaking constantly as I slammed into her over and over. When I finally emptied myself into her, she screamed. Her body going limp as I filled her again and again. Cum spurting out from her clinging nether lips with the force of my explosive orgasm.

		Lying together afterwards, I asked her about it. I had to! I wanted to know everything; how she was, what he’d said, what he’d done. Did she enjoy it, was it a turn on for her? I let her tell it at her own pace, revealing everything. After he’d approached her, she decided to let him buy her a drink. She thought he was good looking, and she was getting turned on by his advances. Knowing she had a go ahead from me, she felt emboldened. He wanted her to go back to his hotel, that had been her negative responses to his overtures.

		Finally, he’d suggested maybe doing something there at the bar. Amy deciding to ‘test the waters,’ if you will. Something just to prove that I wouldn’t disown her if she misbehaved. And, yes, she had been turned on something fierce by his advances. Ultimately, she’d agreed to a blowjob and he’d led her to the back. Since I was watching her, she knew I was cool with it. At least, for the moment. While she related her story, Amy had slid down my body. Those adulterous lips kissing along my chest and abdomen as she did.

		She reached my throbbing cock, now easily revived by her retelling of the adventure, sliding it into her mouth. He’d taken her into the men’s room. Finding an empty stall, he’d started kissing her. Frenching her as his hands roamed freely over her body. Feeling her breasts, even pulling them free and suckling greedily at her nipples. The thought of him doing that, filling me with lust. His probing fingers had found her bare pussy too. Fingering her to an orgasm before she’d gone to her knees and freed his cock. Amy telling me, teasingly, that it was a nice one. He’d been circumcised, about the same size I was. Maybe a little longer, but not as thick. Then… She’d given him a blowjob. Animatedly, demonstrating her technique on my own swollen member. Her tongue driving me insane as she took me deep into her throat over and over. My cock finally bursting as I emptied my balls into that slutty mouth over and over.

		Finished, Amy crawled back up my body. Her breasts swaying seductively over me, then kissing me. Her tongue driving into my mouth, letting me taste the cum in there for the second time tonight. Ultimately, falling asleep contentedly in my arms. Her breath still scented with two loads of cum as she curled warmly against me.

		I fell asleep with visions of Amy, imagining her lover as he suckled hungrily from her sweet orbs. Maybe giving her little nibbles on her tender nipples. Seeing her body spasm in orgasm as his probing fingers masturbated her sweet pussy. Imagining her face as she slid him deep into her mouth, almost hearing her little moans of pleasure as she did. Hot, damn!

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Saturday dawned hot and sultry, a typical New Orleans day. After a lazy breakfast, we wandered down to the pool. Amy wearing one of her skimpier bikinis and drawing a good deal of attention as she did. Damn, she looked good enough to eat as she lay there baking in the sweltering sun. Occasionally, she’d take a dip in the pool to cool off. Climbing out, the cold water causing her nipples to poke out proudly against the moist fabric every time. Her bikini bottoms clinging wetly to her pussy, a perfect outline of her tiny landing strip and nether lips revealed by the damp material. Fuck! She was hot. Every guy at the pool having some difficulties with her wanton display. Several of them taking very unnecessary strolls past her lounge chair.

		We took an afternoon nap after a little replay of the night before. Hey, what can I say? We were both still supercharged from her illicit affair of the preceding evening. Amy admitting, once again, how turned on she’d been. She also admitted that she felt a lot more comfortable about maybe playing around a little further now. Obviously, the fact that I hadn’t objected to her stretching of our marriage vows, reassuring her. Giggling madly as she reminded me of that as she bounced happily up and down on my cock, riding me cowgirl style.

		As the evening approached, we both took showers and began to get ready to go out. Amy pointedly informing me that she’d asked one of the staff about any dance clubs that might be in the area. Her voice a soft, seductive purr as she told me. I sat in our hotel room watching her as she got ready. She was taking extra time tonight; somehow, I suspected she had plans. I just wasn’t sure what they were. Still charged up over last night, she was bouncing like a little kid in a candy store as she got ready. I knew she had every intention of dancing with a few other men tonight. No doubt repeating her earlier performance from the dance club back home, maybe even letting things go a little further.

		I was a little ambivalent over the prospect. I wanted her to do it… I really did. The fulfillment of my fantasies was almost an irresistible force inside of me now. But, I also wanted to be there to see it. I couldn’t do that if she was in some restroom behind closed doors. Now that it was a real possibility, this fetish was becoming all-consuming for me. But, at the same time, fulfillment of my fantasy meant that my wife would be fucking another man. Taking his seed deep inside her womb, just letting him screw her like some slut. Only returning to me when it was over, her body used. Soiled by a man that didn’t love her. Someone who only wanted her as a convenient place to empty his throbbing cock. Face it, I was an emotional mess.

		My eyes roamed over Amy as she primped before the big mirror in the bath. She was finishing her eye shadow, a little darker than her usual. A last touch of lipstick and a toss of her hair, then she padded softly out into the room. Her naked body lusciously displayed before me. She went over to her luggage and took out a pair of thigh high stockings. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she pulled them sensuously up her legs. My cock getting hard as I watched her. Her pussy winking at me as she moved.

		Walking over to where she’d hung her dresses, she perused the two short dresses we’d purchased that day we’d gone shopping. They were both extremely revealing, it was hard to decide which was sexier. Either, easily as hot as the dress she’d borrowed from Jessie, maybe even more so. Finally, she made her choice. It was a pure white halter dress. The flirty, flared hemline rising quite high on her long legs, barely coming down past the lacy tops of her stockings. She fastened the short zipper in the back, then tied the top around her neck. Adjusting her full breasts, the top hugging the swelling orbs enticingly. Her sensitive nipples standing out excitedly against the soft fabric. In the bright lights of the room, I could even see the dark outline of her areolae. She didn’t put on a thong before stepping into her spike heels, obviously having every intention of being commando while she danced tonight. Her sweet pussy flashing wickedly for anybody to see. My little slut.

