
        
            
                
            
        

    
   
    
     
    
  

 
   
 
  Hotwife’s Unexpected Surprise
 
   
 
  By Thomas Roberts
 
   
 
   
 
  THIS BOOK IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION. “Any resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental and pretty damned amazing.” 
 
  THIS WORK IS NOT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18 OR OLDER, DEPENDING ON YOUR STATE OR COUNTRY. 
 
  CONSIDER THIS A TRIGGER WARNING: There is sex in this book, lots of it, including hotwife and taboo. If reading about people having sex with others to whom they are not married offends you, please don’t read any further. If lesbian sex is objectionable to you, please do not read this book. Close this page and step away from your computer. There is nothing for you to see here. 
 
  But this is it if you are looking for a fun and dirty read.
 
   

 
  Chapter 1
 
   
 
   
 
  I met Julia’s ‘brother’ a week before our wedding. Colt wasn’t her real brother, but she’d grown up with him, a neighbor boy born only a few minutes after her in the same hospital. They acted like siblings and were extremely close, often talking on the telephone every day and, between calls, exchanging text messages and emails.
 
  I considered it my fiancé’s private matter with Colt, and no business of mine, except for what she chose to tell me.
 
  Julia is striking-looking. She’s tall for a woman with long blonde hair, a perfectly symmetrical face, clear, soft skin, and good-sized breasts. But what makes her so arresting is her huge, bright blue eyes. When she turns her full attention on someone, they feel as though they are the most interesting person in the room.
 
  As she listens, her full lips will part in a smile, as if she were put there just for them and there is nobody she’d rather be with. Add to that my fiancé’s heartbreaking beauty, and you have an idea of the effect she has on men.
 
  Colt surprised me when we were introduced a week before the wedding. He stood well over six feet tall, with dark hair, and he was as handsome as Julia was beautiful. There must have been something in the water.
 
  Colt looked like a bodybuilder with eyes the same brilliant blue as Julia’s, if not as large or feminine as hers. He had an arresting appearance.
 
  I admit to feeling intimidated by him and by how affectionately Julia greeted him. She ran into his arms, and he swung her around in a long embrace. Rather than a chaste kiss on his cheek as I expected, Julia kissed him on the lips, and I could have sworn it involved her tongue.
 
  Julia and her mother were pulling the wedding together and would tolerate no interference from the men, so Colt and I ended up spending most of the week together. The next day I introduced him to the guys, and we drank beer and played pool at McNulty’s Bar. Colt beat us all and was quite willing to take our money.
 
  Greg, one of my closest friends, arrived with his new wife, Emily. They had only been married about six months, and we all suspected Emily had told him a lie about being pregnant to lure him into a quick marriage. They’d even driven over to Las Vegas to be wed by an Elvis impersonator.
 
  I know what you’re thinking; it’s every girl’s dream.
 
  Throughout the day at McNulty’s, Emily kept her eyes on Colt. She wasn’t subtle about her fascination with him, and even went so far as to stay physically close to him while ignoring her husband.
 
  As the afternoon wore on, I noticed Colt and Emily spending a lot of time talking. There was nothing particularly suspicious about it. They each spoke to all the players, and there was a lot of kidding around.
 
  Emily looked slightly dazed after spending time with Colt. She’d been talking, and Colt had mostly been listening. Emily had the same stunned look after talking to Colt that I’d seen Julia have on men. With men, I thought it meant they wanted to fuck her, and I wondered if it meant the same thing for Emily.
 
  After one of the games, Colt collected his winnings and made his way to the washroom in the back of the bar. This was not unusual; we’d all drunk a lot of beer. 
 
  The two washrooms were side by side, and each was made for one person at a time. The lock on the men’s room door had been broken for years, but nobody cared enough to fix it. Walking past the washrooms and further down the narrow hallway led to the storeroom and the back door to the alley.
 
  It seemed that I was the only person who happened to be looking when Emily slid off her stool and walked back toward the ladies' restroom. I was also the only person who saw her disappear into the men’s.
 
  I kept playing, but my concentration was shot. We were racking the balls for the next game when the men’s room door opened, and Colt came out still zipping his pants. He took his time, even stopping at the bar to order another pitcher of beer, before joining us at the table.
 
  Colt was invited to break, and he smashed the hardest break shot I’d ever heard. The resulting crack echoed through the bar, drawing everyone’s attention to our table. It was then that the men’s room door opened just enough for Emily to slip out and into the ladies’ room.
 
  A few minutes later, after making a big show of leaving the ladies' room while lighting a cigarette, she tried to sit on one of the stools near our table. Some shiny, slippery plastic material topped the stools, and Emily nearly slipped off. As she fumbled around, trying to catch her balance, her legs parted enough for me to see under her skirt. Emily wasn’t wearing panties.
 
  Colt had been behind me, and after Emily’s display, he slipped something into my back pocket while whispering, “Don’t look at this in public.”
 
  That evening, I pulled a pair of damp panties out of my pocket as I was preparing for bed. They certainly weren’t Julia’s, and they retained the delicious odor of Emily’s pussy.
 
  I’ll admit it: I wrapped Emily’s panties around the hardon they’d given me and started to jack off. Then, the bathroom door began to open, and I hastily dropped the panties as Julia stepped through the door. She had her head bent as she took off an earring.
 
  “What do we have here?” she asked, reaching to hold my hardon, the earring forgotten. “Is this for me?”
 
  I mumbled that it was always for her, and after a first lick, my wife said, “It kind of smells like pussy, and is this a spot of cum?”
 
  I tried to think up a reasonable explanation and, failing that, told her the truth.
 
  Julia was laughing when she said, “So, my darling ‘brother’ fucked the newly married Emily this afternoon, then slipped you her damp panties, and you’ve been jacking off with them. Now, think carefully, wouldn’t you rather fuck me?”
 
  Her eyes held me pinned, and I felt my erection throb between us. I was holding my cock when my fiancé held Emily’s damp panties to her nose, her eyes fixed on me.
 
  “She was one seriously turned-on woman.” Julia closed her eyes and breathed deeply through the black panties. “This is turning me on.”
 
  A few minutes later, I slipped my cock into my fiancé’s overflowing pussy. I hadn’t known Julia to be interested in other women, but maybe it wasn’t just Colt who collected undergarments.
 
  Julia held the panties as we fucked slowly for a long time, and I luxuriated in the feel of her pussy and her naked body under me. After a while, we switched places. My fiancé got on top of me and began fucking with real intensity. Her eyes were fixed on mine as she first long fucked me, taking my cock to the very tip before dropping down to swallow me whole.
 
  Then I got the bright idea of holding Emily’s black panties to Julia’s nose. When she realized what I’d done, she inhaled deeply and, sitting on my cock, rubbed her pussy frantically against my body.
 
  “Come for me, baby,” she wailed through the thin fabric. “Come inside me, please, baby.”
 
  My cock exploded as Julia laid the length of her body on mine, and her breasts flattened against my chest. The fabric of Emily’s panties caught between our faces.
 
   

 
  Chapter 2
 
   
 
   
 
  Colt decided to stay in our spare room, and he stumbled past me on his way to the bathroom the next morning. He was undressed, still more asleep than awake, and sporting enormous morning wood. I only glanced at it, but it was enough for me to see that his erection was at least a few inches longer than mine and much bigger around. What I remembered was a sense of pale intimidation. Colt’s cock and balls appeared almost paper white, sticking out of blonde pubic hair. At the risk of sounding gay, Colt’s cock and hairless balls looked like a magnificent pale weapon.
 
  Our spare bedroom and the bathroom opened into the central upstairs hallway. I’d been looking for a long-lost box in the hall closet when Colt walked past me.
 
  “How’s my ‘sister’ treating you?” Colt asked from behind me as he returned to his room. He was definitely waking up, but he didn’t act aware that he was naked.
 
  “Great, she’s the love of my life,” I answered lamely while looking him in the eye, and not at his pale cock.
 
  “I guess, in a way that maybe only we’d understand, she’s also the love of my life. You know,” he continued as I followed him into the guest room. “After the accident, Julia’s parents were kind enough to take me in until my aunt could get her act together. So, we grew up together, but separate, if that makes sense?”
 
  “In school, Julia was always the smart one. She never dated, maybe because she wouldn’t put out.” Colt was smiling as he talked.
 
  Then, he paused to slip on his pants before continuing. “On the other hand, I collected ass wherever and whenever I could. When I’d come in from a date, Julia would be waiting for me, wanting to know everything.”
 
  I leaned against the wall and asked, “Like what?”
 
  After thinking for a moment, Colt answered, “Mostly, she wanted to know about the sex. Did I fuck the girl? Julia always had a potty mouth, at least around me. She’d also ask, was the sex good? Why was it good or bad? I think talking about sex with me turned her on.”
 
  I wanted to learn more about my future wife, but I had to remember I was talking to a man she almost thought of as a brother. I chuckled as he spoke, and we were both smiling—not big gales of laughter, more like an enjoyable camaraderie.
 
  “So, Julia was the good girl, except for her mouth. That’s nice to know,” I offered.
 
  “Like I said, she didn’t date, but she was interested as hell. But, hey, now she has you,” and he slapped me on the shoulder as he headed for the stairs. When Colt was gone, I rubbed my shoulder to ease the pain of his friendly slap.
 
  That night, I told Julia about our conversation.
 
  “Oh, honey,” she said. “You have no idea what it was like for me. Colt was screwing nearly every girl in school, including most of my friends, and I’d barely been kissed. We were totally open with each other, and listening to his stories would turn me on like you wouldn’t believe.”
 
  Pretending to joke, I asked, “So, did you go to your room and masturbate?” 
 
  “I’ll tell you about it someday,” Julia answered with a sly smile. “I almost wore my pussy out, but sadly, I hadn’t figured out orgasms yet, so I’d go to sleep frustrated. Then, in a dream, a naked Colt would be doing one of my girlfriends.”
 
