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“Tom, what time are the guys arriving?” Liz called from upstairs. 
“Any minute!” I called back as I finished setting up the table. Me and a group of buddies played a poker game every month and tonight was my turn to host. It was a friendly game and we looked forward to it. Each guy put down $50 and we’d just drink and catch up. Normally my wife, Liz, would make herself scarce when it the guys came over to play, but she had forgotten we were due to play at our place tonight and hadn’t made any plans. 


“Okay,” she said, coming into the dining room. She walked over and stood on her tip toes to kiss me on the cheek. “I’m gonna run to the gym, but I’ll be back soon." 
Liz kept in great shape and normally tried to get to the gym at least four times a week. She was younger than me by a few years and, despite my trying, I’d never been able to keep up with her workout, so I stopped going with her and left her to her own thing. 


We had been married for five years and she was still just as beautiful now as when we first met. She was petite, with long auburn hair and curves in all the right places. Her yoga pants and crop top showed off her toned, well looked after figure and perfect breasts. I stared at her ass for a second as she walked into the kitchen. Damn, she was sexy. 


I looked at my phone to check the time. “Shit!” I cursed, seeing a missed call and a couple of messages. “Ted and Kev have both cancelled for tonight,” I told Liz as she looked at me, puzzled. 


“Oh that's a shame,” Liz said. “Listen, honey, I need to go; I'm meeting Stacy,” she explained as she kissed me on the cheek and then headed to the door. “See you soon!” 


I sighed as I cracked open a beer. Hopefully the others could still make it, but Kev took me out in a single hand last game and I wanted a chance to take my money back. I finished stacking the chips and gave Stuart a call to check he was still coming. 


“Hey dude,” he answered, “sorry I'm late- I had to swing by and grab Joey. The guy’s a fucking liability!” I heard Joey protesting in the background. 
“Ignore him,” Stuart told me, “I was on time and he kept me waiting while he did his make up or some shit- anything he tells you different is a fucking lie!” 


“Well don't worry about rushing,” I told him, “the others have bailed so it's just us.” 


“Easy pickings,” Stuart teased, “that sucks, but make sure the brews are cold; we’ll be there in 5,” he said, hanging up. 


15 minutes later, the doorbell rang. I drained the last of the bottle of beer I'd been working on and went to let them in. 
"Hey, Tom- sorry we're late!" Stuart said as he walked in, followed by Joey. 
We had all been friends since high school and so even though we were all different people now, it was good to catch up over the card game every month. Stuart and Joey were the only ones not married now. We'd all gone off into separate fields. Stuart was the most different to the rest of us- he worked as a personal trainer at a couple of gyms and I don’t think he’d ever had a girlfriend for more than a month, changing them regularly as he got bored. He was, objectively speaking, something of an asshole, and it was a running joke that he would never grow up. ‘What? And be like you boring fucks?’ He always replied. 
Joey was reserved and had only had one girlfriend that I was aware of. They were together throughout college and I’m not sure what happened with them- we figured he would settle down when he met the right girl, but he sure didn’t enjoy Ted’s attempts to set him up with his friends. 


“So, why are those jerkwads not playing tonight,” Stuart asked, cracking open a beer. “Scared they’ll lose their money to me again?” 


"You won once, about a century ago,” Joey said, taking off his coat. “Everything okay with them?” He asked me. 


“Yeah, I think so,” I told them, “Ted had babysitter issues with Marie out of town. Kev didn’t say- just said he needed to cancel and he was sorry,” I shrugged. 


We took our seats and I dealt the cards. For about an hour we shot the shit, caught up on what was going on with each other. Joey was talking about a project at work. He worked in IT and I didn’t really follow any of it. Stuart was talking about the dates he’d been on, as usual. We didn’t bite and encourage him and Stuart complained often that we were ‘boring as fuck’, clearly disappointed that the audience for his stories of his sexual exploits was smaller tonight, but it was all good spirited and we were having a good time. 


With only three of us, the hands didn't last long, and by the time I heard Liz’s car pull into the driveway I had almost cleared both of the guys out. It was a friendly game, but even so, it always felt good to take their money. Liz came into the dining room, still wearing her gym clothes. Both Stuart and Joey’s eyes scanned her in the skin tight clothing and they were clearly appreciative of the view. I felt a quick pang of jealousy or over-protectiveness as I saw them both staring. Joey turned away quickly, red faced, but Stuart let his eyes linger on Liz’s breasts, her nipples visible through her top. 


“Hey guys! How’s the game going?” She asked cheerily. “Looks like my husband is doing well!” 


“He’s a lucky son of a bitch,” Stuart murmured, still staring at her. 


“Good! That means he can take me somewhere nice,” she said, leaning over to kiss me on the cheek and then leaving the room to head upstairs for a shower. Everyone, including me, watched her leave. 


“Dude, she is so hot!” Stuart said as Joey dealt the cards, “she has fucking great tits!” 


“Shut up, Stuart; that’s the man’s wife,” Joey cut in before I could respond. Joey still looked sheepish that he had been ogling Liz. I glanced at my cards - four spades - and raised. 


“I know,” Stuart protested, calling, “it was a compliment. Fuck knows how a chump like you landed a chick like that,” he nodded in my direction. 


Joey had to go all-in to call the raise. We threw our cards in and Joey dealt the replacements. 
“Liz is pretty great,” I agreed. Another spade, I bet. 


“Great?” Stuart asked, “dude if I had a woman like that, I wouldn’t let her leave the house!” He said, re-raising all in. I called. 


Stuart confidently flipped over three queens. 
“Read ‘em and weep, sucker” he said. 
I laid out my flush one by one, and he slapped his hand on the table in frustration. Joey simply placed his cards into the muck. 
“Nice hand,” he said. 
“Beers on this asshole,” Stuart said, standing to hand out new bottles of Bud. I hesitated, but took it. We’d been drinking pretty hard since we had so much beer, but it was still early. Liz walked back into the dining room wearing a pair of tight jeans and a loose linen shirt, you could clearly make out her pink bra beneath it. 


“All done?” She asked, getting herself a beer and sitting on my lap, draping her arm around my shoulder. 


“Yeah, Tom’s taken it all,” Joey said gesturing to the pile of chips in front of me. 


"That's what I like to hear!” Liz exclaimed kissing me on the lips. We all laughed. 


“Looking good, Liz,” Stuart complimented. “Let me know if you ever want me to give you a training session- free for good friends,” he said with a big smile. 


“Yeah, thanks,” Liz said, but I don't think kettle bells and cross fit are gonna work for me,” she joked. 


“Hey, I've trained my fair share of women,” Stuart defended. 


“I'm sure you have,” Liz winked, prompting more laughter from the table. I knew it was just lighthearted fun, but something about the way Stuart had been looking at Liz and the way she shifted on my lap as she drained her beer almost in one, as his eyes flicked to her breasts again, gave me a flash of jealousy, but also a tingle of excitement. ‘Maybe it’s just the beer’, I thought. 


“So, what's the plan? It doesn't look like you guys managed to get through much of the booze,” she gestured to the still more than half full bucket of beers. “How about another game, just for fun?” She suggested, “you can teach me to play.” 


“Poker is lame without some stakes,” Stuart complained, “how about we throw another $20 down? Give me a chance to get my own back on you,” he said to me. 


“No way,” Joey held his hands up in protest, “the luck I'm having tonight, I'll lose it all.” 


“And I don't even know the rules,” Liz added, standing to get herself another beer. 


“We can teach you what to do,” Stuart said confidently, “how about strip poker, then,” he said a grin on his face. The table shunted slightly and from the look Stuart shot across at him, I guessed Joey just kicked him. I looked at Liz, about to say ‘absolutely not’, if she didn't say it first. I don't know why I checked first, but instead of her being pissed, as I'd expected, she was just staring at me- smiling with her eyes. She was open to it. 


There was the excitement again, I looked in my beautiful wife's eyes and saw intrigue and - maybe I imagined - arousal. She brought her beer to her lips, as though she was telling me ‘I'm not going to say anything; this one is on you.’ The entire unspoken conversation happened in a couple of seconds, but it felt like minutes. 


“No way I'm drunk enough to risk giving you an excuse to drop your shorts,” Joey spoke up, saving me from my dilemma. “How about we play for shots. Loser takes a shot?” He suggested. 


“I like it!” Liz answered quickly and ran into the kitchen. 


“What the fuck is your problem,” Joey spat quietly as Stuart while she was gone. “Tom, I'm sorry, man,” he apologised to me. I realised I'd barely said a word when Stuart was being a creep to my wife and I felt defensive. 


“Hey, I'm just being friendly, bro,” Stuart said. “Tom knows I don't mean anything by it, right?” He asked me. 


“Yeah, it's fine,” I said quietly, surprising myself. I found myself irritated with Joey. For what? He was being a good friend. Because he was stepping in before me? Or because I liked imagining Liz was enjoying the attention? But was I imagining it? “She doesn't mind,” I said. 


Liz returned from the kitchen with a bottle of tequila I'd forgotten about and the only 2 shot glasses we owned. 
“Can't do shots of beer,” she said challengingly. 
Stuart clapped his hands. “My kind of woman!” He shouted. 


“Hey, we've been drinking for a couple of hours,” I said, “you've only had one…” 


“And a half!” She interrupted, in a fake whine. 


“Still,” I said, “doesn't seem fair, babe.” Liz gave me a wicked grin, then poured two shots and downed them both, staring unblinking into my eyes, then raising her hands above her head in celebration revealing her toned stomach as the shirt she was wearing rose. Stuart whooped and Joey laughed. She chased the liquor with the rest of her beer. 
“Blech,” she said, sticking out her tongue and shaking her head vigorously. 


“Good effort,” Joey commended, picking up the cards and shuffling. Liz sat next to me and I cleared the chips away. We explained the rules and she pulled up a list of the hands on her phone as we played a couple of dummy hands so she could see it in action. Then we were ready to play for real. 


Over the next hour, we had a good time- I don’t know that anyone won or lost more than anyone else and by the time half the tequila was gone, we had all taken a few shots. Throughout, I noticed that Stuart was extra celebratory when Liz lost and had to take a shot, but that the same was true when Stuart lost and had to drink, too. Liz would cheer and laugh, saying that she was getting her own back for his glee when she had lost. 


I found myself looking for secret meanings in their joy. I started to question myself; it was just a friendly game. Liz was making an effort fit in with my friends, to be my ‘cool wife’- which she definitely was. I would sit back and smile genuinely as she laughed, or made jokes. And Stuart was always like this, he was naturally outgoing and flirty by default. Why, then was I convinced that they wanted to fuck each other. And why was I enjoying convincing myself? 


We showed down our cards. Joey won the hand with a two pair and Liz lost with a jack high, just less than Stuart’s king high. “boom!” Stuart cheered as she turned over her cards, “drink!” He pointed at her. 


“What!?” Liz shouted, looking at her phone, “he doesn’t have anything either, how do I lose?” She protested. Joey explained that high card was a hand and so the person with the highest card, that couldn't make a better hand won out of two people with nothing better. 
“Oh c’mon, that’s not fair,” she complained, “I can’t take another shot,” she said. 


“Too bad,” Stuart sneered, “you can sit out for the next hand if you can’t handle it, though,” he teased. 


“No, I’m having fun,” Liz pouted. She lifted the glass, closed her eyes and knocked the shot back, to the applause of the room. “That was awful,” she said, shuddering. “Okay- I’m convinced. All those in favour of strip poker?” She asked, putting her hand up. 
Stuart practically jumped out of his chair raising his hand. I felt my cock stir and raised my hand as casually as I could manage. Joey sat back in his chair shaking his head, seeing he was outvoted, then raised his beer in approval. 


“Now we’re talking,” Stuart said gleefully. 


“Oh yeah,” Liz said, as though she had trapped him, “I’m getting the hang of this now,” she said, “and three out of four times, I’m going to be the one getting the show,” she winked. 


“Worth it,” Stuart said, gathering up the cards, ready to deal. 


Liz shunted her chair closer to me and gave my leg a squeeze. She was looking at the table, waiting for the cards to come out, smiling widely and bright eyed. God she was beautiful. 


As the cards were dealt I felt nervous picking them up, I'd never played strip poker before and to my knowledge neither had my wife. I was anxious at the prospect of my buddies seeing her take her clothes off, but I couldn't deny that I was also turned on, and I could see the excitement in Liz’s face. 


On the showdown, I felt as though I was sweating. As I revealed a pair of aces, Joey turned over a pair of eights, Stuart laid down a pair of fives and all eyes were on Liz. I wasn't a big gambler. This game was the only regular betting I did, other than putting a few dollars on a football game every now and again, but as I waited to see what cards my wife was holding, I could feel my heart thumping in my chest as though I had bet something I couldn't afford to lose. She showed her cards; two pairs- threes and sixes. I felt a rush of relief as Stuart cried out in disappointment and Liz cheered. 


"Off, off, off!” She chanted, cheerily. 


Stuart quickly pulled off his tee, revealing his broad chest and tightly defined six pack. I knew Stuart was in good shape, he was a personal trainer after all. But I was a little intimidated by how ripped he was. 


“Mm, very nice,” Liz complimented. “I guess you practice what you preach,” she said, winking. 


“Every day, baby,” Stuart said, kissing his biceps. “But my face is up here. And what goes around comes around,” he promised. 


“Whatever you say,” Liz responded. Joey began to deal the cards. This time Liz’s eyes weren't on the table, they were just above looking at Stuart’s muscular stomach. I found myself wanting to casually place my hand between her legs, to feel her warmth; to find out if she was wet. 


The cards came out. “Got you this time,” Stuart said confidently. Liz smiled knowingly, her tell wasn't subtle and I felt better. She asked for one card and we went around the table picking up our replacements. Stuart went first again, this time he had three of a kind, beat by Joey’s flush. I was pretty sure my pair was going to mean I lost my shirt, literally, when Liz laid down her hand. 


“Straight." she announced smugly. We all roared with laughter, and she looked surprised. “What?” She asked, furrowing her brow. 
“A straight has to be five cards running in order,” Joey explained. 
“Yeah,” she protested, “queen, king, ace, two, three, she pointed out.” 
Stuart nearly fell off his chair laughing. Joey tried his best to keep a straight face as he explained that the cards didn't run on, she had two half straights, which wasn't a hand. I just rubbed her shoulder sympathetically, smiling to myself until I realised what that meant. 


"Off, off, off!” Stuart mimicked Liz, clapping his hands. Liz buried her face in her hands, but she was smiling, embarrassed but not upset. She unbuttoned her shirt, took it off and threw it at Stuart. Stuart whistled and swung the shirt around his head. Joey subtlety licked his lips as his eyes widened. Liz was now sat shirtless, only barely attempting to cover herself. Her tanned skin on display. Her perfect full breasts were only partially contained by the bright pink bra, leaving her ample cleavage on full view. 


My jaw was dropped. Here was my beautiful wife being stared at by two of my oldest friends, as although she was making a show of being ashamed, I could tell she was loving being the centre of attention. I couldn't believe it. More than that, though, I couldn't get enough of it. My cock had stiffened and I tried to imagine what was going through her mind. 


Liz turned to look at me, laughing, her arms folded across her chest. She leaned over to rest her head on my chest and I kissed it, as I did she placed a hand on my leg, the other still covering herself. I felt panic and embarrassment as she brushed my now hard dick. She hid it well, but she looked up at me in shock, which quickly became lust. Her smile changed and she gave me a few sly strokes under the table and then sat back up, not trying to hide herself now, even seeming to pull her shoulders back to push out her ample chest. 


"That's what I’m talking about,” Stuart said, then to me “show some charity to us lonely guys and try and fix the next hand, Tom!” I had completely forgotten about the game for a minute and awkwardly leant over the table to grab the cards, not wanting to stand up and let anyone know that I was turned on by my wife sat topless in front of my friends. 
“No way, no how.” I told him, and dealt the next hand. 


The tone had changed as we played the next hands. The room was now sexually charged, with Liz making suggestive noises and comments as each of us lost more of our clothing. Even Joey, who was now down to just his shorts, let a ‘wow’ slip as Liz lost her jeans. She had turned around, wiggled her pert, perfect ass as she unfastened the button and turned to wink at me and bite her lip as she bent over and slowly pulled them down, showing her lacy black briefs to the table. I couldn’t see from where I was sat, but I was sure that her smooth, delectable pussy must have been visible through the thin material. 


When Liz dealt the cards for the next hand (with us guiding her to how many each person got), I had only lost my shirt, with my ‘lucky’ streak continuing. Joey, Stuart and Liz were all down to their underwear. When Liz’s pair of tens wasn’t enough to beat our hands, she showed no hesitation in unclipping her bra dropping it to the floor. It was as though she had been waiting for just that- there was no hint of shame or embarrassment, even really of amusement anymore. She confidently sat with her full, tanned tits on show, barely even seeming to notice the whoop of joy from Stuart. 
“I can die a happy man!” He proclaimed. 


“The game isn’t over yet,” Liz challenged, “and I don’t intend on losing.” 


She gathered the cards for me and passed them over, leaning on her elbows on the table, with her forearms pushing her exposed breasts together. I was hard as a rock and it took everything I had not to lift her onto the table and fuck her there and then, not even caring that Stuart and Joey were in the room. 


I dealt the cards, eager to get the hand done with, to see what would happen next. Secretly, even to myself, I hoped that Liz would lose again and have to take off her panties in front of everyone. 


With my pair of aces, I was pretty confident I didn't have the worst hand. I had to prompt Joey to tell me how many cards he wanted, when he hadn't heard me ask the first time. He was sat open mouthed surveying Liz’s naked breasts. We all erupted with laughter as he realised and rushed to throw away three cards, muttering apologies and turning bright red for the countless time that evening. I became sure my pants were safe, if a little tight, when I drew a third ace. 


Liz cheered and clapped her hands, jumping in her seat as her tits bounced, and Joey groaned, whilst Stuart only grinned as he laid down a king high hand of nothing. Without prompting, he stood and pulled down his briefs as his semi-hard cock sprang free. Even I found myself mesmerised by the cock across from me. Stuart was maybe an inch longer than me and probably about as thick. 


My mind raced with the unbidden images of my loving wife taking the member in her mouth. I subtly reached across and stroked her inner thigh. Liz didn't even flinch and opened her legs for me, pushing her hot, wet sex against my hand as she said “I can see why you're popular with the ladies.” 


“That and my sparkling personality,” Stuart said as he sat down. 


"Yeah I'm sure that’s it,” Liz said sarcastically, imperceptibly grinding herself against me as I moved my fingers beneath her panties and gently rubbed at her clit under the table. Joey laughed enthusiastically. 


“Hey- offensive,” Stuart said, “and hands on the table, too. These are nice cards, I don't want them getting ruined!” He teased, not knowing that my fingers were already enjoying her wetness. 
“You too, big boy,” Liz replied, laughing and bucking her hips against my fingers. Stuart slapped his palms on the table in exaggerated compliance. 


“So, what now?” I asked, finishing my beer and taking my hand away from Liz to adjust myself so as to hide my hardness. She looked at me with a sense of loss that I had stopped playing with her clit. I stood to get myself a beer and passed a new bottle to Liz and Joey who were both nearing empty. 
“Stuart doesn't have anything else to lose, so I guess he’s out.” I said, hoping that someone would provide an alternative. 


“Sucks to be me,” Stuart pouted, “guess I'll just enjoy the show,” he said, leaning back in his chair and placing his hands behind his head, making his muscles flex and stand out. 


“I don't think we should let him off that easily,” Liz grinned. “How about if you lose but are already naked,” she gestured to Stuart, “then the winner decides a forfeit you have to do?” She suggested with a glint in her eye. I sat back down quickly as I felt myself start to stiffen again. 


“What kind of forfeit?” Joey asked hesitantly. Liz just shrugged “that would be up to the winner, I guess,” she said. We all agreed. I started trying to think of forfeits I could suggest. 
My mind tried to settle on challenging Liz to climb onto the table and get herself off right in front of everyone. But of course I couldn't do that- it was one thing to have her naked in front of other people as part of a drunken game of cards with friends, but entirely another to actually ask her, in front of my old buddies, to do anything like that. It was also harmless fun, and Liz and I hadn't talked about any of this! I didn't want to push her boundaries too much. 


“This could get interesting,” Stuart said, as he started dealing the cards. As I caught Liz’s eye, she broke into a mischievous smile. I think she may have even blushed. I took her in, her slender petite frame sat in just her lacy panties. Stuart was right, I was lucky. 


I was so distracted that I didn't notice myself throwing away the wrong cards to try and make my straight. I caught a pair of kings instead. It was enough not to lose and beat Liz’s pair of eights. Stuart immediately cheered and threw his hands up in celebration when I turned over my hand to show I’d beaten her. He banged his hands on the table in rhythm, even Joey was clapping in tune and so I joined in, clapping along in time with the others. 


Liz was coy. She smiled at us as she shimmied down her seat and slipped the lacy briefs off without standing up. Still hidden under the table to everyone but me. She held the panties above her head and then balled them up and threw them to Joey, he looked shocked and absently placed them down next to him. 


“Hey that’s not fair!” Stuart protested. “I had to reveal all!” 
Liz had her response ready, “I don't remember you ‘having to’, you just wanted to show off,” she said. Stuart shook his head in defeat. 


“Okay, let’s finish up, then” he said, clearly disappointed and passing the cards to Joey. 


I lost the next hand, and so it came down to Joey and me, both just in our shorts. Liz giggled and danced in her seat as I pulled my jeans off. But she rushed to gather up the cards and deal the next hand. 


As the cards came down, I won with a full house and Stuart lost. I was disappointed that I'd wasted such a good hand and wished that Liz had lost. 
“What does he have to do?” Liz asked me excitedly. 


“I don't know,” I confessed, “twenty push ups?” I said, unconvinced. 


Stuart made a show of willing, pushing his chair away and walking to the middle of the room. He came about next to Liz. I couldn't see, but I suspected her eyes were on his cock, I knew mine were. Here was one of my oldest friends completely naked only a couple of feet from my also naked wife. He stopped to his hands and quickly knocked out ten push ups, then switched to do the last ten one-handed, clearly showing off. But I also noticed that he was using the task as an excuse to come over to see my wife without her panties. I didn't say anything, I just smiled to myself. 


Stuart finished his set and confidently walked back to his seat. 


“Easy,” he said, “I hope the next forfeit isn’t so lame.” 


I was embarrassed, but what could I say? ‘Sorry guys, I spent the whole time thinking about challenges where you would get to see my wife in an even more intimate situation than her sat here naked’? Somehow I didn’t think so, so instead I just picked up the cards, eager to keep the game moving and get far away from the awkwardness. The irony wasn’t lost on my that I felt awkward about my ‘lame’ forfeit, but not about my wife having lost all of her clothing, leaving my friends openly devouring her body with their gazes. Liz didn’t notice that I had taken her deal, and nobody else seemed to either, so I dealt the cards. 


At the conclusion of the next hand, Liz lost and Stuart won. I was sure that a more risqué forfeit was going to be suggested and I felt my heart pound as I waited for it. 
“Take a shot,” Stuart said, quickly. My mind spun. He had just called my forfeit lame, but then chosen something which we had already done a lot of tonight? Was he thinking about too naughty challenges himself and chickened out? 


“What?” Liz said, clearly as confused as me, “that’s it?” She sounded disappointed and reached for a shot glass. 


“Hold on there, honey,” Stuart said, grinning, “I’m not finished. Take a shot, off Tom; a body shot,” he said, clearly satisfied with himself. Liz’s expression changed from disappointment to a devilish grin. She stood up for the first time since losing her panties. All three of us looked straight to her neatly shaven pussy, which was glistening with moisture. No-one said anything as she grabbed the bottle of tequila. I turned my chair to face her and slid down the seat, creating a flatter surface on my stomach. 


Liz looked at me with pure lust as she got onto her knees between my legs. She positioned the bottled just above my bellybutton and her face just below. My cock ached and I no longer cared whether my friends saw that I was hard; I was sure they would be too with such a sexy woman between their legs, her face just inches from my cock. She poured a slow stream of liquor and ran her tongue over my stomach, catching almost none of the tequila. She swallowed as she stopped pouring and then continued licking up my body, over my chest, up my neck and into my mouth as she kissed me deeply. She was putting on a show now. 


“Jesus, you two,” Stuart said as she pulled away from me, “get a room,” he said. But he didn’t look away. Joey stayed silent. 


“We’re in a room,” Liz cooed as she sat back down. Again the atmosphere in the room had changed. Everyone was waiting to see what happened next. 


“Your deal,” Liz said to Stuart as though nothing had happened, but in a sultry tone. Stuart barely took his eyes off her as he picked up the cards. 


He dealt them out and I lost. No-one spoke, and I employed Liz’s trick of not standing as I struggled to pull my shorts off. Joey had won; he was the only one still wearing any clothes. But nobody seemed to notice or care as Stuart passed him the deck and Joey collected the stray cards. Everyone was waiting for the next forfeit. I was too. 


I hit a flush and began to steel myself, to retain my boldness as I planned out what to challenge the winner. Liz reached under the table and stroked my rock hard cock slowly, squeezing the shaft before returning her hand to the table and showing her cards. A pair of fours. I gritted my teeth as I showed down my flush and then all eyes were on me. 


“Give Joey a lap dance,” I said, unsure of the reaction that was going to come. I dared not meet Liz’s gaze. My nerves compromised that I would still say what I had planned, but I had originally meant to tell her to give Stuart the dance. I guess Joey seemed safer. 
Stuart and Joey’s eyes both moved from me to Liz, awaiting her response open mouthed. Liz reached for her phone, tapped at the screen and then stood as music started to play from it. She walked fully nude around the table, lightly brushing her fingers across my shoulders as she passed me, walking the long way around. She wasn't hurrying and exaggerated the swing in her hips as she passed behind Stuart and over to Joey. 


