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		One

		

		I loved it when June 21st hit. The first day of summer was always the most fun part because our block always held a celebration. The summer pool party kicked off the season for gatherings. We had been doing this as a block for almost a decade. We were relatively the same age, the couples. Our kids were all friends. It was our own real-life version of Desperate Housewives. 

		Our block was special; we all had a bond that just couldn't be duplicated. It's why none of us ever moved away. We had always agreed that the first half of the year would be for the kids, but the last half would be for us adults. For us to kick back and expense the energy, we kept building up the rest of the year. Our inhibitions were free to run wild, and we all kept each other in check.

		"Marie, did you move my swim trunks?"

		I walked out of the bathroom wearing my new hot pink bikini, twirling around, modeling it for him. "No, but what do you think of this?"

		Tim's mouth turned into a grin, and he put down his phone and walked towards me. "I think you're sexy as fuck." He pulled me in for a kiss, and I could feel his manhood start to harden against my leg. "Do we have time for a quickie?"

		"Seeing as the kids are downstairs ready to go, no. But tonight …" I kissed him back, my arms wrapping around his neck. I teased him; I knew when I pressed my supple breasts against his chest, he went wild.

		"You go, I'll be late. I need to find the trunks, and now, deal with something."

		I laughed and pecked his cheek. "Did you check the luggage? Maybe you didn't unpack them from our trip last month?"

		"No, I'll do that. See you there."

		

		---

		

		Kyle and Charlotte's house was always the center of attention at the pool parties. They had the best backyard for the gatherings. Charlotte and I weren't close, but we were friends. Kyle and Tim were close; they had more in common. He spent a good bit of time over at our house working on cars with my husband. Kyle was easy to talk to and had a great sense of humor.

		"Hey, Marie!" Charlotte exclaimed when she walked over to me and handed me a margarita. "Freshly made, here you go."

		"Thanks, Char. The party is looking great, as always." I took a drink of the tasty beverage and always loved how the tequila tasted on that first pull of the drink.

		"Where is Tim?"

		"He lost his trunks, so he's probably destroying our house. He will be over once he has his proper swimwear on."

		"Men, they would be lost without us, don't they know that?"

		She and I both laughed, and we had a few more words of small talk before she left to interact with the next couple who arrived.

		"You're looking very sexy in that hot pink bikini," Kyle whispered from behind me.

		I grinned and turned around. "Careful, your wife might hear you."

		"She knows I am a flirt." He smiled back at me.

		"But does she know you have the hots for the neighbor? That you and I kissed a few times?"

		"I think it was more than a kiss," he chuckled, "does Tim know you have the hots for the neighbor?

		"What he doesn't know won't hurt him." I took the straw, put it between my lips, and took a drink. I knew he loved my lips; he told me all the time. Drawing attention to them was just part of the seduction.

		"Have you talked to him about what we talked about last week?" Kyle took his hand and brought it to my arm; his fingers lightly stroked my bicep. 

		"Not yet, I," his touch was making me tingle, "I didn't know how to broach it. Have you talked to Charlotte?"

		"I did; she was cool with it."

		"Really?" I cocked my head to the side in question, "I'm shocked."

		"I told you she was cool." Kyle's hand continued to rub along my arm. I knew it was dangerous to do this in public without Tim and I talking about it, but that was part of the attraction. Kyle made me want to be naughty.

		"Am I interrupting?" 

		I had thought about him so much that it was like I summoned my husband.

		"Nah, we're just chatting," Kyle said nonchalantly.

		Tim leaned in and gave me a kiss, wrapping his arm around me. "You were right, they were in the suitcase."

		"Told ya." I smiled at him and then took another drink.

		"I'm going to go mingle with others; see you two later." We watched Kyle walk away, and I took another drink of my margarita. 

		"If I didn't know better, I would say you two were flirting." Tim ran his fingers over the same place Kyle had just been touching.

		I took another drink and softly said, "Maybe we were. What would you think of that?"

		"Well, I got jealous when I saw him touching you, but it kind of turned me on."

		"Oh?" I took my hand and ran it along his chest. "Did it?"

		"Kind of." He leaned in and kissed my neck.

		"You know they are in the lifestyle, right?" I let my hand run along his sides, my nails dancing on his skin.

		"Why don't we go find somewhere to talk?" Tim had his hand on the small of my back and was guiding me towards the pool house.

		I let him lead us to a more secluded area because it felt like we were about to have a conversation I had been avoiding for a few weeks now.

		"Do you and Kyle have something going on?" He shut the door to the side room of the pool house and turned the light on.

		"No," I said honestly. "We just tease each other."

		"I see." He walked over to me and pushed me against the wall. "And what if I told you I don't mind?" His head leaned down and started kissing along my breasts. His hands cupped my soft globes while he started massaging them.

		"Oh," I gasped, his hands making my arousal start.

		"In fact, turns me on," he trailed off as he pulled my breasts out of my bikini top and pinched my nipples.

		"Have you been thinking about this for a while?" My hand with the margarita in it moved towards the shelf, where I set the drink down. Then my hands traveled over his shoulders, down his arms and then up into his hair.

		"No." One of his hands let go of my breast and moved down to my pussy, slipping inside with his fingers, teasing my clit. "Just since I saw you two at the pool talking.

		"Ahh," I moaned into his touch and pushed against his hand. "Fuck me, Tim."

		He pushed his trunks down to his knees and lifted me up against the wall. My legs wrapped around him. My hand reached down, grabbed his cock, moved my bikini bottom out of the way and guided him inside me.

		"Fuck, Marie, you're so wet."

		Tim's dick filled me completely. He held me tight as he fucked me hard against the wall, claiming my pussy as his. His mouth found my left breast, and he started sucking. His teeth teased my bud. My head fell backward against the wall as I let him drill me hard.

		After a few minutes of him grinding against my G-spot over and over, I felt my orgasm start. "I'm cumming," I moan. He leaned into me and kissed me. Our tongues collided as I felt his cock shoot his hot semen into my womb.

		He held me there while we both caught our breaths. Our foreheads leaned against one another, our hearts beating in unison.

		"Was all that because you caught me flirting with Kyle?"

		He nodded, "Yeah, maybe you should flirt with him some more."

		

	
		

		Two

		

		I was glad I had decided to lag behind my wife on the way to Kyle and Charlotte's pool party. Of course, I knew where my swimsuit was. I'm not an idiot. I just wanted to see if there was a repeat of what I saw the week prior.

		I had invited Kyle over to check out what I'd done with my Mustang. I was a little late, he was early. As I walked up to the front door I saw him and my wife through the front window. The curtains weren't fully open, so I wasn't sure, but I thought I saw them kissing and Kyle seemed to have a nice grip on her left tit.

		Instead of getting mad and barging in to stop their shenanigans I stood and watched for a moment. The kiss lasted a while, but when Kyle's hands started roaming down towards Marie's pussy she brushed him aside. They exchanged a few words, then parted after another passionate kiss.

		My cock was so hard, I didn't understand it.

		I waited until my erection receded then went inside, making sure I made plenty of noise so I didn't catch them in the act. I wasn't ready to confront my wife about her actions, but I didn't want them to stop either.

		That's why I let my wife go to the party ahead of me. I hoped to catch her flirting with my friend, and she didn't disappoint. Watching him run his hand slyly up her arm sent a chill up my spine and blood to my cock.

		Seeing her with another man like that drove my desire to levels I hadn't experienced since we were dating. Maybe I'd become complacent, maybe I was taking her for granted. All I knew was that I wanted to fuck her right now. She had brushed off my advance at the house, but I wasn't in the mood to take no for an answer right now.

		"Can we take this somewhere else," I said.

		She seemed to share in my eagerness for some private time. I thought about taking her home, but that seemed too obvious, so I guided her toward the pool house.

		I thought about telling her I'd seen her kissing Kyle but thought otherwise. I wanted her to misbehave. How far did I want her to go? I wasn't sure, but I really, really, wanted to find out.

		She was shocked at how turned on I was just watching her flirt with our friend. I hoped she took that as subtle permission to explore her own desires.

		After I came inside my wife, I knew I wanted this to continue. I didn't actually tell her to fuck him, I didn't want her to do this for me, I wanted her to do this for herself. This was as close as I could come to giving permission without being explicit.

		We went back to the party. Marie ran off to the bathroom to clean herself up from the mess I made of her pussy. I found Kyle swimming in the deep end of the pool. I dove in next to him.

		"Hey Tim, where have you been?" He said as he swam up next to me. "You and Marie disappeared on us."

		"We had some things to talk about," I said as nonchalantly as possible. I was glad the cool water helped keep my penis in check. I didn't want to get hard at the moment, for all my neighbors to see. "She's inside now, getting me a drink."

		"You have her trained well."

		We laughed.

		"No," I said. "She's definitely her own woman. I just enjoy the view while I'm trying to keep up."

		"Same with me and Charlotte," Kyle said. "Those are two great women we got there."

		"We're lucky guys."

		"You sure are," my wife said. She reached down and handed me a beer.

		"How long have you been standing there?" I asked.

		"Long enough."

		She looked so fucking hot, standing there in her hot pink bikini. My attention was drawn from her face to her tits, to her pussy. I thought about my cum leaking out of her, and how wet she was from flirting with Kyle.

		I needed to extricate myself from this conversation before the lean-to in my trunks became a circus tent.

		"I'm going to check on the kids," I said as I swam toward the shallow end of the pool.

		I splashed around with our seven and ten-year-old until they got tired of me and wanted me to stop embarrassing them in front of their friends.

		I looked back to check on Marie but she and Kyle were not there. I turned my attention toward the house and saw a flash of my wife's pink bottoms at the door.

		I followed from a safe distance. I found them ducking into the master bedroom. I stood at the corner, out of sight, and listened.