  “It didn’t help,” she continued. “When you came home with a pair of damp panties from a woman he’d just fucked …”
 
  I held her and stroked her hair the way she likes, before I asked, “Did it make you feel like you were in high school again?”
 
  “Are you going to fuck me? Because if you’re not, would you mind going for a long walk?”
 
  Instead, I went down on Julia. First, I spread her pussy lips, which was like opening a slick honeypot. But before pushing my tongue inside, I gave her an order.
 
  “Talk to me,” I said a moment before my tongue touched her clitoris.
 
  “I’d get so wet and horny,” my fiancé panted as she spoke. “I wanted to be there when Colt fucked her, whoever she was. Honey! I wanted to be her.”
 
  Julia’s pussy was dripping wet now, and I caught as much as I could on my tongue. “Did you ever see his cock?”
 
  Julia put her hands on either side of my head and looked down at me. “Yes, I saw him naked.”
 
  “Did you ever see him hard?” 
 
  Julia was still holding my head as she ground her clitoris against my chin. After a long moment, she whispered, “Yes.”
 
  “Did he ever see you naked? As an adult?”
 
  My fiancée thrust her pussy hard against my chin until she finally yelled one word before she came.
 
  “Yes!”
 
  I rubbed the head of my erection along her slit, and let it sink inside her nearly to my balls. As I humped her, I gasped that I wanted to know how she came to see Colt’s hardon. But she only shook her head; Julia wanted to fuck, even as I was replaying our conversation.
 
  Finally, our wedding day arrived. My best man was scheduled to be one of my oldest friends, a guy I’d known since second grade. But his appendix burst on the morning of the wedding, and the last-minute replacement was Colt.
 
  The reception, at the private country club, was a night I’ll always remember. The club was officially closed for the evening, but hundreds of people came over after the wedding to fill it.
 
  When the dancing started, most of us were well on our way to being drunk, or at least, feeling no pain. The single women and even the married ones gave Colt no rest. They kept him constantly on the dance floor, and they surrounded him when he’d take a break to have a drink.
 
  At one point, I saw Colt dancing with a very good-looking woman, the local football coach's wife. After they vanished for a time, I went looking for them, but they were nowhere to be found. 
 
  I’d about given up hope when the coach’s wife reappeared. Only now her makeup was smudged, her lipstick smeared, and the buttons on her blouse were misaligned. Colt was dancing with another man’s wife.
 
  Fortunately, the husbands were all at the back tables watching playoff football with the coach.
 
  Emily was there, and I happened to see Colt whispering to her as he stroked her ass. She was giving him that pitiful ‘I’ll do anything for you’ look.
 
  Colt pulled us aside just before we were to get in the limo and head off on our tropical honeymoon.
 
  “I’ve decided to stay here, guys,” Colt said, with the trophy wife of a bank president hanging on his arm. “Is it okay with you if I stay in the guest room so I can job hunt while you’re gone?”
 
  The bank president’s wife spoke up, “I’ll give you an extra good reference.”
 
  Julia hugged him close for a long minute before saying that he could stay with us for as long as he wanted.
 
  They were close; what else could she say?
 
   

 
  Chapter 3
 
   
 
   
 
  We made love every day of our island honeymoon; it was hands down the best time of my life until then. Being intimate with Julia every day gave me a golden opportunity to learn so much about her, and I made sure my new wife knew how much I wanted to learn what she liked so I could please her.
 
  Then something unexpected and exciting happened, making our trip truly special.
 
  The resort had miles of sandy beaches for the resort guests, complete with attendants to serve us food or drink. The service was incredible, but we discovered that a secluded, restricted cove farther along the beach was reserved exclusively for nude sunbathing. Guests entering the area had to remove whatever clothing they were wearing, no exceptions. The rule was established for the comfort of the already naked guests.
 
  Julia and I walked by the tiny sign to the nude beach a few times before I worked up the nerve to ask if she wanted to try it the next day. She laughingly pointed out that we’d need a lot of sunscreen for those parts of our bodies that weren't used to being in the sun.
 
  I agreed, and we talked about the beach for the rest of the day. That night my wife's pussy was a dripping cauldron of excitement, and we fucked as if our lives depended on it.
 
  We didn’t rush the next morning, and we didn’t make love. Julia told me that it might be more fun to visit the nude beach while we were horny. “If I’m all revved up when I see a good-looking guy with a good-looking cock, I may drag you back to our cabin and take advantage of you.” That sounded good to me, so in the morning, even though I woke with a pounding hardon and Julia teased me by playing with it for a time, there was no lovemaking. Before we left the cabin, I told her that it was my turn and I ran a finger between her soaked pussy lips.
 
  After a light breakfast, we rubbed sunscreen on each other, which provided another level of excitement, before heading out for the nude beach. We got there at about the time the beach was scheduled to open, and attendants were still arranging lounge chairs and stocking the bar. Apparently, resort staff wasn’t required to remove their clothing on this beach.
 
  The only thing to see was two naked guys in their early 20s playing catch with a frisbee. Looking at them did nothing for me, but Julia sat right down on a lounge chair to watch. I think she particularly enjoyed watching their flaccid dicks flapping as they ran.
 
  I was a little disappointed when Julia had me set us up near the tree line, which was a ways back from the surf. The spot Julia picked was mostly in the sun, but with a part large enough for us to be in the shade. During the heat of the day, I was grateful for this patch of perpetual shade where we could cool off.
 
  The beach slowly filled, and although there were quite a lot of people, it never seemed too crowded. I enjoyed seeing Julia’s pink, blushing face as men strolled past, taking their time and really checking her out. It gave me a raging hardon right from the start, and to hide it I lay face down on our blanket to watch the other sunbathers.
 
  “Does my baby have a big old hardon?” my wife kidded me.
 
  “Yes.”
 
  “Don’t you want to see my naked body?”
 
  “Yes,” I answered again and twisted my head to look up Julia’s long legs and straight into her yawning pussy. Not only was she wet and swollen, but her clitoris had grown into a visibly hard protruberance. Her breasts stood large and firm as she smiled back at me from between them.
 
  “The guidebook said that sex was allowed in this cove,” she said. “So, stick your cock in me, but don’t cum.”
 
  A few guys were still checking out the new woman when I moved between my wife’s legs and eased my throbbing hardon between the lips of her pussy. Feeling me inside her caused her to groan. Julia’s pussy was so swollen and wet from the excitement of being on display that I thought I might come too soon. I pulled out of her so I wouldn’t end things early.
 
  Julia let me settle down for a long while before saying, “Now fuck me hard, baby. But only for one minute.”
 
  This time, Julia climbed down to the blanket where I was and lay with her legs spread wide. Her pussy had been swollen and wet before, but now the lips were engorged to twice their normal size and nectar ran from her pussy. I couldn’t continue looking, or just the sight would set me off.
 
  So, I knelt between her thighs and again slipped easily inside her burning hot hole. I pounded her pussy as ordered until I was on the edge of orgasm, and Julia slapped me on the back that a minute was up, before I pulled out.
 
  With my cock dripping wet, we lay panting on the blanket. Julia was panting, and her pussy was gaping even wider. When she caught a naked man watching, she ran a finger between her pussy lips and then, shuddering, over her clitoris.
 
  “Everybody’s watching us, baby,” Julia pointed out.
 
  I put on my sunglasses to make it hard to tell where I was looking. Then, turning around, I saw that Julia was right. Virtually all the people on our part of the beach, men and women, were looking in our direction. All except a couple ten or twelve feet away who were rapidly fucking in time with another couple further down the sand, almost in the surf.
 
  Julia found it difficult to lie still. She was opening and closing her legs and her hips rose and fell as if she were still being fucked. The motion made her breasts wobble. I lay on my side watching her and gently stroking my cock, mostly hidden from view.
 
  Then a man said, “Is this a private party, or can anyone join?”
 
  Julia put her hand over her eyes to block the sun, and looked up to see who was talking. Without moving, I watched her pussy open even more, and extra juices bubbled out of her and ran down to her ass.
 
  Smiling, Julia got to her feet and stood talking to someone behind me. I noticed that her boobs seemed to have grown in the time we’d been on the nude beach, and I hardly approved.
 
  Finally, I turned, curiosity overcoming any embarrassment. Julia stood talking with a breast pressed against a good-looking, smiling man about fifteen years our senior. He had a well-developed muscular body, and he was sporting a semi-hard cock about as thick as my wrist.
 
  Making sure he knew I was her husband, Julia introduced us. I got the impression that he was wealthy, but Carl didn’t make a big show of it.
 
  Smiling, Julia and Carl talked for a long time, and it was clear that my wife was enjoying herself. I checked out the new arrivals on the beach and was about to drift off when my wife asked me an unexpected question.
 
  “Honey, would you mind if I took care of Carl’s problem for him? He’s had a hardon all this time, and he must be uncomfortable without relief.”
 
  They sat next to each other on the blanket; Julia was on Carl's other side. The first thing I saw was Carl’s fully erect cock. The second was the spreading wet spot on the blanket beneath Julia.
 
  “Okay,” I said, looking at Carl. “Do you plan to fuck my wife?”
 
  Julia smiled at me, her eyes bright, as she tried to wrap her hand around Carl’s thick erection. When her fingers weren’t long enough to touch, she laid her head on his stomach and examined his cock more closely. 
 
  She only played with it at first, occasionally caressing his equally large balls. Then Julia stretched her lips around the large head and moaned while jacking the long shaft with both hands.
 
  Carl’s stroked my wife’s swollen tits and played with her hair, something my wife loved. So Carl could sink his fingers into the hot, wet, aroused swamp of Julia’s cunt, she got to her knees and totally into sucking and stroking his cock.
 
  When my wife removed Carl’s erection from her mouth, a string of saliva hung between them. It was one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen. Until Julia, with her eyelids half closed, sat on Carl’s body and let him push his large cock inside her.
 
  I was transfixed seeing another man’s cock stretching my wife’s pussy so wide open. Soon, Carl had her on her back so he could fuck my wife from his knees. He stretched the woman I loved, moving as rapidly as he could, his cock pulling her stretched pussy in and out with each stroke. Julia moaned and groaned, lost in another world. They came together, but didn’t stop fucking, Carl’s off-white cum coated his cock.
 