		My cock rose to attention as I walked behind her down the hall to the elevator. Her lacy stocking tops revealed with every step she took. Her ass swaying seductively as she walked. The stark white dress a delightful contrast against her tanned skin. We took the elevator down to the parking level, retrieving our car and putting the address for the club into the GPS. Amy quietly enjoying the sights as we drove through the unfamiliar city. The club was located on the other side of the Mississippi, nowhere near our hotel in the French Quarter. Our destination proving to be a world away as I looked at the neighborhood. Her silence driving me a little crazy, wondering just what was going on in her mind.

		Only Amy knew her plans for the night, knew exactly how far she was contemplating going, or maybe, willing to go. Would she just dance seductively as she had the other day? Maybe offer a blowjob to one of her partners, letting another man once again fill her mouth with his creamy seed? OMG! Would she go even further? I’d given her a free pass, she could fuck somebody if she really wanted to, and she knew it. Would she take advantage of it, bent over in some john, a hard cock splitting her in two? By the time we left the club later tonight, would her sweet pussy be soaking wet from taking another man’s pulsing cock? Her honeyed sweetness tainted by the taste of latex? OMG! Would she even let him fuck her without a condom? We had never discussed any rules for something like that. Amy was on birth control, at least there wouldn’t be any accidents if she did. Ultimately, whatever happened in that regard would be her choice. It had to be.

		Did I really want that? Amy used, soiled? Fuck! Yes, I guess I did, but damn it I wanted to watch. I wanted to see it as some guy shoved his cock inside of her. Watch as she exploded over and over in orgasm. See his hot seed ooze from her used pussy. That was my fantasy. Getting her back used and soiled would be hot, no doubt about it. The salty taste of her mouth when she kissed me last night had nearly driven me insane. But, it just wasn’t the same.

		Pulling into the parking lot of the dance club, I became a little leery. We weren’t exactly in the best part of town, the bright lights and sounds of the city nowhere near. Not the party atmosphere I had come to associate with New Orleans. I could see several people milling around outside, smoking. Not quite the hip crowd of the club back home, the clientele a little more ‘seedy’ looking. Most of the people I saw were black, though it was New Orleans. I guess you had to expect that, the population mix here far different than that of the Dallas area. As we walked in, the music was pounding loudly, seemingly more of a Jazz/Cajun mix than what we were used to. Amy didn’t seem to mind, her hips swaying to the unfamiliar beat as we moved towards a vacant table.

		We sat at our table watching the dancers and having a couple of drinks to loosen up before venturing out onto the dance floor. There was a mix of people, but the club was still about seventy percent black. I’m not usually bigoted, but just the proximity of so many black men and the general air of the club, left me feeling a little apprehensive. The dancers seemed to be having fun though, Amy happily dragging me out to join them. Her body twisting wildly as she danced, dark landing strip flashing teasingly with every flip of her hips. Her body slithering against mine seductively, she was driving me crazy. Not to mention the effect she was having on the other dancers. Their eyes boldly riveted to her lithe body with every move. Leering, lustily at her exposed charms.

		After about twenty minutes, I pulled her off the dance floor and back to the table. Thirstily downing another round of drinks, the air in the club heavy with humidity in the sultry Summer night. Hadn’t these people ever heard of air conditioning? Glancing at Amy, I saw her dress clinging to her damply. Her nipples outlined against the moist cloth. The dark locks of her hair clinging to her face and bare shoulders in the sweltering humidity.

		Another round later, we headed back out onto the floor. Amy no less exuberant this time around. Her body twisting and turning with the sultry beat of the music. Grinding into my crotch at every opportunity before teasingly twisting away again. A flash of dark landing strip visible with every twist of her hips. She was driving me insane. Well… Me and every other guy that was anywhere near her. At the next slow dance, she clung tightly to me. Reaching up on tiptoes to kiss me, her tongue dueling seductively with mine as her bare ass peaked out beneath the short dress.

		Finally, she agreed to sit down again. Thirstily downing two more glasses of wine before wanting to dance some more. She looked at me with those dusky eyes, then pointedly asked if I wanted to sit out this time around? Nothing shy about her tonight. She was letting me know she fully intended to get naughty. I could see it in her flushed face, her breasts heaving passionately. I hesitated but nodded that I’d be at the table ‘enjoying the view,’ as she put it.

		There was a spring in her step as she strutted back out onto the dance floor. Her body starting to writhe sensuously to the beat of the music. She picked up a partner almost instantly. Tall and blond, maybe a little younger than we were. If nothing else, he was exuberant. She danced with him, letting him get a view of her charms periodically. Though, she wasn’t nearly as blatantly sexy as she’d been when we had danced together. When she ground her body against him, not nearly as sensuous. He only lasted the one dance before she thanked him and moved on.

		Her next partner seemed to be more to her liking, about six-two and muscled. Older, he had a heavy growth of stubble on his face. He was also black. Amy didn’t seem to mind that turn of events. Not at all. This time, her dancing became more sensuous. Her twists and turns a little more exuberant, short dress flaring out with every turn she made. Even from where I was sitting, I could see her bare ass and dark landing strip teasingly on display. I’m sure his view had to be considerably better. When Amy would slide her body into this partner, she didn’t hesitate to grind sensuously against him. I could even see a growing bulge forming in his tight jeans. A very BIG bulge.

		About three numbers later, the music slowed down. He pulled her into his arms, her body molded to his. Amy’s arms went around his neck, their height difference causing her dress to ride up. I could plainly see her naked ass cheeks on display beneath the short dress, his dark hands on her bare butt. His fingers digging into her soft flesh, kneading it, as he pulled her tightly to his growing bulge. The song seemed to go on forever, his hands massaging her naked ass as he pushed his pelvis tightly against her. Amy growing more passionate with every passing minute.

		Finally, I saw a hand slide around from her sweet ass. He was definitely feeling something, and it wasn’t her butt! Amy’s body began to spasm as he traced along her moist slit. I could see her eyes closed passionately, her breathing escalating with her excitement. Catching our waitress, I quickly paid our bill. Deciding that if something happened, I wanted to be able to beat a hasty retreat; either pulling Amy out with me or following her. Whichever turned out to be appropriate.