		"I don't know if this is a good idea, Kyle," Marie said.

		"You told me your husband was turned on by your flirting. He gave me the idea he takes his cues from you."

		"I doubt that, but it's nice to hear."

		There was silence for a few minutes, then I heard the distinct sound of kissing.

		"You're such a good kisser," my wife said.

		I felt myself getting hard.

		"Better than Tim?"

		She didn't answer right away but finally said, "No, not better, just different."

		"Different is good."

		Then more silence until I heard the distinct sound of my wife's moans.

		"Oh, that feels good." She said. "Fuck."

		I took a chance to look around the corner. I saw my wife and Kyle standing at the foot of the bed. My neighbor was kissing her neck and had his hand down the front of her bikini bottoms.

		"Oh, you're wet."

		I bet she was.

		"So fucking wet."

		I heard the sounds of his fingers rubbing her moist pussy lips. I reached into my trunks and started rubbing my growing erection. I could feel pre-cum dripping from my tip. I moved back around the corner and continued listening with one eye down the hall making sure no one saw me.

		"I'd love to fuck you right now," Kyle said.

		"What about your wife?"

		"We have an agreement."

		"Really?"

		It sounded like my wife was close to letting another man fuck her. I should have been concerned, but I wasn't. I knew I loved her and she loved me. I trusted her to make the right decision. I kept stroking my cock as my friend tried to seduce my wife.

		

	
		

		Three

		

		“Kyle, we have to stop; this isn’t the time or place,” I told him while he kept fingering me in his master bedroom.

		“Marie, just enjoy.” He continued kissing my neck.

		“I need to talk to Tim before we take this any further.” He pulled his fingers out of my pussy and brought them to my lips.

		“Lick your juices off my fingers, taste your sweetness.”

		I leaned my head over, and my lips captured his digits. I could taste my sweetness mixed in with Tim’s cum that was left inside of me. All of it was delicious. “I’ll talk to him.” I had no idea how Tim would take this; I was nervous and scared over what this could potentially do to our marriage.

		“Are you okay? You look lost in thought.”

		I shook my head, “Yeah, I mean, no, kind of. I just feel guilty I haven’t talked to Tim.”

		“You should go talk to him right now.” Kyle looked excited at the thought of this happening right away.

		“Why are you so eager anyway?” I let my hands rest on his chest; he was very well put together. Lots of muscles, little fat. He was fun to touch.

		“Can’t I want to just fuck the smoking hot neighbor? Who also happens to be a friend.” He laughed at that last part.

		“I suppose that is a good enough reason to be eager; I want to fuck the smoking hot neighbor too.” The smirk on my face said everything that needed to be said. “Let’s get back to the party.” I adjusted my swimsuit and made it look like nothing had been going on. I thought I saw someone out of the corner of my eye at the door, but my mind must have been playing tricks on me.

		We walked down the hall, and I went back to the party first, so we didn’t look like we had just gone off together. I found my daughter and distracted her by helping set her plate of food up.

		“Hey, stranger,” I heard Tim say.

		Turning around, I smiled when I saw him behind me. “Hey, you. I wasn’t gone that long to be a stranger.”

		“Felt like an eternity.” He leaned in and kissed me. “Can I help?”

		“Sure, why don’t you get his plate of food next? We can go eat as a family.”

		“Good idea.” Tim gathered the plate of food for our ten-year-old. If we didn’t put it together, he would only eat chips. Seeing Tim as a father was one of the biggest turn-ons. I loved when he took care of our family.

		After eating and cleaning up our area, the kids ran off with their friends and Tim and I were alone again.

		“Are you having fun at the party?” Tim reached over and put my hand in his.

		I smiled at him, “Yes, I am. How about you?”

		“Oh, I really enjoyed it earlier.” He gave me a wink.

		My face started to blush; I could feel the redness seeping over my skin. “Tim…” I laughed.

		He leaned over and whispered into my ear, “I don’t just mean what happened with you and me.” He kissed my cheek and then pulled back.

		My head tilted to the side, and I gave him an inquiring look, “Huh?” His fingers started to rub mine, our hands still together, but he was doing our private signal that one of us wanted sex. “What are you talking about, Tim?”

		“I’ll tell you, but you need to stay calm.” His free hand moved to my leg, and he started massaging my thigh, “Okay?”

		What else could I say, “Okay.” I could feel my heart racing; what was he talking about?

		“I followed you and Kyle to his room.” He leaned in again, “I heard you two.”

		His breath on my neck as he whispered sent chills down my spine. He didn’t seem angry, almost happy. My body felt confused, and I didn’t know what to make of this. “You heard us?” I whispered.

		“I heard you kissing, him finger fucking you, you licking your cum and mine off his fingers, yes.”

		“Tim, I’m sorry…” I started to apologize, but he kissed me instead. “Tim, stop,” I tried to talk, but he kept kissing me. My body ached and responded to his like it had for over the decade we had been together.

		“Marie, it’s okay.” He looked into my eyes, and I could see the deep love there. “It’s okay.”

		“What’s okay, exactly?” What was he saying to me? Did he want me to fuck our friend?

		“I want you to be happy. You being happy makes me happy. I want you to have fun.”

		“But you just sat in the hallway listening? You didn’t do anything about it?”

		Tim’s face gave it away; I knew he had left something out. “Well, that’s not entirely true.”

		“Go on…” I leaned back so I could watch him talking.

		“It aroused me hearing you two.”

		“Uh huh and?” I grinned at him; I thought I knew where this was going.

		He wrapped his arm around me and pulled me close to him; he took my hand and placed it on top of his groin. I felt his cock semi-erect, “What do you think happened?” He kissed me, a soft and sweet kiss. “I want you to be happy and enjoy yourself.”

		“You’re sure you want me to be with him, have sex?” I looked at my husband in the eyes to ensure he wasn’t hiding pain.

		“Maybe I can even watch?” His eyebrows shot up in excitement, and I couldn’t help laughing.

		“Oh my God!” I fell into him with the giggles, and when he wrapped his arms around me, there was nothing but love coming from him.

		“Is that a yes?” He ran his hands through my hair and lightly pulled on the strands. “What do you say?”

		“I guess this is a yes. We’re really going to shake things up, aren’t we?”

		“We really are.”

		

	
		

		Four

		

		Throughout the party I watched Marie flirt with Kyle. She wasn’t overt about it and if I wasn’t actually paying attention I wouldn’t have noticed. And that meant none of the other party-goers would notice it either. The last thing I wanted was for one of our other neighbors asking questions about why my wife was getting handsy with another man.

		Watching my wife and Kyle together got me hard, but I didn’t want anyone else involved. This was between the three of us and Kyle’s wife, Charlotte.

		When the sun went down and the night air started cooling off, most of the people started saying their goodbyes and heading home.

		“Are you ready to head home?” Marie said to me. She leaned in and whispered, “I’m getting really horny and I need a cock inside me.”

		I opened my eyes in mock surprise. “My, aren’t you the slutty one, tonight.”

		“Sweetheart, you have no idea.”

		“Oh, I do.”

		My wife was aroused and wanted to fuck. I would have loved to oblige her but I also wanted to see her and Kyle together. Tonight could be a big turning point in our marriage and I didn’t want to let the moment slip away.

		“Why don’t you stick around and help clean up and I’ll take the kids home and get them ready for bed.”

		“You want me to stay?”

		My wife seemed confused at first, but then a light turned on in her eyes.

		She leaned in close again. “I thought you wanted to watch?”

		“I do. I’ll get the kids ready for bed and come back.”

		Marie liked the idea and went to offer her help to Charlotte. I took the kids back home. They were pretty tired from a day of fun in the sun and didn’t put up a fuss when I told them to brush their teeth and get into their pajamas.

		Since it was a Saturday night they didn’t have to go to bed right away. I put one of their favorite movies into the DVD player and told them if there were any problems they should call me.

		When I’d settled them in for the night, I headed back over just in time to see the last of the guests heading out.

		Charlotte was clearing up the last of the cups and paper plates. I grabbed a couple of empty beer cans from the edge of the pool. My wife and Kyle were nowhere to be found.

		“If you’re looking for your wife, I think she’s in the house.”

		I wondered how much she knew about what was going on between her husband and Marie.

		“She’s probably going down on Kyle.”

		I guess she did.

		“That isn’t a surprise for you is it? I hope not, ’cause I’d hate for my husband to be the cause of your marriage breaking up.”

		“Relax, I was the one who encouraged my wife to explore this little fling.”

		“So, you wanna beer?”

		Under normal circumstances, I would have loved to sit around and chat with a beautiful woman like Charlotte, but my mind was elsewhere.

		“I hate to be a bad guest, but I really want to go see what my wife is getting up to.”

		“I understand, you’re new to this, after a while you’ll get used to it.”

		“I hope not.”

		Charlotte chuckled. “Yeah. Anyway, you’ll find them in the guest room. We don’t use the master bedroom unless we’re both playing.”

		If I had been paying attention I might have noticed she was looking me up and down, sizing me up as a possible sexual partner. As it was, I missed her signals entirely because I was intent on watching my wife fuck our neighbor.

		I slipped open the sliding glass door. I was greeted by the cool air-conditioned air and the music of Jimmy Buffet on the stereo. Underneath I could just make out the muffled moans of my wife.

		I followed the sound to the guest bedroom. No matter how much I fantasized about my wife fucking our friend, the reality of it still blew me away.

		They were both naked. Marie was lying back on the bed, her legs hanging off the edge. Kyle was kneeling between her thighs with his head buried in her pussy.

		I could tell Marie was close to coming. Her legs were pointing straight out and she was clawing at the bedspread. Kyle was eagerly lapping at her pussy and making his own sounds of delight.

		My hand moved toward my cock when I felt another hand reach around and grab my wrist.