  He was still hard when Julia put his cock in her mouth and lovingly licked and sucked their combined juices. The entire time, my wife was looking up at me. I’d never seen anything like it, my wife’s eyes on mine as she sucked another man’s hard cock, coated with their lovemaking.
 
  “I’m sorry, honey,” she said. “I couldn’t resist him.”
 
  I moved over to her, then on my knees, I wiped cum from her lips and kissed her mouth, which, after all, tasted a little like bleach. But I was kissing Julia, so I didn’t care. As we kissed, she fell on her back and pulled my hardon into her pussy. Julia’s bright blue eyes stayed locked with mine as we fucked.
 
  It didn’t take me long to come. I had been on the edge for some time, and the grip of my wife’s wet pussy squeezing me, and I had one of the best orgasms ever.
 
  Afterward, as I held her, we heard Carl say one word: “Wow.”
 
  Soon, we were all laughing and making dinner plans together.
 
   

 
  Chapter 4
 
   
 
   
 
  I felt so close to Julia as we walked back toward our cabin. I had a question to ask her as we walked with our arms around each other.
 
  “Are you planning to let Carl fuck you again tonight?” I tried to sound neutral, as if either answer would be fine with me.
 
  “Is that what you’d like me to do?” Julia replied.
 
  “No fair answering a question with another question,” I replied, putting us on a bench.
 
  The concrete bench we sat on was bordered on three sides by plants with immense leaves that hid us from view except from the front. The bench might have once been a spot to look out over the beach and the ocean. But over time, the plants took root, forming a semi-hidden hideaway.
 
  After we held each other and kissed, expressing our love, I held my wife at arm's length and asked, “Well?”
 
  Julia considered me for a moment before replying, “I need to ask you one question first. Would that break your rule?” I told her that it would be okay.
 
  “Let’s say I wanted it, and I let him fuck me before coming home to you.” Julia paused to gauge my reaction. “Would you still love me?”
 
  “Well, let’s look at it this way,” I began. “Right now, you have another man’s cum in your mouth, and I can’t stop kissing and loving you. So, I know that we’ll be fine.”
 
  Julia looked relieved, and I urged her to sit on my lap. My wife’s ass felt wonderful on my lap, and my cock grew harder.
 
  “Do you think he wants to fuck me again?” Julia teased me with a smile.
 
  My growing erection sent urgent signals to my brain as I pushed against her perfect bottom and kissed her. “Let’s say you and Carl do fuck again. Would you be okay with me watching?”
 
  Julia looked at me for a long moment, her arm draped around my neck. “I’m not saying for sure that fucking is going to happen, because it probably won’t. But if we did the deed, I’d want you to be there.” Pausing, she added, “Unless you don’t want to be there.”
 
  I adjusted my hardon, making it stick out through the front slit, to rest against my wife’s leg. Julia touched it and softly rubbed my erection against the criminally soft skin of her thigh.
 
  “I’d think watching your wife with another man would hurt. Don’t you?”
 
  “Oh, yes, it hurts, but not in the way you think. It’s a good hurt, and a good jealousy.” Julia looked like she was trying hard to understand, when I continued. “The hurt is because I want to be the one giving you so much pleasure, and I’m jealous of the guy inside you.”
 
  “It’s all, I don’t know, so delicious for me when my cock gets all the way hard and I’m afraid I’ll lose it and come.” I moved the crotch of her suit aside so I could push my cock inside her pussy.
 
  Julia didn’t use her hands to help me, but she spread her legs wider. Looked me in the face; her huge blue eyes were wet and excited.
 
  “You want him to take you,” I said. It wasn’t a question.
 
  Julia responded, her voice quivering, “Yes.”
 
  “You want that to happen tonight, don’t you? You want Carl to fuck you. You want him to rip your clothes off you, and do whatever he wants.” Julia’s pussy felt hot and very wet as I pushed inside her, meeting no resistance.
 
  My wife laid her forehead against my shoulder, near my ear. “Yes, I want to be fucked without a say. I want to feel Carl’s thick cock inside me again.”
 
  Breathing became difficult, and I felt something hot in my chest. We were on the edge of something exciting and dangerous. Julia’s pussy throbbed, and with a finger on her clitoris, she kissed me hard, passionately, and sucked in her breath, every muscle in her body straining as she came.
 
  A couple was walking past as my wife climaxed, and they slowed, watching, before the other woman turned to her husband to say, “Let’s do that, too.”
 
  Julia laughed silently; my erection was still deep inside her as the couple sat beside us. The husband sucked one of his wife’s small, pointy tits in his mouth. When he sucked her entire breast into his mouth, she threw her head back and held her husband’s head firmly to her chest.
 
  “Will you watch us fuck?” the woman asked. “It’s so exciting for me.”
 
  Her husband’s cock was a short, stubby thing, but he had large balls that were out of all proportion to the size of his dick. I don’t think he could get completely hard. Instead, he rubbed the small head of his cock against her clitoris and tried to fuck her. His wife seemed to enjoy all of it.
 
  As he played with her pussy, she said, “I’ve had my husband locked…in a chastity…cage,” she panted as she talked. “Locked up for a long …time … always switching him to smaller cages … I’m in …control of his hardon. I love his …tiny cock because …I made it small.”
 
  Julia and I looked at each other and shook our heads. “No.”
 
  “How long was his cock?” I asked.
 
  “Over six inches long,” she breathed.
 
  After the woman came, humping herself against her husband’s tiny cock, she immediately ordered her husband to put it back in his swimming suit. He seemed a little disappointed but mostly happy that he’d made his wife orgasm.
 
  “I control your orgasms, don’t I, dear?” she said, running her hands through his short hair.
 
  “Why do you do it?” my wife asked.
 
  “I get off controlling and owning him,” the woman answered. “Plus, he’ll never be able to cheat on me, but of course, I can fuck anyone I want. Besides, with his cock caged, he can only concentrate on pleasing me.”
 
  “Would you like me to have him go down on you? He’s very accomplished,” she said to Julia.
 
  It was as if we were thinking with one mind as I lifted my wife and put her on the bench beside me. The wife came over to sit beside me on the other side, introducing herself as Jill and her husband as Gary.
 
  Gary got to his knees between my wife’s thighs and carefully moved the crotch of her suit to one side, exposing her wet, throbbing pussy.
 
  Jill asked what we’d been doing, and I told her about fucking on the beach and about Carl. “No wonder her pussy looks like that. I wish I were eating her.”
 
  Julia overheard us talking and sighed deeply before saying, “You’ve really trained him well, Jill.”
 
  Jill turned to me. “What are you doing tonight?”
 
  “We’re having dinner with Carl,” I answered.
 
  “Oh, my,” Jill responded. “Will Julia fuck him?”
 
  “We had been talking about that,” I answered.
 
  “Oh, my god,” Julia said as she humped her pussy against Gary’s mouth and face. “He’s going to make me come.”
 
  My cock grew a little hard watching Julia suck in her stomach and push her pussy into Gary’s mouth. Her breathing stopped and was accompanied by a drawn-out groan of pleasure when her orgasm lasted a long time. After only a moment, her orgasm was followed by a second, even stronger climax.
 
  Gary sat back on his heels and stared at the pussy he’d just eaten while trying to masturbate his tiny cock using only the thumb and forefinger of one hand. He jerked wildly, and his small cock swung from side to side until he grunted, and small drops of semen collected.
 
  In our cabin, Julia lay pressed against me on the bed, shaking as if she were cold. With one leg thrown over mine, she pushed her wet pussy against my thigh. My cock stood straight up like a flagpole, the glans sticky with pre-cum. More leaked out of me when I heard my wife say, “I hope Gary takes me tonight.”
 
   

 
  Chapter 5
 
   
 
   
 
  The plan for dinner was to meet Carl at a restaurant he knew. I walked the mile or more to the parking lot and pulled our car around to our cabin to pick up Julia. There was no sign of my wife when I pulled up, so I sat in the car and waited until I grew frustrated enough to actually use the car horn, something I’d never done before.
 
  A few minutes later, Julia burst out of the cabin door, running to the car, and smiling from ear to ear as she kissed me.
 
  “Sorry I’m late, honey. I was masturbating; actually, I was gooning, and it was so good I lost track of time.”
 
  What could I say to that?
 
  “When you honked, I was just about to come, and it was going to be spectacular.” Julia reached across the console to caress my cock. “But the sound of the horn interrupted me just before the grand finale. So, now I’m so turned on and wet that any man won’t have to work very hard to get in my pants.”
 
  “Except,” I noted. “You’re wearing a very short dress.”
 
  “Do you want to know what else?” Julia pulled up the hem of her dress to illustrate her next words. “No panties!”
 
  My wife was correct: she was very wet.
 
  When we arrived, the place was so dark I thought it might be closed until I saw the slight glow of miniature lights inside and Carl waiting for us. The maître d' guided us to our booth by holding a tiny flashlight pointed downward to help us keep our footing. We only saw the other diners as dim shadows, but I heard snatches of conversation, mixed with the usual restaurant sounds, and one muffled moan.
 
  When we arrived at our booth, I could just see that it was semi-circular and in a corner of the room. Gary got in first, followed by Julia, and I slid in behind her. Once in the booth, I held my hand out in the dark until I finally located my wife, and judging by the sound of Gary’s voice, she was sitting very close to him.
 
  I tried to put my hand on my wife’s leg, but she trapped my hand with her own. I said a few words to Gary, then sat listening as the two of them talked, and held a miniature light over the shared menu. They laughed a bit and flirted with each other before handing the light and the menu to me.
 
  I scanned the sizeable leather-bound menu before ‘inadvertently’ letting the light shine briefly on my wife’s lap. My cock instantly went from flaccid to erect, the hair on my neck stood up, and I fought to keep my breathing regular.
 