Joey started to speak, to tell her she didn't need to follow through, but she placed a finger on his lips and pulled the chair sideways, barely moving it until Joey helped to shift it away from the table. She walked once around Joey, stopping behind him and draping her arms over his shoulders, crossing her hands over his chest and dancing her behind him as she stroked his chest. She pivoted around the chair to have her back to him and placed her hands on his knees, supporting her weight as she swayed get hips moving up and down in front of him, as Stuart and I enjoyed the view of her perfect body writhing. 


Liz kept eye contact with me as she she moved. I knew she was hot and I looked back in awe. She turned, leaning over Joey and sticking her ass out toward the table giving us the perfect view of her ass and pussy. I was overwhelmed by an urge to go over and bury my face is her sweetness. But I stayed still, entranced by what I was seeing. 


Liz straddled Joey's legs, her ass set between his knees. She put her hands on his shoulders and continued to gyrate, her slim stomach moving back and forth, then she raised her chest to his face and brushed her nipples against his lips. I felt a lightning bolt run through me as she did, and my cock was straining with hardness. With her tits in Joey’s face, she flicked her hair and turned to look over her shoulder at me again, mouthing a kiss and then spinning around and off Joey’s legs, she bent over, arching her back as she touched the floor, her petiteness keeping distance from Joey’s face and her naked pussy. Then she slowly raised her body up and shifted to sit in Joey’s lap. She looked surprised and froze for a moment, then started making circular motions with her hips as she grabbed at her breasts. 


As quickly as it had begun the song ended and Liz abruptly stood, walking back to her seat as she stroked Joey’s chin. She came over to me and kissed me- just a quick peck on the lips. We were all in a stunned silence. Unable to process what had just happened. I think this was the longest I'd ever heard Stuart shut up for. 
It was Joey who spoke first. 
“Wow. That escalated quickly,” he said. I noticed Stuart adjust himself under the table as he drank the last of his beer. He didn't stand for another. I was in a daze, trying to record every second of my wife giving my buddy a lap dance in my mind. Liz seemed proud as she picked up the cards. 


“Another hand?” She asked. 


“Definitely,” Stuart answered first, reaching for his beer and remembering it was empty. No-one was in a state to be standing, it seemed. 


“I'm not sure anyone can top that,” Stuart said as Liz dealt. Then looking at his hand, “but I guess I’d better try and come up with something.” There was a reason Stuart rarely won our poker game. Liz beamed at her cards, then slipping her hand under the table said 


“I wouldn't be so sure about that, I think it's me that that will be calling the shots this time around.” 


I tried not to make it obvious that I was watching my wife rubbing her clit under the table. 
“Oh yeah?” Stuart challenged, “that's just because you can't see my cards. Trust me, I'm going to win this one,” he said, sure of himself. Liz discretely showed me her hand, she had already been dealt a king high flush of spades. As I looked, pretending not to, I felt her grasp my cock, rubbing her wetness around the head. I gasped and she quickly withdrew to preserve the secret. 


“How about we make it interesting, then?” She asked. 


“I'm pretty fucking interested already,” Stuart murmured, staring at her tits. “What did you have in mind?" 


“When I win,” she said, “you have to run down the street and back, naked and then drive or get a cab home naked. Leave your clothes here so we know you didn't get dressed in the car,” she said. We all laughed, especially knowing that he wouldn't be fit to drive after all the booze. Stuart thought for a second and looked back at his cards. “And what if I win?” He asked. 


Liz smiled. “If you win,” she said, “I'll blow you.” Stunned silence in the room again. We all secretly knew that it had been building to something. This was my chance to stop it, but I was intrigued- and she had a great hand. The guys looked at me, waiting for me to say something. Liz kept her eyes on her cards. 


“Sounds like a fair deal,” I said, as confidently as I could, even though my throat was dry and tight. I hadn't even looked at my cards when Liz asked how many I wanted. She had gone from not knowing how to play the game, to being in complete control of the room. I felt like I had been the one pushing boundaries, but she was clearly the one pushing now. I took three. Stuart hesitated and took two, Joey took one and I was shocked when Liz also took two. 


My mind raced again. She only had spades. Had a missed something? I showed my pair of jacks and Joey showed his pair of nines. Then it came down to Stuart and Liz. 


“Ladies first,” Stuart said. I think it was the first time I had ever heard him sound nervous. Liz just shook her head. Stuart thought for a second and turned over three of a kind, aces. Liz smiled and revealed her hand. A pair of sevens- one of the new cards making the pair. I stared at the cards on the table. There was no hand she could have been looking to make that was better than her flush. She had lost on purpose. My jaw dropped, my heart sank, but my cock got harder than I thought was possible. 


“Looks like you missed your flush,” Stuart said, either amused or disappointed, it was hard to tell. “Luckily I know you wouldn’t have made me go sprinting down your street in the buff,” he winked, “so we’ll call it even?” He suggested. He wasn’t talking to Liz, though, he was looking at me as he finished his sentence. 


Liz was stroking my cock again, squeezing me tightly in her hand. I could only assume she was enjoying how hard I had become. 
“A deal’s a deal,” I said, almost gasping. Liz leaned over and kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth. Then she broke away and stood. She walked into the middle of the room, dragging her chair with her. She gestured to Stuart, beckoning him over with her finger. Stuart looked at me one last time, his eyes searching for approval. I nodded and he still hesitated before moving to Liz’s chair. 


He was now fully hard I noticed that his cock was actually about the same size as mine. Somehow this made me feel better and forlorn at the same time. He sat down and Liz dropped to her knees in front of him. She had positioned the chair at the perfect angle for me to see from where I was. 


I watched as she tentatively reached out of took his prick in her hand, she moved up and down the length of it and then leaned back to tie her hair up, before plunging his member into her mouth. Stuart let out a loud gasp as she bobbed her head, each time inching further down his cock. She continued pumping the bottom of the shaft with her hand as her mouth worked on the rest. 


Liz had always given amazing head, and she was way more into it than any other girlfriend I’d had, but now she looked to be possessed. I wasn’t sure if she was putting on a show or she was just lost in the naughtiness of what she was doing, the fact that it was the first new cock she had sucked in over four years, or the fact that it was my friend’s. 


After a few minutes, she took him from her mouth and furiously pumped him with her hand, making Stuart groan in pleasure and buck his hips. She then leant back down and his entire length disappeared down her throat as she tenderly stroked his balls with her hand. 


Liz slid her mouth up and down his length, going from the tip to the hilt with each pass. Stuart was gyrating his hips now as she continued to suck him, she met his movements and then held her mouth down with his cock buried in her throat as Stuart continued to thrust. I was rubbing my own cock by this point and almost came when she took her mouth off of him, gasping for air and jerking him hard with the head of his cock against her tongue. It didn't take long for Stuart to cry out and she took the head on her mouth and quickly moved up and down. I knew that meant that he was pumping his cum into my wife’s mouth. 


Eventually she stopped moving and I could see the thick liquid seeping from the seal her lips made around his cock and dribbled down his cock. Stuart was breathing heavily as she retreated and swallowed, then for good measure, took him into her throat again. There was a loud ‘pop’ as she pulled her mouth from his cock. 


“Wow,” Stuart breathed, just loud enough for me to hear. ‘Wow’ was how I felt. I had never been so turned on in my life. I felt like I was watching everything in slow motion, I was high, intoxicated with lust. Liz sat back, still on her knees, and turned her head to face me. I could tell she felt the same- her face was consumed with desire as she wiped a drop of cum from her lips and licked her fingers. 


Liz gave Stuart’s still mostly hard cock one last stroke and then moved over to where Joey was sat. “Hey, Liz that was really hot, but you don't need to…” Joey started, but trailed off. I could see Liz tugging at his shorts, pulling them off. I couldn't see properly from where I was sat, but I heard her gasp. 


I quickly moved from my seat, no longer conscious of my raging hardness and repositioned myself to see what was happening. What I saw, was my wife again on her knees using both hands to jerk the largest cock I had ever seen. Joey must have been at least ten inches long and easily thicker than myself or Stuart. I guess you never suspect the quiet ones. 


Liz was twisting her hands around the monster, barely able to close her small hands because of its girth. I stood watching as I continued to rub my cock as she turned to me and mouthed ‘huge!’ then after a minute of stroking to his full hardness, Liz tentatively licked at the top of the head, flicking her tongue around it and then licking up and down the length before opening her mouth wide and sucking him in. 


Joey groaned loudly as Liz tried to take as much of the enormous cock into her mouth as she could, only able to manage half at most. She bobbed her head up and down, focusing on the head, as her hands continued to work the remainder of his meat and then switched, putting the thick cock between her lips and sliding her mouth up and down as she stroked the tip with her hands. 


I couldn't take much more and moved up behind her. I stroked her ass and she cooed as she adjusted her position so that her ass was in the air. I traced my fingers along her pussy and couldn't believe how wet she was. I pushed my fingers inside of her and she immediately reached behind herself and grabbed my cock roughly as she sucked on Joey’s cock. She guided me to her sex and I replaced my fingers with my throbbing cock. 


Liz’s moans were muffled by Joey’s cock as I slid into her easily. She felt incredible, warm and moist and waiting as I started thrusting in to her. I drove into her hard and she squealed with delight and bounced her ass against me, urging me to fuck her hard whilst she sucked my friend’s cock. 


I was overtaken with lust. I grabbed her hips and thrust into her, fucking her hard and fast. We had a great sex life, but she needed to be really worked up to want to be pounded like that. Part of me was also showing off, putting on a display like she had done. I felt like I was reclaiming her as I rammed into her deeply. It didn't take long for her to quiver in orgasm, her already dripping sex doubling in wetness as she moaned around Joey’s cock. 


Liz was meeting my thrusts as she focused on Joey’s cock. She had her hands on his knees and was forcing her mouth down on him, trying to take as much of the huge cock into her mouth as possible. She started gagging, but that didn’t deter her- it seemed to spur her on. She would come off his thick member and splutter, rapidly pumping a hand up and down his length and then try again, all the while backing up against me. 


I stopped thrusting and she took over, bouncing her ass against me, impaling herself on my dick. I was barely conscious that Stuart was still in the room until he came over. He walked up next to Joey, his cock now fully hard again and presented himself to Liz, who instantly took him in her hand and jerked him as she continued to swallow Joey’s cock. She lost stride with fucking herself onto me as she was occupied with our three cocks and so l resumed my thrusting. Her muffled moans mixed with the occasional gag as she struggled to manage Joey’s huge cock spurred me on, pouring gasoline on my already raging fire. 


Liz took Joey out of her mouth and turned her attention to Stuart. This time Stuart was more active and he held her hair as she took him deep into her mouth, gently thrusting his hips as she she blew him and jerked Joey until she began alternating between whose cock she was sucking. 
“You have a fucking great mouth, baby,” Stuart rasped. 
As her second orgasm built, she rested herself on Joey’s leg, panting as she jerked a cock in each hand. She was trying to restrain her moans of pleasure as I continued to fuck her. She tried to maintain a rhythm stroking Stuart and Joey’s cocks, but had to stop as her orgasm washed over her. Her legs shook and her incredible pussy tensed as she cried out. I held in place and then withdrew from her stopping myself from passing the point of no return and exploding inside of her. 


I gestured to Stuart and he quickly took my place behind her, pushing himself in and energetically thrusting without a second thought. Liz reached out for me and kissed the tip of my cock before taking me into her throat. Ignoring Joey for the moment, she grabbed my hips and encouraged me to fuck her mouth as Stuart held her waist and drove into her at Jackhammer pace. 


I could feel the vibrations of her moans around my cock as was buried in her throat. She was like a woman possessed, taking my entire length into her mouth and licking my balls at the same time. As I say, we had a great sex life, but this was something entirely different; Liz was going with wild abandon. She took my cock out of her mouth and then returned her efforts to Joey, sucking on his fat cock head and jerking us both rapidly. 


“Fuck me with that big cock,” Liz said to Joey, almost pleading, as she struggled again to take his entire length into her mouth. Even now, Joey looked to me for approval. Again I nodded. If it weren’t for being so lost I the moment, I would have laughed at how absurd it was. My wife had already sucked all of our cocks and Stuart was currently fucking her, but Joey was still unsure if he was crossing the line. 


He stood and stepped behind her, as I took his seat. Stuart reluctantly moved away from her and returned to her face. Liz was gently sucking and stroking my cock when Joey entered her. She dug her nails into my legs and opened her mouth and eyes widely in disbelief and pleasure. Joey wasn’t moving, allowing her to get accustomed to his size. Liz closed her eyes and slowly eased herself down onto his gigantic cock. Her face contorted and then relaxed. She bit her lip and she worked herself back and forth slowly building pace, gently stroking my cock as Stuart jerked his own beside me. 


It didn’t take long for her to be comfortable and she increased the intensity of her bouncing on Joey’s cock, leaning across and taking Stuart in her mouth again as he stoked her hair. After less than a minute, she took her mouth off Stuart at practically screamed as her orgasm shook her. Joey was thrusting himself now and leaned over grabbing and squeezing at her breasts as Liz writhed in pleasure. After only a few minutes, Joey grunted and pulled himself out of Liz, jerking his cock until he started to come over her back. 


I watched as rope after rope of thick cum sprayed across her back. When the flow subsided, Liz spun around and licked Joey’s cock from shaft to tip and then sucked him clean. Joey looked as though he could barely stand, and who could blame him. My fiery little wife had taken him as a challenge; he had done well to last as long as he did, I thought. 


Liz came back to me and again engulfed my cock, taking me deep into her mouth. She then shakily stood and turned away from me, lowering herself over my lap. When I tried to push into her, she stopped me and using her hand repositioned the tip of my cock to her asshole. Liz and I occasionally had anal sex, but it was normally reserved for special occasions. I let her control the pace as she slowly allowed me to enter her, pushing down just a little at a time until I was all the way in. The tightness lessened and she began undulating against me, then put both of her feet on my legs for support as she moved up and down, careful not to allow me to slip out of her. 


Stuart moved to the front of her and positioned himself to fuck her at the same time. I could feel his cock push against me as he entered her. Liz grabbed at my hair and I wrapped my arms around her as she struggled to maintain her balance. Once fully inside of her Stuart began thrusting and we both built a momentum, fucking her ass and pussy at the same time. 


I could feel the heat emanating from Liz and we both penetrated her. My strokes were slower than Stuart's as he hungrily fucked her pussy, I could feel her juices gushing as she breathed ‘yes’ and ‘just like that’, bouncing on my cock as Stuart pounded her pussy until we were both pumping in and out of her like pistons. 


Amidst Liz’s pants and moans I could hear Stuart begin to curse and grunt. After a few seconds he roared and I felt him pull out of Liz and erupt over her stomach. Liz dropped her feet from my legs and bounced her ass on my cock, gripping my legs tightly with her hands as she whimpered with pleasure. I could tell she was getting close and thrust quickly as my own orgasm approached. 


When she wailed with pleasure, it was too much for me. My cock exploded as I pumped my load into her ass. Between pulses, I slipped out of her ass and into her pussy, filling it with the remainder of what must have been the biggest load of my life. As my cock began to soften, we stayed there. Her quivering and me holding her tightly as my spent dick withdrew from her. We kissed tenderly and then laughed. I looked around to see Joey and Stuart both sat watching us, exhausted, and Liz climbed off me and went for a glass of water. 


None of us spoke until she returned. My legs ached as I stood. 
“Wow,” she said in a sigh, “I guess I won,” she smiled. 


We all laughed loudly and Joey said, “I think we all won.” 


We dressed quickly and the guys got ready to leave. Stuart assured us he was okay to drive. I thanked them both for a memorable night as we walked to the door. 


“I'm looking forward to another game,” Liz said smiling broadly. 
“Not as much as me,” Stuart answered, “or me,” Joey agreed. 
We said good night and Liz gave them each a kiss on the cheek before they left and we were alone. Liz had hastily tidied herself up as she dressed, but her hair was wild and she was flushed. I could see slight damp patches on her shirt where traces of cum had soaked into the fabric. 


“Are you okay?” She asked me, suddenly concerned. 


“I'm great,” I said, slightly dazed over what had just happened, “are you?” 


“I'm fantastic,” she said, “I can hardly feel my legs! You're sure you're not mad?” She asked. 


“Mad? Baby that was the hottest thing I've seen or done in my life!” I said. Liz’s face lit up and she jumped into her arms, wrapping her legs around my waist and kissing me deeply, squeezing me tightly. 


“I love you, honey,” she said as we broke our kiss. She was still clinging to me. 


“I love you too,” I told her, “let's take a shower.” 


As we showered together, mostly just holding one another, my mind kept replaying the events of the evening. I had never considered a threesome before, let alone sharing my wife with two of my oldest friends in our living room. When I tried to understand why I enjoyed it so much, it came down to one thing- the look in her eyes. She was loving every second of what was happening, taken by the moment and lost in pleasure as we all enjoyed her body and she enjoyed ours. 


We were both sure that this wouldn't be the last time that Liz slept with other men. And when she asked if I would consider doing something like that again, as we settled in to bed, my answer was immediate. 


“I can't wait.” 