		Charlotte whispered into my ear. “Don’t. It’s better if you just watch and let the tension build.”

		I put my arms to my side. Charlotte wrapped her arms around me and gave me a hug. I felt her ample breasts pressed against my back.

		“Isn’t it an arousing sight?” she said. “Your wife is a very beautiful woman. Kyle is going to ruin her pussy. Gonna stretch her out. She may not feel you again for a week.” My neighbor’s voice was both the devil and the angel on my shoulder. Her words filled me with devious desire. I wanted to watch my wife get fucked, and I wanted to fuck her at the same time.

		“Listen to that slut come,” Charlotte said as my wife climaxed.

		Marie called out Kyle’s name. I could feel my own cock pulsing in my shorts. If I had been touching myself I would have come myself.

		My emotions were a royal mess. I was jealous watching my wife come on the tongue of another man, and a little angry. But I was also horny as hell, partly from watching my sexy wife climax and partially from feeling the warm breath of another beautiful woman on my neck.

		“I need to go take care of myself,” Charlotte whispered into my ear. “Tell Kyle to come see me when he’s done with your wife.”

		And suddenly I was alone, watching another man pry open my wife’s legs and line his bare cock up with her pussy.

		

	
		

		Five

		

		I couldn’t believe this was happening. It felt so quick that Tim and I had discussed exploring our relationship sexually like this. But here I was, walking into the guest room of our neighbor's house with this sexy man following me. My pussy was wet, and we hadn’t even done anything yet. When I got to the foot of the bed, I felt Kyle standing behind me. His hands rubbed up and down my arms and then slowly wrapped around my body.

		“You nervous?” He kissed my neck, and his hot breath sent chills down my spine. I could feel his cock pressed in between my cheeks, and I could smell our arousals. It was noticeable.

		“Yes, no,” I paused, “yes, very nervous.” I laughed, hoping my anxiety wasn’t that obvious.

		I could feel his hand pulling on my bikini top cord. “This okay?” I nodded; I was biting my lip and didn’t want to speak. My breathing was slowing as I focused on what Kyle was doing. When my top fell off, the cool air hit my nipples, and I shivered. Kyle’s hands moved to my breasts and cupped them; he squeezed them, and his thumb and finger found my nipples. He twisted my tits and pulled on them.

		“Ohh,” my lips parted as moans came out.

		Kyle spun me around slowly and grinned. “It will be okay.” He leaned in and kissed me. Our tongues tangoed as my hands roamed his body. My right hand traced down his chest and found its way inside his swim trunks. He felt extremely large and hard. I cupped his balls and lightly squeezed. It was his turn to moan.

		“Take them off,” Kyle said.

		My thumbs pushed on his waistband and pushed his trunks to the ground. When I got a sight of his cock my mouth watered, and I licked my lips. My instinct took over, and I lowered myself to my knees. His cock bobbed up and down, mesmerizing me. I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around his cockhead. My tongue teased his tip as I tasted his precum. And then slowly started to undulate along his shaft methodically.

		“Good girl,” his hand came to my cheek, his fingers lightly slid along my right cheek, his left hand moved behind my head and started to push on my head.

		I could smell his arousal, his musk, intensifying. He wanted me to take him deeper in my mouth, and when I had about five inches in, I started to gag.

		“Breathe through your nose, relax your throat; you can do this.”

		The largest cock I had in my mouth before was six inches; Kyle looked about eight and a half, maybe nine. The thought of him thrusting into my pussy made me want him right then and there. I worked my mouth over his cock, and I sucked soft, then hard, then soft. My lips were locked on like a vacuum sealed, and I didn’t want to relinquish control.

		“Stop, stop,” I heard Kyle say. I looked up at him, “I don’t want to cum just yet.” He pulled me to my feet and then dropped to his knees. His fingers booked into my bikini bottoms and pulled them down to the floor. I stepped out of them, and then he pushed me down to the bed. His hands pushed my legs apart, and when his head moved between them, I lowered my back on the bed. He moved my legs to straddle his shoulders. His warm lips teased mine. His tongue slid between my slit, found my clit and started to massage my hidden nub.

		“Oh, Kyle, Kyle." I moaned.

		I could hear him lapping up my juices, and his nose started to rub my clit. My pussy was drenched, and I couldn’t help but feel greedy and wanted more. I could feel my juices increase, and my body stiffened. My legs shot out straight, and I felt it, the gush of cum.

		“Kyle!” I felt waves of pleasure consume me.

		He moved from the floor and climbed onto the bed. He looked like a sex god towering over me. Kyle held his dick in his hand as he lined it up against my pussy. We made eye contact right before he shoved his large cock inside me. My walls clenched around his thick girth as he started thrusting in and out. He rode me hard, my pussy providing a slick wet sheath to use. Kyle grabbed my hips, pulled his dick out, and flipped me over. He held my ass in the air as he thrust his cock back into my pussy. His dick ground against my G-spot with each thrust making my moans escalate.

		“Good girl, cum for me.”

		All my inhibitions were falling, and I felt more waves wash through me.

		“Do you want me to cum inside you or on you?”

		“On me.” I didn’t hesitate; I wanted this to be a hot, dirty experience.

		“Turn over,” he said.

		I moved off his dick and turned on my back. He moved on top of my stomach and started to stroke his cock, aiming at my tits. When Kyle came, I watched the string of white cum shoot from his cock. It all landed on my breast; the hot seed shined in the light of the room. I took my finger and ran it through the cum and brought it to my lips; I licked my finger and purred at the taste of his salty goodness.

		“Oh, Fuck, Marie,” he leaned down and kissed me. Our bodies meshed, and I could feel his sticky cum between us, rubbing on both of our chests.

		“Kyle, this was fucking hot.” I kissed him a few more times. I loved making out, and it seemed he enjoyed it, too. “I can’t wait to tell Tim about all of this.”

		“What would you say if Charlotte and Tim had their turn in this room?”

		“Does she want him like that?” There was excitement in my voice; I could hear it.

		“She has mentioned before that she wouldn’t mind playing around with him.” Kyle ran his fingers through my strands of hair, “We usually do share couples.”

		“I will have to talk to Tim about it. I don’t see the issue.”

		He pushed himself up, I could see the cum all over him. He grinned, looking down at me, “I’ve marked your tits as mine.”

		I looked down at my chest and laughed, “It sure does seem like you have.”

		“Maybe I will have to tell Tim that this means I get to come and grab your tits whenever I want to.”

		My laughter escaped my mouth; I couldn’t help it. “Hey now, I didn’t agree to a free-use type arrangement.”

		“Not yet, but soon. Just wait and see.”

		I shook my head and giggled, “I am going to go clean up and head home. Thank you, this was great.”

		“Yes, it was. Can’t wait to do it again soon.” Kyle walked out of the room grinning, and I sat there in the bed, naked and covered in cum.

		I looked at the clock on the wall and realized Tim would want me home; I quickly got dressed and went to the bathroom to clean up. I couldn’t wait to get home to my husband. I had so much to tell him.

		

	
		

		Six

		

		I stood at the bedroom door mesmerized. I didn’t know what I expected when I told my wife I wanted her to fuck another man, but this wasn’t it. I thought it would be an arousing experience, but in reality, it turned out to be so much more.

		When Kyle thrust his bare cock inside my wife it felt like a knife sliding into my heart. I felt jealousy and rage seeing another man taking possession of my wife’s pussy. But I also felt deliriously aroused. My cock was stiff in my pants, and it wasn’t just from listening to Charlotte’s commentary. I was witnessing two beautiful people fucking. I was watching a live sex show, with my wife as the star. All of those emotions swirled in my head creating a heightened sense of desire for Marie. I wanted to fuck her so badly, but I knew I had to wait. My handsome neighbor was enjoying that pleasure and I had no one else but myself to blame.

		I was tempted to pull my cock out, but I didn’t. I wanted all of my sexual energy focused on my wife and her lover. I also needed to avoid climaxing. I didn’t know if I’d still be able to stomach seeing another man fucking my wife without the sexual euphoria I was now experiencing.

		Kyle looked to be a great lover because he had my wife screaming his name, over and over. She would moan my name when she came, but Kyle was fucking those screams right out of her.

		“Be a good girl and cum for me,” he said.

		Marie obliged him. I watched her body shake and her head roll back as she was lost in the waves of sexual pleasure. This was what I had always longed to see, my wife so overtaken by pleasure that she forgets everything else around her and submits to the inevitable. Marie was truly a good girl and a naughty girl. And she was my wife and I couldn’t be prouder.

		When she finally came down from her orgasmic high, I turned my attention to Kyle. I could tell he was close to cumming himself. I was afraid he was going to release his load in my wife’s pussy.

		“Where do you want me to cum?” Kyle asked between thrusts of his cock. My wife better tell him soon or he was going to finish inside her whether she wanted him to or not.

		Marie and I hadn’t discussed where Kyle should climax. Was it safe? Maybe we should have talked about it. I would have preferred he come on her, but my opinion ceased to matter when I gave her permission to fuck Kyle.

		I almost cheered when she told him to come on her tits.

		I watched him pull out and flip her over not a moment too soon. Marie was lying back with a wicked smile as Kyle shot ropes of pearly white cum across her body. Most of his cum landed on her breasts and my wife played with the tacky semen with her fingers, bringing it up to her lips with a satisfied smile.

		“I love the taste of your cum,” she said.

		“Oh, fuck, Marie,” Kyle sighed as he collapsed onto her body. They started kissing and I felt the pain of jealousy return. The fucking was one thing, but the kiss afterward seemed too intimate. I couldn’t continue watching so I left and went home.

		The kids were asleep and I didn’t want to wake them, so I grabbed a can of beer and sat in the dark living room waiting for my hotwife’s return.