  In the brief shine of the miniature light, I’d seen Julia’s spread legs, her dress pushed up, and Gary’s hand caressing my wife’s pussy. I felt more than heard her rapid breathing when I put my arm around her shoulders and slid my thumb under the thin strap holding up her dress. A moment later, I slowly pulled the strap down her arm and over her elbow. 
 
  Julia laid her head on Gary’s shoulder, and I eased her dress down to expose her breasts to my wandering hand.
 
  Julia kissed me without saying a word, and licked my lips with her tongue. My wife was hot tonight. As if to prove it, her hips started to move, and I heard the wet sound of her pussy responding to Gary’s fingering.
 
  It was too dark to see anything, so we were surprised when a female voice asked if we were ready to order something to drink. Our waitress was holding a small electronic order pad, but I couldn’t tell if it was bright enough for her to see Julia’s exposed breasts or if she even cared. I ordered drinks for both of us, knowing how quickly my wife can become drunk. Gary ordered a 25—year—old Scotch for himself, and we returned to concentrating on Julia’s body.
 
  I heard Gary whisper, “Switch,” and I moved my hand from the rigid nipple I’d been playing with to Julia’s flowing pussy. It was a shock to feel how swollen, wet, and stretched open she was. I focused on her clitoris, and my wife kissed Gary.
 
  I carefully slid under the table and, using my hand to shield the flashlight beam, crawled between my wife’s widely spread thighs. I didn’t need to spread her labia; they were already wide open, so I began eating her pussy while at the same time stroking my erection. I didn’t want to cum, but I wanted Julia to lose control.
 
  I heard them kissing, and my wife’s groans. Then Julia grabbed my hair and made small “Oh …Oh …Oh, god” noises as she pushed her pussy into my mouth. I didn’t stop licking and sucking her pussy until she came once, and then again. The second time groaning loudly into Carl’s mouth.
 
  When Julia closed her legs and fell sideways to put Carl’s cock in her mouth, I was sitting back up in the booth. Soon, our drinks arrived, and I ordered food for both of us. Carl merely ordered what we were having.
 
  Hearing movement next to me, I turned the small light back on, again using my hand to dim the glow. This time my wife was on Carl’s lap, and his fat cock was buried in her flowing pussy.
 
  I lowered my zipper again in the complete darkness and went back to jerking my erection, listening to Julia groaning next to me. The curved seat beneath me moved as they fucked, letting me feel every stroke. 
 
  They were still at it when our diners were served, and I didn’t know how the waitress missed hearing the very audible wetness of Julia’s pussy. Once more I turned on my miniature flashlight to see my wife’s arms wrapped around Carl’s neck, her eyes tightly closed as she approached orgasm.
 
  Then she froze, and I watched the base of Carl’s cock as he pumped his sperm deep inside my wife’s pussy, as Julia groaned, “Yes …Oh, god …Yes.”
 
  There was applause from the invisible circle tables near us, and even before the clapping stopped, Julia was sitting back beside me. I hoped no one could tell which table all the groaning was from. My wife laid an innocent hand on my leg but found instead my incredibly hard and worked-up hardon.
 
  “I guess you like when your wife acts like a slut?” She asked, stroking my erection.
 
  “I’m going to cum, Julia,” I quietly moaned.
 
  “Do you want to cum in my mouth?”
 
  “Y …Y ….Yes!” was all I could say. Then Julia’s hot mouth was on my erection, and that was all it took for me to explode.
 
  Given Julia’s ability to get drunk quickly, I wasn’t surprised when she decided to walk out of the restaurant carrying her dress and holding Carl’s arm. By that time our eyes had grown accustomed to the gloom, and I could see the delightful quiver of my wife’s boobs. As could nearly everyone else.
 
  Before the night was over, my wife fucked Carl again and came away with his telephone number and email address.
 
  Much later, in the cabin, I offered my still-drunk hotwife a proposition. I’d eat her well-fucked pussy if she’d tell me about her past sexual adventures. In particular, I wanted anything involving Colt.
 
  Julia had another drink to “Loosen her tongue” before she spread her legs and sat on my face. My wife’s pussy was red, swollen, and gaping open. Drops of her natural lubrication, mixed with Carl’s sperm, dripped off her engorged clitoris. I’d never seen anything sexier in my life.
 
  I started my work on her asshole, mainly because Julia loves the feel of me licking her there, and she began to talk.
 
  “We saw each other naked a lot when we were growing up,” she began. “We even took baths together, but it wasn’t until later, after I reached puberty, that I got interested. I didn’t date, but one night, almost by accident, I discovered how good it felt to rub my clit.”
 
  My cock was throbbing hard as she continued. “I used to play with myself almost every night, particularly when Colt was out on a date. When he got home, I’d want to know everything. Did they kiss? Did she use her tongue? Did he touch her boobs? I grew up perpetually horny.”
 
  “What about Colt?” I asked, my voice muffled by her pussy.
 
  “I saw Colt’s hardon once, and I remember like it was yesterday. It was so large and pale—I had to stop myself from begging to let me touch it. It was completely by accident, and he didn’t know I'd seen it. That night, I played with myself until dawn. I was totally in love with him and jealous of all those other girls.”
 
  “After that, I went out of my way to show off my body to him, but nothing ever came of it.”
 
  I went a little crazy then; my head was almost inside my wife’s pussy while I jerked off, and when she came it flooded my face.
 
  “I’ve never wanted you more than I do right now.”
 
  “Because I let my Colt see me naked?”
 
  “No, because you’re going to fuck him, and I’m going to watch.”
 
  Julia looked at me as though I were crazy. Her vivid blue eyes opened wide in shock. I could only lean in and kiss her, my lips and face covered by her juices and Carl’s cum.
 
  My wife groaned and licked my face and chin dry.
 
   

 
  Chapter 6
 
   
 
   
 
  It was a sweltering summer back home, and on most sunny weekend days, Julia could be found at the condo’s outdoor swimming pool. On Saturday evenings, we’d go out, not specifically to find a stranger to fuck my wife; not that we’d turn down the right opportunity.
 
  Julia and Carl exchanged texts and emails, usually about things they’d done or what they’d do to each other the next time they met.
 
  One night in late June, I came home from work to find Julia on the sofa, punching at her smartphone and wearing a barely there bikini. I peeked over her shoulder and saw that she was responding to a message from Carl. He’d told my wife that she made his cock hard and how he couldn’t wait to fuck her again.
 
  As Julia wrote a reply, I spread her legs, pushed her bottoms aside, and began licking her already damp pussy. The clicking sound her phone made as she typed grew faster the more I licked.
 
  I continued eating her as messages came in and went out. After some time, I heard the fake snapping noise her phone made when she used it to snap a picture.
 
  “He likes the picture I just sent,” Julia managed to get out, her head on the arm of the sofa and her hand resting on my head. “I took a shot of you going down on me, and I think he’s jealous of you.”
 
  Just then Carl called, trying to set a time to see her. Despite a sore jaw, I continued what I’d been doing as I listened to their conversation.
 
  [Julia] I loved the picture of your cock. Are you still hard? Wow, I’d like to watch you whacking off.
 
  [Carl] What would happen to you if I were to wack off?
 
  [My wife] It would definitely make my pussy wet, to start with. I’d feel a tingle in my clitty, and even my boobs would be more sensitive.
 
  [Carl] Does your husband know we’re talking?
 
  [My wife] Yes.
 
  [Carl] Is he good at eating your pussy?
 
  [My wife] Oh, yes. He’s very good.
 
  [Carl] I’m wacking off for you. Tell me what he does.
 
  [My wife] He starts by licking my asshole. I really love that because I can feel the sensations everywhere. Oh, god, he just pushed a big black dildo inside me while he sucks my clit and fucks me with the dildo. He’s going so fast.
 
  [Carl] More, tell me more.
 
  [My wife – her voice shaking] Can’t … going to cum … so good. Bye.
 
  Julia bucked so hard it was difficult to hold my tongue on her clit while I punished her pussy with the dildo. Eventually her orgasm passed, as well as her second, even more intense, climax.
 
  “I’m going to turn you into a whore.”
 
  “Will the men be as good as you?” A relaxed Julia asked me, the dildo still stretching her pussy.
 
  “Of course not. They’ll just be a warm-up, so you’ll appreciate me more.”
 
  My wife nearly broke my heart when she said, “I don’t understand why doing these things with other guys makes me love you even more?”
 
  I had no answer for her. I could only hug my wife and kiss her sensual, puffy lips. The huge, wet dildo eventually fell out of her pussy, and Julia held it to her mouth.
 
  “I really do taste pretty good,” She said after sucking the black cock. “I wonder how much better it would taste with your sperm on it, too?”
 
  Still between her legs, I laid my head on her thigh and lightly rubbed my erection. Then, without really thinking about what I was going to say, I said, “There is one thing I’d love to see, but I don’t think you’ll want to do it.”
 
  “Would it hurt me or leave marks?”
 
  I looked at her face in shock. “No, of course not.”
 
  “Would it involve a whole gang of men?”
 
  “Julia! Of course not,” then after a moment I added. “But that would be hot.”
 
  “So, tell me what it is. I might be willing to do it for you.”
 
  I’d put myself in a corner, and unless I had something else, I’d have to tell her my fantasy.
 
  “I want to watch Colt fuck you.”
 
  Julia lay perfectly still, staring up at the ceiling. After a moment, she closed and crossed her legs, blocking my view of her open and leaking pussy. I thought I’d blown it, and when she crossed her arms over her tits, I was sure I’d said the wrong thing.
 
  “I’m sorry, honey. I should have kept my mouth shut,” I tried to patch up the wound I’d most certainly caused. After all, I just asked my wife to fuck the man who was almost like a brother to her. It was wild, but probably not illegal.
 
  Without moving a muscle, Julia quietly began: “In high school, after I saw Colt’s hardon, I began fantasizing about him. It made sense; we loved each other. But not in a sexual way, more like brother and sister. We were with each other every day, and he was the only male my age I even talked to.”
 