First Time Hotwife
The Bonneville estate grounds were still festively lit, dignified old spruces twinkling with golden lights all along the winding driveway. The manor was nestled in the heart of acres of woodland, making it suitably secluded. It was the first time I’d set eyes on the place where my boss lived. I’d finally landed on the radar and been invited to one of his infamous gatherings.
“Pretty,” Ava, my wife, hummed as the main building sprawled out in front of us. Naturally, I’d brought her along. Ava had a way with people that I just didn’t possess. It was a gift. They just warmed to her. I needed to make a good impression tonight, and she was my secret weapon.
“Ostentatious,” I corrected, slowing the car as we drew onto the forecourt - already packed with cars that cost as much as our townhouse. It did nothing to ease my nerves.
“Relax, honey. You’ll be amazing,” Ava smiled at me, and she really meant it. Her faith calmed me down a little. I got prickly when I was anxious; she knew that by now. After eight years of marriage, she had me all figured out.
“I can’t believe these cars. Is that a Ferrari? Jesus Christ,” I muttered, shaking my head and opting for a parking spot further down the row. It’d mean a short hike up to the entrance, but the thought of denting the paintwork made me feel queasy. “I think we have the cheapest car here.”
“There’s nothing wrong with our car,” Ava sighed, but she was laughing at me. “You look handsome. That’s a nice suit,”
“Thanks.” The compliments were designed to get me focused on what was ahead rather than stay fixated on minor details. It was a nice suit though. The only tailored one I had, apart from the one I’d worn to our wedding. Jeez, there was no way that one would fit me these days. I wasn’t in terrible shape, but I wasn’t in my early twenties anymore either. I hadn’t been soft in the middle back then, got through college on a football scholarship and had the physique to prove it. I still filled out a suit okay. 
I glanced over at Ava appreciatively. She didn’t just look as good as the day we got married, she looked even better. Still as slender, just as gorgeous, but the years had imbued her with a confidence she’d lacked back then. The woman was perfect.
“What?” she demanded, giving me a sidelong look. Caught staring.
“You’re beautiful,” I said.
“Oh shush,” she laughed, “let’s get this over with,”
I held her door open, and once she stepped out she folded her arm neatly through mine. Our breath misted in the chilly night air, and the sound of music and laughter drifted on the breeze. I squeezed her hand gratefully. Ava had never met my colleagues, but she knew of my boss, Calvin Bonneville. Everyone did. He was as renowned for creating fortunes as he was for spending them, his playboy antics making for popular click-bait on gossip websites. To say she wasn’t a fan of his would be an understatement, but she was all prepped to dazzle and impress tonight, pushing her personal distaste for him aside to support me.
If only I could have known then what introducing them would lead to…
***
The house was like something out of a magazine. It really drove how how obscenely wealthy the Bonnevilles were, and I was deep out of my comfort zone. In contrast, Ava was a natural. She’d never spoken to a single person there, but she worked the room like a pro, making conversation and drawing smiles. That wasn’t all she was getting, either. Her dress was a simple, classic, deep-red number, gorgeous against her creamy skin. It was cut a little short, showing off her long legs. She preferred high-neck collars, self-conscious about her chest. It didn’t matter how much attention I lavished upon her pert little tits, she’d always wrinkle her nose and laugh off any reassurances. She was turning heads all over, I noted, getting attention from men and women. It gave me a kick.
If Ava picked up on it, she didn’t bat an eye. I left her to do her thing, strolling to the bar and ordering a scotch and soda. I’d always been more of a wallflower, and if not for football, I’d have probably been far too ordinary to ever snag someone like Ava. I could be pretty shy, and in her sweet naïveté, Ava had taken that for me being the strong, silent type when we’d first met. I’d confessed, years later, that I’d really just been too in awe of her to know what to say. 
I leaned back against the bar and watched her, imagining what these strangers thought. The man beside me caught my eye, following my gaze.
“I don’t know where he finds ‘em,” the guy said, shaking his head. The gleam in his eye was hungry as his stare caught on my wife’s round ass in that tight little dress. He made no secret of his ogling, clearly unaware he was talking to the woman’s husband.
“Excuse me?”
“Bonneville,” the guy grunts, “these parties are swimming with pussy like that, his women. Just wait until the pool gets opened up when the weather is hotter,”
My mouth went dry, and for some reason I didn’t correct the stranger before the window of opportunity had closed. I watched Ava smile as the man she was speaking to placed his hand on her bare shoulder and laughed at something she’d said. His women? When I tore my eyes away from my wife, I noticed other women working the room, some of them carrying drinks, others introducing guests. None of them managed to light up the people they were with quite like Ava did.
“First time here?” the guy asked me. I nodded, still recovering from his earlier remark.
“Things get a little wild past midnight,” he said with a wink. I was curious as to what that meant, and what happened with the pool, but his attention was drawn elsewhere, along with everyone else’s. Calvin Bonneville had just made an appearance, looking dashing in his tux, flanked by two waifs of women. He didn’t seem to notice them; he didn’t notice anyone, it was like he was magnetized. People tried to latch onto him as he passed, but the women at his side detached like decoy flares and engaged with the guests he had no interest in, allowing him to reach his target unimpeded. 
My wife.
My heart started to race as he took her hand and brought it to his lips. I wasn’t sure how I was feeling. Something between excitement and dread. The look in his eyes was unmistakable, and I could read my wife like a book. Her lips were parted, a light flush creeping up her neck. She was attracted to him, physically if not intellectually. I should have gone over. I needed to go and lay claim to my wife.
And yet I was transfixed. She was actually blushing as he brushed a strand of her hair back and leaned in close to whisper something into her ear. It wasn’t that loud in here - there was no need for him to be that close. I tried to moisten my lips, tipping back the reminder of my drink to steady my nerves. In that split-second the scene changed.
Ava looked irritated, it was subtle, but I knew her inside out. I could see she was trying to keep a lid on it, but whatever he’d said to her hadn’t hit the right note. I didn’t know if that was better or worse than the way she’d gone all girlish at first contact. I crossed the room towards them, snagging a couple of champagne flutes from a passing hostess en route.
“Justin,” my wife’s eyes locked onto mine, a subtle signal of her relief at my arrival. “I was just telling Mr. Bonneville how long we’ve been married,”
She put enough emphasis on that last word to clue me in as to what he might have been murmuring into her pretty little ear just a moment ago.
“Cal,” my boss said, “call me Cal,”
He didn’t look away from Ava and I had no idea if that was extended to me, too. I’d worked for Bonneville & Lyons for five years, never missed a day, never turned down a social event, and never missed a target. But Mr. Bonneville was Mr. Bonneville, not fucking Cal. He was the boss, and we all addressed him as such.
“Ah, Turner - glad you could make it,” Cal said, acknowledging me at last when my wife seized my arm and tugged me closer. He slugged my shoulder, probably harder than could be considered playful. “I can’t believe it, a guy like you with this beautiful creature. How does that happen?”
He shook his head like it was one of the world’s greatest mysteries. Right there alongside ‘What happened to Amelia Earhart?’ ‘What’s the purpose of Stonehenge?’ ‘And how the fuck did Justin Turner land a woman like Ava Harrington-Finch?’ Up next on Discovery…
“She certainly is my better half,” I said, before Ava could jump in. She didn’t appreciate people putting me down in front of her, could be pretty damn intolerant about it as a matter of fact, but she knew this was important. She reined it in, choosing instead to lighten me of one of my champagne flutes and daintily sip at it while Cal and I shot the breeze.
He complimented me again on our projected quarter one figures—though I could tell he wasn’t even slightly interested in discussing it with me—and surprised me by inviting me to have lunch with him next week. I agreed, and that was that.
“Lovely to have met you, my dear,” he said to Ava, his eyes smoldering as he made no attempt to mask the way he looked her up and down. I’d have just taken it as his signature charm offensive, if he hadn’t then brushed a golden strand of hair back behind her ear and murmured, “and my offer still stands…”
***
Ava was quiet on the drive back. We didn’t stay past eleven, and we didn’t speak to Cal again. He looked over at Ava often enough, but she acted like she didn’t notice. The way her blush crept up from the neck of her dress gave her away, though. She felt his eyes on her alright. 
Maybe I was being a bad husband, maybe I should have checked if she was uncomfortable. I didn’t think she was, though. And I knew I wasn’t. If anything, I was the opposite. If I hadn’t been so damn nervous about tonight going well, I’d have been sporting a semi all evening. Some guys—maybe even most guys—they’d catch a guy checking out their woman and get the urge to cold-cock him. 
Not me, though. I loved seeing Ava get that kind of attention, and I knew that even though she pretended to be a good girl, she liked that power over men.
She’d never stray, though. Never act on it. It was just a tease, just a game. 
I slipped my hand up her leg as we hit the highway and had nothing but a straight stretch left until we reached home. My fingers drifted higher up the smooth, supple skin of her inner thigh, the hem of her short dress gliding up. 
My offer still stands, he’d said that right in front of me. Propositioned my wife right to my face. My cock was achingly hard and I didn’t know how I was going to last the whole drive without needing to pull over and fuck Ava, like we were back in college again, my old Toyota the only place we could sneak to that was just the two of us. 
I felt the edge of her panties, was almost at her pussy when she squeezed her thighs together tight and nudged my arm away.
“Eyes on the road, mister,” she said, but the usual playfulness was gone. She looked pensive, and I knew to leave things be for now, no matter how turned on I was.
My head was full of visions of Ava in her powder-blue scrap of a bikini at one of Bonneville’s summer parties. 
Things get a little wild past midnight.
I wondered what exactly Cal’s offer had been, and I wasn’t just thinking of Ava poolside anymore, but of the casual familiarity with which he’d touched her. How she’d responded, even though she hadn’t wanted to.
My eyes flicked over to Ava’s again, but she didn’t meet my gaze. I should have taken the hint. Instead, I put my hand back between her legs with a little more insistence. I thought if she looked over, cupped her hand over the bulge in my pants and felt how hard I was, it might get her in the mood. I made it past the soft lace of her panties this time, and as soon as my fingers touched her pussy she froze up, looking guilty as all hell. 
She was soaking wet. 
I made a noise, something between a gasp and a growl, as my fingers slid between her dripping lips and deeper inside of her. I pumped them in and out, circling the hard little button of her clit as I did it, and there was no way she could have pushed me off again. She needed this the same way I did.
“You enjoyed all those strange men hoping to get a look at what was under your dress tonight, hm?” I said, managing to keep my voice low and even. I’d called attention to how she teased men in the past and she’d always playfully tell me to stop—or find a more inventive way to shut me up—but not now. Now she was too busy writhing on my hand, soaking her panties through with excitement. “I think there’s gonna be quite a few guys picturing you tonight instead of their own wives. They couldn’t stop staring at you. You had every guy in there hot for you, and a few of the women too, I’d say,”
“You always think that,” she said, breath coming in soft little gasps.
“So I just imagined it?” I teased, slowing down the path I was tracing with my fingers and enjoying how she squirmed at the loss. “What did he mean, ‘my offer still stands’?”
Ava closed her eyes tight, that blush coming back. Fuck, she was delicious. I knew that expression. If we weren’t in the fucking car, if I could get my mouth on her right now, it’d just be a few fast swipes of my tongue to have her cumming all over my face. She was that close already. A shiver of jealousy ran through me, but it was nothing compared to how aroused I was.
“Tell me,” I insisted, keeping my hand still despite how she writhed and tried to push on my wrist to get what she needed.
“Oh God, Justin, don’t make me say it,” she pleaded. I glanced up and saw an exit ahead, knew I’d have to take it or there was a serious chance I’d crash the god damned car. I barely paid attention to where we were parked, just caring that it was secluded enough that we’d get the next ten minutes without being disturbed. “What are you doing- Where are we?”
I unzipped my pants and freed my cock at last. It felt good to be finally out. I leaned across and pushed Ava’s seat back, pleased to see her working her way out of her panties for me.
“Good girl, hitch that dress up,” I murmured, climbing across to be on top of her. It was a tight fit, the car didn’t have the same kind of room my truck had back in the day, but I didn’t give a damn. I could smell her sex, needed to be buried inside her hot, wet cunt. She turned, facing the back window with her dress hiked up just like I told her, her pussy glistening wet and on display.
“Now tell me what he said,” I whispered against her neck, shaking with the effort it took not to plunge my throbbing cock into her needy pussy despite how she mewled and pushed herself back against me. I had to grab her hips and keep her still as she kept her silence, not telling me what I wanted—needed—to know. She’d never been this shy when it came to dirty-talk, so what he’d said must have been pure filth.
“If you won’t tell me, I’m gonna have to guess. Did he say he’d like to fuck your sweet married pussy?”
“Justin!” she gasped my name like she was all offended, but I knew her better than she knew herself. She was dripping.
“Did you like the thought of that? His thick cock right here,” I punctuated the question by grabbing my dick and pressing the head against her, pushing through her slick folds to line up with her entrance. When she pushed her hips back, I moved back too. Her frustrated cry made my balls tighten. 
“Or would you let him… here,” I asked, circling her tight asshole with my fingers as I stroked my cockhead back and forth over her slit, soaking it.
“Yes, fucking yes,” Ava cried out, and I let my cock slide deeper into her heat until I was all the way in, having to clench my teeth and force myself not to cum from the sheer sensation of her pussy walls gripping me. She was turned on enough to say anything now, as long as I didn’t stop fucking her. She drove herself back onto my dick, her honey-blond hair wild.
“Yes what?” I couldn’t leave it at that. I needed to hear her say it. The car swayed back and forth with the motions of our fucking and I couldn’t last much longer. I’d never been so turned on in my life.
“I want him to fuck me, I’d let him use me however he wanted,” she gasped, wanton. I was cumming before I could stop myself, pounding spurt after spurt into my wife’s sweet cunt while she moaned and clung onto the seat her cheek was pressed into. I wanted to wait, wanted to cum when I felt her cunt clenching around my cock as she climaxed, but there was no way I could have lasted. I reached between her legs, dick still buried deep inside of her pussy, and stroked her clit hard and fast. She came a moment later, loud and long, her pussy milking my softening member. I could tell she’d have rather I kept pounding her, that my orgasm had taken us both by surprise, but I’d make it up to her when I got her home.
***
I was having a little trouble looking Bonneville in the face after the last few days. He’d been a recurring guest star in my wife and I’s fantasies; we’d been fucking like rabbits since he propositioned her at the party. I couldn’t avoid it any longer though - he’d invited me to lunch after all. It was one of those things I’d expected he’d forget all about, but at 1pm sharp I heard Abigail, my secretary, giggling flirtatiously in the way she only ever did when the boss was in the building.
We headed to a bistro a few blocks from the office; I’d been there on plenty of business lunches before now and had no reason to think this would be any different. Apart from it was just the two of us, and something told me Cal had little interest in talking about business as soon as we were seated.
“Your wife is amazing,”
I laughed it off, but Cal didn’t even crack a smile. Feeling a little awkward, I pretended to take a look at the menu. When the hostess approached, Cal spoke to her in French, and she chortled—in French—and said oui monsieur, before taking our menus (plucking mine from my hands) and sashaying away. Cal clasped his hands behind his head and leaned back in his chair, sizing me up.
I got the impression he was once again pondering how on earth I’d made Ava fall for me. It didn’t bother me; she had, and at the end of the day that was all that mattered. I wondered if part of his fascination wasn’t that she’d given him the brush off and ignored him all night.
“Listen, I’ve a fundraiser at the end of the month. Any excuse for a party, right?” he paused for me to chuckle, so I did, “well why don’t we add the Safe Water Initiative to the list of beneficiaries,”
His smile was shark-like.
“Oh, my wife told you about her charity work?” I asked, knowing full well that they’d not had time to talk about that, and he sure as hell wasn’t interested in it.
“I think it would be great for raising awareness about the project, not to mention there will be plenty of people with deep pockets present,” Cal said, not trying especially hard to sell it to me, just avoiding answering my question. My guess was he’d done a little research. It wouldn’t have taken a lot - just typing my wife’s name into a search engine brought up articles about the non-profit she co-managed.
“I’m sure that she’d be delighted you thought of SWI,” I said evenly, waiting for the other shoe to drop. 
“Of course. But I’d like to discuss some of the particulars with her, one on one,”
I sipped my glass of water as I let that one sink in.
“Well, I’m sure she’d be happy to arrange a meeting-”
“Dinner, tomorrow night,” he said. The tone of his voice gave no room for argument. My pulse had quickened, and my cock stirred at the thought of the two of them alone together. She’d been so fucking wet from just meeting the guy last time, and we hadn’t gone at each other like that since we were teenagers.
“I don’t think that will be a problem,” I said, my voice a little hoarse, “obviously, it’s her choice,”
“Obviously,” Cal repeated, smiling that slow, predatory smile of his again. “You make sure that she says yes for me, okay champ?”
“I…” Champ? “I’ll make sure she knows it’s important,” I settled on. It would have to suffice. Ava did what Ava wanted, and I had little say in the matter.
“Good man,” he replied, seeming to relax now that was out of the way.
He was incredibly persuasive and charismatic, it wasn’t hard to see how he managed to affect women the way he did. Ever since we’d sat down, butterflies had started up in my stomach.
By the time I got home to my wife later that night and had to tell her what I’d gotten her into, it had ramped up to a steady nausea. 
Could I really set this up? 
My wife and my boss on what was practically a date?
***
I bought Ava roses on the way home. I was feeling kind of shitty about the whole situation with Bonneville, my stomach in knots. I didn’t know what to do about it. Ava worked really hard on her projects; they meant a lot to her. I wasn’t sure how she’d take it that someone wanted to use her charity to get close to her.
She wasn’t home yet when I got back, so I cracked open a beer and sat down at the kitchen table to wait for her to get in, mulling over my options. I couldn’t figure out if I wanted to talk her into it, or out of it. 
He was persuasive. And I knew she had the hots for him, even if she’d never outright say it. He was the kind of guy she hated; womanizing, shallow, vain. My mind flashed back to the night after they’d met, my hand sliding under her dress and finding her panties wet enough to drown in. We’d fucked in the car, twice more when we were home, and every night since. Our sex life had always been good—though certainly, it’d slowed down as we’d both gotten busy with our careers—but the past week had been phenomenal. I was hard just thinking about it.
“Honey?”
I hadn’t even noticed her come in, I was so lost in thought. She was looking at me with concern, so I figured she must have been calling me a few times before I snapped out of it.
“Hey,” I said, adding sheepishly, “daydreaming, sorry,”
“These are lovely,” she said, smiling as she picked up the bouquet of flowers and sniffed them. My conscience twinged, but I pushed the guilt aside and asked her about her day, about what she wanted for dinner. I had trouble listening, and I think she could tell, but she let me be. Let me figure out what I had to say in my own time.
I didn’t manage to get the nerve up until we’d finished the bottle of pinot noir I’d opened with dinner. I say ‘we’, but I think Ava had a glass and I polished off the rest all by myself. We were sitting on the sofa, Ava’s feet resting in my lap, something mindless on TV that neither of us had any great interest in. I turned the volume down, and she looked at me expectantly.
“I had lunch with Cal today,” I said, aiming for nonchalant and missing by a mile. I had to clear my throat.
“I know,” Ava said, smiling a little. “How did that go?”
“He asked about you,”
I tried to get a gauge on her reaction to that, but it was tough. She suddenly remembered her glass of wine and sipped from it, waiting for me to keep talking.
“He seemed very interested in raising some money for SWI, actually,” I said, and got another prodding from my conscience because I knew that was a lie. He was interested in Ava and that was about it. 
I couldn’t tell what she was thinking, and it added to my nerves. 
“He’s having a benefit at the end of the month and wanted to bring the charity in on it,”
“Fine. If he wants to give some of his money to a good cause instead of blowing it on fast cars and fancy parties, I’m not going to protest,” she said, sounding disinterested. She was reaching for the remote to turn the volume back up, but I slid it out of reach.
“There’s a catch,”
“What’s that?” She couldn’t hide her intrigue, not from me, no matter how much she was trying to sound bored.
“He wants to discuss it with you,”
“Amanda’s in charge of fund-raisers, I’ll have her call his PA tomorrow with whatever details he needs,”
“No, honey, it has to be you,” I said, my heart starting to pound. I was worried about how this would sound, and about what her expression would give away. She gave a lot of lip-service to how distasteful she found my boss, but I think even she was a little confused on that after the night at the party.
“Forget it,” she scoffed. 
We sat quiet for a moment.
“I already kind of agreed you would,” I said, running my hand across her calf and taking hold of one delicate ankle.
“What? When?” Was that excitement in her voice, or was I imagining it? I rubbed her heel, skated the tips of my fingers against the arch of her foot.
“Tomorrow night,” I was apologetic, “I wrote down the address of the restaurant. He wanted to send a car here for you but I said that wasn’t necessary,”
The air in the room dropped a few degrees as she pulled her feet off of my lap and sat upright. I knew I’d pissed her off.
“So you do know how to say no to him,” she commented.
“I can tell him you said no. I just thought… one evening in exchange for how much good would come from the benefit…” I shrugged, “where’s the harm?”
I was using the same manipulation that Cal had, and it made my stomach hurt. What the fuck was I doing? Pushing her to spend time with him when I knew very well what he was interested in, and what effect he had on her...
“Where’s the harm,” Ava repeated, flat. Neither of us would bring up the bedroom talk we’d indulged in, the fact that we’d both fantasized about him fucking her. She had her knees hugged close to her chest now, her hair spilling forward. There was a faraway look on her face. 
“Are you trying to test me, Justin?”
It was like getting slugged in the gut, hearing her say that to me.
“No,”
“Alright,”
I stared at her, my pulse pounding in my ears. Alright? Was she going to go? 
I couldn’t work out what I wanted her answer to be. It’d be awkward if I had to call Bonneville and tell him my wife was blowing him off, but I didn’t give a fuck about that. I’d be relieved. 
And so disappointed. 
Whatever she decided, I’d be torn.
“I’m going.”
***
I had a fresh case of beer and ESPN for company, but I couldn’t have told you what the score was—or even what fucking sport it was—nor could I stomach more than a sip every ten minutes. Time was moving at a crawl. 
Ava was out on her date. 
It isn’t a date, I scolded myself. But my mind kept drifting to the way he’d undressed her with his eyes, how he wanted his hands on her body. Thinking about it made me hard, so turned on that I considered doing something about it, but I decided to wait. When Ava got home, I was going to show her she was all mine.
When she got home.
I checked my phone again, telling myself I was just looking at the time, not checking for messages. I was still disappointed to see nothing from her at ten.
I stared at the TV without taking any of it in, picking at the label on my bottle of Bud. I wondered what the fuck I was thinking as I’d kissed her goodbye. She looked stunning, in her tight black dress and fuck-me heels. Was she dressed up like that for me, or for another man? 
I wanted to know what underwear she’d selected, if she’d thought about what my boss might like best when she chose what to wear. Something I’d bought her, perhaps. My favorite was a lacy red set that pushed her tits together, matching thong that left nothing to the imagination. 
I kept thinking of them together, sitting across from one another in the restaurant, him brushing her hair back in that confident, entitled way he had when they’d first met. His hand on her knee under the table… Moving towards her wet pussy, finding her hot and ready for him. I swigged from my beer, pointedly ignoring my throbbing erection. I was sure she’d be home soon, and I’d carry her caveman-style to our bed if I had to.
It got late. Well, later. Midnight passed, and I actually began to worry that Ava wasn’t coming home tonight. Still nothing on my phone. I pulled up the restaurant’s website to check what time they closed; 11pm. 
***
I opened up our text history, looking for a message that might have come in and not given me a notification. Nothing since yesterday.
It was almost one o’clock when I heard the car pull up outside. I’d waited up, not particularly caring if that made me seem desperate. My stomach was in knots, but I started to relax now she was here. Back where she belonged. I waited for the familiar sound of her key in the lock, then padded over to the front door. I knew it was crazy, but I wanted to see if her clothes were disheveled, if her lipstick was gone.
“Did you wait up?”
She sounded normal. Maybe a little tired. 
I wrapped my arms around her waist, backed her up against the door and breathed in the familiar scent of her perfume, only there was something else I could smell on her skin. Another man’s cologne, traces of cigarette smoke. My chest was tight as I pulled up her dress, grasping for the answer to what she’d put on underneath it for him. 
Nothing. 
My fingers found nothing but her bare pussy, slick and wet with arousal. Had she gone out without underwear, or had that gone missing over the course of the night? I kissed her, pushing my tongue hard against hers, letting her feel the weight of my erection against her stomach. She parted her legs further for me, and I got down on my knees, burying my face in her sex. 
She tasted clean, needy. She didn’t let him fuck her. I thought I was relieved about that, deep down. The thought of tasting another man on her, there, I couldn’t deal with it. My cock was throbbing as I licked the outside of her pussy, working my way slowly to her center, urged on by her fingers twisting sharply through my hair. I sucked gently on her clit, plunging my fingers into her heat. She moaned, her knees buckling as her orgasm crashed over her.
I wanted to ask where her panties were, why she smelled of another man, what they’d been doing for almost two hours since the restaurant closed. But stronger than that was the overarching need to fuck her; I’d been waiting all night for this.
“Upstairs,” she breathed, wrapping her arms around my neck, “take me to bed,”
I managed halfway up the stairs, the smell of his aftershave clinging to her skin, driving me crazy. She squealed as I set her down on the staircase, but her legs were tight around my waist, guiding me in. I pulled down the waistband of the sweats I was wearing, my dick springing up to hit my stomach. I thrust into her, urged on by her heels digging into the small of my back, by the way she panted my name and yes, oh yes against my neck. Her nails dug into my arms, but all that registered to me was the sweet warmth of her cunt around my cock.
“You didn’t let him fuck you?” It came out more like a statement than a question.
“Of course not,” Ava said. I ran my hand further up her dress, over her breasts to tweak one of her nipples. No bra, either. How had I not noticed that before she went out?
“I can smell him on you,” I said, thrusting into her on every other word, slow, deep strokes that made her squeeze me tight around the middle, a silent plea to go faster.
“He loaned me his jacket,” she said, half a sigh, “he noticed I was cold,”
I groaned. Ava’s nipples were like diamond at the slightest breeze, no wonder he noticed. I’d have bet I wasn’t the only one hard all night, hoping to get my wife into bed. My balls were tight, I was so close to cumming.
“Did he try something?”
She didn’t answer, just lifting her hips to meet my every thrust. My imagination was left to run wild, until finally she spoke.
“He tried to talk me into going back to his place,”
“Yeah?”
She bit her lip and nodded.
“Did you want to?”
“No,” she didn’t sound sure, “…yes,”
“If you’d gone with him, he’d be the one here right now,” I said, slamming my cock into her pussy. “Isn’t that right?”
“Ohh… Yes,” Ava threw her head back, her lower lip caught between her teeth. She was so fucking sexy. I was going to cum, but that was okay, she was close. I quickened my pace, driving my dick into her harder, faster, waiting for that tell-tale hitch of her breath. As soon as I heard it, my climax hit. It felt amazing as her pussy clenched down around me, greedy for every drop of cum I could fill her with.
I rested there for a moment, spent, and then I felt bad I hadn’t even gotten her upstairs. The staircase couldn’t have been very comfortable. I picked her up in my arms and carried her the rest of the way, laying her down gently on our bed. I unbuckled her heels and tossed them aside, then pulled her dress the rest of the way off. When I settled down beside her, she burrowed into my arms in a way that was vulnerable and very un-Ava. I worried something was wrong.
“Aren’t you mad?” she asked, in a small voice.
I laughed.
“Hell no,” I said, brushing her hair back from her face, “why would I be mad?”
She fell silent for a long stretch, and I thought she might have fallen asleep. Then her tousled blond head lifted and she looked me guiltily right in the eyes.
“Because I almost didn’t come home tonight. Now we’re not in the middle of sex, this isn’t a game. This is our marriage. I could have cheated on you,”
I hated how sad she sounded, but I wasn’t willing to pretend to be jealous and possessive just because it was how I was ‘supposed’ to feel.
“Honey, I set tonight up. I think…” I took a deep breath, knowing this could change how my wife looked at me. I had to trust her. To trust our relationship. “I think I’d have been just fine if you did choose to go home with Cal tonight. As long as it was what you wanted, and you didn’t lie to me. I actually think the whole idea of it is, well, it’s hot,”
I swallowed and made myself look up into her eyes. It was hardly a revelation given our antics over the past week, but saying it outside of the heat of the moment made it more real somehow. Ava was tracing her nail over the pattern on the sheets, looking thoughtful.
“And as long as you don’t fall in love with him,” I added, as if I was joking. I wasn’t, and when she made a disgusted ‘as if that would ever happen’ face, I had to laugh. 
“I don’t think I should be alone with him again,” she said after some contemplation. “I don’t want to be that person.”
I spooned up behind her, one arm tight around her waist, pulling her against my considerably larger body.
“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. And you’ll always be my wife,” I replied, pressing a kiss to her bare shoulder. She seemed to like that, pushing her ass back against my crotch appreciatively. When she felt that I was hard for her yet again, she turned to face me with a devilishly sexy smile on her face.
***
Cal went easy on me the following week. I wondered if he felt guilty for trying to seduce my wife, especially when he asked me out to lunch again. He clearly had no idea she’d told me everything. Quite a few times, as a matter of fact…
We sat at the same table as we had done the week before, and I felt somewhat more relaxed this time. I was curious as to how he’d play this. The last time we’d sat across from each other this way, he’d gone in right away with what he wanted, getting it out of the way. We made it through most of the meal this time before he got that appraising look on his face and cocked his head to the side.
“Listen, Turner,” he said.
“Justin,” I offered with a smile.
“Right, Justin,” he waved his hand dismissively, “I had a terrific time with Ava on Saturday night. She wanted to call it quits early, I think she was worried about you back home all alone,”
“Uh huh,” I said, lifting my glass.
“You don’t have a problem with what happened, I take it?”
What happened? I frowned and cleared my throat. I’d heard Ava’s version of events plenty—and believed her—but I was interested in what Cal’s take on it all was. “What’s that?”
“The two of us alone together,” he said, giving me a dazzling smile.
“Ah. No, no problem with that. I think Ava would prefer I be there for the next time, though,”
Cal’s disappointment was plain to see, but he looked unsurprised.
“I thought as much. You’re a very lucky man,”
I had to wonder how much of his fixation on Ava was simply because she’d seemed disinterested in him. He wasn’t the kind of guy who heard ‘no’ very often, and my wife was proving to be quite a challenge.
“What’s it going to take, Turner?”
I stared at him blankly as he finished his third scotch, replaying the past ten minutes in my head to try and work out what he was asking. I had nothing.
“Excuse me, sir?”
“She wants you there, you said. That’d make her more comfortable,”
I got the distinct impression we’d gotten our wires crossed, and I was starting to go a little red.
“I, uh,” I floundered.
“She needs a nudge, needs to know you’re alright with it,”
My head was spinning. I had no idea how to respond to that one.
“I’d really need to- I mean, it’s up to her…” I said lamely. My boss asking for seduction advice was surreal enough; seduction advice specific to my wife… Was this really happening?
***
I could talk to Ava about anything. Whenever something crazy happened, or things got rough, she was there to be my sounding board. This was the first time in memory that I couldn’t go straight to her and ask her what I should do.
I’d made up my mind on the night the two of them met. Whatever she wanted, however far she wanted to take things, I’d accept it. The idea of it was one of the hottest things I could think of, but there were a dozen reasons it was playing with fire. It mixed up my professional life with my personal life, in a way that had the potential to go disastrously wrong. Of the three of us,the only person whose reputation wouldn’t be smeared should anything be brought to light was Cal’s, and that was because he’d long ago stopped even trying to look squeaky clean. I didn’t want to worry about what other people would think, though.
All that mattered was what Ava and I wanted. It was our marriage, no-one else’s.
She was home before me that evening, looking very pretty in a sun-dress I hadn’t seen her wear since before her 30th birthday. She certainly had a spring in her step, and I said a silent thank you to Cal Bonneville for that. His pursuit of Ava had filled her with confidence. She beamed at me as I loosened my tie.
“Something smells good,” I commented, taking a seat at the table.
“It’s your mom’s recipe,”
“My mom never made anything that smells this good,” I said, shaking my head. Ava chuckled.
“Not when you were a kid maybe, but she’s really into cookery these days. She has her own blog, it’s actually getting pretty popular,”
“What’s a blog?” I asked, pretending to be clueless. Ava rolled her eyes, disappearing for an instant in the cloud of steam that swirled from the oven when she opened it.
“You should call her and say you enjoyed it. Even if you don’t,”
“I’m sure I’ll love it,” I said, dodging making any commitment to talking to my mother. “I had lunch with Cal again today,”
“Oh yeah?”
Her eyes sparkled with curiosity.
“Yeah. He just wanted to talk about you again,” I teased. 
“He’s an asshole,” Ava rolled her eyes, but I could tell she was flattered.
 “Yeah,” I agreed, “he’s serious about the benefit though. He invited us both. Do you want to go?”
Ava shrugged, trying to get a read off of me.
“It’d be rude not to, if he’s gone to the trouble,” she said noncommittally. Not quite good enough.
“It doesn’t matter. If you don’t want to be around him, we don’t go, and that’s that,”
Ava nibbled her lip thoughtfully and I could see she was trying to think of a way to convince me to go. 
That was all I needed to know.
***
The event was being hosted at Bonneville manor, though this time there were even more guests than at the midwinter party we’d attended earlier in the month, and the gardens had been opened up. There was a stage where live bands were scheduled to play later on in the evening, and the many swimming pools had been uncovered and heated for the event.
The guy sure had gone to a lot of trouble over Ava, and I could see she was impressed. When I’d first told her she’d need to put on her bikini before we’d left, she looked at me like I was out of my mind, reminding me it was forty degrees out. Temperature wasn’t an issue once we were within the grounds, the whole place was warmed by heaters, steam curling up from the brilliant-blue water. I got a kick out of knowing she’d be on display, a walking tease. I knew my boss wouldn’t be able to keep his eyes off of her, and nor would anyone else.
Our coats were taken at the door, revealing my wife in the slip of powder-blue bikini I’d pictured her in on the very first night we were here. There were thin, bronze-skinned women all over, serving up hot cider and Irish coffee. None of them could hold a candle to Ava though. I felt awkward in my swim shorts, but with her on my arm, I was sure nobody spared a glance for me.
Cal was nowhere in sight, so for a while Ava and I just took in the scenery and helped ourselves to a couple of drinks. I was feeling out of place again; it was such a trendy, cool set-up and I’d never really been one for parties. Ava was a natural though, so I got by just fine as long as I let her shepherd me through. Cal’s enchantment with her certainly had given her self-esteem a boost, or maybe she’d just been swept off her feet by the money he’d parted with to make tonight happen.
I scanned the throngs of people, wondering where he could be.
“Let’s go outside,” Ava said to me, her green eyes glittering.
There were even more people out in the gardens, some sitting in hot tubs and others fooling around in the pools. My wife grabbed my wrist and I turned to see where she was looking.
“I think that’s Cal,” she said, almost breathless. He was swimming towards us, his arms moving powerfully through the azure water. He reached the edge and hauled himself out, steam pouring from his toned body. He and Ava looked at each other and their chemistry was undeniable. For a second, I thought he might actually make a move on her right there, in front of all the guests.
“You look absolutely breathtaking,” he told her.
“Good to see you,” I blurted, an awkward reminder that yes, I was still here. Ava blushed and I could tell where her mind had wandered, along with her eyes. Cal was sleek and muscular, and in those tight swimming trunks of his he could have fallen out of a Calvin Klein ad. 
“Justin,” he greeted, only sparing me a glance before his eyes were back on Ava. He took her hand and gave a little tug until she followed, looking back at me as if she was surprised but powerless to resist. When I smiled at her, she relaxed and went along with being led into the swimming pool.
I sat down at the edge and kicked my feet through the water lazily, watching as Cal put his hands on Ava’s waist below the water and leaned in to murmur something against her ear. She gave him a dark look and playfully shoved him away in response.
I sipped my drink as they splashed around, Cal seemingly unable to keep his hands off of Ava in her little bikini. She was enjoying herself, and I liked that. They were turning a few heads with their horseplay, but that didn’t bother me. When Ava noticed, she got a little red and slipped out of Cal’s grasp, making her way over to where I was sat. Just checking in that everything was okay.
Cal was hot on her tail, and she reached up to me to help her out. She sat across my lap and I draped a warm towel over her shoulders, kissing her nose. She bit her lip and smiled slowly when she wriggled her ass to get comfy and felt my erection. Cal didn’t get out just yet, and I had the idea that was something to do with how tight his trunks were right about now, thanks to Ava’s teasing.
“Cal has a private hot tub up on the balcony,” my wife said to me, a wicked gleam in her eye. If I hadn’t already been rock hard, that mischievous smile would have done it. “Shall we go up?”
I saw her searching my face for any sign of discomfort. I could have said ‘no’, and she would have accepted it in an instant, with no fallout. But I’d have been crazy to miss out on this. I grinned.
“Lead the way,”
She did, and Cal and I followed her like we were under her spell.
There were no other guests up on the balcony, at a guess some ultra discreet security staff fielded people away from this area of the manor. There was an ice bucket at the side of the tub, an open bottle of champagne nestled in the center, and three glasses beside it. I caught Cal’s eye and he smirked. 
Once in the tub, their audience down to just one—me—their flirting turned from playful to something more like foreplay. Cal was brazen in taking what he wanted, pulling Ava onto his lap and holding her fast when she squealed delightedly and tried to wriggle away. I poured more champagne, excitement and anticipation eclipsing the last of any reservations I had about tonight. I could tell the exact moment Ava felt Cal’s hard cock press against her bikini bottoms; her eyes went wide, her plump lips making a little ‘o’. He capitalized on her surprise, covering her mouth with his.
I was mesmerized by the sight, my heart beating like a drum. Ava didn’t respond right away, too surprised, and I thought she might even push him away. Her hands slid up his chest, then behind his neck to tangle through his hair, and I realized she’d opened her mouth and returned the kiss with vigor. I watched with interest, palming my throbbing cock over my swim shorts. Cal tweaked her nipples through the material of her bikini, teasing the sensitive little nubs and devouring every little gasp and moan it earned him. She was caught up in the sensation, had seemingly forgotten I was there. I didn’t mind. In a minute, I’d move closer and pull the bow that held her bikini in place, giving him access to her bare tits. For now, though, I was happy to watch her enjoy this, getting caught up in the moment.
Ava’s head lolled back, and I realized that Cal’s other hand had pushed aside her bikini bottoms and was exploring the sensitive folds of her pussy, the first man other than me to touch her there in over eight years. She was breathless, grinding her hips down into his touch, and I wished the view wasn’t blocked by the water. I wanted to see his fingers plunging in and out of her cunt. She was going to cum if he didn’t stop, and he showed no signs of it.
“Wait,” she breathed against his lips. Cal frowned, and reluctantly stopped in his ministrations. I started to move closer, but Ava averted her eyes and got out of the tub in a hurry, striding over to the balcony to look down on the gardens below. Cal gave me a look that said it was time to earn my invitation.
I walked over and stood next to her, trying to catch her eye. The band had started up on the stage further out from the house, the music drifting up to us. Ava was twisting her wedding ring, still not able to completely let go of her inhibitions. I took her hand in my much larger one, squeezing reassuringly. She leaned against me, and I kissed her shoulder, turning to catch Cal’s eye. He took the signal right away, taking his place on Ava’s other side, kissing her neck. His hands slid up her ribs, under the fabric of her bikini top to cup her tits. I pulled the fastening and it fell away, exposing her to anyone who cared to look up to the balcony and see. Cal kissed lower, making his way to Ava’s breasts, taking a nipple between his lips and sucking, grazing his teeth over the sensitized nub. She moaned and wilted against me, and I knew that the last of her reservations had left her. There was no going back now…
***
I watched my boss sucking on my wife’s nipple, driving her crazy, making her grind her ass back into my rock-hard dick. She groped blindly at my crotch, moaning when she felt how turned on I was. Not to be left out, Cal grabbed her other hand and pushed it against the considerable bulge in his trunks. Ava looked like she was in heaven.
Cal tore off her bikini bottoms, revealing her puffy pink pussy all glistening with her juices. He ran his finger across her slit, collecting her dew on his fingers then sucking them into his mouth to taste her. He made an appreciative noise, then slid his fingers back into her from behind. Ava clutched my arm, pulling me close for a kiss. She moaned into my mouth as another man explored her cunt with his fingers, gasping when he replaced them with his tongue, eating her out from behind. His hands firmly grasped the globes of her ass cheeks, spreading her open so he could taste all of her. She clutched at my shorts, and I obligingly shucked them down, stepping out of them to stand naked before her. 
Cal made appreciative sounds from between her thighs, and the vibration was driving Ava wild.
“Does that feel good?” I asked her. 
“God yes,” she gasped, “don’t stop,”
She took hold of my cock and did her best to fit it into her mouth without pulling away from Cal. He held her in place with one arm across her hips, holding her steady as she writhed and bucked. The warmth of her lips around the head of my cock was amazing, and I slid deeper and then pulled out, fucking her mouth gently and delighting in the sounds Cal was drawing out of her as he licked her cunt and asshole.
“I’m cumming!” she pulled her mouth off of me to cry out, and I watched in fascination as she shuddered and moaned her way through her climax. Cal sat back on his heels, slapping Ava’s ass hard enough to leave a red imprint where his hand landed, then stood up and slid his shorts down. His cock was the biggest I’d ever seen, and from the way Ava’s eyes widened, the biggest she’d ever seen, too. She’d told me that she’d noticed him get hard for her when they were on their date, told me he seemed pretty well equipped, but I’d thought she was embellishing, running away with the fantasy.
“Oh my…” she gasped, already getting on her knees to return the favor for him. She struggled to get her hand around the base of his thick shaft, having to stretch her mouth open wide to fit the broad head of his cock in her mouth. She licked the underside, running her fingers up and down its length, then took as much as she could into her mouth. Cal grunted, stroking his hand through her hair and getting a good grip, controlling the pace that she sucked him. I was so turned on watching her service him on her knees, her legs still quivering from how hard he’d made her cum just moments ago. I gave him a few minutes of her to himself, then stood next to him and presented her with my cock.
She could barely get all of Cal’s cock in her mouth on its own, never mind both of ours at the same time, but she gave it a damn good try. She took each of us in her hands and sucked and licked greedily, pumping up and down the shaft of my cock while she took Cal back into her mouth. He couldn’t resist trying to push further down Ava’s throat, and I watched in amazement as she deep-throated his enormous dick. When he pulled out, strings of saliva connected the tip of his cock and my wife’s lips.
“You want us to fuck you, don’t you, Ava?” Cal said, cupping her chin to urge her mouth closed, tugging her to her feet. Her cheeks were flushed with color, her eyes shining with lust. She nodded, reaching down to stroke his huge length as if trying to work out how all of it would fit inside of her. 
“Good. Because we’re going to, at the same time,” Cal was utterly confident in this, as he was in everything he did. I was dismayed at the effect it had on Ava, the kittenish way she nuzzled against him as he led the way into the bedroom beyond.
“Are you going to give me your pussy?” he asked, stroking her cheek with the back of his fingers, “or is that for your husband?”
Ava looked to me for guidance, but this was her choice. Whatever she wanted.
“Yes,” she breathed, encouraged by my obvious arousal.
“Yes to what?” Cal asked, using his fingers to toy with her pussy once again.
“Yes, I want you to fuck my pussy,” she said, whimpering at the things he was doing to her with those hands. Hearing her say that made my heart drop, but I’d never been turned on like this. Cal jerked his head at me, instructing me to get on the bed. I was glad he was taking the lead on this, because I was impaired by the sheer intensity of how aroused I was.
Ava climbed astride me, facing away. Cal picked up a bottle that had been discreetly placed by the bed—lubricant—and tossed it towards me as he continued to kiss and suck a path between my wife’s breasts. I could feel my cock throbbing with every beat of my heart as I watched, anticipating how it would feel to see my wife take two cocks at once. I slicked myself up with the lube, holding my cock steady as Ava spread herself, showing me her pretty little asshole. I nudged against her entrance, hissing as the warmth and tightness engulfed my dick. She gasped and moaned as I slid deeper and deeper into her ass, one hand gripping her hip and the other rubbing her back soothingly. I wished I could see her face, but this way I had a good view of her and Cal kissing.
She lifted off of me, then pushed back down, drawing a groan of pleasure out of me. I’d just about gotten accustomed to how tight she was when she squeezed around me, making me grit my teeth and fight to hold in a moan once I realized why it was. Cal was between her legs, and had begun to feed his huge cock into her wet cunt, stretching her more than anything she’d ever experienced before. I held her thighs up, fighting back the urge to thrust up into her ass despite how desperately I wanted the friction.
“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she cried out, and I’d never heard her sound so needy. She got tighter and tighter as Cal pushed deeper into her, her head falling back and her hair gliding across my skin. It felt incredible as he started to fuck her, slowly at first, letting her adjust to his impressive size. Every thrust made her slide up and down my cock, and all I could do was hold her tight and enjoy the ride.
Cal picked up the pace until he was jackhammering into my wife’s pussy while I fucked her ass and she writhed between us in complete bliss. Her second orgasm shattered through her and I could feel it around my dick, threatening to push me over the edge into my own climax. Somehow I held on, and it wasn’t long before she was cumming again. This time, it really hit me that my wife was orgasming on another man’s cock, and that when he’d finished using her sweet cunt he was going to fill her with his load, and she’d take it all. I groaned, feeling the rush of pleasure crashing over me as I came hard, deep inside my wife’s ass. It was so intense, the hardest I’d ever cum, and she moaned in ecstasy. 
Cal wasn’t done with her though, not by a long shot. He repositioned her like a doll, and she was putty in his hands, obediently getting on all fours and presenting her ass to him. She was face to face with me now, and I could see the sheen of sweat on her brow, the pure desire in her glazed eyes. I brushed her hair back as my boss mounted her from behind, getting even deeper access to her pussy from that angle. She moaned and pleaded for more even as he pounded into her, more forcefully than I ever had, his hips jerking with urgency. The tendons in his neck stood out, and his breathing went ragged.
“He’s going to cum inside you, honey,” I murmured into her ear. Cal grunted in confirmation, and it pushed Ava into her third orgasm of the night, her hands tangling in the sheets and her lips making that perfect ‘o’ as pleasure washed through her. She was trembling, and I don’t think I’d ever seen her cum quite that had before. The tight pulsing of her cunt as she came sent Cal over the edge and with a shout, he pumped my wife full of jet after jet of hot cum.
He collapsed beside her on the bed and she kissed him lazily, while her hand sought out mine and clasped it tight.
***
We’d woken up alone together the next morning, and we weren’t the only ones making the walk of shame back to their cars. Things really did get wild there after midnight.
Cal had been nowhere in sight, but I think we were both relieved about that. As fun as it had been, neither of us needed the awkwardness of waking up with a relative stranger in the bed.
Back at home, Ava’s confidence was still sky-high, as was both of our sex drives. The night of the benefit had certainly given us a lot of fuel for our bedroom talk, and Ava didn’t seem so worried I’d think less of her after how into it I’d been.
As for things back at work, well, that was basically unchanged, with a couple of exceptions. Cal was Cal, and he called me by my first name too. Everything else? Exactly as it was.
Oh, and we had a standing invitation to head on over to Bonneville manor and play once a month, no pressure. Ava hadn’t said anything about that yet, but I had a strong feeling we’d be taking my boss up on the offer soon enough…




