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cole’s story

Icouldn’t sit still. I tapped my wedding ring against the half-full pint glass in front of me, and my foot bounced on the rail that ran along the bottom of the bar. I was all nervous energy. It was probably because it took everything I had to fight the urge to rush across the bar and stop the proceedings—to go over there and reclaim my wife. But while watching her happily flirting with another man made me queasy, it also had me harder than I’d ever been in my life. So, I stayed put and watched. This was all my idea anyway.

It started with porn, of course. I watched these amateur videos online where husbands were supposedly videotaping their wives fucking strangers. I gravitated toward those videos at first because they were good, true amateur videos. But then I started thinking more about their scenario: a husband sitting back to watch while another man seduced—and then screwed—his wife. It seemed so insane. No real man would ever let that happen. But I’ve always had a voyeuristic streak, and I realized watching the forbidden scenario was turning me on. From there, it was only a short hop to where I was picturing Kelley, my wife, in that situation. The moment I imagined my wife, Kelley, in that situation, I was hooked.

Kelley was across the bar talking to a tall, hunky guy with thick light brown hair he wore swept back. He also had the carefully groomed five o’clock shadow that often passes for a beard these days. Kelley had always told me she preferred intellectual, nerdy guys like me, but the way she hung on this guy’s every word had me doubting that. He and I could not have been more different. I tried to push my insecurity aside and focus on the fact that the plan was working, not that it was ever in doubt. When I got Kelley, I far outkicked my coverage. My beautiful wife is way too hot for me and has no trouble attracting attention from men when she sits at a bar alone. It happened all the time when I went to the restroom or left her unattended for some other reason. I’d grown used to the disbelieving looks when I came back, and her would-be paramours saw who Kelley was with.

My wife is in her mid-thirties and is the quintessential all-American girl next door. She’s tall and slender, with perfectly straight, pale blonde hair that falls halfway down her back. When she brushes it forward, it just about covers her amazing tits, like a modest mermaid. It had been even longer when we met at our first post-college jobs, almost down to her sweet little ass, but it had been getting shorter and shorter as the years have passed and she’s become more of a serious grown-up. Her eyes are crystal clear blue, and she’s got the perfect little button nose that other women pay surgeons thousands of dollars to try and replicate. When her smile crinkles the corners of her eyes, it looks like butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth, but when her lips quirk into her sly little smile, it looks like Kelley has a secret you’d kill to know. I think she’s even prettier with her glasses—those heavy plastic frames that are in now—but she usually wears her contacts when we’re out for the night. She has always been slim and athletic—she easily snapped right back after our son—and her tits, which are a perfect handful, are as perky as ever. As I said, she always gets attention.

As she laughed at what I was sure was some lame joke, Kelley put her hand on his forearm and left it there. They had been together since he bought her a drink about forty-five minutes earlier, and I was convinced he was going to be the one—if there was going to be one tonight. The furthest Kelley had gone on our previous nights out was some light kissing before she left the bar—alone.

I don’t know what perverts did before the internet. Once I realized I had this obsession with watching my wife with another man I found out there’s a whole community for it. Isn’t there a community for everything these days? I found out I am not a cuckold, because I’m not looking to be humiliated or have my wife tell me how much better her new lover is. I just want to watch. And I learned guys like me have what they call a hotwife fetish. A hotwife is a woman who goes out and fucks other men with her husband’s blessing. Sometimes he’s there watching, often he’s not. I found this online community, and it is full of guys who desperately want their wives to do it but can’t figure out how to convince them. I sympathized when I read their posts. When I tried to imagine asking Kelley to fuck another man while I watched, I saw lots of objects being lobbed in my direction, right before she threw me out on my ass. Turns out, I was wrong.

The stranger leaned in and whispered something in Kelley’s ear that turned her a deep crimson. With her pale, china doll complexion, she’s always blushed easily. She waited and sipped her wine before she replied. She hugged his arm and got close to do it—a very intimate gesture. My stomach somersaulted, and my cock throbbed. This was the third time we’d been out and watching had not gotten any easier.

Once I decided I really wanted to try this, I followed the advice of the guys online. I introduced fantasies in bed, talking about how hot she was and how guys were always looking at her. Kelley is not a woman who goes after men’s attention, but I know she likes it. I was surprised by how much teasing her about other men wanting her turned Kelley on in bed. And then one night I worked up the courage to pitch the fantasy of a threesome with another man. I was using her favorite toy on her and started whispering about how hot it could be if she had the attention of two men at once. Kelley only looked at me funny for a second before she began moaning. To press my point, I slipped my cock into her mouth while I pushed the vibrator in and out of her pussy. Her eyes were wide and wild. Kelley came in record time, and I came down her throat right afterward.

Kelley held out her hand so her new friend could check out the charms on her Pandora bracelet. I knew his interest was just an excuse to touch her. He held her hand while he looked at each of the little charms. I had bought them all and each of them had special meaning for us. Watching him touching them—touching her—made the jealousy boil inside me. He was holding her hand and had to see her wedding ring, but it did not slow him down. I was curious what story Kelley had told him about my absence.

After a couple of weeks of roleplay in bed, I finally confessed to Kelley that I thought it would be fun if we played some games in real life. She was confused at first. I didn’t tell her I just wanted to watch her with someone else but insisted it would be hot to have a threesome in real life. Kelley said I was crazy. She said I couldn’t handle seeing her with another guy. I’ll admit, I do have a jealous streak, but it seems to be short-circuited by my new fetish. I took note of what she did not say. Kelley never said she didn’t want to do it.

As I watched Kelley with her new friend, I sensed there was something different tonight. I wasn’t sure at first, but as I read her body language, I realized she liked this guy. On our previous outings there was always a sense that she was doing this to humor me, but tonight she seemed really into it. She hadn’t so much as glanced over at me in over fifteen minutes. I imagined Kelley forgot I was even there. Her friend had moved closer when he was looking at her bracelet, and now he stayed there, his arm on the back of her stool, touching her bare arm. And Kelley was leaning into him. I was dying to know what they were talking about. When I saw her shake her head, I wondered if he suggested getting out of there and she said no. Would she say no?

I was the one who suggested this little bar game. I told Kelley I’d read that some couples did this to put a spark back in their marriages. They go out and flirt with other people to get the rush, but then go home together. I told her it would be a good test to see if I could get past my jealousy. Of course, I had no intention of flirting with anyone myself. When Kelley agreed without a fight, I got paranoid. Did she think our marriage needed a spark? Had she been waiting for a chance to go out and flirt with other men? I tamped those feelings down and decided to be happy that Kelley had agreed to my game.

Kelley kissed his cheek and then excused herself. I wanted to jump up and follow her to the bathroom, but I didn’t want to be obvious. Even though we’d come in separately, I was afraid someone would realize we were together. Seconds later, my phone chimed.
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Kelley


enjoying yourself over there?




Cole


it’s a fun show. Your friend seems nice




Kelley


Blake is great. He does something with mortgages




Cole


he looks ready to close on you




Kelley


are you okay?




Cole


yes. It’s hot, baby




Kelley


do you still mean what you said before?




Cole


if that’s what you want




Kelley


I don’t know. I mean, it’s exciting, but it feels weird




Cole


just have fun. It goes where it goes




Kelley


and you’re really okay with that?




Cole


I said yes. Stop asking and just do what feels right




Kelley


love u




Cole


love you
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When Kelley returned from the restroom, it looked like she’d freshened her makeup, and there was an extra bounce in her step. I was probably projecting, but she looked excited about what might happen. Other men in the bar watched her cute little ass as she crossed back to Blake. She wore a short, tight green leather skirt and knee-high black suede boots, with black tights. I’d wanted to rip it off her when she’d shown me the outfit she’d chosen for the night.

She hopped back onto the stool beside Blake and kissed his cheek again. He said something, and as she laughed Kelley tucked her hair back behind her left ear, something she always does. I saw the earring I’d bought her for our anniversary a couple of months earlier, and the reminder that this was my wife I was watching was like a smack across the face. Playing with fire like that seemed insane, but I knew I would do nothing to stop it.

Now that I’d given my final blessing, I wondered how much longer Kelley would wait before leaving with Blake. And then what would happen? I had left things wide open when I told Kelley it goes where it goes. When I first brought this fantasy up, Kelley insisted she could never sleep with another man, but I sensed that stance had softened over the course of our nights at the bar. I think making out with the guy on our last outing opened her to the possibilities.

Kelley constantly held Blake’s hand now. His arm was around her again, and she was practically in his lap. My stomach bubbled like a cauldron. My nerves were on high alert like my body was willing me to intervene before she did something that could not be taken back, but my passions were so inflamed they clouded my judgment. It seemed like every time I blinked, I imagined some new vision of Kelley and Blake together. They were kissing. His hand was up her skirt. She undressed for him. Kelley was on her knees, his giant cock in her face.

I was pulled back into the moment when she kissed him. Time slowed to a crawl, and I saw every detail. Kelley’s eyes fluttered closed as she turned to him, her lips just slightly parted. Her ruby lips barely touched his at first and it looked like she might pull back, but then Blake slipped a hand to the back of her head and pulled her deep into the kiss.

Their lips moved together and hers parted further. I knew her tongue flicked out to meet his. Kelley’s cheeks blushed with excitement. She has always loved kissing and told me last time that kissing a new man after so many years was an incredible rush—even as it felt deeply wrong. The kiss was probably only a minute, maybe two, but it was an eternity for me. When they finally parted, Kelley’s lips subtly clung to his, like her body didn’t want to stop.

Kelley was grinning and looked down, no doubt embarrassed by how she’d blushed. Blake spoke, and this time she nodded. He slapped money down on the bar. She risked one last look across the bar at me. There was worry and fear, maybe a tinge of regret in those eyes, but there was also fiery lust and excitement. My wife was just as turned on by the game as I was. For the first time, the thought popped into my mind: She’s going to fuck him! It had been mostly academic up until then. Kelley gathered her purse and Blake led her from the bar.

I was shaking, but I stayed in my seat—left behind. It echoed in my head over and over. She’s going to fuck him! I couldn’t know that—she insisted she didn’t want to go that far—but I felt like I knew it was going to happen. I was going to get my wish, for better or for worse.
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I paid my tab and raced out of the bar. Of course, it was not to stop them. I just wanted a glimpse of them before they left. I was in luck. My wife and Blake were beside a big, extended cab pickup. They were all over each other. Kelley’s back was pressed against the vehicle, her head tilted as Blake kissed her neck and groped her. His hands moved over her tits, but he was too impatient to stay there, and he moved on to cup her ass. It was like he could not decide what he wanted from my wife and so was trying to get everything at once.

Blake pulled back from her and the taillights on the truck flashed. He opened the passenger side door and Kelley climbed up inside, nearly giving him a nice upskirt view. Blake hurried around to the driver’s side and just after he climbed in, the engine growled to life. I waited for them to pull out of the parking lot. He was going to take Kelley home and fuck her. I was sure of it. But the truck did not move. Endless minutes felt like hours, and I slowly realized that they were fooling around right there in the parking lot.

Oh my god! I was so excited. I had prepared myself that Kelley was going to go off with some guy, and the best I could do was to hear about it after the fact. That was not my fantasy, and I hated it, but I couldn’t think of any alternative—not yet, anyway. We both thought that if Kelley explained what we were really doing it would chase any guys off, and she was still worried that despite my fantasy I wouldn’t be able to handle actually seeing her with another man. She said maybe we could figure something out, someday, if we continued down this path, but I would have to settle for what I could get for now. I didn’t love it, but I accepted it.

I crept through the parking lot, moving closer to the truck. Crept is a good word, because I felt creepy doing it, but I could not help myself. I hoped to find a vantage point where I could see into Blake’s truck, but it was very large, and I would have to be looking up at it no matter where I was.

An SUV a few cars away offered some cover if I crouched behind the front fender. It was not ideal, but it was the best I could do. I could hear muffled music coming from the truck, and occasionally I saw shapes moving. The windows were already fogging. I’ll admit, the reality was disappointing. In fantasy, I was everywhere and could see everything I wanted to. I could lock in on any detail. In reality, I was just some peeping tom with a bad view. It was still exciting enough to make my cock throb because I knew what my wife was doing in that truck.

My mind worked overtime to fill in the blanks. They were kissing, of course, Kelley eagerly sucking on his invading tongue. I imagined her leaning across the center console, desperate to get at Blake. He wanted her just as badly and massaged her tits through her top while trying to figure out how to get it off. Would Kelley help him? I saw her shadow in the passenger side window and it looked like she might be pulling off her top for him. Underneath, she wore a lacy black bra that lifted her tits but barely covered them. Blake would love the view. And then Kelley was out of view again.

I shifted as my knees got sore. Minutes crawled by and I saw nothing, save perhaps some rocking of the truck. I imagined Kelley draped across the center console, Blake’s cock filling her mouth. Her sexy ass was in the air, and her skirt was hiked up, and tights and panties pulled down, so he could finger her wet pussy while she sucked him. I don’t know why, but I was sure my wife would be blowing this guy tonight. The oral sex in our marriage had dropped off until recently. Kelley loved blowing me now, as I described it was some stranger’s cock she was sucking. She only swallowed if she was so caught up in it that she didn’t think to pull away, but I was sure she would be swallowing Blake’s load.

I pushed my jeans down and pulled out my prick. Yes, I was disgusted with myself for jerking off in a parking lot like that, but I could not help myself. Knowing my wife was in that truck with a stranger’s cock in her mouth drove me crazy. I had to do it. I just prayed I didn’t get caught. I imagined his fingers twined in her fine blonde hair, holding her head down as he pumped himself up into her throat. Would Kelley allow him that? She tried to keep control when she went down on me. Picturing Blake mouth-fucking my wife made me lose it. I groaned and pumped my cum all over the front tire of the SUV shielding me. I silently apologized to whoever owned the vehicle.

Now that I’d come, I grew impatient. How long did it take for Kelley to make this guy blow his load? She’s very good with her mouth, and just seeing my cock in my pretty mouth just about makes me finish before she even does anything. Or was Blake still playing with her pussy, trying to make her come? I thought the excitement would make her orgasm quickly, but maybe she was nervous.

The truck was moving. It was subtle, so it took me a minute to catch on, but it was definitely rocking. And it was rocking with a clear, obvious rhythm. I didn’t believe it. It couldn’t be. Kelley swore she didn’t want that. Was my sweet wife lying to me? My brain tried to deny it, but, I was sure. My wife was fucking Blake in that truck.

I circled to the other side, hoping for a better view. I found another SUV to hide behind, but I was more exposed there because the parking lot was better lit on that side, but that light helped me see into the truck. I clearly saw shapes moving through the condensation obscuring the driver’s side window.

Dizziness overcame me and I braced myself against the SUV. My brain fought reality. I’d fantasized about this moment so many times, but now that it was here, I felt like I was going to throw up. Every cell in my body screamed that this was wrong. And yet… And yet, I’d never felt more alive. His nausea faded, leaving only wired excitement. My heart pounded in my chest, and my cock throbbed with the beat. I hadn’t been hard twice so quickly since I was a teenager. I pulled it out again and jerked off, one hand braced on the fender of the SUV.

Kelley was riding Blake in the driver’s seat. Her silhouette rocked as she enjoyed his big cock. I had to imagine he was big. I thought I heard her moans mixed with the dull throb of the music. Her head hung forward and her shoulders were slouched. I wanted to see through that window so badly. Was her top off? Had Blake removed her bra, or were her tits jiggling in it as she rode him? She seemed to be moving faster and faster.

Her palm slapped against the window. I jumped back, startled. She dragged it down the window, leaving a smeared, imperfect clear spot. I could see her moving, and she was indeed shirtless. Blake’s hands might have been on her chest. The spot fogged over again, but Kelley’s slapped the window once more. She slapped it over and over. Holy shit! She was riding that bastard hard!

I grunted and came again, shooting my shame onto the ground this time. I shivered as the ecstasy crackled through me like a lightning strike, leaving little shocks of pleasure in its wake. I was left bent over the hood of the SUV, unable to stand on my own.

Reality threw a bucket of ice water over me. I heard voices, coming up behind me fast. I barely got my jeans pulled up in time to skitter around the SUV and escape into the shadows. It would have been so humiliating to be caught like that.

I went back to our car, cut off from my fantasy realized. I dropped into the driver’s seat, exhausted from the roller coaster I’d just been riding. My mind was still filled with images of Kelley fucking Blake in his front seat. All I could do was sit and wait for her. I sent a text, telling her where to find me.
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Another twenty minutes or so passed before the door opened and Kelley slid into the seat next to me. Her always perfect hair was disheveled and tangled. Her red lipstick was worn anyway, and every inch of exposed skin was flushed. Her top was not exactly straight, like she’d dressed in a confined space. But the most telling sign was that the knees of her tights were ruined, and the inner thighs were rubbed thin. The toes of her boots were badly scuffed. There were red marks on her neck where Blake’s lips had been. The tight space inside our car smelled of sex. Kelley watched me nervously.

“Did you have fun?” I asked. My voice was flat.

“Are you okay, Cole?” She touched my arm. It electrified me. That hand had probably been wrapped around Blake’s cock.

“Honestly, I’m feeling so many things right now that I don’t know which end is up. But yeah, I’m okay. This is what I wanted, and you did it for me. You are the hottest fucking wife ever, Kelley.”

Her eyes searched mine, looking for something. I noticed her hand was shaking, and I covered it with mine I told her, “Honey, you did good. You did nothing wrong.”

“Really?”

“I mean it. I could not ask for a more perfect wife. How many women would do this for their husbands?”

Kelley softly chuckled and said, “I got something out of it too, babe.”

“Was it good?”

Kelley smiled. She was glowing. “I’m afraid I may have gotten a little carried away.”

Of course, she didn’t know I was out there in the dark, watching. She probably thought I stayed in the bar or was waiting in the car the entire time. “I told you to have fun. I wanted you to do anything that felt right.”

“Are you sure about that, Cole?”

“Yes, Kelley. That is what I wanted. Now I want to hear every detail.”

Kelley moved her hand from my arm to my lap. Seeing my freshly-fucked wife had made me hard again. “I guess you do approve.” She giggled. “Drive us home, and take me to bed, and I will tell you all about it. Every little detail.”

“That’s the best offer I’ve had all night,” I said.

“Me too.”
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kelley’s story

Cole sat on the foot of the bed and asked me to strip. Really, it was more of an order. He’d become much more aggressive in the aftermath of our excursions. He tried to explain his newfound dominance, but his words failed him because I think he was afraid that admitting the truth would hurt my feelings. But I knew the truth. After watching me flirt with other men, Cole thought of me as a little slut and he wanted to punish me. The thing I hadn’t told him yet was that our little game did make me feel slutty and I wanted to be punished for being naughty.

I peeled off my blouse and laid it neatly on the chair in the corner. Even when doing a striptease for my husband, I couldn’t quite bring myself to be messy. The room was brightly lit by the fixture attached to the ceiling fan over our bed and I saw Cole studying me like a specimen, looking for the telltale signs of my encounter with Blake. I’ve always been very pale—I try to avoid tanning too much in the summer because of freckling—and my skin marks easily. Blake had been passionate in the truck, and I knew he had to have left red marks on my flesh.

My skimpy black bra lifted my breasts, offering them up in demi cups that left them mostly exposed. My pink nipples were still darkened and hard from Blake’s treatment and I could see Cole’s eyes drawn to them like beacons as I unhooked the bra and laid it aside. Blake had appreciated my choice of lingerie, which only made me hotter for him. A girl likes her efforts to be appreciated. Sometimes, when he’s too worked up, Cole flies right past my lingerie and tries to tear it off me to get at what he wants. My fingertips brushed my nipples, and they were still so sensitive that I shivered. I vividly remembered Blake’s hungry lips teasing them.