		Amy was writhing on his probing fingers now. Her back arched, fingers digging into those muscled shoulders. I knew she was whimpering and crying out, but the loud music drowned out any hope of ever hearing her. Suddenly, her body gave a violent jerk, I watched her mouth open in a silent scream as he brought her to a crashing orgasm. Then, she fell back against him limply. Her body held up by his strong black arms. When the song ended, he grabbed her by the hand and led her stumblingly off the floor. I watched intently, trying to see what direction they were going.

		As they headed towards the back, I saw them pass by the hallway to the restrooms. Abandoning my unfinished drink on the table, I began to follow. He led her out a back door, a silent nod passing between him and another man who slipped out close behind them. I took a deep breath before following, opening the door less than a minute later. The door led to a rear parking lot. Just a dirt lot, the area was dimly lit. The darkness reduced only by the glow of moonlight, the moon about two-thirds full tonight. I looked around frantically trying to spot them. Panicking as I searched, was he taking her somewhere? Finally, I spotted them further out in the lot, maybe seventy-five feet away. She was kissing him as they leaned against an old beater of a Cadillac. Her wedding vows long forgotten, her body molded sensuously against his. His big hands roaming freely over her body, tongue buried deeply in her mouth. His dark skin standing out starkly against Amy’s pale beauty and white dress. I could just make out the second man standing off to the side in the shadows, watching. As much a voyeur to the happenings as I was.

		Finding an out of the way location, I slid into the shadows. My eyes glued to where my wife and her partner were making out. His moves getting increasingly intimate as their kisses deepened. My heart was pumping furiously, yet the blood in my veins felt ice cold as I watched, frozen in place. My cock feeling like it was about to burst as I watched my innocent bride in the arms of another man. This was real, it was happening, not some video on my computer. I thought about trying to stop her, I really did. A part of me wanting to scream ‘NO!’ But, I couldn’t, letting my cock make the final decision. My deepest, darkest fantasies in full control now. Taking a shuddering breath, I watched, mesmerized.

		Amy didn’t seem to be objecting to his advances, she let him do whatever he wanted. His hands roughly squeezing her full breasts through the thin dress. Dark fingers cruelly pinching her nipples, Amy whimpering out loud at the force of his brutality. Her cries nearly drowned out by the noise of the cicadas filling the night. He roughly jerked the ties to her halter top, her dress falling to her waist, exposing her. My wife nakedly displayed in the moonlight, her pale breasts glowing like twin chalices of alabaster. There was no protective layer of clothing now, his hands openly mauled her full breasts. Squeezing them, twisting harshly at her dark points. His lips finally settling on to one of her swollen nipples, suckling greedily. Amy’s head bent back passionately. Little whimpers coming from her as he roughly suckled from her sensitive breasts. I could even see his teeth biting her nipple, as he pulled at it. Her breast unnaturally elongated with the force of his actions, like she was some BDSM slut enduring nipple torture.

		I knew it had to escalate. But, how far? Would he shove her to her knees or… The answer coming suddenly, as he brutally bent her body over the hood of the car. Flipping up her short dress, he kicked her legs wide apart, delivering a harsh slap to her pale backside. Amy flinching at the sudden attack. Then, he reached down and unzipped his jeans. His untucked shirt lifted as he did, exposing the butt of a gun tucked in his waistband. Fuck! That sure as hell wasn’t a part of my fantasy. The reality of it causing me to panic.

		Then he pulled out his cock. Oh, shit! He was huge! I mean, like really huge. A lot bigger than I was. At least two or three inches longer and a lot thicker too. Hell, he was even bigger than Jack. It looked like some huge black snake as it magically hardened, his fingers stroking it rapidly to its full size. He leaned over her, his fingers tangling harshly in her long dark hair. Pulling her head back, he whispered something to her I couldn’t hear, Amy whimpering at his words. The announcement accompanied by a second hard slap to her reddening backside. There was no last second grab for a condom, he just pressed that monster against her sweet pussy.

		Amy’s eyes opened wide, her mouth letting out a scream as she felt him push inside her protesting pink petals. OMG! He was in her. That huge black cock was in my wife. Bareback! With every passing second, inch after inch was disappearing inside her sweet cunt. Amy’s head thrashing back and forth passionately, screams coming from her as he shoved that monster all the way in. Her hands futilely beating against the unyielding metal of the car as he buried himself to the hilt in her unprotected pussy.

		I saw his body start to move now, his hands gripping onto her hips. It was actually happening. He was fucking her! Roughly taking her right in front of me. That monstrous cock slamming into her over and over. Amy crying out with every stroke. Her pale fists still beating helplessly against the hood of the car. Faster and faster, his cock was like a piledriver. I saw her body jerk spasmodically, she was cumming. Actually, cumming! Screaming out an orgasm on that huge, black cock. He was moving frantically now, his long, thick rod splitting her tight pussy open again and again. Then, I saw his body tense. Amy screaming at the top of her lungs as he emptied his black seed deep into her womb! Filling her with his cum. Breeding her, like she was just some slut to be used.

		The sight of my wife being impaled by that black monster, was tearing me apart. I leaned back against the side of the building, still in the shadows as the scene unfolded. Somewhat in shock, helpless to stop him. Yet, not wanting to. Unbelievably turned on as she was taken right in front of me. As he pulled off Amy, a flood of his creamy cum oozed freely from her abused pussy. He delivered one last loud slap to her sweet ass cheeks, then abruptly turned away. His friend stepped up out of the shadows and high fived him. He didn’t even say anything, just stepped up behind my still spread-eagled wife, unzipped and pulled out another huge black cock. Maybe not as big as that first monster she’d taken, but still a lot bigger than mine.

		Stepping up between her still openly spread legs, he leaned over her. Grapping her hair, I heard him tell her to stay right where she was. Delivering a harsh slap of his own to her now very red backside, he brutally shoved his long cock into her. Amy crying out once again at the new invasion. He buried himself all the way in her cum filled pussy with one thrust. Her cum slicked canal taking him with little resistance. His hips almost immediately starting to slam in and out of her. Their bodies slapping together loudly. Her body jerking with the force of his attack, her spike heeled feet slipping on the dirt of the backlot. He was just fucking her. A nameless stranger taking her like some slut that he’d run across. I watched in a kind of horrid fascination as he used her. Amy’s hands now only lying weakly against the hood of the car, any resistance she had long gone. My mind barely accepting what I was seeing. Only snapping back to reality as he emptied his black balls into my wife, breeding her for the second time tonight. Then, pulling out, giving her another sharp smack to her ass cheeks as he did. He calmly adjusted himself and walked away. Leaving Amy limp, her body still bent nakedly over the hood of the Caddy. Her long legs spread, still totally exposed with her face buried in her arms. Her naked breasts pressed against the hood of the car. Cum profusely dripping from her abused pussy.