The Arcade
"Thanks, Mark," Emma sighed as we stepped out onto the street, “I needed this." 
I’d planned a surprise weekend away for us after a busy couple of months. My wife had just been promoted to Deputy Head at the small school she taught at, and it had been a stressful time for her settling in to the new role. So, I had arranged for the kids to stay with my parents and booked flights, a hotel and a nice restaurant to help her unwind. 
When I told her last night that we were going away, she was thrilled. I said we could go wherever she wanted, my only stipulation was that she was not allowed to worry; she was under strict orders to let her hair down and relax. I'd even made sure to pick a hotel with a well rated spa. 
When I returned from the bathroom during the meal and saw her reading emails on her phone, she instantly knew she had been caught and smiled mischievously then turned her phone off and passed it to me. 
“Good girl,” I'd said as I slipped it into my jacket pocket. 
Over dinner I asked what she wanted to do for the rest of the evening and she had said “drinks and dancing.” 
So that's what we did. We hailed a cab and asked him to take us somewhere nearby where we could dance and get a decent drink. The driver said he knew a place and a few minutes later dropped us off at a nice looking bar.
The clientele was a little younger than us and they only served cocktails, but Emma didn't complain. We picked drinks at random from the menu and then swapped when she tasted hers and cringed at its strength. It felt like we were dating again as we danced for close to two hours (and three more cocktails) and when she said she was ready to call it a night, I was grateful.
After six years of marriage I wasn't as fit as I once was. I wasn't overweight and I tried to get to the gym at least once a week, although it was probably closer to a few times a month. Emma, however, was a keen runner and would jog most days, and it showed. 
Emma had always gotten a lot of attention from guys, and tonight in her short red dress, she was definitely drawing more than just my eye as we danced. The looks she got from guys (and some girls) had never bothered me&emdash; it came with the territory when you had a wife who looked like mine, I figured. She was tall and slim with dirty blonde hair and dazzling green eyes. Of course the attention she got was probably more to do with her full, rounded breasts and firm, pert ass, than from her eyes. 
“Having fun?” I asked her when we got outside. 
“Yes! Thank you,” she said, clinging to me arm, “now take me home,” she said in a sultry tone. 
I didn’t need asking twice and went to hail a cab, but Emma stopped me and said we should walk. 
“It’s a nice night and the hotel isn’t far,” she said. That was true, but I wanted to get her back as soon as possible. Nevertheless, I agreed. This trip was to help her relax and I did say we would do whatever she wanted. 
I pulled a map up on my phone and we started off walking, taking the side streets to cut down on the walking time. 
“The map says it’s this way,” I shrugged when she wondered why we weren't staying on the main road. 
After a while, we walked past an ‘adult store’, according to the sign. It wasn’t like the sex stores I’d seen before. It was brightly lit and had a tasteful display of lingerie and toys in the window; all high-tech looking vibrators which were particularly shaped, rather than just a collection of synthetic phalluses. Emma noticed me looking and giggled.
“You want to go inside?” She asked, teasingly. Slowing her pace, but not stopping. I felt myself blush. 
“No, I was just surprised when I noticed,” I said, embarrassed. Then she stopped, just past the store front and pulled my arm. 
“Come on,” she said, like she was daring me, “we might see something we like.” 
I was hesitant. I felt like I was being trapped. When she pulled my arm again and urged me to come with her, intrigue got the better of me and I followed her to the door. She looked around before going in, like we were going to be caught doing something we shouldn't. 
The store was bigger than I expected. There were racks of sexy outfits and lingerie at the front, and various books, lubricants and condoms, sex toys of all kinds and DVDs from what I could see from the doorway. 
A girl no older than twenty behind the counter looked up from her iPad briefly as we entered and smiled a greeting to us. I felt sure she knew that we – certainly I – had never been to one of these stores before, and was amused by our presence, but I ignored the thought. 
“You okay?” My wife giggled. I was determined not to let her know that I felt awkward and tried to look nonchalant. 
“Of course,” I said. She smiled like she knew my secret and started browsing, flicking through the bra and panty sets on a nearby rack. She picked a lacy white set up and held it against her, modelling the bra. 
“You like this?” She asked. I did. 
“Looks great,” I answered. She thought for a second and then put it back, wandering further into the store. 
Looking around, I noticed that apart from the clerk there were no other women in the store, but maybe half a dozen men. Strange, I thought, as most of the items on display seemed to be aimed at women. As I followed Emma around, I caught several of them surveying her. Something about their gaze was different than the normal looks of appreciation she got- it was as though they were assessing her, rather than just enjoying how she looked. 
Emma had stopped at the DVDs, there was a huge selection of every kind of porn imaginable. While we had a good sex life, we didn't talk about porn and I was interested to see what she might be looking at. Emma didn't give anything away, but she was taking all of the covers in with intrigue, a smile on her face. One step ahead of me, she asked “anything you like the look of?” I was on the defensive again. 
“Nothing particularly grabbing me,” I answered. I had intended to go on the attack and ask if she had seen anything, but she shocked me by gently grabbing my crotch. 
“How about now?” She joked, stroking me for a second before turning back to the DVDs. 
She was acting like a naughty teenager. I was pleased to see her having fun and decided to play along. I slapped her ass lightly and she squeaked her surprise then smiled widely at me. We continued through the store until we came to a selection of dildos. Unlike the ones in the window, these toys were all shapes and sizes of rubber cock. Emma picked up an enormous eleven and a half inch black dildo, complete with veins, and held it next to her face, feigning a look of terror. 
“Too big for you?” I laughed. 
“I think it would kill me,” she murmured, “that thing’s like a wiffle bat.” 
She instead picked up a more reasonable seven incher, closer to my own size. She read the information on the packaging and laughed to herself, then carried on moving through the store. The next display were the vibrators, some of which were in the window. Emma seemed more interested in these ones, picking a few of them up and examining them. 
“They look interesting,” I said. Half a statement and half a question. 
“Yeah,” she agreed. “Just think, it's someone’s job to design these things. I can't imagine their thought processes,” she said. She had a small ‘rabbit’ vibrator in her hand still. 
“Do you like that one?” I asked her, gently rubbing her ass through the dress. 
“It looks a lot more specialised than mine,” she said. Emma had a vibrator already, but it was very plain and certainly, to my knowledge, she didn't really use it. 
“Let's get it and give it a try, then,” I told her. She bit her lip as though I’d suggested she steal it. She didn't say ‘no’, though. We headed to the counter to pay when Emma pulled my arm again, I look at where she gestured with her head and saw a sign reading ‘Video Arcade’ in pink neon letters. I wasn’t so naïve that I didn’t know that was where patrons could go and watch (and masturbate to) porn videos. I was a little surprised when Emma asked what it meant. 
“I think that you can watch some of the videos they sell there,” I said, “sort of like a try before you buy.” 
Emma blushed for a moment, obviously realising what that meant. 
“See anything you liked?” The chirpy girl at the counter asked as we approached. Emma put the small vibrator down and the girl rang it up without flinching. 
I was looking at the card machine when she asked “interested in the arcade?” I snapped my head up quickly and saw that she wasn’t talking to me. Emma had been looking down the store toward the video arcade sign. She wheeled around but didn’t have a response. 
The girl at the counter smiled knowingly, “there’s machines there that take tokens and you can pick a movie to watch. Tokens are $2 each. There’s private booths, so it’s not like a movie theater or anything. We even have two ‘couples’ booths’,” she said. 
Emma looked at me, that same excited and mischievous look she’d worn when we were coming in, on her face. 
“Can we get some tokens?” She asked the girl, who chuckled.
“Sure, how many d’you want?” 
Emma asked for $10 worth and the girl dropped the tokens to her hand as I paid. 
“Enjoy,” she told us smiling to herself, “the couples’ booths are the two on the far left.”
Emma waited for me to go first. I moved through the store with her at my heel, holding her hand. I noticed that a few of the remaining guys in the store were watching her with more interest now. We reached the sign and went through a heavy red velvet curtain to reveal a corridor with maybe a dozen doors along the wall. There was very little light, only a faint glow from some security lighting overhead. There was a distinct but muted sound of several different porn flicks showing in the booths. The whole thing was a little surreal.
We noticed a couple of guys loitering in the hallway, openly eyeing Emma up and down. We quickly moved to the end of the row, where the couples’ booths were. We tried the door at the very end, but it was locked. I almost apologised to the person inside, but guessed they would probably want as few distractions as possible. So, instead I tried the next door and it swung open. Emma pushed in quickly after me and we locked the door behind us. As soon as the door was locked, Emma swung her arms around my neck and started laughing, burying her face in my chest. 
“What are we doing here?” She asked, almost crying with laughter, but whispering at the same time. I was disappointed&emdash; I had been looking forward to seeing what would happen with Emma in this unusual mood. 
“No idea,” I answered, “I thought you were the one with the plan.” Then trying to salvage the idea, “do you want to see what they have?” 
The naughty teenager look was back. She was still amused, but she looked at me with light in her eyes and her lip in her teeth again. Despite it being a ‘couples’ booth’, there was only one chair. The booth was small, with just enough room to move around each other and the only source of light being from the screen, telling us to insert tokens. Emma guided me to sit down and then she placed herself on my lap. She leaned over to the machine and dropped the tokens into the slot. 
Instantly the screen lit up with a scene of a woman in a maid outfit being pounded by a large black man. A gasp and a short fit of giggles came from Emma and she pushed a button on the control panel to change the movie. She skipped through a lesbian scene, threesome, a particularly vigorous anal movie and a couple of straight forward guy on girl videos before shrugging and leaving the screen to play a video in which a slight brunette was energetically riding a large cock, with another in her mouth and a third in her hand. 
Emma made out like she had just given up looking. But I had noticed how quickly she flicked through some things, how she spent a couple of seconds assessing others and how she hovered her finger over the button when the image of three guys taking this girl came into the screen. She chose to leave it on. There was also the fact that she was surreptitiously rubbing her thighs together, which I could just feel as she was sat on my lap. 
I stroked the back of her neck as she watched and her body responded to my touch. She sighed softly and stroked my inner thigh. Having received a positive reaction, I kissed her neck and ran my hands over her body. She shuddered and began grinding her ass against my hardening cock, still watching as the girl on screen positioned herself to be penetrated by two of the guys at once. 
As she got more worked up, I slid my hands down her leg and hiked up the dress, stroking her pussy through her panties as she turned to kiss me. We kissed deeply and passionately, our tongues and hands exploring one another in the practical darkness. Emma adjusted as I tried to raise her dress over her head, allowing me to pull it away from her, much to my surprise. As neatly as I could, whilst at the same time not remotely caring, I dropped it to the floor, leaving Emma in just her underwear as she struggled with my belt buckle. No matter how may times she had undone it before, she always struggled. 
She managed to unbuckle me and freed my cock from my shorts, stroking me as we continued to kiss. I caressed her breasts, reaching around to unhook in her bra. Emma leaned back to remove it, revealing her luscious, pert breasts. As she did, I saw something out of the corner of my eye. There was a hole in the side of the booth, and someone was looking through, watching us. I squinted in the semi-darkness to see that there was also a hole on he other side. 
I nodded in the direction of the hole and Emma followed my gaze. Her face dropped from a smile to horror as she noticed the eye peering through the hole. 
“What the fuck!” She said as she stumbled to grab her dress and hold it against herself, covering her nudity. It was, in retrospect, hilarious to see her trying to hide her body whilst on the screen a foot away from her the girl in the movie tried to fit two large cocks into her pussy at the same time. 
I traced my fingers across her the small of her back as she looked at me incredulously, as though she was saying ‘can you believe that!’ I reached out and took a hold of her dress and softly coaxed it away from her. She didn't relent initially, not understanding. But after only a second, and with another glance to the hole, she held her dress away from her and dropped it to the floor. 
She was once again on display, only this time she knew we had a voyeur. Her naughty smile had returned. She slid down my body, sticking her shapely ass out toward the hole, giving our viewer a good view, as she rubbed my hard cock against her exposed tits. She licked her hand, slowly- looking not at me but at the hole in the wall – and rubbed the saliva on my dick, slackening it as she placed it between her breasts and gripped them tightly, stroking my hard cock between them. 
The feeling was amazing as Emma bounced her tits, jerking my cock between them; but what really got me was the way she asked “you like that, baby?” She was looking at me, but I couldn't help thinking that the question was aimed at our audience. 
She bit her lip and then sank further down, so that as I began to thrust up between her breasts, she could stick out her tongue and lick the head of my throbbing cock, until finally she took me into her mouth, sucking me enthusiastically as the stranger watched. 
I closed my eyes as she rolled her tongue around my engorged prick and took me deep into her mouth. When I opened them after what felt like only a minute of her sucking, I saw that the voyeur had pushed his cock through the hole, clearly hoping to do more than watch.
I tapped Emma lightly on the shoulder and she opened her eyes and slowly took my cock out of her mouth, licking from base to shaft and smiling up at me with that naughty smile before turning to see how our viewer was enjoying the show. She gasped and covered her mouth as she saw the hard cock sticking through the hole and then looked back to me in shock- and question. 
I smiled down at her and took a risk. 
“Do you want to play with him?” I asked, whispering. She looked aghast, but not angry. 
“Go ahead, give it a try,” I encouraged before she could answer, “the door’s locked- if you don't like it, you can stop. He's never going to see us again. We don't even know who he is. You don't have to do anything you don't want to do,” I whispered. 
She looked from me to the cock sticking through the wall. I could see that she was thinking about it. 
“Do you want me to?” She asked, unsure. I leaned over and kissed her intently, reaching down and sliding my hand into her panties. She was slick with wetness already and moaned softly into my mouth at my touch, as our tongues danced and I rubbed her clit slowly, teasing her. 
We broke our kiss and she glanced from me to the stranger’s softening cock again, and shifting slightly, she gingerly reached out for it. With one last glance to me for reassurance, she took the shaft in her hand. The dick twitched at her touch. Emma stared at the cock as she stroked it, and I stared at her- fixated. My wife, who was normally loving but reserved, was on her knees jerking off a total stranger- she hasn't even seen the guy; only his disembodied cock poking through a hole in a sex store video booth. I wouldn't have believed it if I weren't seeing it for myself. 
Emma was smiling widely as she worked the now fully hardened cock with her hand, caressing the balls with her other, changing her technique every few seconds. I stood and moved over to her and she turned her head to take me into her mouth as she jerked the cock. She quickly bobbed her head up and down my length as she began to pump the stranger’s dick. I could hear him groaning and sighing through the wall as Emma furiously jerked him as she sucked on me. 
She took me from her mouth briefly and spat into her hand, before taking returning her attention back to my cock and jerking the stranger’s, now glistening with her saliva. She let out soft moans around my cock as she pleasured us both. She was engulfing my cock whilst pumping the stranger’s so quickly that he occasionally slipped from her grasp until we heard a knock on the wall. 
She looked up at me quizzically just as the first rope of cum erupted from the strange cock, splashing across her collarbone. She recovered from the shock just in time for second, aiming his pulsing cock at her chest as the she jerked streams of cum over her tits, covering them and rubbing his cock against her breasts as the last of the cum trickled down onto her stomach, until the cock withdrew. 
Emma looked up at me, dazed and then leapt to her feet, lunging at me and driving her tongue into my mouth. We kissed deeply, exploring each other’s mouths as we embraced. We heard the door to the next booth open and close as our anonymous friend left. Emma gently bit my lip as she pulled away from our kiss. Her face was alight with excitement.
“I can't believe I just did that!” She said, still whispering like she was afraid of being overheard, barely audible over the sound of the actress in the film on screen. 
“I can't believe we just did that,” I told her. She smiled warmly at me and, the picture of the loving schoolteacher wife she was- a complete dichotomy to the mess of cum covering her bare tits as she stood in just her panties in a booth at the back of a sex store, with hardcore porn playing in the background. And I adored her. 
“Ready to go?” I asked her, eager to get her back to the room. Before she could answer the door next to us opened and closed again. This time there was no preface, as a soft pink cock popped through the hole. This one was definitely larger than the last, and than my own; thick and even soft, fairly long. I felt a jolt of excitement when we both looked from the cock to each other. Emma's eyes were question. 
“You want another go?” I asked, hoping. 
“Do you want me to?” She asked, being coy whilst at the same time slowly stroking my cock which was straining with hardness. 
“It seems like you do,” she cooed, teasing me. I couldn't argue. 
“I do,” I said- not appreciating the irony of the wedding vow at the time. Emma smiled, like she was both entertained and aroused by my admission. She kissed me, pulling her body toward the hole without her lips leaving mine until she could no longer reach, and then dropped to her knees in front of the new stranger’s cock. 
She took the cock in her hand and massaged it gently, looking at me. The soft dick started to come to life as she stroked it, growing and stiffening. She adjusted once hard enough to work her hand up and down the shaft. 
“Is this what you want to see?” She asked, playfully. I answered by rubbing my own hard cock as I watched her. She turned her face from me to the stranger’s cock and brought her lips to it, tentatively licking the underside of the head. My mind was racing, but at the same time completely serene; totally focused on the image of my wife on her knees about to suck another man’s cock, as the traces of cum from the first glistened in the light from the screen. 
She continued to slowly jerk the stranger’s cock, lifting it and then kissing his balls before running her tongue from shaft to tip and finally, whilst looking me straight in the eyes, opening her mouth and taking the head of his cock into it. I heard the sigh of relief from the other side of the wall and she moaned ‘mmmm’, sliding her lips up and down his cock as she sucked. She bobbed her head, taking him most of the way into her mouth and then shifted so that she could reach between her legs and touch herself as she blew the total stranger. 
I watched in awe, jerking my own cock as I watched my wife sucking on another. She was rubbing her clit hard, letting soft moans escape her mouth whenever she opened it enough, as she built up pace. I could see that the stranger was starting to thrust and she held her mouth in place, allowing him to fuck her face, something that I had never done. I groaned as I rapidly jerked myself watching her.
After a minute or so of him fucking her mouth, she moved her face away and furiously pumped his cock. She sucked on and licked the stranger’s balls, then, running her tongue up and down his length, she took his cock back into her mouth and despite his size, after a couple of attempts, she took him completely into her mouth and throat. She held the position for a few seconds and then slid her lips all the way up and all the way back down his hard cock. She then stopped rubbing her pussy and put both hands against the wall, bracing herself and allowing him to start thrusting again, fucking himself into her willing throat. I couldn't believe what I was seeing, or the effect it was having on me as my cock throbbed with hardness. 
The stranger fucked her throat for another minute or so, as Emma adjusted her position from time to time, furiously rubbing her clit whenever she didn't need to support herself with her hands on the wall. After a while of this, she took the initiative back, sucking and jerking his cock rapidly until, again, we heard a knock on the wall. This time she was prepared, rather than jerk him onto her tits as she had the last guy, she engulfed his cock, sputtering slightly and I knew he was pumping his load into my wife’s mouth. She took it all, until he withdrew. She stayed on her knees and looked up at me, her face drunk with lust and her hair dishevelled, and patted her lips just enough to show me that she had a mouthful of this stranger’s cum, which she then swallowed as she looked me in the eyes. 
“Did you like that, baby?” She purred, teasingly playing with her pussy. 
“That was the hottest thing I've seen in my life,” I started to answer, but she stopped me, bending over the chair and saying “don't tell me, show me- show me that I'm yours.” 
I didn't need asking twice. I moved toward her and moved her panties to the side, sliding fully into her in one motion. She was wetter than I had ever felt before and cried out as I pushed inside her, no longer concerned about being overheard. I pounded her waiting pussy, thrusting into her with all I was worth, revelling in her moans and gasps of pleasure, I wanted to make her scream for me. 
Her noises had gotten some attention, and after only a few minutes of us fucking, both of the holes in the walls were occupied. To the left a hard black cock was sticking through the hole and to the right an arm was teaching through to touch her. Emma didn't ask my permission this time as she shifted slightly, leading the hand to her bouncing tits as I continued fucking her. He groped at her, squeezing her nipples and grabbing her breasts before taking his arm away and replacing it with a thick, hard cock. 
Emma scooted the chair forward, being careful not to let me slip out of her soaking pussy, and without hesitation took it into her mouth, using her hands to steady herself. She quickly bobbed her head on his cock as I fucked her, grabbing her hips hard as we bucked against one another and she sucked the anonymous cock. 
“That's it, baby,” I encouraged her, giving her ass a small slap. She squealed around the cock and wiggled her ass, so I slapped it again. Emma quickly fell into a rhythm; bouncing on my cock as I thrust into her and bobbing up and down the stranger's cock, occasionally stopping to gasp with pleasure or catch her breath. 
It didn’t take long for the stranger to climax and, after a short while of Emma sucking him with intent whilst I fucked her, we heard the now familiar knock on the wall and he emptied his load into my wife’s mouth. She swallowed it all as he disappeared from the hole and was immediately replaced by another. Emma took hold of the average sized cock in her hand and jerked it as she backed up against me, whispering ‘yes’ over and over until I felt her orgasm on my cock. She shook uncontrollably and let go of the cock, resting both of her hands on the chair and trying to regain composure. 
I slowed my pace, now gently, slowly thrusting as she came down. 
“Holy shit,” she said as she recovered. She looked at me with a huge smile and noticed that both holes were now occupied by a cock she hadn’t shown her oral talents to. I slipped out of her and allowed her to move off the chair, sliding over to the cock on the left to wrap her lips around it. There was no warm up this time, as she forced the thick cock fully into her mouth and throat and sucked him like I'd never seen her suck before. 
 The change in her was incredible. I had never imagined we would ever be in a place like this in the first place, but here we were. And she had gone from being unsure about touching another man’s – a stranger’s – cock, to taking three loads of cum and looking for more. I couldn't have taken my eyes off of her if I'd wanted to. I'm not sure when the video had stopped playing, but I suspected that no-one was interested in watching porn when my wife was so eagerly sucking every cock that came through the holes to our booth. 
After a minute or so, she looked up at me as though she were in a trance, and then checked to make sure the second cock was still there. Of course it was and she tried to reach it, but the other wall was just too far away. Instead she reached for me and I stepped toward her so she could pleasure us both. She alternated between us, jerking and sucking so expertly and intently that I thought I wouldn't be able to last. Both myself and the stranger she was also blowing were groaning loudly, I could hear him encouraging her through the wall, telling her ‘yeah baby, suck that fucking cock’, or ‘just like that, bitch’. Emma seemed to love this and would moan her approval, engulfing his dick each time. 
When the stranger let out a loud “fuck!” I thought he was going to start cumming. Instead he pulled away. Emma looked up and me with confusion, as though she wanted me to explain to her why, while continuing to jerk my cock. The stranger reached his arm through the hole and touched her face. Emma instantly sucked his thumb into her mouth, I assumed hoping he would replace it with his cock again. He allowed her to suck on his thumb for a few seconds whilst stroking her face, then moved his hand down. Emma pressed out her chest so that he could squeeze and play with her breasts whilst she leaned over and sucked on my aching cock. Again after only a matter of seconds his hand was reaching down.
Emma stood and I watched as he moved her panties aside and groped at her soaking pussy, working his fingers inside her. She kissed me deeply, sighing with pleasure into my mouth as she stroked my cock, until he tried to turn her around. Emma obliged, facing away from the wall and allowing him to finger fuck her from behind. By the sounds of it, he was good at what he was doing and she leaned over the chair, saying “come here, I need your cock.” 
I moved to her face, noticing that the other guy on the right side of the room was watching through the hole, and she swallowed my cock. I held her hair back, thrusting and fucking her mouth for the first time in our marriage. It felt incredible as I thrust into her willing mouth, my legs almost bucking when I pushed myself in deeply and held her there until she dug her fingernails into my legs. I quickly pulled out, worrying, but she only gasped for air and than impaled herself back on my cock, grabbing my ass and pulling me into her. 
She squealed around my cock and took me from her mouth, looking up at me with wide eyes and quivering lips before biting her lip and exclaiming “fuck!” I looked behind her and saw that her ass was now fully pressed against the wall. I realised quickly that he was no longer using his fingers, and when I heard her gasping and the wall creaking, I knew the stranger was fucking my wife. I was driven wild, taken by a need to hear and see her cumming on the anonymous cock. She tried to keep sucking me, but struggled to stay focused on my cock. I grabbed her breast in one hand and stroked her face with the other. 
“Is he fucking you, baby?” I asked her. She nodded yes, her mouth open, her hand jerking my cock irregularly. 
“Do you like it?” I asked, twisting her nipple in my fingers. 
“Fuck, yes,” she breathed, bouncing her ass against the wall so hard I thought it might break. 
“Do you want to feel his cum?” I asked, no longer sure what she was enjoying more; his dick or me talking to her. 
“Oh God… yeah,” she breathed, then almost immediately she announced, “I'm cumming!” 
I leaned down and kissed her, running my hands through her hair as she squealed and writhed. When I pulled away she was flushed and whimpering softly with pleasure. 
I heard the door open and close and looked to see that she wasn't pressed against the wall anyone. I moved behind her and lifted her ass. Her pussy was red and glistening, and trickling from the lips and down her thigh was a trail of fresh cum. A man who she had never even met and just fucked and come inside my wife’s pussy. I looked over to Emma, she was looking back at me, over her shoulder. A wicked grin on her face. 
“I've been a very bad girl,” she purred. 
I stood and drove my cock into her, feeling the warm gooey cum inside of her as I slid myself deeply into her hot cunt. I grabbed her hair as I thrusted, fucking her used, wet pussy. 
“Do you like fucking other men?” I asked her, punctuating the words with rough thrusts. 
“I loved it,” she said, “but this is the best.” I could feel myself approaching climax already. 
“That's it, baby,” she encouraged breathlessly, “I need you to fill me up!” 
That was almost more than I could handle; I my muscles tightened as I continued to fuck her, gripped by carnal desire.
When I felt her contract and shudder, moaning an orgasm, I felt myself starting to come. I held on as long as I could, clenching my muscles until I couldn't hold back any longer and started pumping my cum deep into her. I felt like I’d never come so much, or so hard; I could feel wave, after wave of cum flowing into her as she moaned softly. 
When finally the stream of cum had subsided, I slipped out of Emma, eliciting another soft gasp. She stood shakily and embraced me, kissing me tenderly. 
“Oh, wow,” she said, “I'm exhausted! That was incredible.” I brushed her dishevelled hair away from her eyes. 
“Did you have fun?” I asked her. 
“So much,” she said giggling. “I had no idea you would be into something like that,” she said. 
“Neither did I,” I admitted. 
The remaining watcher had pushed his cock through the hole, hard and hopeful- obviously having enjoyed the show. I nodded toward it and told her, “I think you forgot about someone.” Emma looked at my slyly, “how rude of me,” she said, then dropped to her knees again and started jerking the cock, licking the head. She quickly took him into her mouth and it was clear from the way she sucked and pumped his cock that she was racing to bring him to a finish. She bobbed her mouth up and down, sliding her lips over his dick and then jerking him roughly onto her tongue. 
It didn't take long for the stranger to start groaning and then coming. This time there was no warning knock, but Emma was ready for him, taking his load into her mouth and swallowing loudly. When he was done, he whispered “thank you,” through the hole. Emma giggled.
 We dressed quickly and gathered our things, then cautiously unlocked the door. Leaving quickly we saw a good looking younger guy heading down the corridor to the booths. He looked severely disappointed when he saw us leaving, but we paid no attention to him. We passed through the curtain and back into the brightly lit store. 
As we headed to the door, the girl at the counter caught our eyes. She smiled knowingly and pointed to her cheek. Emma instinctively raised her hand to her own and turned bright red, wiping a stray streak of cum off her face. She wiped her hand on her crumpled dress and waved a thanks to the girl and then we stepped outside. 
“How far from the hotel are we?” She asked, moving away from the entrance. I pulled up a map on my phone. 
“About five minutes,” I said, “easy walking distance if you want to come back again,” I smiled. 
“Maybe I will,” she laughed, “but tonight let’s hurry,” she said, “I’m ready a shower- and for the rest of the night I only want my husband. If you're ready for another round?”
Boy was I ready.