		I was an emotional wreck. My heart ached from watching my wife come on another man’s cock. It was a beautiful sight, but a painful one as well. Doubt filled my head, would she still love me after I’d given her to another man? Would I even be able to make her climax again after she’d experienced a larger cock? Was Charlotte right? Did Kyle ruin my wife’s pussy?

		I was so lost in my morose thoughts I didn’t notice Marie return until her bikini top landed in my face.

		“Hey there, stud,” she said. “Whatcha thinking?”

		When my eyes looked into hers I knew, everything would be okay. All doubts were washed away.

		My wife looked like a freshly fucked goddess. She was standing there, nude save for her bikini bottoms. Her hair was mussed, bare tits glistened in the moonlight that came through the open windows, and her eyes burned with desire. Had she walked home like this? Had any of the neighbors seen? Did I even care?

		No. I didn’t.

		Marie was a sexy woman: beautiful, sensuous, and a fantastic fuck, and I was lucky to have her as my wife.

		“Are we okay?” she asked since I hadn’t said anything since she walked in.

		I didn’t use my words to answer. Words couldn’t impart how I truly felt. Only actions.

		I jumped off the chair and embraced my wife. She melted into my arms. I savagely kissed her mouth, my tongue tangling with hers. She tasted a little salty, from Kyle’s cum no doubt. I didn’t care, I wanted all of her.

		I quickly undressed; all my wife had to do was drop her skimpy bottoms.

		Marie laid back on the couch. I move between her open legs. My steely hard cock posed at the entrance to her warm pussy. I pushed in and felt no resistance. Her womb was warm and wet. Kyle did stretch her out.

		“Fuck, Tim. That feels so good.” Her voice is low so as not to wake the kids.

		“How can you even feel me?” I said. “After Kyle stretched you out with his huge cock.”

		“That’s not how vaginas work, silly.”

		I knew that, but the feral drive to fuck my wife shorted out my higher brain functions.

		I started fucking my wife. I wanted to last forever, or at least for as long as Kyle did, but I couldn’t. I had been on a hair trigger all night. I could feel my orgasm rushing toward a climax.

		“Where do you want me to come, Marie?”

		“Inside me, stud. I want to feel your hot seed deep inside me.”

		Her dirty words set me off. I came. My cock pulsed painting my wife’s inner walls with semen. Marie was close behind.

		“Oh shit, Tim. Fuck, I’m cumming.” My wife turned her head and screamed into the cushions.

		I guess I could still make her come.

		“Shit, Marie. Your pussy feels so good. I can feel you milking my cock.”

		“She knows what she likes.”

		“I’m surprised you could cum again, after what Kyle did to you.”

		“You know women can have multiple orgasms, right?”

		“Do you think there’s a maximum?”

		My wife paused to think.

		“I don’t know,” she said as she wrapped her arms around my neck. “But I’d like to find out.”

		My cock twitched inside my wife’s pussy.

		“But not tonight, lover,” she said. “I’m exhausted.”

		Maybe not tonight, I thought as we went to bed, but one day soon we were going to find out just how many orgasms Marie could have in one night. And I wouldn’t be doing it alone.

		

	
		

		Seven

		

		A couple of days had passed since Tim and I had talked about Kyle and Charlotte. Life had resumed to normal; the kids needed help, groceries, bills, and the normal flow of the work week. I had a random Monday off of work tomorrow because of construction at the office, and a wild idea had sprung to mind. When Tim and I were getting ready for bed, I decided that the worst thing that could happen was Tim say no. But the best thing is he could say yes.

		“You look deep in thought, sweetheart,” Tim slid into bed, his eyes heavy from a long weekend of work around the house.

		“Yeah, just thinking.”

		“Want to share what’s on your mind?” I watched Tim pull the covers over him and fluff his pillows to his liking before settling in for the night.

		“Maybe. But you have to know I am perfectly okay with you saying no.”

		He turned his head to me, and his eyebrows shot up, “Do you have another wild idea? Are you going after another neighbor?” His voice almost sounded worried.

		I chuckled and shook my head, “Not another, but I was thinking about Kyle.”

		“I see.” It looked like a worried expression passed through Tim’s face briefly, but I wasn’t sure.

		“Would you have an issue if tomorrow I went over to see Tim and potentially fucked him again?”

		“He has work, so do you. Are you planning on taking a sick day?”

		Again, shaking my head, “Tim works from home half the week; he picks his days. I am off tomorrow because our office has that construction.” My stomach was in a knot; had I just upset my husband? “Like I said, you can say no.”

		“I suppose that isn’t a big deal. I mean, you already fucked him once. But I don’t want him releasing inside of you. I don’t think that is something we want to mess with, potential pregnancies and whatnot.”

		My head nodded, “Yeah, that makes complete sense; I think that is a very safe boundary. I can deal with that.”

		I rolled over on my side, facing the window, pulled the covers over my shoulder and settled into the pillow. I had thought about Kyle a lot since the day he fucked me. It was so different than Tim. Not better, not worse, just different. Experiencing another man was wild and fun. Tim has been my one and only for so long that this piece of adventure made me feel young and alive.

		Motherhood took its toll on a woman; sometimes, I felt like I was just the kid's mom or just Tim’s wife. Fucking Kyle made me feel like Marie, and I loved being a person again. An identity of my choosing. It didn’t mean my love for my family was any less, but reclaiming something for my own identity was healthy.

		I drifted off to sleep with Tim and Kyle on my mind. The dreams I had that night were a mixture of sex and love. Some from each man. When I woke up the next morning, I was wet, almost like I had cum in my sleep. My hormones were in overdrive, and I couldn’t wait to get the kids out the door for school and Tim off to work.

		By 9:30 a.m. I had finally finished everything necessary for me to make my way over to Tim’s. I had texted him yesterday afternoon asking if he would be up for it before I had talked to Tim. If he had been busy, then there would have been no point in broaching the topic with my husband. I knocked on his side door like we had talked about. We didn’t need all the neighbors to know our family’s business.

		“Hey sexy,” his smile made me feel young and hot.

		“Hey, yourself. Care to let me in?” I smirked at him; I knew the shirt I picked made my cleavage look fabulous, and I wanted to draw attention to all the curves of my body.

		“Maybe I should fuck you on the front lawn so everyone can see how lucky I am to get to bang the hottie on the block.”

		My laughter erupted at his comment, and I was silenced by a kiss. He wrapped his arms around me and lifted me into his arms, his muscles securing my body to his. He walked me over to the counter and set my ass down on the edge.

		“These shorts have got to go.”

		“Whatever you say,” I unbuckled the snap and pulled the zipper down. I put my hands down on either side of me and pushed up while his hands reached around and pulled my shorts and panties off.

		The counter was cold on my skin, which made it all that hotter. Kyle looked at me with lust in his eyes, and my blood grew hot with anticipation.

		“I love how your pussy looks,” his thumbs were rubbing up and down my mound, teasing my skin. His arms pushed against my thighs, spreading my legs; his thumbs massaged downward, teasing my pussy lips along my slit.

		“Oh, god, that feels good.” I leaned my arms back, adjusting my angle for him.

		I watched as he lowered his head to my pussy, and then I felt his tongue start licking. He didn’t hesitate. He just took what he wanted. His fingers started to tease my clit while his tongue continued circling inside my walls. I was wet and needed his cock.

		“Fuck me, Kyle, fuck me now!”

		He took his pants off and brought his cock to my pussy. My legs wrapped around him, and I pulled him to me, his cock slipping inside, filling my cunt.

		“Oh,” I moaned.

		Thrust after thrust, he slammed into me. I was lost in bliss and almost forgot what Tim and I had talked about; after my orgasm, I opened my eyes and said, “Kyle, let me finish you off; let me suck you dry.”

		“Not exactly an offer I can refuse.” He withdrew from my pussy, and I slid off the counter.

		Kneeling before him, his cock looked delicious, soaked in my juices. I took him in one gulp, my tongue exploding with flavor as I tasted the two of us mixed together. I moved my head up and down, rhythmically and methodically focused on making this man cum. I cupped his balls; I held them with a delicate firmness. I teased, rolled, and squeezed, feeling his body react to my touch. When he was ready to cum, I felt his hands on my head, holding me in place. My mouth was then filled with his hot seed.

		I swallowed every drop of his salty delight, and when I was done, I licked clean his cock. When his cock slid from my mouth, I licked my lips to make sure not a single drop went to waste.

		“Marie, you’re such a good girl.”

		I stood up and grinned at him, “Thank you, Kyle.”

		“I like these work-from-home days.” He leaned over and pulled his pants back up.

		“Does Charlotte mind this?” I moved my finger between the two of us. “I think Tim is a little jealous even though this was his idea essentially.”

		“I get that; as a husband, have you thought about letting him have some fun?” Tim handed me my panties and shorts, and I slipped back into them.

		“Unless Charlotte wanted to do it, I don’t know anyone else in that kind of lifestyle.”

		Tim shrugged, “I could ask her.”

		My head tilted, “You think she would say yes?”

		He laughed, “Oh, Charlotte is always down to fuck, and Tim is a good-looking guy. It wouldn’t be any issue on her part, that’s for sure.”

		My head was thinking, my brain spinning, “I think this is a wonderful idea. I will ask him his thoughts.”

		“You know,” Kyle said before wrapping his arms around me, “if we are all fucking each other, we could even have a group sex party, and the four of us all just take turns.” He started kissing me and running his hands over my body.

		“Something tells me you and Charlotte have way more experience that you’ve not told me about.”

		“Pretty and smart, you’re just the whole package, aren’t you?” Kyle kissed me hard, not letting me talk again; I forgot what we were discussing as he picked me up and carried me into the living room.

		Work-from-home, the best kind of day at the office. I was glad I set a timer on my phone for when I needed to go home because it seemed like Kyle was about to keep me occupied for a few more hours.