  She paused a long time, as though picking through her memories before continuing. “I was discovering my body and what fantastic things it could do. I discovered how good it felt to, you know, touch myself or ride my pillow. I’ll explain the pillow thing some other time.”
 
  Julia moved her head and looked at me for the first time. “I hadn’t yet come. I’d touched myself and gotten all excited thinking about Colt and his cock. I wondered what it would be like with him. We were so close; it seemed the ultimate way to bond. Do I sound like a pervert?”
 
  “No, well, you may sound like a deviant, but definitely not a pervert. Will you help me make it happen?”
 
  “What do I have to do?” she asked, and I told her how it happened in my fantasy.
 
  We made love twice that night. Wild, passionate fucking, but I was convinced that half the time my wife wasn’t banging me, at least not in her head.
 
  “I’m scared,” was the first thing my wife said to me in the morning. I reassured her that there was nothing to fear if my plan worked how I thought it would.
 
  “He’ll have a choice. If he doesn’t want to do it, he can blame me and walk away,” I assured her. “If he wants to do it, he’ll walk through the door to be with you.”
 
  “When are we doing this?”
 
  “Tonight. You and I will get together at about 8:00, and I’ll either have Colt in here by 9:00, or my plan didn’t work.”
 
  A little after 8:00 that evening, Julia and I lay on the bed to make out. We were naked, except for my wife’s tiny panties. We kissed, and I caressed her breasts just the way she liked; soon she was breathing faster. When I slipped a hand under her panties, I found her pussy running freely with her excitement.
 
  I caressed her pussy through her panties and ran my finger down the length of her slit to push her panties inside her vagina. But, putting her hand on mine, she stopped me with a request I couldn’t have imagined her making.
 
  “Don’t always call it my pussy anymore, okay?”
 
  I looked up at her. I had her panties pushed as far inside her as my finger could reach. “What should I call it?”
 
  “Sometimes call her my cunt, or even my dirty cunt. Because the word’s so obscene and dirty that it turns me on to think of myself that way. Do you know how excited I am about fucking Colt? It’s so dirty that I’m about to come from thinking about it.”
 
  I pulled my finger and her panties out of her pussy—er, cunt—and lightly stroked her clitoris, which had swollen so much that it resembled a tiny cock. My wife moaned her excitement and begged me to fuck her dirty cunt. My erection was so hard it hurt. I pulled her panties aside and was about to push my cock inside her when we heard footsteps in the hall.
 
  That was my clue. I wrapped a robe around me and took Julia’s panties. After only a moment, I went out the door and into the hall just in time to meet Colt, coming out of the bathroom wearing only a towel.
 
  I stopped him and, in a somewhat nervous voice, said, “There’s a woman in there who’d like to meet you.” I pulled Julia’s soaked panties from the pocket in my robe, looked at them for a second, took a deep breath, and passed them to Colt.
 
  He held the brief panties and looked back at me before running his finger over them to feel their wetness. Then he held Julia’s dripping panties to his nose.
 
  After inhaling, he smiled and asked, “Who is she?”
 
  “All I can say is she wants me to stay and watch.”
 
  Colt sniffed the panties again, then tested their wetness with his finger and remarked, “They’re fresh.” I happened to see an erection forming under his towel. Given his size, it would have been hard to miss.
 
  I gestured toward the door and stepped aside to give him room. As he opened the door, I saw Julia lying on the bed with her head propped up on two pillows and her legs spread. It was just possible to tell that her cunt was red-rimmed and spread open. My wife was playing with her nipples.
 
  After taking a step into the room, Colt paused to take in the scene before saying, “Are you sure?”
 
  “I’ve wanted this for a long time,” Julia answered. “I’m sure.”
 
  I took hold of the back of Colt’s towel and pulled it off him, exposing a thunderous erection. Julia’s eyes opened wide, and she gracefully got on her hands and knees before beckoning him to come closer. As soon as Colt was near, my wife held his cock and licked the length of the underside of his prick before looking submissively at his face and rolling down the foreskin to spread her lips over the oversized head.
 
  Colt stroked her hair, then ran his hands down the sides of her face and her arms until he finally held her breasts. Julia groaned at his touch, and her licking and sucking of his cock and balls grew frenzied, until she rose to her knees and they passionately kissed. 
 
  My wife’s kiss was as heated as her cock sucking had been, and Colt matched her intensity, both groaning as their tongues met. Julia eased back on the bed, still kissing him and with her arm around his neck. Colt lay between Julia’s wide-spread legs, his thick, heavily veined cock resting on her clitoris.
 
  Holding my throbbing cock, I sat down in a chair to watch the beautiful couple, one of whom was my wife, come together so naturally with no fumbling or uncertainty. Each knew instinctively what the other needed.
 
  My wife was breathing rapidly, her face and chest flushed pink when she reversed their positions and climbed on top of Colt to settle her cunt on his cock. He wasn’t inside her, at least not yet. His cock lay on his stomach and pressed against the length of her slit. The giant head pushed against her clitoris, making her slide her body back and forth on his.
 
  Julia was still rubbing her cunt against his hardon when she came the first time. She was rubbing even faster, and panting when Colt slipped his cock all the way inside her pussy in one thrust.
 
  My wife cried out with pleasure as Colt's balls flattened against her, and with her hands on his chest she pushed herself upright to enjoy his complete penetration. Julia’s stomach sucked in, and she ground her hips against him as fast as she could move as one orgasm gave way to the next.
 
  I don’t know how Colt managed to hold out. I could no longer touch myself, knowing that I’d come if I did.
 
  Then Colt was on top, pushing my wife’s legs back until her knees were to her ears. He trapped them there, using his powerful hands and arms on her thighs. His wet cock glistened as he long fucked her, and she begged him to cum inside her and make them one.
 
  If Colt had been anyone else, I’d have thought I’d lost her, but I knew she’d always love the man she’d married. I’d allowed them to finally experience what they’d been aching to do for a long time.
 
  They continued to kiss, only occasionally stopping to smile at each other. Colt was still buried in my wife’s cunt when his cock became hard again, and Julia moved her hips in small circles to encourage him. This time they fucked slowly and with enormous passion. The urgency was gone, and now it was time to enjoy each other.
 
  I was surprised that almost three hours had passed when they finally came at the same time, holding each other tightly and moaning. After that, they parted hesitantly, reluctantly. My wife’s cunt was swollen, red, and so stretched it seemed possible that my fist could fit in her vagina.
 
  I moved slowly forward when Julia invited me between her legs. When I entered her, I felt the hot liquid of her cunt, and I came almost immediately, telling her how much I loved her.
 
   

 
  Chapter 7
 
   
 
   
 
  Julia couldn’t get enough of me for the next three months. We made love at least once a day and sometimes more. She even changed her wardrobe, buying shorter skirts, skimpy thongs, low-cut blouses, and dresses.
 
  We went out every weekend for her to point out men she’d like to fuck. I noticed that many of the men were tall and muscular, resembling Colt. Most were white, although occasionally she’d point out a black guy and wonder if it was true that they had huge cocks.
 
  One night at a club, it looked like a black guy was about to hit on her. But, before he did, I said, “Dance with him and make him hard.” 
 
  I stood at the bar watching in the mirror as Julia pressed herself against him, and even once reached down to touch his cock. As they danced, I often lost them in the crowd, only to suddenly glimpse my wife rubbing her body against his.
 
  They danced for a long time, and when Julia returned, it was only to pick up her purse and tell me what she’d heard was correct. He had a magnificent cock, and that I should come with her.
 
  The black guy’s booth was almost hidden from view in the darkest and deepest part of the club. Julia introduced me as her husband while sitting beside him and across from me. She introduced me to Terrell by telling him that I only cared about her pleasure and I didn’t care who gave it to her.
 
  “So y’all like to watch your woman fuck another man?”
 
  “Yes, I do,” I answered. “My wife’s pleasure is important to me.”
 
  “Well, she's been feeling my cock all night, so I’m planning to fuck her. Do you have a problem with that?”
 
  “Not as long as I can watch,” I answered excitedly, noticing my wife’s pale, white hand on Terrell’s black satin-like pants. She was caressing his cock, which looked like a long, hard tube snaking down his left pant leg.
 
  Terrell held my gaze as he reached over to pull Julia’s blouse down, exposing her bountiful breasts. My wife caught her breath, then smiled at me but did nothing to cover up. For the most part, we were in semi-darkness, but occasionally a roving spot would partially illuminate Julia, and other men noticed. Seeing them look at my wife’s tits made my cock twitch.
 
  Still looking straight at me, Terrell told my wife to pull her skirt up and sit on his lap. Julia stood and wiggled the back of her skirt up over her ass, but before she sat on Terrell’s lap, he opened his pants and pulled out an immense, floppy cock.
 
  He spread his legs and had my wife sit between them, facing me. I watched her face as he penetrated her. At first, her face showed wonder, and she rose and fell a few times before she grew concerned. Soon she was biting her lower lip, and Terrell used his hands on her hips to drive himself further inside her pussy.
 
  Then, almost by reflex, her legs opened, and I saw that Terrell had penetrated my wife to his balls. Her face showed pain, but as he moved her body so she was fucking him, her look changed. First back to wonderment, then to lust, and Terrell was now holding her breasts as Julia, her hands on his knees, fucked him as fast as she could.
 
  My wife’s pussy was stretched so far that when Terrell's cock came out, he pulled part of her cunt with it. She could not have stretched any further. I could see her swollen clitoris. Julia was looking down at herself, although I couldn’t imagine she could see much, and then she was looking at me. Her blue eyes were open wide, and her lips were moving, but no words emerged, just gasps as Terrell banged into her pussy.
 
  Soon, her gasps became constant, and her eyes closed halfway as she neared orgasm. I watched in fascination as her face and chest reddened as she came. I thought she was done, but after a moment or two, they began moving again, even faster this time as my wife bore down to rub her clitoris against him. When she came the second time, she screamed, but the sound was lost in the thunder of the sound system. Terrell’s balls appeared to be pumping his sperm deep inside my wife’s fertile pussy.
 