Taken By The Cop (Watching His Wife)
A relaxed weekend at the beach with my gorgeous wife had been long overdue; I’d hoped we would reconnect over margaritas and get some of our spark back. I’d never expected that the combination of cocktails and sunshine would coax Steph into revealing a secret fantasy. I’d also never expected to find just the idea of something so fucking sexy. After four years of marriage we’d experimented in the bedroom here and there, but so far, the games we’d played had been to sate my appetites, not hers. My wife indulged me, and I always tried to make it worth her while, but I longed to hear her put words to her own darkest desires. I’d started to think she was perfectly content with our vanilla bedroom antics, spiced up by the occasional roleplay session, and putting on a show for me with one of her toys. That was fine — Steph was beautiful, smart, and she loved me enough to agree to marry me. I was one lucky bastard, I knew that.
But Christ, when she’d pressed her lips against my ear and playfully whispered ’Greg, that guy’s hard just watching me rub lotion on your back,’ I’d heard something in her voice that sent a jolt straight to my cock. The guy sunbathing next to us was pitching a tent in his trunks, blatantly watching her pert full breasts bouncing as she kneaded sunscreen into my shoulders. And she liked it. I wondered if I was supposed to beat my chest and play the alpha male, but I could hardly blame the guy for enjoying the show. My wife was fucking gorgeous; she filled out the bikini she was wearing with perfect curves, had eyes the color of tropical shallows, hair the color of honey and an ass just as sweet. Everywhere we went, she turned heads, not that she ever seemed to notice. Not my shy Steph.
When it was my turn to apply her lotion, I decided to push things a little. I untied her bikini and was mesmerized by the ripple of goosebumps that erupted from her neck as it fell away. Once I’d finished applying it to her sunkissed back, I grabbed her hip and guided her to turn over. Knowing we had a captive audience just a couple feet away didn’t make her shy, if anything it bolstered her confidence. I took my time, palming the slope of her stomach, tracing the sensitive curve of her ribs, until I finally reached the mound of her breasts. I cupped them in both hands and caressed her, enjoying the catch of her breath and how she squeezed her thighs together, in clear arousal.
“You love teasing the guys, don’t you, slut?” I purred, stretching out beside her with my hands still on her body, my fingers tweaking the hard pink pebbles of her nipples. She made a soft cooing sound when I called her that, grinding her hip against my hard cock. This was a side to Steph I’d never seen before, but I could definitely get on board with it. She bit her lip coyly.
“Are you mad?”
“Fuck no,” I laughed. She kissed me and her tongue tasted of tequila and lime. “I love to show you off.”
“Oh yeah?” She arced one perfect brow at me, her expression suggestive. “As long as they don’t touch, right?”
I pulled back to study her face and noted the pink flush on her cheeks, it wasn’t just from the sun and the booze. My heart raced.
“Would you like that, getting fucked by another guy?” I asked, tactless in my excitement. Guilt flickered in her sea-green eyes and I grabbed her hand and pressed it against my aching cock, drawing attention to the fact that I was just as into it as she was. Maybe more.
“If you were there too,” she said, hesitantly. I kissed her neck in the way I knew drove her crazy, and she laughed gleefully.
“Down boy,” she giggled, but there was an edge of lust to her voice. I wasn’t the only man fixated on my wife right then; a quick glance around and I spotted three guys either subtlety adjusting themselves or outright ogling her. 
”I’d bet that every one of those guys would do anything to fuck you here and now, right in front of me; not even caring who was watching them,” I whispered to her. She smiled sexily and bit her lip. It was just a fantasy, but one we both found incredibly hot. 
”I’ve always fantasized about a strong, muscular guy taking me hard from behind- filling me with his big cock,” she confessed in a sultry tone, “and just as I’m cumming you walk in on us, but you’re not upset, you’re into it,” she said. She gently squeezed by now throbbing cock as though to confirm that I actually was turned on by this secret of hers. The usual fears had made her keep it to herself, though. The fear that I’d be threatened, think she was having an affair, or that she was unhappy with our sex life keeping her inhibited.
My arousal had done a good job of convincing her otherwise. Once I’d started thinking about it, it was like Pandora’s box had been opened. We stayed there talking until noon, then we knew we had to get back to our hotel and get some relief. The seed of turning fantasy into reality had been planted, something we could work up to exploring. Just having her whisper how she would love to suck cock while I watched had me harder than steel, I couldn’t even imagine what it would be like to see it in reality. Little did I know then that the opportunity would present itself sooner rather than later…
I was rock hard, and I didn’t know how the fuck I was going to hold on until we got back to our room, especially when Steph’s hand started creeping up the inside of her thigh. I frowned, trying to concentrate on the stretch of road ahead instead of on how her fingers disappeared under the black scrap of fabric that passed for her bikini bottoms. She was just as turned on as I was, and if she didn’t stop I was going to have to pull over.
“Oh fuck, Steph, that’s it,” I said through gritted teeth, glancing over to her as she sucked her fingers into her mouth. Her lips glistened with her juices, and my shorts were so tight I thought they were going to rip soon. She tugged down my waistband and I groaned with relief as my cock sprang free. She cupped my heavy balls, then made a tight ring around my shaft, using the copious amounts of pre-cum that had dribbled from my slit to lube her slow strokes. A quick glance and I bit back a groan, seeing her fingers working her clit over the material of her clothing. I inhaled sharply as her mouth closed around my cock, the wet heat of it making me buck up inadvertently. I had to grip the steering wheel tight and remind myself to pay attention.
“I need you now,” she pouted, her tongue lapping at my swollen cockhead. A sign coming up said ten miles until the next exit.
“Not long,” I panted, not sure if I meant until I could give her what she needed, or until I was going to come myself. She took me into her mouth again, her blond head bobbing up and down in my lap as she worked. I could feel the tip of my dick hitting the back of her throat, she was working me so hungrily. Fuck, Steph didn’t usually suck cock with so much enthusiasm. I always thought she did it more to please me than out of any genuine enjoyment of the act, but she was going to town right then.
“You’re thinking of the guys on the beach, aren’t you?” I said breathlessly, “Imagining it’s not your husband’s cock in your mouth but some other random guy’s. Is that right?”
Her muffled uh-huh as she didn’t even break away to answer me pushed me over the edge. The vibration traveled down my cock, triggering a sudden, urgent pressure at the base of my shaft. I was screwed.
“Steph, I’m—” I gasped, stunned as my orgasm hit, and hit hard. She swallowed down every drop as I twitched in her mouth, squirming in my seat and desperately trying to catch my breath. It had been a long time since I’d been too worked up to know the end was nigh. Steph could be a little squeamish about me coming in her mouth but when I looked down at her then, she just smiled like a vixen. I tried to think of something to say but my brain was scrambled.
“Oh my god,” Steph exclaimed, her eyes wide as she glanced in the mirror and then craned her neck to look behind us. I saw the police motorcycle pursuing us and flashing his lights for us to pull over for the first time, and wondered with a wince exactly how long he’d been tailing us. I hadn’t exactly been in a state to notice.
I immediately pulled over, adjusting my shorts as best I could. There was an obvious damp patch from where my pre-cum had leaked through, and I had ‘just fucked’ written all over my dazed face.
The cop that dismounted from that bike was the biggest son-of-a-bitch I’d ever seen, 6’3” at least, all hulking muscle in uniform. He waited for me to wind the window down, mirrored aviators reflecting the flashing blue lights from his vehicle. My eyes slid over to my wife in the passenger seat, taking in her similarly awestruck expression.
“Good afternoon, sir. Ma’am,” he said, his voice deep and rich, “Do you know why I’m stopping you this afternoon?”
I shook my head, rendered completely mute by the authority that the man radiated. I’d never gotten so much as a speeding ticket before, the closest I’d ever come to even interacting with law enforcement was saying ‘hi’ to the campus security back in my college days.
“What, uh, seems to be the problem, Officer… Slater?” I asked feebly, reading his name from the golden badge that glinted from one of his massive pectorals. Heat rushed to my face at the suspicion that, behind his sunglasses, the cop’s eyes were taking in the wet patch at my crotch, and that now he was leaning down to the window he could smell sex from the interior of the car.
“You seemed to be driving without complete focus on the road there, sir,” he replied, his voice without inflection. I thought if anyone would have been turning crimson, it’d have been Steph. But while I burned with embarrassment, she just seemed flirtatious. I had to remind myself that while I’d just gotten off, she’d suffered the same torturous hours of teasing and was yet to find release. Nor was she likely to get the kind of fucking she needed from me after I just blew my load like a teenage boy on prom night; unfortunately for me, while I’d matched one for stamina, I didn’t have that decreased refractory period. I’d be good to go again in an hour or two, but that would hardly suit Steph…
“I’m so sorry, Officer. That was my fault, all my fault,” Steph said. There was a trickle of my cum making its way down from the corner of her mouth. I wondered if Slater noticed, and then as he leaned in and slid those aviators down slightly I knew for sure that he had. His face was as hard as his body, revealing little as to what was going on in his head.
“In that case ma’am I’m going to have to ask you to step out of the vehicle and come with me,” he said. My eyes were wide as I watched Steph wet her lips and smile.
“Of course, Officer,” she replied, in a submissive tone that made my spent cock twitch. I knew I should have asked why, made some protest, done something protective, but… Steph seemed happy enough to go with the cop. My heart was in my throat as I watched him direct her to stand in front of our car and spread. She leaned forward, hands flat on the hood, giving me a front row view of her tits straining her bikini top, threatening to spill out. She looked up at me, grinning wickedly as the cop’s hands worked over her body slowly. I’d never had a pat down before but I was pretty sure they didn’t usually go so slow, nor were they meant to be so thorough. Intellectually I knew I should have been outraged; my wife was being pawed by a police officer right in front of my eyes, but fuck, it just turned me on. Even though I’d only just gotten off, my dick was getting hard again. I was so sensitive from having just come, I doubted that I’d be able to do much with my growing erection.
Steph said something and the cop shook his head, a half-smirk playing on his lips. I didn’t know if it was humiliation or lust that pierced me when it occurred to me she was telling him what had just happened. Her skin was golden in the afternoon sunlight, her hair spilling down over her back. Slater leaned in, way closer than he needed to be, and my wife bit her lip. She looked at me through the window, then smiled a slow, sexy smile that made my stomach somersault. I knew what that look meant. She bent over the hood a little further, sticking her tight ass out for Officer Slater’s attention. I stared in amazement as he searched her again, after pulling off his gloves with his teeth and setting his helmet aside. His neck was as thick as an ox’s, and he had blond hair slicked back and buzzed short at the sides. Those aviators still obscured his eyes, but I didn’t have to speculate on where he was looking. He ran his hands over my wife’s body with a deliberate touch that left her shivering, her eyes begging for more. If there was ever a time to get out of the car and get arrested for assaulting a police officer, this was it. But I just sat there, transfixed.
One powerful leg pushed apart my wife’s thighs, forcing her to fall further against our car. Her tits bounced against the hot metal, her taut nipples poking through the material of her bikini. I sat forward in my seat, my own cock at full attention now. I wanted to see if Officer Slater was similarly affected by my wife, and if his cock was as big as the rest of him. It was thrilling and shocking in equal measure to think that this huge, commanding cop was about to fuck my wife right in front of me, right here at the side of the road. We’d only talked about her with another man this morning, and that was just talking! This was all happening so fucking fast. But I saw the lust and need written on Steph’s face, and there was no denying how turned on I was just from watching the show so far. She gazed at me searchingly, staring into my eyes and I simply nodded my head, feeling lost. I didn’t know that she’d have been able to stop herself from giving in to the cop’s assault even if I’d been aghast.
Getting to watch was a lot better than sitting in cuffs waiting for it to be over, that was for damn sure. I groaned when I saw his thick fingers plunging in and out of her cunt, wishing I could hear the soft, needy gasps she’d be making. She was so horny after being turned on for so long, she was more than ready for the cop’s cock. I saw her lips mouth the words please, fuck me and I had to take my own need into my hands. Fuck the sensitivity, I was too turned on not to jerk off at this sight.
Steph got on her knees and I leaned further forward to get the best view possible. The cop unzipped his pants and grasped his cock — the biggest I’d ever seen. Not that I’d seen many, but this guy was hung like a porn star. If he ever lost the law enforcement gig — say, for pulling guys over and fucking their wives in front of them — he’d make a killing as a stripper! It wasn’t just his muscular physique though; it was the power that came with the uniform he wore. From where I sat, I could see Steph from the shoulder up, head tilted back as she gazed up at the huge man before her. She looked so small in comparison, like she was kneeling before the statue of a deity. Slater held her by the chin, nudging the tip of his cock against her inviting lips. It was all the encouragement Steph needed to open wide, her cheeks hollowing as she tried her best to fit all of the cop’s huge member into her mouth. Her lips were stretched by his girth, and he barely gave her a moment to get used to it before snapping his hips forward, pushing himself down her throat.
Steph’s eyes rolled back as she concentrated on not gagging, I could see her throat working, beads of sweat standing out on the smooth swell of her breasts. Slater used the hand not holding my wife’s head to palm one of her tits, slipping it from her bikini. His fingers pinched her nipple, drawing a sensitivity that bordered on painful if the look on her face was anything to judge by. The pace he was thrusting into her didn’t let up even as Steph started to struggle. She gave a valiant effort but the guy was as thick as a soda can and apparently had much more stamina than I’d been able to show. I squeezed the base of my dick, waiting before I continued jerking myself, wanting to make sure Steph was still into it. She pulled back and ropes of saliva and the cop’s pre-cum connected her to his cock still. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and stood up, resuming the position she’d taken when he’d patted her down.
The first pang of jealousy I’d felt all day came when the cop nuzzled her neck and Steph writhed back against him. I’d been married to her for four years and before that we’d dated for two; one of the moves I’d perfected over the course of those years together was just how much pressure to give it when scraping my teeth across the throbbing pulse on her throat. He’d read her like she was an open book, working her neck with his mouth until she was practically begging for him. Only then did he push her down against the hood once more, positioning himself between her parted legs. He raised his chin minutely and I felt naked, knowing he was looking right at me. My heart was like a drum, my cock hot and throbbing against my palm with every heartbeat. I was leaking, and somehow more turned on than I had been all god damned day. I wanted to watch my wife’s face as the cop took her, wanted to see her come around his massive cock. I was exactly average in that department — which was fine, I’d had no complaints — but getting a live show of exactly what it looked like when my wife had ten inches of iron pumping in and out of her pretty cunt was an opportunity I couldn’t pass up. I realized that he was waiting for some kind of reaction from me. I nodded, and a cocky smile spread across the cop’s face.
He pulled aside her bikini with two thick fingers to give himself access, then lined up his cock against her lips. I couldn’t see it well from my angle in front, but it did offer me a view that would be seared into my mind for a long time to come, and called upon often in the event of needing something to get myself going. Steph’s mouth opened in a perfect ‘O’ as Slater’s cock glided into her soaking pussy in one smooth motion, her face a vision of surprise and pure ecstasy. Fuck, she loved it. I could only imagine how it looked, how she felt with him buried inside her to the hilt. Once he was completely sheathed he gave her a few seconds to appreciate the fullness, then pulled back. 
Steph cried out at the loss, only to bite down on a moan when he thrust all the way back into her again. Slater practically mounted my wife from behind, fucking her hard enough to make the car rock with the force. I stroked my dick in time with the force of his pounding, mesmerized by the wanton noises escaping my wife’s lips. It was like what he was doing to her had completely ripped away her inhibitions. The only thing in her world was his cock pistoning in and out of her, fast and hard, as she pushed herself against him, he body writhing and sprawled over the hood of the car. She lifted her head to look up at me, she was drunk with pleasure; desperate for more as her eyes rolled back and her mouth slowly opened as she approached her orgasm. She climaxed around him with a cry that almost broke me. I’d never heard her sound like that, ever.
Slater wasn’t done with her yet though — as she sank bonelessly against the hood of the car no longer able to hold herself up thanks to the earth-shattering orgasm that had just torn through her, he gathered her up, lifting her small frame in his strong arms easily and brought her around to the passenger side once more. Heat prickled down my neck when he opened the door to me with my cock in my hand, but he said nothing, just placed Steph down so she lay across the seats on her back, her head in my lap. At the sight of my straining erection she smiled sexily. 
Slater wasn’t done with her yet. I glanced over and saw him adjusting his position, pulling Steph’s hips until she was on the edge of the seat with her feet on the ground outside of the car. Then, he settled between her legs, he drove his cock into her again. I had a much better view of exactly what was happening now; the cop’s thick cock was glistening with my wife’s juices as he impaled her, fucking her just as hard as he had outside, and Steph loved it just as much. I stared down at her face in complete awe, running my fingers through her silken hair as her face contorted in passion. I carried on touching myself without making a conscious decision to — my mind was gone, all that remained was the sensations of what was happening.
Sweat rolled down Officer Slater’s neck, soaking into his uniform shirt. Along with the squeak and sway of the car itself, I could hear the metallic clink of the handcuffs on his belt hitting some part of the car, the harsh, masculine rhythm of his breath and my wife’s gasps in perfect counterpoint. His pace went from controlled to furious as Steph squealed with delight, his rough, deep penetration driving another orgasm from her. This one left her shaking, clutching at me for support.
Slater straightened, pushing Steph’s legs back so that her knees were almost touching her chest and grabbed her roughly around the waist and pulling her into him and he drove into her again and again. Steph was lost in her lust, wholly focused on the carnal sensations pulsing through her body as she squeezed her breasts and arched her back, muttering encouragement and willing him to keep going. My shy, beautiful, innocent wife pleading with a complete stranger to fuck her. 
“Oh fuck, he’s so fucking big, Greg,” she moaned, turning her head, trying to bury her face in my leg. I could feel the familiar tingling radiating out from my balls — at least this time I wasn’t going to get blindsided when I came — as Slater’s harsh breathing was punctuated by a guttural grunt. His already rapid pace quickened and Steph let out a short scream as a fresh orgasm flooded through her, causing her to grab the steering wheel and passenger seat as she tried to regain control of her senses. 
With a series of deep, hard thrusts, Slater filled my wife with his seed, and the thought of how right now it was coating the inside of her clenching pussy sent me over the edge. Watching the thick, pearly strings of come roping from his tip as he pulled out and then plunged back into the soaking mouth of Steph’s cunt, I orgasmed into my hand with a weak shout. Fuck, it seemed like he would never stop filling her, jet after jet of hot white cream leaked from her well-fucked, married pussy each time he pushed his cock back into her. When he finally pulled out he was still hard, shining with their combined fluids.
I righted myself once again and somehow managed to look Slater in the face as he walked back around to my side of the vehicle, pausing along the way to collect his gloves and helmet. Re-dressed and with those in place, he looked immaculate once more.
“I’ll let you folks go now, but drive safely,” he said, serene. He patted the roof of the car then turned on his heel and walked back to his bike, leaving us to sit and collect ourselves for a moment. Steph was sitting with her eyes closed, her thighs pressed tightly together — I guessed, trying to stop all that cum the cop had just pumped into her from leaking out of her and getting all over the seats — and she looked more beautiful than ever, with her hair all mussed and a glow to her flawless skin.
“Wow,” I said, grinning when Steph opened one eye to peer at me and smile. “You were incredible,” I said, letting my admiration show.
“No regrets then?” she asked, her voice light but I heard the note of worry there.
“Nope. You?”
Her smile widened as she shook her head.
“It’s our first day on vacation, I don’t know how we’re going to top that,” I laughed.
“I might have an idea or two,” she returned, that vixen-like glint returning to her eyes. Fuck, I loved my wife. “But first let’s get back to the room… Officer Friendly left quite the mess for you to clean up,”
Did I mention that I loved my wife?
“Yes ma’am,” I replied, mimicking the cop’s syntax. I’d learned something about her today, and something about myself, too. I couldn’t wait to explore this newly awakened, slutty side of my amazing wife. One thing was for sure, Officer Slater wasn’t going to be the last guy I shared her with.