After a quick zip, I wiggled the green leather skirt down past my hips, half-dragging my tights off with it. But the tights stayed on, and my husband noticed right away that the crotch had been torn open. The tiny black thong beneath just barely covered my swollen, crimson lips. The state of my pussy left little doubt of what I’d done. Cole’s suspicions that I’d finally gone all the way with another man were confirmed. His mouth hung open and it looked like he had trouble breathing.

I closed my eyes and touched my enflamed pussy. I was right there back in the truck with Blake, sliding down onto his cock. God, how long had it been since I’d felt a man with a condom? I’d never liked condoms, but they were a necessary evil, and it didn’t ruin my fun. I opened my eyes and stared back at my husband. He was pale.

“Are you okay?” I asked. He looked at war with himself.

His voice trembled when he answered. “I am, Kelley. This is just really intense for me.”

Intense for him? I thought. I had just slept with another man for the first time since I took my wedding vows. Now that I was coming down from the high of my illicit sex, I had no idea how I felt about that.

“Tell me, Kelley,” he demanded. “Tell me everything.”

I closed the distance between us, leaving on my knee-high suede boots and ruined tights. I knelt between my husband’s legs and sat back on my heels. Wordlessly, I unfastened his pants and took out his cock. I knew right away from that familiar smell that Cole had come. His underwear was not ruined, but the remnants were there. My first that was that he had jerked off in the car while he waited for me, but then I became more suspicious. Had he followed us? What did my husband see?

“What do you want to know, honey?”

“I saw you kiss him.” His cock twitched when he said it.

“You liked that, didn’t you? I know that made you hot.”

I stroked his shaft, and it began to grow.

“I saw you wanted him to do it.” It was an accusation.

“Blake was hot, I liked him, and you wanted me to do it. Why not?” I held his head against my pale lips—my lipstick had been smeared off on Blake. “He asked me to go with him and I knew you wanted me to say yes.”

“You wanted to say yes, Kelley.” Cole groaned as his cock grew.

“I did. I wanted to know what would happen.”

I stared up at my husband and softly kissed his head and shaft. He moaned as he grew fully hard. Cole was on edge—waiting to hear more—but I was teasing him. I knew how he wanted it. It was funny. Our games began with Cole teasing me about being with other men, but once he had me hooked it turned, and I was teasing him about watching me. It made him come so hard sometimes that I worried he’d pass out.

“I was scared when Blake took me out of the bar. I didn’t know where we were going. It was reckless. I hadn’t thought it through. But I was so hot. I think I was trembling. We got to his truck, and he pounced on me. We were kissing like crazy.”

“I know. I saw it, Kelley. You gave it right up to him.” He sounded angry, but he looked pleased.

“It was like he knew what I needed. Maybe he sensed I hadn’t done this sort of thing before, and he needed to take the lead. He just took me.”

“Didn’t he care you were married?”

“I think he liked it. He barely asked about you, just to make sure you weren’t going to show up. I let him know I was his for the evening.”

“You slut,” he breathlessly accused, an edge to his tone.

“I am. I’m the slut you made me, Cole. You want your wife to be a slut.”

“God help me. I do.” Cole swallowed hard and demanded, “What happened in the truck, Kelley?”

“We were all over each other. Blake was pulling at my clothes and without even thinking I was helping him. My top was off, and he was playing with my tits. And I couldn’t stop kissing him. I didn’t want it to ever stop.”

It was strange being with another man like that—not as simple as I told my husband. I was seized with fear when my blouse came off and almost ran from the truck with my breasts hanging out. I was so excited I was shaking, but the cold reality that I was going to be with a strange man—not my husband—smacked me in the face. It felt like cheating, even though I had Cole’s encouragement.
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When I fell in love with Cole, when I accepted his ring and took my vows, I meant everything that went along with them, and that included fidelity. I wasn’t naïve enough to think I would never be attracted to other men and maybe even tempted, but I knew I was resolute enough to never cross that line. I could handle temptation and fantasy with the shower massage head.

I never had a strong desire to be with another man during my marriage, never thought about the possibility until my husband brought it up. Sure, I played into the fantasy in bed—Cole already had me soaking wet and well on the way to an orgasm when he first broached it, and I’ve always had a naughty side. It was a fun little game. But when he said he truly wanted to do it I was floored. It had to be some kind of a test, right? I knew Cole was insecure. He’d always felt I was too hot for him, which I’d always told him was ridiculous. I know I am a pretty blonde, and pretty blondes get attention, but to me, Cole has always been the perfect man. Cole pressed and made me understand he was serious, and I was sent reeling. I feared what it could mean and what such a thing could do to our marriage. I confronted him.

“You could never handle seeing me with another man,” I told Cole that night in the bedroom. “You’ve always been jealous.”

“I think I could. It would be so hot I wouldn’t be thinking about jealousy.” He was eager, his eyes wide. He looked like he was high.

“Why is seeing me with another man so hot? Why would you want that?”

All I could think about was that making love to me was not enough for Cole anymore and it was a scheme for him to get another woman. I still fear that. He just stared at me, and I could see he was trying to put this perverse desire into words.

“I can’t explain it, Kelley. It’s just something that turns me on. Do you know why it turned you on when we role-played having another man in bed?”

Of course, I knew, but I didn’t want to admit the answer. I thought it would hurt him. In the fantasy, I was powerless, and being taken was something that always turned me on. Cole, on his own, had never been a dominant lover until then—which was why I was so excited when he started that role-playing in bed. And it was hot to think about all those hands on me, all those sensations, all that focus on making me come. I was thinking of threesomes, of course, not going off on my own with another man. I gave him a sanitized answer.

“Because being the center of attention would be hot, Cole. If one lover is sexy, wouldn’t two be sexier? But none of that means I seriously thought about doing it.”
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There was none of that restraint as I stroked Cole’s cock and let the head rub my soft cheek. I told him how I wanted Blake. “He had me so turned on that I wasn’t thinking when I reached for his belt. I’d started rubbing the lump in his pants and it felt big. It was like I was compelled to see it—to touch it. And while I took his dick out pushed my skirt up.”

“I bet you were so fucking wet for him,” Cole grunted.

I looked down for a minute before admitting, “I was. I’m sorry. He had me so turned on, honey. I was tingling everywhere. It was so hot in that truck.”

“It’s a good thing your clothes were coming off then.”

“You wanted this,” I reminded him again. I took my husband in my mouth and sucked him hard.
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Once he’d broken the ice, Cole wouldn’t let it drop. When he brought it up, I’d act like he was just goofing, but honestly, it was on my mind. I’d never thought about being with another man before, it became all I could think about, and thinking about it excited me more than it probably should have. It wasn’t that I didn’t love Cole or that he didn’t satisfy me, but doing the forbidden was just so appealing. During college, I’d had a couple of crazy experiences, and I went back to them when I masturbated. Maybe it was time to create some new sexy memories—ones I could share with Cole. He looked shocked when, after a couple of weeks, I gave in. Maybe he wasn’t prepared to get what he was asking for.

“Okay, let’s see where this goes,” I told him. “But I want to start slow, and it stops the second one of us says so.”

“Of course.”

“I think we need some kind of test. I want to be sure you’re not going to freak out before we do anything serious.”

“We could go to one of those lifestyle clubs…”

“Like swingers? No, absolutely not. Are you sure this isn’t about you wanting another woman?”

Cole looked stricken. “Never, Kelley. There is no way I would find someone better than you.” The implication hung there, that I could obviously do better. I didn’t want that, but I would never fully convince Cole of the truth.

“Why don’t we try something simple and innocent? Let’s see if you can just handle another man flirting with me. It happens all the time when you leave me alone at a bar. This time you won’t come back to shoo the men away.”

“That sounds sexy.” Cole’s eyes were afire. “If you want to do more than flirt…”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself,” I stressed. I tried to hide it, but I was already excited thinking about the possibilities.
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My cheeks hollowed as I bobbed on Cole’s shaft. He doesn’t believe me when I tell him, but he really does have a great penis. It isn’t always about just having a monster piece of meat hanging between your legs. My husband was just perfect to hit all the right spots, and he knew how to use it. I was even a little surprised by how good Cole was the first time we did it.

But sometimes a girl does see something big, and she just wants it. Blake was very big. And when I played with it, he just kept growing. I reached down between my legs and stroked my swollen, buzzing pussy as I thought about him. That fat, flared tip… his meaty girth… the way it throbbed when I touched it. It was the first cock I’d ever seen that had been groomed. I think deep down I knew I was going to fuck Blake as soon as I touched it.

I slurped off Cole’s prick because I didn’t want him coming yet. I was not done with my confession.

“I took out his cock and I sucked it,” I cooed. Cole yearned for more and I knew what he had to hear. “I was so big. I did my best to suck him, but it was hard to fit him in my mouth.”

“Ahh, Kelley, you whore…”

“I am. I wanted it. I wanted it in my mouth.”

“I bet he fucked your mouth.”

“He did,” I lied. “He wound my hair around his fist and fucked deep in my mouth.”

The truth was that Blake didn’t have to fuck my mouth because I wanted to suck him so badly. I pushed him back and crawled across that seat and worshipped his cock. He leaned back and moaned my name and stroked my hair, but he didn’t force it. Blake let the natural slut in me come out and play. I didn’t even stop when I began to choke on it. My spit ran down his shaft and I held my breath and tried to swallow more. I was overcome with the desire to make him come in my mouth. It was all I wanted.

“Did he come in your mouth, Kelley?” Cole sounded like he had to force the words out.

“No. He wanted to fuck me.”

“And you let him.”

“Yes. I wanted it as much as he did.”
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I never planned on sleeping with another man. I told Cole I didn’t want that, and I meant it at the time. I thought we’d go out, I’d flirt a little, maybe if the guy was hot, I’d kiss him and see if Cole freaked out. It would be sexy and fun. I’d get to feel like a bad girl and Cole would get it out of his system.

The first time we went to a bar I chickened out. The guy was cute and charming enough, but I kept looking across the bar at Cole and I just couldn’t read him. I couldn’t tell how he was handling it, and that made me indecisive. The whole exercise seemed crazy. I was a married woman, what was I doing flirting in a bar? Nothing happened that night and when we got home, I could tell Cole was frustrated, maybe even a little mad I hadn’t done anything. The sex was good but aggressive, almost angry. That steeled my resolve. If this was really, truly what Cole wanted, I was going to do it.

The next excursion went better. I had to wait longer for a good candidate, and I still kept looking to my husband for approval, but when the right guy came along, I gave myself over to the experience. I was going to make out with this guy! He kissed me in the bar and then walked me to my car after I took his phone number.

We kissed again beside the car and went at it like love-starved singles for a long time. I knew Cole was out there somewhere in the dark parking lot, and it was hot knowing he was watching. My new friend was touching me as we made out and I got more and more heated. As strange as it was to be doing that with another man, I fell into it pretty easily and was worried I wouldn’t be able to stop things from going too far if we kept going, so I sent the guy on his way. I couldn’t wait to get home and get my husband inside me.

After that night, I think I redefined what going too far was, even though Cole and I didn’t discuss it. I already knew how he felt. I decided that maybe playing with another guy’s cock, even sucking it, might not be too far. Letting someone get me off with their fingers, maybe their tongue would be fun! Actual sex with another man was still too far, but that was before I got into that truck with Blake.
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“Blake was playing with my pussy while I sucked him, and I was so hot. He squeezed his hand inside my tights, stretching them, and then in my panties. I lost it when he touched my bare pussy. He found my clit so easily, and god, he knew just what to do.”

“Oh fuck, Kelley,” Cole groaned.

I stuffed my husband back into my mouth and he let me suck him for a minute, but then he pulled my mouth off his shaft, just like Blake had. And he wanted the same thing my lover had in that truck.

“Show me how you fucked him,” my husband demanded.

“Yes, sir,” I giggled.

Standing, I pushed Cole back on the bed and straddled him. I did what I did in the truck with Blake and left my skirt, tights, and boots on. When Blake had pulled me off his cock, he pushed me back onto my seat and attacked. He kissed me hard, with every ounce of desire, and pushed his hand up my skirt. My tights were still a barrier, but that did not stop Blake. He pulled at them and for a moment it hurt, but then he did some twist with his fingers, and he tore them away. Blake ripped a hole that expanded as he pulled. My tiny thong was unceremoniously shoved aside, and he plunged his fingers inside me. I cried out and dug my nails into his shoulders. I was drenched and flooded his fingers. There would be no lying about how much I wanted him.

Blake told me he was going to fuck me, as he slid those fingers in and out of me. I nodded and whimpered, Yes! I just barely had the presence of mind to fumble in my purse for the condom that my husband had insisted I carry.

I stared at Cole as I took his prick and rubbed it against my slit. That was not exactly how Blake took me, but it was as close as we were going to get. Cole stared up, eyes pleading, desperate to get inside me. I told him, “I got the condom on him, and he grabbed me and pulled me across the console.”

“Did you struggle?” Cole breathed.

“No, honey. I swung my leg over him. I didn’t want to fight it. I wanted to fuck him, and he knew it.”

“You’re such a slut, Kelley.”

“I am. God help me, I am!” I cried, sinking onto my husband’s cock.

For the first time since college, I was taking more than one cock in a single day. My inner whore raged, and I had a sudden urge to fuck my husband like a demon. I knew I was the slut he kept accusing me of being, and I had to prove it to him.

“Blake pulled me on his cock, and it was so goddam big, Cole. I felt dizzy when he stuck it in me.”

“Fuck…” Cole exclaimed, drawing the word out.

“He held my hips, honey. He held my hips and used me like a fuck doll. He pulled me up and down on his cock, and I put my hands on the roof so I could shove back down on it.”

“You wanted every fucking inch, Kelley,” Cole grunted.

“I did. I wanted him to make me come. I leaned forward, my hair fell over my breasts, and I kissed him. I wanted to show him I loved it.”

“Uhnn…Kelley…”

“He grabbed my tits. He pulled on my nipples, and I lost it, honey. I came so easily for him.”

It seemed like it was all happening so fast in that truck. Blake pulled me onto his cock, and we were fucking and his hands were all over me. I did kiss him. I felt like I had to. But then I had to scream. I screamed in that truck and flailed as much as I could, and Blake kept me impaled on his prick, kept fucking me right through my orgasm. I couldn’t remember the last time I came so fast. I flooded his lap. I could hear how wet our coupling was. It was almost embarrassing. I worked my muscles around him. I wanted Blake to come just like I had. His face was buried in my long hair, and I heard him grunting as he sped up.

Cole spoke, pulling me back to the moment. I saw the way he was staring up at me, and I felt like a goddess. No man—not even my husband—had ever looked at me quite like that before, with that mixture of lust and love and awe. Seeing that made me come immediately.

I cried out and arched my back, jamming my hips down onto him. Cole’s cock was fully embedded in me, and I groaned his name. I felt him throbbing and then he flooded me. I had missed that with Blake and his condom. I love the feeling of a man coming inside me. I fell onto Cole and kissed him madly.

The finish with Blake had not been quite the same. Everything was awkward when we came down from our orgasms. I climbed off him and we peeled apart. He carefully removed the condom and tossed it out of the window. It was so sordid. Wordlessly, I dressed as best I could in the front seat of the truck. Blake asked for my number, and I mumbled that it wasn’t a good idea. I couldn’t even look at him as I slinked out to go find my husband. I heard Blake pull out of the parking space as I walked away. I didn’t look back. It was over and Blake was gone. It was so quick, almost like it didn’t happen.

Cole and I lay there, bodies pressed together, his diminished cock still inside me. I didn’t want to let him go, not in any way. I realized I was trembling.

“Kelley, are you okay?” Cole asked.

I nodded and said, “I think so. Tonight was just a lot. I need to let it sink in.”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For being my fantasy. For being everything I could ever want. For being you.”

His outpouring of emotion had me sobbing, and I felt silly. I fought those feelings back.

“I should be thanking you. How many husbands let their wives go out and pick up some stud in a bar? I can’t think of anyone who would give their wife this experience.”

“You know it was more than that, Kelley. So, are you convinced I’m not too jealous to watch next time?”

I pushed back and regarded Cole with a cocked eyebrow. “Next time?”

“Tonight went pretty well, don’t you think?”

I laughed. “Only you would say your wife going out and screwing another man in the parking lot of a bar would describe the night as going well.”

“I’m a different kind of guy,” Cole said with a chuckle.

“That you are, baby.”


she wins by losing
. . .



Idon’t know which pleased me more, watching my wife parading around our living room in a bikini top and a short, tight denim skirt—the kind with the fringe at the bottom and buttons up the front— and heels, or the way my two buddies, Dan and Pat, were looking at her while she did it. They stared at Becca like they wanted to throw her down on the couch in between them and ravage her. I didn’t blame them. Becca is a slender brunette with nice, high tits and a sweet ass that outfit showed off perfectly.

Becca caught how the guys were looking at her too, and I know it was getting her hot between the thighs. She loves attention from men—always has—and it’s always gotten her in trouble. Becca has never been able to resist a charming guy intent on getting into her panties.

It may seem odd that I have my wife serving my friends drinks and snacks in that outfit, but she lost a bet, and fair’s fair. Losing a bet would also explain why the bikini top is midnight green with an eagle on the left cup. Becca is from the New York area and made the silly assumption that her team would win the last playoff game. If her team had pulled off that improbable victory, I would be wearing blue and white and fetching drinks for a girls’ night at our house. I think Becca secretly wanted to lose because betting against the birds was insane.

“Hey, Becca honey, can you get me another beer,” Dan said, waggling an empty bottle.

She plastered on a smile and took the empty. “Of course, sweetie.”

Dan smacked her ass when she turned to go and I saw the flash of anger in her eyes, but she bit back her tart response. I don’t think she minded the touch, but his presumption that he could just do it. Part of losing the bet was that she had to be sweet and accommodating no matter what the guys did. Becca didn’t know that I told the guys they could treat her however they wanted. I stressed that they should enjoy having my wife as our waitress. They gave me funny looks, questioning how far they could take it, but I just told them to have fun. Now that we were approaching halftime and they had a few beers in them, they were beginning to push the limits.

“I know she lost a bet and everything, but I still can’t believe Bec is doing this. And I really can’t believe she just let Dan do that,” Pat said.

Pat was the more respectful of the two guys but that didn’t mean he wasn’t a ladies’ man. He just didn’t throw it out there because he was married. But he and the wife were staying together for the kids, and he fell asleep on the couch as much as he made it up to bed. Pat got laid where he could, and I don’t think his wife minded if he was discreet. Despite that, he was an old-school Italian guy and didn’t get why I was displaying my own wife like that—even if he liked looking at her as much as Dan did.

“Becca has honor, and she knows a bet’s a bet. Besides, she’s a fun girl, isn’t she Sam? Becca seems like the kind of girl who’s a party when she lets loose.”

“Yeah, Becca’s a good time when she gets going,” I agreed. The guys might find out just how much of a good time my wife could be if they played their cards right.

I knew Dan would be the one pushing the envelope first. He’s a tall, charming, slender guy in his late forties. Dan’s been divorced for about ten years and swears he’ll never get married again, but he loves the ladies. He has a couple of them who come over to party and fuck, but he makes sure they never stay the night. I’d be jealous if my wife wasn’t so amazing.

Becca returned to the den with a fresh beer for Dan and a tray of warm pretzel bites. She handed the beer to Dan and bent low at the waist to set down the tray on the coffee table, shoving her ass at Dan. The short skirt rode up and he had to see she was only wearing a thing. That thing was right in his face. He couldn’t miss it. Becca has a truly great ass—she runs three times a week—and I saw his eyes go wide at the view. He looked like he was wondering if he could get away with just grabbing her bare butt. She stared a dare at me while she did it, silently asking, Sure you want to do this, buddy?