		

	
		

		Eight

		

		I had a difficult time getting to sleep the night Marie asked if she could fuck Kyle without me being there. And it wasn't because I was angry with her, it was because I was so fucking aroused.

		It had taken some effort on my part to convince her to sleep with our neighbor but now that she'd had a taste of that forbidden fruit, my wife couldn't get enough.

		When I finally fell asleep, my dreams were filled with images of my wife being taken in every way, by our neighbor. He bent her over the kitchen counter and railed her from behind. He sat back in his armchair and had her kneel before him and suck his cock. He pulled out a tube of lotion and used it to grease up his cock so he could fuck her ass. I woke up with a hard-on and a bit of dried semen around my navel.

		Even though I had ejaculated in my sleep, I was still horny when I woke up and had to jerk off in the shower because Marie was busy getting the kids off to school.

		I thought about asking her for a quickie, but she seemed in a rush to get me out the door. Her thoughts, no doubt, focused on our well-endowed neighbor.

		All day at work, my mind was focused on my naughty wife and imagining all the debauchery she was getting up to with Kyle. I'm glad that most of the work I had to do that day was shit I could do in my sleep.

		I was so fucking aroused at the office I was tempted to take care of the issue with my hand but I convinced myself to behave with the promise that my wife would be waiting at home to thank me for the hall pass.

		I was not disappointed.

		As soon as I stepped into the kitchen, Marie grabbed my hand and dragged me to the bedroom. She threw me back on the bed and gave me an exquisite blow job, letting me come in her mouth and swallowing my load; something she only does on rare occasions.

		"What's come over you?" I asked.

		"I feel like a college girl again," Marie said. "I've got two great guys who want to fuck me. What more could I want?"

		She was absolutely glowing.

		"Now, get comfortable and I'll dish out dinner."

		After we ate, my wife and I sat and watched a romantic comedy before heading off to bed - I think it starred Jennifer Lawrence.

		Marie slipped into her side of the bed. She was wearing her favorite cotton nightgown, which meant she wasn't interested in messing around tonight. Not that I blamed her.

		She cuddled up to me, resting her head on my chest while she ran her hand down my abdomen and started lazily playing with my balls.

		Maybe she was interested in playing. I felt myself stir.

		"So," she said as she lightly ran her finger along my growing shaft. "Kyle and I were talking."

		"You talked?"

		Marie gave me a quick slap on the thigh. I flinched. "Yes, we talked, silly."

		"What did you guys talk about between the fucking."

		"It wasn't all fucking," she said. "Sometimes we kissed and cuddled."

		"Ah, that's sweet."

		"And he also licked my pussy."

		"I bet you liked that."

		"Oh, I loved it. I thought about taking a picture and sending it to you at work."

		"I wish you would have." I wasn't lying. "I'd love to have something to use when I stroke myself."

		"Anyway, we were thinking that maybe the four of us - you, me, Kyle, and Charlotte, should get together."

		"Like for dinner or something?" I said.

		"Or something." My wife wrapped her hand around my now fully engorged cock and started stroking.

		"Are you saying we should swap partners?"

		My wife looked up into my eyes. Her eyelids fluttered as she gave me a smoldering look. "Would you like that?"

		Charlotte was a beautiful woman, with long, toned legs, a nice tight ass, and tits to die for. Of course, I'd love to fuck her, but I didn't want my wife to think I was too eager.

		"Maybe."

		Marie laughed. "Maybe, my ass. Your cock started pulsing in my palm when I mentioned her name."

		My wife licked the tips of her fingers. "And you started oozing precum."

		She slipped her hand into her waistband and started playing with herself. She moaned as her hand rotated in her shorts. I was about to ask her if she needed any help when she pulled her hand out and brought her fingers to my lips.

		I opened my mouth and let her slide her digits past my lips. Her fingers tasted tangy and salty from the mixture of our juices.

		"So, if you were so sure I'd want to do this," I said. "Have you set a date?"

		Marie gave me a sexy smile.

		"Your parents are taking the kids Saturday night."

		"Is that a yes?"

		My wife didn't answer. Instead, she slid down and enveloped my cock with her warm mouth.

		That was a yes.

		After I came in my wife's mouth, for the second time that night, she cuddled up next to me and fell asleep. I guess her pussy was too sore from the pounding Kyle gave her for me to fuck her. I offered to go down on her but she took a raincheck.

		She lay across my body and started lightly snoring. She looked so beautiful and innocent lying there, so different from the wanton slut who I watched beg to get fucked by our neighbor. I closed my eyes and pictured Charlotte on her knees in front of me, licking my cock like an ice cream cone on a hot summer day.

		I could feel her tongue slowly glide up one side before dancing along the rim of my crown and then tease my slit. I closed my eyes in my vision and now it was my wife on her knees in front of Kyle and I was watching her do the same to him.

		And if you asked me which was hotter… I couldn't tell you.

		

	
		

		Nine

		

		Saturday night approached quickly; maybe it was the anticipation of what we had planned tonight that made the days fly by or the fact that all week, Kyle, and I had been sexting and teasing about tonight. Tim also had gotten in on that action. He wasn’t usually one for sexting, but once he found out Kyle was, Tim really showed up in that department. I hadn’t felt this type of attention ever, and I loved every second of it.

		It wasn’t that Tim ignored me; it was just that we hadn’t been this flirty, fun, and exciting in a long time. Adding this level of spice to our lives made things different. I felt like I was in my 20s again instead of almost 40. Tonight, would be the wildest thing I ever participated in.

		“You don’t have to look so eager,” Tim teased from across the room.

		“Not eager, excited.”

		“Same thing, you’re ready to fuck someone else.” I looked at Tim to make sure he wasn’t upset; I didn’t want to hurt him. But he was laughing and teasing me, so I knew we were okay.

		“You can’t tell me you’re not excited to fuck someone else too. This isn’t just me here; it’s us.”

		Tim walked up to me, wrapped his arms around me, kissed my neck and nibbled on me. “We will have fun tonight; don’t you worry about that.”

		We heard the doorbell dinging and knew that it was time for our guests to arrive. The kids were at my mother-in-law’s this weekend. I told her we needed a weekend of adult fun, and she said she knew exactly what that was like. Somehow, I doubted that. But the house was quiet, which meant we had full control of the rooms we explored.

		I watched Tim open the door. I could see Charlotte standing there; she looked cute in her top and jeans. Behind her, Kyle stood with flowers in one hand and whisky in another.

		“Hey, we didn’t want to come empty-handed.” He handed the whisky to Tim and then walked over to me and handed me flowers, “Not nearly as pretty as you, but they will have to do.”

		I blushed as he spoke, leaned in, smelled them, and grinned. “This was lovely, thank you. Do you want to help me get a vase for them?”

		“Gladly, we can leave those two alone for a minute.” Kyle followed me into the kitchen. I pointed to the top shelf where the vases were; he retrieved one for me and filled it with water. I put the flowers in the vase and turned around to see Kyle checking me out.

		“See something you like?”

		He nodded, “Something I want to eat.”

		“Yeah,” I wiggled my finger at him; he brought his lips to mine and kissed me, pulling my body next to his, pressing against one another. Our tongues danced in unison as they fought for control. I was lost in the moment when he broke the kiss and spoke.

		“Should we go find our spouses?”

		I nodded. My heart raced, and I couldn’t wait to finish what we just started. We walked back into the main room but didn’t see them. I walked into another portion of the house and saw Charlotte pressed against the wall and my husband kissing her. He had her pinned in place, and seeing it made my pussy quiver.

		“Starting without us, nice.” Kyle walked in behind me, grabbed my hand and pulled me with him to the couch. He sat down, pulled me down with him, and started kissing me again. This time, his hands cupped my breasts. He kneaded them in his palms and teased me. I had told him all week about how much I had liked that type of foreplay.

		“Perfect timing,” Charlotte said.

		I wasn’t focused on them; I was focused on the man in front of me. I could hear Tim's breathing. I felt a sting of jealousy when I walked in and saw him with another woman. If I turned my head and saw what his hands and mouth were doing, I wouldn’t know if I could handle those emotions. So, I put them out of my mind and focused on Kyle.

		“Why don’t you take these off,” Kyle’s hands ran along my backside, pulling on my pants.

		“Whatever you say,” I stood up and shimmied out of them; I stripped my top off while I was at it. I saw his grin form as I started to touch myself. I cupped my breast and let my hand tease down my body and stop at my pussy.

		“Don’t play with that just yet; I want to have my taste first.” He pulled me onto the couch and repositioned me.

		Kyle’s head was now between my legs, his tongue at work, lapping up the start of my juices leaking from my sensitive cunt.

		“Oh, Kyle,” I moaned out. My body shook under his control. It never took much for him to get me going. It was probably because it was taboo, this whole arrangement. My back arched as the first wave of orgasms hit. There was a crescendo effect happening as he milked my clit.

		“Kyle, oh, more, Kyle,” I kept moaning.

		I heard whispering, and I looked around; Tim and Charlotte were now naked; Tim had his cock in her as he was fucking her up against the wall. It registered in my head what was happening, but only briefly. Kyle slipped his cock into me and started to fuck me. He held onto my hips and plowed deep inside. He was a large man, and I felt every inch of him between my walls.

		"Fuck, yes," Kyle said.

		I looked at him; he was focused on my face.

		"What are you doing?" I whispered my question, so the other couple didn't hear.

		"I love seeing you pleasured; the joy on your face excites me."

		"Here, I thought it was my pussy that got you going."