		As they both went back inside laughing, I saw them high five each other again. Amy began to shakily stand up and start to pull herself together. I was hurrying towards her as she began numbly tying the halter of her dress. By the time I reached her, she was adjusting her breasts in the clinging top. Her chest still heaving as she tried to catch her breath. She even started shaking her head and running her fingers through her long hair, trying to straighten it out. Doing her best to make herself presentable. “Amy? Are you okay, Baby? Are you hurt?” I asked shakily.

		“Yes, of course, I’m okay, Bob. I’m a big girl. I have been fucked before you know. Just not by anything quite that big!” a sharply sarcastic tone to her voice. “Damn, they were both fucking huge. It felt like they were going to rip me apart. But, right now, Baby? I just need you to take me back to the hotel. Then, you damn well better fuck me silly like you promised,” she purred, as her lips graced mine fleetingly.

		I helped her, legs stumbling weakly towards our car across the dim parking lot. Once we’d achieved its relative safety, I asked her again if she was okay? A weak smile and a nod was all I got, but that was enough. I leaned over and kissed her gently.

		“Thank you for coming and finding me. I wasn’t sure you even knew where I was. Did you see? Did you get to see any of what happened? What they did? They fucked me, two of them. Bareback! I had no idea. No inkling. I don’t even know where the second man came from. I thought it was just Marcus, he was the one I’d been dancing with. Honestly, Bob, I just intended to give him a BJ! I guess he had other ideas, huh?” she laughed weakly.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		The drive back to the hotel was quiet. Amy consumed by her own deep thoughts for most of the drive. As we crossed the Greater New Orleans Bridge, taking us away from the Westbank and the events that had transpired there, I breathed a quiet sigh of relief. Even Amy seemed to perk up, the bright lights of the Crescent City bringing her back to reality. I felt her hand begin to caress my leg. Pale fingers started stroking my cock, feeling it grow with her ministrations. I glanced over at her, seeing her face ease into a coy smile as she continued to drive me crazy. Apparently, she hadn’t been kidding, she really was okay after her misadventure. Or, maybe she didn’t really mind the rough way she’d been treated? Not every woman likes that kind of treatment. Then again, not every woman can say they’ve had sex with multiple men in one night. And the way her fingers were teasing me, Amy’s magic number for the night was about to increase to three.

		Stepping from the elevator, I led the way down the carpeted hall to our room. A quick swipe of the keycard, and we were inside. Amy kissed my cheek, asking for a glass of wine and I headed over to the minifridge, pulling out a couple of the small bottles for her. She casually strolled over to the bed and turned up the lights. Turning to me as I came up behind her with her drink, I got my first good look at my adulterous wife.

		Amy had tried to straighten herself out after her adventure, but in the bright room lights, her efforts paled. Her mascara had run, long streaks running down her face from the tears she’d shed. Now smeared badly by her attempts to wipe her face. Her lipstick was smudged, hair a tangled mess. But, I had to admit, she still looked fucking beautiful! In fact, she looked damn sexy standing there. Taking a big gulp of her wine, she smiled and added, “Thanks, Hon, I think I needed that.” Her voice sounding more like her normal self again.

		Setting the glass aside, she unfastened her halter top, letting it fall free. Her full breasts revealed to my astonished eyes. There were dark bruises starting to show on her pale orbs, even her nipples were reddened and swollen. Teeth marks visible where she’d been bitten. As she unzipped her dress and it fell away, I could hardly have imagined the sight. Amy stood before me in just her thigh top stockings and spike heels. Her little landing strip was damp and matted with sticky cum. Heavy streaks of their black seed ran down between her pale thighs, even staining the lacy tops of her stockings. Her pussy… Fuck! Her pussy lips were distended and bright red, badly swollen and covered with a sticky residue of cum.

		I couldn’t help myself! I was drawn to her abused sex like she was some temptress. As I knelt before her, the scent assaulted me. She reeked of sex. The smell nearly overpowering, her pussy so full of their creamy black seed that it still oozed profusely between her swollen labia. My lips kissed her damp landing strip, my nose breathing in the result of her assignations. Amy moaning softly above me as my kisses moved down her landing strip to the sweet cleft of her abused pussy. Her legs spread open voluntarily now, my tongue licked slowly along her cum covered slit. Amy letting out a passionate cry as my tongue caressed her, cleaning her.

		My tongue played with her swollen clit, Amy holding on to my head, fingers entwining in my hair. She was moaning constantly as I teased her clit over and over. Finally, I let my tongue slide between those swollen lips, entering her. A heavy outpouring of salty cum filled my mouth as Amy’s whole body shook violently. An animalistic howl coming from her lips. A fresh flood of their black seed mixed with her own honeyed excitement filled my mouth. Her warm tunnel contracting around my probing tongue as she spasmed in orgasm.

		Finally, Amy started to push me away. “No more! Please? I can’t… It’s too much. I… OMG! Oh, fuck! Oh! Yes! I’m cumming!!!!!” Her body once again jerking spasmodically above me. I stood up before her, watching her face as she finally opened her eyes and began to focus on me. Then, her arms went around me, her tongue driving into my mouth as she French kissed me. Tasting the salty cum of her two lovers in my kiss.

		Quickly undressing, I turned to climb into the bed behind her. My eyes focusing on her ass as she climbed on to the bed. Her pale ass cheeks were covered by bright red hand prints from the spankings they’d given her. The marks so well outlined you could have pulled finger prints from them. Her pussy still oozing with cum even after my earlier ministrations. Fuck! They’d really filled her. Well… Guess what? I was about to fill her again. My cock a raging, throbbing spear as I gazed at my wantonly unfaithful wife. Fuck! She looked like some slut. Lying there, her body covered with bruises and cum stains. Smelling of sex, sweat and the cloying cologne of the two black men she’d serviced tonight. But… Damn! I fucking wanted her. She was practically irresistible lying there. Like some siren, calling to me. Luring me to her.