Happy Ending
Friday


‘It’s perfectly fine and normal to have fantasies,’ I thought to myself as I pulled into the driveway. 


Lately my occasional thoughts of my beautiful young wife sleeping with other men had been more frequent, becoming an almost nightly occurrence, as I slid into bed next to her or watched her change; starting to slip over into my waking life, sometimes at the most inconvenient times. 


I would daydream at my desk, fantasizing about her enjoying someone else; watching the imagined scene play out in my head until I had to shuffle awkwardly under my desk so as to hide my hardness if anyone came into my office. 


The most common scenario I dreamt up was her at work. Sarah was a qualified massage therapist. She used to work for herself, travelling mostly to rich ladies' homes to treat them, only ever working on women. But earlier in the year, she had taken a job at local upscale hotel with an on-site spa, where she still mainly treated women; but occasionally men would be booked in. 


I imagined her getting turned on as she gave some ripped young stud a massage until curiosity got the better of her and she slipped her hand under his towel… 


Of course, I’d never revealed this to Sarah. I was sure she would just put it down to me being a pervert and refuse to speak to me about her job. Or worse, she would think that I didn’t trust her, or wanted an excuse to sleep with other women. 


The truth was that I trusted her completely, and I certainly didn’t want to sleep with anyone else. We had been married for little over three years and I loved her even more now than when we said our vows. She was also just as sexy as she was all that time ago. 


When she told me one night, unaware of the ulterior motive to my asking, how she was finding her new job, that most of her clients were women, even though she didn’t have the ‘women only’ rule anymore, I was surprised. I thought that any guy who saw her stunning yoga-sculpted, petite body with firm, pert breasts and tousled blond hair would be scrambling to make an appointment with her. 


’It’s just not as popular with guys,’ she’d said, shrugging, when I asked her if she had many male clients. 


I’d dropped very subtle hints over the past year or so. But she either didn’t pick them up, or she wasn’t playing along. I thought about leaving my computer open with a video of a wife sharing threesome on the screen; pretending it was an accident - but I didn’t want to ambush her like that… or deal with the difficult conversation that would follow! 


“Hey, honey,” I called as I came through the door, “sorry I’m late; traffic was a nightmare.” 


“Don’t be, it’s perfect timing,” she called back from the kitchen, “I’m just finishing up dinner.” 


I dropped my bag in the hall and met her in the kitchen, kissing her on the forehead as she piled salad onto plates. I opened a bottle of wine and we ate at the breakfast counter, catching up on each other’s day. 


“Oh my God!” she said, suddenly remembering something, “I had this client today, she said she had some pain in her thighs, right? So, I was massaging her, recommending some stretches she should try, and she just reaches out and touches my ass!” she said, laughing. 


“You weren’t into it?” I joked, my cock stirring slightly. Okay, so it wasn’t exactly my fantasy, but closer than nothing. 


Sarah stuck her tongue out at me, “not my type,” she said, “and she was old enough to be my grandmother!” 


“Yikes,” I said, still laughing at the thought of an old woman coming on to my wife, “what did you say?” 


“I just moved out of reach and told her to please keep her hands on the table,” she giggled, “then made sure to finish up quickly. She acted like nothing had happened, just said ‘sorry’, like it was a mistake anyone could have made,” she said, “but she got out of there pretty quickly and apparently gave me a glowing review, so there’s that…” 


“Keep it up and you could be in for a raise,” I teased. She threw a cherry tomato at me and told me to shut up. 


We laughed and finished dinner, and the wine, and I loaded the dishwasher while Sarah went for a shower. It was later than I’d realized, and I headed up to bed, thinking I would get an early start in the morning. 


Sarah came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel. She smiled at me and lit some candles we had on the dresser as I watched her from the bed. 


“Want a massage?” I asked, taking the cue from the candles. 


“Mm hmm,” she nodded, “you know I love your hands,” she said, “I could probably get you a job at the hotel if you want to change careers - of course, then I’d be your boss,” she joked. 


“I thought you already were,” I said, catching the bottle of oil she threw across the room to me. 


“Damn right,” she laughed, dropping the towel, revealing her perfect, slender figure. 


She lay face down and my eyes roamed over her body as I poured a little oil into my hands. My cock hardened as I rubbed it into her back and shoulders, kneading the muscles softly, the way I knew she liked. 


“Mmm,” she moaned softly, “that’s so nice, baby.” I worked my hands down her back, pressing firmly into the tissue. 


“Do you have any areas of particular tightness, miss?” I asked, trying to sound sultry, but certain I only managed ridiculous. 


Sarah chuckled, “I think I can feel some tension around my ass,” she said, playing along, and wiggling her firm ass cheeks, rubbing against my hard cock “but you’re the expert…” 


“I think you’re right,” I said, rubbing oil into her ass, squeezing it. “You feel a little tight here, too,” I said, slipping my fingers between her thighs and teasing her pussy. 


“Can you recommend any stretches that might help?” she asked coyly, raising her hips to give me better access. 
I pushed my fingers against her slit, feeling the wet folds of her juicy pussy, curling my fingers. She gasped with pleasure as I hit the right spot, undulating against my hand as I traced the fingertips of my other hand across her back. 


Her soft moans became sharper as the waves of pleasure washed over her, overflowing to her orgasm. She quickly spun around and used her slender legs to pull me towards her. We kissed deeply as I pushed my engorged cock into her heat, my hands caressing her as she held onto me. 


She broke our kiss and buried her face in my chest as I thrust into her. She always felt incredible, but I was surprised by how wet she was and she bucked her hips against my thrusts, urging me to push deeper into her needy pussy. 


“Yes,” she breathed as I increased my pace, slamming harder into her sweet cunt. I felt her nails digging into my back and her muscles constricting as she approached her orgasm, clenching around my cock. I couldn’t contain myself and quickly reached my own orgasm, pressing deeply into her exquisite pussy as I unloaded with a grunt. 


We kissed softly as we came down from our climaxes. She turned around and nestled against me as I held her tightly. 


“Feeling better?” I asked, kissing the back of her neck. 


“Much more relaxed,” she smiled, “I should get massages more often,” she giggled. 


“Have you never thought about…” I started, cautiously; trying to keep my tone conversational, “that—with one of your clients?” 


She flashed me a look that could have been shock, or confusion; but I didn’t think it was anger. “No, of course not,” she answered, not immediately. 


“I wouldn’t mind,” I told her quickly, “it’s not like you’re going to up and leave me. As far as I know.” 


She elbowed my softly in the ribs, shuffling closer against me, “no, I’ve never thought anything like that, not really,” she said wistfully. 


My mind did backflips. She wasn’t freaking out, she was talking normally, even thoughtfully. 


“Not really?” I asked, worrying I had pushed too far. 


“Well…” she said, 'yes’ I thought, “I mean, there’s a couple of good looking guys who I work with every now and again. One comes in about every month. He injured his shoulder playing baseball and it gives him some trouble,” she said. 


“Your age?” I asked. 


“No,” she shook her head, “maybe your age, or a few years either side, I’m not sure,” she said. 


My spent cock started to stiffen again; I was sure she felt it. “maybe he could be your free pass,” I said, forcing a gentle laugh. 


“My what?” she laughed, pressing against me. 


“Your free pass—so you can fuck them if you get the chance, but it’s not cheating,” I said. 


“And who’s yours, then?” she asked, feigning indignation, but with a playful lilt to her voice. 


“Mila Kunis,” I said after a pause. Sarah burst out laughing and I tickled her waist, “what’s so funny?!” I teased. 


“Nothing,” she lied, still laughing, “I think my chances might be better than yours, though,” she smiled. 


“Well, then you’ve got the better deal,” I said, squeezing her tightly. 


She turned to face me, her face slightly confused, but excited and smiling. She stroked my hard cock with firm but gentle strokes. 


“Are you serious?” she asked, “you like the idea of that?” 


I was in too deep, I couldn’t backtrack now. 


“Yeah,” I said, “I think it sounds pretty hot, actually.” 


She kissed me languorously, then turned back away and stifled a yawn. 


“Maybe we’ll have to see what happens,” she said teasingly. 


I could barely sleep that night. 




***
Wednesday



It had been a few days since our discussion about her sleeping with another guy. I had barely stopped thinking about the prospect, imagining it over and over. 


Sarah hadn’t mentioned it at all, and had just acted normally. I’d done my best to do the same, but I was constantly trying to convince myself not to bring it up again. The moment wasn’t right and I didn’t want to make her feel pressured; besides which, she could have just not liked the idea and didn’t want to talk about it again. 


She seemed to at the time, though. 


I was eating lunch at my desk when the phone rang. 


“Hey baby,” Sarah said when I picked up. 


“Hey honey,” I replied, “how’s your day going?” 


“Pretty slowly,” she said, “just thought I’d call and check in. What’re you up to?” 


“Just eating lunch, reading the news,” I told her, “what about you?” 


A pause. “Actually, I was just thinking about the other night…,” she said. 


My heart skipped a beat, compensating in the next by trying to burst from my chest. “Oh?” I said, as nonchalantly as I could with a wavering voice. 


“Yeah,” she said, “I was just wondering whether it was just talk or…” she trailed off, “I mean, you really did seem to like the idea.” 


“I do,” I blurted, to soon, “you know… if it’s something you think you would enjoy.” 


“Maybe I’ll give it some more thought,” she said, “sorry, baby; I have to go. I’ll see you at home.” 


“See you at home,” I said, “I love you.” 


“Love you too," she sang, hanging up. 


I held the phone in my hand for a moment, stunned. Maybe it’s something she would eventually go through with, I thought to myself hopefully. The next hour crawled by, as I tried to focus even remotely on my work - but my mind kept wandering back to Sarah and our conversation. What it might mean. 


My phone lit up and I saw that Sarah had sent me a message. I touched the screen to reveal a picture she had sent and my jaw dropped as it opened. She had sent a picture that she’d taken of her beaming face, her tunic open and her sumptuous breasts on display, which had unmistakable splashes of semen streaked across them. 


I was without words. 


My cock instantly became rock hard, straining against my trousers. I felt numb and lost, spinning. 


“What happened?” I finally replied to her. 


I stared at the screen, waiting for her response. I couldn’t order my thoughts. I felt uncertain and scared, but painfully aroused. What had convinced her to do it? Is it something she’d always wanted to do anyway? 


“I’ll tell you everything at home ;)” she replied. 


Immediately I tried to call her, but she didn’t answer. I tried again and got a message in response ‘at home :p’, she said. I lasted nearly half an hour before I decided to leave early for the day and practically ran to my car. 


The drive home seemed like the longest I’d ever made, even with there only being a fraction of the usual traffic. My mind was a blur of white noise; thoughts appearing and vanishing in the same instant, never really becoming comprehendible. 


I pulled into the driveway, just like every day, and got out of my car. I walked unsteadily to the door and into the hall. I dropped my bag, which I realized didn’t have anything in it - I’d left everything at the office, and moved through to the kitchen. 


“I thought you’d be home early,” Sarah said as I came into the room, startling me, “so I left early too,” she smiled. 


She was sat cross legged on the counter, wearing one of my dress shirts; she often wore my shirts after a shower, and cradling a cup of tea. She was smiling warmly as she slipped off the counter, skipping over to me and jumping into my arms, before I could speak. 


“So,” she said, “you’d like to hear what happened at work today?” She asked, grinning broadly. 


“You could say that,” I muttered, carrying her into the living room and setting her down on the couch. She pulled me down with her and shifted so that she was sat on top of me. I had no doubt that she could already feel the how stiff my cock was. 


I’d been hard as a rock all afternoon; Just from our talk on the phone, let alone the picture she’d sent. I mean, had she really gone through with it? Or was she just testing my reaction? God knows what kind of oils and creams she had access to at work—she could have just thrown some of that over herself? 


In any event, it was pretty clear what my reaction was, I thought, as she rocked her hips back and forth, grinding her pussy against my dick. Even beneath my pants and her panties, I could feel that she was wet; the heat from her as she rubbed against me was intense. 


“So, David had an appointment today,” she started, tugging at my belt as she spoke, “I didn’t realise until I saw the diary this morning. But then I was thinking about what you were saying in bed last week,” she said, working on unbuttoning my pants, “and I remembered how much you seemed to like the idea. So that’s when I called you.” 


She yanked my pants down, revealing my, somehow still hardening, cock. I dared not speak and interrupt her story… 


“And you practically shouted ‘yes’, when I asked you about it on the phone!” She said excitedly, pumping my cock with one hand as she rubbed her clit with the other, “so, I decided to go for it,” she said, I felt my cock quiver with arousal at her admission, and she sunk it into her mouth, moaning softly as she sucked. 


"So, he came in and got ready, just like always," she continued, between sucks, "and I came into the room with him laying down on the table and I started the usual treatment. Only this time, I made sure to compliment that he had obviously been working out," she said, smiling a secret smile; presumably as she remembered the event. 


"He said thanks and told me that I keep it great shape, too," she said, holding my cock against her tongue as she stroked it, between sentences. Her other hand had found its way inside her panties now as she slowly rubbed her pussy. 


“Anyway, we talking about fitness for a bit while I worked on his shoulders,” she said, “I kind of lost my nerve a bit,” she confessed, “I mean, it was at work and who knew if he would even be interested, I mean, he could have had a girlfriend or something…” 


“You’re married,” I interrupted, laughing. 


She giggled, turning bright red as she stroked my cock, “well, yeah but you’d basically told me to go out and go for it!” she said, “I don’t think that’s, you know,” she shrugged, “the usual,” she smiled widely again. 


“So - anyway,” she continued, kissing the head of my cock, “when he turned over, I went a little higher on the thigh than usual and kind of, brushed his dick. I thought I could play it off as an accident if he didn’t react well,” she said, taking me deeply into her mouth again, drawing out the story painfully slowly. 


“Only, he was already hard,” she smiled remembering, “or mostly. So I stroked it and he didn’t even flinch, he just let me!” she said, excitedly, “so I moved the towel out of the way and oh my God, that thing was huge! He just smiled at me and watched as I jerked him.” 


I felt myself shudder, the image was intoxicating. Sarah was obviously enjoying the picture, too, as she sucked my cock, moaning more fervently as she rubbed her clit. “Did you blow him?” I asked, more breathlessly than I’d realized I was. 


‘No’, she shook her head, with my cock still in her mouth. “just jerked him off, I wanted some evidence to send you, so I undid my tunic and let him finish on my tits,” she laughed, “which you probably guessed.” 


That was too much, I felt my orgasm rush through me almost without warning and started cumming; Sarah quickly engulfed me with her mouth and swallowed every last drop. I knew that’s why she meant she couldn’t give him a blowjob if she wanted ‘evidence’, and it was that realization that pushed me over the edge. 


Once I’d stopped cumming, Sarah leaned back and reached into the shirt of mine that she was wearing, playing with her nipples and rapidly working her clit with her fingers. I could tell she was close. She had her eyes closed and I guessed she was remembering her afternoon rendezvous with this ‘David’. 


Before long she was crying out and sighing deeply as she slowed the pace of her fingers. She collapsed forward, burying her face in my chest and twisting her legs around me. 


“So, did you enjoy it?” I asked. She giggled and nodded. 


“I think he did too,” she said, “he gave me his number and said I should give him a call.” 


“Does he know you’re married?” I asked. 


“Yeah, he’d seen my ring; plus, I told him… afterwards,” she said, “he said that wasn’t a problem for him, so long as you were cool with it. He even said it’s not the first time he’s done something with a married woman.” 


“So, do you think you’ll do anything else with him?” I asked, hopeful. 


“Maybe,” she said, pensively, “not at work though - I spent the whole afternoon thinking that we could have been caught!” 


“What about here?” I suggested, “you still have the table form when you used to work for yourself.” 