		Kyle looked down at me and smirked, "Darling, your pussy does excite me." He pulled his cock out of me and flipped me over; he slammed his cock back in and started fucking again. I sat there getting fucked by Kyle while I watched Tim fuck Charlotte. She and I locked eyes a couple of times, which was weird but surprisingly exciting. I felt my pussy leak just a bit more every time Charlotte and I stole a glance. I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I didn’t care either way. I just wanted to be fucked by Kyle.

		“I’m about to cum, Marie; where do you want me to cum?”

		Tim and I still hadn’t discussed this, but I knew he didn’t want to be the father of another man’s kid. I told him the only logical place, “My ass.”

		Somehow, Kyle didn’t miss a beat. He pulled out and repositioned his dick at my entrance, and in one clean, fast thrust, he was inside my ass. Thrusts in and out got me ready as his final thrust finished with an explosion of cum.

		“God, that was great,” Kyle said, collapsing on my back. “Really fucking great.”

		

	
		

		Ten

		

		Saturday couldn’t get here fast enough. Marie was so excited, it rubbed off on me. I think she thought I was looking forward to fucking Charlotte, and I was, a little. I mainly wanted to see my wife getting nailed hard by Kyle. Ever since that day, watching them through the window, it had become a craving for me.

		All week I couldn’t keep my hands off of Marie. She was buzzing all day, texting with Kyle, and sending him naughty pictures. And the fact that she was horny for him, made me desire her even more.

		When I saw her with her nose pressed to the phone I’d come up behind her and nibble on her neck. The night before, I caught her playing with herself on the bed. I was instantly hard and thought about joining her, but I didn’t. I wanted her primed and ready to put on a show for me.

		Don’t get me wrong, I was going to enjoy playing with our beautiful neighbor, but watching my sexy wife was going to be the real pleasure of the evening.

		When the night arrived Kyle brought flowers for Marie and bourbon for me. Was that something people did? Kyle and Charlotte were the swingers, if anyone knew the proper etiquette for wife-swapping, it would be them.

		When Kyle and my wife went to the kitchen to grab a vase for the flowers I almost followed them. I didn’t want to miss any of the action. Charlotte noticed and pulled me toward her.

		“Look here, Tim,” she said, her face inches from mine. “I know you like watching your wife, I can’t blame you. So do I.”

		“Wha — “

		My reply was cut off when the redhead grabbed my shirt and pulled me in for a kiss. Her mouth covered mine and our tongues danced. She tasted wonderful, minty sweet. My cock was already hard from thinking about my wife and Charlotte reached down and started stroking it.

		“Thinking of your wife may have made you hard, Timmy,” she said, her voice, a sultry siren in my ear. “But I’m the one you’re going to be fucking with it.

		I didn’t have time to say anything, not that I had a quippy comeback, because that’s when Kyle and Marie came back.

		“Getting started without us, huh.”

		“Tim couldn’t wait,” Charlotte lied.

		I watched as Kyle pulled my wife to the couch. I was so mesmerized as I watched him pull her pants off and start eating her pussy, that I didn’t notice Charlotte was undressing me until she started blowing me.

		I looked down and smiled. It felt so fucking good, my cock deep in her warm mouth. She hummed while sliding her tongue along the bottom of my shaft and I was in heaven. I closed my eyes and focused on the wonderful sensation of Charlotte’s lips around my cock.

		My moment of euphoria was interrupted when I heard my wife moan her lover’s name while she climaxed.

		“Kyle. Oh, Kyle.”

		My neighbor had his head buried between her legs. My wife’s eyes were squeezed shut and her body was quivering.

		“More. More.”

		While I was busy enjoying the view of my wife’s climax, Charlotte had gotten up and pulled me against the wall again.

		“Come on, tiger. Show my husband how a real man fucks,” she whispered into my ear.

		No man could deny Charlotte, her smoky eyes, her naked body glistening with sweat. I was drowning in the aroma of sex, a heady mixture of two beautiful women in heat.

		I turned Charlotte around to face the wall and pressed my body against hers. Her skin felt delicate against my hairy chest. I buried my nose into her long hair. She smelled of sweet perfume and musk.

		“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” I whispered into her ear. “You won’t walk right for a week.”

		She chuckled and said, “Put it in, stud.”

		I pressed forward with my hips, my cock penetrating Charlotte’s velvety folds. She was wet and ready and I fucked her as hard and deep as I could. I was a machine, my hips furiously thrusting, my hand wrapped around her and working her clit. In my mind I was the best lover Charlotte ever had.

		When she started moaning that just reinforced my opinion, but then I opened my eyes and saw Charlotte was looking toward her husband who was fucking my wife.

		Kyle was behind my wife, railing her pussy like a madman. Marie was looking toward us, her eyes focused with intensity. I thought she was looking at me, but her eyes were locked on Charlotte.

		These two women were sharing a moment as they shared husbands.

		“See how beautiful she is,” Charlotte said without taking her eyes off my wife.

		Her words sent a shiver through my core and I felt my balls start to tingle, eager to release their seed.

		“Where do you want me to come?” Kyle announced.

		Fuck, we hadn’t discussed that. Some deep dark part of me wanted to see him cum inside her pussy, but my wife had other plans.

		“In my ass.”

		Kyle quickly obliged. He pumped a few times then held her tight while he filled her luscious ass with his cum.

		The sight of her husband taking Marie’s ass set off Charlotte and she started cumming.

		“Fuck. Oh fuck. Oh God, fuck.”

		I felt her walls tremble around my shaft and I couldn’t hold it anymore. I pushed in deep and felt my cock pulse as I released inside the redhead’s pussy.

		“I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” I cried as I came. I was supposed to ask, but I didn’t have time.

		Charlotte slapped the wall. “Oh fuck, Tim. So good,” I felt another tremor of pleasure as her pussy milked my cock of every drop of cum.

		It sounded like my neighbor was fine with me coming inside her. Now I had to hope my wife felt the same and forgave me for inseminating another woman.

		

	
		

		Eleven

		

		I ran into Charlotte at the mailbox when I was out for a jog; I used to be jealous of the shape of her ass, but somehow after her husband took mine, that jealousy vanished. I waved at her, and she called me over; we hadn’t spoken since our last interaction that involved swapping husbands.

		“Morning Char!”

		“Good morning, Marie. How has your week been?”

		My hands went to my ears and pulled my earbuds out, silencing my music. “I feel like it’s been nonstop all week, not a break for anything fun for me.”

		“Girl, that’s mandatory for me; momma’s gotta have alone time,” She winked at me when she said that.

		I had questions on my mind, and I decided now was as good of time as any to ask, “How many times have you and Kyle swapped like we did?”

		She grinned at me, “A few times; what did you two think of it?”

		My cheeks were blushing; I knew it and could feel the heat. “We haven’t spoken much about it. I’ve been scared to ask if we can do it again. Don’t want to hurt Tim’s feelings.”

		Charlotte nodded, “My advice is if you want more, you need to tell him. I can tell you we would be perfectly fine with more; we enjoyed it.”

		“Do you two talk about it each time or just when you feel like it?”

		“Oh, we do more than talk about it. After each time, he always reclaims me, and then we move on.”

		It was my turn to nod, “Makes sense; maybe we need to do that too.”

		“It’s all about communication.”

		Charlotte was right on that, “Hey, I gotta go shower; got a conference call starting soon on Zoom; I’ll catch you later, okay?”

		“It was nice having this moment together. If you want to grab a girl's day sometime, let me know.”

		“That would be really nice; I will,” I waved goodbye, jogged over to my front door, and walked inside. I had left my phone in my pocket and on silent during my run so I wouldn’t get distracted. When I pulled it out of my pocket, I saw I had a missed text from Kyle.

		

		

		Hey Sexy, want to meet for lunch? I wouldn’t mind tasting your sweet juices for an appetizer.

		

		

		My pussy ached when I read the words sent to me. Tim and I hadn’t talked about another meeting with our neighbors, so I wasn’t sure how to respond.

		

		

		Hiya Kyle, and what would be your main course?

		

		

		When I hit send, I felt my pussy start to grow wet with desire. I felt a little guilty that I was doing this behind Tim’s back, but I quickly rectified that by sending him a text.

		

		

		Hey Honey, Kyle is asking if we can get together at lunch. I know we never discussed it, so call me.

		

		

		Kyle’s text message bubbles started to type, but Tim’s did not. Guess this showed me my answer on who I should focus on. When I heard the ding of the message, I looked and read what Kyle had sent me.

		

		

		Your pussy and my cock, that’s the main course. Slowly sliding deep into you, fucking you over and over until I hear you calling out my name.

		

		

		I did love his text messages. He made me want to keep typing, but instead, I gave Tim a couple more minutes to respond and decided that it would be okay if he came over. Since Tim didn’t say no, and we technically hadn’t discussed it. I went ahead and replied to Kyle.

		

		

		Your place or mine? And what time?

		

		

		

		Noon, your place.

		

		

		I clicked send and then ran up the stairs and into my bathroom. I needed a shower and now had a time limit on how long I had to get everything done.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		I didn’t waste time getting the things that I needed to do completed. I put on a cute shirt and short shorts. I primped and fussed over my appearance, and when I heard the doorbell, I freaked out for a moment that Tim hadn’t gotten back to me.

		My feet knew what to do; they carried me to the front door where Kyle waited; he was handsome and made me want to take him more.

		“Hey, stud,” I grinned as he walked into my house.

		“Hey yourself, miss sexy thing,” he pulled me close to him and gave me a kiss on the lips. It was hungry and powerful.

		A small laugh escaped my lips, “Not wasting any time, are you?”

		He shook his head, “I gotta get back to work, so no.” He walked me to the living room, pushed me against the back of the couch and kissed me again. Kyle’s hands started roaming my body, cupping my breasts, pulling at the hem of my shirt to take it off.