		I crawled onto the bed, sliding between her wantonly spread thighs. Her cum stained stockings wrapping around my hips as I leaned down and kissed her. I kissed down her throat, her collarbone, her breasts. Finally taking a swollen nipple between my lips, Amy moaning softly as I suckled her swollen tip. I surprised us both as my teeth closed on that swollen strawberry and I pulled against her yielding breast. Seeing it stretching out unnaturally as I pulled her nipple harshly. Amy crying out at the assault, but not stopping me. Her eyes closed, perhaps remembering the roughness of her earlier encounter.

		A last kiss, our tongues dueling passionately, and then I placed my swelling member at her swollen nether lips. Amy gasping as my cock spread her reddened petals open for the third time tonight. Her third cock of the evening, her third lover, splitting her open and pushing deeply inside of her. I was fucking her, using her just like the two others had. Pounding deeply into her cum slicked pussy over and over, Amy crying out with every thrust. My pelvis grinding into her swollen clit as I pounded into her. I watched as she spasmed again and again, her eyes rolling back in her head. Long hair thrashing back and forth as her head whipped from side to side in passion.

		I yelled out as I finally began to fill her wanton pussy with my own hot seed, reclaiming her. Taking her back. Amy screaming as she went over the top once again, fingernails raking deeply along my back. Spike heels digging into my backside as she tried to pull me even deeper with each explosive jet of cum. Ultimately, collapsing down next to her. Both of us covered with sweat, gasping for breath as we came back to earth.

		It was full dawn before I woke up the next day, sun pouring through the window. We’d forgotten to close the drapes in our haste. Amy was still sleeping peacefully beside me. I slid quietly out of bed, looking back at my adulterous wife. My ‘hot wife,’ who had had sex with three men last night. Shit face it, she’d been fucked by three men last night! She was lying quietly, still wearing her thigh top stockings. One of her spike heels was lying tangled in the bedding, the other somewhere in the piles of clothes and bedding that littered the floor. Her pussy was visible, landing strip still matted with cum, dried cum stains showing on her thighs and stockings. I swear there was even cum oozing from inside her, a large damp spot visible between her legs. Her pale ass still red from the spanking she’d received. She looked like some wanton slut that I had picked up somewhere. And, I loved her. Damn. I really did love her…

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		We talked about what happened on the long drive back to the Dallas area. Digesting the events of the prior evening. Both of us shyly agreeing that things had gotten a little too far out of hand. Not really what either of us had wanted. Don’t get me wrong, there was never any mention of not doing anything further. Amy was enjoying her new sexual freedom, she was just wanting her escapades to be a little more… Sedate. I was fine with that. I even shyly admitted that I really did need her to keep me more involved. Telling her that she still had carte blanche to do whatever she wanted, just as long as I could watch. Somehow! Amy, laughing sarcastically as she told me that it might add some wrinkles to her love life, but promising that she’d try her best.

		We were driving over the eighteen-mile-long bridge on I-10 that spans the Atchafalaya Swamp, when Amy suddenly broke the silence, informing me that she wanted an ankle bracelet. When I glanced at her questioningly, she told me it was something that she’d read about it on the internet. The idea exciting her. The comments reminding me that I had seen the same thing discussed on several of the sites I’d looked at. The jewelry would signify that she was now a ‘hot wife,’ at least, to those in the know. And, she wanted everybody to know that she was a married woman that was proud to be sexually available to others. Her actions fully sanctioned by her loving and adoring husband.

		So, one of the first things that we did after arriving back home was make a trip to a jewelry store. Amy picking out a heavy gold ankle bracelet. I thought the sales clerk was going to lose it as he fitted the golden chain around Amy’s shapely ankle. His eyes glued up her short skirt to the sexy gap between her crossed legs. Her commando pussy openly visible as he fumblingly tried to clasp the chain closed. Of course, we also had to buy a ‘few’ more clothes while we were at the mall. After all, I did want her ‘to look nice for her lovers, didn’t I?’

		

		*

		

		I was at work on a Friday afternoon a few weeks later, when my cellphone started vibrating. It was Amy. She told me she’d invited a colleague home for drinks and dinner. Hoping I didn’t mind the short notice. After I had innocently said of course it was okay, she giggled conspiratorially. Then, teasingly added, “He’s very nice, and he’s been flirting with me all day. I can’t wait to get him home.” My pulse rate chillingly increasing about two hundred percent at her announcement. Accompanied by a cavernous feeling opening in my chest. None the less, with her erotic declaration, my cock started swelling as I sat there helpless at my desk. Embarrassingly unable to do a damn thing about it.

		I had drinks already set out by the time the two potential lovebirds arrived. His name was Bill, a sales rep for one of her company’s suppliers. Dark haired and tall, he sported a nicely muscled torso and firm handshake as we were introduced. Amy had made a roast earlier in the week and we had plenty of food still available. The three of us enjoying cocktails as Amy bustled around the kitchen warming up the leftovers. Sitting down at the table to eat, I watched the interaction between them. Amy was flirting unmercifully. You know, the whole curl her hair around her finger, licking her lips sultrily, giggling at his jokes, sensuously licking her food, routine. And, like any guy, he was falling for it. When I got up to refill our drinks I could see Amy’s bare foot sensuously caressing his leg under the table! Golden bracelet dangling enticingly from her trim ankle, high heel lying lonely and abandoned under her chair.

		After dinner, Amy curled up next to me in the living room. Bill sitting across from her. Her shoes lay on the floor, long legs tucked up on the sofa. Her ankle bracelet proudly on display. From his vantage point across the room, I was sure he could see right up her short skirt. Knowing Amy, I was also sure that she was commando. When Bill’s glass needed refilling, Amy offered to refresh it for him. She padded barefoot into the kitchen, her tight ass swaying the entire way. Returning with a fresh drink, she leaned over seductively to serve him. Her full breasts displayed by the low neckline of her blouse.

		A few minutes later, Amy stretched catlike beside me. Her lips brushing against mine briefly. “Bill? If you’d be interested… Well… I was wondering if you might like to join us tonight…” her voice a soft purr. “In the bedroom?”