“Could you throw a couple of those on a plate for me, honey?” Dan asked, even though he could have easily reached them himself. He just wanted to keep Becca in that position.

“Anything for you, sweetie,” Becca cooed.

She put a little wiggle in her butt while she did it. When she handed Dan the plate, she bent low again, giving Pat and me the same view Dan just had. The hot pink gusset of her thong peeked from between her thighs and Pat adjusted himself in his jeans.

“How about you get some for me, Bec?” Pat asked.

“Sure thing, Pat. Is half a dozen enough?” she replied.

“That’ll do.”

We had the opposite view when Becca bent over to serve Pat. Her ass was in Dan’s face again—and he openly stared—but her breasts were pointed at us. She has truly great tits. They aren’t giant, but they’re perky handfuls that only swelled larger when she had our son. He’s four now, but they’ve stayed puffed up. Her nips were tight points in the bikini top, another sign that she loved the attention. Those great tits jiggled as she loaded a plate for Pat, and I even thought one of them might slip out of the bikini top. She brought Pat his plate and got close to hand it to him. Pat looked torn like all he wanted was to reach out and grab Becca, but he resisted because she was my wife.

“You forgot my mustard, Becca,” Dan said smugly.

Becca turned and shot him a look. “You can’t reach that yourself?”

“I could, but you’re here to serve, aren’t you honey?”

I watched her visibly tense as she tamped down an angry retort. Becca is all about winning—which was how I lured her into such a crazy bet—and she didn’t want to show this was getting to her. She wasn’t quite succeeding, but she wanted me to think this was all no big deal.

“Of course, Dan. Your wish is my command.” Her reply dripped honey, but I heard the venom underlying it.

Becca took the small bowl of mustard, carried it to Dan, and dipped a dollop onto his football jersey. She didn’t want to show that being our servant was getting to her, but she just couldn’t help herself. I love how feisty she is.

“Oops!” she exclaimed, covering her mouth with her hand, playing the perfect ditz.

“Hey!” Dan replied, barely biting back the word bitch. He had to remember who he was talking to. “Clean that up!”

When she didn’t act, Dan dipped his fingers into the bowl she still held and flicked mustard onto Becca’s chest, splattering right between her tits. She cursed and jumped back, dipping her fingers into the bowl like Dan, but he was faster and flicked more yellow into her cleavage.

“Stop that!” she shouted.

“Here, Becca, let me show you how to clean up this mess.”

Dan grabbed her wrist and yanked Becca into his lap. The mustard tumbled to the laminate floor, but I didn’t care about the mess. I was too fascinated by where this could be going. Seeing my wife on Dan’s lap got my heart pounding and my dick pulsing.
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Deep down, this is where I hoped the day would go, but I didn’t honestly believe either of the guys had the balls to step up. Sure, they’d drool all over Becca, and slap her ass, but she was my wife, and I knew they would likely respect that—even if Dan in particular was a total dog when it came to women. And I didn’t have the balls just to tell them to go for it. I wanted to see the guys manhandle my wife, but I was afraid of being slapped with the cuckold label. Most guys don’t understand that wanting to see my wife with other men didn’t make me weak. It actually displayed extreme confidence. The only missing piece was getting Becca to go for it, but I knew something the guys didn’t.

Becca and I were active swingers as newlyweds. We went to swinger clubs and met other couples the first few years we were together. It was fantastically exciting. We didn’t do it every weekend, but it was a regular thing. As we played, I discovered that watching Becca in all her sexual glory was even more exciting than getting some for myself. I was into swapping and fucking other guys’ wives, but I loved watching my wife even more. We stopped about four years ago when our son was born and never went back. I don’t know why. But I do know that Becca loved being the center of attention with other men and couples and I missed watching her.
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“What do you think you’re doing?” Becca complained. She struggled against Dan, but not very hard. She could have escaped if she’d truly wanted to.

Dan didn’t answer but swiped the mustard from her chest with his fingers, smearing it more than cleaning it. He licked his fingers, declaring it delicious, and smeared more mustard onto my wife’s chest, pushing it all over her tits. He was all but groping her. Pat stared at them agog. The second time, Dan pressed his fingers to Becca’s lips instead, telling her to try it. She only hesitated for a moment before seductively licking my friend’s fingers and sucking them between her lips. She sucked those digits deep, and she sucked them hard, her cheeks hollowing. Her lips smacked when she let them go. That’s the sexy, horny Becca I was hoping to see.

“It’s yummy, but you’re making me a bigger mess than before,” she complained, smiling.

They locked eyes and an understanding passed between them. Maybe I should have been insulted that Dan didn’t check with me before proceeding, but I was getting what I wanted.

“Let me see what I can do, honey,” he said.

Dan pulled her into him and set to licking and kissing her chest. He cleaned up the mustard but didn’t stop there. He spread out from her cleavage, licking every exposed part of her breasts. Becca sighed and pushed her chest at him, encouraging Dan. He pulled her tits out of the bikini top and massaged them with both hands, chasing a nipple with his tongue before capturing it between his lips. Becca moaned and threw back her head.

I was so enthralled watching them that I didn’t notice Pat was staring at me. His face read, Are you going to let this happen? I did my best to ignore him and watch Becca and Dan. Pat shrugged and sat back, sipping his beer, and enjoying the show as well.

Becca trembled as Dan feasted on her tits, going back and forth to tease her tender tips. She always lost it when I teased her nipples, and it looked like Dan had the touch too. She raked her fingers through his thinning dark hair and kissed his head. He took it as a signal and pulled up from her tits to kiss my wife. Becca’s mouth opened right up, and I saw her slip him the tongue before their lips closed together. He pulled her tight against him and they went at it like teenagers.

Dan turned and deposited Becca on her back on the couch. Our couch is long, but her head still nearly landed in Pat’s lap. Dan slid back and onto his knees on the floor, twisting Becca so her legs hung over the edge, and he could push up her skirt. She yelped when he tore away her tiny pink thong and dropped it on the floor. He shot me a quick wink—the first time he acknowledged me since he started hooking up with my wife—before diving into her pussy.

“Ooo god…ohmygod…yea…” Becca moaned, hooking her legs over his shoulders, and using the leverage to pull her mound up at him.

Dan didn’t mind being trapped between her thighs. He held onto her nice, round ass and slurped away at her juicy fruit. Becca’s moans were constant, arcing up in pitch when he found her clit—I assumed.

Pat sat back and watched them, but I knew he would get in the game. Becca was just too tempting. Her bikini top was still spread open to expose her tits—keeping them pushed together—and he grabbed them with both hands, mauling them and rolling their puffy, ruby tips. Becca cried out and reached up to touch him.

It wasn’t the first time I’d seen two men with their hands all over my wife, but it had been years. I think I loved it even more than when we were younger because, after twelve years of marriage, I found Becca sexier than ever. Something about her being so dirty when she was a mature wife and mother pushed all the right buttons for me.

“You’re fuckin’ eager, aren’t ya, Bec?” Pat said, chuckling while he played with my wife’s tits.

“Ooo…yea…”

Becca blindly reached toward his crotch, and Pat decided to give her a hand. He stood up long enough to drop his gym shorts—he always wore shorts—and he knelt by her head. Pat had a long, thick cock. It looked like a fleshy hose hanging between his legs. He wasn’t fully hard, and I chalked that up to pulling it out in a room with other guys. Hard or not, he was much thicker than I am. I’d have been intimidated if I were less secure. If I’m going to watch my wife take a cock, I want it to be a big one.

Pat dangled his cock over Becca’s face, smacking her cheeks and nose with it. She was so possessed by Dan devouring her pussy that she could only open and close her mouth like a fish out of water and clumsily chase him. He looked amused that she wanted to suck him so badly and toyed with her a little longer before stuffing it into her mouth.

“Here ya go, Bec. Be a good girl and swallow it all,” Pat said.

Becca opened wide when he shoved it in, forcing her to take it nice and deep. She gagged around it, but Pat didn’t slow down. He wanted to fuck her throat. Becca gasped for air when he pulled it out, but it was just a brief reprieve. He dangled his big, hairy balls over her lips and my pretty wife eagerly sucked them. She slurped and smacked her lips on one and then the other, putting on quite the slutty display. Becca didn’t just want to snack on his balls. She grabbed his cock—finally fully hard—and pulled it back to her lips.

Pat leaned it and crammed it right down her throat. She was ready that time and sucked like a champ, relaxing her throat, and letting him push it right in. I was stunned when his balls rested on her cheek. How the hell did she get that thing all the way down her throat? Pat kept it embedded there until Becca looked like she was going to pass out and pulled it back out. He allowed her one gasping breath and then went to work fucking her throat.

I rubbed myself through my jeans, barely resisting pulling out my own cock as I watched my friends use my wife. So far, the day was living up to what I’d fantasized it could be. Dan was slurping away at her pussy and Pat was deep fucking her throat. Becca was pinned between them, body twisting and twitching as she took it all. She wrapped her arms around Pat’s legs to pull him into her mouth. She wanted that cock down her throat. Becca was a goddess. The room filled with Pat’s grunts and her muffled moans and Dan’s slurping, while it already smelled of sex.

Becca’s entire body heaved, and I thought she might really be choking out on Pat’s meat, but she was coming on Dan’s tongue. Pat pulled out of her throat, and she coughed violently while howling and twisting on the couch.

“Ooo fuck…ooo fuck…yea yea yea…oh fuck yea…”

Dan pulled back from her pussy, but kept fingering her while he grinned at me, his face slick and shiny with my wife’s juices.

“You never told us you were married to such a firecracker, buddy,” he said.

“Yeah, man. Bec’s little fuckin’ slut,” Pat agreed. He hastily turned to me and added, “No offense.”

“None taken. I married her because she’s such a slut in bed. Becca’s the definition of angel in the streets, demon in the sheets.”

“She is soaked, dude. Becca needs a dick. Don’t you, honey?” Dan asked.

“Ooo…yea…yes…I do…” she whined, still shaking from her orgasm.

“You good, buddy?” Dan asked me.

“She lost the bet, man. Becca’s here to serve today.”

“You’re fuckin’ crazy,” Pat told me, right before he shoved his cock back down my wife’s throat.

My friends were fully on board after that. They knew Becca was there for them to use. Dan whipped his dick out and shoved it right into her pussy. No one asked about condoms. I guess we were all rolling the dice. After Dan threw off his clothes, he grabbed her legs and held them straight up while he slipped into her juicy pussy. Becca’s satisfied moan escaped past her mouthful of dick. My friends were face to face as they plowed my wife from both ends.

The angle was awkward, and they only stayed in that position for a couple of minutes. Dan had to kneel on the edge of the couch and couldn’t fuck her properly. They both pulled out and Pat took the opportunity to slap Becca in the face with his wet dick again before they flipped her over. I don’t know why I found that so hot.

Becca was shaky on her hands and knees, but she stayed up, and my friends abused her body in that position. Dan grabbed her round ass and plowed her hard from behind, while Pat wrapped her long brown hair around his fist and fucked her mouth like he was punishing her. It was like he just knew Becca loves it rough. I finally took my dick out and jerked it. I couldn’t resist. Watching my friends spit-roast my wife was nirvana.

The guys found the perfect rhythm and alternated between ramming their cocks into her at the same time—like they were trying to crush her between them—and alternating their strokes, making it look like Becca was impaled on one long cock. She made incoherent noises and took it all like a pro. I know my wife well enough to know she loved every second of it.

Becca howled into Pat’s dick once more and we all knew she was coming again. The guys were learning that she is amazingly multi-orgasmic. I swear in the right situation Becca can just keep coming and coming forever. I’d seen it in action years earlier. The guys took it as a signal to switch places. She slumped to the couch when they let her go.

Pat pulled her butt back into the air and shoved his cock right into her. He was not one for finesse. It’s a good thing she was already so soaked because his fat hog stretched her wide open. Dan wasn’t small, but he wasn’t as thick as Pat. Becca wailed when she took it.

“Ooo god…fuck that’s good…ooo fuck…yea…fuck me…do it…”

Hearing my wife beg Pat to fuck her made me woozy. Even Dan was impressed, and he sat back for a moment while he too watched Pat give my wife what she so desperately wanted. Pat’s fingers dug into her flesh and his balls slapped the backs of her thighs and he hammered her deep. Becca howled and trembled, and Pat had her coming again in just a couple of minutes.

Dan rejoined the action, scooting onto the couch in front of Becca. Pat had her ass in the air, but her face was buried in the cushions as she offered herself to him. Dan pulled her face up and slid his cock into her mouth. She was all about the thick meat stretching her open and didn’t do much to contribute to the blowjob besides sealing her lips around that shaft, but Dan was happy to do the work. He held the back of her head and fed my wife his dick. Once he figured out the rhythm, he started seriously fucking her mouth. Becca made the strangest sounds as he shoved it deep, but my amazing slutty wife never struggled. She let my friends use her like she was built for it.

“Here it comes, Bec. Get ready! Here it comes!” Pat announced, huffing like he’d just run a marathon.

Pat spiked deep inside her and grunted like he’d been gut-punched. I knew he was pumping my wife full of his hot seed. His entire body jerked, and I imagined his thick wads of cum jetting at Becca’s unprotected womb. She wasn’t on any kind of birth control, and it suddenly occurred to me that he could be breeding my wife. I have no idea why such a dark thought was so hot, but I had to stop touching myself so that I didn’t shoot my spunk into the snacks on the coffee table.

Dan held Becca’s head tight and jammed her mouth down on his cock, shooting down her throat. She choked and his load bubbled from between her lips. Becca pushed back and when he released her, she coughed hard—sending more cum out from between her lips—while Dan finished by painting her face with the rest of his excitement. Three more ropes of jizz covered her nose and cheeks.

They finished with my wife, and she rolled onto her back, looking exhausted, but thoroughly satisfied. Becca was a complete mess. Her skin was flushed, her face covered with cum, and her pussy swollen, red, and leaking. Becca looked so pleased that you’d think she’d won the bet.

“Well, that was something,” Dan said, laughing.

Pat mumbled, looking uncomfortable as he put his dick away. The crowd on the television roared as the home team scored, but I pretended it was for Becca.
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The afternoon got awkward quickly afterward. Pat couldn’t wait to get out of there and announced he had to take off. It didn’t help that Becca made no move to cover herself or clean up. She just laid on the couch in all her half-naked, cum-splattered glory. I think Dan would have hung around because I could see he enjoyed the view. He might have even wanted a second dip, which Becca might have obliged. But he followed Pat out the door.

I showed the guys out and came back to find Becca in the same position. She caught me staring at her and spread her legs, exposing her used pussy to my view. I needed to come so badly that my balls ached, but I stood transfixed by the sight of my well-fucked wife. Becca enticingly stroked her lips and batted her eyes at me.

“You must be dying to get in here. I know how you get when you watch me.”

“I’m just taking you in, Becca. You were incredible today.”

She laughed. “That was what you wanted all along, wasn’t it?”

“Maybe I hoped.”

“What made you think I’d go for it? It’s been a long time, hon. Hell, what made you think they’d go for it?”

“It’s been a while, but I know how much you love attention. That’s never left you. The match just needed to be struck.”

“But I’m a respectable mother now!”

“A mother who loves to fuck.”

“Okay, that’s fair. And the guys?”

“Oh, I had no idea. I knew they’d get a kick out of seeing you like that—any guy would—and I thought Dan would get handsy. Honestly, just seeing that would have been hot enough.”

“Does that mean I should let your friends grope me more often?”

“That could be fun. Go for it, but you’re going to get a reputation.”

“Haha. You too. What are you going to say to those guys when you see them again? We never played with people we knew back in the day.”

“I have no idea. I didn’t think that far ahead.”

Becca laughed again. “That’s because all the blood rushed to your dick. Speaking of your dick, you can figure the rest out later. Right now, I need you to fuck me.”

“Even after the hammering you just took?”

“I’ll always need you to reclaim me afterward, hon. That’s my favorite part.”

I didn’t quite believe her, but it was sweet to say. I threw my clothes off as quickly as possible and sank into her hot, used pussy. I didn’t know if she could feel me after Pat’s fat hog, but it didn’t matter. I wasn’t going to last long feeling her cum-fulled pussy. I was dying to add my load to Pat’s inside her. God, I’m a lucky man. I couldn’t love my wife more.


ms. mckenna’s revenge
. . .



Ikept nodding off in the spacious first-class seat. The flight back from Chicago was a long one, and I couldn’t imagine being comfortable enough to nod off crammed next to strangers in coach. Rank has its privileges. Usually, I busy myself with work during flights, but coming off three days of marathon marketing meetings, the last thing I felt like doing was cracking open my laptop.

My husband entered my dreams as I drifted in and out of sleep. He was top of mind as we’d had a huge fight before I left and hadn’t spoken since. Our relationship is stormy, but the makeup sex is incredible. Sometimes it feels like makeup sex is the only sex we have. We hadn’t had time for that before the Uber came to take me to the airport, leaving me a horny mess. The toy packed in my carry-on hadn’t gotten the job done.

I’d been tempted to pick up a man in the hotel bar, but I wasn’t that angry with my husband. I dreamed of the intense, sometimes rough sex James and I shared after a fight, which left me heated by the time my flight landed. I planned on jumping James the moment we got into the house. If he was lucky, I wouldn’t even wait that long.

Unfortunately, I was used to waiting. Both James and I are in-demand professionals. We’re both in our forties and we skipped having kids because we thought we’d have these fabulous lives, but work has consumed us. It seems there is never time for our marriage. I’ve told James I’m ready to cut back, but all I ever get from him are vague promises. At forty-three, I need more.

I’ve considered that he’s cheating, but my ego doesn’t let me go there. Not only am I blessed with great genes—my mother looks like my sister—but I work hard to maintain what I’ve got. I take out all my frustration on the Peloton, riding that thing as hard as James should be riding me.

The looks I get from men tell me I’ve still got it. I dress to show off my hard-earned figure. Always business appropriate, but the skirts are short to show off my long legs, the blouses the dresses tight enough to highlight my figure. In my favorite spiked heels, I’m almost as tall as my six-foot husband. I avoid the sun because of my pale, freckled Irish skin and I’ve been told I look ten years younger because of it. The occasional Botox injection will remain my little secret.

The plane touched down and I slipped back into my heels. I’d gone to the airport straight from my last meeting of the day and was still dressed for business, not in the athleisure I preferred for flying. I retrieved my efficiently packed carry-on from the overhead and waited to deplane.

My flight was on time, but James was not in the pick-up area. I texted him but got no reply. After ten minutes I was fuming, any thoughts of makeup sex long gone. A small SUV pulled up to the curb with its flashers on and a handsome young man in a suit jumped out.

"Mrs. Slattery?" he meekly asked.

"Actually, it's Ms. McKenna, but I think I'm who you're looking for," I replied, annoyance boiling over to anger. Did James have the nerve to send an overdressed Uber to fetch me from the airport?

“I’m Cade, your husband’s assistant. He got pulled into a last-minute meeting and asked me to pick you up and bring you home.” He must have been the anger in my eyes because he hastened to add, "The Belgian deal suddenly went south, and Mr. Slattery had to jump right on damage control. He wanted me to tell you how awful he felt about not being able to meet your plane."

I pulled my phone from my purse and dialed James. It went straight to voicemail.

“Mr. Slattery is unreachable. He’s on an international call and left strict orders to not be disturbed. I’m sorry, Mrs. Slat… I mean, Ms. McKenna. He said he doesn’t care if the house is on fire. He cannot be disturbed.”

That sounded like James. I understood that things could come up for work but leaving me waiting was just emblematic of what our marriage had become. He shoved the responsibility for picking me up from the airport off on his assistant. Was James willing to put all his husbandly duties off on young Cade? I was so frustrated I wanted to cry.