		My arms went up, and the shirt came off, Kyle’s hunger evident by the lack of dawdling with his actions. When his hands found the waist of my shorts, he didn’t bother unbuttoning. Within two minutes of his arrival, I was naked in my living room, and he was hard as a rock.

		“I think you have too many clothes on,” I teased.

		“Nonsense,” his mouth traveled down my body, and he knelt before me. His hands moved my legs apart, and his lips found mine. I felt his tongue licking my slit, teasing my entrance. I knew juices were starting to pool inside me, and when his tongue broke the barrier, it was like fire shooting through my core.

		Time passed by in intervals I didn’t remember. I became weak in the knees, and by the third orgasm, I lost the ability to hold myself up against the couch. We were lying on the floor; Kyle’s clothes were in a pile next to us, and his cock was pushing into my pussy. I moaned out loud when he filled me; his girth and size felt like his cock was made to be inside me.

		Thrust after thrust, he drove me to another climax, and before I had a chance to think about what I was saying, I called out, “Cum with me.”

		The feeling of his hot seed being released inside me felt powerful. I hadn’t realized what I had said until it was too late. My legs were wrapped around him, our naked bodies sweaty and pressed into one another.

		“I,” my breath panting while I tried to catch it, “I didn’t think about what I was saying.”

		He laughed, “It’s okay. I know that was weird the first time for you. It will get less weird the more we do this.”

		“You want to keep it up then?”

		“Oh, hell yes, I do. Charlotte and I talked about it a few times this week.”

		“Looks like Tim and I have some catching up to do.” I closed my eyes, yawned, and played my fingers through his hair, “This was a lot of fun.”

		“It really was. But I do have to get back to work.” Kyle brought his mouth down to mine, kissed along my neck and spent a little extra attention on my nipples. I was growing horny all over again when he stood up, pulled me to a standing position and started getting dressed.

		“I’ll talk to you later, but yes, you and Tim need to talk.”

		When Kyle left, I pulled my phone out of my shorts pocket and saw I had a missed message from Tim. I opened it and felt my heart leap when I read it.

		

		

		I was planning on coming home for lunch today; maybe I can watch.

		

		

	
		

		Twelve

		

		

		Hey Honey, Kyle is asking if we can get together at lunch. I know we never discussed it, so call me.

		

		

		I stared at the text, blood rushing to my cock. I became light-headed, imagining my wife getting fucked by our neighbor. I don’t know why I found it so arousing.

		I glanced around the office. Everyone was focused on something else, some other project. Obviously, they wouldn’t notice my raging hard-on.

		I looked down and couldn’t help but see it. It was so huge. Who was I kidding, of course, it wasn’t huge. It was just my imagination. I looked back at the text, making sure it said what I thought it said.

		At that moment the screen went blank.

		I tried to refresh, but got the dead battery symbol.

		“Fuck.”

		Now everyone was looking at me.

		“Did I say that out loud,” I said, jokingly.

		“Yeah,” someone said from behind me.

		“Idiot,” another voice chimed in.

		And as fast as I became the center of attention, I lost it, and everyone went back to the urgent problem my sudden outburst had so rudely interrupted.

		I plugged my phone in but before the screen came up, Vance, my boss called me to his office.

		“Hey, Tim,” my boss said just as I raised my hand to knock on his door. I just stopped myself from rapping on his forehead. Vance is a short man.

		“What do you need, Mr. Bloom?”

		“There’s an emergency down in shipping, get down there, stat.”

		He pretty much pushed me to the elevator. On the way down all I could think about was what my wife was up to. Was Kyle coming over today? I didn’t think so, I thought Marie had made plans with her sister. She must have meant some other time. Maybe I could watch. I decided to talk to her about it at lunch.

		I planned to surprise her by taking a two-hour lunch and driving home. Of course, now that I was thinking of her and Kyle all I wanted to do was eat her and not my usual, ham sandwich.

		It took about an hour to fix the problem in shipping and by the time I got back to my desk, it was almost noon.

		I grabbed my phone and I told our office assistant I was taking a long lunch.

		On the drive I kept thinking about the night I watched Kyle and my wife while I screwed Charlotte. I was so turned on watching my neighbor cum in my wife’s ass, I couldn’t help myself but release my load into his wife’s pussy.

		It was so wrong, but felt so good.

		I pulled into the drive and went in the side door.

		I knew I was missing something the moment I entered the house. I heard my wife moaning and thought she might have been masturbating. I loved catching her playing with herself.

		Then I heard a man’s voice and knew Kyle was with her. I guess I’d been wrong. I guess she meant he wanted to fuck her today.

		At that moment I was in full agreement with my co-workers; I was an idiot.

		I had several options, I could leave and miss the show. But then my wife might think she cheated on me, fucking Kyle without my permission. She kinda was, but I didn’t want her to think that because of fucking course I would give her my permission.

		I took out my phone and quickly typed in a quick message, to sooth any qualms she might have.

		I thought about leaving the lovebirds alone, letting them finish, and coming in later to reclaim my wife. But then I heard Marie climax and I wanted nothing else in the world but to watch.

		I snuck through the kitchen and down the hall toward the bedroom. Then I heard a grunt behind me and I knew they must be in the living room.

		What a horn dog, I thought. Kyle couldn’t wait to get inside her. Had to bang her as soon as he got in the door.

		I got to the front room just in time to see my neighbor ram his bare cock into my wife’s very wet pussy.

		Marie cried out his name while Kyle started vigorously pounding away at her pussy. My wife’s juices dripped from his wicked smile.

		“You’re so fucking tight, Marie. I love fucking your pussy.”

		My wife moaned as she clutched Kyle while he fucked her. Her eyes were shut tight and I could see waves of pure emotion wash over her face. I started rubbing my erection through my pants.

		And now I realized what I loved about letting my wife fuck our neighbor, watching her lose herself in the pleasure of the moment. I got to see my wife truly happy. And I could view it from a detached distance, experience her joy without worrying about my own release.

		It was an intimate sex show, with my wife as the feature player. It didn’t matter who she was fucking. Kyle was great, but it could have been a stranger for all I cared. I just wanted to see Marie toss her inhibitions away and savor the ecstasy.

		“Yes, Kyle. Yes. Cum with me.”

		I felt my cock twitch hearing her say the words. I knew Kyle wasn’t wearing a condom. She was telling him to cum inside her. To release his seed deep in her womb.

		It was like a dagger to my heart, but it made my cock hard as steel. I rubbed a little faster and felt my own orgasm approach just as my buddy thrust his hips and held. I saw his ass clench and I knew he was coming. The feeling of his warm seed spreading inside her brought on another climax for Marie.

		It was so fucking erotic, I almost passed out, but I didn’t come. I stopped rubbing, so I could keep the sexual tension active. I don’t know how I would feel if I lost that.

		After they came, they cuddled on the floor. I knew they would be a while, and I didn’t want to interrupt their moment, so I slipped out the back and walked around the block.

		I waited until I saw Kyle leave before I returned home to reclaim my wife and add my seed to his.

		

	
		

		Thirteen

		

		I lay there on the couch for a while after Kyle left. My body felt used and satiated. I hadn’t redressed yet, but I knew I would have to soon before the kids got home. I started to drift off to sleep; I was zoning in and out when I heard the door open. At first, I started to panic until I heard Tim’s voice.

		“Hey Marie, I’m home for the day.”

		“In here!” I knew I would owe him an explanation on why I was naked, but I didn’t think he would be to upset. I did technically text him before Kyle and I started.

		“I wanted to come home for lunch, but my boss had me doing some work for him,” Tim said as he walked into the living room. “Well, I guess I know how your lunch was.” He grinned at me, crossed his arms, and leaned up against the wall.

		A sigh escaped my lips; I couldn’t stop the smile that formed, “Kyle was here.”

		He chuckled, “I got your text right before my phone died. Took me a bit to respond.”

		“Do you mind?” I wiggled my body on the couch, grinning at him, hoping he would come take the hint.

		“What if I told you I did mind?” He started to pull his button-down shirt out of his pants.

		My knees came up, my legs parted, and my hand traveled to my lips; I started lightly touching myself. “I would say I was very sorry for being a naughty girl.”

		Tim’s grin turned into a wicked smile. He unbuttoned his shirt, tossed it aside and started on his pants, “And, would you need to be punished?”

		“Oh, yes,” I purred. My fingers slipped inside, past my slit and into the cum filled warmth of my pussy. I hadn’t enjoyed being on display this much in my life, but this felt exotic and exciting.

		“You sound so wet,” he kicked off his shoes, removed his pants and boxers, his cock hard and pointed right at me.

		“Why don’t you come and see how wet I am,” I pulled my fingers out, coated in juices, and brought them to my lips, “share with me.”

		Tim’s strides across the room were like a hunter’s, decisive and instinctual. He slipped onto the couch, his head sliding between my legs. His mouth latched onto my lips, and I felt his tongue dart out, licking my slit. “Mhmm, you smell of sex.”

		My body wiggled as he licked me, my legs wrapped over his shoulders, and my ankles locked together, my thighs holding his head in place. Tim’s hands came under me, and his fingers dug into my ass. I could feel him teasing my clit. His tongue felt like he was cleaning me from the inside. “Oh, God, Tim!” I threw my hands on the cushions of the couch and clinched my fists on the leather. When my orgasm came, I flooded my husband with his sweet prize.

		I blinked back tears from my eyelashes when I looked down past my breast into the eyes of Tim. The skin on his face glistened from my juices. “I can taste him inside you still.”

		We had talked about using condoms, and I broke that rule; I didn’t know what that would do to Tim, “I’m sorry,” but he cut me off.

		He pushed past my legs, came up my body, and put my face in between his hands, “Marie, I love you.” The kiss he gave me held such passion. I wrapped my legs around his waist, and I felt his cock slip into my core. Long, slow strokes were performed while he reclaimed me, his wife.