		The poor man practically fell out of his chair at her softly seductive words. He looked like a deer caught in the headlights of a fast approaching car as he glanced quickly at me. I just nodded my acceptance, letting him know that I was okay with the arrangement. “Don’t get the wrong idea, Bill. I’m totally straight, Amy just enjoys the occasional opportunity to have somebody join us in the bedroom,” I added. My voice calm as I said it. Surprising even myself, trust me!

		“You mean…” Bill continuing to look lost and confused at the unexpected turn of events.

		“Oh, for heaven’s sake, Bill. Do you want to fuck me or not?” asked Amy frustratedly.

		“Hell, yes!” he exclaimed. The excitement in his voice bringing a smile to Amy’s face. She turned and kissed me, her tongue briefly dueling with mine, then unwound from next to me and stood up.

		She slowly walked over to where Bill was sitting, almost like a cat on the prowl. I swear, I could almost hear her purring as her tight ass swayed with every step. Then, extending her hand, she grasped his pulling him down the hall towards our bedroom. Her bare feet padding softly along the hardwood floor. Bill, meekly following behind as I stood up and added to her train. Reaching the bedroom, Amy stopped and turned. Standing up on tiptoes, she kissed him. Her lips soft and lush against his, then turned to me and repeated the maneuver. Then, she turned and urgently began to throw the covers from the bed.

		With the bedcovers now wildly strewn across the floor, Amy leaned sensuously back against the wall next to the bed. Her long hair now in mild disarray, her eyes on fire. Legs crossed, playfully biting a finger in her mouth. Then, licking her lips delectably, she began to unfasten her blouse. One button after another, slowly, teasingly. Her lacy bra was exposed now, her pale breasts swelling from its tight confines. Just the slightest hint of her dark nipples showing through the lacy covering. Sliding the blouse from her shoulders, she let it drop to the floor. Her hands went to her back as she unclasped her bra, letting it join her blouse on the floor. Her full breasts bare before us. Nipples proudly standing to attention. Then, she reached for the zipper on her skirt. I swear, I could actually hear the teeth letting loose one by one as she unfastened it. She wriggled her hips and the short skirt fell to the floor, pooling around her bare feet. Amy was naked. Standing there before us like Venus rising from the sea.

		OMG! She’d shaved! Her dark little landing strip was gone. Her bare mound fully revealed, the slight cleft at the beginning of her slit, totally exposed. I could even see her labia just barely visible between her legs. Her nether lips already glistening with dewy excitement. Amy’s bare mound was totally unexpected, something special she’d apparently done in preparation for tonight. A change that meant inviting Bill into our bed was definitely not some spur of the moment decision. The little minx had planned this! Damn, she was beautiful, standing proudly before us in her nakedness. A feral animal offering herself to the two of us. “I think you two have way too many clothes on,” she teased.

		You never saw two men strip faster in your life, trust me. When we were both as naked as she was, Amy smiled seductively at us. Then, she casually stepped over to us, repeating her earlier soft kisses. Smiling at me minxlike, she slid down on to her knees before us. Her face now at a perfect level with our swelling cocks. She quickly took hold of Bill’s hard rod, letting it fill her hands. Her eyes shifted directly to mine as she leaned forward and seductively licked a clear drop of precum from Bill’s hard cock. I watched in total fascination as she began to give him a blowjob. Fuck! I knew just how wonderful her blowjobs felt. My own thick shaft throbbing in anticipation.

		She licked along his hard rod, even kissing and licking his balls before working her way back to the large, mushroom shaped head. Opening her mouth in a wide oval, she slid him slowly inside her mouth. Bill moaning as she slid his dick over her tongue. His moans increasing as she took him in all the way, deep throating him. Her nose buried in his pubic hair as her tongue teased his throbbing cock. She was bobbing up and down on that hard rod now. Bill moaning with each new stroke. Just as it looked like he was about ready to explode, Amy pulled off. With a wicked grin on her face, she turned to me.

		It was Bill’s turn to watch now as Amy took hold of my cock, her lush lips kissing the head of my throbbing erection. Then repeated her earlier performance, this time on me. My moans and groans every bit as loud as his had been. I could see him stroking his hard cock as he watched, a captivated voyeur to her wanton display. Finally, Amy pulled off my cock and turned back to her newest lover. Taking him deep into her throat with one stroke. This time, she didn’t let up. Amy’s head bobbed up and down frantically, Bill finally yelling out as he emptied his balls down her pulsing throat.

		I watched mesmerized as Amy frantically tried to swallow his seed, not wanting to miss a drop. Pulling off from his deflating cock, she unwound from the floor. Turning to me, she pulled me to her, kissing me passionately. Bill’s salty cum still on her lips and coating the inside of her mouth. The ultimate proof of her infidelity. Then, she dropped down before me, and took my cock deep into her throat, her wicked tongue driving me insane. Not letting up until I had cum as well, filling her greedy mouth for the second time tonight.

		With a saucy grin on her face, she stood back up. Her lips found mine again as her tongue pushed deep inside my mouth. Letting me taste the mix of salty cum that she’d swallowed. Then, she turned and gave Bill a peck on the cheek. Grabbing our hands, she turned and led the way to our king-sized bed. She was practically bouncing with excitement. I watched as she climbed into the bed, shaking her sweet ass at us. Then, she lay down sultrily. Her hands stroking along her soft curves, “Mmmm… See anything you might like, boys?”

		“Fuck, yeah,” hollered Bill as he boldly climbed in after her. His cock already hard again after watching her erotic performance with me. Amy held out her arms as he crawled on top of her. His lips moving swiftly, finding her erect nipples. He began suckling greedily, Amy moaning softly. I watched, mesmerized. Nothing more than a voyeur now, as he devoured her sweet nipples. Seeing the expressions on her face up close tonight, hearing her little cries and whimpers. Her fingers wrapping in his dark hair, pulling him to her. Eyes closed in ecstasy.

		It wasn’t long before he began to kiss down her abdomen, his tongue teasing her little navel piercing. Amy giggling as he did. Then he was kissing her bare mound, something that even I had not had the pleasure of yet! Drinking in her sweet scent before finally letting his tongue taste her honeyed dew. I knew from experience just how wonderful she tasted. Amy began to whimper again as his tongue raked along her wet slit.