The long drive out to our house on the North Shore gave me plenty of time to contemplate the state of my marriage, and I considered again that James could be cheating. I knew he wasn’t sleeping with his assistant because men weren’t his thing, but I had no idea if James was truly in a meeting or holed up with some busty, ambitious intern at the downtown Lowes.

I didn’t understand how the man who couldn’t keep his hands off me when we met sixteen years ago couldn’t even be bothered to pick me up from the airport now. We used to meet for lunchtime quickies. Was James doing without, or filling his lunchtimes with someone else?

Cade drove up the long driveway to our house and parked in front. He insisted on carrying my bag inside and staying while I got the lights on because he said Mr. Slattery insisted he see me home safely. I had faith in our expensive home security system, but I let the young do his duty. He thought making a good impression on the boss’s wife mattered. I wasn’t sure James cared what I thought anymore.

I went through the house turning on lights. Cade waited in the foyer. Hearing the echo of my clicking heels in the cavernous empty house made me realize I didn’t want to be alone. I offered Cade a drink before he took the long ride back to the city. He tried to decline, but I insisted. Cade stood by the huge living room windows overlooking the lakeshore while I poured out two bourbons from my husband’s most expensive bottle.

"This is a great house, Ms. McKenna. The view is stunning.” He’d picked a good night to visit. The huge moon reflected brightly on the glassy surface of Lake Michigan.

“We’re having a drink, Cade. You can call me Elizabeth,” I replied, handing Cade his drink. “James and I built the house four years ago. It’s everything we ever wanted.”

The lake house was everything I thought I wanted, but I didn’t want to be there by myself. The giant house felt like a mausoleum.

“It’s perfect, Liz.” He sounded like he was trying my name in his mouth to see how it felt. “This is the life I want.”

I scowled. I am not a Liz, but I did not correct him. “Ambitious. I like it. Listen to my husband and you’ll go far, Cade. But don’t lose sight of what’s truly important. Life is not about houses and possessions.”

Cade chuckled. “That’s easy to say when you have a house like this, Liz.”

“Maybe. And it’s Elizabeth.”

“Uh, sorry.”

Cade and I sat close as we chatted, and I warmed to him. One bourbon turned to two. He offered the pour the third round. It was nice to talk to a man who seemed genuinely interested in my words. I talked about my PR work and how gratifying it was to help launch a new product or save a career. Cade was a bright young man—a recent graduate from Fordham. I would have tried to steal him away to work for me if he hadn’t been so focused on making his fortune in finance, like my husband. He wanted to head his own VC firm one day.

As we chatted, his bright, inquisitive mind wasn’t the only thing I noticed about young Cade. He was handsome, with sharp, dark eyes, and thick black hair he’d slick back. It looked fit under that suit, and I wondered how he found time to hit the gym while being at James’ beck and call. It was late in the evening, and five o’clock shadow added a rugged quality to his handsomeness.

Cade noticed me too. I know when a man is looking at me. He thought he was smooth, but I caught when his eyes strayed down to the hint of cleavage exposed by my blouse. Perhaps I began leaning in when I spoke to give him a better look. Cade’s attention also fixed where my slate gray skirt had ridden up on my thighs, exposing peeks at the lacy tops of my stockings. The thigh highs were meant to be a surprise for my husband, but Cade was the one admiring them now.

Warmth flushed through me, and it wasn’t due to the bourbon. I quite enjoyed the attention of my husband’s twentysomething assistant. I know men still find me attractive but having such a young man looking at me like that, alone in my own home while we were sharing drinks, worked an unexpected magic on me. Heat flared between my thighs.

I shamelessly flirted with Cade, smiling more, and finding excuses to touch his arm as we chatted. He was emboldened. Cade didn’t hide his growing interest. I shifted on the couch and recrossed my legs. He stared. My smile informed him that I didn’t mind. He reached down and fingered the lace atop my stocking.

“Do you like thigh highs?”

“I don’t know a lot of girls—uh, I mean women—my age who get so dressed up.”

“That’s a shame. I find men appreciate when you put in the effort.”

“Oh, we do. I appreciate it, I mean, Elizabeth.”

I’d like to blame what followed on the bourbon, but I was furious with my husband and Cade’s attention was intoxicating. I simply wanted him. I took Cade’s glass and placed it on the end table behind him, mashing my breasts against his body. He had the grace to look confused when I locked my eyes on his and touched his stubbled cheek. I was his boss’s wife, after all. But he wasn’t confused when I kissed him. Cade reached for me and crushed me against him.

Everything that followed came in a passionate rush. I unbuttoned and shucked my blouse. Cade lost his jacket. I wrestled his tie away and nearly ripped the buttons off his shirt trying to get it off him.

I was kissing Cade, nibbling his neck, and then kissing him again, like I was trying to consume him but couldn’t decide what I wanted first. His hand slid over the tops of my stockings to my smooth, heated thighs. My soaked panties clung to me when he touched them. I hissed affirmation in his ear when his fingers pressed to me. The sweet pressure drove me crazy. My legs parted as wide as my tight skirt allowed.

Cade must have thought I was a crazed, horny middle-aged woman. I was so worked up from my dreams on the plane and the anticipation of makeup sex with my husband that I was all over him. I didn’t need foreplay. I wanted Cade inside me. I fumbled with his belt and zipper.

Cade pushed the camisole from my shoulders. He massaged my breasts through the filmy, lacy cups of my ivory Coco De Mer demi bra. He wiggled his butt so I could get his pants and boxers down and I got a nice surprise. A nice, large surprise. Cade was larger than my husband. Much larger. He wasn't overly long, but oh so nice and thick. I could hardly get my slender fingers around him. I ached to know what he would feel like inside me.

Even as I struggled out of my panties, I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I was never that kind of girl. I play hard, but I play by the rules. It was time to throw out the rule book. I was going to fuck my husband’s young assistant right on our living room couch. The utter sluttiness of it was so delicious.

Cade was more than willing to follow my lead. I straddled him with my skirt pushed up around my hips and teased my dripping snatch with his thick, flared head. He groaned through gritted teeth. He wanted me. Cade’s eyes were pleading with me to fuck him. I slowly settled down on that thick shaft. I was soaked, but I still needed to adjust to his wonderful girth. A low moan rumbled from deep in my chest as I ground on him, his base spreading my lips. The tremors were already starting in my core. I was close to climax just from taking Cade inside me. I’ll admit I can have kind of a hair-trigger on orgasms since I’ve hit my forties, but that was ridiculous.

After many months of being trapped in a stale marriage and enduring a husband more interested in going down to the office than going down on me, Cade was just what I needed. The morality of adultery didn’t even enter into it. That thick, young cock throbbing inside of me—the first new cock I’d had in almost twenty years—was all I cared about.

I kept a knee on the couch and planted a foot on the floor. I'd just been working Cade with my velvet sleeve as I ground on him and he already looked as if he was going to pass out, but it was time for the main event. I went up, felt his tip quivering against my lips—he was just about to slip out of me—then plunged back down onto his shaft. Cade moaned, which I matched with a gasp of my own.

We fell into an easy rhythm, but I just couldn't hold back and go slow. He was just as eager as I was. He’d been teasing my nipples through my bra, but Cade slid his hands to my hips to guide me. He was ready to fuck. His fingers dug into my soft flesh, and he pulled me, fucking my body up and down on him. Cade thrust up off the couch to pound into me. My flaming hair fell from the messy up-do I’d twisted it into earlier and cascaded down my back as I rode him.

The waves lapping inside me started small, but soon a tsunami built inside me, and I threw my head back, crying up at the cathedral ceiling. My needy pussy clamped down on him when I came. I shivered and froze, but Cade couldn’t stop. He pulled me up and down, fucking me onto his wonderful, filling cock.

“Elizabeth…Liz…fuck…”

Cade shivered and jammed me down onto his spike and I felt his hot young seed pulsing up into my unprotected, married pussy. I hadn’t even thought about protection, but I didn’t care. I loved feeling him filling me. The danger that my husband’s young assistant might breed me made it so much more thrilling. In my head, I cried, Breed me, you bastard!

The trembling gradually subsided, and I snuggled down into him. Cade closed his arms around me. His meat still filled me, trapping his fertile seed inside me. It felt so good to be held and filled. I couldn’t remember the last time James held me like that. Probably the last time he made me come so easily.

I don’t know how long we stayed like that, but it couldn’t last forever. I pushed back from him with a sigh. His spent cock finally slipped out and I felt the loss. He began to leak from me.

“We can’t stay like this all night, Cade. I have no idea when James will be home.”

Cade smiled. “Mr. Slattery said to tell you not to expect him. They’ll be going all night to save this deal.” He brushed the hair back from my face and I wished I could bottle the way he looked at me. What did he think of my laugh lines, I wondered. Girls his age didn’t have those. “I guess you’re mine all night.”

“That’s presumptuous.” I returned his smile.

“Every time I see your picture on Mr. Slattery’s desk, I wonder how he spends so much time working. I’d never be away from you, Elizabeth. You’re the hottest damn thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Is that so? You know I’m almost old enough to be your, uhm, older sister.”

“Or hot aunt,” he suggested.

“I guess so,” I replied, making a face. Hot aunt?

Cade pulled me into another kiss. This wasn’t frenzied like our first kiss but was slow and sensual like he really wanted to enjoy it. I kissed him with all the passion that had been missing from my marriage. I wasn’t ready to give Cade up yet. I slipped off his lap and pulled Cade to his feet. He kicked out of his pants completely and followed me up to the master bedroom.
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I sat Cade at the foot of our huge bed and stripped for him. I pulled off the camisole that hung from my waist and unzipped my skirt, bending deep to give him a long look at my ass as I shimmied out of it. My breasts tumbled into view when I unhooked my bra. Cade was transfixed. I can’t be humble. I have amazing tits. James used to describe me as a real-life Jessica Rabbit when we met. I think he was shocked that I had a brain too. I planted a foot on the edge of the bed, between Cade’s legs, to roll down a stocking.

“Leave them on. The heels too,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir,” I replied, giving a mock salute.

Cade held my waist and sucked each of my nipples in turn, drawing them to diamond hardness. The sweet teasing had me trembling and whimpering. When he had me squirming on my feet, Cade slithered his tongue down my belly, lapping just above my neatly trimmed pussy.

Cade stood, suddenly sweeping me off my feet, and deposited me on my bed. He spread my legs and kissed and sucked his way up my inner thighs. God, he moved slowly. I wanted him higher, wanted to feel his tongue on my pussy. I was gushing. I couldn't wait to feel his tongue on me, and I couldn’t believe he was doing it. James would never go down on me after he came inside me. Cade wasn’t at all deterred. His tongue flicked at me with rapier quick thrusts, finding all my hot spots. He pushed my thighs further apart and buried his face in my pussy, drinking deeply of me. My hips bucked at him, and he struggled to control me, but Cade never lost focus.

I nearly clawed the sheets off the bed when I came. I trembled and twisted as Cade made me come over and over. His merciless tongue was unceasing. He didn’t stop until I begged for a respite. I was still a quivering mess trying to catch my breath when Cade moved onto the bed with me.

I tasted our union when he kissed me. When I grasped him, he was already thick and pulsing again. God bless youthful vigor! Even when James does want it, he’s never good for more than once a night anymore. I slid down to reward him for his stamina, but Cade stopped me, keeping me beside him.

“Not now, Elizabeth. I want to be inside you.”

I smiled. “You may call me Liz when you’re fucking me.”

Cade pushed me onto my back and pressed my legs hard against my chest, crushing my breasts with my thighs. He held my stocking-clad calves and slid into me again. His girth stole my breath again. Cade showed off his control, slowly taking me with long, deep strokes, taking his time to stretch me open. He was truly enjoying my pussy. I clawed at his hips, trying to pull him into me. It was an exquisite tease. I was ready to beg Cade to pound me. Sensing my desperation, he picked it up, thrusting with his powerful young hips, rapidly filling me. My needy cunt squished around him.

“Ohhh god…harder Cade…harder…god please…don’t stop…”

Cade smirked, the façade of my husband’s polite assistant fully slipping away. It made me want him more.

“You love that cock, don’t you?”

“Yeah…yeah…”

“You need this young cock, don’t you Liz?”

“Yeah…yeah…oh god I need it…harder Cade…please…”

“Wanted to fuck you forever Liz…”

“Fuck me…fuck me Cade…ohhh god…don’t ever stop you bastard!”

Cade pulled out and losing his cock was a gut punch. “Please don’t stop,” I whimpered breathlessly.

“I'm not stopping, Liz.” Cade smirked and rolled me onto my hands and knees. “I just wanted to be able to see that great ass of yours.”

God, he seemed to know exactly what I needed. I wonder if he'd been with older women before. He made me feel so sexy, so desired. James never fucked me like that anymore. Cade plunged into me again, grabbing handfuls of my ass, plowing my pussy even harder than before. I hung my head and tried thrusting back at him, but I came so fast and hard that I lost all control. My pussy spasmed and clutched at his cock, but Cade never missed a beat. He fucked me harder as I came. His stamina was incredible.

Cade pulled out again, and I felt my juices dripping down my flushed thighs. I didn’t know I could be so soaked. I thought he was going to let me catch my breath, but Cade was relentless. His fingers dipped into me and then he spread my cheeks, rubbing my juices into my rosebud.

“Cade, what are you…”

He didn’t pause to discuss it. Cade pushed two fingers right up into my asshole. It hurt. I wasn’t ready to be spread like that, but he used more of my natural lube and my ass opened to accept his fingers. I buried my face in the mattress and willed myself to relax.

I was unsure about this. I hadn’t had anal sex since college, and it had hurt then. I only did it because my boyfriend begged for it. I liked that it felt so dirty, but I don’t know if I enjoyed it at all. I didn’t want to tell Cade no. He’d dominated my body and I wanted him to use me as he pleased. I’d never felt so submissive to a lover, but I liked the feeling. I also knew this was what younger, single people did now, and I didn’t want to be the old, married stick in the mud.

My ass relaxed and I felt a pleasant tingle back there. Cade returned his cock to my pussy for a few strokes while he fingered my ass. I’d never been so full. God, it was incredible. It made me wish he’d been fingering my ass all night. Before I could come again, Cade pulled out and pressed his blunt head to my rosebud.

“Remember, just breathe, Liz,” he said, soothingly rubbing my ass.

I tried, but it was so difficult. His cock was so much thicker than his fingers. It felt like Cade was going to rip me in two. He kept pressing and I gritted my teeth. He felt me tensing and ordered me to rub my pussy. My fingers found my slick clit, and that changed everything. As soon as I had that little nub buzzing, the pleasure and pain mixed into a heady cocktail that had me seeing stars.

Cade took it slow, but steady. He let me adjust and once I relaxed around him, he started fucking. It still hurt, but I loved the pain mixed with the pleasure. Halfway through, the stinging in my anal chute turned to tingling, and I was peaking again.

“Knew you’d like it, Lizzy. This ass is too sweet not to tap,” he growled, moving faster. I loved that he called me Lizzy as much as I would have despised it any other time. Lizzy was a dirty, needy slut.

Cade gathered my fiery hair in his fist, jerking my head back, riding me like a bronco. He brought out the animal in me. I would have whinnied if he’d wanted me to.

“Ahh…yeah…oh god…yeah…Cade…yeah…”

“Your ass is fucking incredible, Lizzy. Ohhh fuck…”

“Ahh…fuck…fuck my ass…Cade…ohhh god…”

Cade came first that time, fully embedding himself up my ass and spurting his load into my bowels. That triggered my orgasm and I shrieked, coming so hard I thought I might blackout. I didn’t know I could come so hard. Where had this young man been all my life? My rosebud squeezed him until I had every last drop. Cade slowly pulled out and it felt like I was gaping open back there, his seed leaking from my stretched hole. We both fell onto the bed, and I passed out in seconds.
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I awoke in Cade’s arms with the sun streaming through the bedroom window. When I realized it wasn’t my husband’s nude body against me, I was confused, and then I panicked. When I remembered all that happened the night before, I panicked more. It wasn’t so much that I’d cheated—I could deal with the guilt of that—but that I’d been stupid enough to do it with my husband’s assistant. I am not usually a stupid woman.

Cade stirred and began touching me and my panic slipped away. I rolled onto my back and accepted him, and we gazed into each other’s eyes as he slowly took me. We kissed and cooed to each other. It was so much like making love that I almost slipped and said the words. Luckily, Cade made me come, stealing my ability to do anything other than wail.

I finally sucked him when we showered together. I slipped to my knees as the four showerheads pelted our bodies with hot water. My lips barely stretched around him, but I sucked like my life depended on it. Cade pulled out at the end and blasted all over my face. He wanted to come on the boss’s wife’s face.

I should have hated being treated like Lizzy, the need slut. The power dynamics should have bothered me, but James deserved it. Cade had earned painting the boss’s wife’s face with his jizz.

Cade’s clothes were in the living room, and he confidently strode downstairs in all his nude glory. The young man had a beautiful body. I threw on a robe and went down to watch him dress.

“You know you can never speak of this to anyone. Don’t you, Cade?” The last thing I needed was this cocky young man running around the office telling everyone he fucked James Slattery’s wife in the ass.

“You have to earn my silence, Lizzy” he said, grinning.

“It’s Elizabeth, and don’t try to play that game. I’ll be fine, whatever you do, but James will destroy you. He won’t be any man’s cuckold.”

“Sometimes powerful guys like him get off on that, don’t they, Elizabeth?” He was amused I was back to being formal now that his cock wasn’t in my ass.

I pressed to Cade, only my satin robe separating us. The act undermined my stern rebuke, but my body craved more of his thick cock. I had to get him out the door before I stripped that suit off him again.

“I’ll ask James how he feels about his assistant cuckolding him when he finally comes home.”

Cade smirked like he knew something I didn’t. “I have to see you again.”

I wanted that so very badly but kept my cool and replied, “We’ll see. No promises. You know this is complicated.”

“You’re incredible, Elizabeth. That can’t be the only time. Mr. Slattery is always working anyway. Would he even know?”

Cade kissed me just inside the door. I melted and let him part my robe. His fingers pressed inside me, and I whimpered and moved my hips on them. He knew I would have fucked him right there in the foyer if he’d pressed the issue, but he didn’t. Just knowing the boss’s wife was still desperate for his cock was enough.

“I’ll see you again, Liz. I’ll fuck you again.”

“Will you?”

Cade flicked my clit and I sagged against the wall.

“I will and we both know it. Hell, Mr. Slattery will know it too the second he sees you. He’ll see that look on your face and know you’ve been given a real fucking.”

He might’ve been right. James might look at his assistant’s smirk and know the young man had fucked his wife. Part of me hoped he would, but that was between my husband and me. We would work that out. Just then, I had to get a grip. I couldn’t let that cocky bastard think he’d broken me—even if he had. I held his wrist and pulled his fingers from me.

“I don’t know if I’ll let you have me again, Cade, but you’ll see me on James’ desk every time you’re in his office.”

“I’ll picture coming on that pretty face when I do, Elizabeth.”

“And James will wonder why you’re smiling.” I pulled my robe closed. “Goodbye, Cade.”

I didn’t know if I would fuck Cade again. I would surely see him at a Christmas party or some company event, I was sure. My body craved him, but I would not be his easy slut. Cade would only have me again if I chose it. However, if I did choose it, I knew I would become Lizzy the needy slut in a heartbeat.

I walked back through our living room and dropped my robe. I looked directly up into the security camera James had installed and smiled. I imagined he was watching me at that moment. James was paranoid about security and checked the video regularly.

I didn’t tell Cade, but there was a very good chance my husband would learn the young man had made him a cuckold and wouldn’t just be a smirk that gave away the game. We would see if James was one of those men. All I could do was hope my husband enjoyed the show. He would know why Cade smiled every time he looked at my photo on his desk. James might even want a repeat performance.


watching merri’s surrender
. . .