  After a minute, Julia swung her legs to the side and stared into Terrell’s eyes before giving him a lingering kiss. But he was done. As soon as he could, he moved out from under my wife and out of the booth. Julia moved next to me and watched Terrell disappear into the crowd.
 
  I held her arm in my hand and, without making a big deal of it, checked her pulse. It was racing.
 
  “Are you still mine?” I asked.
 
  Julia looked at me in surprise. “Of course, I love you.”
 
  “You seemed to like his cock a lot, too,” I said.
 
  “You have no idea. 
 
  In the car, Julia leaned against her door and tried to explain. “I really wanted to be fucked tonight. I wanted to be filled by a hard cock. I didn’t know it until we saw Terrell, then I felt this, I don’t know, tingle, I guess, in my clit.”
 
  “As I danced with him, the tingle spread to my arms, and my boobs, my nipples. Oh, god, I wanted someone to play with my nipples. Then I couldn’t keep from touching his hardon. I had to feel it, first with my body and then with my hands. It was so big. I’ve never had a cock so large. I knew he was going to fuck me because he told me he would. He whispered in my ear, ‘I’m going to fuck you tonight.’ Isn’t that sexy? I felt myself get wet like I had sprung a leak.”
 
  When she stopped, I asked, “Are you a size queen now?”
 
  “I wanted to be filled tonight. I wanted to be taken by a man who would fill me. Shit, I’m making myself horny again.”
 
  “Honey,” she began, her voice hesitant. “I don’t want to hurt you, but I want to sleep with Colt tonight.”
 
  I felt a quick jolt to my core. I loved knowing my wife was fucking another man, especially Colt. But I didn’t want to lose her.
 
  At the house, Julia blew me a kiss from in front of Colt’s door. I watched as she turned the doorknob and disappeared from my sight.
 
  I took my shoes off and walked silently back to where I’d last seen her and bent with my ear to the old-fashioned keyhole.
 
  “I didn’t know you had company; I’ll come back later,” my wife said.
 
  “No, wait. Haley, this is my almost sister Julia. She’s also my secret fuck-buddy,” Colt explained to a young, perky-looking brunette holding a towel in front of her nude body.
 
  “Colt! Don’t tell people I’m your ‘fuck buddy.’”
 
  “But you are, admit it, and I promise I won’t repeat the words tonight,” Colt said, barely controlling his laughter. Soon, Julia was holding her hand over her mouth in a vain attempt to hide her amusement.
 
  “Now,” Colt said, standing to show his growing erection. “Take your clothes off, and let’s have a party.”
 
  Still struggling not to laugh, my wife quickly stripped and climbed into bed with him. Haley shrugged her shoulders and dropped the towel, revealing a slender body, tanned so her stark white breasts and pussy stood out against the rest of her sun-bronzed skin.
 
  I watched as the women worked on Colt’s erection, one on each side, their lips occasionally touching. When Colt grinned at me, I smiled back and left, closing the now-open door behind me.
 
  I woke up occasionally during the night because of the noise from Colt’s room. The next morning, I was setting up the kitchen to make breakfast when Julia came down. She was wearing a see-through nightgown I’d bought her. It was a present she hadn’t worn before. Her hair was a tangled mess, as was what makeup had survived the night. She sat in a chair and watched me move about the kitchen.
 
  “Colt and Haley will be down in a few minutes,” she said. “I think Haley’s a little frightened of you.”
 
  I looked at her in some astonishment. “Why?”
 
  “Because you didn’t join us, you left, and your wife stayed.”
 
  “Does she think I’ll be jealous?” I asked.
 
  “Probably. Are you jealous?”
 
  “A little. Listen, before I forget, we need to wash the sheets today.” I said.
 
  “Colt’s sheets?”
 
  “Ours too. It seems somebody beat off on them last night.”
 
  My wife’s smile grew wider. “We got to you, didn’t we?”
 
  Before I could answer, Haley and Colt came down the stairs. Haley looked embarrassed and said she should probably go, but I pointed out I’d made breakfast for everybody. So, she had to stay long enough to eat.
 
  The three of them ate like ravenous beasts. Between forks full of food, we’d talk and enjoy ourselves. At one point I asked why they were so hungry. Hadn’t they had enough to eat the night before? The three of them looked at each other before another round of laughter broke out.
 
  “You should have stayed,” Haley said, touching my arm.
 
  Julia touched my arm from my other side, saying, “At least to watch.”
 
  “Maybe next time,” I answered.
 
  “That will be sooner than you think,” Colt offered.
 
   

 
  Chapter 8
 
   
 
   
 
  Alone, for now, Julia began. “I don’t know what to do; you know I love you, and you also know I love Colt. But things have become so complicated.”
 
  I kept my mouth shut and heard her out. We were sitting at the kitchen table, drinking coffee. Other than us, the house felt empty. My wife was wearing an old pair of blue pajamas with little white teddy bears.
 
  I was wearing cutoff jeans and a T-shirt. This was supposed to be a relaxed, get-things-done sort of day, and here it was. It was the least relaxing subject I could think of, so I took the coward’s way out.
 
  “What do you want to do?” I asked.
 
  “I have multiple answers to that question, depending on how horny I am and if I’m around you. For instance, ideally, I’d like to be your wife and occasionally spend the night with Colt. Maybe, sometimes, Haley would go down on me while you watched, and you’d fuck me to heaven afterward,” she said with a tentative smile.
 
  “Sounds workable,” I said.
 
  “At other times,” my wife looked away from me, her face settled into sadness. “At other times,” she said again. “I’d like to be with Colt all the time, as impossible as that is.”
 
  “Why’s it impossible?” I asked. My voice choked with emotion.
 
  Julia’s laugh was soft and ironic. “Because he’s too much of a horndog.”
 
  “Julia, honey, dear wife, I’ve never told you this, but I think it’s time you knew,” I said.
 
  “Knew what?” I could see she was getting ready to snap at me.
 
  “You’re a horndog, too.”
 
  At first, Julia glared at me, but then her blue eyes cleared, and she laughed. I love the sound of my wife’s laugh.
 
  “Tell me,” I asked. “When did you develop a taste for pussy?”
 
  “Last night,” she answered.
 
  “Was it as good as I’ve always said?” And we wrapped our arms around each other.
 
  “Oh, yes,” she answered with an evil grin. “I wouldn’t want it instead of cock, but it makes a nice compliment.”
 
  “Speaking of cock,” she said, her hand trailing down to squeeze my growing erection. “I’m ready if you’d like a good morning ride?”
 
  I dropped my cutoffs and sat on my chair as a now naked Julia straddled my lap and lined my cock up with her pussy. I penetrated her wet cunt easily as she lowered her weight.
 
  My wife’s pussy felt different, and not only because she was so wet that I met no resistance. I put my hands on her ass and, for the first time in our marriage, eased a finger into her asshole.
 
  Julia moaned loudly in my ear before saying, “You’ve never done that before.”
 
  I felt my cock moving inside her vagina with the finger in her ass. “Do you like it?”
 
  “Yes,” she moaned. “Don’t stop.”
 
  My wife was hugging me tightly while she pushed her ass against my finger. I used a second finger to scoop up more of her lubrication and added it to her backside.
 
  Julia stopped moving for a moment to savor the feeling before growling and fucking me almost too fast for me to keep up. Using my finger in her ass to feel my cock sliding inside her vagina was incredibly erotic.
 
  I warned her that I was about to cum with only a moment to spare. Then I was pressing my fingers against my exploding cock through the thin membrane separating her ass from her vagina. My wife hugged my head to her chest, between her breasts, and screamed her own orgasm.
 
  We sat on the chair, breathing hard and too exhausted to move until we heard someone clapping from the entryway. Julia craned her head around to see who it was as I peeked under her arm. Colt was grinning widely at us.
 
  I pulled on my cutoffs, and Julia took my place sitting on the chair as Haley pushed past me and knelt before my wife. She had an intent look, but Julia just smiled and spread her legs. A moment later I was watching Haley use her long flat tongue to clean my wife’s pussy. Despite all that had happened in the previous twelve hours, Julia was soon moaning, her fingers buried in her own hair as she lost herself to the sensations.
 
  “I always knew my wife enjoyed sex, but this is amazing,” I said to Colt, who was stroking his reviving erection.
 
  “I’m going to fuck her,” he said. “Julia. Why don’t you take care of Haley?”
 
  At that moment, I wanted an erection more than anything else, but I’d already given Julia my all.
 
  “I don’t have it,” I said. “But I have an idea. Bring them into the living room.”
 
  I pulled a blanket off the sofa and spread it on the floor. When Colt escorted the women in, Julia was playing with his cock. I directed her onto the blanket on her back.
 
  Then Colt was between her wide-spread legs, and as he pushed his thick cock inside my wife, I had Haley sit on Julia’s face. My wife had no choice but to lick the pussy in front of her as he jackhammered her well-used pussy.
 
  My cock was hard enough to jack as first Haley came, flooding my wife’s face with her excitement, followed by a bellow from Colt as he swamped Julia’s pussy with his sperm. 
 
  Julia and I were ready as I took Colt’s place on the blanket. I felt like I had barely penetrated my wife’s flowing cunt when we came. Our lips locked together as Julia shared the taste of Haley’s pussy.
 
  Afterward, I fixed more breakfast for us, and we sat around the table, drinking coffee and talking. It turned out that Haley taught at an elementary school and had always considered herself gay. That is, until she met Colt.
 
  “I guess I’m bi,” she finally announced.
 
  My wife leaned her head on Haley's shoulder and said, “Either is good for me.”
 
   

 
  Chapter 9
 
   
 
   
 
  Later that same day, Julia took a long, hot bath while I worked at the computer. I was wrapping up when she walked into our home office wearing only a towel.
 
  “Would you believe that my pussy is swollen and sore?” She asked me.
 
  “That’s what happens when it’s ridden hard and put away wet,” I said without looking up.
 
  My wife was silent for a long moment before replying, “I never knew where that expression came from.”
 
