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Chapter 1

 


We’d just returned from a
party when my beautiful wife tackled me in the bedroom. Sitting
naked on top of me, she eased my erection into her dripping pussy.
It wasn’t like Mary to be suddenly this aggressive. Usually, sex was my idea, and it often took
significant foreplay to make her excited enough for me to enter
her. But not tonight. Tonight, she didn’t need any stimulation from
me.

It wasn’t like we didn’t
make love anymore, but after ten years of marriage and two
children, we weren’t the horny rabbits we’d once been. I’d met Mary
in college; we’d gone to a conservative religious school. I was
shocked speechless the first time I’d seen her. She was so
incredibly beautiful; she could have easily been mistaken for an
actress or a beauty queen. Not only did she have beautiful dark
hair, but even her lips were perfect, seemingly made for kissing.
They could have been used as a model for the ideal feminine facial
characteristic.

Despite
her erotic
face and body, Mary was wholesome. She did not
need makeup and used very little. She was far out of my league, and
I was embarrassed to approach her.

She turned out to be easy
to talk to, and before long, I was in the “friend zone.” We’d
shared too much, and we knew each other too well to become a
“couple” couple. I asked Mary to go out with me on a date, not just
as friends but on a real date. I had to ask her dozens of times
before she agreed.

“You know, this will
probably end our friendship,” she said.

“No, it
won’t. I like you, and I want to be your friend even if our date is
a disaster,” I told her. “You mean too much to me to lose you as a
friend. I think because we know each other so well, we’re meant to
be more than just pals. We don’t need to act
strangely
around each other. We can just be ourselves but
with one crucial difference.”

“Which is?” She
asked.

“We’ll be evaluating each
other as partners,” I explained. “Maybe you’ll even give me a
goodnight kiss.”

“What if I
don’t?”

“The next morning, it will
be like the date never happened. We’ll hit ‘delete’ and be friends
again,” I explained, my fingers crossed behind my back. Mary was
already laughing. That’s one of the things I loved about my friend.
She has a big warm smile, and when she laughs, it comes out as a
contagious giggle. One can’t help laughing along with her. Her
enjoyment is catchy.

We had a wonderful
time.

Our date was traditional,
dinner and a movie. What could be more conventional than that
combination? We talked, we shared popcorn at the movie, we laughed
at the lame comedy, and we held hands.

Afterward, at Mary’s
apartment, I reminded her. “This is a date, you know.”

“I know,” she said, moving
closer, and we reached for each other.

For the first time, I was
holding my best friend in my arms. I could feel the firmness of her
bra through her thin blouse pressed against me. Our lips touched,
chaste at first, just two friends pressing their lips together. She
tasted wonderful, and my senses are overloaded with the smell of
her perfume. Her lips softened, and her mouth opened a little. I
ran the tip of my tongue over her top lip and was rewarded with a
soft moan as her tongue met mine.

“Don’t get a boner, don’t
get a boner,” was all I could think. Followed by, “Shit,” as my
cock pushed down my left leg. I grew a full erection in seconds. It
grew faster than it ever had before, even quicker than my morning
wood.

Mary pulled her head back
enough to look up at me and moved her hips in a small circle. “I
think you like me, William,” she said before pushing her hips
forward, making full contact with my hardon.

“Oh God, Mary,” my voice
sounded weak even to me, “I more than just like you.”

“I had a great time, Bill,”
she said. “I’d like to go on more ‘dates’ with you. If...” and she
moved away, deep in thought. “Bill, I want to sleep with you
tonight, but you know I’m a virgin. It won’t happen tonight, and it
may never happen,” her eyes stared into mine. “Let’s just sit down,
turn on the television, and do more of this.” She stopped suddenly,
“But you have to promise you can control both of us, so we won’t do
something we’ll regret.”

That was my first date with
Mary. We sat on the couch kissing ever more feverishly until we
agreed I’d better go before we did that thing we’d regret. My hand
was gently caressing her breast, through her bra and blouse, at the
time.

Years later, after we were
married and had children, Mary confided to me she’d been so turned
on after our first date, she had to masturbate before she could
sleep. That was when she’d decide she was in love with me, and one
way or another, she was going to marry her best friend.

For my part, my erection
didn’t subside until I’d jacked off thinking about Mary. The taste
of her lips, the smell of her perfume, the feel of her bra-covered
breast. I was in love with my best friend. It couldn’t get any
better than that, and it never did.

Mary
didn’t give me her virginity until we’d gone on two more dates. The
night remains one of my most cherished memories, along with
our wedding and the births of our children. Suppose I could only
hold on to one memory? Our first time together would be the one I’d
choose. I’d stripped Mary slowly, kissing and caressing every inch
of her as it was exposed. I showed her how much I adored her by
worshipping her body. When her breasts were uncovered, I kissed
them and sucked her nipples. My eyes were wide open, not wanting to
miss a thing as she moaned and held my head, her fingers in my
hair.

She bared my throbbing
erection before I had her entirely naked. I wasn’t a virgin like
Mary, but I didn’t have nearly enough experience to know what I was
doing. Mary ran her hand tenderly over my cock, causing it to jump
and drip. She seemed fascinated as she touched me, stroking it
until I put my hand on hers and asked her to stop before it was too
late. She looked quizzical until realization dawned, and she smiled
at me.

Mary took
her panties off, baring her dark pubic hair, and my breath caught
in my throat. I laid her gently on the bed, took her in my arms,
and for the first time, we held each other naked, our skin touching
and our lips met in feverish kisses.

I did the
unthinkable that first time. I went down on my future wife
before I entered her. I don’t know what came over me; I wanted to
taste her, I wanted her to know how much she was honoring me. She
told me later I had shocked her. Only “very married” couples did
that! But she’d loved it.

Mary looked every bit as
beautiful ten years later as she had the day we married. She’d
filled out some, which made her even more attractive. Her breasts
were fuller—babies will do that to a woman. Her breasts weren’t
large, just perfect mounds, sitting high on her chest. Mary was
tall and slender, high-waisted, so her legs were longer than
average. She had a flat stomach which made her breasts appear to be
high on her chest. Her hips and butt were a tad fuller giving her
more of a rounded figure, but her weight was the same as in
college.

Ten years
later, after the party, Mary was on top of me when she said it. My
cock was buried in her wet, hot pussy as she humped me. My wife
tried to speak as her hips moved and her clitoris rubbed against
me. “I found... out something about… Tad
... oh... and Linda,” she took a deep
breath. “They’re ... oh ...
swingers.”

“They sleep with other
people?” I asked stupidly. The news shocked and excited
me.

“Yes.
Tad lets ... Linda fuck ... other men. Oh Bill, he just wants to
watch her,” Mary was having a harder
time talking as she neared her climax. Suddenly, she stopped moving
and looked down at me, breathing hard. “I
would never let another woman get her claws in you, so don’t get
any ideas.” She started moving
again.

“He watches as they fuck
her?” I asked.

“Yes, and he jacks
off.”

I was getting excited, not
that I wasn’t excited before, of course. I put my feet flat on the
bed so that I could pound into Mary from below. My sudden thrusts
caught her by surprise, and she groaned.

“I want to watch you being
fucked by another man,” I said. I don’t know where the thought came
from, but now that I’d said it, I could picture it. “I want to see
you cum with another man buried inside you.” I was fucking her as
fast and as hard as I could.

“You
do? Do you want another woman?” We
were having a serious, life-altering conversation while fucking as
hard and fast as we could.

“No, I
just want to watch you.” I came hard, and she joined me. I held her with my cock
buried to my balls inside her.

Mary laid
facing away from me, breathing deeply. I put my
arm around her and cuddled to her backside. We stayed like that for
a long time before Mary turned to me.

“It’ll never happen, Bill.
I’m your wife, and I’ll never cheat on you.” She rolled out of bed
and walked toward the bathroom. I admired her perfect ass as she
moved.

“You’re looking at my ass,
aren’t you?”

“Yes, honey, you have a
world-class perfect behind,” I said.

“You have to say that,
you’re my husband,” she said as she disappeared behind the bathroom
door.




Chapter 2

 


We led a typical suburban
life—took the kids to school and went to work. We tried to have
dinners together, but mostly we talked in passing as we rushed from
one thing to the next. Twice, I tried to speak to her about the fantasy, but each time, Mary
brushed me off with a quick, “It’ll never happen, Bill.”

Three weeks later, we
scheduled a “date night.” We arranged to drop the kids off with my
parents before going out to eat, then coming home to make love.
Alone in the house without kids squabbling or any other
distractions. Just us, two friends in love with each
other.

I’d dropped the kids off
early in the afternoon to give us time to decompress before we went
out. Mary spent a long time soaking in the bathtub and
concentrating on her hair and makeup. By the time I held the car
door open for her, my wife looked incredible, and I had never been
so proud to be her husband. Mary could have posed for a fashion
magazine cover.

I, on the other hand, was as
well put together as I could manage.

“We make a good-looking
couple, don’t we?”

“A couple of what?” I asked
back.

Mary put her arms around me
and pulled me close.

“A couple of horny fuckers,
that’s what we look like.” That was my beautiful, elegant-looking
wife with a new, world-class dirty
mouth. She made me laugh.

Dinner was fantastic—quiet
with just the two of us free to talk like adults, with not a kid’s
menu in sight. I could feel the tension draining from my wife as the night went on. Mary was free to
have a couple of drinks and relax.

“I like this, Mary. Just
being with you... like this,” I told her.

“Let’s move and not tell
anyone our new address,” she joked, finally loose enough to let
herself enjoy the evening.

We strolled around the block
afterward, and on a whim, ducked into a dance club. Several more
drinks and numerous dances later, I pulled the car into our garage.
We were slightly sweaty from dancing and a little drunk. Mary threw
her arms around me and kissed me like she hadn’t kissed me in a
long time. We made out like lovers ten years younger.

We were naked in bed when I
started talking. I don’t know why
the words came out of me as I caressed Mary’s sensitive
nipples.

“We’re in a hotel bar, we
checked in hours ago, and now, we’re having a drink together,” I
began.

“Just the two of
us?”

“Yes. You’re wearing the
same short dress you had on tonight. The bar is full of lonely
businessmen traveling for work. I see them checking you out,
admiring your legs, trying to get a better look at your
breasts.”

“They want to see my tits?”
she asked me. “They must be very lonely to want to see these.” Mary
rolled toward me, sticking her chest out.

“Being openly admired by so
many men is turning you on because you know what they want, and it
excites you.” I stroked the inside of her thigh, brushing her pussy
with every caress. “I dare you to take your panties off and give
them to me, right there in the bar. At first, you won’t do it, and then you do. You do it fast,
and I don’t see it until you hold your hand out and give me your
damp panties.”

“Oh, Bill. I’m wearing my dress without panties on?” Mary
was breathing harder, and I held her close, almost whispering in
her ear.

“I tell you I’m going to the
men’s room, and when I come back, I’m going to sit at a single
table and watch you,” I continue.

“Watch me do what?” Mary
wondered.

“Watch you flirt with the
men. Watch them buy you drinks as they try to get you to sleep with
them.”

“And then what?” She asked,
moving my hand to her pussy.

“You’re going to do whatever
you want. Whatever a single woman would do in a bar full of horny
men she’d never see again.” Mary was moving her pussy against my
hand.

“I take my time in the
restroom, and when I come back, you’re standing at the bar, talking
to a tall, good-looking guy. He’s standing very close to you, and he touches your arm as he
talks. Once he even touches your side. You’re doing the same,
smiling as you talk and touching him in an innocent-seeming way.
One time, you put your hand on him as though you’re going to push
him away, but instead, you caress his hard chest. I see your lips
move as you ask him something, and then you move your hand down to
explore his six-pack stomach.”

“He has a six-pack?” she
asked, humming as I stroked between her lower lips.

“I send you a text. I tell
you that I’m going up to the room to hide in the closet so that you
can bring him up. I see you read my message and glance my way when
I stand up to leave. Your eyes close, and you spread your legs apart because the man has
discovered you don’t have panties on under your dress.”

“Like this?” Mary spread her
legs wide and pushed her hips off the bed. I slipped a finger
inside her pussy. A moment later,
I add a finger to stroke her clitoris.

“Oh, yes, do
that.”

“I’m hiding in the closet
peeking out the slats when the door opens. I hear sounds of kissing
and the rustle of clothing. When you finally appear, the man is
carrying you. You’re hanging on his neck, and your eyes are fixed
on his face. Your dress and bra are gone. My wife is naked with
another man.

I tell myself that I should
be upset, but I’m not. I have to loosen my pants because my cock is
rock hard, and I need to touch it. The need to stroke myself is
stronger than it’s ever been before.

I watch him set you down on
the edge of the bed, but you slide to the floor, where you pull his
belt loose and his pants down until his thick cock pops out. You
take him in your mouth.”

“I’m sucking his cock,
Bill.”

“My cock is throbbing. It’s
jerking in my hand as I watch you. I’m so turned on I’m afraid I’ll
cum from watching my wife suck his thick, long erection. His hands
are on your breasts, pinching and twisting your nipples as you lick
and suck.”

Mary got to her knees and
took my dick into her warm, wet mouth. I pinched and twisted her
nipples because sometimes Mary likes me to treat her breasts
roughly.

“Before he can cum in your
mouth, you lay on your back and beg him to fuck you. You beg him to
fuck your married pussy,” I said as Mary lay on her back and begged
me to fuck her. I continued the story as I held myself on my hands
and knees, hovering over her. Mary pulled on my hips and begged me
to fuck her hard. I slid my cock into my wife’s dripping wet twat. I didn’t need to prepare her.
She was soppy wet, and open for me.

“You love the feel of his
thick cock spreading you open. He can’t see me, so I open the
closet door for you to watch me stroking my hardon as I watch my
wife fucking a man she just met in a hotel bar. You can see how
hard I am. My cock is red from excitement as I watch.”

Mary was groaning and
fucking up at me, just barely in control. Her eyes were squeezed
shut.

“He’s starting to cum inside
you, and the feel of his cock exploding deep inside sets you off.
You can feel his hot cum as his cock pumps inside you, and you cum
with him. It’s all too much for me, watching another man cumming
inside my unprotected wife, and I explode in my
handkerchief.”

Mary was cumming with me as
I reached this point in my story. Afterward, we collapsed in each
other’s arms, sweat covering us, both breathing hard.

“Then what happened?” she
asked, her breath warm against my ear.

“I slip out of the room, and
the next morning, you call me to come back. The guy fucked you all
night.”

“Oh, wow, Bill,” Mary’s hips
pushed against my softening erection.

“I’d never do it, you know,”
she said, but her pupils had dilated, and her face was bright red
from more than the sex we’d had.

“I know,” I told her, but I
wasn’t so sure.




Chapter 3

 


Mary was a school teacher,
and I was an accountant. One of my fantasies involved the dress she
sometimes wore to teach. It was a white dress with roses printed on
it, reaching to mid-calf.