Bryce and I were thick as thieves in our frat days, but I’ve only seen him sporadically since college. He stayed in Chicago and became a successful banker, while I followed my wife, Merri, to the East Coast after graduation. Bryce told me he was coming to town, and I insisted he stay with us. We’d hadn’t been close in many years, but we had the kind of bond that lasts forever. I knew we’d pick right up where we’d left off. I’d never have invited him if I’d known how true that would be.

The first surprise came when we picked Bryce up at the airport. He wasn’t traveling alone. Bryce introduced his girlfriend as Kym. Merri and I didn’t mind that we had an extra guest, but it was just like Bryce to not even ask first. Kym was exactly what I would have expected. Bryce was quite the cocksman back in college, always showing up with some hot new girl on his arm. Funny thing was, Kym looked young enough to still be a coed—younger than the rest of us by at least fifteen years. I had trouble keeping my eyes off her.

Kym kept her fiery hair in a stylish bob that framed her round, pretty face with its bow-shaped lips and striking blue eyes. Those eyes twinkled mirthfully like she was always pondering a private joke. Her short, floral-print sundress accentuated her fantastic body. I held the door to our SUV when she swung her legs in and caught a tiny sun tattoo on the ankle, right under a thin gold chain. I think Merri caught me staring at the young thing as she greeted Bryce with a hearty hug.

They’d caught a late flight, and we all turned in when we got back to the house. Merri dropped right off to sleep, but the moans from the guest room kept me awake. Kym was especially loud, and while I didn’t need to picture Bryce having sex, I couldn’t help thinking about the lithe redhead bouncing on top of him. My imagination combined with the sex noises to make me hard as steel.

Merri was turned away from me, dead asleep, but that didn’t slow me down. One of the great things about my outwardly conservative wife is that she’s almost always ready for sex. I massaged her big tits through the light cotton nightgown she’d worn to bed and her nipples popped to little points. Merri moaned as she stirred, and I gently pulled her onto her back.

I sucked the nubs of her nipples through the cotton, soaking it, and slipped a hand up under the nightgown. She softly whimpered my name. It had been ages since I’d woken her for sex, but Merri was right there with me. Her hips moved as I rubbed her pussy, and when she was wet, I eased up the nightgown and slipped inside her.

I felt guilty. It wasn’t Merri I thought of as we kissed, and I thrust into her. I pictured Kym, moaning theatrically in the next room. Merri had to hear them too but said nothing. She trapped me with her arms and legs and vigorously thrust back at me. Merri would never admit such a thing, but I know hearing our guests fucking turned her on as much as I did. We both came quickly. Merri kissed me, whispered she loved me, and went right back to sleep. I wasn’t far behind her.
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Bryce was down early the next morning, his thick blonde hair disheveled and he needed a shave, but the bastard was still handsome as hell, almost Bradley Cooper-esque. He looked like the kind of guy who should be fucking a twentysomething like Kym.

Merri was about to go for her morning run, clad in black leggings and a baggy tank top over a black sports bra. Her thick black hair was pulled back into a high ponytail. Bryce asked if he could borrow the car to run to the market for items he’d forgotten to pack. Merri offered to take him and asked me to finish making breakfast. I was a bit jealous. Merri would never put off her run for me.

I was in pajama pants, with no shirt, flipping pancakes, when Kym came bounding into the kitchen. Her sudden appearance made me flip a pancake right onto the floor. She was in Bryce’s white shirt from the day before, with most of the buttons undone—and that was it. I gaped at her.

“Think you dropped something,” Kym teased.

“Uh, yeah,” I mumbled, snapping out of my trance. Her legs seemed a mile long before they disappeared beneath the shirttails. I slapped my forehead and did a Homer Simpson D’oh! We both knelt at the same time.

“Let me help you with that,” Kym said.

We were only inches apart. Her hand trailed across my chest.

“You Northwestern guys keep yourselves in good shape.”

I was stunned for the second time in one morning. First, my wife dropped what she was doing to run off with Bryce, and now his pretty, young girlfriend was complimenting me. I’m in good shape for my mid-thirties, still have all my brown hair, and I work out to keep my tall frame trim, but I would not expect to turn the head of someone like Kym.

I got the pancake off the floor, and we stood. I towered over her. Kym was tiny compared to my wife. I almost forgot about Merri, with Kym so close and flirting so hard. She had me back against the counter and both her hands were playing in my chest hair, brushing my nipples. What the hell was she doing? Kym pressed against me and had to feel my erection through my pajama pants.

“It must be nice snuggling into those arms,” she said.

Kym was a dangerous temptation. I might have crossed a line if I hadn’t been saved by the bell—or in that case the ringing of the smoke alarm. The pancakes were smoking on the skillet. I squeezed past Kym and pulled the skillet from the stove, spilling the ruined pancakes into the sink and running the water. She looked amused, watching me scrambling around.

Merri’s car was pulling into the driveway by the time I had the situation under control and Kym was back upstairs when my wife and friend came inside. I was harried, and Merri gave me an odd look. I was so out of sorts that I barely noticed my wife looked just as harried from her trip to the store with Bryce.

The day was fun, but unremarkable. Merri and I had taken off from work to show our guests around the city. We did all the touristy things, Independence Hall, the Liberty Bell, and the Constitution Center. We had lunch at the Reading Terminal Market. It felt kind of like the old days, Bryce and I out and about with two beautiful women on our arms.

I was never quite the ladies' man that Bryce was, but I did well for myself. Even so, when I was lucky enough to get Merri to date me, I knew she was a keeper. And my luck had held out. Merri was still just as hot as she’d been back in college. She had the same killer body, even if she didn’t show it off as she had in her younger days.

Merri’s conservative side had taken over as she’d become a real grownup, but that day my wife sexed it up a little. I think she may have been competing with Kym. The tight black top showed off cleavage I hadn’t seen her display in years, and her slacks showed off what a work of art her tight ass truly was.

I didn’t even mind when I caught Bryce checking her out. I was proud. Besides, how could I complain when my head was filled with dirty thoughts of Kym? The girl wore a tight crop top that featured the little gold hoop set in her toned tummy and a crazy short skirt. It was like the outfit was designed to drive me—and every other passing guy—insane.

We had a good time drinking and reminiscing that night. Kym found a way to make sure she was always included in the group. We were all pretty drunk when we went upstairs to bed, and Merri was all over me. She hadn’t been like that in years.

Merri shimmied out of her clothes and stripped out of her black bra and panties like she was presenting herself to me. I was even more shocked when she crawled onto the bed and sucked my meat into her mouth. I couldn’t remember the last time Merri blew me without being asked. She didn’t do it for long, like she sensed I’d blow my load from it. My wife needed my cock somewhere else.

Merri rolled onto her back and spread her legs. She was shaved clean. I couldn’t believe it. I’d hinted that I’d love to see her like that for years, but Merri always insisted it wasn’t her thing. She lightly touched herself and asked, “Do you like it?”

“Damn, Merri, what do you think?”

The room was quiet, and we could hear Bryce and Kym going at it in the other room. She whimpered his name while he grunted like he was moving furniture. I imagined he was fucking her from behind this time.

“Are you just going to listen to them all night, or make me moan like she is?” Merri asked, smiling.

I fell onto my wife, and she was very enthusiastic. I knew she was trying to compete with Kym that time. Merri is usually a soft moaner. She makes the sexiest little sounds during sex, but she is not a screamer, and she doesn’t do dirty talk. But Merri moaned loudly and dug her nails into my back when we heard Kym screeching from the other room for Bryce, “Fuck me! You fuck me so good, baby!”

Merri and I came quickly, and I rolled over, a sweating, huffing mess. Merri was glowing. We were done, but Bryce and Kym were still going at it. I wondered if my wife wanted a round two. If I listened to our guests long enough, I might have even been able to give it to her.
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We planned a trip to a local state park the next day. It was a beautiful spot with an enormous lake and boats for rent. Merri and Kym were preparing a picnic lunch when work called. I make great money, but that cash comes with the responsibility that I can’t refuse emergency calls. A server was down and there was no way I could fix it remotely. I had to go into work. I gave the group my regrets and told them I would try to catch up as soon as I finished. Bryce assured me he and Kym would look after Merri. I didn’t like the way he smirked when he said it.

It took forever to get the server back online. I had to execute a full restoration from backup drives once I had it running. I texted Merri and asked if they were still at the park. It took her so long to get back to me that I was already driving home when I received her reply. She said they were wrapping up at the park soon anyway. I got home and had a few beers to drown my disappointment at missing Kym bouncing around in her red halter top and cut-offs all day.

I clicked on the TV in the den, and I must have passed out because the house was dark when I heard the commotion of Merri returning with our guests. I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes turned off the TV before padding down the hallway toward the living room. I paused in the shadows of the hallway when I saw Merri and Bryce alone.

Bryce looked like a stud, towering over my wife with a tight t-shirt stretched over his muscular chest. He brushed raven hair back from her forehead and she winced but giggled.

“You’ve got quite the bump there,” he said.

“That’ll teach me to watch where I’m going,” she replied, looking up at him with wide emerald eyes.

“I feel partially responsible. Let me kiss it and make it better,” he said.

Merri let him lean in and kiss her forehead. What the hell is going on? That quickly became clear. Bryce didn’t stop at her forehead. He kissed her eyebrow and then her cheek. Merri let him.

“I didn’t get bumped there,” she whispered.

“How about here?”

Bryce kissed my wife on the lips. Merri sighed and kissed him back. He stooped to reach for the hem of her short sun dress. She covered his hand with her own.

“What did I tell you yesterday morning?” she asked.

“You told me we shouldn’t and then kissed me again, just like you’re going to now.”

Bryce was cocky, and I hated it. He kissed Merri again. This time it lingered, and Merri touched his arm like she wanted to pull him to her, but after much too long, she pushed him back.

“Kym just ran to the kitchen. She’ll be back any minute. We have no idea where Danny is.”

Right on cue, Kym came into the living room from the other side, through the dining room. She carried a bundle of ice wrapped in a dishtowel. She handed it to Bryce, not Merri. He pressed it to my wife’s forehead. She tried taking it away from him, but not very hard.

“I can get it,” she said.

“Nonsense, let us take care of you,” Kym said, pushing Merri’s arm back down.

The three of them were so close together. I knew I should go in there and put a stop to whatever was happening, but I was rooted in place and stayed in the shadows watching.

They guided Merri to the couch and Bryce sat beside her, while Kym rubbed Merri’s shoulders from behind. Bryce held the ice to her head and rested a hand on her leg. Kym’s massage expanded to caressing my wife’s neck. Merri rested her head back on the couch and closed her eyes.

“I am beat,” Merri sighed.

“Why don’t we fire up that hot tub on the back porch?” Bryce asked.

“That sounds wonderful. I should go upstairs and get Danny,” Merri said.

“I bet the poor guy’s asleep if he didn’t come down when we came home. He probably had a rough day at work. Let him rest,” Bryce said, smooth as silk.

“You’re right,” Merri agreed. “Can you fire it up while I go change?”

Bryce jumped up the flicked the switches on the wall beside the French doors to the patio. The outdoor lights went on and the hot tub fired up.

“We didn’t bring suits. We weren’t planning on swimming,” Kym chimed in.

“I don’t think that’s a problem, do you, babe?” Bryce said. He pulled his t-shirt over his head and Merri stared at his six-pack, agog.

“Hot tubs are more fun without suits anyway,” Kym agreed.

Kym unfastened her halter, and it fell away, revealing her perfect tits. She was braless. They were smaller than Merri’s, but perfectly pert, with pale, upturned nipples. I should have been mesmerized, but the way Merri stared at Bryce commanded my attention, even when Kym wiggled out of those tiny shorts. She scampered around the couch in nothing but a red thong. She helpfully unsnapped Bryce’s shorts and pulled them down. His enormous cock popped up into the air. Merri still sat on the couch, and it was right in her face.

I knew Bryce was hung like a horse from our escapades in our frat days, but Merri was captivated by the huge piece of meat pulsing in front of her. No man wants his wife to be that close to another man’s cock—especially one that big. He certainly doesn’t want to see her stare at it the way Merri stared at Bryce.

“Wait a minute, guys. What’s going on? What’s happening here?” Merri stammered.

“We’re going out to the hot tub, aren’t we?” Bryce said. He pulled Merri to her feet, and she was between the couple.

“We really should get Danny.” Merri sounded like she was in a trance. I was relieved she could still think of me being that close to a naked god like Bryce.

“He can join us if he wakes up. The more the merrier,” Kym cheerfully replied. She stripped out of her thong and was naked as the day she was born. Kym had the cutest little smooth pussy.

Bryce chuckled. “You’re a little overdressed. Let us help you with that, Merri.” He was as slick as ever. How many times had I witnessed him talk a girl out of her clothes back in college? He was doing it to my wife now and I just hid in the shadows and watched. I told myself that I wanted to see Merri put him in his place. No way my conservative wife was going to go for this. She may have let it get that far because she was stunned, but it would go no further. She would not get naked with them.

Kym went to work on the long line of buttons down the front of Merri’s dress. Bryce pulled at the shoulders, and it floated to their feet. Merri instinctively tried to cover her body, but Kym kept her hands at her sides. Bryce reached from behind and cupped her breasts through her bra. His thumbs brought Merri’s nipples straining at the thin satin, and Kym rolled the straps from her shoulders. Bryce folded her bra to her stomach and held my wife’s breasts so Kym could suck on her thick nipples. Merri whimpered, then moaned. Bryce kissed her neck and Merri reached back for him.

I didn’t believe what I was witnessing. The Merri I’d married would not stand there and let those two molest her. My Merri didn’t cheat. I clung to that belief even though I’d seen her kiss Bryce earlier and she confessed they’d kissed in her car the day before. Perhaps I didn’t know my wife at all. A perverse part of me wanted to see just how far it would go. The sane part of me was afraid to find out.

Kym fell to her knees in front of my wife, rolling Merri’s panties down her legs. Kym went right for it, burying her face in Merri’s freshly shaved mound. Merri jerked and Kym must have found her clit, because Merri collapsed into Bryce, moaning, “Oh god, that’s good.”

Bryce and Merri kissed. Her neck was twisted back, making it difficult for their lips to meet and allowing me to see their tongues wrestle. He teased her nipples while Kym feasted on her. Kym’s talented tongue made Merri come in record time, leaving my wife moaning and trembling in Bryce’s arms.

I stroked my prick without realizing it. Whatever inner turmoil I felt, watching the couple pleasure my wife was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. In a way, I was seeing Merri for the very first time. She could be naughty, but witnessing her sensual side from afar made me truly see her as a fully sexual being. I blasted my mess against the wall. The threesome in my living room was too occupied to hear my weak groan.

Kym stood and kissed Bryce, so he could taste Merri. She also kissed my wife, who enthusiastically kissed her back. How could this be the same woman who thought Bridgerton was too racy?

“Don’t we have a hot tub waiting for us?” Kym asked.
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Kym took Merri’s hand and led her to the patio, with Bryce following. I waited before I crept up to the French doors. They’d never see me in the semi-dark house with the outdoor lights illuminated. Bryce sat on the edge of the hot tub, making out with my wife. Kym’s head bobbed in his lap and her hand busy in Merri’s.

“We really shouldn’t be doing this. It’s so wrong. What about Danny?” Merri weakly complained. Her hips moved with the fingers Kym worked into her pussy.

“It feels good, doesn’t it?” Bryce argued between kisses.

“Yeah, but that’s not… I’m married…”

“This isn’t the first time Danny, and I have shared a girl. You know how frat brothers are. He’d totally understand. He’d be into it,” Bryce lied.

“You told me that yesterday, but I don’t know…” Merri sounded like she wanted to be convinced.

Bryce was full of shit. I mean, yeah, we’d tag-teamed a willing coed or two back in the day, but that was not the same as Bryce fucking my wife. Even if I’d been involved, sharing my wife wasn’t the same spit-roasting some girl we picked up at a party. Did Bryce convince Merri it was okay because I liked to share women with him? That seemed like a massive leap. He wanted to fuck my wife, and she wanted to be convinced it was okay.

My eyes told me Bryce was succeeding. Merri kissed my built former frat brother like she was starving for him. He freely mauled her beautiful rounds like they belonged to him. A real man would have stormed out there and put a stop to it all. I stayed in the house and stroked my cock back to life while I watched my wife being seduced. I was only good for one time a night with Merri, but I had no trouble getting hard again watching her threesome with Bryce and Kym.

“And if Danny comes down, don’t worry, Merri, I’ll take good care of him. He’ll be thrilled,” Kym cooed, rubbing Bryce against her lips while she looked up at them from her position down in the water.

I couldn’t believe Merri was good with me being with Kym, but that was all the convincing she needed. Kym pulled Merri down into the water beside her and held Bryce’s thick cock out for her. Merri only hesitated a second before accepting the invitation. She smoothed her lips over the plum-sized head and it filled her mouth. Her eyes closed in concentration and her cheeks hollowed.

Merri took about half of it into her mouth and massaged Bryce’s balls. It was nothing like the quick blowjob I’d gotten when Merri was getting me ready for sex. She sucked Bryce’s thick tool like she’d been waiting for it her entire life. She’d always told me she wasn’t really into giving head and only went down because guys expected it, but the way she drooled all over Bryce put the lie to that. Did I know Merri at all?

Merri’s tits bobbed just above the bubbling water and Kym sucked and played with them. Kym’s hands were busy under the water, making Merri squirm. My wife had Bryce’s entire length down into her throat. She gagged but didn’t slow down. He swept her raven hair back so he could watch her suck him. I thought he might try to fuck her mouth—he loved using a girl’s mouth back in college—but he didn’t have to get aggressive with my wife. Merri worshipped his cock, happily sucking and bobbing all on her own.

I was jealous because my wife was obviously a tremendous cocksucker when she was properly motivated. The thick meat dragged along her cheek, smearing saliva, when she dipped down to suck his shaved balls. Merri had never sucked my balls. She stared up at Bryce while she rolled them around in her mouth like she was daring him to come on her face. He was back in her mouth before he could, and she brought him home.

Bryce grunted her name and pumped his jizz into her hungry mouth. Merri snorted, but I saw her work hard to swallow every drop of her reward. Some still bubbled from her lips. Kym pulled her off that cock and licked it up before shoving her tongue into Merri’s mouth. The women shared his load.

Kym climbed out of the hot tub and laid back on the deck around it, while Bryce moved into the water beside Merri. He whispered into her ear. That guy had the power of the devil because the next thing I saw was Merri kissing Kym’s thighs. She’d never shown the slightest interest in women. The one time I’d joked about a three-way for my birthday, Merri glared at me like I was a pervert, but Merri kissed her way up to Kym’s pussy.

“Mmm Merri, that’s hot,” Kym moaned, pinching her own nipples.

My cock was back to full mast, and I almost came again watching my wife eat Kym’s pussy. Merri had lost all reason and surrendered to lust. Her mouth was glued to Kym’s snatch and the redhead’s tight body writhed with pleasure, her wet skin glistening under the lights. Bryce sat back and watched, just like I did. He looked like a king, and these desirable women were his subjects—his to do with as he pleased. I couldn’t argue. I was the loser jerking off alone in the dark. Kym grabbed Merri’s hair and forced her harder against her pussy.

“Yeah…yeah…yeah…” Kym cried. She was crazy loud, and I feared the neighbors would call the cops. Thank god for privacy fences.

Kym exploded, shrieking, forcing Merri’s mouth to her as she gushed her pleasure. Merri kept licking. The redhead finally went limp, and Merri came up gasping for air, her mouth glazed with Kym’s nectar. She hardly had a moment to catch her breath before Bryce was behind her, cock in hand.