  “Happy to help,” I said.
 
  She walked behind my chair and put both hands on my shoulders. She’d been using one hand to hold her towel, and I wondered if she’d let the towel drop to the floor when she spoke quietly in my ear.
 
  “Can we hold off having more adventures for a week or two?”
 
  “Is your pussy really that sore?” I asked, concerned as I turned to look at her. I was right; the towel was on the floor at her feet.
 
  “It is, but that’ll only last for a day or two, and I want to concentrate on my husband for a while.” She said this while leaning forward to trap my face between her spectacularly firm tits.
 
  “Besides, there’s nothing wrong with my mouth. You know, if you’re interested in that sort of thing.”
 
  I kissed both breasts, saying, “I am truly interested in that sort of thing.” Before kissing her swollen lips, I said, “But only if you let me return the favor when you’re all healed, of course.”
 
  “Your kisses might help me heal faster.”
 
  “I’m here for you, babe.”
 
  The next day, I was back at work. Colt was busy trying to find a job and even had a couple of interviews lined up. I had no idea where Haley was, and Julia planned to spend the day running errands.
 
  Even though I hadn’t been away for very long, catching the train into the city and returning to work still seemed strange. There were the usual meetings and individual conversations, but my mind kept returning to the past week. It was like the time with my new wife was real, and returning to my usual routine wasn’t.
 
  I could not stop remembering my wife’s face as Colt penetrated her. There was something wrong in this, of course, but the two made a perfect pair, and Julia had climaxed so much harder and longer with him than she had with me. It was as though my wife were in an orgasmic world of her own, unconnected to anything outside herself as he slowly withdrew his long, thick prick, turning her pussy inside out.
 
  My cock started to grow hard as I remembered Julia’s pussy still spread open and throbbing after being fucked by him. His cum ran out of her, and her clitoris was swollen and pulsating.
 
  I sent my wife a text message:
 
  [Me] I’m getting hard remembering how your pussy looked after you were fucked by Colt.
 
  A few minutes later, a picture arrived from my wife showing just her pussy held wide open by the fingers of both hands. Her message said:
 
  [Julia] Now that’s all I can think of. Would you like to see it again?
 
  [Me] Yes!
 
  [Julia] I think you’d rather watch me being fucked than fuck me yourself. You know, you can do both.
 
  [Me] I’d like that, but somehow I’d have to not cum from watching.
 
  [Julia] I’m honored, but let’s see what we can do.
 
  [Me] I’m yours to command.
 
  [Julia] I know.
 
  I was sitting at my desk, admiring the picture my wife had sent, but I was not paying enough attention when Rusty came up behind me.
 
  “Holy shit, you’re looking at porn at work? Wait, that’s a text message. Some woman sent you a picture of her twat. Does Julia know? Wait, fuck all, that’s your wife, isn’t it?” I could feel Rusty drooling on my neck. I quickly closed my phone, but I was not fast enough.
 
  “You know what you should do?” Rusty asked, taking a seat and planting his size 14 shoes on my desk.
 
  “Please tell me,” I said sarcastically.
 
  “You should invite me to come visit. Does your wife like big cocks?”
 
  “Jesus, Rusty, what a question. That’s my wife you’re talking about.”
 
  “It’s simple, man. Either she does, or she doesn’t, and if she does like big cocks, she should meet me.” 
 
  “Now,” I said. “You’re going to tell me about your dickie?”
 
  “It’s no dickie,” I knew that while Rusty couldn’t be insulted, he did appear touchy about the term ‘dickie.’ “My weapon is fierce and about the size of my shoe.”
 
  I couldn’t stop myself from glancing at his huge shoes resting on my desk and his legs crossed at the ankles.
 
  “Come on, it’ll be fun. We’ll have a few drinks, and I’ll somehow arrange for Julia to see it. I’ll make it look innocent, and we’ll see what she does.”
 
  “And,” I began. “Why would I want to do this to my wife?”
 
  “Because of the bet,” Rusty said. “I’ll bet $100 to your $1 that she’ll want a closer look. Either right away, or she’ll call me a few days later.”
 
  “That’s not enough,” I said. “$1,000 to my $10, and you have to fuck my wife within seven days.”
 
  “That’s tough,” he said before I flashed Julia’s picture at him again. “But I’ll do it. What kind of proof do you need?”
 
  “Either I watch, or you take a convincing picture showing her face,” I replied.
 
  I looked at Rusty’s blotched and sweaty face as we shook hands and wondered what I’d spend the money on.
 
  Two weeks later, Rusty came up with an excuse to come to our house.
 
   

 
  Chapter 10
 
   
 
   
 
  When I answered the door, I saw Rusty wearing shorts that were too small, and I immediately understood his plan. His cock was visible as a solid tube running across the front of his short pants. 
 
  I introduced him to Julia and saw her eyes fall to his crotch. Rusty handed me the papers he had brought as an excuse for his visit and made to leave, but my wife stopped him and invited him to stay for a minute.
 
  I watched in amazement as she offered him a seat on the sofa and took a chair to his right so she could look at Rusty’s large dick as he sat spread-eagle. I excused myself to take the important papers to my home office. Once there, I sat quietly and listened to them talk.
 
  Julia asked Rusty if he wanted anything to drink, and he said he’d love some of my 25-year-old Scotch, and my wife said she’d join him. They talked and drank several shots of my Scotch.
 
  Julia asked Rusty what he did at the office and if he was married. He’s not, and what he did for fun—all relatively harmless topics. Julia was beginning to slur her words, and when she said.
 
  “You must have a lot of girlfriends. I bet they can’t resist you.”
 
  “I date some, but nobody in your league,” Rusty said, and I was sure that was the truth.
 
  “I’m just an old married woman, Rusty.”
 
  “You’re not old, but you are certainly all woman,” Rusty said. “If you’ll excuse me for being forward. I’d give almost anything for a day with you.”
 
  “Well, maybe we can spend some time together in the future. Maybe if you gave me a call …” My wife’s voice grew so soft I couldn’t make out the words.
 
  I heard the faint rumble of Rusty’s voice, but again, no words. Then Julia yelled that Rusty was leaving. However, I didn’t hear the front door close for several minutes.
 
  I was nervous when I sat down with Julia. “Rusty is not to be trusted,” I said by way of opening. “I’ve worked with him and listened to his bullshit long enough to know you can’t believe anything he says.”
 
  Julia gave me that look that said, “I pity you.” But what she actually said was, “Even when he says I’m beautiful?”
 
  “Even a stopped watch is right twice a day,” I responded. “You’re not planning on seeing him, are you?”
 
  “I haven’t decided yet.” Julia gave me a frank look. “But I’ll be sure to let you know when I decide.”
 
  I felt a painful ache in my chest. It was so heartbreaking that I pressed my palm against it. Julia’s expression didn’t change; I could read nothing in her eyes.
 
  “Would you tell me what he said to you?” I asked.
 
  “He said you’d do exactly what you’re doing.”
 
  “Did he tell you about the picture?” I asked.
 
  “He told me you showed it to him, and even when he resisted, you made him look.”
 
  “That’s not how it happened at all,” I said, offended.
 
  “He said you’d deny it.”
 
  “Honey, I’m your husband; you’ve known me for years. You just met Rusty. How can you believe him over me?”
 
  “I don’t know, he’s very persuasive.” Then she added, “He managed to tell me how large his cock is, and from what I could see, it looked imposing.”
 
  When I tried to call Julia from work the following week, her cell phone line was busy, and even if my wife were talking with someone else, she’d always take my calls. I strolled past Rusty’s cubicle on my way to the restroom, only to see Rusty on the telephone, with his head down as he faced away from the hallway.
 
  That night, I asked Julia if she’d been talking to Rusty today. Her face grew red, and she had a hard time looking at me before finally admitting they’d talked on the phone.
 
  “But, honey,” she said. “He got me so turned on.”
 
  “How did that happen?” I asked, surprised, although I could have guessed.
 
  “We talked, and the conversation got dirtier, and he dared me to touch myself and tell him about it.”
 
  “So, you did.”
 
  “Yepers, I did it. I told him how it felt to stroke my clitty, how wet I was, and how I dreamed of big cocks.”
 
  “Did he tell you more about his big dick?”
 
  “Oh yes, he was very crude about it. He said he wanted to fuck my cunt until I screamed.”
 
  “What did you say?” I asked her.
 
  “That’s when I almost came.” Julia held herself with crossed arms. “I’m sorry, baby, but I want to fuck him.”
 
  I sat in the chair where I usually watched football and looked over at Julia. “I’m letting my dislike of the man color my thinking,” I said. “What you do has always been up to you, so what’s your plan?”
 
  “I’d like you to watch and help if he gets out of hand, but I don’t want him to see you,” Julia explained. “Which means hiding in the closet or something like that.”
 
  “I have a better idea,” I said. “The new hotel near the office is the Grand Something or Another. You’ll book two rooms with a connecting door so you can take him to one room, and I can spy from the other.”
 
  “I already said something about next Friday,” Julia said, blushing.
 
  “You might want to get on the phone and book the rooms,” I said as Julia got on her computer to look up the number.
 
  “Rooms 2408 and 2410 are booked in both your name and mine,” she told me a few minutes later. “I’ll check in before I meet Rusty in the bar, and you check in to 2410 even earlier,” Julia said, beaming. She’d gotten what she wanted.
 
  “And they’re running a special because business is slow, so we have the rooms for the entire weekend,” Julia said as she fiddled with my belt. “This has me so turned on that I need my husband, and I want him right now.”
 
  In the bedroom, we faced each other. “Rusty won’t be gentle,” I said. “At least, that’s my impression. So, wear something you don’t care about.”
 
  “Okay,” she said.
 
  “Also, just in case, use a lubricant before you meet him.”
 
  “I think I’ll be so turned on it won’t matter,” she answered.
 
  I couldn’t predict what things would be like on Friday, but my wife was dripping wet thinking about it. I felt a variety of emotions. I was undoubtedly aroused; my throbbing hardon testified to that, but I was also apprehensive and nervous. I’d stay that way for the entire week.
 