I could easily imagine her
wearing it over her naked body. There was just something about that
dress that turned me on every time I saw her in it.

Mary had been very
conservative in her language. She’d never use words like “cum,” or
“boobs,” and I would never use them around her. The word “cunt,”
was, without doubt, the dirtiest word in the English language as
far as she was concerned.

She had such a different
understanding of those words than a man would have; to me, cunt evoked a mental picture of a highly
aroused woman’s genitals. I knew it was often, maybe usually, used
to describe a despicable woman, but that’s not what I thought when
I heard it used.

We’d had a long conversation
about words. Mary knew what they meant to me and how a word like
“cunt” coming from her mouth was probably enough to make me “cum.”
She smiled as we talked and acknowledged how we understood them
differently. She even agreed, given the right situation, she might
find them arousing.

I wasn’t sure Mary had ever
orgasmed with me. I knew she enjoyed sex, but I also knew she kept
a vibrator in her panty drawer. I’d discovered it innocently
enough, and now I checked it from time to time to see if it had
been moved in the drawer. I wanted to know if she’d used it, I
guess. I didn’t care. She didn’t need to keep it hidden. Hell, she
could have used it in front of me.
I would have enjoyed seeing her use it.

One Saturday morning, I got
up early and softly closed the bedroom door behind me so Mary could
sleep. About an hour later, the shower turned on in our bathroom. I
couldn’t hear it, but I felt the water pressure drop.

I did a dirty, despicable
thing I’m not proud of doing. While Mary was in the shower, I
checked her vibrator. Not only had it been moved, but it was damp!
My wife had been masturbating in our bed. For all I knew, she’d
been at it the entire time I’d been awake.

I took myself and my
erection to the bathroom and into the shower stall.

“What do you think you’re
doing?” she asked, turning to face me, her arms held over her
breasts.

“I’m taking a shower with my
gorgeous wife, and because I love her so much, I’m offering to make
sure her tits are shiny clean,” I
said, easing her arms away from her chest, so I could use my soap
covered hands to wash her.

“I think while I’m at it, I
should help her clean her pussy. You know what they say about a
clean pussy?” I asked as I rubbed my hand between her legs. The
soap had rinsed off my hand, and what I was feeling was a slick,
swollen twat.

“What do they say?” Mary
gasped.

“A clean pussy is a happy
pussy.” I was stroking her clit the way I knew she
liked.

“What do they say about a
dirty cock?” she asked.

“That’s it’s best cleaned by
a happy pussy,” I said, turning her so she could put her hands were
on the tiled wall. I pulled her hips up and toward me as I entered
her from behind.

“Oh, Bill,” she gasped
again. Her pussy offered no resistance as I pushed inside her. “How
did you know what I wanted?”

“It’s what I want too.” I
held her hips and fucked her as hard and as fast as I
could.

I took the shower nozzle off
the hook to make things more interesting, and using the long hose,
directing the stream directly on her clitoris as I pounded her from
the back.

I learned two things that
day. The first was Mary knew how to use dirty words.

“Oh Christ, baby. I’m
getting so close, and I love the water on my clit. Make me cum,
Bill.” She was lost in the sensations overwhelming her body. “Spray
my dirty cunt,” she screamed as she came.

The second thing I learned
was Mary could orgasm with me; she did it in the shower as I
exploded inside her.

“I’m sorry, Bill.” Mary
turned to me in embarrassment after I slipped out of her. “I got
carried away.”

“Sorry?” I asked. “Mary,
that’s probably the most exciting sex we’ve ever had. I loved
everything you said, every word you used.” I held her tight to my
chest. Her arms were over her breasts again, and the water was
beginning to turn cold.

“I love you, Mary. I love
knowing I’ve pleased you.”

“You always please me,
Bill.” Mary gave me a strange look as she grabbed a towel and
stepped out of the shower.

Mary loosened up
considerably after we made love in the shower. Not only in the way
we talked and how we made love, but in how she dressed. I admit to
being a bad influence on her.

Before long, my wife was
wearing more revealing clothing when she wasn’t at work. She began
to show more skin, and her language became more graphic, at least, when it was just the two of
us, but she never used the word “cunt” again.

You can’t win them
all.




Chapter 4

 


“Tell me that story again,”
Mary was lying naked between my legs, her hand toying with my
balls.

“Which story?” I
asked.

“The one in the hotel,” she
answered.

“Okay, but I’m going to
change it,” I told her. “We’re visiting Las Vegas, and our hotel,
in addition to gambling, has a dance club in it. The first night,
we eat and gamble, but as we walk around, we pass the club. It’s
early, and not much is happening, so we go up to our room and make
love.”

“Do I play with your dick
like this?” Mary softly sucked the
head of my cock. She wasn’t sucking hard enough to get me off, but
she had me fully erect.

“Yes, we do some of that.
The next night, we decide to visit the club, maybe even dance, but
Friday night and the club was crowded. I want to go in, but you
don’t at first.” Mary was playing with my balls as she sucked,
smiling up at me.

“Do I change my mind?” she
asked, running her fingers over the wet head of my
hardon.

“Yes, you do. We push our
way through the crowd, holding hands until we can make it to a bar. The drinks are
strong, and after we have a couple, we decide to dance.”

“Is it techno dancing?” Mary
wasn’t a fan.

“It’s not. The club we’re in
plays different kinds of music, mostly country. The dance floor is
crowded, and before I know what’s happening, another guy has joined
us, but he’s mostly dancing with you. He’s a tall black guy and
looks like that basketball player you like.”

“He does? In Las Vegas, he
could be that guy.” Mary looks excited by the thought as she takes
more of my cock in her mouth.

“Soon, you’ve forgotten all
about me; you’re dancing with the basketball player. Then the music
changes and slows down. Without even looking my way, you let him
take you in his arms, and the two of you move together.”

“What do you do?” Mary is
looking up at me, licking my dick like an ice cream cone. “Do you
watch me dance with him?” she asked as she straddled my leg, her
clit rubbing against my knee.

“I do. I move to the side of
the dance floor so I can watch. You have your arms around him, and
he’s holding you tight, so your bodies are touching. That’s when
you feel his erection. He’s hard for you. His cock is throbbing
against your pussy. You made him hard, and you feel so powerful. A
man like that is excited to be holding you in his arms, so you rub
against him and make him even harder.”

Mary had her eyes closed,
her hips moving as she rubbed her damp pussy against my
knee.

“He’s hard because of
me?”

“You’re turning him on, and
he can’t help himself. He lifts your face to his and kisses you.
His lips are demanding as moves his cock against you like he’s
fucking you.”

“Oh,” Mary was humping my
thigh and rubbing my cock on her soft breast.

“He whispers in your ear,
‘I’m going to fuck you,’ before taking your hand and walking off
the dance floor with you following him.”

Mary has moved up my body so
she can trap my cock between her legs and against her
pussy.

“Where does he take
me?”

“He opens an unmarked door
that leads to a service hallway. He leans you back against the wall
and kisses you while he opens your blouse and unfastens your bra,
just as I slip inside the door behind him. It’s dark where I’m
standing, and he hasn’t noticed me, but you have.”

“Are you excited, seeing a
black man touching your wife’s tits?” Mary asked.

“I’m very excited.” My cock
was rock hard between the lips of her pussy. “I want to see him
fuck you. How do you feel about a black man playing with your
breasts?”

“I’m about to cum. I want to
touch his hard cock, and I want to see how big it is when I touch
him,” Mary reached between her legs from the rear and tried to get
me inside her pussy.

“I have my hand in my pocket
rubbing my cock when you touch his hardon. He’s enormous, hard, and
thick. He spins you around and pins you to the wall. He pulled your
dress up from the back and pushed your panties aside. You feel the
cold wall on your tits as he starts to push his cock inside you.
You’re very wet, but he’s so big. You’ve never felt a cock as big
as his. He’s stretching you, and it feels so good. You push your
ass back at him to take even more of him inside.”

I was buried inside my wife’s pussy, and she humped against
me. Being on top seemed to be her favorite position
lately.

“What are you doing while
he’s fucking me with his big black cock?” she panted.

“I’ve got my cock out, and
I’m jacking off. I hear you moaning and begging him to fuck you
harder.”

“Oh yes… harder.”
Mary was working up to a major orgasm.

“He’s slamming into you and
stretching your pussy. His big balls are slapping against your
clit.”

“Oh… oh… my clit,”
Mary had pushed her fingers between our bodies so she could stroke
herself. “So… so… good, honey.”

“He pushes all the way
inside you and starts to cum. As you feel his big cock pumping, you
start to cum too. I hear you as I squirt into a napkin. As soon as
I can, I slip out the door and back into the bar to wait for you. I
don’t know what happens to you next, but you don’t come into the
bar until almost an hour later, your clothes wrinkled.”

“I get on my knees and make
love to his beautiful black cock until he’s hard again, then I put
my hands on the wall and beg him to keep fucking me. He takes a
really long time to cum this time, but I’m so turned on, I cum over
and over again. When I walked back into the club, his cum was
running down my legs, and it felt like my vagina was having spasms.
All I wanted was for you to make love to me.”

“I take you up to our room
and do something I swore I’d never do.”

Mary was fucking me as hard
as she could, racing for her orgasm, and I was about to join
her.

“What did you do,
Bill?”

“I licked your wet
pussy.”

“Oh, God… I’m
cumming.”

We held each other for a
long time afterward.

“You’d actually lick my
pussy after another man had fucked me?”

“I just told you, I swore
never to do that.”

Mary sat up, her knees
together as she adjusted her hair.

“That would be so hot, too
bad it’s never going to happen.”

I watched her, my cock
softening and twitching, as she walked into the shower.




Chapter 5

 


I had “dummy shopped” for
Mary’s birthday at the end of winter. “Dummy shopping” means I
wandered around the women’s department and looked at how the
fashion dummies were dressed. When I saw a mannequin dressed the
way I’d like Mary to dress, I’d give a salesperson a list of her
measurements and sizes and buy exactly what was on the dummy.
“Dummy shopping,” a husband’s best friend.

The summer fashions were
out, and I could pick up outfits Mary would never buy for herself.
Outfits that were more daring than she was used to wearing,
including swimming suits that showed far more flesh than my wife
had ever exposed outside our bedroom.

Mary was unsure as she
unwrapped her gifts. She’d been excited at first to be given so
many boxes, but as she opened them, I could see the doubt in her
eyes.

“Bill, I don’t know if I can
wear any of these,” she said, a worried look on her
face.

“Because they’re too
daring?”

“Yes.” She was holding up
the barely-there swimming suit.

“How about if you wear them
just for me, on special occasions,” I suggested.

“Who decides what’s a
special occasion?”

“I do,” I said, hugging her
to me.

Even though Mary was unsure
of herself, I knew she was excited. I was giving her permission to
do something she’d never do herself. I was saying that it was okay
for her to wear revealing outfits by buying them for her. I’d
taken the weight from her. The
fault was mine and not hers. It was my fault she was showing too
much skin and maybe even accidentally flashing another
man.

It took some time, but Mary
eventually saw things my way. Besides, she loved the clothes, and
she loved that I’d bought them for her, which excited her to wear
them. Even if they made her uncomfortable at first, a strange thing
happened. She began to enjoy dressing to please me. Over time, she
started dressing to please us both.

The night of Mary’s
birthday, we went to bed early—the kids safely out of the house with Mary’s parents, eating pizza and
ice cream. The stuff her parents had never allowed my wife when she
was growing up.

Mary softly stroked my cock,
and spoke in a low soft voice. She’d never told me a fantasy
before, and I was immediately aroused. My cock was rigid, and her
voice trembled.

“We were at a big barbeque;
it was summer and very hot. We’d been drinking all day, and
somewhere along the line, I lost track of you. I didn’t know
anyone, so I was happy to talk to a young cowboy standing near the
same punch bowl,” she began.

“The punch had more alcohol
than fruit juice, but still, it tasted great. I kept filling my
plastic cup as he talked. I was wearing a light sundress because of the heat, and he was wearing
jeans and a cowboy-style shirt with snaps for buttons. He even
sounded like a cowboy, and I loved listening to his stories about
working on a ranch.” Mary rolled on her side, throwing her leg over
mine; her hand rested casually on my hard cock.

“Was he turning you on?” I
asked.

“Yes. I felt guilty, but I
knew you liked the idea of me with another man, so I just let
myself go with it.

“After a while, I had to go inside to the bathroom, and I
asked him to hold my drink so he wouldn’t wander away. I decided to
take off my bra—because it was so hot, and I was sweating so much
the straps were starting to chafe. But also because he was turning
me on so much, my panties were soaking wet, and not wearing a bra
seemed like a safe way to make things even more exciting.” Mary was
rubbing her pussy against my thigh. She’d started shaving her
pussy, and the shockingly soft skin of her twat as she humped my
leg felt fantastic. She was leaving a trail of moisture on
me.

“He was standing in the
exact same spot, holding my drink, when I returned. He’d refilled
the plastic glass back up to the rim, even though I’d already had
more to drink than I should have,” she continued. “We talked some
more, then he told me he’d just bought a new car, and it was out in
the parking lot. He was so excited that I asked him to show it to
me.”

Mary placed a naked leg on
each side of my hips to sit on me and stroke her pussy against my
erection. Her pussy lips spread wide as she rubbed her wet clit on
my hardon.

“When I got into the car, my
dress pulled up, almost exposing everything to him. There was a
street light just off to the side, and it was shining on me. It was
then that I saw you watching us, but you couldn’t see anything
below my waist. Still, you stood there, staring at us and rubbing
the front of your pants.” Mary was moving faster on me as she tried
to talk.

“I could tell I was turning
you on, so I kissed him. I scooted up to him, put my hand behind his head, and kissed him. He
was a great kisser; his lips were demanding. I heard myself
moaning, and I moaned even louder when he played with my breasts.
At first, he just touched me through my dress, but when he
discovered I didn’t have a bra on, he went to work.” Mary wouldn’t
let me push my erection inside her wet pussy. She wanted to finish
her story or at least get to the good part.

“He was kissing and sucking
my nipples when I saw you again. You were higher somehow. Maybe you
were sitting on something so you could look down into the front
seat of his car. The light must have been perfect because I knew,
somehow, you could see everything. When he put his hand up my dress
and rubbed my pussy, I just about lost it. It felt so good, but I
was worried about you."

“You didn’t need to be
worried about me,” I added, using my hands on her hips to help her
slide against my straining erection.

“Did you like seeing him
touch me?” she panted.

“Yes,” I was too excited to
add more.

“Then you’d love what
happened next.” Mary took a moment to adjust herself, so my cock
slid into the entrance to her vagina.

“I took off my panties and
climbed on his lap backward as he moved the seat back all the way.
I wanted you to watch me lower myself onto his big
hardon.”

I was buried inside my
wife’s pussy, but she controlled the action. She fucked me slowly
and continued the story.