“You have no idea how long I’ve waited for this, Merri. I’ve been waiting to fuck you again ever since that night. I couldn’t believe Danny could pass out on a piece of ass like you.”

“Bryce,” Merri gasped. Her eyes went wide when he spread her open with that thing. Her mouth popped open with a deep moan before she hung her head and her face was hidden from me by a veil of midnight hair.

“Oh fuck, Merri. You feel even better than I remember. You’re so fucking tight. Doesn’t Danny fuck you properly?”

Merri only moaned and pushed back at him in response. I was reeling. What the fuck was Bryce talking about? He fucked Merri back in college? I tried to think back and remembered one night the three of us were drinking like mad at the bar before stumbling back to the house.

Merri always drank a lot when we were around Bryce back then because she claimed she couldn’t stand his arrogance. Another lie? I passed out that night, waking once to find I was alone. But Merri was back at my side in the morning, beaming about how hard she came the night before. Apparently, it was Bryce who gave her the best sex of her life that night. And here he was to do it again.

I felt like I’d been shot. I couldn’t imagine a worse betrayal. My whole marriage was a lie. Nothing I believed was true anymore. I don’t know why I didn’t charge them and drown Bryce in the hot tub. Maybe it was because Merri threw her head back and I saw how her eyes were blazing.

Her face was a mask of ecstasy as Bryce pounded her from behind. Merri had never been more incandescent than at that moment. I’d never made her look like that. She let Bryce fuck her because she needed to feel that. And she deserved it. It was crushing to admit, but a woman like Merri deserved to feel what Bryce was doing to her. How could I truly blame her? Wouldn’t I be out there fucking Kym if I weren’t a coward? We had so much to sort out, but I couldn’t steal that moment from her.

Bryce twisted Merri’s hair in his fist and yanked her head back. It was like she was staring at me as he fucked her. He drilled her hard and Merri panted, her tits bouncing beneath her.

“Fuck, you needed this, didn’t you, Merri?” he gloated.

“Yeah…ohhh yeah I do…don’t stop…” Merri pleaded. This was my sweet wife who never talked dirty.

“Hot little slut, just like you were that night, begging for it,” Bryce growled.

“Ohhh…Bryce…fuck me…fuck me like you did that night…ohhh god…make me come…”

I was stunned Merri could take it so hard. I thought his big root would split her in two, but Bryce rode her like a breeding stallion, slamming his full length into her. Merri whimpered and cried and begged for every inch. She was a shameless whore. Fuck me, I loved it. I didn’t care if it made me less of a man. The hurt and betrayal melted away because watching my wife get railed like that was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. It only got hotter when Kym crawled over and started making out with Merri.

They all froze when I threw open the French doors. I didn’t know what I was doing. I wasn’t in control of my own body. I walked out there, naked from the waist down, my cock bobbing out before me.

“Oh my god, Danny,” Merri cried. “Oh my god… I’m so sorry…”

Bryce smirked at me, pulled Merri’s hair, and started thrusting again.

“Bryce… no…ahhh…god…yesss…”

Merri’s protest died in her throat when he bottomed out inside her. Her eyes pleaded with me, but she didn’t stop her lover. Merri needed that cock, and even my presence wasn’t going to stop her from getting it.

“Have your fun, honey. I’m going to have mine,” I said, my voice hollow. I may have been in shock.

“Hey, handsome,” Kym said. “It’s about time you joined the party.”

I pulled Kym to me, and she fisted my cock while we kissed. Kym wanting me after having Bryce’s monster on the regular made up for a lot. My hands were all over her body, mauling her perfect tits and squeezing her tight ass. We moved into the hot tub and I positioned Kym beside Merri. She was soaked when I slid inside her.

Bryce and I fucked each other’s woman side-by-side, just as we had a couple of times back in college. Of course, the bastard wasn’t fucking my wife back then. We’d have to have some kind of reckoning when it was all done. It became a competition, with Bryce jackhammering Merri, while I tried to keep up with Kym. The redhead squealed and trembled, milking my cock with her sweet pussy. I gave her exactly what she needed while Bryce drove Merri wild.

“Just like the old days, bro,” Bryce said, looking over at me.

I just grunted in response. I couldn’t look him in the eye while he was fucking my wife.

“Ohhh…ohhh Bryce…yesss…yesss...YES!” Merri wailed, coming for Bryce in a way I didn’t know she could.

“Oh fuck yeah, Merri. That fucking pussy…goddam…” Bryce grunted. He buried it balls deep in my wife and pumped her full of his virile seed. Thank god, she had an IUD, or that bastard would have bred my wife. He screwed his jizz deep inside her like that was his plan. Merri ground back on him like she wanted him to breed her. She came all over again while his essence filled her.

Kym was a velvet sheath around me, and I couldn’t possibly hold out. She reached beneath us and rubbed her clit. “Come for me, baby. Come for me and I’ll come with you,” she moaned.

I didn’t need to be told twice. “Kym, fuck, you’re killing me.” I pulled out at the last second and shot all over her sweet little ass. I was not going to risk knocking up some slutty redhead I hardly knew. Kym rubbed it into her skin as I staggered back.

It was all over, just like that. Bryce slapped me on the back like he’d just done me a favor before he took Kym inside. I was too shocked to react. Merri stayed bent over the side of the hot tub until her trembling ceased. Her ass was flushed from Bryce’s thighs pounding it so hard. Her swollen snatch peeked out from between her thighs. My wife looked thoroughly fucked. Merri finally pushed up from the edge and faced me.

“Do you hate me?” she asked.

“I should. I can’t believe you fucked Bryce back in college. I can’t believe you fucked him tonight.”

“I can explain if you want me to.”

“Can you? Let me guess, you were drunk like tonight, and he put the moves on you, and you couldn’t resist?”

“We were high tonight. Kym had a punch of edibles, and they convinced me to try it.”

“That’s your excuse?” I spat. The shock was wearing off and her weak explanations were making me angry. Fucking Kym didn’t help. She needed to shut up. “Merri, stop. The more you speak, the worse it is. I get it. Bryce is hot, and I saw that cock. And I’ve seen what it does to girls. I just thought you were different.”

“I’m so sorry, Danny.”

“Maybe you are. I don’t know. You didn’t look sorry when you were begging him to fuck you.”

“You wanted Kym. You’ve wanted her since they got here.”

“But I wouldn’t have done anything, not if I hadn’t seen that. I only came out here because I couldn’t take it anymore. I didn’t cheat on you in college—or ever.”

Merri’s eyes narrowed like she was figuring something out. “You came out here hard, Danny, not like you were outraged. You liked what you saw. You enjoyed watching me…”

I wasn’t going to lie. “Yeah, I guess I did. I don’t understand it, but seeing you like that… Merri, I’ve never seen anything so hot. The way you were with them, the way they seduced you… Maybe that’s why I can’t truly be mad. I should be. You’re a cheating slut.”

Merri came close and grasped my spent cock, bringing a pulse of life back to it. I couldn’t believe it. I hadn’t gone three times in one night since college, back when my wife first had Bryce’s cock. She smiled and kissed me. Did I taste Bryce on her lips? Kym? I grew hard as she pushed her tongue into my mouth, and I tasted all of it.

“We can figure everything out tomorrow, Danny, but why don’t you take me inside right now and show me how much you love this cheating slut?”

What can I say? I followed Merri to bed and did exactly that. And that night, we made way more noise than Bryce and Kym.
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I found a way to forgive my wife. Maybe it was because her sloppy, used cunt felt so good that night. Maybe it was because the next morning she gave me the same world-class blowjob she’d given Bryce the night before and promised she would only be my slut from now on. Unless I wanted to watch her again, she offered.

Merri begged me to keep it in check when I saw Bryce. I didn’t start a fight, but our friendship was over. He dressed in a smart suit that day for his meetings and my wife looked like she wanted to beg for his cock all over again. I was tempted to let her just so I could watch her get used again, but it was soon. Even if I chose to watch Merri with another man again, Bryce would not be the lucky bastard. There were more hung fish in the sea.

I did let Kym blow me while Bryce was working. It happened right in the kitchen, and I made Merri watch. Made is a strong word. My formerly sweet—now slutty—wife sat at the table and rubbed herself while she watched. Merri came right after I did. Afterward, Kym made Merri go down on her again. Everyone had an orgasm.

The girl’s show had me hard again and I told Kym to pack and call an Uber while I took my wife upstairs to fuck the day away. I knew the girl understood that I wanted her and Bryce to finish their time in town at a hotel. Merri and I did spend the day in bed, and we did things we hadn’t done in fifteen years of marriage.

Maybe the real reason I forgave my wife was because her slutty transgression taught me a strange new kink I never knew I had and kicked our sex life into a new gear. I didn’t speak to Bryce again, but I guess I should have written him a thank you note. I wouldn’t have predicted it, but my old frat brother stretching my wife with his huge cock changed our lives forever in the best possible way.


brenna earns in vegas
. . .



“Are you really going to make me do this?” Brenna asks.

“I’m not making you do anything. You freely accepted the dare, correct?”

“I did.”

“And you understood said dare?”

“I understood.”

“Were you under the effect of coercion or mental defect?”

“Don’t lawyer me, Asher. Yes, I knew what the dare was, and I willingly took it. I just didn’t think you’d actually make me go through with it.”

I chuckle. I don’t want to seem mean, but Brenna’s complaining is funny. She’s one of the most competitive people I’ve ever known. No question she would hold me to a dare I accepted. She’s only resisting because she isn’t sure she’s ready for this. I’m sure she is. I’ve never been more certain of anything.

“I don’t see the issue then. Yes, Brenna, you’re really doing this. And by the way, I’m not making you do anything. I think you might want this even more than I do.”

Brenna laughs this time. “I’m not sure that’s possible, Ash. You’ve been banging this drum from the time we met.”

“Not that early. I had to make sure you wouldn’t be freaked out first.”

“Maybe not our first date, but pretty early, babe. You’re way into this.”

“Can you blame me for appreciating your beauty?”

“Every girl wants to be appreciated. It’s your desire to share my beauty that most girls would have a problem with.”

“But not you?”

A smile plays across Brenna’s pretty, painted red lips. She’s a natural beauty and doesn’t ordinarily wear much makeup. Tall and slender, she’s built like a model but was an athlete all through college, and she still has a lot of tomboy in her. Brenna doesn’t need the makeup with her effortless beauty, but she’s pulled out all the stops for this night in Vegas. My girl is dressed to impress, and it shows.

She’s right. I do want to share her beauty, and I’ve been hard all night seeing the many heads she’s turned. Brenna could have had any of a dozen men tonight, but that would be too easy. My dare had to be a challenge, and it had to scratch the darkest part of my kink.

“We’ll see. Fantasy is one thing, Ash, and I’ll admit the fantasy is hot. But I don’t know if I can do it in real life. What you want is so wrong.”

“That’s what makes it so hot.”

“How did I end up married to such a twisted man?”

“Because you’ve got a dark, twisted side too. Unfortunately for them, none of those poor bastards you were with before me recognized it and drew it out.”

Brenna glares at me. She wants to put this all on me, but she’s going to love doing this. I think it helps allay her Catholic guilt to blame me, and I’ll take it to a point, but we need to be very clear she’s a willing participant, so she can’t throw it back on me if she does end up regretting it.

“I’m going to call my mom and make sure the baby went down okay before we do this.”

“Such a good mother. Remember that when you’re on your back later.”

Brenna flips me off before slipping away from the casino bar to find a quiet place to call her mom. I blame that nice, traditional Irish Catholic woman for making my wife this way—or maybe I should be thanking her. Brenna might not be the fun woman she is today if she hadn’t spent her teen years having her inner rebel smacked down by her mother.

My wife is a good mother to our toddler daughter, but then Brenna Haggerty is good at everything she does and always has been. She was National Honor Society and a top athlete in high school, which earned her a full scholarship to Northwestern, where she still holds several women’s pole vault records over ten years later. She was at the top of her class in nursing school and again when she earned her MSN.

At thirty-eight, Brenna is one of the top specialized pediatric nurses in our city. She is the perfect woman leading the perfect life to everyone around her. Only I know her dirty little secret, which is an honor. That secret is that Brenna Haggerty wants to be a dirty, dirty girl.

I had no idea the tall, blonde woman I met in the bar that night had a sexy dark side. She was just the hottest woman I’d ever seen in the flesh, and I knew I’d regret it forever if I didn’t take my shot. I was out with a group of friends after work, as was she. Our groups began to mingle, and I made sure I got beside her.

Brenna found me funny and charming, which has always been my thing. I’m a smart, successful lawyer and I’m not bad looking. I usually punch above my weight class with women, but I am not the kind of guy who usually pulls tail like Brenna Haggerty. I thought I was in by the end of the night and asked her back to my place, but she was only showing good girl Brenna and laughed that I thought she was that kind of girl. She took my number anyway, and the rest is history.

I watch my wife walk back to me and still can’t quite believe she’s mine, even after six years of marriage. How does a shlub like me get a goddess like that? Sure, I’ve got the bank account, but she’s not the kind of girl who cares about that. She doesn’t need a man’s money anyway. Brenna is a smoke show in leggings and a tank top, but the woman walking toward me hardly resembles that fresh-faced girl next door I see in our everyday lives.

Brenna has traded her scrubs for the hottest outfit I’ve ever seen on her. The silver, metallic thing draped over her chest barely qualifies as a top. It ends well above her pierced navel and flashes sideboob every time she moves. The back is nothing but crisscrossing strings. A bra is impossible with that top, but her pert, bouncy tits don’t need one. They’ve always been a sweet handful and are only hotter since they’ve stayed a cup size larger after the baby. They’re still small because she’s so lean, but they’re perfect on her.

The rest of Brenna snapped right back to form after the baby. Her body is tighter than ever, and the rest of the outfit shows that off—what there is of the outfit. The black miniskirt is short but also has dangerously high slits on the sides. Thigh-high, gray suede, spike-heeled boots complete the outfit, and I do mean complete it. Leaving her panties in the drawer was part of the dare, and the only part of the outfit I had any say in choosing. Brenna’s legs are endless in that tiny skirt and those high boots. The heels push her over six feet tall. She towers over me. We’re one of those stereotypical couples on the Strip. The sexy wife is dressed to the nines, looking hotter than ever, and the husband looks kind of like he's on his way to Applebee’s. I’m dressed a little better than that, but I’m proud to be that guy who outkicked his coverage with Brenna.

You may be wondering how I convinced my respected professional nurse wife to dress like a high-priced call girl on the Vegas strip. The answer is that I didn’t. Our dare called for Brenna to dress in something outrageously hot that she’d never wear at home. She went down to one of the casino shops and assembled the outfit. As I said, Brenna wants to be a dirty girl. She just needs a nudge.

“Mom says Ava went to bed with no trouble at all. I really need to learn her trick.”

“That’s great,” I reply, too confused by hearing Brenna saying mommy-type things while wearing that outfit to give a proper answer.

“Do you care how our daughter is doing, or are you just all about getting your cheap thrills tonight?”

“Why can’t it be both?” I ask, flashing my most charming grin.

“You’re lucky you’re so cute, mister.”

Brenna presses up against me and the heat from her barely covered body makes me dizzy. I’m sure everyone around me wonders how much I’m paying her tonight. The thought makes me kiss her extra hard.

“Are you ready to do this?” I ask.

“As ready as I’m going to get.” Brenna sounds uncertain.

“That’s good enough for me.”
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I’ve had exactly six dicks in my life. An even half dozen. If everything goes right tonight, I’ll go up to seven. Funny how things going right will see me adding to my lifetime dick count when I’m a married woman. I should be running to confession for even having such a sinful thought.

The first dick belonged to Bobby Montgomery, my high school boyfriend. We’d been dating since we were freshmen and he finally convinced me to give it up in our junior year. He told me he deserved it for being such a good, patient boy and that if he had to wait any longer, he was going to burst.

There was no wait at all once we started. He finished in record time. I reassured him it was fine at the time, and I thought it was because I didn’t know any better. Bobby Montgomery broke up with me two months later and I was heartbroken. I poured myself into track and soared to the top of the team. Convinced God was punishing me for my weakness, I kept my legs closed for the rest of high school. But not my lips.

A very hot boy from the lacrosse team, Mike Perretti, owned dick number two. I was thrilled when he asked me to the junior prom. When the Boones Farm he’d brought to the afterparty wasn’t enough to pry my legs apart, he too insisted that I had to do something to release his pressure and told me hand jobs were for kids. I was disappointed because I’d gotten very good with my hand by then. And no, handjobs do not count in my dick tally.

The cheap, sweet wine had some effect because I ended up on my knees, with my prom dress around my waist. He lasted longer than Bobby Montgomery, but I wished he hadn’t. When he held my head and started thrusting it into my mouth, I just wanted it to be over. And when he finished in my mouth, I wished he’d never started. It was the grossest thing I’d ever tasted. Mike Perretti just moved on after that, which only cemented what my mother always told me. Boys are only after one thing, and if you give it up, they’ll have no reason to stick around.

I was a good girl through my senior year but lost my mind a little when I got to college. I didn’t know how to handle my first taste of true freedom, and my mother’s lecture on maintaining my chastity—she was convinced I was still a virgin—before I left made me determined to prove I was an adult who could make her own decisions about her body.

I ended up drunkenly sucking a random dick—number three—at my first college party and was rewarded with a big stain on my pretty new top. I convinced myself that it was an amazing experience because letting a boy use my mouth in a bathroom with a crowd outside made me daring. Amazing experience? No, but I didn’t hate it as much as I had my first blowjob, and that boy was much quicker. I was slowly learning to like sucking cock. That night was also the first time I felt that illicit thrill from being bad.

Dick number four quickly followed that same freshman semester. It was the only true one-night stand I’ve ever had in my life. My girlfriends and I used our fake IDs to get into a bar off campus—the bouncers never looked too closely if you were hot—and I met a guy named Connor. I’m pretty sure his name was Connor. I had enough to drink that I was feeling pretty good, and Connor was so beautiful that I would have done anything for him. I was happy to go back to his place and would have happily shown him what I could do with my mouth, but Connor wanted more, and he knew how to get it.

Connor touched me all over, peeled off my clothes, and made me feel things no other boy had up to that point. He wasn’t rushed and he made me feel good. He made me want to do things. Connor kissed me between my legs, and I saw stars. I’d made myself feel good alone in my bedroom reading romance books I’d stolen from my mother, but I had no idea I could feel that. That beautiful boy gave me my first real orgasm at eighteen. I was still panting when Connor put in it.

I felt so guilty when I woke up hungover and alone in his bed the next morning, but it was hard to regret something that felt so incredible. I realized that being bad felt too good, and that scared me straight. I didn’t want to go down that road and become a fallen woman and closed my legs again.

Justin McGregor was my serious college boyfriend, and he became dick number five because I was convinced we’d get married after graduation. He seemed to love that I was a shiny, perfect girl and I did my very best to live up to that. Justin McGregor never knew about my dirty bathroom blowjob or my one-night stand. That knowledge would have ruined my perfect image. The sex was good, but not quite what Connor made me feel—maybe because it was safe.

I did not become Mrs. Justin McGregor. We kept dating for several years after college, while I worked on my masters, but the ring never came. I found out that was because he was carrying on with some slut from work behind my back. My first crazy thought was that I could have been a slut for him if I knew that was what he wanted. It was okay to be a slut for your man. Maybe I should have told him I liked being a dirty girl.

And then I met The One, dick number six, Mr. Asher Burman, Esq., at a happy hour I didn’t even want to go to. No, I did not become Mrs. Brenna Burman, RN MSN because I was established in my early thirties, and I wasn’t giving up my name. One of the many things that makes Ash so perfect is that he doesn’t mind being married to Ms. Brenna Haggerty, RN MSN.