   

 
  Chapter 11
 
   
 
   
 
  Rusty avoided me at the office, no doubt thinking he would be banging my wife behind my back, and he didn’t want to give anything away.
 
  Julia was a raging forest fire of sexual need. She wanted to fuck in the evenings and the mornings. It wasn’t unusual for her to want to go down on me as soon as I walked in the door after work.
 
  After the first two days, I called a halt. “I want you to be as horny as possible for Friday,” I explained to her. “So, you can suck my cock for a few more days, and you can edge, but you aren’t allowed to cum.”
 
  “I’ve been edging since you left for work this morning,” Julia told me on Wednesday. “I’m so horny my hands are shaking.”
 
  It was true; her hands were shaking, and I could feel her heart pounding as she held herself against me. Her hips were moving in little circles, dragging her clitoris against the zipper in my pants.
 
  “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” I asked her.
 
  As she pulled away from me, she said, “I really need to cum. My pussy is throbbing all the time, and my clitoris actually hurts.”
 
  On Friday, I checked into the Grand Hotel mid-afternoon, carrying both of our bags. Once in room 2410, I put everything away, including Julia’s bathroom things by the sink. I made sure the door connecting to room 2408 was unlocked and took a nap.
 
  At about 5:00, the connecting door to Julia’s room opened, and she stepped inside, catching me eating a sandwich from room service. She looked around the room, checked the bathroom, and stole a French fry from my plate.
 
  “Nice setup you got here,” she said, munching on her fry. Turning, she stripped off her office clothing and began dressing in the things I’d brought for her. Once again dressed, I checked her out.
 
  Julia wore a mini dress without panties and a flimsy, see-through blouse with only three buttons. Leaving her bra on the bed, she changed to four-inch heels, replacing her practical work shoes. When my wife bent to kiss me before leaving, her blouse gapped open so far I was able to reach inside and fondle her breast. My wife’s nipple was already rigidly erect, and she moaned as I stroked it.
 
  A year or so earlier, Julia had told me how she’d once been able to orgasm just from playing with her nipples. I had no reason but to believe her then and now.
 
  “I’m meeting him for drinks downstairs, then whatever happens, happens,” she told me. “Remember to be quiet, no matter what you see or hear.”
 
  She didn’t fully close the connecting door on her side, and I lay on the bed to watch television and read. I was dozing off three hours later when I heard the door to room 2408 open, followed by the sound of my wife’s drunken giggle.
 
  “Rusty,” she slurred, “Wait until we’re inside before you start taking my clothes off.”
 
  “I want to see your naked ass,” Rusty’s voice sounded hard. “You’ve been cock teasing me for hours.”
 
  “Is that what I’ve been doing? While you kept moving your hands up my leg at a public bar?” My wife didn’t sound upset.
 
  “I was looking for your cunt.”
 
  Julia didn’t take offense at the ‘c’ word; instead, she asked him, “Did you find her?”
 
  “Yeah, shit, I even got my finger in her, and she felt all warm and wet,” he was growling. “Now I want to fuck her.”
 
  “Wait …wait, Rusty,” my wife said. I was at the door looking into a narrow slice of her room. “I don’t want to rush anything. Let’s take our time and enjoy each other.”
 
  “We can do that the third time I screw you.” I watched as Rusty took hold of my wife, trapping her arms to her body as he reached around to unzip her skirt. Julia flapped her hands uselessly as her skirt dropped to puddle around her heels, leaving her naked from the waist down.
 
  Rusty pressed his mouth to Julia’s as his hand snaked between her thighs, and a thick finger disappeared inside her. My wife’s eyes opened wide and then drooped almost closed as she kicked off the discarded skirt and spread her legs further apart.
 
  “You like this, don’t you, Mrs. Wilson?” Rusty teased. “You like me finger fucking your married cunt, don’t you?”
 
  Julia only groaned.
 
  “You like cheating on your neetle-dicked husband, don’t you?” It wasn’t my imagination; my wife was moving her pussy against his fat hand. “Go ahead, unbutton my pants, and feel a real man’s cock.”
 
  Julia moaned and followed his instructions. The next thing I knew, she was looking down at her hand with a mixture of shock and surprise. Rusty’s cock lay across her palm, only half erect and massive. Even partially hard, his cock was too fat for my wife to close her fingers around and long enough that what looked like several inches of cock hung off her hand.
 
  While Julia stroked him in awe, he ripped her blouse open, causing the buttons to fly off and squeezing her exposed breasts. “Is it larger than needle-dick’s?”
 
  Without taking her eyes off his immense cock, she nodded her head, saying, “Yes, it’s much bigger. I want to suck it.”
 
  “Who am I to stop a lady from sucking my dick?” Rusty said, taking one hand from her exposed tit, placing it on the top of my wife’s head, and pushing her to her knees.
 
  As my wife took the head of his cock in her mouth, Rusty removed his shirt, exposing his hairy chest and prominent beer belly. I wondered how long it had been since he’d seen the inside of a fitness center.
 
  Rusty didn’t waste any time after that; with his stomach wobbling before him, he followed Julia to the bed, where he ripped off the remainder of her blouse, freeing her wildly bouncing tits. My wife was breathing faster, her face red.
 
  Julia was being taken just the way she had imagined it.
 
  Rusty roughly spread her legs apart, took a long lick of her pussy to make sure she was wet, and jammed his cock inside her vagina. He wasn’t at all gentle. It was as though he hated her and was punishing her with his club-like dick.
 
  My wife groaned that his cock was too big and he was hurting her, which only made him fuck her faster and harder. After a moment, Julia groaned loudly and started to fuck him back.
 
  Rusty stopped moving momentarily and watched my wife fucking herself on his obscenely large cock. When he took over again, his hands were on her hips, and he pulled his cock out as far as possible without losing contact with her cunt, before slamming himself home, time after time until Julia screamed that she was cumming.
 
  When Rusty pulled his cock out of my wife for the final time, she was face down on the bed, and a glob of his white cum slowly oozed out of her and ran down to the bed. When Julia collapsed face down on the bed, she was sweat-covered with her chest heaving and Rusty beside her.
 
  My erection had subsided; I suppose the sight of Rusty smothering my wife was not enough stimulation to keep me going. I quickly dressed; if Julia wanted to spend time in bed with me later, I would take off my clothes for her.
 
  A few moments later, there was a loud noise from the hallway, and the doorknob to room 2408 rattled as someone pounded on the door.
 
  “What the fuck?” Rusty was getting to his feet as Julia wrapped the white sheet from the bed around herself.
 
  I narrowed the gap in the door, but I could still see Rusty looking out the small peephole when the door suddenly crashed inward, hurtling him into the wall and knocking him to the floor.
 
  Colt thundered through the opening, looking like something out of Viking mythology. He looked around the room, barely glancing at Julia before grabbing Rusty by the hair, his hand coming away with a brown toupée, leaving Rusty bald, with a pathetic rim of dirty gray hair. Frustrated, Colt threw the hairpiece at Rusty, who caught it and tried to put it back on, only to get it sideways on his hairless dome.
 
  Then Colt grabbed his victim by his bare ankles and started dragging the larger man toward the balcony’s sliding glass doors. Julia watched with scared blue eyes as Colt flung the door open, dragging a loudly protesting Rusty through the drapes and onto the balcony floor.
 
  By the time Julia and I got there, Colt had Rusty half over the railing and was trying to grab the naked man’s wildly kicking legs to finish the job of dropping him to the ground twenty-four stories below.
 
  “Colt, stop,” Julia ordered. 
 
  “Why?” he asked, turning toward Julia only to see me sitting comfortably in one of the balcony chairs. “What’s he doing here?”
 
  Rusty tried to wiggle around so he could see as well. “Who’s here?”
 
  Colt just said, “Shut up.”
 
  “He’s been filming the whole thing,” Julia said with a smile. “We’ve got Rusty raping me on film.”
 
  “I never!” Rusty protested.
 
  “Shut up!” they shouted in unison.
 
  “It was a setup,” Colt said, suddenly realizing, and in his excitement he let go of Rusty’s left leg.
 
  I rushed from my chair, thinking it was already too late. Rusty squealed like a little girl, but Colt managed to get his large hand around the wildly kicking left ankle to haul Rusty back over the railing.
 
  Rusty landed on the patio in a fat, sweaty lump; his face bright red, while he urinated. We all knew where that had gone when he was upside down. Julia moved away from him in disgust.
 
  After that episode, Rusty was done. He avoided me at work and was terrified of my wife. Even at company events, Rusty made a point of being elsewhere when she was around.
 
  After a while, I returned to my room and crawled into bed while they talked in room 2408. I awoke with a start when Julia crawled into bed with me hours later.
 
  “Would you fuck me if my pussy was filled with Rusty’s cum?” she asked with a smile on her face.
 
  “Of course,” I said, trying to hold her close.
 
  “Would you fuck me if I also had Colt’ cum inside me?”
 
   

 
  Epilogue
 
   
 
   
 
  Julia restricts her hotwife games to our vacations now, but that hasn’t made them any tamer. As she’s reached her sexual peak, my wife wants more sex than ever before.
 
  “You don’t understand what it’s like for women,” she told me one day. “We get blue balls too. They’re different naturally because it’s all about the clit. If it’s been too long or not very good, I can feel the need, and I get so horny my clit will ache, and then it’ll hurt. Even masturbation doesn’t help enough. I need a man!”
 
  Colt found a good job and moved into his own place. To everyone's surprise, he decided to get married and settle down. For a long time, I thought that he and Julia were no longer fucking until I put two and two together.
 
  Colt’s long lunches only happened on days when my wife had gone shopping while I was at work. There were always fresh sheets on the bed when I got home and the smell of sex.
 
  “You know, I wouldn’t mind watching you fucking Colt. I can take a long lunch, too,” I told her.
 
  Julia looked at me, then smiled. “I’ll ask him if he minds an audience.”
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