“He squeezed my breasts,
honey, and they were so sensitive to his touch. He pushed his big
cock inside, stretching me as I opened for him. Could you see
it?”

“Mary, Jesus, I could see
his fat cock stretching you. I could see his hands squeezing your
boobs,” I was close to wailing.

“Did you play with your cock
while you watched another man fuck your wife?” she asked. Mary was
looking deep into my eyes, and she started to fuck me. Her eyes
dilated until all I could see were her pupils. Her face flushed,
and I heard the sloshing sound of my cock in her wet
pussy.

“I was beating off as fast
as my fist could move. I’d never been more excited. My wife was
fulfilling my fantasy. She was fucking another man while I
watched!” I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold
out.

“He was fucking me so
good, honey. My head was resting on the steering wheel, and when I
started, I looked up at you.” Mary was cumming on me. Her voice
was loud.

“I love you, Mary,” I said
and exploded inside her.

“I love you too,
Bill.”

Then we were lying next to
each other, bathed in sweat. My heart rate was returning to normal.

“Then what happened?” I
asked.

“Oh, I just got dressed and
joined you.”

“And we fucked all night?” I
asked.

“And we fucked all
night.”




Chapter 6

 


Two months later, I showed
Mary the website for a resort in the Caribbean that was clothing
optional. It was a resort where anything could and apparently often
did happen, judging by the pictures and the suggestive language.
Even though the resort tried to sound like the perfect spot for
couples to have a romantic getaway, they were clearly marketing to
hotwifes and cuckolds. The resort was the ideal spot for people to
have sex with strangers.

“I want us to vacation
there,” I said.

“Oh, Bill, I can’t go around
naked. Besides, what if… you know… ‘it’ happens?” Mary had
scrutinized the site before agreeing with my analysis.

“I think you look wonderful
naked, and I don’t care if ‘you know’ happens,” I told
her.

Mary seriously studied my
expression for a long time—long enough to make me uncomfortable. I
guessed she was trying to determine if I was telling her the
truth.

“It scares me,
Bill.”

“It excites you too, doesn’t
it?” I asked.

“It scares me more, but it
excites me a little,” Mary admitted, and she stood to end the
conversation. Before she turned to leave, I noticed my wife’s
nipples were hard even though it was a warm day.

Nothing more was said about
the vacation for months, but Mary began using our health club
membership in earnest. She went every morning, and she ran in the
evenings after teaching. Not wanting to fall behind, I joined
her.

Mary was working out with
purpose. One of the instructors at the club worked with her
one-on-one for two days a week as she completed the circuit. The
instructor had Mary work on her arms, back, chest, abs, and legs.
At first, she was using light weights, doing few repetitions. By
the end of summer, she was working out like a demon.

The same thing happened with
our running. At first, Mary had a hard time running around the
block. By fall, she was able to run five miles with
ease.

All of this exercise was
good for me as well. By fall, I could feel and see a noticeable
difference in both of us. Mary looked gorgeous before, now she was
beyond spectacular looking, and her libido caught up with her
physical improvements. Mary was horny all the time.

Suggestive comments from her
trainer helped develop her newly rediscovered sexuality. Other club
members had discovered my wife’s appearance, also. A club that had
mainly been empty when she worked out was suddenly full of young
men trying to get in a position
where they could watch her.

Mary was always needy after
working out. She told me being watched had embarrassed her at
first, but lately, she’d been
aroused knowing she was attracting so much male
interest.

“Am I giving off a scent?”
she asked me.

“Yes, but not the kind you
think. You’re hot, Mary. They love looking at you and imagining what you might look like working out
naked.”

“They do not. Shut up.” But my wife was blushing a
deep red.

The next day, Mary wore her
most revealing exercise clothes. It was an outfit I’d given her as
a joke present. The top hugged her breasts so tightly she might as
well have been topless. Her nipples were hard and visible. The
bottoms were almost two sizes too small, and her camel-toe could be
seen from across the room. It became even more apparent as her
crotch became damp and semi-transparent.

When I returned home that
day, Mary was openly using her vibrator. I walked in just as my
wife reached her peak.

“What were you thinking
about while using the vibrator?” I asked her. “Besides being
watched by the men at the club. I know this wasn’t the first time
you’ve used it by yourself.”

“Never you mind,” she
answered with a grin.

“Are you thinking about
me?”

“Sorta.”

“Sorta? How can you ‘sorta’
be thinking about me while you use the vibrator?”

“I make up stories to tell
myself. Is that weird? Am I a pervert now?” She looked mildly
concerned.

“No, I don’t think you’re a
pervert.” I held her close to me. “What kind of stories do you make
up?”

“Oh, you know,” her voice
was muffled from holding her head close to my chest. “Like the one
I told you.”

My cock hardened, and since
I was only wearing a loose pair of shorts without underwear, my
growing erection was apparent to my wife.

“I’m making your cock hard,”
she said while using her hand to touch the front of my shorts
lightly.

“Yes, you are. Am I watching
you in all the stories you tell yourself?”

Mary buried her face further
in my shirt, her hand tightening on my now hard cock. I could
barely hear her answer, “Yes. Most of the time.”

I moved her head, so I could
kiss her and look into her eyes.

“I’m always there in your
stories, but you’re having sex with other men while I
watch?”

“Sometimes you’re at home,
all horny and hard, waiting for me. You must think I’m horrible,”
her face looked troubled.

“No, I don’t think you’re
horrible.” My cock throbbed in her hand. “I want to do it. I want
to do it for real. I want to watch my wife have sex with another
man.” Mary looked at me. “I even want to wait alone while my wife
fucks another man.”

“Are you serious, Bill?
Because if you’re not, this is the time to tell me.” She didn’t
look troubled now. She looked solemn.

“Yes, I’m serious.” My cock
was throbbing hard in her hand. I have no idea how I didn’t cum at
that moment.

Mary released my cock and
stood up. “Are you serious about not wanting another woman, no
matter what I do?”

“Yes, I’m serious. No matter
what happens, no matter what you do, I wouldn’t touch another
woman,” I answered. My heart was pounding in my chest, my mouth
dry. We were arriving at an important point in our marriage. A
point once crossed could never be crossed back again.

“Book the resort vacation
for us, Bill. Tell me the dates, and I’ll arrange time off from
school and for my parents to look after the kids.”

My breath caught in my
throat.

As she walked through the
door, she turned suddenly and looked at me.

“Show me your cock,
Bill.”

I rapidly pulled my shorts
down, my erection sticking straight up, as hard as it had ever
been.

“What if you had to be on
this side of the door while I fucked a big black guy in our
bedroom, and you could only listen?”

My cock erupted as I
groaned. I came so hard cum splashed on my tee-shirt in long ropes
of white semen. Mary smiled at me before turning back to the
bedroom and closing the door behind her. A moment later, I heard
her moaning and the hum of her vibrator again.

I worked at the computer the
remainder of the morning, and by lunch, I had our vacation laid out. I had our flights
booked and a list of items we needed to bring, which did not
include much clothing. We had to be tested; it was a requirement
for all resort guests and employees. I printed out a copy for Mary
after sending one to her inbox.

Over lunch, Mary studied our itinerary.

“Maybe condoms should be on
the list,” she said. Somehow, I’d forgotten to pack them when the
time came.

Mary’s workout schedule
increased as the date for our departure neared. By the time we left
for the airport, she had the perfect body to go along with her
freshly waxed pussy, with only a tiny dark landing strip. Mary was
ready. The question was if I was prepared to watch my wife have sex
with other men.




Chapter 7

 


The island looked
spectacular from the window of the small commuter airplane. Dense
green foliage and turquoise blue-green water so clear the bottom
was visible. The sand was so white it seemed to shine.

We were met at the tiny
island airport by a large, smiling black man. He was dressed in
loose shorts, and he was naked from the waist up except for a much
too small vest with the resort’s logo over his left breast, worn
open.

“Welcome to the best time of
your lives. My name is James, and I’ll be your guide and host this
morning.” James collected our bags and loaded them into the trunk
of a tiny car with the resort’s logo on the door.

“Please, sit upfront with
me, Miss Mary,” he said. “I’ll tell you a little about the resort
on the ride. If you have any questions, please ask.” He wasn’t
paying attention to me. His eyes roamed over my wife’s body. James
started talking as we pulled out of the driveway from the
airport.

“I would like to ask you
both a few questions if you don’t mind?” James glanced at me in the
car’s rearview mirror. “Are you aware that the resort is clothing
optional? Except in the restaurant, most of our guests will be
without clothing.” Again, he checked in with both of us.

“Yes,” I said, and James
looked at Mary, waiting for her to answer.

“Yes, I understand,” she
answered with a slight shudder of excitement. It was real now, not
just a fantasy. It was right now.

“You know, you might see
people having sex. Sometimes with their partners, sometimes with
other people,” James continued.

We both answered that we
knew.

“Mary, are you comfortable
that guests other than your husband will want to have sex with you?
You don’t have to have sex with everyone who asks, but it’s
considered rude to say no all the time.” He was looking directly at
my wife as we waited for a light to change. He said that it was
rude to say no all the time, which could only mean that my wife
would have sex with other men.

“Yes. I understand, and I’ll
probably get more comfortable after a day or two,” she
answered.

James concentrated on the
road as he asked the following question, “And if I asked you for
sex, right now, would you be uncomfortable?”

He reached down to adjust
himself, and Mary’s eyes followed the movement of his hand. I
hadn’t expected it to happen so soon, but my wife was blushing when
she looked back at his face. After a brief glance at me in the back
seat, she answered his
question.

“James, you don’t make me
uncomfortable at all,” she smiled at him. “Except, you might be a
little large for me.” I couldn’t see what Mary saw when her eyes
traveled downward again.

“Perhaps you’d like to touch
me for now? Later, when you’re more comfortable, I’ll be available
to you,” he said.

I stopped breathing when
Mary, already nearly touching James in the tiny car, leaned closer
to him, and her hand reached for his lap as she smiled, first at
me, then at our driver.

James looked at me in the
rearview mirror. “Your wife is stroking my organ through my shorts.
Are you comfortable, sir?”

“I’d like to see better,” I
answered.

“Feel free to move forward
so you can see over the seatback.”

I unfastened my seatbelt and
pushed myself forward. Mary’s dainty hand was stroking a long,
hard, dark tube inside James’s white shorts. His cock was so long
the mushroom-shaped head peeked out the leg hole. As I watched, my
wife concentrated on the exposed head of his cock, wrapping her
fingers around him as she rubbed.

“Does this excite the two of
you?” James asked.

We both answered that we
found it very exciting. I was throbbing hard, yet intimidated by
the size of James’s erection. Mary had flushed red, and her mouth
hung open as she continued to touch him.

“I think you’ll both have a
wonderful time at the resort,” he said, pulling up in front of the
open lobby. As he helped the bellman with our luggage, he turned to
my wife, his cock pushing on the front of his shorts. “My name is
James, and you can reach me by calling the front desk. Please,
don’t hesitate. Unless I am otherwise engaged, I’m available
twenty-four hours a day. Anything to make your stay more
enjoyable.”

Mary was blushing when she
gave him a long hug and pushed her pussy hard against the erection
she’d been stroking moments earlier. It seemed as though she was
ready for him then.

The lobby was nicely
decorated and open on two sides to allow the tropical breezes to
flow through it. The center held a massive fountain, and the
check-in desks had bird stands at both ends. A multicolored bird
would periodically fly from one perch to the other whenever it
seemed he might be fed. Everything seemed to be made of
teak.

The woman who checked us in
was a breathtakingly beautiful, black woman dressed in the same
open resort vest as James wore. Her breasts were barely concealed
as she went through the usual procedure of running our credit card
and explaining the map of the property. I didn’t hear a thing she
said; my senses were overwhelmed by the wobble of her large breasts
as she talked.

We were led to a golf
cart to be taken to our cabin, and
Mary turned to me.

“Remember, you’re mine. No
other women for you.”

“Can I at least
look?”

“I suppose so, but you can’t
touch unless I permit you. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” I said, catching
sight of two more lovelies. Mary only smiled at me as she got in
the cart next to the black, bare-chested cart driver.

His semi-hard cock was
obvious when he helped us into our cabin and showed all the
features to my wife. As soon as he left, Mary stripped off her
clothing and pushed me onto the bed. “I’m so damn turned on right
now, all those hard cocks. Feel me, Bill.”

Her legs were spread wide
for me, and I touched her sloppy, wet pussy. Mary moaned as soon as
my fingers found her.

“You could fuck me right
now. I’m plenty ready,” she said, rubbing herself against my
fingers. “As much as I want you right now, I’m hungry, and we need
a chance to get comfortable with the resort.”

“I thought you were already
comfortable. You stroked a black hardon all the way here,” I
reminded her with a grin.

“That’s why I’m so horny,”
she said, putting on a new bathing suit, one I had bought for her;
it barely covered her nipples or her slit.

We left our cabin and headed
toward the main building, passing a few near-naked guests and
several black employees. The male guests gawked at Mary as we
passed, but she was staring at the black employees working on the
lush vegetation. My wife seemed mesmerized by the sight of
them.

We were seated by a dressed,
black hostess; apparently, being too exposed in the dining area was
considered unhygienic. The rule didn’t stop the hostess from
staring at my crotch before smiling as she looked into my eyes. Mary pretended to ignore the
exchange.

“You’re turned on by looking
at those men, aren’t you?” I asked
her. It wasn’t really a question.

Mary shifted in her seat and
pulled the crotch of her bathing suit aside so I could see her
swollen, wet pussy. “We need to walk down to the beach this
afternoon, or we need to invite one of those workers to our cabin.”

My wife had a hard time
finishing her lunch. She was too turned on to concentrate on her
food. She pushed her plate away, her lunch half-finished, and
turned to me.

“Truth time, Bill. I’m going
to ask you two direct questions, and you have to give me absolutely
truthful answers because I’m going to hold you to them.”

“I will. I’ll tell you the
absolute truth, no matter what,” I said, looking just as
serious.

“Alright, here we go. Would
your feelings for me change if you
watched me having sex with another man?” Mary asked.

“Yes,” I said. Mary drew
back in alarm. “I’d love you even more than I do now if that’s even possible.”

Mary smiled at me as she
said, “Sometimes, the reality isn’t as good as the
fantasy.”

“I know. In this case, I think the reality will be much better
than the fantasy, but either way, I’ll always be in love with you.
What’s the second question?”

“Would you feel the same way
if you couldn’t watch? What if I just told you about it afterward?”
Mary was concentrating on her iced tea.

“Would you tell me
everything that happened?”

“Would you want me to tell
you?” she answered back.

“Absolutely. Furthermore, I
would be very disappointed if you showered before coming back to
me,” I said.

“You would? You’d want me
all… dirty?” she said.

“Remember the fantasy of
licking your dirty pussy?”

“Yes.” Mary
blushed.

“A question for you, and I’m
very serious,” I said.

Mary just looked at me,
waiting for the question.