“I don’t think it’s the massage he gave me his number for,” she laughed. But I could tell she was thinking about it. “Okay, let’s do it!” she giggled, flashing me a naughty look. “if you’re sure?” 


“Oh yeah, I’m sure,” I said resolutely. 


Sarah kissed me and sprung to her feet, walking to the dining table to grab her phone. She tapped at the screen as she returned to the couch, bringing the phone to her ear. She sat on my legs as she waited. 


“Hi!” she said into the phone, brightly, “it’s Sarah, the masseuse…” she trailed off and her face turned bright red, “yeah, of course; sorry. Listen, I was wondering if you wanted to come over to my place sometime for a more… private treatment,” she said, her tone conveying her meaning, even if the words didn’t. She giggled, “yeah, it was actually his idea,” she said, looking over to me, “great! I can’t wait." She sounded eager. 


She hung up and spun to face me, “he’s coming over Friday after work,” she said, excitement obvious, “he’s going to let me know what time tomorrow. He said he’d be cool if you wanted to be there, too. ...Do you?” 


“How would you feel about that?” I asked, not wanting to make her uncomfortable. 


“I think that would be about the hottest thing ever,” she admitted. 


“Okay. Me too,” I answered truthfully. 


“I can’t believe we’re going to do this,” 


“We can call it off whenever you want,” I told her honestly, trying to reassure her. She just shook her head. 


“I know, but I don’t think that’s going to be necessary,” she said, “I never thought about it before, I mean, not really; but it’s actually really kind of flattering. I can’t remember the last time I felt so confident,” she said, absently stroking my chest, “plus I guess it shows that you really trust me.” Her smile was warm. 


“I do,” I smiled back, “just don’t go running off with him,” I teased. 


She slapped my chest playfully, “don’t worry; I’m not,” she said standing up and stretching tall. 


***
Friday



The next two days seemed abnormally long - for both of us it seemed. We were texting more than usual, telling each other how excited we were for Friday night. We agreed to take the afternoon off on Friday, and Sarah arranged for David to come over at 2pm. 


At home, we were all over one another; even forgetting to eat Thursday night as we ended up showering together and falling straight into bed from the moment we got home; passing out exhausted before 10pm. I woke up a little after 5am the next morning, my mind racing. 


My fantasy was going to become a reality in a matter of hours. What’s more, Sarah seemed to be really into it. She was as excited as me at the prospect and, as far as I knew, she’d only had the fantasy for a week or so, while I was struggling with it for God knows how long. 


And now the day was here. I agonised with myself over whether or not to call it off. I was certain that it was going to be everything I’d imagined; even more because Sarah was into the idea. But I couldn’t silence the voice in the back of my head that told me that I was taking a risk. 


I was actively encouraging my wife to sleep with another man. What if I didn’t like it after all, but she did? Would she want to carry on regardless? What if she didn’t like it, or something went wrong? Would she blame me? Resent me? 


These were the thoughts that whirled around my mind as I showered in the dark. But I was resolute. I loved Sarah more than anything, and I trusted her. She’d been trying to subtly reassure me over the past couple of days, to assuage any shadows of doubt I may have that this would be anything more than a fuck, for both of our enjoyment. 


She’d stressed that she knew nothing about this guy other than his name and the fact that he’d injured his shoulder playing sports; the stuff she knew about most of her semi-regular clients. She had no interest in him that wasn’t skin deep. 


To be honest, as much as this scenario had been on my mind for an age, it helped to share it with her. For us to talk about it openly, without judgement, and for her to try and give me comfort. God I loved that woman. 


When I came out of the bathroom, Sarah was still fast asleep, twisted in the sheets, giving me a view of her perfect ass and the line of her back. I put a pot of coffee on and slipped out to the car without waking her. 


All day, I sat at my desk expecting her to call me and say that she’d cancelled. Of course, this would be absolutely fine - things had moved way faster than I had expected and I wanted her to feel comfortable, sure that she wanted it as well as me. But that call never came. 


Instead we just spoke normally until I left the office. On the way to the car, I text to ask if she had left work already. I got a picture of her in the tub at home, one of her silken legs pointing to the ceiling in reply. 


I was lucky I didn’t get a ticket on the way home. 


Sarah was in the guest room. She’d set up her massage table and was wearing a short tennis skirt and blouse with half of the buttons undone, showing off her luscious breasts in a red bra. As she leant over the table to lay a towel across it, I also noticed she was wearing suspenders. 


It took every ounce of self-control I had not to take her right there and then. 


“Hey,” I said from the doorway, letting her know I was there. 


“Hey back,” she said, startled, “how long have you been back?” 


“I just got here,” I said, “what time is your… friend coming over?” 


Sarah checked her phone, “should be about a half hour,” she said, somewhat nervously. 


“Are you okay?” I asked, cautious. 


“Yeah,” she sighed, “just a little… I don’t know. Are you sure you want this?” she asked, “you’re not going to get mad?” 


I stepped toward her and hugged her tightly, “of course I’m sure - if you are?” I said, “and I promise I won’t get mad.” 


“Okay,” she said, a little more confidently, “then I need a drink. You?” 


“Sure, that sounds good,” I answered, following her out of the bedroom and down to the kitchen. 


Sarah opened us both a beer and she drained half of hers in one long pull. We talked about ground rules, like as soon as one of us said they wanted it to stop, the whole thing would be finished. It was obvious to me that Sarah had been giving this some real thought, and I felt more comfortable. 


When the doorbell finally rang, we stared at each other, unsure of what to do. Eventually, I stood to let David in and Sarah practically ran up the stairs, kissing me on her way past and shouting ‘I’ll meet you in the room!’ behind her. 


I took a deep breath before opening the door. 


Greeting me was a tall, admittedly handsome black man who was about my age. He was wearing a jacket, but looked to be in excellent shape. He smiled warmly and held out his hand to me. The grip when I shook it was firm, but he wasn’t trying to crush my hand. 


“Good to meet you,” he said, seeming genuinely pleased, “I’m David, you must be Josh.” 


It occurred to me that I hadn’t said anything, and I was still stood in the doorway once we finished shaking hands. His smile faltered a little, doubtless wondering whether I’d changed my mind - or even knew in the first place. 


“Yeah,” I blustered, “good to meet you, please come in,” I said, standing aside, “can I get you a drink? I’m having a beer.” 


“A beer sounds great,” he said, stepping in and looking around as I led the way to the kitchen, “nice place you’ve got here,” he said. “Good locale,” 


“Thanks,” I replied, “do you live around here?” 


“No, I just know the area,” he said, “I work in real estate, so I try and to get to know the local areas,” he explained, taking the beer from me with a ‘thanks’. 


“Sarah’s upstairs,” I said, awkwardly, “shall we….” I trailed off, leaving it unsaid. 


“Sounds great,” he said, politely, “listen, man; Sarah told me what the… situation is,” he said, quietly, “I’ve done this kind of thing before, you know, and I just wanted you to know that the second you aren’t cool with something, all you gotta do is say.” 


I was a little stunned to say the least. Here was this stranger, at least to me, in my house for the purposes of fucking my wife, and he was handing out advice on how it was going to go ahead. The thing is, though, that I was glad to hear it. It sounded like we were all being pretty mature about the whole thing. 


“I appreciate that,” I murmured, sincerely, “come on, it’s this way,” I said, leading the way to the guest room that was serving as Sarah’s makeshift massage room. 


Every step was heavy as I climbed the stairs. I had no idea what to expect when I walked into the room, or what would happen… I frankly had no idea how any of it was going to play out. I again felt embarrassed, but grateful that David at least had some experience. 


I opened the door to the guest room. Sarah was sat at the desk in the corner – save for the suspenders and cleavage – she looked almost professional, just like it was another day at work. I guessed she was enjoying the scenario of a massage escalating. 


Her eyes flicked to David when we entered and she blushed, smiling, surveying his body before turning to me and mouthing a kiss. 


“Hi David,” she cooed, “why don’t you get yourself comfortable and we can begin. Would you like us to give you a moment to get ready?” 


David laughed, “Nah, I think I’ll be okay,” he said, starting to shed his clothes. I averted my gaze in any event, sitting on the edge of the bed and sipping my beer as he undressed. Once fully naked, he climbed onto the massage table and lay front-down. 


Sarah stepped over to the table and poured some oil into her hands. She expertly danced her hands across his back, coating him in the oil, and then began kneading the dense muscles of his back. I watched fixated as she touched him, knowing the precise areas to apply pressure. 


She was being thoroughly professional, but I could tell she was rushing the massage, trying to get to the main event. 


“And turn over,” she said, her voice trembling only slightly. 


David turned, slowly, revealing a semi-hard, thick, long cock. Sarah’s eyes widened and she smiled surreptitiously, applying some more oil to her hands and starting to massage his strong chest. Where her touch was deliberate and firm on his back, here she was tracing her fingertips over David’s defined abs, stroking more than massaging. 


My cock was already aching with hardness, and every time she looked up at me and blushed, silently giggling to herself, my heart swelled and my cock strained further. 


As Sarah got closer to David’s waist, I saw his hand reach out and touch her legs, stroking her outer thigh below the skirt and then disappearing to her ass. Sarah smiled at me excitedly, her eyes bright and her expression as though she were worried about being caught doing something she shouldn’t, until she raised her eyebrows in question. 


I nodded my head and Sarah took David’s thick hard cock in her hands. She stroked it with both hands, slicking it with the oil and coaxing the already impressive size to full hardness. 


David sighed lightly as she slowly jerked his cock, then pulled her ass closer to him, lifting her skirt. She wasn’t wearing any panties. 


David licked his fingers and began teasing her neatly trimmed pussy, making Sarah’s eyes roll back in her head. She gasped when he inserted a finger fully into her and stared into my eyes as he teased her with his hands. 


Sarah bent over the table, her face mere inches from David’s huge cock, and without taking her eyes away from mine, she closed her mouth around the enormous dick. 


I was fixated by what I saw. My beautiful wife locking eyes with me as she slid her lips further and further down the immense shaft of a practical stranger’s cock, slowly taking him as far into her mouth as she could, as her hand stroked the rest of the cock. 


My own cock was straining against my pants, harder than I had ever been before. I started rubbing myself through the fabric as I watched my wife demonstrate her oral talents for David. 


Sarah moaned softly around his cock as she built a rhythm, bobbing her head up and down, sucking his big black cock like a porn-star—and I had a front row seat. 


David was groaning quietly as he fucked her juicy pussy with his fingers, watching her suck his cock. 


Sarah took his cock from her mouth and jerked it with her hand as she kissed his balls, then ran her tongue slowly from the base to the tip and engulfed the monster, taking him almost entirely into her mouth and throat. 


That was too much for David and he groaned loudly, throwing his head back as she swallowed his cock. He started slowly gyrating his hips, fucking himself further into Sarah’s throat. She braced herself on the table, allowing him to control the pace and depth and moaning in pleasure. 


I couldn't resist any longer and released my own cock, which I jerked as slowly as I could manage, watching the unbelievable scene before me. 


I was struck by an overwhelming wave of emotion: jealousy that she might enjoy his cock more than mine, that someone she had had her hands on I don't know how many times, now had his thick cock buried in her throat as he fingered her married pussy - and she loved it. 


Mostly, though, I thought how much I loved her. She was perfect in every way and I knew she only even considered it because I'd told her how hot I thought it would be. Watching it now, I couldn't even begin to describe how sexy it was, how turned on I was. 


I was torn between wanting to walk up behind her and slam my cock into her, to show her how much I wanted her, and not wanting to take my eyes off of the spectacle. 


“Damn, girl,” David breathed, “your mouth feels so good.” 


“Mmm,” Sarah moaned around his cock with delight, slipped his cock out of her mouth, “you just wait for the rest,” 


She pulled away from him, David started to sit up, but she pushed him back down, climbing onto the table and straddling his waist. She looked over at me with a huge smile, her eyes hungry, and raised her hips, lining his big hard cock up between the puffy, swollen lips of her pussy. Her eyes fluttered closed in delight as his thick black cock inched deeper. 


She shuddered when he was fully inside of her and sighed deeply, undulating on top of him. She looked tiny in comparison to David as she rode his hard cock, raising herself up slowly and dropping down on his thick shaft, exhaling in pleasure each time. 


David reached out and took her full breasts in his hands, caressing them as she fucked him. She took one of his hands and sucked his fingers, sultrily turning to look at me; her eyes full of lust. 


I was jerking myself rapidly watching my wife enjoying David’s cock, intoxicated by the sight of it. Her eyes flicked from my face to my aching cock and widened, as did her smile. She threw her head back and started bouncing on his cock, moaning with pleasure. 


David grabbed her hips and thrust to meet her bounces, until she stopped, doubling over and quivering, “ffffuck!” She almost shouted as she came hard. 


“Come on,” she said breathlessly, lifting herself off of his cock and sliding off the table, “I think we’re gonna break it—let's move to the bed.” 


She stepped closer to me and dropped to her knees, immediately engulfing my throbbing cock in her mouth, sucking me like we hadn't seen each other in weeks. She looked up at me as she sucked the head of my cock and pumped the shaft rapidly, her eyes glazed with pure lust. 


David came up behind her and caressed her ass, which she eagerly lifted. He took the invitation and thrust deep into her married pussy, resuming the pace of their fucking on the table; slamming his cock into her as she sucked mine. 


Sarah moaned and squealed in pleasure around my cock, occasionally having to stop to breath curses as David fucked her, sending ripples of ecstasy through her, until finally her second orgasm washed over her causing her to cry out in pleasure. 


She pulled away from David and pushed me further into the bed, pulling at my clothes. I undressed in seconds, as David came behind her, his big hands unfastening her shirt and pulling it off. She allowed him to take her shirt and bra off, leaving her wearing only her little tennis skirt. 


I couldn't hold back any longer, I grabbed her hips, pulling her to me and kissing her deeply, hungrily as she pumped my cock, until I turned her around and drove my throbbing hard cock into her waiting pussy. 


She was so hot and wet as I entered her and she immediately backed up against me, bucking her hips; urging me to fuck her. 


I grabbed her hips more tightly, thrusting deep, fucking her hard and fast as she squealed with delight until David grabbed her hair and presented his meaty cock to her. She swallowed him into her mouth, rapidly sliding her lips up and down his cock, meeting the pace with which he thrusted himself into her mouth, occasionally making her gag, which only seemed to turn her on more as she expertly sucked his cock. 


Sarah has always loved being fucked hard, but I had never seen her so wild, never heard her make the noises she was as we shared her pussy and mouth. 


She pulled her mouth away from David’s cock, gasping for air and pumping his huge dick. 


“Just like that baby,” she encouraged, “keep going,” she urged, guiding David’s cock again as he resumed fucking her mouth. She slipped her hand between her legs and rapidly rubbed her clit, barely able to moan around the size of the cock stretching her lips wide. 


I felt her muscles contract and she had to stop sucking his cock again, focused entirely on her orgasm until it exploded through her. She screamed with pleasure as she came and her pussy flooded with juices, soaking us. 


I was speechless, but Sarah was insatiable. She paused only slightly, quivering from her orgasm, and then started bucking against me again. I wasn't sure how much longer I could last but I didn't want this experience to end. 


She reached behind her as she sucked David’s cock down again, rubbing her asshole with her cum and slipping a finger inside, probing her tight ass. I knew what was coming next. We didn't do anal regularly, but when she was extremely turned on, she loved it. 


“Fuck, baby,” she breathed, between sucks, “in my ass,” she demanded breathlessly. 


I pulled out of her pussy, my cock slick with her juices and lined myself up with her asshole as she removed her fingers, going back to rubbing her clit. 


Slowly I pushed into her tight ass, pulling her ass cheeks apart. She squealed around David’s cock as the head of mine slipped into her asshole. I leaned back, letting her control the pace as she slowly moved herself, easing more and more of my cock into her asshole as she grew accustomed to the feeling. 


“That’s it!” She announced, “now!” 


I took over, fucking her ass roughly, trying to delay my own climax. She raised up, pushing me back as she adjusted her position. I moved with her, keeping myself buried in her ass until she was sat on my cock. 


She lifted her legs, using her hands to pull them back almost to her ears, giving David access to her soaking pussy. God I loved how flexible she was. 


David, who had been jerking himself watching, crawled over to her and plunged his cock into her pussy as she cursed. I could feel him enter her whilst I continued to fuck her ass, rapidly approaching orgasm. 


He fucked her hard and fast, driving his cock deeply into her like a machine. 


I couldn't hold back any more, and clutching her waist tightly I began to unload in her asshole, filling her with my cum. I had never come so hard in my life and continued to thrust into her as I pumped my cum into her. Sarah cried out in pleasure and reached behind her to grab my hair. 


David only lasted seconds longer, holding her legs as he thrust into her even harder, with long deep strokes. I felt her body shake as she came again. 


“Here it comes, baby,” he growled 


“In my mouth!” Sarah exclaimed. 


He pulled out of her, jerking his cock rapidly as he stood. Sarah opened her mouth wide, tilting her head back, waiting. My spent cock was still hard and I fucked her ass with all the force I could muster. 


David grunted loudly as he started coming, squirting his load into her mouth and onto her face. After the first few ropes hit her she closed her mouth around his exploding cock, swallowing the cum hungrily, until she had taken it all. 


She sucked him clean and pulled his cock from her mouth with a loud ‘pop’, licking the head for good measure. 


Sarah collapsed onto the bed, exhausted. Breathing heavily and squeezing her perfect tits, gently twisting her nipples in her fingertips. I pulled my finally softening cock from her ass, making her gasp lightly and smile. 


David started dressing as we held one another. 


“Don't get up,” he said, pulling on his shirt, “I can see myself out. Thanks for a great afternoon - you give me a call if you want to do it again some time.” 


Sarah waved to him, her eyes closed, blissful. “Thank you,” she said brightly as he opened the door to leave. 


We lay there, our bodies intertwined, holding each other, not speaking. I replayed the scene in my head, lost in the memory of it. 


"Wow," Sarah finally said. 




"Wow," I agreed, hugging her tightly. 


"Is that what you wanted?" she asked, turning to face me, sleepily but smiling warmly. 


"I don't even know what I wanted," I confessed, "but honey, that was the most incredible thing I've ever experienced…" 


She nuzzled her face against me, "Me too," she said, hugging me tight, "I love you so much, baby." 


"I love you too,” I replied. 


Thee image of her staring me in the eyes as she took another man's cock into her mouth burned in my mind and my cock stirred again. Sarah felt it and giggled softly, reaching down and stroking it gently. 


"I can't believe we actually did that!" 


Neither could I. It had been in my head for so long, a deep secret never to see the light of day, that I could barely believe that any of it was happening, from talking to Sarah about it to her liking the idea, to the picture she sent me and finally today. I felt so lucky to have her, my beautiful, loving and, so it seemed, wild wife. 


"What will it be like massaging David at work now?" I asked. 


Sarah thought for a moment. "I don't know," she admitted, "I think I'll probably struggle to get the memory of today out of my head and keep it professional," she said. 


"Oh really?" I asked, intrigued. 


"Yeah," she giggled, then worried, "I mean, I would never do anything else without you there. The other day was hot, but only because I wanted to surprise you; today was… wow," she laughed. 


"Well," I suggested, "how about you tell him to come here for his massages in future," I suggested. 


"Good idea," Sarah smiled, "I'll text him later. But right now I want a shower!" she exclaimed, "and then my own massage; you boys tired me out!" 


"I'll see what I can do," I chuckled as she stood up, pulling off the twisted and wrinkled tennis skirt. 


I watched her walk away, her hips swaying, and then followed her to the bathroom to join her for that shower. 


God, my wife was perfect. 