Ash was so different from any of the other guys I’ve known, and he nearly charmed me out of my panties that first night. I was tempted to break my then-very long dry spell and go home with him, but I didn’t know yet that he would love my secret naughty side and I didn’t want to screw things up. I went home instead and entertained myself with my favorite toy while fantasizing about what I could have been doing.

Tonight, I may be meeting dick number seven. I’m still not convinced this is a good idea, but the fantasy of it has me soaked.
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I had this plan in my mind before we left home, and I did my research. Brenna seemed ready to take the next step. Our fantasy play had been escalating for quite a while, moving beyond the bedroom and into those little games a lot of exploring couples try. My wife has dressed sexy at bars to see who would flirt with her, although dressing sexy back at home was nothing like tonight’s outfit.

I’d sit back and watch the men flock to her. Brenna is so hot there was never a question the game would work for us. Some nights she would get touchy-feely with a particularly attractive man, but the game never went further than that. We were over an hour away from home when he played those games, but Brenna insisted that was still too close to our real lives to risk taking our play further.

Brenna had teased me for weeks that our Vegas getaway might be the time to take things to the next level. I’d asked repeatedly if she was ready to be with another man and she’d smile enigmatically. I know my wife wants this, but she’s only fucked three other guys, and this is a big deal to her, which is what makes it so hot. Brenna wants to be a dirty girl, but she’s never truly been one. She might be ready, but I knew she’d still need the nudge. That was when I formulated the idea of the dare.

I searched for the best places in Vegas to meet a call girl. I wanted everything to go right. Most people don’t realize that prostitution is still illegal in Vegas and the last thing we need is for my respected wife to be busted for solicitation. I narrowed it down to a bar in the hotel with the fountains. Management doesn’t want any hookers in their casino, but apparently, this is the spot where they’ll tolerate it if the women are discrete and classy. Brenna is the definition of discrete and classy. I conveniently booked our stay there.

All eyes are drawn to my stunning, statuesque wife when we walk through the casino. The background din of music, voices, and gaming falls away as I catalog all the men who want to fuck Brenna. When you’re with a woman like her, you get used to all the looks, but they are in overdrive tonight with her in that outfit. I possessively place my hand on her ass to signal she’s mine. I don’t mind that everyone watching probably assumes that’s because I bought her for the evening. I like it.

The bar I seek is in a quieter corner of the casino. It’s dimmer than the others and less crowded. People—single men and couples—sit at the bar, several of them working the video poker machines. I peg several girls working the bar, some on the periphery, and others engaging the men, looking for clients. Brenna stops us at the threshold.

“I shouldn’t do this. We shouldn’t do this.”

“Don’t get cold feet now.”

She turns to me, worry in her bright blue eyes. “You wouldn’t really make me do this, would you?”

I clasp her hands in mine, hoping to steady her. Brenna is like a lot of other successful perfectionists in that her triumphs are usually preceded by endless anxious handwringing. She’s been known to take an edible when the anxiety gets too bad, but she didn’t tonight because she wants her wits about her.

“I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to do, sweetheart. This isn’t just for me. When we discuss this fantasy…”

“That’s in bed, Ash, when we’re safe and alone, and you’re the only one touching me.”

“And that huge fake cock I bought you.”

Brenna allows a smile. “Charlie is my favorite, but he’s still not a person. You’re asking me to fuck another person.”

“Because I know you want to, Brenna. How many times have you told me you wish you’d gone for it and been wilder when you were single?”

“I’m not single now, Ash.”

“And this isn’t cheating. You have my blessing. My enthusiastic blessing.”

“I know, but it feels like I’m going to cheat.”

I move us into an alcove near the bar, pressing Brenna against the wall. She gasps. She’s as powerful an athlete as she’s ever been and I could never truly control her, but she loves it when I’m forceful.

“And that makes it so much hotter, doesn’t it?”

“Ash…”

I push my hand under her skirt—it’s a short journey—and my fingers slip over her smooth mound to the narrow landing strip above it. She’s already slick with excitement. Brenna moans and tightens around my fingers when they press inside her. I know casinos have cameras everywhere and some security guard is probably watching us, but the alcove gives some illusion of privacy.

“Dirty girls cheat, don’t they?”

“Yesss…”

“And you want to be a dirty girl, don’t you sweetheart?”

“Mmmm…yesss…”

I remove my fingers, having gotten the answer I wanted. Brenna sags against the wall, panting and chewing her bottom lip. She’s still fretful, but she can’t deny the truth now. Her eyes widen when she watches me taste her. My wife is sweet.

“Mmm, I’m jealous of whoever gets to rent this tonight. Y’know, the alternative I devise might be even worse, if you don’t keep up your end.”

“What could be worse?” She stares at me, trying to read my devious mind.

Brenna knows damn well I could come up with something crazier. I’d love to see her with those long legs wrapped around a stripper pole on some amateur night. The thought of my wife giving lap dances in the champagne room makes my balls ache.

“Okay, I’ll do it, but remember when this is all over that you wanted this. I don’t want to hear that you can’t handle it.”

“I’ll be fine, and you will be too.”

Brenna clicks open her little clutch purse—it’s silvery just like her top—and uses a wand to apply a fresh gloss to her ruby lips. She takes a wireless earbud and pops it into her left ear, where it’s hidden by her blonde hair, which is blown out and wavy tonight. Her hair falls just past her shoulders, but it’s usually up in a ponytail or twisted up on the top of her head. My wife is just a no-fuss woman, which makes tonight’s outfit so surreal.

I insert my own earbud and answer when Brenna dials me before returning the phone to her purse.

“Wish me luck.”

“You won’t need it, but you know that.”

“Maybe, but I don’t want just anyone. I need to find a man I want to fuck. Love you, Ash.”

I try to kiss her, but Brenna stops me from smearing her lipstick.

“Love you, Brenna. Go get ‘em.”
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The hooker bar, as I like to call it, feels darker and dingier than the rest of the fancy casino, probably because I know why everyone is here, or I think I do. I know why I’m here. I sit and order a bourbon neat and move to one of the tables on the perimeter to take the lay of the land. Two girls are working guys at video poker machines. One of the men stares straight ahead like he wishes the sex worker would just disappear. The other looks close to striking a bargain. Watching a deal for sex go down makes my heart race. This is all so alien to me.

Other women sit at the tables on the edge of the bar with their token drinks. They all look like club soda, except for one glass of wine I spy. They glower at me, annoyed with the increased competition. I feel bad because I’m only here playing and this is their living, but I won’t be put off from my goal.

Once I set out for something, I play to win. And I don’t want to sound catty, but I’m much more attractive than any of the professionals I see at the bar. I don’t have any bad ink showing, for starters. My only tattoo is a small “A” inked on the inside of my right wrist, and I agonized over that for a year after Ava was born before I let Ash take me to get it done. He has a matching A.

I don’t see any men I’m remotely interested in, and I wait. A cute guy in a dark untucked shirt and shorts comes into the bar and takes a seat at the far end. He has thick black hair and a nice smile. I’d definitely fuck him, but I could do that anytime I want. That guy is Ash. I hear his breathing in my ear and it’s hot in a dirty way, like I’m getting a creepy phone call.

“What are you waiting for?” he asks.

“Patience, babe. I need to find a man who can afford me.”

“And you’re damned expensive.”

“Fuck you, Ash.” I laugh.

One of the girls peels off and sits beside my husband. My stomach clenches, even though I don’t see her as a real threat. Ash is not here to buy sex, and I’m much hotter anyway. She’s a thick, short Hispanic girl in a pink bandage dress that looks like it was sewn onto her. I hear their conversation through Ash’s earbud, and he makes a good show of being interested. He wants to make me jealous, but sadly for him, I am not the jealous type.

Almost an hour passes and I’m about ready to give up. Ash’s first pro moved on a while ago and a second has moved in. She’s closer to his type—at least she’s blonde and thin, but with giant, fake boobs. I’m still not threatened. If Ash wants the illicit thrill of paying for sex, he can go for it. He’d just better understand he’s not going to touch me until he’s been tested. Ash doesn’t seem to have the same concerns about me fucking other men. I know the risks, and they make this more thrilling. I hate what that says about me. I should be smarter. I am smarter.

I finally see a good prospect. He’s older, but I like the distinguished type. I had a huge crush on a professor in college and would have slept with him if I’d been the dirty girl I secretly longed to be. My prospect still has all his hair—which is a plus—and it’s graying at the temples. He has one of those stubbly beards that seems like he just forgot to shave for a few days but is carefully cultivated. He appears fit in a tailored shirt, and slacks. It seems that he was in a suit and shed the jacket and tie.

Okay, let’s do this. Victory is within your grasp, just reach out and snatch it! I’ve always psyched myself up like this before competitions. I drain my bourbon, slide off my stool, and carry my empty glass to the bar, taking the spot beside Mr. Distinguished.

“Can I buy you that refill?” he asks, flashing a perfect smile. Nice teeth are another check in the plus column. He doesn’t wait for me to answer and signals the bartender. Take charge guy. Another plus.

“I’m Brenna.” I immediately kick myself for not using the code name I’d chosen, Chastity. I’m nervous, but I need to keep my focus. I hope my smile hides my nerves.

“Grant. Please, join me.”

“Do you buy drinks for all the women you meet?”

“Only the pretty ones. Do you accept drinks from any man who offers to buy one?”

Grant pointedly stares at my wedding band and engagement ring. The diamonds on both are hard to miss. I’d meant to remove those before I did this. Another slip.

“Only the pretty ones.”

“I’ve never been called pretty before. I’ll take it.”

“Okay, maybe handsome, not pretty.”

“Either is a high compliment coming from a woman like you.”

I laugh. “But you don’t know me at all. I could be a royal bitch.”

Ash chooses that moment to check in, and the unexpected voice in my ear gives me a start. “I didn’t know you had daddy issues.”

I want to tell my husband to fuck off, but I settle for discreetly giving him the finger behind my back. I don’t think Grant catches it. He’s too busy staring at the rest of me.

Grant’s eyes pour over my body. I still can’t believe I’m dressed like this in public. I’ve never gone out in so little, even back in my college days when tiny, cute outfits were a thing. This top isn’t even a top. It’s a scrap of shimmery silver. The skirt hardly hides my butt. I got such an illicit thrill when I modeled it in the dressing room that I couldn’t resist buying the outfit, but I didn’t really think about having to wear it in front of people. Men always look at me, even in jeans and a t-shirt, but the attention I’ve gotten tonight is like I’ve seriously leveled up. Grant certainly likes the outfit.

I sit on the stool beside him to make it easier for him to evaluate the goods. I tug at my tiny skirt, but it hardly helps. Nearly flashing him my kitty sends a naughty thrill up my spine. I didn’t measure and do the math, but I might be showing more of my body than I’m covering. I risk crossing my legs, and he surely sees something.

“You could be a bitch. A woman who looks like you can afford to be, Brenna. Being hot isn’t an excuse for being a bitch, but the hotness makes it more tolerable. But you don’t seem to be a bitch. You have kind eyes.”

Grant has sexy, slate-gray eyes, but I don’t tell him that. Being beside him heats me up in scary and dangerous ways. He radiates confidence. I can’t believe a man like this has to pay for sex. Is it possible he doesn’t know this bar’s reputation and he’s not here to hire a sex worker? He glances around and leans closer, placing his hand on my knee.

“I didn’t expect to meet a woman like you in this place. I thought the high-end girls only worked for the outcall services.”

“A woman like me?” What’s an outcall service?

Grant chuckles. “Come on, Brenna. Look around the bar. None of the other girls hold a candle to you. I’m sure they want you out of here as quickly as possible. You don’t belong with this rough trade. You’re better than any of them and we all know it.”

“I’m not quite like them,” I reply, just as the bartender brings my second bourbon. He gives me a nasty look, having made the same assumption as Grant. My core tightens. I should be disgusted, but I like men thinking I’m a call girl. I would have been disgusted ten years ago. I continue when the bartender moves on and we’re alone again.

“I accepted a dare from my husband.” I’m pleased to see Grant’s surprise. He doesn’t know everything. “I had to wear this and come down here.”

“He’s a foolish man. I’d never send you out in public looking like that. Only bad things can happen, unless that’s what he wants. Is he one of those men?”

“Screw this guy,” Ash mutters in my ear. I ignore him.

“I prefer to think something good will happen tonight,” I reply. “And I don’t know who those men are. My husband is a good man.”

“Okay. Why here?”

“Why are you here, Grant?”

“Touché. But you could meet a man anywhere in Vegas in that outfit. All you had to do was leave your room.”

I smile, ready to drop the bomb. Ash didn’t dare me to just pick up a man because that would be too easy. I’m not stuck on myself, but I’ve been getting attention from boys my entire life. I think that’s why my mother rode me so hard to behave myself. She knew they’d be chasing me. Guys have been trying to get into my panties forever, even when I was a diehard sports girl and never wore makeup or girly clothes. Ash knows all this and wanted to truly challenge me. He knows I love a challenge, and he knew to make tonight as dirty as possible.

“We’ve been seeing all these working girls on the Strip, and I asked him how much he thought I could get. He said five hundred, and I was insulted. I think I’m worth at least a thousand. He dared me to prove it.”

There, I said it. I told this stranger he could fuck me for a thousand dollars. I feel like I’m going to faint, but my kitty is throbbing. Ash is going to have to give me the performance of his life if Grant doesn’t take me upstairs.

Grant grins and gives me another once-over, assessing my body like he’s already paid for it. “Do you take Venmo?”

I might have said yes if Ash and I hadn’t thought this through. We couldn’t expect someone to be carrying that kind of cash, but cash apps leave an identifying trail. We had to take the risk our potential john could lay his hands on the cash.

“I’m not a cavewoman. I have it, but we’re not using it. I need cash.”

Grant pauses to consider. “What does my thousand dollars buy me?”

“A very good time. You’ll have to trust that I can deliver.”

“I don’t doubt that, Brenna. You’re doing this because you want to, which means you’ll be a lot more fun than one of these pros. Is anything off limits?”

We hadn’t considered that. I suspect Ash would let a man do whatever he wanted to me, and that would be tempting, but my first anal—if I ever do that—is not going to be with a stranger. Am I a slut because that’s the only thing I’ve concretely ruled out tonight?

“No butt stuff.”

“That leaves a lot on the table. Where will your husband be? I don’t want some guy jerking off in the corner. That would be too distracting.”

Ash reacts again. “I don’t like this guy. We should find someone else.”

I know why Ash is offended, but he must understand that most other men will not get this. My husband’s kink is not exactly normal. I don’t judge Ash because my desire to be a dirty girl isn’t normal either. A married woman should not be doing this.

“You’ll have me all to yourself, Grant. Cross my heart,” I promise, making the motion.

“Okay. Your place or mine?”

“Mine. I’m more comfortable with that.”

Grant looks suspicious, like this is a trap, but I’m too hot to resist.

“Let’s go. I know where the ATM is in the lobby.”
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I watch them at the ATM while I wait for the elevators. This is really happening. I thought I would have to prompt Brenna through the earbud, but she was silky smooth with Grant. I wish it was someone else because Grant seems like an arrogant prick, but I’ll take it. Would I like any guy who’s going to fuck my wife? The men are faceless drones in my fantasies. I’ve been working on getting us here for a long time, and I’ll swallow my pride if it gets Brenna to swallow his load. At least this guy looks like he can give my wife a solid railing.

Brenna lied to Grant. No way I’m not going to be there. I don’t know why we’re doing this if I don’t get to enjoy watching her being fucked. That’s my thing. Always has been. Most of the women I dated before Brenna were vanilla, and that was fine, but I had a couple of wild ones.

I had this girlfriend my senior year of college, a sophomore named Becky, and she was up for anything. She’d been sheltered by her parents and was looking for an older guy to teach her. I was happy to step up and play teacher. We had a drunken threesome with my best buddy one night that turned into a regular thing. It wasn’t my first time in a threesome, but it was my first time sharing my own girlfriend.

I learned as we went that I was more into watching them than I was participating. I started to spend half those nights in a chair, sipping whiskey and watching my buddy bang the holy hell out of Becky. They ended up together without me, which made me question the wisdom of sharing your woman, but I never lost the desire to see it. And then I discovered Brenna’s secret kinky side.

Renting two rooms for our weekend in Vegas was expensive, but the online tour of the hotel room showed me there was no practical place hiding place where I could watch. Brenna told me not to spend the money because she couldn’t promise anything would happen, but I was confident that the money would be worth it. I also hoped the expenditure would subtly pressure her. My wife is practical to a fault and hates wasting money. Besides, if she gets pissed and kicks me out, I’ll have somewhere to sleep. I turn on the nanny cam hidden in the phone charger plugged in across from the bed in our room and go through to the adjoining room with my iPad.

My palms are sweaty, and my heart is pounding when Brenna finally appears with Grant. I hear them first. Brenna is laughing and he groans. She leads the way when they walk into view. Brenna drops a fan of ten Franklins on the dresser, directly in front of my camera. Damn, it’s happening. My sweet, proper wife has been paid for sex. She’s an official whore. My balls throb.

Their bodies block my view. I need them closer to the bed. She turns to face Grant and I hear kissing, but I only see their torsos. I thought whores didn’t kiss, but Brenna loves to make out with guys. She told me she became a handjob queen in high school because she liked hooking up so much but wouldn’t fuck and felt guilty about leaving guys with blue balls.

“What do you want first?” she asks.

“Don’t you have a plan?”

“You’re the client. It’s my job to do what you want.”

“Mmm, I like a woman who takes direction.”

“I’m here to serve.”

“Then serve me, Brenna. Show me your seduction skills.”

Brenna guides him to the side of the bed where I can see them better. They’re equal height with Brenna in those boots. He can’t stop touching her, especially that amazing ass of hers. We’ve been together a long time, but I still can’t look away when I see that thing in leggings. If you’re an ass man, Brenna is the girl for you. It’s perfectly round and tight. Grant keeps pushing his hands under her skirt, grabbing her bare ass. She squirms but doesn’t move his hands. Watching my wife being manhandled by a stranger is even hotter than I dreamed.

Grant keeps massaging her ass while my wife unbuttons his shirt. She spreads it open to reveal a broad, solid chest dusted with gray hair. He slides a hand up her bare back and through her blonde hair to pull Brenna into a kiss. She gasps and hungrily returns it, raking her sharp red nails through his chest hair. Hearing them kiss makes me squirm, but seeing my wife suck another man’s tongue makes my blood boil.

I don’t remember reacting this strongly back in the day, but a girlfriend is different than a wife, and Brenna looks very into kissing Grant. They look like lovers—not a hooker and her john—and I get an uncomfortable pang in my gut.

I swear Brenna’s moaning in their kiss. She loves this. I want her to have a good time, but I’m not prepared for her to be so into the guy. Brenna might have too good of a time. I begin to question if I can handle this. I can always stop it with a phone call if I must. I take a deep breath.

Brenna trails her fingers down his toned stomach—a guy that old shouldn’t be in such great shape—and works his belt open. Grant palms her tit through that silvery top. I work on my own belt. I’m queasy, but this is so fucking hot. He grunts when she shoves her hand into his pants and grabs him. It’s hard to see Brenna just go for it like that. We needed months together before she was comfortable showing any sexual aggression with me. Even now, I usually take the lead.

“Take it out,” he instructs. Brenna complies and he adds, “Like what you see?”

“It’s nice. Now I really don’t see why you would pay for it,” Brenna coos. The knife twists in my gut. I love that she’s so eager, but I also hate it. Be careful what you wish for.

“You’d fuck me for free, Brenna?”

“If I knew you had this? I’d be tempted for sure, but I’m a married woman.”

Grant chuckles. “That’s not slowing you down tonight.”

“Because you’re paying me.” The excitement in her voice nearly makes me blow my load just as I fish my dick out. Brenna’s playing the whore almost too well.