“What if you found a man who
satisfied you so well, a man you liked for more than sex, a man who
made you laugh, a man who wanted to take you from me? Would you
go?” I asked, my heart racing in my chest.

“That’s impossible to answer
truthfully,” Mary said. “I can only tell you because I can’t
imagine a man exists who could steal me from the man I love with
all my heart.”

I had to accept that
answer.




Chapter 8

 


We were leaving the cabin
when we paused to read the resort “rules.”

 



	
No means no. Every person has the
right to turn down a request for sex from any other person, and
each guest is expected to honor that right without
exceptions.



	
Regardless of rule #1 and your right
as a guest to refrain from having sex with other guests, it’s
considered rude to refuse every opportunity (wink).



	
While it is not always possible to
control erections, male guests are encouraged to keep as much
control as possible. Some of us don’t want to see your
hardons.



	
Regardless of rule #3, women who
cause men to violate the above rule are highly regarded by resort
management. Keep ‘em up, ladies.



	
Clothing is optional except in food
service areas.



	
Guests engaging in sex in
public are going to be watched. If
guests don’t want to be watched by others, go inside.



	
Resort employees have been known to
have sex with resort guests if
invited and if doing so does not interfere with their duties.
Please use discretion.





 


The list continued with pool
and restaurant hours, mundane matters mostly.

Mary turned to me, “I guess
our questions are about to be answered. Are you ready?”

My wife was gorgeous—shiny
dark hair, a face that could have easily graced the cover of a
fashion magazine, and when naked, a spectacularly perfect body. Her
pussy had a small landing strip of dark fuzz above a red-rimmed slit. Mary was excited. Not only did
her labored breathing give her away, but so did the glimmering, wet
look between her legs.

I pushed the crotch of
Mary’s suit aside and ran a finger between her labia. My finger
came away covered with a string of warm honey-like
juice.

“You’re ready, Mary,” I said
as she released her hold on my semi-hard cock. “Let’s do
it.”

The resort featured walking
paths that wandered through lawns looking like the fairway of a
fine golf course. The trails continued through heavy jungle-like
foliage, interspaced with more manicured lawns and sandy areas with
groves of widely spaced palm trees. The effect was one of visual
stimulation.

Most guests stayed in rooms
located in the main building, but I had opted for one of the less
expensive individual cabins—that didn’t feature a view. Cabins with
a partial ocean view were more expensive, and the priciest of all
had total ocean views on the beach. As we passed one of the latter,
Mary seemed struck with envy.

On our
short walk,
we passed one couple fucking on a towel spread on
the grass. She was another slim, dark-haired woman who I
guessed in her mid-thirties. She was laying on her back, her legs
spread wide, as a large black man repeatedly plunged inside her.
She kept up a running commentary for the benefit of a man with a
slight paunch standing next to them. I took him to be her
husband.

“He’s so big, Mark,” she
said as he pushed inside her, and she gasped. Her husband was
stroking his much smaller erection as he watched. “He’s already
lasted longer than you can.”

Her husband liked her last
comment; he groaned and stroked his erection even harder. When his
wife wrapped her legs around the black man’s waist, more people
stopped to watch, and she concentrated on her black lover. Her
husband had to release his erection and turn away to calm
himself.

After the black man came
inside her, he pulled out his long, dripping cock and walked away.
Leaving her lying on the blanket and asking the crowd if anyone
wanted sloppy seconds. A young white man accepted her invitation
and took his place between her thighs. I put my arm around Mary’s
shoulders and felt her shaking.

“Bill, I’m so turned on
right now. I’ve never seen anything like that. I want to be her.
Are you okay with this?”

We watched as the young
man’s pale white butt rose and fell, pushing grunts from the older
woman. Her husband turned back to watch her new lover in action.
The sight was too much for him as he came in long white strings on
the grass near her head.

“If we stay, I’ll join
her.” Mary pulled me away. “Let’s go to the bar by the
beach.”

Walking away, Mary
whispered to me, “I can feel the breeze cooling my thighs—they’re
so wet.”

Next to
the outside bar was a casual eating area serviced from the main
restaurant. Tables and chairs had been set up on a wooden
patio featuring
a view of the beach and the endless ocean. Food
and drink were
also available on the beach as young native
waitresses circulated, order pads in hand.

People were standing around
the outside bar when we arrived, talking to each other or just
watching the bodies on the beach. When Mary walked up, eyes focused
on her, and flaccid cocks began to grow. Two men turned to talk to
my wife, and I moved away to look at the naked women sunbathing
just a few feet away. My eyes were hidden behind mirrored
sunglasses.

By the time I turned back
to the bar, Mary was in deep conversation with a well-built, young,
white man at the bar alone. I moved closer and ordered another
drink.

“Where’s your wife?” Mary
was asking him.

“I think she’s off
somewhere having sex.”

“Does that bother
you?”

He caressed my wife’s
shoulder as Mary finished her tropical drink.

“Not in the least; that’s
why we’re here. Isn’t that why you’re here?”

“I guess,” Mary answered as
his hand trailed down her back to caress her perfect ass over her
bikini bottoms. My wife moved closer to him as he drew her in. I
turned again to look out at the beach. A beautiful black woman was
moving around in the sand, taking drink orders from sunbathers. Her
large breasts swayed as she moved, and more than one man was
watching her with interest. I was wondering if she was as available
as the other resort employees seemed to be.

When I turned to look back,
Mary and her new friend were gone. They hadn’t gone by me, so there
were only two options—left back toward our cabin or right down the
beach. I had a good view left, but the trees blocked my view right,
the direction I picked to walk.

I didn’t know what I’d find
as I wandered down the beach, hugging the tree line. I hadn’t gone
far when I heard Mary’s voice from inside the palm
grove.

“Oh ... Rickie,” she
sounded excited, so I followed the sound of her voice and stood
sideways at each tree as I peeked around. The grove grew thicker,
and I moved behind a large palm to peer around its right
side.

My wife had Rickie pressed
against another large tree. She caressed his erection, and he had
pushed her bottoms aside to finger her pussy. I wrapped my hand
around my own cock as I watched Mary stroke another man’s hardon.
We’d made the leap from fantasy to reality.

“I want you, Rickie. I want
to fuck you right here, right now. But I can’t. My husband has to
be with me,” she sounded disappointed. I wanted to step out of
hiding and tell her it was alright, I was here, but another part of
me wanted to see what would happen.

“You’re dripping wet, Mary.
How about if I just eat you?” he dropped to his knees and spread my
wife’s legs as she looked down at him in wonder. When his tongue
touched her aroused clitoris, Mary moaned and put both hands on his
head. I could see her wedding ring sparkle as she held another man
tight against her pussy.

I’d seen
enough. If there were more to see, I’d just cum on the ground as
the first husband had, and I didn’t want that. Instead, I made
my way back toward our cabin. My erection was visible in my suit
when I walked past the black waitress. My question
regarding the availability of the female staff was partially
answered as she studied my erection and gave me a questioning
look.

A short time later, Mary
charged into the cabin.

“Bill, I
came so close, I wanted to do it. I let another
man eat me.”

“I know; I watched until he
was on his knees.”

“You did? How did you feel
about it? Are we still okay?” She had a worried look on her
face.

“We’re
better than okay; we’re wonderful. I wanted to watch you
get fucked. Look how hard I am.”

Mary plopped down on the
bed next to me and stroked my cock.

“Do you still want me to be
your hotwife?” She asked with a smile.

“More than
ever, but if you keep stroking me, I’m going to
cum.”

Mary smiled brighter, and
she took her hand away.

“He brought me right to the
edge of a climax, honey. I’m still there, and my pussy is
throbbing. If I see him again, I’m going to go for it. But I want
to know you’re absolutely sure about this.”

“You don’t need to keep
asking me, and you don’t need to worry about it. I’m sure,” I told
her, but Mary still looked a little doubtful.

“I’ve just
never heard of a husband wanting his wife to cheat on him before,
and now, we’re here. I’m like… required to cheat on you. It’s almost a rule,”
she said, flopping on her back. Her long, lean frame spread out
beside me, and her large, firm breasts pointed out. Her hand moved
to her stomach, then inched lower until she was inside her bottoms,
brushing the fuzz above her pussy.

“Is there
something wrong with me wanting to do it?” She turned her head to
look at me. “I have a secret to tell you, Bill. Promise me you
won’t be upset
with me.”

“I
promise,” I said. Naturally, the promise was meaningless
since there was no way I could know in advance what she had to say.
Still, I felt safe considering what we’d been talking about and
where we were.

“Remember when you first
showed me the website for this place?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“I was so
turned on by it, I masturbated. I was scared, and I honestly didn’t
want to come here, not then. But it was so exciting, the idea of
being naked in front of other people and watching couples having
sex. Maybe even having sex with a strange man, and I knew you
wanted to do it. Even then,” she said, dipping a finger
into her vagina to get it wet before rubbing a circle around her
clitoris.

“That’s why I worked so
hard to get in shape. I wanted to look good for other guys,” she
continued. “Are you upset with me?”

“No. I’m proud of you. I
couldn’t be prouder or more in love. Now, you have to make me a
promise. You have to promise me something, no matter what. Will you
promise to do it, whatever I ask?”

“Yes.”

“First of all, this isn’t
part of the promise. That’s next. You can’t ‘cheat’ on me if I give
you permission.”

Mary looked at her finger,
still circling her clitoris.

“Alright, I guess I
understand. What’s the promise I have to make, no matter
what?”

“You have to promise to
have sex… to fuck… the next man who turns you on like the guy did
today. You have to promise to do it even if I can’t watch you.” I
held my breath, waiting for her to say something.

“Okay. I promise.” Mary’s
finger was moving faster on her pussy until, suddenly, she bent
almost in two and came, gasping and calling my name.




Chapter 9

 


It was still early when we
walked into the restaurant for dinner. We had on the minimum amount of clothing allowed, and
they seated us at a four-top table near the railing, overlooking
the beach. We could see the people standing at the beach bar and
one woman at the end, her hands on the teak bar as she was fucked
from behind. Two men were looking on.

“Do you think one of them is
her husband?” Mary asked.

“I suspect the guy with the
boner.”

“’Boner.’ What a word,” Mary
laughed. “Do I make you ‘pop a boner?’”

“Yes, all the
time.”

“Good.”

Despite the early hour, the
restaurant had filled up, and the hostess approached us to ask if
we’d be willing to share our table with another couple. We agreed,
and she introduced us to Mary’s friend from the afternoon, Rickie,
and his petite wife, June.

Rickie and Mary shared a hug
that threatened to turn into much more when they kissed. Rickie
held my wife against the balcony railing until June broke them up
by tapping her husband on the shoulder.

“Maybe you two can get
reacquainted later, but I’m hungry now,” she said.

“Of course, you’re hungry.
You got laid today. I’m still horny,” Rickie laughed.

The seating was rearranged
so Mary could sit next to Rickie, and we watched the sun setting.
The lamps came on, giving the beach a soft, luminous glow. The only
lights in the open restaurant were candles on the
tables.

As we enjoyed drinks and
waited for our food, Rickie and Mary moved close to each other and
held a whispered conversation. Mary would catch my eye and smile
from time to time, but her concentration was on Rickie.

“They’re going for it,” June
said to me. “Do you want to watch with me?”

“Yes, very much,” I
answered, adjusting my shorts to allow for my erection.

June took my hand and put it
on her smooth, shapely thigh. “I want to watch too. But if you’d
rather do something more?”

“I’m good with watching,
June, but I think doing it with you would be great.”

“Hey… hey guys,” June said
to get the attention of the other two. “Whatever you’re cooking up
together, we want to watch.”

“Okay,” Rickie said. Mary
looked uncomfortable. She was saved from further embarrassment by
the arrival of our food.

“So,” Rickie said between
bites, “we’re going back to our cabin, and Mary and I are going to
finish what we started this afternoon. Are you two going to join us
or just watch?”

“Just watch,” June said.
“Although… plans could change, I guess.”

Mary gave me a sharp look
that softened when I shook my
head. ‘No.’

June wouldn’t let me take my
hand off her bare thigh for long, reaching out for me whenever I
tried to remove it.

“I just like the feel of
your hand on my leg,” she whispered to me. “It doesn’t mean
anything; do I feel good to you?”

“You feel wonderful,” I
answered truthfully. June just smiled and continued
eating.

She was so small it felt
like I was touching a teenager even though June was probably closer
to twenty-five. I confined myself to her thigh, although I’m sure
my finger would have easily fit under her loose shorts.

Mary’s eyes closed, and her
fork hung motionless halfway to
her mouth. Rickie’s arm was moving between her legs. We couldn’t
see what he was doing, but the result was apparent on my wife’s
face.

“Rickie… oh… yes.” Mary
finally put her fork down and concentrated on the sensations before
looking up at us. “Does anybody want dessert, or are you as ready to go as I am?”

The stroll to their cabin
turned into a footrace. Mary and Rickie almost ran, their hands
locked together until we were
inside. Mary stripped off her clothing and lay face-up on the bed
as Rickie joined her, his leg trapped between her thighs, pushing
against her pussy. They kissed frantically, Mary humping Rickie’s thigh as the kisses became even
wilder, and the sound of my wife’s
moans surrounded us.

Mary’s head was on Rickie’s
chest, and her humping slowed. She pushed her pussy hard against
his thigh putting more friction on her clitoris. Rickie’s erection
was impressive, though not nearly as large as our driver’s. His
white, pale cock was quivering when he squeezed my wife’s
breasts.

June was naked when I turned
to look at her. Her breasts appeared oversized for such a petite
woman. Her bare pussy looked swollen and glistening wet. Her labia
were a dark red color as she turned to look at me, her legs
spread.

“What are you waiting for,
Bill?” she asked. “Let’s see your cock.”

I dropped my shorts to the
floor, releasing my aching prick. Mary was between Rickie’s legs
with his cock in her mouth as she concentrated on him, paying no
attention to me.

I was so excited, watching
my wife with another man, that I lost track of June. I stood near
the bed, watching my wife slobbering over another man’s erection.
Mary’s ass was pointed at me, her legs slightly spread, and her
pussy was pink and ready with desire. He was her first man other
than myself in ten years.

She wanted him, and at that
moment, she would have done anything for him as she made love to
his erection. When he pulled his cock from her mouth, saliva
dripping down his shaft and onto his balls. Rickie swiftly moved
her to the foot of the bed.

He bent my wife over the
edge, her feet on the floor. Standing between her legs, he rubbed
the rubbery head of his erection along her pussy. I stayed where I
was, looking at my wife’s face as she felt a strange cock touching
her. Her eyes were opened wide, and her mouth hung open. Her arms
were stretched out straight on the bed until Rickie gathered her
wrists together. He held them in one hand, bent behind her back,
forcing her flat on the bed as he pushed the head of his cock into
her pussy.

“Ah… oh,” Mary
groaned into the bed.