Hotwife Hike
To look at her, you wouldn’t think my wife was the kind of woman who loved the outdoors. She was flawlessly groomed, for one thing, and that was a tough look to pull off after sleeping in a tent for a few days. But Cindy loved these hikes we took together; away from the city, out in the middle of nature. She was a free spirit at heart, and nothing got her going quite like sex under the stars.
I’d just finished recording on my latest project in the studio, and it had become our tradition to take a few days out to reconnect. I was unloading our packs from the back of the car when Cindy’s eye was caught by a group over by the trail map. I’d immediately dismissed them, more interested in getting our own trip underway, but Cindy was a people person.
The four guys in the group seemed pretty captivated by her, and I couldn’t blame them. She was adorable in her cutoff shorts, tiny tank top and camo baseball cap. And though she looked cute, she knew her shit when it came to being out in the wilderness. Whatever the five of them were talking about, the guys seemed to be paying more attention to my wife’s chest than what was coming out of her mouth.
When she realized I was all done and we were ready to go, she waved and bounced over to me. No bra. I could see her nipples poking out the front of her tee from across the lot. God damn, I wasn’t even going to get this woman to our first campsite before I had to pin her up against a tree and fuck her.
“Making friends?” I asked her, handing her pack over. She strapped it on and beamed at me.
“They seem nice. But dumb,”
“Oh yeah?” I asked, taking her hand in my much larger one.
“Yup. I think they’re from U of O from the bumper sticker on their truck, so maybe they’re book-smart but they sure don’t seem prepped for the outing. I asked if they came out here a lot and they said it was their first time. Their gear looks pretty amateur,”
“Uh huh,” I wasn’t really interested in some college kids out on baby’s first hike, but I liked to listen to Cindy talk excitedly this way. She loved these trips, and she loved when I’d wrapped up on a project because it meant no more work, and lots of sex.
“I gave them some advice. I hope they don’t get into trouble on the trail,”
“Baby I don’t think they heard a word that passed your lips,” I informed her, squeezing her hand. Cindy rolled her eyes, but giggled.
“Yeah, I noticed they seemed a little… distracted,” she admitted coyly.
“Of course they did. Look at you,” I slapped her ass as she went ahead of me to climb over a fallen tree. Her laughter was infectious.
As we walked the trail, we occasionally heard hollers from the group of guys we’d seen back at the parking lot, but as the day went on they seemed further back. 
Cindy and I made good progress, we’d done this hike a few times this year alone. A day and a half out there was a beautiful lake, and we’d always had it to ourselves when we’d been here before. We’d strip off and skinny-dip in the moonlight. It was romantic, like we were the only two people left on the planet. 
Little did I know how different this hike was going to be…
***
When we stopped to camp, there was plenty of light left in the day for us to get the tent set up and a fire going. I hammered tent stakes while Cindy poked at the fire awhile, then came over to watch me at work.
“Your arms look good when you’re hitting stuff,” she said, making me chuckle. I had to resist the urge to stop what I was doing and flex at her. Goofing off could wait until we had somewhere sheltered to sleep.
“I hope Jared and Travis are okay,” she hummed, twirling a strand of auburn hair around her finger. I looked over my shoulder at her, frowning.
“Who the fuck are Jared and Travis?”
“The cute ones, from the group before,” she grinned at me as I arched my eyebrow.
“Cute, huh?”
“Mhmm,” Cindy purred, nibbling her lower lip. God, the things this woman did to me. I indulged her kink for the great outdoors—not that I didn’t share it, but it was definitely more her thing than mine—and in return, my gorgeous wife indulged my kink for anything to do with her turning the heads of other men.
We were an adventurous couple, with an approach to sex that we’d try almost anything once. Twice, just to make sure. We’d had a couple of threesomes in the past; Cindy had been the one to suggest bringing another woman into our bed first. The girl had been stunning, it was no wonder that Cindy’s agency had scouted her. My wife had been a little taken aback that I’d been much more interested in watching her have a good time. I guess I’d surprised myself, too. After that, she suggested what I suspected she’d really wanted all along; a threesome with another man.
I’d been excited for the first one, but the anticipation and excitement for the second, with a man, was something else. “Baby, I think we found your major kink,” Cindy had murmured against my ear as we showered off afterward.
It was like the floodgates had opened; I wanted her to tell me every time a guy tried to hit on her or flirt with her—which happened a lot, unsurprisingly—and I especially wanted to hear about it if she thought he was hot. I learned her type pretty quickly.
Cindy liked guys like me, rugged and a little rough around the edges, tattoos, in decent shape. She tended to skew a little older, too. So I didn’t know if I believed she was interested in the college guys from that morning. It seemed more likely she was just pushing my buttons, but whether it was sincere or not, my dick didn’t care. I was hard just from the insinuation.
“Remember that night with Dom…” she said, knowing full well that I fucking remembered. Every minute of it was etched into my mind, it was my go-to if I ever needed an extra nudge to get me off.
“What about it?” I asked, voice low.
“I was just thinking how much fun it could be to ask two guys to join us instead of just one next time,” she said, watching my face carefully to see how I took that suggestion.
The thought of watching not one but two guys take my wife… I was even harder at the thought. I’d never thought to suggest it, Cindy had already been way more open minded than most people when it came to sex.
“You like?” Cindy giggled, obviously noticing the tent I’d pitched in my pants. She ran her hand over my crotch and squeezed the outline of my throbbing cock, pretending to gasp. I pulled her into my lap, flicking open the button on her ridiculously tiny shorts. They were so tight, I had to work my fingers down them one at a time. Her thong was easily pushed aside so I could rub her clit.
“Yeah,” I said, lowering my mouth over her nipple, biting it gently through the material of her tank top. She cooed and obligingly pulled it over her head before she shimmied out of her shorts, spreading her legs so I could have better access to her pussy.
I ran my finger across her slit slowly, then got her to stand over me while I knelt. I gripped her ass tight with one hand, holding her in place as I teased her with my tongue. She tried to grind her clit on my tongue, but I insisted on taking my time to get there.
“Fuck, Dylan! Lick my clit,” she moaned. Cindy loved to make noise, doubly so when we were out in the wilderness. She really found her animalistic side. I teased her a little longer, then caved after a particularly needy moan from her. She was getting close; I knew all the signs by now, could play Cindy better than I could play my guitar. Then I heard something out on the edge of the small clearing where we’d set up camp at. 
As fitting as it would be to be the guy who died getting mauled by a bear while he ate his wife’s pussy, I had to stop and take a look.
“Wha-!” Cindy protested, too caught up in her pleasure to have heard the snapping of branches. 
Muted voices came next, and I realized it wasn’t a bear. 
People.
We were being watched.
“Come on out,” I hollered, looking sidelong at Cindy and then at the clothes pooled at her feet. She took no hurry in dressing herself again, standing in just her unbuttoned shorts when two strangers stumbled out of the woods and into our campsite.
“Hey - we’re, uh, we’re really sorry to interrupt,” the first one said. He was lean and black, probably a good ten years younger than I was, in his early twenties maybe. He was fighting mighty hard not to look at Cindy’s breasts, and she shot me a look that said ‘aw, can we keep him’? I myself was a little less enamored with the interruption.
“Holy shit,” his friend muttered, the polar opposite reaction. Where his buddy was looking everywhere but Cindy, you’d think this guy was seeing his first pair of tits. 
I was proud, I’ll admit it. My wife is smoking hot, did I mention that?
“Hey Jared,” Cindy said sweetly, “where’s Travis? You boys alright?”
Jared finally looked up at her face. I knew she was enjoying teasing them—and me, (mainly me)—because she was in no hurry to put that shirt back on and cover up.
“Hey Cindy. Travis is back at our camp. This is Brandon,” he paused, and Brandon cleared his throat and looked pointedly at his friend. It was obvious enough to me that this Jared, had been drinking from the way he was speaking, though Brandon seemed to have a clear head at least. “We lost our lighter and we can’t figure out how to use Cody’s firelighter. We tried to get a video on YouTube but… There’s no wifi out here,”
My wife’s assessment had been pretty much spot-on about these clueless college boys. I couldn’t decide if I was amused or irritated… Though it was something, seeing firsthand how she cast a spell on them.
“Oh, you poor boys must be cold,” Cindy said, “hon, do we have anything to help out? A spare lighter?”
I grabbed my pack and took my time in looking through it, interested in what Cindy was up to. She wasn’t subtle, giving them a great show as she bent down over her own pack.
Even Brandon got himself an eyeful while he thought the both of us weren’t looking, and the two guys shared a look that repeated Jared’s earlier exclamation: ‘holy shit’.
Holy shit was right, and I wanted to get back to where we’d left off before the intrusion. My cock was hard enough to split rocks.
“Here,” I said, tossing the more sober of the two a book of matches, “try not to start a forest fire, understand?”
“Honey, be nice,” Cindy scolded me, walking over to the pair, her shirt tucked into her back pocket and swishing with the movement of her hips. Her nipples were stiff and bared to them, begging to be licked. 
I was so turned on. 
I wasn’t the only one.
I bit the inside of my cheek to stifle my smile as she outlined how to build a fire for them. They nodded and said thank you a whole lot, both of them sporting obvious hard-ons the entire time. 
They eventually traipsed off back towards their own camp—not before Cindy gave them our backup flash-light to make sure they didn’t trip in the dark—and I had her full attention once more.
“You naughty girl,” I growled, my arms around her waist, “thought you were going to ask those two to join us, the way you were carrying on,”
She giggled and squealed, pretending to try and get away but using the opportunity to wiggle her ass against my rock hard cock.
“Disappointed I didn’t?” she accused playfully. I thought about it, really thought about it, and realized it turned me on like crazy, thinking of how much those guys obviously wanted her, and what they’d do to her if they could have her.
I’d seen her get fucked by another man before—Dom, one of my best friends and my drummer, had been more than happy to accept the invitation we extended a couple months back—but we were close, all three of us. Strangers? As in, multiple men, at the same time? My mouth was dry, but my cock was achingly hard.
“A little,” I conceded, grinning.
“If that’s how you feel then next time, don’t scare ‘em off,” she laughed, popping open the button on my jeans and working them down. I followed her lead, getting her out of her shorts once more, all set to carry on eating her out.
“Look how wet you are, you dirty girl,” I growled when my fingers plunged into her silken, sopping cunt. She moaned and climbed astride me, too impatient for any more foreplay. Fine by me, I thought, as she sank down on my throbbing cock. Her heat felt amazing as it engulfed me. “You want to get fucked, want me to watch while you’re taken hard in every hole, don’t you?”
Cindy moaned and bounced up and down on my dick, getting louder as my words spurred her on.
“Ohhh yeaaah,”
“Why not all four of them, lining up for a chance at this sweet pussy,” I slapped her ass and her thighs started to quiver, her nails digging into my shoulders for purchase as she rode me even harder. I couldn’t keep up with the dirty talk any longer, and she wouldn’t have heard me anyway. Her moans were loud and echoed through the forest around us, sure to reach the boys trekking back to their own camp. Hell, probably even loud enough for the two they’d left behind to hear her, too.
Thoughts of all four of them pounding Cindy and how she’d love every second of it sent me over the edge. I came hard, panting against her neck as my climax hit.
That was when I knew if we got the chance, I’d let every one of those ripped jocks get a taste of my wife. I couldn’t think of anything hotter. I just hoped the opportunity would arise, and that when it did, Cindy would grab it with both hands…
***
We reached the lake the next day, just before noon. Cindy couldn’t wait to strip off and get into the water, all sticky and hot from the hike. I stood watching her for a moment, her supple, tanned body cutting through the surface of the still water. 
She was perfect.
The weather was hot, just a few thin wisps of cloud broke up the endless blue of the sky, and taking a dip seemed like a good idea. But first I had to do my manly duties of setting up camp. I didn’t mind; the ritual was nice. I got the shelter up, then built a fire for later. God knows we didn’t need it right then, not with the way the sun was beating down.
Once it was done, I took a moment to rest and enjoy the serenity. I must have dozed a little while in the heat, lulled by the sound of the woodland around. It was tranquil out here. After a few days, I was always itching to get back to the city and modern conveniences, but for a little while this was paradise.
I woke up to the sound of Cindy shrieking, but the sound of laughter and splashing stopped me from freaking out that she could be in some kind of danger. I shaded my eyes and looked out across the lake.
Cindy wasn’t alone in the water anymore; four guys were splashing and goofing around with her. She seemed to be having fun, loving every minute of the attention. It turned me on, even more so when it dawned on me she was totally naked. Of course she was - we didn’t bring swim suits, it was just one more thing to carry, and we’d always had this secluded spot to ourselves in the past.
I kept still and just looked on a little while longer, wondering if their games would turn into something more. Cindy had my permission to do whatever she wanted, as long as she told me about it afterward. So far, she’d never taken advantage of that. I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to or not today; I’d like to see this with my own eyes. But getting told every detail was better than it not happening at all.
The guys split into pairs and Cindy swam a few yards back as they got into position to play chicken fight while my wife refereed. This little display seemed designed to impress her, and from the way she squealed with delight, it was working.
I could make out Jared and Brandon on opposite teams. I couldn’t remember the name of the first guy Cindy mentioned, and I’d never heard the fourth. 
The game was over pretty quickly, with Jared’s team victorious.
Cindy turned my way and waved emphatically. I waved back, and she gestured for me to come over. I was too far out to hear what conversation they might be having, but cooling off seemed like a good plan.
I stripped down to my boxer-briefs and plunged into the water. It was the perfect temperature, and it felt good on my body. I swam out to where the group were, Cindy immediately wrapping her legs around my waist and clinging onto me. I felt her hardened nipples pressing against my skin, and squeezed her ass under the water.
“Brandon and Cody are just the worst at chicken fight, and Jared’s way too cocky. Come on, baby, we gotta beat them,” Cindy said, pretending to be fierce. It was fucking adorable.
“Well alright then,” I nodded, and my wife climbed up onto my back, completely trusting me to hold her steady. It got her up and out of the water, and those boys had a perfect view. The distraction—and the fact that they wouldn’t play as rough with a woman as they would with each other—gave us an easy win.
We splashed around a while, and I could tell they weren’t even trying to win. They liked Cindy up on my shoulders where they could see her gorgeous tits bouncing around. At some point, the atmosphere had gone from boisterous and playful to something a little more suggestive.
The boldest of the four guys was Jared, and he decided we ought to switch teams. I could see the glint in his eye, knew what he was really after. 
He wanted his hands on Cindy. 
I smirked and looked at her, knowing she saw through it as easily as I did. It was her choice, as always.
“Sure, we can swap sides. Hey Cody, let’s show these boys who’s boss,” Cindy giggled, sliding down from my back to make her way over to the tanned blond who’d been the quietest of the four. His expression as she climbed onto his back was the face of a man who just found a wining scratch ticket. 
“Guess that means you’re with me,” I grinned at Jared. The guy took it with good sportsmanship, at least.
“Cool tatts, bro,” he complimented as he climbed up onto my shoulders.
“Go for Travis first, take him down quick!” Cindy instructed, all business now. My wife liked to win. She and Cody scrapped with the other two for a moment, but Brandon was too gentle. He was in play-mode while Cindy was going for the kill.
I laughed hard as she toppled them, then set her focus to us.
“Don’t let that cuteness fool you, she’s a demon,” I advised Jared as Cindy and Cody advanced on us.
We had fun, the guys who’d been knocked out cheering from the sidelines. It was a close call, but the way Cindy was on show had Jared at a disadvantage. She was turning him on, and he couldn’t hide that from me with us being so close. In the end, he caved and let her win rather than risk me calling him out for the hard-on he was sporting.
“Victory! I am your queen!” Cindy laughed, punching the air.
“Yeah you kicked our asses alright,” Brandon conceded. The four guys regrouped and Cindy made her way back to me.
“Hey, it’s Dylan, right?” Travis asked me. He was the biggest of the four, dark-skinned, built like a tank and with a voice that was deep as hell. Definitely not Cindy’s usual type, at least not that she’d ever let on to me. But she’d been pretty clear about it; Travis and Jared were the two she’d pick, if she could only have two. Well, who was I to make her choose?
I’d let my mind wander.
“Yeah. You get your fire built?” I asked, smiling. Travis shook his head, laughing.
“Yep. We ran outta matches though. Would you mind…?”
“No problem,” 
“Maybe I can keep you boys warm while he gets the fire going, hm?” Cindy ventured, surprising even me with her boldness.
Damn, she really wanted these guys.
And I really wanted her to have them.
We went back to our own tent first, so Cindy could put something on (though I don’t think she felt any need to, and we were all happy for her to go around naked to her heart’s content), and so I could switch out of my wet boxers and put my jeans on, as well as grab the tinderbox and a couple other things.
It also gave us the chance to stop this before it went too far.
“You sure you want to do this?” I asked her. She smiled seductively at me, and I couldn’t resist pulling her close.
“Having doubts?”
I shook my head vigorously.
“Can’t think of anything hotter,”
“They might not even want to,” she shrugged.
“You’re crazy if you think that. They’ve been drooling over you all afternoon,”
Cindy fluttered her eyelashes, pretending to look innocent. I just laughed.
“Let’s see what happens then,” she said, licking her lips.
“Whatever does happen, I’m okay with it,” 
“More than okay,” she pointed out, grabbing my hard cock through my jeans.
“More than okay,” I agreed with a smirk.
***
The heat of the day had mostly gone as dusk rolled in. While I worked on building the fire into something even these guys could keep going, Cindy huddled up with them. They’d had a few beers each while Cindy and I had been talking over at our own camp, and their inhibitions were a little lower.
Jared kept insisting I take a beer, even though I was happy to drink from my own whiskey and share it around. I think he wanted to make sure I was loosened up. Boy, we’re already on the same page, I thought to myself with a chuckle.
They were friendly guys, obviously close with each other. They talked and joked like old friends, I guess it was a camaraderie that came with playing sports together. I’d been too busy with my band to dedicate any kind of time to athletics when I was their age, but I’d been in good shape. Still was. Nothing like the peak condition these guys were in, but I wasn’t self-conscious having my shirt off around them either.
It was no surprise to me to hear that Travis was a linebacker, the way he was built. All of the guys were big, but he was something else. His hands were huge, big enough to go all the way around Cindy’s waist easily. The mental image made my cock twitch.
A couple minutes later and the flames took to the kindling.
“Fire, yay!” Cindy commented as the fire got going, “well done baby,”
I winked at her.
“You guys should stay, eat with us,” Jared insisted.
“Unless you’re vegetarian?” Brandon asked.
“Hell no, we’re not vegetarian,” Cindy acted like it was a huge insult to even suggest it, “we’d love to,”
I noticed that my wife had sandwiched herself between both Jared and Travis, and they really didn’t need to be as close as they were. She was devious, resting her hands on their thighs, letting them creep too high.
Cody took over as chef, or at least what passed for one out here. He opened a package of brats and skewered them, holding them over the flames to roast. They guys were gentlemanly, offering the first one that finished cooking to Cindy, and the second to me.
Once we’d all eaten, Cindy shared around the bottle of bourbon we brought along and asked the guys questions. She was flirtatious and relaxed, and they took their cue from her and seemed to forget she was a married woman. A married woman, whose husband was right there.
Jared settled his arm around her waist, and I watched her delicate hand tracing the outline of his cock through his shorts. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. The anticipation had been building since yesterday, and I just couldn’t work out how things could get to the next step.
“You okay man, you’re quiet?” Brandon asked. I nodded, shooting him a smile designed to put him at ease. He’d seen how close Cindy and Jared were getting.
“Never better,” I said, not taking my eyes off the couple. I sensed him and Cody sharing a look, that understanding of what was going on here spreading from just myself and Cindy, to the rest of the guys.
“So what made you guys take a trip like this?” Cindy asked. “Dylan and I come up here all the time, but you seem more like city types,”
“That’s a nice way of saying we’re clueless,” Cody grinned, and the others laughed.
“We went to Vegas to celebrate last month but Travis here couldn’t come,” Brandon said. Travis rolled his eyes.
“Yeah, coach wouldn’t let him. So this is his consolation prize,” Jared said.
“It’s just as good, I’m with my bros, what more do you need?” Travis insisted, holding his arms out.
“It’s not just as good. Trust me,” Jared shook his head, “there were some fine ladies there,”
“You don’t think my wife qualifies as fine?” I asked, eyebrow raised. It was amusing to watch him struggle with the right answer to that.
“Well… Yeah I mean she’s…” he looked like a deer in headlights, “she’s dynamite, but she’s… married,”
The other guys were trying not to laugh at Jared’s sudden loss of confidence.
“Dylan seems like a pretty open minded guy,” Brandon said. I just leaned back, smiling when Cindy caught my eye and gave me a slow, sexy smile. Time to close the deal here.
“What did you get up to with these fine ladies in Vegas?” she asked, raising her eyebrows suggestively. “Maybe I can make up for what Travis missed out on,”
“Holy shit,” Jared said. It was starting to seem like his catch-phrase. 
“Cindy used to be a dancer. Why don’t you show him your moves baby?” I suggested, emboldened by the whiskey, and how much I really wanted this to happen.
Cindy eagerly jumped up to her feet, her pert tits bouncing under her paper-thin tank top. I knew she wasn’t wearing anything underneath, no bra, no panties. And soon these four strangers would find that out too.
“Is this really happening right now,” Travis asked no-one in particular, as to the whoops and cheers of his friends, my wife began to put on a show. One of them called up a playlist on his phone, something that had a thudding, sexy bass line. I didn’t recognize it, but then, I didn’t care. I had more important things on my mind, like enjoying the view.
Cindy swung her hips back and forth hypnotically, her ass looking perfect in her tight blue jean-shorts. Her hair had mostly dried off from the earlier fun in the lake, and it swept back and forth as she turned her head. She stayed in Travis’ orbit but never quite touched him, undulating in his personal space. The boisterous cheering and frat-like atmosphere simmered down once her shirt came off.
Sure, they’d seen her topless all day. But not like this. Cody was slack-jawed. The other two had huge hard-ons jutting out the front of their shorts. I couldn’t see Travis’ lap from where I was, but I’d have bet everything I owned that he was sporting a huge erection too.
It was like time froze when those huge black hands came to rest on her hips. Until then, they’d not made skin contact. I searched for any sense of jealousy or regret, but all I felt was excited. And lucky.
Travis, realizing he’d gotten caught up in the moment, lifted his hands and shot me a worried look. I raised my beer to him and winked. Oh please don’t stop on my account…
Cindy guided his huge hands back in place, and I watched as Travis slid them over her taut, toned body. She straddled him, pushing her breasts into his face. He cupped them in his hands and lowered his mouth to suck one nipple while rolling the other between his strong fingers.
Cindy threw her head back, grinding her pussy down against him.
“Jay, you filming this?” Brandon asked. Jared shook his head, too mesmerized to say anything back. Everyone seemed to be aware that the mood was more than just flirtatious now. They were turned on—and so was I—and there was only one way this night was going to go from here.
Travis mumbled something to Cindy that I couldn’t hear, and she laughed. I moved in closer, wanting a better view. I didn’t want to miss anything, who knew when I’d ever get an opportunity like this again?
“Feelin’ left out?” she asked Jared. He’d been doing the heaviest amount of flirting, and at her beckoning him over, he didn’t even hesitate. Where Travis had at least shot me a look to seek my permission, Jared was too caught up.
At last, Cindy found herself between the two men she’d had her eye on. She sat on Travis’ lap, facing away, still wriggling her ass against his hard dick. Jared stood in front of her, eagerly freeing his cock and presenting it to her when she tugged the waistband of his shorts.
It was a rush that made me feel a little dizzy as I watched his cock disappear into my wife’s mouth. Cindy gave the best head, and I bet he’d never felt anything like it. From the look on his face, I wasn’t wrong. She pulled back and kissed the round, swollen head, then explored the underside with her tongue.
I was satisfied when the other two, Cody and Brandon, shuffled closer too. They didn’t want to get left out. One of them palmed his hard cock over his shorts, while the other slid his down and started to jerk off. Cindy reached out to him and he stepped closer, moaning when her hand closed around his shaft.
It was just me—and I was more patient, and less prone to over-excitement than these young studs—and the shy blond, Cody, who were holding back right now. 
“Damn, these are tight,” Jared said, getting Cindy’s shorts down proving to be no easy task. She laughed and helped him out, standing before them completely naked. Still, Cody hung back. I wondered if he was embarrassed about his size; of the two friends I could see, they were both well-hung. Brandon’s cock was thick and Cindy could barely get her hand all the way around the base.
Once she’d stepped out of her shorts, Jared got on his knees and began to eat her out. I got a flash of last night, and wondered how long he and Brandon had been watching us from the woods before I realized they were there. He’d been wanting to get a taste a taste of her for himself since then, no doubt.
Cindy ran her fingers through his short hair, bucking her hips in time with the strokes of his tongue, and the rhythm she was jerking Brandon off. Travis’ hands went to his waistband and he pulled out his cock, urging Cindy to turn around. She was eager to see it, and audibly gasped at the sight.
Well, fuck. It looked like Travis was big all over. I’d never seen a cock so huge, and the thought of my wife taking it made my jeans so tight it was bordering painful. She licked her lips and then lowered them over his impressive helmet, her pink tongue nudging against the veins and ridges as she tried to slick it enough to slide it fully into her mouth.
“Come on sugar, don’t be shy,” she said, holding her hand out to Cody. She glanced at my face, biting her lip and smiling sexily at me. She could see from the look on my face how much I wanted this, and I could tell from every sigh and sound she made that she was loving every minute. Four college guys pawing at her, all of them ripped and hard as diamond.
I had to unzip my jeans and get a little more room. The blond had finally gone over and was caressing Cindy’s breasts, tweaking her nipples. Jared and Travis both went down to their knees with Cindy between them, and Jared was the first to sink his length inside of her pussy.
“Oh fuck,” he grunted, “oh fuck yeah,”
He held still for a moment while Cindy worked as much of Travis’ thick black cock into her mouth as she could possibly manage. She had a guy on either side of her, too. Oh fuck was right. I loved her, I loved that she would do this for me, and that she was so comfortable with her sexuality to just go with what felt good.
She sure seemed to feel good in that moment. She tried to moan—her loud, outdoor-fucking moans—but it was tough with such a massive cock being forced down her throat. They fucked her from both ends while she used her hands on the other two. I thought of going over myself, but there was nothing to do but enjoy the show.
“Four guys at once, baby, new record,” I said, letting her know I was still there, still completely okay with this. She moaned - what else could she do? “I think he’s going to cum real soon and fill your pussy up,” I said. Cindy loved it when I talked dirty. She let go of Brandon’s cock to furiously rub her clit, and it only took a few seconds before Jared stared to groan.
“Oh fuck she’s cumming,” he said, “her cunt is milking me right now. Holy shit,”
He didn’t last longer than that, slamming into Cindy’s pussy with a few final, hard thrusts. He’d barely stepped away when Cody was there to take his position. I could move in closer, taking up the place Cody vacated and running my hands over Cindy’s back, around to her supple breasts. I wet my fingers and began to rub her clit, watching her cheeks hollow as she sucked on Travis’ massive cock. He wasn’t holding back, and with every slam of his hips, his huge balls swung back and forth.
Cody fingered Cindy’s pink, soaking pussy, spreading a mixture of her juices and Jared’s cum around to lube up her other hole. He positioned himself quickly and began to inch inside. She tensed up, but as I soothed her and kept rubbing her clit she got used to the intrusion. She let go of Travis’ cock to gasp, “one of you fuck my pussy too,”
Brandon almost tripped over his own feet to get there before me. I smiled and let him go ahead - I could wait my turn, and I’d get to see my wife penetrated by three guys at once. Holy shit, this hadn’t been the way I’d expected this trip to go.
They worked together to hold Cindy upright, she could barely do anything but writhe as they took her at the same time. She couldn’t speak, but her pussy gushed once both cocks started fucking her cunt and ass in tandem. Brandon was the driving force, bucking his hips upwards and controlling the rhythm that Cindy sucked on Travis’ cock. 
They manhandled her like a ragdoll, pulling her back and forth as they took their pleasure from her. Her eyes rolled like she was in ecstasy.
“Fuck I’m gonna-” Cody started, his thrusting losing some of its rhythm, becoming erratic and hard. I rubbed Cindy’s clit faster and watched her fall apart, the sensation of being pounded in every hole more than she could take. I had my own cock in my other hand, hot and throbbing. I needed to be inside of her so bad, but I could wait. It wouldn’t be much longer.
Cody stepped back, going to join Jared on the bench so to speak. It was just the two black guys left, and I’d be damned if I wasn’t going to see that huge member Travis was packing destroying my wife’s pussy.
“Swap places,” I told them. Brandon pulled out, and I caught a glimpse of Cindy’s pussy all soaking and pink and puffy. Travis just turned her around to be back on his lap, only this time with no barrier of clothing to separate them. He yanked her down onto his massive tool and I watched her face contort with pleasure. She held herself upright by gripping Brandon’s hips and hungrily sucked his cock, slick as it was with her own juices. Once she’d gotten her balance she reached for me, jerking me off as I enjoyed the show.
Travis used that massive strength he had to hold her up with his arms while he drove his cock into her from below, thrusting harder and faster. She moaned and squealed, and I’d lost count of the number of times they’d made her cum. Brandon was making noises like he’d blow his load soon.
“Finish in her pussy, that’s what she likes,” I instructed. My wife looked at me adoringly, Brandon’s thick cock pumping in and out of her mouth. Travis fucked her hard, groaning as his climax hit.
“Oh my god,” Cindy pulled back to gasp, “I can feel it baby, that’s it, oh yes, yesss,”
“Come for him,” I said, nodding. Those three words set her on fire. She’d loved it when I’d said that to her during our last threesome, and I knew it was all it would take to push her over the edge one more time. Now Travis was sated, there was just one more left. (And me, of course.) 
Brandon took over while I held her upright. She smiled up at me, her cheeks flushed with color and her hair in disarray, and what a sexy slut my wife was. I’d never been so turned on in my life.
I’d taken Brandon for the boyscout of the group, but in the heat of the moment he was as primal as the others had been. He railed Cindy, slamming into her hard from behind and occasionally spanking her ass with the flat of his hand. She was free to moan now - and boy did she. I thought they’d probably hear her back in the city. He unloaded into her just like his friends had, then stepped away shakily.
My turn. I gathered my sexy, soaking-wet wife up in my arms. She was loose-limbed, and if women could purr, she’d have been purring. She was one deeply satisfied woman.
I can’t remember what I said to the guys, or if I even said goodbye at all in my hurry to get my wife back to our tent and relieve the aching need between my legs. Without a doubt, I’d never been this hard in my life.
I was right on the edge and had been for some time. I put her down on the blanket I’d dozed on earlier, yanked down my underwear, and mounted her, all in practically one movement. I groaned at the way she gushed around me. She felt different than usual after all the attention she’d just received, but I didn’t get to savor it for long before I was gone, adding my own contribution to her sopping pussy. The whole while, Cindy clung tight to me, kissing me. Fuck, what a perfect woman.
It took some time for the high to abate. I wondered if she’d regret what happened, but from the dreamy look on her beautiful face I doubted it.
“That was something else,” I said at length.
“I felt like I was back at college,” she agreed. I raised an eyebrow at her.
“For a sinner like you, maybe. I never had nothing like that happen to me in college,”
“Oh shush!” she laughed, slapping my arm playfully, “I meant having college guys lusting after me, you dummy. I never did anything like that before either, you know that,”
“I do,” I agreed, wrapping her up in my arms. A few moments passed as we both look up at the sky.
“Reckon those boys will have learned anything about making fires?” she giggled.
“About making fires?” I shook my head, “nope. But look how well it turned out for them,”
Cindy laughed and shuffled closer to me. I wondered how we were ever going to top something like this evening… Knowing her, though, we'd find a way…
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