		“Oh, Tim,” I kept panting. Making love was so much better than fucking. Being with him filled my body and my soul. He thrust his hips back and forth, pushing deep inside. I felt his head knocking at my cervix, my walls tightening around his cock, milking him for his seed.

		“Marie,” he panted into my ear. His lips found my neck; he planted light kisses up and down my veins. I could hear my heart beating loudly throughout my body. His arms wrapped around my shoulders, and he held me with his strong muscles securing me to him. One thrust, two, on the third, he held me to him, unmoving. I knew his seed was being spilled inside me.

		I ran my nails up and down his back lightly; I loved moments like this together, just the two of us. “Are we okay,” I asked with hesitation and sorrow in my voice.

		“Yes,” he kissed me, our tongues tangoed as he dominated me. “We’re perfect. That was the hottest thing what happened today.”

		“I’m sorry that I didn’t talk to you first,” I kissed him again, my hands cupping his face, pouring my love into him.

		“You have my permission to enjoy Kyle anytime you want. Just always remember to tell me first so I can imagine it.”

		“I thought you wanted to watch,” I smirked at him.

		He nodded his head, “I do.”

		“Why don’t we arrange that sometime then,” I leaned into him and kissed him on his mouth, then along his jaw and down his neck. My mouth worked its way to his clavicle notch, where my tongue lingered, licked, teased, and played.

		“You know that tickles,” Tim said, laughing and wiggling.

		I giggled and took my fingers and ran them up and down his sides; I knew how much the teasing drove him crazy.

		“Woman,” he playfully barked. His hands found mine; he pulled them over my head and pinned them to the couch. “Now, no more tickling.” He shifted both of my wrists into one hand and used his free hand to cup my breast. His teeth nibbled on my nipple and skin while I felt his cock stirring at my entrance.

		I started to wiggle a bit and grinned, “You ready for round two?”

		“I’m always ready for round two with you.”

		

	
		

		Fourteen

		

		A month later, found us on a Mexican beach, bathing in the tropical sun. Marie wore a scandalous thong that was barely more than floss, and nothing else. I loved adult-only resorts.

		“Get me a drink will you, dear,” she said to me as she casually flipped through her Cosmo magazine.

		I shuffled over to the beachside cabana bar to grab a couple more margaritas, hoping everyone’s eyes were on bare breasts and not the tent I was pitching in my trunks.

		It was early morning, so the beach was mostly empty of tourists. A few hawkers made their way up and down the sandy dunes selling their wares. They mostly stayed further up toward the busier public beaches.

		As I made my way back to my wife I saw a trio of guys walk toward her from the resort. They looked to be college-age and acted that way as well. When they spotted her alone, they started acting rowdy. Trading jabs to the shoulder, flexing muscles, basically peacocking for her attention.

		For her part, my wife didn’t shy away from letting them know it was working.

		She set down her magazine and grabbed her lotion. I reached her right as she started getting up.

		“Where are you going?” I asked as I handed her one of the drinks.

		“I think I want to play,” she said. “You don’t mind do you.”

		“No,” I said and blew her a kiss. “Have fun, but be discreet.”

		She laughed as she walked toward the trio.

		I grabbed my wife’s discarded Cosmo and sat down.

		“Any of you fellas want to help me with my sunscreen.” My wife believed in getting to the point.

		All three guys looked my way. I kept pretending to be engrossed in some article about keeping your relationship fresh. Advice Marie and I did not need.

		“Don’t look at him, look at me.” My wife shook her boobs and they complied.

		She laughed and offered them the lotion.

		All three scrambled for it and it dropped to the ground. They wrestled for the bottle as my wife laid down on one of their beach towels.

		“Come on guys. There’s enough of me for everyone.”

		And I knew that was true.

		The blond guy won the lotion and was first to squeeze a portion onto his palms.

		“Here you go, Lance,” he said as he tossed to bottle to his black friend and knelt down to start working on Marie’s shoulders and back. She sighed loud enough for me to hear.

		Lance decided he wanted to work her legs.

		It appeared the third dude was out of luck until he said fuck it and started groping her ass cheeks.

		My wife was in slut heaven, having three handsome hunks fighting for her attention.

		When they were done with her backside, the blond guy said, “Turn over.”

		I wondered how far my wife was going to take this. From my knowledge, I don’t think Marie has ever been with two guys at once, let alone three. This was going to be a first.

		My cock twitched when my wife flipped over onto her back. The guy who was working her butt didn’t want to let go until he realized he’d be inches from her pussy.

		Blond made sure my wife’s tits were thoroughly protected with sunscreen. The third dude didn’t even pretend and just pushed her thong aside and started fingering her wet cunt. Lance sat back on his haunches and rubbed his erection through his shorts.

		My wife closed her eyes and lost herself in the pleasure of the moment. Her lips parted and she moaned as the third guy fingerfucked her.

		“So, good,” I heard her sigh.

		Blond kept mauling her tits. My wife put her hands over his and guided his action. I know she loves to have her nipples pinched and she showed him.

		Blond kept playing and then leaned down and kissed her. I sat delirious as I watched their tongues tangle together. I reached into my trunks and started stroking myself.

		Lance said something I couldn’t hear. Marie looked my way, her expression asking the question. I smiled and nodded. I guess they were done pretending this was about sunscreen.

		A look of pure joy blossomed on my wife’s face. She tried to stand, but before she could, the muscle-bound blond picked her up and carried her toward a small copse of palm trees further from the beach and any prying eyes of passing strangers.

		I was able to continue watching them play from where I was, but I couldn’t hear what they were saying. From what I could tell, the blond was going to fuck her first. He took off his shirt revealing a well sculpted six-pack. Then he took off his shorts and my wife rubbed her hands together excitedly. From here it looked like he had a pretty good sized cock.

		Then my wife said something and blond shook his head.

		Marie then closed her legs. Something was wrong and I was pretty sure I knew what it was. All three guys shook their heads, then my wife pointed to me.

		The guy who had his fingers buried in my wife’s pussy ran over to me.

		“Hey, your wife says she won’t fuck us unless we have condoms. She said you might have some.”

		The dude didn’t even have the courtesy to tell me his name before he fucked my wife.

		“Tell me your name and I’ll give you a condom.”

		“Duane. Come on, man.”

		I tossed Duane a condom from the box we brought. We came prepared.

		The dude looked perplexed.

		I sighed and tossed him two more.

		“Treat her well,” I said.

		Duane laughed and said, “Sure, man.”

		And from what I could tell, they did.

		Duane got to go first, probably because he was the only one with balls enough to ask a husband for condoms to fuck his wife. He didn’t last too long. I watched him thrust a few times before he grunted and filled his rubber.

		Blond went second. He lasted longer and it looked like Marie had at least one climax. Her eyes rolled back while the man was giving her hard, fast, strokes. I could tell when he was close to coming because he sped up his thrusts and suddenly pulled out. He ripped off the condom and reached down for my wife’s head. She opened her mouth as he stroked his cock and came. The first shot landed on the bridge of her nose. The second and third splashed on her chest before she was able to take the tip into her mouth and suck the rest down her throat.

		Marie leaned in for a kiss, but Blond pulled away with a disgusted look. He grabbed his pants and headed back toward the resort, followed closely by Duane.

		Lance had no problem kissing my wife’s cum-painted face. He took her head in his right palm and pulled her in for a deep sensual kiss. I could sense the passion from across the sands. Her eyes were closed and their mouths were locked together in a tongue-twisting battle of desire. His left hand moved to cup my wife’s breast and I could almost hear her moan as he squeezed.

		Marie reached down and stroked his lengthy cock. When he was fully erect she guided him toward her slit. She didn’t even bother asking him to put on a condom. I was flustered but too fucking aroused to stop them.

		She slid his erection through her dewy lips before placing the tip of his cock at her entrance.

		With one hard thrust, Lance was inside my wife. She threw back her head in pleasure as he filled her with his cock. He started fucking Marie with long slow strokes. They resumed their kiss and I felt a little twinge of jealousy. It wasn’t the fucking that hurt, it was the kissing. Lance was not fucking my wife, he was making love to her.

		Again, from what I knew of my wife’s past, Lance was her first black lover. And he probably wouldn’t be her last. He moved within her like a dancer. His motions were in rhythm to a music of his own making.

		And my wife was in sync. She pushed her hips up to meet his thrusts.

		The scene was amazingly erotic. I looked around to make sure I was alone and pulled out my cock. I stroked to match Lance’s thrusts. My head was buzzing and my balls tingled and I knew I was close.

		So was Lance. He threw his head back and growled as he gave one final thrust and held. My wife didn’t tell him to pull out. She must have told him to come inside her. She grabbed his ass and pulled him tight against her body. Her white hands looked so pale against his dark skin.

		I saw Marie’s legs begin to shake and I knew she was climaxing, and I was quick behind her.

		My cock pulsed in my grip as ropes of my pearly white semen shot into the sand. I kept sliding my hand along my shaft milking every drop of cum from my balls. When I was done, I felt spent and fell back onto my blanket.

		I lay there stunned with my eyes closed until a shadow passed over me. I looked up into the loving eyes of my wife.

		“You enjoy the show?” she asked.

		I laughed and pointed to the mess I’d made.

		“Guess that’s a yes.”

		“You let him finish inside you?”

		“Yeah. I thought about it. Lance was so kind and sweet. And I do love the feeling of a man releasing inside me. He said he’d pull out but I couldn’t let him go. It felt too good. Besides, it’s safe.”

		I had to take Marie’s word for that.

		“Anyway, take me to our room and reclaim me. I want to feel you add your load to his.”

		I took my wife’s hand and we headed back to the resort. On the way, she asked me if I wanted another show. It turns out she got Lance’s digits and might hook up with him later.

		If I’m okay with it.
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