As Rickie pushed in further
and started to fuck her, my wife’s moaning increased. A long series
of “Oh,” only interrupted by loud panting as Mary was held
motionless while a strange man ravaged her.

My wife’s orgasm seemed to
build in intensity until she exploded as Rickie pushed her body
into the bed and slammed his cock hard into her pussy. Mary was
still peaking when Rickie stuck his finger in her asshole. We’d
never engaged in ass play; as far as I knew, this was the first
time for my wife.

“Ah… God… yes,” Mary
was shrieking as her orgasm reached a new peak.

“I can feel my cock in your
cunt with my finger,” Rickie said as he moved his finger and his
erection in rhythm. “Do you want me to push another finger
into your dirty
asshole?”

“Yes… please… fuck
me.” Mary had begun to cry from pleasure. Tears ran down her
cheeks as Rickie added another wet finger, spreading her asshole
even wider as he continued to ram his cock into her
pussy.

“Cum in me, Rickie. I
want you to feel you shooting so deep inside me.” Mary was
talking more during sex with another man than she ever had with me.
I stood behind them as he started to cum, unprotected, inside my
wife. Rickie pulled his erection out just enough for me to see his
cock rhythmically pumping sperm inside her as Mary lowered her head
to the sheet and concentrated on the feel of his hot
sperm.

When he finished, he
released my wife’s arms and allowed her to fall to the floor at the
foot of the bed. She lay crumpled there until June crawled to her
and spread Mary’s legs. My wife’s eyes opened again when June began
licking her open pussy.

Looking up at Mary’s face,
June said, “We can’t let all my husband’s sperm go to
waste.”

June’s ass was high in the
air, her pussy as excited looking as Mary’s when Rickie spread her cheeks and turned to
me.

“From the looks of it, this
might be a good time for you to fuck my wife.”

I wanted to, lord knows, my
throbbing cock wanted to do it. I could have pushed right inside
her, but I’d promised my wife I wouldn’t. Mary was propped against
the end of the bed, her legs spread, her knees bent, watching
another woman lick and eat her pussy.

June raised her head and
reached out to kiss my wife, her face covered in her husband’s cum.
I’d never known Mary to be attracted to another woman, but I’d
never known her to like having her ass penetrated either. I watched
as she licked Rickie’s cum from June’s face.

“Mary,” June whispered.
“We’re going to make love before the week’s over, aren’t
we?”

My wife put both hands
behind June’s head and pulled her lips hard against her
own.

“Yes.”




Chapter 10

 


When we walked back
into our cabin after passing
couples fucking on the beach, my cock was still mostly erect.
Pre-cum had hardened to a crust on me, and I throbbed looking at my
wife’s flushed body.

Mary pushed herself against
me and whispered, “Do you still love me?”

“Yes, I love you even more
now than I did two hours ago.”

“It’s not just your hardon
talking?”

“No.”

“Do you want to fuck your
used, slutty wife while I tell you what happened to me?”

“Yes. Please tell me about
Rickie’s fingers in your ass. Please tell me about the feel of
June’s mouth on your pussy.”

“You won’t last long enough
for all that,” she answered. “But I have an idea.”

Mary lay on the edge of the
bed and, holding her legs to her chest, her pussy open to me, said,
“Eat me like you promised. After another man has been inside, and
I’ll tell you what happened.”

I sat on the floor between
her thighs, my tongue tracing her slit up to her engorged clit.
June had been there before me, so not much remained to be
cleaned.

“Motherfucker,” I’d never
heard Mary use that word before, much less at the top of her voice.
She was already bucking against my face as I backed off, afraid I’d
hurt her somehow.

“Get back in there. I’m just
sensitive, so be careful.”

“Okay, but you have to tell
me what happened.”

“He fucked me, Bill. Another
man put his big cock inside your wife’s pussy, and it felt
incredible. I haven’t been with another man in ten years. He
stretched me wide. He held my arms so that I couldn’t move, and he
just pounded me like a piece of meat. I loved every minute of it,
Bill,” Mary used my hair to pull my head away so she could look at
me. “I’m going to tell you some things that might hurt you. Are we
still alright?”

“Let me back in there. I
want to hear every detail from your side. No matter what,” I told
her as she pulled me back against
her open, wet pussy.

“I came, Bill. I came more
than once while he fucked me. I didn’t know I liked having
something in my ass, but I do. Does that disgust you?” she asked. I
shook my head ‘No,’ and Mary continued, “I felt full, and his
finger was touching something inside me, making it rub against his
cock. I’ve never cum that hard before in my life. I’m so sorry,
honey. I know how that must hurt you, but I could feel him in my
entire body. I want to do it again.”

“How about when June ate
you?”

“I’ve never been interested
in another woman, but I am now. She was so good, I came with her
too, but it was different. Softer, somehow, but just as good. Maybe
better in a way… oh shit, Bill. I’m going…” and Mary
climaxed one more time.

I climbed to my feet and
plunged my cock into Mary’s open, throbbing pussy. She was still
cumming when I burst inside her.

I woke in the middle of the
night, the two of us lying on a bare sheet, with Mary wrapped
around me. I moved my hand down my wife’s back and caressed her ass
before taking a chance and moving a finger to stroke her asshole.
Mary stirred, and I quickly removed my finger.

“Don’t stop,” she murmured
against my chest.

I moved my finger back and
continued my light caress. Mary spread her legs enough to get my
hand on her pussy to spread some moisture on my finger.

“Push inside me,
Bill.”

For the first time in our
marriage, I was inside my wife’s
backside. Her opening didn’t resist me. Mary moaned against my
chest and played with her clitoris.

“I didn’t know I liked that
until last night,” she said as she moved to sit on me backward,
‘cowgirl’-style. With my erection inside her pussy, she looked back at me, and the room just
bright enough for me to make out
her features.

“Put your finger back
inside,” she said as she rested her head on my knees.

“Can you feel your cock
inside me with your finger? Can you feel me fucking you?” Mary
had moved one hand back to her clitoris. “Do you want… to…
fuck my… ass…
someday? Maybe… you can fuck… my ass… while James fucks… my… oh,
God… CUNT,” Mary came before I was ready, her movements spastic
on my erection.

“You’re still hard,” she
said as she climbed off the bed. “I want to play our game again
today.”

“The one where I don’t get
to cum?”

“Yes, that one. Look at you;
we’re already playing,” Mary sounded excited as she watched my cock
throb with each heartbeat.

“Okay, when do I get off?” I
asked.

“Tomorrow. Today, if you’re
in my ass. Otherwise, you can watch and touch, but you can’t cum,”
she smiled. “But tomorrow, you’ll be rewarded beyond your wildest
dreams.”

As Mary climbed out of bed,
she said, “I may even let you have June.” My cock throbbed in
response.

We ran into Rickie and June
at breakfast and rehashed the night before after some initial
embarrassment.

“How did you know I’d like
your finger in my ass?” Mary asked.

“You have a beautiful ass. I
thought it deserved special pleasure,” Rickie grinned.

“I like it, too,” June said,
looking at me.

“Has he ever fucked you in
the ass? You’re so tiny,” Mary asked, intrigued.

“Yep, it’s not my favorite
thing unless I have my dildo up my front side at the same time,”
June said.

“She goes crazy,” Rickie
added.

“I do.”

“Have you thought about—I
don’t know how to say this,” Mary started.

“Having two men at the same
time?” June finished. “I did it when we were here last
year.”

Mary’s face was pink as she
asked, “How was it?”

“I was still cumming from
the memory days later,” June said without embarrassment. “If my
butt hadn’t been tender, I’d have done it every day. I’d have done
it continuously. When one guy finished, I’d have recruited
another.”

Mary was silent for a long
time, concentrating on her breakfast as the three of us chatted.
Finally, Mary stood up and took off her swimming suit, “I’m going
for a walk. I’ll see you guys later. Bill, would you take my
clothes back to the cabin for me?”

“She’s going to get laid,”
June said. “Probably more than once.”

I was overcome with jealousy
and uncertainty. My wife was walking around a resort that catered
to free and easy sex without me. She wasn’t conservative Mary
anymore. She was a libertine. Likely to screw the first man she
saw.

My uncertainty must have
shown on my face as June put her hand on my arm.

“Rickie, how about if Bill
and I take Mary’s stuff back while you find us a place on the
beach?”

Rickie looked relieved as he
headed out the door, leaving June and me alone at the table.

“He’s hoping to get lucky.
He might be hoping to find Mary, but I don’t think he will,” she
said to me.

“Why not?” my voice was
shaky.

“Because she’s looking for a
black guy.” June looked at me. “So am I, no offense.”

After putting my wife’s
clothing on a chair in our cabin, June hugged me on her way out the
door.

“I was serious when I told
Mary I like other women,” she said. “So, please, let me know if the
two of you might want to be with me.”

For the remainder of the
day, I walked around the resort in a daze. After first spending
time with June on the beach. My wife had disappeared, and
everywhere I turned were naked women, some of them having sex with
men other than their husbands or even with other women. Three men
were under a palm tree fucking one incredible blonde
beauty.




Chapter 11

 


I didn’t see Rickie or June
again, not that I was looking for them. I even tried calling the
front desk and asking for James, only to be told he was ‘currently
unavailable.’ My insecurity was spiking. This experience was what
I’d wanted, and it was what I’d work toward the last few years.
Now, it was here, and I was unsure of myself for the first
time.

What had I done? My wife was
looking for a black man with a huge cock to fuck her, and I had no
idea where to find her. That wasn’t even the most of it. I not only
didn't know where she was, but she had suddenly discovered her
asshole, a part of her that had laid dormant, right in front of me,
all these years.

Every hour or so, I’d check
the cabin, but Mary didn’t reappear, and her clothing remained
unmoved. Until the third or fourth time I checked, and her clothes
were gone. I rushed to the lobby and the restaurant, but Mary
wasn’t in either place. She was still missing, but now she was
dressed.

I went back down to the
restaurant at dinner time and pulled up a chair with June and
Rickie. They looked sun-pink and satisfied.

“Still no Mary?” June asked
looking puzzled.

“No, and the clothing she
was wearing this morning is gone.”

June and Rickie looked at
each other.

“What?”

“Okay,” June said. “It could
mean nothing.”

“Or it could mean
…”

“She left the resort with
somebody,” June finished lamely, turning away from me.

“What does that mean?” I
asked.

“It would mean she found the
black cock she wanted, and he took her somewhere. It
happens,”

“When will I see her again
if that’s what happened?” My heart was hammering, and I’d lost my
appetite.

“Dude,” Rickie said,
chuckling. “Don’t wait up.”

“Rickie!” June slapped his
arm. “Have some compassion!”

“Why… what? Tell me,” I
said.

June put her hand on my
thigh, just below my shorts, and leaned in close.

“Everything will be fine,
Bill. Just relax. Do you want me to wait with you in your cabin? I
could help.” June’s hand was under the leg of my shorts, her
fingers caressing the head of my semi-erect cock.

As good as June’s fingers
felt, my mind was on Mary. Visions of my wife naked, her legs in
the air, while she was pounded by an enormous black man with
James’s face clouded my brain. My body was reacting to June’s
fingers, but all I could see was Mary.

“I’ve got to go,” I said,
standing suddenly. My prick was making a tent in my shorts as I
turned to leave.

“Call me if you need
anything, Bill,” I heard June giggle behind me.

I walked around the grounds
again, hoping I’d find my wife this time. There were guests
everywhere, and most were naked, but no Mary. I stopped for a few
minutes to watch the same blonde woman from the afternoon being
fucked from behind while she sucked another man.

“Do you like watching me,
honey?” she said to the man in front of her while looking at me.
“Do you like watching your wife being fucked?”

I hurried away, her question
hitting too close to home.

I walked up the path to our
cabin. Staying as quiet as possible, I crept inside, but the room
was as empty as it had been all day. My mind was in turmoil, but my
cock was rock hard. I briefly wondered how long a man could keep an
erection without hurting himself.

I must have dozed off.
Because I woke with a start as the cabin door opened, and James
walked in with my naked wife laid out over his broad shoulder. Her
clothing held in his free hand.

“I brought your wife back. I
hope you don’t mind that I borrowed her for a while,” he said,
laying her on the bed.

Mary woke up and looked
around confused, before her gaze settled on James. “You’re not
finished, are you?” she said, pushing herself gracefully off the
bed. “There’s one more thing I want to do today, and I need both of
you.”

James and I just looked at
each other as Mary tugging his shorts down. His erection was
impressive, thicker than I thought my wife could possibly handle, and so long, I was sure it
would hurt her. It resembled a wine bottle in length and
circumference.

James’s cock was covered in
hard cords and veins. Bumps stood out along its length. He was
uncircumcised, and when he pulled his foreskin back, the
mushroom-shaped head of his black cock was nearly white.

James caught me staring and
glanced down at my inferior member. My heart hammered in my chest,
a cold sweat covered my body, and my cock quivered with every
heartbeat. Lord help me, I wanted to see my wife violated by that
giant phallus! Something was wrong with me to want to see the woman
I loved, the mother of my children, fucked by this strong, large,
black man.

Mary squatted before him
submissively with her hands behind her back as she licked and tried
to suck his rapidly thickening cock. The whole time, my wife had
her eyes fixed adoringly on his face.

Long strings of saliva
connected her mouth to his erection, and more pooled on the bare
wood floor beneath them. It mixed with the puddle forming under my
wife’s pussy. The sounds of her moans filled the cabin, and Mary
became more frenzied.

My wife had never looked so
beautiful with her long, toned thighs spread, her perfect hips, and
her tight, hard stomach. Her hands were behind her back as she
tongued his huge cock and balls, making them shine in the
light.

James seemed close when Mary
pulled her head away from his cock and took charge.

“On your back, James. On the
edge of the bed.”

James quickly laid down, his
ass on the edge of the bed, and my wife crawled on top of him. I
bent to get a better view as Mary lined his cock up with her pussy
and rubbed the head along her slit.

I still had a hard time
believing something so big could fit inside her even as Mary,
resting on one knee the other leg straight with her foot planted on
the bed, began forcing him inside.

“Oh… my God, James,”
she whispered. “How did you get inside me before?” There was
no longer any doubt my wife had fucked this large black man earlier
in the day.

She finally forced the head
of his cock inside, stretching her more than I would have thought
possible. My wife pushed herself on his erection a few inches
before moving herself back up its length and allowing his wet cock
to reappear. Mary’s eyes were focused down her long body as she
lowered herself further each time until James was hidden entirely
inside her vagina. Then she allowed herself to drop, so both knees
were on the bed.

She stopped then, her hips
rocking against him as she groaned, her eyes tightly
closed.

“Talk to me again, James.
Like you did earlier.”

“I’m going to stretch your
cunt so far you won’t be able to feel your husband’s cock
again.”

My wife smiled. “That’s
true, Bill.”