“Show me how much you like it.”

Grant pushes my wife to her knees, but she doesn’t need the prompt. Brenna wants this thing. Is this guy huge or something? I still haven’t seen it because her body blocks my view. I just see her arm moving while she pumps it. It’s always a big dick when I’m teasing her with fantasies, and she’s always super excited, but I never considered Brenna might like a big dick too much. I’m larger than average, but what if I can’t compete? I eye the adjoining door, again wondering if I should stop this. Forget the phone call. I’ll storm in there and take my wife back.

Brenna flicks her hair back, shifting when she does it, and I finally see that dick. He’s big, but not huge. Grant isn’t that much bigger than me, but he looks thicker. I hear that matters. Is that why she’s so excited? Does my wife really want a big, girthy hog? I’m at least relieved to see Grant doesn’t have a monster between his legs.

I marvel at how wide my wife opens her mouth to suck that thing. Maybe he is huge. She takes about half of it into her mouth on the first dip, pumping the rest with her fist. I don’t think her hand quite closes around his shaft. He doesn’t hold her head or anything like that, content to just watch his cock disappear into Brenna’s hungry mouth.

Grant smiles when she takes a breather and kisses and licks his head. She drags her lips down his shaft, smearing her lipstick, and I can tell she’s staring up at him by the tilt of her head. I can’t quite see her eyes with my weird side-angle view. Brenna gets down to his base, only pausing a second before she dips and kisses his hairy balls. My body tenses seeing it, but my balls throb. She doesn’t suck my balls when she blows me, but she’s working overtime to earn that money.

“Yes, Brenna, you’re a hungry little whore, aren’t you? Oh fuck yes, get down there, nice and deep. Get it, girl,”

I grip the iPad so tightly I’m shocked I don’t snap it in half. I love seeing this arrogant prick treat my dirty wife like the whore she is, but my primal, protective side wants to rush to her defense. The wildly conflicting emotions are giving me whiplash.

Brenna pulls back, but Grant doesn’t let her put it back into her mouth. He pushes her hand aside to grasp his dick himself. He rubs it all over her face and my whore wife chases it with her mouth, trying to capture it. He smears his dripping excitement across her cheeks and nose. He rubs it on her outstretched tongue, but he still doesn’t feed her.

“This isn’t about the money, is it? You just wanted to suck a strange cock tonight, didn’t you, Brenna?”

She answers with a nod and a whimper.

“Here you go, girl. Earn your money with that sweet mouth. I bet you kiss your kids back home with that whore mouth.”

I am sure she’s going to shove this bastard away, but he’s pushing every dirty girl button my wife has. Brenna allows him to jam it deep into her throat. I only recently tried making her deep throat me while drawing out her dirty girl, but she always pushes back and stops me. She lets Grant use her at will. Brenna gags and his balls rest on her chin, but he holds it buried in her throat. I’m in awe of her skills but pissed she’s allowing him to do things to her she won’t let me do to her.

Grant only holds it there for a minute before he savagely fucks her mouth. Brenna makes wild noises while he plunges her throat. My cock is in my hand. I love watching my wife have her face fucked. How many men have fantasized about doing this very thing to my beautiful wife? Grant is using her mouth like he paid for it—because he did.

Brenna violently coughs and drools when he takes his cock from her. Grant pulls my wife to her feet by her hair and pushes a hand under her skirt. She moans.

“I knew you’d be soaked. I think you’re really just a slut who needs some strange dick. Being a whore is an excuse to get what you want.” He still grips her hair and her pussy. Grant is fully in control.

“Why do you care, as long as you get what you pay for?” Brenna pants.

“I don’t, but it’s so much sweeter when I know you’re into it. The pros downstairs are just going through the motions.”

“I’m going to be the best fuck you’ve ever had,” she promises.

“Oh, I believe it. Now show me what I paid for.”

Brenna sags to the bed when he releases her. Grant moves around her, and kicks back on the bed to watch my wife strip.

I smile watching her wrestle out of that skimpy top. It doesn’t cover much, but it’s difficult to remove because she gets tangled in the straps across the back. Brenna is used to scrubs and tank tops and t-shirts, not hooker-wear. I wish I could see Grant’s face because my wife is breathtaking in just that tiny skirt and those thigh-high boots, and I’m only seeing her from the rear. The lines of her long, lean body look like they were sculpted by an artist.

Brenna opens a couple of knots on her hips, frees the laces, and the skirt drops to the floor. Fuck, she’s got a cute ass. I love those dimples in the small of her back. She puts a foot up on the end of the bed to unzip a boot.

“Leave them on. They’re hot,” Grant orders. “Now get up here and fuck me.”

“Yes, sir.” Brenna sounds playful and excited.

I don’t realize I’m holding my breath until I’m about to pass out. This is really happening. Brenna crawls onto the bed and strokes Grant while she straddles him. He’s more than ready for her, but I think she just likes playing with it.

“Do I need a condom? You seem like someone’s nice wife. I think you’re clean.”

“You can skip it if you promise not to come inside me.” Her words stun me.

“Where do you want it?”

“You’re in charge. Anywhere else you like.”

“Fuck, you were born to be a whore. Fuck me, Brenna.”

My wife laughs. “Maybe I missed my calling.”

Brenna settles down on his cock with a deep moan and I blow my load onto the carpet in front of me.
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I try to take it slowly, but once I feel Grant stretching me open the adrenaline rush crushes my caution and I sink down onto him. He’s much thicker than my husband and being opened up like this makes me tingle everywhere. Grant throbs inside me, and my kitty throbs with him. I’m dripping wet, so taking him isn’t a problem. I stay spiked on him, swaying, while I enjoy my first new cock in years. A naked cock. I should have made him wear a condom. I can cite the statistics on unsafe sex, but a true dirty girl wouldn’t make him wear one. I hope Ash approves. The danger makes me dizzy with need.

“That’s what you needed, isn’t it Brenna,” he gloats.

“Yesss…” I can’t deny the truth. I didn’t know how badly I needed it until I felt a thick stranger inside me.

Grant is so hot. I knew I wanted him the moment I saw him—there’s something about a handsome, fit older man—but when I was on my knees and stared at his cock, I knew I’d do anything for him. I’ve read stories about women getting with strange men and losing their minds and always thought they were ridiculous, but now I get it.

“Show me how much you need it, Brenna. Fuck me real good,” Grant demands, reaching up to maul my breasts. He’s rougher than my husband ever is, and I yelp when he rolls my nipples, but the sting sends bolts of pleasure straight to my hot little button.

I plant my hands on his tight stomach and begin to ride. God help me, his thickness feels so much better when I’m moving on it. Everything goes quickly after that. I think I lose my mind. I ride him harder and harder while he keeps telling me what an eager whore I am. I love it. He knows just what to say to this dirty girl. I come so quickly it’s embarrassing. Grant shouldn’t know how much I need it.

Grant lets me come again while riding him but then flips me onto my back. I’m his fuck doll at this point. My kitty misses him when he pulls out and delights when he rams it back in. He bends me in half, pushing my long legs against my chest. My suede boots feel good rubbing my nipples. Grant rises over me and pounds my kitty so hard I think he’ll destroy it. I squeal so loudly that Ash must hear me in the next room even without the iPad. Does he hear the bed slamming the wall between us?

Ash thought he wanted this, but he can’t be ready to see me giving it up like this. No man wants to see his wife act this way with another man. I need to rein it in, but I just can’t. Grant fucks like a master and I’m a willing slave for his thick cock. He lays my legs over his shoulders and wraps his arms around them for leverage, violently pulling me onto his big dick. God help me, I just come again and again. I don’t know where one orgasm stops and the next begins. Why hasn’t Ash burst in to stop this?

Grant turns me one last time, pushing my face into the pillows and pulling my butt into the air. I’m afraid he’s going to try to fuck my butt, and I’m more afraid I’ll let him, but he shoves it back into my needy kitty with a squish. I growl into the pillows and push back at him. I bite the pillow, but my shrieks are still so loud. I hope no one calls hotel security.

“Fuck that’s good…fuck that’s good…you’re a fucking goddess Brenna…perfect fucking goddess…perfect fucking whore…”

“Yesss…yesss…yesss…ahhh yesss…”

“Tell me you need it, whore!”

“I do…god help me…I do…”

“Say you need it!”

Grant swats my butt so hard I feel it in my teeth. I wail, but the stinging electrifies me. He does it again, and the dirtiest part of me wants to beg for another. This man knows just what a dirty girl like me needs.

“I need it! God help me…I need it…give it to me…fuck me…”

“Say, I need it, Daddy! Fuck me, Daddy! Beg for it, Brenna!”

Two more hard swats on my stinging cheeks. My butt throbs with the rest of me. Please, punish me, Daddy!

“Ooooo Daddy…I need it…fuck me Daddy…please…I need it Daddy…fuck me…fuck me…”

Calling him Daddy just feels so right. I come hard the moment the words leave my mouth. The reaction is deep, primal, and instinctual. Grant bought me and made me earn it. He’s in control, He is my fuck daddy. God help me, where is this coming from?

“I’m gonna fill you Brenna…gonna fill your whore cunt…”

The dirtier he is, the more I want it. I told him he couldn’t come inside me, but that was before. He swats my butt when I don’t answer, and I whimper.

“Do it! Fill me, Daddy! Give it all to me! Ahhh…fuck me Daddy…” I beg.

Grant grabs my hair and jackhammers me to a big finish. I’m wailing and he’s grunting and that fast it’s all over. He’s embedded deep inside me, and I feel the warm rush of his seed filling me. I contract around him, milking out every last drop. My body craves this reward. My kitty is thirsty for it. I’m sorry, Ash.
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I watch a stranger pump my wife full of jizz. I’m speechless. I can’t blame Grant. Brenna begged him to do it, and by the way she’s obviously coming, she loves it. The bastard should have to pay extra for that. He stays inside her so long I must assume he has a huge load to give her. Brenna is on birth control, but is that enough for a man like Grant? I’m sick thinking about it. She’s a nurse! She knows better! I’m also rock hard again watching it. Maybe it makes me weak, but watching another man trying to breed my wife is the ultimate thrill.

Grant seems to linger forever afterward, but that’s only because I can’t wait to get to Brenna. She stays quivering on the bed while he dresses. The man got what he paid for. He reaches into his wallet and tosses another couple of hundreds onto my wife’s sweaty body.

“You earned it,” he says.

“Mmm, thank you. It was my pleasure,” she coos.

Grant chuckles. “I know it was.” He writes his number on the notepad on the desk. “I’ll be in Vegas for a couple more days. If you’re going to be around and would like to keep earning, shoot me a text. I’ll empty my bank account for a piece of ass like you.”

“We’ll see, Daddy.”

There it is again, Daddy. Hearing it sickens me. Seeing Brenna so submissive to another man is hot as fuck, but I think I might hate hearing that word on her lips more than I like it. I don’t know that I ever want her to call me that. I certainly don’t want to hear her say it to another man. The moment I hear the front door in her room click closed, I’m through the adjoining door.

“Ash, honey, I’m so sorry,” she says, the moment she sees me. I don’t know what expression is on my face, but she doesn’t like it.

Brenna tries to get up, but I push her back onto the bed. I pull her ass in the air just like Grant did and I spank it hard. She wails, and I do it again. Her swollen cunt peeks from between her thighs, and Grant’s milky load runs from it.

“Ahhh…yesss…I’ve been so bad…punish me…”

SWAT! SWAT!

“I’m so bad…I’m such a dirty girl…”

“You dirty whore,” I growl. The words and aggression just come. I must let them out. “You gave it all to him! You called him Daddy!”

“I’m so sorry…you’re my Daddy…”

“No, don’t call me what you called him.”

“Yes, sir…sorry sir…punish me!”

“You let him come inside you! Whore!”

“Yesss…I’m a whore…I’m your dirty whore…just like you wanted…”

I kind of like hearing sir. It gets me moving. Instead of spanking my wife, I bury my cock in her. More of Grant’s jizz squeezes out of her. I’ll fuck it out of my wife and replace it with my own. Brenna feels so different, looser, but hotter, like he broke her in for me and now she can handle anything. That guy was big. Do I feel small to her now? I hate the thought and pound her harder to compensate.

“Yesss…yesss…yesss…take me back! Take me! I’m yours, Ash! Prove it!”

Her words are music to my ears, and I come in record time, adding my load to Grant’s. Her well-fucked pussy just feels too good for me to last. How does Brenna feel having two different men come inside her just minutes apart?

We snuggle together afterward, and it’s perfect. Brenna always feels right in my arms. I could almost forget what she just did—what we just did.”

“I really am sorry, Ash. I don’t know what came over me. I just lost my head. I wasn’t thinking.”

“I know. I get it, babe. You finally got what you’ve always wanted, and it overwhelmed you.”

“What’s that?”

I want to answer, strange cock, or a stranger’s cum. Why does the thought that my wife needs strange cock turn me on so much? Now that I’ve seen how she is when she fucks a stranger, I want it even more, no matter how much it tears me up inside.

“To be a dirty, dirty girl. You’ve always been so responsible and perfect, Brenna. I guess you needed this release.”

“But Ash, it was too much. I’m married, I can’t be like that—not with another man.”

“It felt good, didn’t it?”

“That’s not the point, but yes. It was incredible. But it was wrong. It let him come inside me. If I thought I’d lose control like that…”

“I loved seeing you lose control, babe. It was…you were…like a supernova. Decades of pent-up dirtiness just all burst out.”

“And you’re truly okay with that? With everything I did? I could never watch you be like that with another woman.”

“It’s weird and feels strange. Sometimes it burns, and sometimes it’s so hot I think my brain will melt, but I wouldn’t go back and stop it if I could.”

Brenna lifts her head from my chest and looks up at me. Her eyes are so earnest. She is so fucking beautiful. It’s hard to believe that angelic face just sucked a stranger’s thick cock—which is exactly what makes it so hot. Shit, I think I might be addicted after one hit. I touch her cheek and hope I’m showing love and not lust. That’s what she needs from me right now.

“Do you mean that? You wouldn’t take any of it back? Do you still see me the same?”

I don’t see her the same. What I see now is hotter, dirtier, more exciting. I still see my sweet angel, but I see the dirty girl, too—the submissive whore—like she’s lurking just beneath, waiting to get out and play again. I want to let her out. I can’t tell Brenna any of that—not right now.

“I see my beautiful, loving wife. The mother of my child. And nothing can ever change that. I love you forever and always.”

“Even if I’m the dirtiest girl?” She finally smiles.

“Even more, because you are the dirtiest girl.”

Brenna cocks an eyebrow. “You loved this, didn’t you? You want me to do it again.”

She sees right through me. She always has. We really are perfect for each other.

“Well, Grant does have money to burn, and this vacation wasn’t cheap.”

“Are you going to use my kitty to pay for all of our vacations from now on?”

“Whatever works.”

Brenna playfully slaps me, but then we’re kissing, and she’s reaching for my cock, and I feel how wet she is. Yeah, I’m sure Brenna is going to get out there and earn again…just as soon as I’m done with her.
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Most women would throw something at their husband if he asked them to sleep with other men. But Dana Richardson is NOT most women. After a history of adventurous, kinky fun, Dana isn’t intimidated when Dave confesses his long-held secret fantasy. After some careful thought, she agrees to give it a try, with no promises on how far she’ll go. Discovering the thrill of meeting new men and their attraction to her proves an incredible aphrodisiac, so Dana throws caution to the wind as her husband drives her to abandon all limits.

But when a dangerous new lover emerges to push Dana to her sensual extremes, can their marriage survive her new cravings and Dave’s powerful obsession?

Read In Kindle Unlimited
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The Wagners began their vacation as a typical suburban couple looking to have fun during a long weekend getaway. The tropical resort seemed like the perfect place to get a little bit naughty and re-ignite the flame that was flicking after twenty-five years together. They could not have anticipated the kind of fun they found.

So many lines are crossed when Max learns he loves other men wanting his wife. Sasha discovers she also loves that attention. Attention turns to action, and Sasha learns something else about herself—she has an inner bad girl dying to get out and play. With her husband’s encouragement, she lets that bad girl run wild.

But how much is too much? Sasha never dreamed she would be with another man when she took her vows, but she sees potential lovers everywhere. Max watches with horror and excitement as men do as they please with his wife. He begins to wonder if she has any limits.

Can their marriage be the same after Sasha surrenders to the untamed desires of the men who surround her?

Buy the series today!
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Corey and Sam Matthews thought they'd found their new best friends when they met their neighbors, Hank and Tina DeSimone. The couples got along so well...a little too well.

Corey can't help feeling jealous when Hank begins flirting with Sam, especially when his wife eats up the attention. He knows Sam liked older men in the past, but he won't believe Hank's attention is dangerous. Everything changes when Tina makes Hank's intentions clear. Hank means to have Sam for himself, and Tina couldn't be more thrilled!

Sam willingly—enthusiastically—gives herself to Hank that first night and Corey feels something he never expected. Watching his wife taken by a powerful man makes him harder than he’s ever been in his life. Sam isn’t the only one who gets something she didn’t know she needed that night.

Corey hopes that night is a one-off experience, and they can return to their normal lives, but it’s not that easy. Sam is a sexy wife and Hank wants more. She doesn’t want to hurt her husband, but she can’t resist their hung neighbor. A day out on the bay provides the perfect chance for Hank to enjoy Sam at his leisure and it seals the deal. Sam’s body will belong to the neighbor as long as he wants her. Corey must sort out his feelings and stop it or learn to truly enjoy it.

Sam Surrenders to the Neighbors is a scorching new trilogy from one of hotwife erotica’s most popular authors that explores what happens to a marriage when the wife just can’t say no to another man and the husband can’t stop watching her do it.

Purchase now!
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Cori Lynch spent the last decade raising her children and is ready to return to the workforce; working as a massage therapist is the perfect fit for her schedule and her desire to help people. Cori knows she can make a difference, improving her clients’ well-being by using her skilled hands.

Cori quickly learns that many of her coworkers are using their talents for much more than working out kinks and treating sore, strained muscles. Cori’s shock turns to curiosity and then to temptation as she peppers her new work friend Mayde with questions.

Cori’s husband Dylan was already enduring happy ending jokes from his best friend Baines when Cori became a massage therapist, putting the possibility of “extras” front of mind even before his wife shared the news of her coworkers’ special services. It’s not something Cori would ever do, of course, but the revelation propels Dylan’s mind to consider outlandish and forbidden fantasies.

Magic Hands is the story of a couple tempted to explore dark possibilities and suppressed desires. Can a typical suburban couple resist such temptations? Can their marriage survive if they give in?

Purchase now!


sexy tumbles
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Goody-two-shoes Kris finds her dormant naughty side ignited when she discovers an old couples’ sex game while helping to clean out the neighbors’ garage. Everyone is shocked when Kris is the one to suggest they give Sexy Tumbles a try, but her husband and their best friends are all in. Long-simmering crushes and secret desires explode out into the open when these two couples place themselves at the mercy of the erotic game.

Purchase now!


gentrified
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Jessica is a fish out of water when her husband, Kyle, moves their family from the cushy suburbs to a fixer-upper in an up-and-coming neighborhood in the city. The new arrivals get the cold shoulder from most of the neighborhood old-timers, except for one. Winston has designs on Jessica the moment he sees her on the street. After deciding he must have her, Winston sets about seducing the pretty young mom and making sure he has her husband’s blessing when he does it.

But no great plan comes off without a hitch, and when Winston meets Jessica’s best friend Nicole he finds his attention split. Can Winston seduce Jessica while romancing her best friend? Will Nicole be a wrench in his plans, or become an unexpected ally?

Purchase now!

These and other titles are available at online booksellers


about the author


“Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 ebooks, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran on Twitter or by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.
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