		I watched in total fascination as her body jerked violently when his probing tongue found her clit. A cry escaping her mouth, eyes rolling back in her head. Her back arching sexily with the spasm. I could even see her toes curling as she exploded in orgasm. Hot! So, fucking hot! I saw Amy’s eyes flutter open, slightly unfocused. Then, she looked directly at me, her lips mouthing, “I love you.”

		Bill was totally enjoying her sweet pussy, his tongue pushing inside now. Fucking her with his tongue like it was a mini-cock. Amy’s body continuously vibrating, her little whimpers and cries never ending. Finally, he pulled away from the feast before him, his face moist with her sweet juices. I watched as he moved up her body. This was it. His cock now poised to pierce her pink petals, to actually enter that sweet pussy. Amy looked over at me as he began to press forward. Her big eyes locked on mine as his cock parted those sweet nether lips and popped inside of her. I was so close, I could see her petaled opening expanding, stretching tightly around him. Accommodating him, as his thick rod pierced her, even hear the little gasp she made. Amy’s eyes only leaving mine when they closed in passion as he slid deeply into her. Totally giving herself over to the lust running through her.

		He was fucking her now. My wife! Taking her, his long rod pounding in and out of her just three feet away from me. Close enough that I could have reached out and touched them. Amy crying out in passion with every stroke of his hard rod. Sweat glistened on both of their bodies. Amy’s back arching, toes curled, she was in the violent throes of a huge orgasm. Those eyes that had held mine earlier, now rolled back in her head as she exploded. Her scream could have been heard a block away as Bill’s hips began to jerk wildly. His throbbing cock filling her welcoming depths with spurt after spurt of his seed. Finally, he pulled his softening cock out of her. Their combined juices wetly coating his manhood. A flood of his hot seed pouring out of Amy’s still open petals. His creamy fluid pooling between her wantonly spread legs. Amy gasping for breath as she came down from her high. Damn! She looked unbelievably sexy lying there. Another man’s hot cum oozing out of her, sweat glistening on her luscious body. Her hair in wild disarray as her eyes turned to mine, challenging me. Daring me, wanting me to eat her cum filled cunt. Clean her after her lover had emptied himself inside of her.

		I moved onto the bed, taking over the space her lover had just vacated. My lips hungrily finding hers. Kissing her deeply, still tasting the cum in her mouth. Then, I began to move down her body myself. Teasing her swollen nipples, suckling those same sensitive points that had felt her lover’s lips mere minutes before. I was moving again now, my lips tracing down her body. Kissing her bare mound, a first time for me. It was a strange feeling, knowing that I wasn’t the first to taste her like that. The scent of their joining assaulting my nostrils, her body reeking of sex; Bill’s semen, his cologne, even his sweat that still clung to her shamelessly.

		My eyes found hers as I reached her cum laced nether lips. She was staring at me intently, her eyes boring into me, burning with passion. She wanted me to taste her, to lick her filthy, soiled pussy. Suck her lover’s hot cum from inside of her before reclaiming her adulterous pussy. I locked eyes with her as my tongue slid slowly along her very wet slit. Amy jerking above me, a cry escaping her lips as she exploded! I could taste Bill’s salty, molten seed in her. This wasn’t an hours long drive later, his molten hot cum was still copiously leaking from her. Scalding me with its heat. The scent of their coupling heavy in the air.

		My tongue finally entering her slick tunnel, Bill’s copious seed spilling out. Amy’s body in a violent spasm as she filled my mouth with a mix of their combined fluids. Squirting heavily in her passion. I loved it when she did that. Amy didn’t squirt all the time, but oh boy, when she did! Just the idea that I could somehow give her that much pleasure was a total turn on.

		Amy writhed sensuously beneath me, enjoying one long, continuous orgasm as I continued to worship at her cum filled pussy. Finally, I pulled away, crawling up her soft curves until my lips found hers. Letting her taste the salty seed that I had sucked from inside of her. Then, my throbbing cock finding her welcoming petals, I pierced her. Amy gasping beneath me as she took her second cock of the night. My hard spear easily sliding into her well used pussy. Amy letting out a cry as I bottomed out inside of her, my body grinding against her swollen clit.

		I was thrusting deeply into her now, crashing into her cervix with every stroke. Amy crying out, her head thrashing back and forth, long hair flying. Her fingernails raked down my back as her legs wrapped around me. “Yes! Fuck me, Baby. Take me back. Fuck my slutty pussy! Fu… Oh, God! Yes! I’m CUMMING!!!!” she screamed. Her whole body seized violently. Bill watching intently, enjoying the experience. His gaze transfixed as I began to fill her wanton womb with my own hot seed. Amy nearly passing out as I exploded over and over into her shameless depths.

		Afterwards, the three of us lay together. Amy snugly in the middle flanked by her two lovers. Soft purrs coming from her as she moved teasingly between us. Her long, silky smooth legs caressing first one, then the other. Letting us both kiss her. Finally, she asked if I’d get her another glass of wine, Bill deciding he could use a refill as well. A good cuckold husband, I willingly slid out of bed to do her bidding. My eyes still sparkling with the wonder of watching her up close and personal as she had taken another man’s hard cock.

		Returning, I found the two of them in the midst of a passionate kiss. Bill’s hand squeezing her soft breast as they Frenched. Hearing me come in, Amy broke their kiss, grinning coyly at me. Then, she purposely rolled over on top of Bill. His rapidly expanding cock between her straddling legs. Drops of my creamy cum leaking out of her, dripping slowly down on Bill’s hardening dick. She turned and looked at me, her eyes never leaving mine as her hand found his swollen rod and slid it between her soft petals. Then, I saw her eyes close passionately as she slowly lowered herself onto that throbbing rod. At last, she began to move sensuously up and down on his hard cock. Taking it deep inside of her. His long shaft glistening with our combined juices as she did.