As my wife raised and
lowered herself on his erection, bending forward with her weight on
her hands and knees, I could see how much her pussy was stretched
by his girth. As she pushed herself up, it seemed as though he was
pulling her vagina inside out. Her labia were so stretched they
tightly grasped his erection, and
when she lowered herself, her lips were pushed inside.

Mary used her fingers to
gather moisture from her pussy and to spread it on her
asshole.

“I may not be able to
feel you in my pussy tonight,” she said, “but I’ll feel you
fucking me in the ass.”

My wife looked over her
shoulder at me before she lowered her head to James’s shoulder. Her
fingers spread her ass cheeks apart.

“Put it in, Bill. I want
you to be the first person to fuck me in the ass.”

She was having a hard time
talking or holding still as I gathered more moisture from her
pussy. I wanted to linger, feeling another man fuck my
wife.

When Mary’s asshole was as
wet as I could make it, I started pushing my cock against her tiny
rosebud. Because James was so big, her asshole was squeezed into a
tiny slit. I added more wetness to my cock and held it as I pushed
against her, and Mary pushed back at me, still using her hands to
spread herself as wide open as she could.

“Push it in, Bill,”
she wailed. “Just shove your cock up my asshole.”

Her desperation drove me on,
and I shoved so hard, I felt as though my cock was bending until she relaxed enough and I was
rewarded, her hole gave way, and I was suddenly inside.

“Oh… oh, Bill… hold still…
everybody,” Mary gasped loudly. I could feel her ass squeezing
me. “Okay… go slow… oh.”

I started fucking her,
adding more lubrication as James fucked her from below us. It was a
strange sensation being inside my wife’s tight backside and feeling
another man’s hard cock fucking her pussy.

“Can you feel him,
Bill?” she wailed. “Can you feel him fucking
meeee?”

“Yes, I can feel him.” I was
gritting my teeth, feeling myself on the very edge of orgasm as my
cock rubbed against another man’s prick deep inside my wife. I felt
all his veins and bumps as we fucked Mary together.

“You’re touching…
something… so deep… I’m going to cum. Just me,” Mary held
perfectly still as her first orgasm rolled through her. I felt her
spasm around me, her ass squeezing me as her climax overwhelmed
her.

“Could you feel
me
cum?”

“Yes,” we both answered.
Mary held herself up with her hands flat on James’s
chest.

“Fuck me, hard now. Both
of you,” Mary’s voice trailed off into a wail.

It took a few seconds for
James and me to get our rhythm. When we did, and we were both
fucking my wife, the room was quiet except for our grunts. I could
just see the side of my wife’s face as we pounded into her. She was
biting her bottom lip, and her eyes were tightly closed as she
concentrated on the sensations saturating her nervous
system.

I felt James’s cock sliding
against the thin membrane separating us deep inside my wife. The
difference was his cock was much longer and bigger around than
mine. I could feel every vein and lump as we fucked her.

“You’re… oh my God…
touching something… I’ve never felt,” Mary’s voice trailed off
into a scream as she climaxed again. I’d lost track of my wife’s
orgasms. It felt as though she was cumming almost
continuously.

The urge to finish became
too much, and I tried to remember every moment of this fantastic
experience. I was fucking my wife’s asshole while a large black man
was inside her overextended pussy. Just thinking it was enough for
me to burst deep inside her. As I came, James joined me, his large
cock pumping load after load inside my wife. I could feel his
spasms hard against my cock.

I softened and eased out of
her ass. Mary might not have noticed. She was murmuring, “Thank
you… thank you,” between kisses with James.

Mary pulled herself off him,
and her movements pushed my sperm out of her ass. She lay on her
back, her arms held above her head, and her legs spread as she
looked down her body at me.

“Did you like that, honey?”
she asked. I was shocked at the sight of my wife’s pussy. She was
widely stretched. Her slit was not closing as it usually did after
sex. I could see inside her as she throbbed, and some of James’s
cum dripped onto the bed and mixed with mine.

Mary touched her pussy with
one hand, lazily gathering moisture and caressing her clitoris and
hood. For the first time I could
remember, that part of her could be easily seen and looked
erect.

“You’re staring,” Mary said
as she felt her extended slit. “Do you like looking after another
man has stretched me so much? It’s okay if you do.” Her fingers
retreated to her aroused clit.

As my wife’s wet finger
circled her bud, she did something else I’d never seen Mary do. She
used her other hand to cup her breast and pinch the nipple. Her
eyes were closed as she masturbated for us.

“You touched something
special, Bill,” she said. “Deep in my ass while James was deep
inside my pussy. You rubbed against something, the two of you did,
some part of me I didn’t even know was there.” She almost shouted
as another orgasm overwhelmed her, and she held herself as she
came.

James was already dressing.
I hadn’t noticed him move; my concentration had been so intensely
focused on my wife. Mary smiled at him as he moved to the door, “I
had a perfect time today.”

“I did too,” he said,
stepping out the door. “I’ll tell the guys how much you enjoyed
yourself.”

I snapped my head around to
look at my wife, but all she did was smile at me as she continued
to caress her breast.

“The guys?”

“I need a shower,” she said,
rolling off the other side of the bed.

It wasn’t until we were on
the plane, on the way home, that Mary told me about the
“guys.”




Chapter 12

 


When we met up with Rickie
and June for breakfast the following day, Mary had difficulty
sitting down. After squirming around, trying to get comfortable,
she finally gave up and leaned against the railing at the end of
our table.

“You must have had fun last
night,” June said, sipping her coffee.

“I had an incredible time,
thanks for asking,” my wife smiled widely.

“Are you still cumming this
morning?” June continued.

“No, but I could. What do
you have in mind?”

June stood up, smiled once
at me, and took my wife’s hand.

“Let’s finish what we
started.”

Rickie and I scrambled out
from our seats to follow. The door to their cabin was locked when
we arrived.

“June has the only key,” he
said, knocking on the door as I walked around the side. His knock
went unanswered, and I motioned for him to follow me to the side
window. We couldn’t see anything; the window was open, but the thin
curtain blocked our view.

“Oh, yes…
Mary, have you done
this before? Ah… yes… right there,” it was June’s voice. Wet
sounds leaked through the open window as we looked at each other,
our eyes wide.

June started to climax,
“Mary… yes.” My wife had caused another woman to cum. I
wasn’t sure how much of this resort my heart could
tolerate.

We heard a lot of kissing
and whispering too soft for us to understand before it was Mary’s
turn to be pleasured by June. My swimsuit couldn’t contain my
erection; Rickie looked like he was having the same
problem.

“Hey guys,” it was June’s
voice, “Mary and I are going to be here a while.”

Rickie shrugged and walked
off toward the beach bar. Easy for him, he could get laid. I stood
by the open window for a while longer until Mary said, “Bill, go
get a hand-job or something,” followed by soft giggles.

I tried to adjust my hardon,
so it wasn’t showing as I moved away from the cabin. I found myself
just inside the palm trees next to the beach. I had my suit down,
trying to figure out how to place my throbbing erection when the
black beach waitress walked into the trees on her way back to the
main building. She stopped when she saw me trying to wrestle my
unwieldy dick back into a piece of fabric never meant to contain
it. I’d been turned on and frustrated for so long—except for the
night before—that my cock was throbbing and dripping pre-cum as she
watched me.

“Looks like you may need
some help,” she said. “He doesn’t seem to be cooperating. Do you
want me to see if one of the beach bunnies will help?”

I suddenly knew what I
wanted. I wanted to feel her touch more than anything in the
world—this shockingly beautiful, black woman with large, barely
contained soft breasts, smiling pink lips, and bright shining eyes. Her ebony skin shone in the
semi-darkness of the trees. Even the bleach-white running shoes
looked wonderful on her long black legs.

“Would you be offended if I
ask you to touch me?” I asked, suddenly embarrassed by my
predicament.

“I won’t let you fuck me,”
she said, her face suddenly serious.

“Maybe a hand-job?” I
sounded pathetic even to myself.

The beauty looked around
carefully before moving deeper into the bush, beckoning me to
follow. “Just a hand-job?”

“Yes, I promise. You’re so
incredibly beautiful.”

“Thank you even if it’s just
your prick talking,” she chuckled. “But, I’ll tell you what I’ll do
for the compliment,” she said as she lowered the top of her
resort-provided swimming suit. Her large breasts had almost no sag
as she freed them, her nipples huge. “You can touch me until you’re
done. But please, don’t tell anyone, or I could be in
trouble.”

As she wrapped her soft hand
around my straining erection, she leaned close to my ear. “It’s
okay for the men to fuck the guests, but they don’t want us to mess
around and ruin our makeup. I get so horny looking at you guys that
I have to change my bottoms twice a day.”

I moaned as she stroked me;
she wasn’t in a hurry, and I caressed and lightly squeezing her
breasts.

“I saw you yesterday
hurrying out from the trees further down the beach,” she whispered.
“Your cock was so hard, even then. I wanted to pull you into these
trees.” She stroked me for another moment. “Does that sound awful?
I wanted you to fuck me, and here we are.”

I looked down at her
shiny eyes. Her pupils were pitch
black in her perfectly white eyes.

“I’d like to make love with
you. Not here in the trees, but in a bed.” I said as her grip grew
firmer.

“You can squeeze my tits
harder. I like it rough.”

“You’d like to make love
with me?” she asked. I moaned in acknowledgment as she smiled
brightly. “You’d like to put your white cock inside me? If you did,
it would make me cum.”

I was so close, just hanging
on the edge. My cum felt as though it was right there. As I felt
myself starting, my beautiful waitress took my cock between her
soft lips and caressed it with her tongue. I groaned loudly and
flooded her mouth. I bent over her, my fingers crushing her breasts as hard as I could squeeze.
Her moans added to my excitement.

I wasn’t sure if what we had
done technically qualified as a blowjob. Only the tip of my cock
had been between her lips and then, only as I came. Still, it was
the best damn blowjob I’d received.

“What’s your name?” I
gasped.

“Nova,” she said, wiping her
mouth on the back of her hand.

“If I wasn’t already
married, Nova,” I smiled broadly, “I’d want to marry you and run
away.”

Nova’s face was suddenly
serious. “Were you serious about
being willing to make love in a real bed?”

“Yes, oh God, yes.” I held
her head between my palms and kissed her. A long soft kiss that
became harder as she pulled my face into hers. Her lips were so
soft I lost myself in them. I only pulled away as I remember the
most important thing.

“I want to,” my cock was
hard again, pressing against her, “but I can’t. I promised my wife
I wouldn’t… you know… with another woman while we were
here.”

“Has she?” Nova
asked.

“Yes, but I gave her
permission.” It all sounded lame even to me.

“Does she like other
women?”

“I didn’t use to think so,
but things have happened to change my mind.”

Nova smiled up at me as she
tucked her breasts into her top.

“Bring her
along.”

I watched my black goddess
walk away through the trees. Her petite ass held my eye until she
was lost from sight. I wasn’t much softer than I’d been before
meeting her. I was so turned on by everything that had happened and
what I’d heard; my hardon just would not go away.

The beach bar was crowded
with barely dressed or naked people, laughing and talking. A naked
blonde stood next to me, and as I reached for my beer, my arm
dragged against her nipples.

“Oops, sorry,” I
said.

“Oh, don’t be. My name’s
Jill,” she said, extending her hand. Jill was good-looking, nothing
compared to Mary or Nova, of course. The breasts I’d touched were
large but not firm. Her stretch marks looked white on her suntanned
skin. Not everybody at the resort was perfect. Most of the men had paunches and small cocks
nestled in thickets of pubic hair. Some of the women looked like
Jill, but it was apparent the resort also catered to trophy wives
and the men who loved watching them.

“I’m Bill,” I said, taking
her hand.

“Only one letter off,” she
smiled. “This is my husband, Rusty,” she introduced me to a naked
man who looked like most of the husbands at the resort.

“Are you here alone?” Jill
asked.

“No, my wife is around
somewhere,” I said, evading the question. “I heard her voice just a
bit ago.”

“Is she with another man?”
Jill winked at me.

“No,” I answered truthfully
before saying too much. “Not another man,” I could have bitten my
tongue off. Why had I said too much?

“Oh,” Jill said, her eyes
widening. “Not another man? What’s your wife’s name? I think I’d
like to meet her.”

“Um… er… Mary,” I
said.

“Do you have kids?” she
asked.

“Yes,” I answered just as my
Mary walked up. “Honey, I was telling Jill and Rusty we have two
kids.”

Just like that, Rusty and I
were ignored as the women talked
about children and how they missed them even though they were
having a great time. I spoke with Rusty about guy stuff while I
listened to the women with half an ear.

Rusty abruptly had my
complete attention when he said, “Jill’s curious about being with
another woman.”

“She is?” I asked
stupidly.

Rusty was holding his beer
and looking out at the water as he said, “I’d kinda like to see
that.”

“Has she… I mean… have
you?”

“She has,” he said. “I’m
not… most of the women seem to be looking for a particular type of
guy, and I’m not exactly what they want,” he smiled ruefully. “I
guess I remind them too much of their husbands,” he said. “How
about you?”

“I haven’t,” I said as Nova
walked by us, smiling broadly when she looked at me.

Rusty gave me a quick, sharp
look. “Did you?”

“No, we’ve… er… talked,” I
finished lamely.

“Must have been some
conversation,” Mary said with a smile. Wives don’t miss things like
that.

“It was a… um… satisfying
conversation,” I told her.

“We’ll talk more about your
‘conversation’ later,” she said, turning back to Jill.

Jill and Rusty had stashed
their clothing in beach bags, and the four of us walked to the
restaurant. Before we were seated, I excused us for a moment and
pulled Mary aside to talk.

“So, here’s the deal, the
waitress, Nova, wants to fuck me, and she wants you to be there,” I
said as my Mary’s eyes grew wide.

“What did the two of you
do?” she asked.

“She gave me a hand-job,
which you said was okay,” I reminded her.

“That’s all, just a
hand-job?” Mary was suspicious.

“I might have finished in
her mouth, but that was her idea, and I was so far along, I
couldn’t stop,” I said defensively.

“What else?” Mary
asked.

“Jill wants to sleep with
you.”

“Oh, get out of here. She
does not who told you that?” Mary was dismissive.

“Her husband. He can’t get
laid, his words, but Jill’s interested in being with another woman,
and when she figured what you’d been doing,” I sounded even more
lame than earlier.

Mary’s mouth was hanging
open. “She knows I was with June? You told?”

“Not directly, look, never
mind. Jill knows.”

Mary turned to consider
Jill. “The beach waitress is the black woman?”

“Yes.”

“She’s gorgeous.” At that
moment, Jill turned and caught Mary’s eye. “Oh God, you’re
right.”

Dinner was tense as Jill
turned doe-like eyes on my wife throughout the meal, and Mary tried
to be friendly without committing to anything. Rusty’s goal seemed
to be getting the two of them in bed so he could watch. Mine was to
support my wife and keep out of the line of fire.