		After a couple of minutes, she stopped, her body still impaled on Bill’s cock. Turning her head to me, she said, “Fuck my ass, Baby. DP me!” Her voice an urgent whisper. I didn’t hesitate, setting the drinks on the nightstand, I opened the drawer and pulled out the bottle of lube she kept there. This was an opportunity not to be missed. I crawled onto the bed, my legs now straddling her lover’s. Spreading her sweet ass cheeks, I let the lube drizzle down on to her tight rosebud. Adding some lube to my throbbing cock, I moved forward.

		Kissing her back as she lay there on top of Bill. His hard cock buried inside her sweet pussy. I slid a lubed thumb slowly into her tightly protesting ring. Amy gasping as it popped through. I could feel Bill’s hard cock beneath my thumb, feel the other man who was inside my wife! The sensation was unbelievable. Then, I pulled my thumb out and slid up her body. My lubed cock was poised at her tight opening now. Amy turned her head, looked at me and nodded. I slid inside her, a loud cry escaping her lips, her eyes wide. The feeling as my rod popped inside that tight rosebud was unbelievable. We were filling her, throbbing cocks in both of her orifices. “Oh… So, full… OMG! Oh, fuck… Yes! Take me, fuck me with those hard cocks!”

		We both began to move now, finding a rhythm. Bill’s hard rod sliding beneath my thrusting cock. I could feel him! Only a thin membrane between us as we fucked her. Used her like some five-dollar whore, both of us slamming greedily into her. Amy crying out constantly. Her body spasming constantly between us, those tight orifices clamping down on our thrusting members. Bill started spurting first, his cock jerking as he filled her with his hot seed again. The unexpected sensations sending me into orgasm as well.

		As we pulled out of her, copious amounts of creamy seed spilled from her body. I could see her tight rosebud, still not quite closed after taking my cock. Her dark tunnel winking at me as cum drooled out of her. I collapsed down onto the bed, Amy falling off between us again. Her body shaking as she gasped for air, sweat glistening on her skin. Her hair damply clinging to her sweet face. “Oh, God! I’ve never done that before. It was… Fuck, what a ride! Thank you, Baby. Thanks to both of you,” she giggled, giving both of us a kiss.

		“I think I’m the one that should be saying thank you, to the both of you,” said Bill. “I never expected anything like this tonight. Or, any night for that matter,” he laughed. “This is one night I’ll never forget.”

		Bill left shortly after that. Amy kissing him when she walked him to the door, nakedly standing on tiptoes as she melted against him one last time. I let them have a few minutes together while I got cleaned up. Then, met her back in the bedroom. Watching her as she sensuously strolled across the floor to our bed. Cum from our passionate night still drooling down her long legs. Climbing in, she molded against me. Her lips finding mine once again, Bill’s kiss still warm on her lips.

		It wasn’t long before my cock started to rise again. Amy grinning as she turned around in the bed and began to give me a slow and sensuous blowjob. Her sweet pussy, still full of Bill’s hot seed staring me in the face. Enticing me. I dove in as Amy cried out, her mouth still stuffed with my throbbing cock. It wasn’t long before we both exploded passionately one last time. Finally, falling asleep entwined together.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		The house was empty when I got home from work. Amy was apparently still at the office. She’d been working late more often lately, her efforts paying off as she was up for a promotion. After changing clothes, I began to bustle around in the kitchen starting to get things ready for dinner. My phone buzzed in my pocket as I was pulling out the silverware. It was a text message from Amy:

		

		Ck Ur computer. Skype call.

		

		Wondering what was going on, I traipsed into our home office and booted up my laptop. Sure enough, there was a Skype call from Amy. Opening it up, all I saw was a vacant conference room. I was a little confused, but it was definitely a connection from Amy. I continued to watch, my diligence rewarded a few minutes later as I saw two people enter the room and close the door. The click of the lock was barely audible over the connection. One of them was Amy. She must have set up her phone or a laptop earlier in preparation. The other was tall and black. A little heavy set, but still in decent shape.

		I heard Amy giggle as she was pulled into her partner’s arms. Finally getting a good look at him, I realized I’d met him before. He was one of their Vice-Presidents. They were kissing now, their tongues dueling passionately. His hands roaming over her soft curves, squeezing her breasts. Amy was uttering little cries and whimpers as his touches became more intimate. He had her blouse unbuttoned now, one pale breast pulled out of her bra as he suckled on her nipple. Her eyes went to the camera, looking straight at me. The wanton little minx even winked at me!

		Gripping her hips, he picked her up and sat her on top of the long conference table. Then, pushed her skirt up, exposing her long legs. Spreading her, I caught a glimpse of her bare snatch before he leaned in and began to lick at her moist slit. Amy’s head throwing back in passion as she cried out. His hot tongue teasing her sweet pussy. Tasting her honeyed juices, his tongue lapping happily at her sweet nether lips. Amy’s fingers entwined in his dark curly hair as he slid his tongue inside of her warm canal. I could see her wedding rings flashing in the light as her eyes closed in ecstasy.

		Finally, he pulled from between her open thighs, his hands going to his pants and dropping them to the floor. His actions revealing a very large cock, long and thick. He moved back between her beckoning thighs. Amy’s legs wrapped around his backside as he pushed that big, black cock inside of her. Her high heels locked together behind him, her pale legs a stark contrast against his dark skin. Her ankle bracelet glaringly visible. Her hands holding on to his broad shoulders, fingers digging into him as he began to fuck her. Slamming that hard-black cock into her over and over.

		Amy looked directly towards the camera mouthing, ‘I love you,’ at me. Then I saw her boss start to jerk as he filled her unprotected womb with his hot seed, breeding her. Afterwards, he pulled out of her, his creamy seed oozing from between her still spread thighs as she leaned sensuously back on her elbows. Catching her breath as she lay atop the polished conference table. He handed her a tissue and let her clean herself. Then she hopped off the table, kissing him once more.

		“Oh, by the way, Amy. Report to my office starting Monday. That new position as my Administrative Assistant is definitely yours. As you know, there will be some overnight travel involved and it will require our working rather intimately together. However, I certainly don’t see that as a problem. Not after tonight. Do you?” he asked, a big grin on his face.

		“Not at all, Sir. I think I’ll be very happy to work directly ‘under’ you,” she giggled. “Very happy.”

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Amy’s adventures as much as I did writing about them. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to look for my other stories and novellas as well!

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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