Mary explained it had been a
long day for her, and we left first. A misty-eyed Jill watched us
until we were out of sight.

“She was… intense,” I
said.

“Ya think? I expected her to
crawl under the table and between my legs.” Mary didn’t look
unhappy with the idea.

“You don’t look displeased
with the idea,” I commented; too often I lack a speed bump between
my brain and my mouth.

“I’m not ‘displeased.’ I
just wasn’t ready for her. She’s so… intense,” now, Mary was
borrowing my words.

“How are you feeling? Are
you too worn out from this afternoon?” I didn’t want to push my
wife into anything if she didn’t feel up to it.

“I’m fine. If anything, the
afternoon just threw fuel on the fire. I haven’t been this
continuously horny since,” she
paused. “You don’t want to know.”

“Before me?” I
asked.




Chapter 13

 


As we rounded the last
corner to our cabin, and I caught sight of a pair of bright white
running shoes walking toward us. A second later, an equally bright
smile appeared, and I saw Nova carrying a small bag from the beach
bar to the main building.

“Nova,” I smiled, “I want
you to meet my wife. Mary, this is Nova.”

I don’t know what I was
expecting when Nova turned her dazzling smile on my
wife.

“Your husband didn’t do you
justice, but then you’re far too
beautiful for words. So, I think he did the best he could.” Nova
put the small bag on the ground and turned to face my
wife.

Mary gave me a look before
turning to Nova.

“I understand you gave my
husband a ‘hand’ this afternoon? May I see it, please?”

Now, it was Nova’s turn to
look at me. Her eyes wide with uncertainty, she held out a slightly
trembling hand. Mary took Nova’s hand in both of hers and smiled at
the spectacular-looking, black woman before softly kissing Nova’s
palm. The kiss turned into an equally soft lick as Mary seemed to
be making love to the other woman’s hand before lifting it to her
cheek and using it to caress herself as she smiled.

“Do you just lend a hand to
handsome men like my husband, or are you open to women, too?” My
head swung back toward my wife in surprise, but she was kissing
Nova’s hand, her eyes tightly closed.

“I,” Nova began while moving
closer, “I just got off work… um so… what kind of hand do you
require?”

Nova pressed herself against
my wife, their large breasts sliding together. Their lips touched
lightly at first as Mary’s hand went to Nova’s back and softly
caressing her near-perfect ass. Standing next to my wife, I heard
Nova moan when they pressed their lips and bodies more firmly
together.

I gave Mary’s arm a slight
tug. “Let’s go inside the cabin.” Still clutching each other, the
two women followed me inside.

Their lovemaking was a mixture of slow and frantic,
lovingly gentle and roughly intimate. I watched Nova, on her back,
eating my wife’s pussy when Mary sat on her face. I saw my wife
make love to the other woman’s large breasts, taking them in her
hands before caressing them with her face and sucking the large
dark brown nipple into her mouth.

My wife stretched out
between Nova’s thighs and drove the other woman to orgasmic bliss
with her lips and fingers. Best of all, I stroked myself watching
Nova make love to Mary in ways I never could.

I was so close, a few
strokes away from cumming when Mary said, “Fuck her, Bill… oh…
fuck her while she eats me… can he do that, Nova? Is it… oh.”
She lost her train of thought as Nova, her lips still sucking my
wife’s clitoris, raised her ass off the bed and used her hands to
spread herself open for me.

I didn’t wait. I didn’t want
anyone changing her mind as I plunged into Nova’s shockingly pink
opening. When I was inside, and she was moving with me, a
horrifying thought crossed my mind. I pulled out and blurted out,
“I don’t have a condom.”

Nova was so excited by what
we were doing, driving Mary to repeated climaxes. Without taking
her mouth away from my wife, she murmured, “So’ k.”

Again, I didn’t wait. Mary
was cumming again, and her eyes fixed on me as I plunged back into
Nova’s pussy, pushing in as far as my hips would drive me to unload
inside her. My cock jerked hard with each load as my wife came, and
we tried to look into each other’s eyes.

It felt like I was fucking
Mary, except my cock was inside another woman, a woman who was
giving my wife an orgasm like no other she’d ever had.

We stretched out on the bed
when there was no more to give. Nova and Mary held each other while
I watched until my wife motioned me to lay against her back. I
wrapped my arm around my wife and found my hand caught between
their breasts. I tried to move, but Mary whispered to me, “Don’t
move, it’s okay.”

As I fell asleep, Mary
pushed her ass into me, and my cock was between her cheeks. My hand
was caught between their incredible breasts.

I woke
before Mary the following day with the sunshine leaking
around the curtains. We were lying naked in the rumpled
bed, the smell of sex still hanging heavy in the air, but Nova was
gone. My wife was so beautiful, smiling in her sleep and giving me
a morning erection.

“We’re never doing this
again,” she said, her eyes still closed. “We’re going to get it out
of our system here. You can watch me as much as you want, and when
we get back home, we’re going to put all this behind
us.”

She opened her eyes and
peered at me, “Agreed?”

“We only have a short time
left; what are you planning?”

Mary rolled onto her back,
and I watched the movement of her firm breasts. My wife smiled at
me and spread her long tan legs to show me her puffy pussy. “I’m
going to lay nude on the beach and see what I might attract. I
might have a talk with Jill, and if I get the opportunity, I will
definitely try ‘talking’ to Nova!”

My wife’s pussy looked as
though it was growing a deeper shade of pink as we
talked.

“How about if we have a
warm-up now?”

Mary ran her hand through
her short, fuzzy, dark landing strip.

“Nope. I’m already warm but,
thank you.”

“You let me fuck another
woman,” I said to her ass as she disappeared into the
shower.

“Savor the memory. It’s not
happening again.”




Chapter 14

 


I followed Mary from a
distance as she walked down to the beach. She was wearing a bathing
suit but planned to take it off as soon as she had her towel spread
out on a beach chair. The bar was empty when we arrived, the
bartender restocking when I ordered a Bloody Mary, which seemed
appropriate, all things considered.

As I sipped my morning
‘wake-me-up,’ I watched my wife take off her suit and spread out on
a beach lounge chair. To make things more interesting, she had a
leg on each side of the lounger while she focused on an eBook
reader held close to her chin. It didn’t take long before she
attracted the attention of men walking by. Mary must have known men
were looking as she used her free hand to casually stroke her
clitoris.

“Is she your wife, or are
you just interested?” a male voice next to me asked. I turned to
find a man at least ten years older than I was, sipping a drink
identical to mine, right down to the celery stick. His hair had
streaks of gray, but his body was firm. What caught my eye was the
size of his cock. Unlike many white men at the resort, his flaccid
prick hung about a quarter of the way to his knees.

“Gary,” he said, holding out
his hand.

“Bill,” I answered. My hand
was lost inside his. “And, yes, she’s my wife.”

He nodded once before
releasing my fingers. I resisted the urge to shake my arm to
restore the lost feeling.

“Do you have a problem with
me talking to her?”

“Not if you have a problem
with me watching her all day,” I answered.

Gary ordered two more Bloody
Mary’s and walked over to Mary. I could only see her arm when she
accepted the icy glass and watched him pull another lounger next to
hers.

My wife kept her legs spread
as they talked. After a few minutes, Gary laid on his back with his
cock resting on his hip pointed at my wife. Mary sat up for a
moment facing him with her legs still spread wide apart as she
retrieved sunscreen from her bag.

I watched, mesmerized when
my wife laid on her back, and Gary rubbed the lotion on her body.
Starting with her legs and feet, he worked his way up Mary’s
thighs. I had to admire his work; Gary was very thorough. His fingers lingered as he worked her
upper thighs and around her pussy. Next, he massaged both her arms
and hands before kneeling on the sand and covering my wife’s chest
and throat.

Mary seemed to be breathing
harder as he filled his palms with lotion and caressed her breasts.
Despite the heat, my wife’s nipples grew erect as he worked. When
her tits were fully protected from the sun, he refilled his hands
and spread lotion on her belly. Mary pushed her hips off the chair
when his lotion-covered hands stroked her landing strip.

When he pushed his hands
between her legs, my wife’s head turned, giving me a glimpse of her
sunglasses and half-open lips. He worked between her legs until he
suddenly stopped and held the lotion bottle out to her.

Mary seemed momentarily
disorientated, and then her face turned in his direction; her
flushed chest showed how rapidly she was panting. After a moment,
she took the sunscreen from him and rolled off the lounge as he
settled on his. He was lying on his back when Mary knelt on a towel
and began working on his calves. My wife worked faster than Gary
had, and soon she was between his legs, caressing his large
testicles.

Mary made sure Gary’s large
cock was well protected from the sun, stroking him with her soft,
lotion-covered hands until he was fully erect. Hard, his cock was
even more impressive. He wasn’t as long as James, but he was more
than long enough. What was amazing was the girth of his erection.
He might have been even fatter
than Mary’s black lover.

Mary stroked his cock for a
long time, sometimes using one hand to caress his balls as she
worked. They talked as my wife continued stroking him, then she
used a towel to wipe the lotion off the head of his cock, and she
licked it. My wife used her tongue to trace under the
mushroom-shaped head until reaching the sensitive underside of his
erection. Even from a distance, I
could see her pink tongue stroking him and her eyes smiling up at
him until she suddenly stopped, went back to her lounge chair, and
move it so close to his that they were touching.

A new beach waitress walked
up to them and took orders for more drinks. As they waited, my wife
and Gary talked, each sitting on their chairs, their legs
overlapping. From time to time, Mary would reach out to stroke his
impressive cock, and Gary would return the favor by fondling my
wife’s breasts or between her legs. When their drinks arrived, Gary
knelt on the same towel my wife had used and put his head between
Mary’s legs. She leaned back to enjoy what he was doing to
her.

They’d been at it for almost
two hours when Mary called me over.

“We’re going to Gary’s
cabin, you can watch if you want, but you have to walk behind us.
Can you do that, honey?” I nodded that I could. Gary
smirked.

On the way, we met June walking naked toward the beach
carrying a towel and a bag. The women talked for a moment, and as
June moved past me, she smiled and whispered, “Wanna
fuck?”

I did, but I knew my place.
I followed my wife’s gracefully swaying ass as we walked to a part
of the resort I hadn’t seen. Gary’s cabin was much larger than
ours. He had three bedrooms rooms—one was the master—plus a sitting
room and a kitchen—in addition to the usual bathroom and
closets.

“Where’s your wife?” Mary
asked.

“Do you know a guy who works
here, James?” he asked.

Mary blushed as she removed
her hat. “I’ve heard of him.”

“She’s off with him
somewhere. I understand he has a large cock, and she likes ‘em
big,” he grinned before turning to smirk at me again. He pulled my
wife in close. “How do you like ‘em, Mary?”

My wife was holding his cock
again as she looked up at him. “I’m beginning to understand the
attraction.”

They disappeared into the
bathroom together. I heard my wife giggling, and moments later, the
shower turned on. When I looked around the corner of the bathroom
doorway minutes later, my wife was on her knees, carefully
scrubbing Gary’s erection under the spray.

I retreated to the sitting
room, where I had a good view of the bed. My breathing seemed
unnaturally loud as Gary burst into view, throwing my wife on the
bed and kneeling between her legs.

As Gary worked on Mary, she
turned to face me, and our eyes met. She stared at me, her mouth
open and her breasts rising and
falling as she panted through her first climax.

Then Gary lined up his fat
cock and pushed inside. At first, Mary gasped and pulled her legs
up to make it easier to take his thickness. He’d done his job; my
wife must have been well lubricated as he buried himself inside her
after only a few strokes.

Gary was looking to his
left, his cock buried inside my wife, his weight supported by his
elbows, when Mary turned and looked at me again. Our eyes locked as
she wrapped her arms and legs around him. From the thrusting of his
ass and my wife’s grunts, he was moving as fast as he could. All
the while, as her face and chest reddened and her grunts grew
louder, Mary watched me.

Her mouth opened fully as he
pounded inside her, and
still, my wife looked at me. Our
eyes never straying even as I fumbled to release my
erection.

I stroked myself, and Mary’s
eyes opened even more as if in surprise, and groans replaced her
grunts. My wife’s hips were thrusting upward, almost as wildly as
Gary was pounding her.

It felt as though I were
looking inside my wife as she was fucked by a man much larger than
I was. A man who disdained me and
took my beautiful wife from me. But we shared something emotionally
deeper than her vagina.

Mary stopped thrusting and
held her hips high. Her arms and legs tightened around him. As she
came, we watched each other; her lids closed halfway, but we didn’t
stop looking into each other’s eyes.

Gary came deep inside her,
and he held still as his large cock pumped repeatedly. Even as Mary
felt him pumping deep inside her, our eyes remained locked
together.

Mary only looked away as she
stroked his back and urged him off her body. As soon as Gary’s
weight was off her, she rolled off the bed and came over to me. “We
need to go, Bill. I want my husband now.”

My wife led me out the door,
not once turning back to look at her discarded lover.




Chapter 15

 


I tried to stuff my erection
back in my suit as we walked back to our cabin with Mary in the
lead. Once we were inside, my wife wrapped her arms around me as
she cried with rested her head on my chest. I stroked her hair
until she began to settle down.

“What’s going on,
honey?”

Mary sniffled a couple of
times before sitting on the edge of the bed and looked up at
me.

“He was rough, Bill. He
didn’t give two shits about me, he just fucked me as hard as he
could, and the guy weighed a ton.”

I was becoming angry and
preparing for a fight. It would probably be a fight I’d lose, but I
didn’t care. He’d hurt my wife. Mary sensed what I was
thinking.

“That’s not the reason I
was… upset. What upset me was how much I liked how he fucked me.
Looking at you the whole time made me felt so… close to you… I had…
it was incredible for me.”

“You liked that he was rough
and didn’t care about you?” I asked, the fight suddenly gone from
me.

“Don’t forget his big cock,”
Mary smiled. “My pussy’s sore. I’ve had more sex this week than I
might have in a year or more.”

My cock was still hard and
dripping when I stripped and stroked myself for a moment,
concentrating on how it felt. “I remember what you looked like when
Gary was on top of you,” I said, my eyes closed. “How you looked
when you came.”

“Did you like it, Bill? This
is what we wanted, isn’t it?”

I opened my eyes enough to
see Mary leaning back on her elbows with her legs spread wide. My
wife’s pussy had an angry, sloppy look. Her labia were swollen and
violently purple, and I could glimpse the inside of her gaping vagina. I wanted to plunge inside her,
but instead, I continued stroking
myself as I looked.

“How does it feel watching
other men fuck me?”

“Aroused, more excited than
I could have ever imagined.” I was still looking at her well-used pussy. “But also, angry, hurt,
deliciously jealous.”

Mary looked concerned.
“Deliciously jealous?”

“Yes, the hurt and anger,
combined with a feeling of
jealousy. I’m scared too; scared I’ll lose you. How do I explain?”
I stopped stroking to look at her eyes. “Stupid, isn’t it, how
those emotions mix with a straining erection to give me a sexual
high? All I want to do is fuck you until you’re mine again.”

Mary touched herself as I
talked. “Put it inside me, Bill. Reclaim your wife, take me
back.”

We eagerly kissed as I
pushed inside her. The swelling must have given her a higher level
of pleasure, or maybe, it was just making love with her husband
that did it. Mary started to cum as soon as I was inside her, and
we stared into each other’s eyes as I pumped myself inside
her.

Mary’s orgasms didn’t stop
until I had emptied myself deep inside her. Afterward, we held each
other, not even bothering to leave the cabin for dinner. We talked
most of the night about what we’d done and how we felt about
it.

My wife admitted to being
wildly turned on the entire time we’d been at the resort. She loved
being naked on the beach. She’d discovered that she not only liked
big cocks, but she liked ass play. She looked directly into my eyes
when she told me how she craved the pleasure of having two cocks
inside her at the same time.

“I don’t know what it is,
Bill. There’s a spot inside me, and maybe it’s inside every
woman when you were in my… butt…
James was rubbing the spot against your cock.” Her voice trailed
off, and she seemed lost in the memory.

“Pleasure… that’s not the
right word, but it’s all I have. The
pleasure was everywhere; my entire body lit up with it.
Everything was… tingling,” she finished. “I would never have expected it, but you know
what?”

“No, what?”

“It could be the experience
of making love with the man I love. No, really, the sensation needs
to be mixed with our emotional connection to be truly
meaningful.”

“Are you saying you wouldn’t
want to feel the pleasure of two men ever again?”

“I’m not saying
that,” she answered, smiling.

“How about with June or
Nova?”

“Nova was an entirely
different thing. No way I can compare the experience of being with
another woman to being with a man. Apples and oranges. The
sensation of being with a hard man, being penetrated, is so
completely different from being with a soft, giving woman like
Nova,” she tried to explain. “You’re giving, please don’t
misunderstand, but with a woman,
it’s a different kind of giving.”

“Would you ever want to be
with another woman?”

“If the situation were
right, yes, I would. How would you feel about that?”

“Could I watch?”

“I’d want you to, but what
if you couldn’t watch?”

“I’d still be okay with it,”
I told her, and we hugged.

“Would you be willing to
fuck me… you know, in the butt again if another man was… you
know?”

“Yes, and why are you
suddenly having a problem saying what’s on your mind? You can say
‘asshole’ and ‘pussy.’ I’ve even heard you use the word ‘cunt’
without referring to another woman.”

Mary giggled at my side.
“Cunt,” she said. “Don’t get used to that, either.”

The next day, our
next-to-last day at the resort, we ran into Nova on the beach, and
I watched with ‘delicious jealousy’ as they walked up to the cabin
together while I had a drink with Rickie at the bar. We talked and
watched the wives on the beach. All were topless, and most were
completely naked.

Rusty had been right. With a
few notable exceptions, the husbands looked like him, carrying a
paunch over a small, soft cock. It made sense that more than one
woman stopped to talk to us as they unnecessarily visited the bar.
Eventually, Rickie disappeared with one of the better-looking women
as her husband looked on, and I strolled back toward our
cabin.

I stood by the open window
listening to my wife moan Nova’s name. I waited until Nova groaned
before slipping inside the door. Mary knelt on the floor between
her thighs, a belt held loosely around her neck, working on Nova’s
pussy.

My cock felt tender as my
erection grew, and I didn’t dare grip it too tightly. Instead, I lay on my back on the floor and
pushed myself under my wife to lick her flowing juices. She had a
musty odor and tasted like a combination of her wonderful flavor
and Nova’s wet kisses.

Mary held herself away from
me at first, no doubt as tender as I was before she trusted me enough to rest her weight more
fully on my face. My wife’s thighs partially blocked my ears, but I
could still take pleasure in Nova’s moans.

I wasn’t allowed to fuck
Nova again. Even though my prick was tender, I would have if given
a chance. Nova pulled my wife up by the belt around her neck, and
they kissed and held each other for a long time.

Eventually, the three of us
sat on the bed and talked. Nova didn’t have to return to work, and
I was happy to just look at her, sitting cross-legged on the bed
with Mary resting her head on one dark thigh. I watched her pussy
pulse as she stroked my wife’s hair.

“Your husband’s staring at
my pussy,” she told Mary.

“He wants to fuck you
again.”

“Should I let him?” she
asked.

“No, he was to be only mine,
so he’s had all the ‘strange’ he’s going to get.” Mary gave me a
meaningful look.

“It’s true. I could have
easily gotten some strange at the beach bar, but I was a good boy,”
I told them.

“I’m sure he could have,”
Nova said as she played with one of my
wife’s nipples. “Some ladies are shameless. Have you met
Jill and Rusty yet?”

“Yes, but we don’t know
them. What’s their story?” Mary asked.

“Jill wants to experience as
much as she can while they’re here,” Nova said. “She’s been
entertained by some guys and one group of guys. Now she wants to be
with a woman.”

Mary sat up and looked at
Nova, “She came on to me.”

“From what I hear, she’s an
enthusiastic lover. Maybe we should do a three-way with
her?”

Mary pulled Nova’s head in
for a long kiss.

“If only we had more time. I
might even have given her husband a ‘mercy’ fuck.”

I put on a fresh pair of
shorts and stood by the door.

“We’re coming back next
year. Nova, will you still be working here?”

“Yes,” she
answered.

“Will you remember us?” Mary
wondered.

Instead of answering, Nova
lay my wife flat on the bed and crawled on top of her. They were
too busy to notice when I closed the door behind me.

I hadn’t gotten twenty feet
when I ran into a nude June, standing on the path.




Chapter 16

 


“Where’s your gorgeous wife,
or are you available this afternoon?” she asked.

“My wife is in our cabin
with Nova. You should join them.”

June’s eyes lit up, and she
brushed past me, jogging up the trail toward the cabin. I dismissed
my curiosity and continued toward the bar, where I took a seat at a
table in the foodservice section. Jill and Rusty soon joined
me.

“Rusty got lucky!” Jill told
me.

Rusty wore a broad smile on
his face, “I was the third or fourth guy, but still.”

I laughed along with him.
“You got in on a gangbang?”

“One of the beach bunnies
wanted to entertain the guys,” Jill said. “She was well built
too.”

“The bunny was on her hands
and knees, so she didn’t know who it was,” Rusty was too satisfied
to be concerned about much of anything else.

“If you were behind her,
what was she doing with her mouth?” I asked to keep the
conversation going.

“She was eating me!” Jill
was as excited for her husband.

“Was it everything you hoped
it would be?” I asked her.

“Oh yes,” Jill was lost in
the memory for a moment. “Do you think Mary will be around
later?”

“She might,” I said. “She’ll
probably look for me here.”

“You mind if we wait
with you?” Jill asked.

My wife would probably be
too worn out and sore for Jill, or she’d have had her fill
of lesbian sex and would be
looking for a man. There was always the possibility she’d be
looking for her husband if she
hadn’t fallen asleep.

We talked for some time as
we drank and nibbled appetizers. We’d circled back to the
discussion of Rusty’s lucky day when we heard, “Where’s the gang
thing happening?” Mary was right behind me.

“Hey, Mary,” Jill seemed
supernaturally happy as she hugged my wife. The sight of two naked
women hugging would have an immediate physical effect on me just a
few days earlier. Now, it took a few extra seconds.

“You got lucky, Rusty?” she
asked. “I guess you’re too worn out for me.” Mary had a
disappointed look on her face. Rusty just looked
shocked.

“I’m not too worn out. I may
need some time, but I’m good to go.”

“I’m not worn out. I’m not
worn at all,” Jill said, hugging my wife again. This time from the
side.

Mary gave her a tired smile
and said, “Maybe after I have something to eat. I’ve had a busy day
so far.”

“Well, let’s get you fed,
and maybe then, you’ll want to play,” Jill said, helping my wife to
a chair next to hers.

Our meal was relaxed, the
conversation around the table flowed easily. It turned out that
Jill was a teacher also, and the two women bonded over the joys and
heartaches of their jobs. Rusty worked in the garage of an auto
dealership, which left us talking about sports while watching the
activity on the beach and at the bar.

Rusty suddenly stopped
talking when a tiny young redhead, her frizzy hair held in a
ponytail, was mounted by a large black man. They were just a few
feet away from us on the far side of the patio from the
bar.

Because of the noise of
conversations and the sound of the surf, it was as though they were
utterly silent. As he sunk inside her, we could hear her began to
grunt and then howl. He was a large man, and from what we could
see, well endowed.

The redhead held her legs
straight up and thrust her hips upward to meet him as he drove
inside her. Her pale hands contrasted with his black ass as she
urged him to fuck her faster and harder. When she looked toward the
patio, we noticed a man standing on the sand just below us playing
with his small hard cock. They smiled at each other, and she
continued to encourage her black lover.

Jill and Mary stood leaning
against the railing as they watched. Jill was standing sideways,
both arms wrapped around my wife with her head resting on Mary’s
shoulder.

She followed as Mary walked
off the patio to stand next to the couple in the sand. After the
redhead loudly climaxed, she pushed herself out from under and
walked smiling, her pussy a vivid red against her pale skin, to
embrace her aroused husband.

The young black lover knelt
on the towel they used, his cock still hard and glinting wet,
looking confused by the sudden change. He’d just been fucking his
heart out, and now the woman was gone. My wife knelt on the towel
next to him and took his dripping erection in her mouth.

Jill was walking fast toward
my wife, churning up sand as she went. The young man, who thought
he’d been abandoned short of orgasm just minutes before, now had
two women licking and sucking him and kissing each
other.

Rusty and I looked at each
other, wondering what had happened. Jill got on all fours on the
towel and offered herself. It was amazing to watch Mary, her hands
almost too small, help the young man penetrate Jill from behind
with his large, thick cock. He went slowly at first, giving Mary time to crawl under their
bodies and lick Jill’s clitoris.

Jill growled loud enough for
us to hear and put her head between my wife’s thighs. Again, the
ambient noise masked some of the sounds, but we caught Mary’s
whimpering and the grunting of the young black man working on Jill
together.

I followed Rusty off the
patio. He wanted to watch his wife
penetrated and stretched up close. Jill’s pussy was being given a
beating. Fascinating as it was, I wanted to watch what Jill was
doing to my wife.

It was Jill’s first time
between another woman’s legs, a moment she’d fantasized about, and
she was making the most of it. Mary’s legs were spread wide, and
she’d elevated her pussy, offering herself to Jill. What Jill
lacked in experience, she more than up for in
enthusiasm.

Jill was the first to cum,
shouting her orgasm into my wife’s pussy, making Mary next. The
vibrations caused by Jill’s shouting pushed her over the edge. With
two women screaming their orgasms, it was only natural that the
cock inside Jill burst next. He squirted his final blast on Jill’s
back.

Jill didn’t look like she
wanted to stop, but my wife had had enough. As she crawled out from
under her new friend, another man was lining up to enter Jill. The
two women didn’t even have an opportunity to say ‘goodbye’ to each
other. Jill was already lost to the sensations of being fucked
again.

As Mary and I walked back to
our cabin, she said, “I certainly didn’t plan on being a lesbian on
this trip.”

“Well,” I said, pretending
to be deep in thought. “You are what you eat.”

I managed to duck Mary’s
wild swing at me.

“That makes us both cunts,”
she said, using the forbidden word again.




Chapter 17

 


Mary slept on the flight
home after telling me about the “guys.” I didn’t know my wife had
been gang-fucked by James and three of his friends the afternoon I
couldn’t find her. It had fulfilled a fantasy I hadn’t even known
she had. We were barely in the house before Mary had her clothing
off.

“I need sex, husband,” she
said, tearing at my pants. “I’m honestly horny.”

We couldn’t keep our hands
off each other. All we had to do was to mention ‘Nova’ or even
‘Gary.’ Mary would start panting if I said the name
‘James.’

We had grown closer, talking
more openly than ever before. Even the kids noticed.

I overheard one of them say,
“They must have had a great vacation away from us.”

“Yeah, I wonder what
they did.”

I sent emails to our new
friends and booked our vacation for the following year. One day
Mary said, “I ran into the General Manager, and she told me that
James would be away from the resort for a while.” Mary went on to
say, “The manager doesn’t know where he goes or what he does. When
we go back, we won’t know in advance if he’s on the
island.”

Mary’s tan hadn’t wholly
faded when I took her out to eat,
followed by drinks sitting in the restaurant’s nice bar. It was
almost like one of our long-ago stories when Mary's eyes wandered to look at the other
people.

Mark stood from our table
and walked toward the bar without saying a word to me and began
talking to a tall young man drinking alone. I leaned back in my
chair, crossed my legs to hide my growing erection, and wondered
what would happen next…




 


 


 


Book 2 of “Insatiable
Hotwives’ Resort”

The Sybian Explosion
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Chapter 1

 


I’d had sex with men who
weren’t my husband, and I’d even had sex with other women at
the resort. After we returned from our vacation, I
questioned my new identity as a hotwife. Sometimes, I felt crushing
guilt over what I’d become. Surely, my husband was as guilty as I
was. Maybe the guilt was a product of my religious
upbringing?

My insecurities about what
I’d done almost got the best of me at times. I knew my husband
wanted us to continue the hotwife lifestyle. I no longer had any
doubt seeing me having sex with another person was exciting for
him. I didn’t fully understand how seeing his wife making love with
another man—often a man with a much larger penis than his own—could
make his cock so hard. I know it had to be emotionally painful, and
I knew it made him feel insecure about his ability to satisfy me
fully.

I love my husband, and more
than that, I’m in love with my husband. He means everything
to me, and I’m afraid I might lose him being a hotwife. Is it
possible to separate sex from love? How was it even possible for a
woman to have a deep love for one man while having satisfying,
mind-blowing sex with another? At least for me, most confusing of
all was how my husband could watch the woman he loved being…
fucked… and having the experience make the sex we shared so much
better for both of us. It made my head spin just thinking about
it.

My worries were not entirely
irrational. The resort was a special place. A place dedicated to
hotwifes. How would the hotwife lifestyle work at home, in real
life? A real-world where people wore clothing and weren’t
necessarily looking to hook up at every opportunity?

I beat myself up over what I
must have done to my husband. Watching me throw myself at men with
bigger cocks had to be devastating to him, even though it had
clearly excited him. I think he’d had more self-induced orgasms at
the resort than as a teenager.

Through all this thinking
about being a hotwife, I found I was always outrageously horny. I’d
attack Bill whenever I could—whenever the kids weren’t likely to
happen in on us—I threw myself at him. I wanted to be fucked! And
not just fucked—I wanted to be used, pounded. I wanted his finger
in my ass as he rode me.

I loved making love with
Bill. I loved the closeness, the feelings of safety, and security.
Sometimes he’s gentle, and sometimes we both want it a little rough
and frantic. I loved that we’d made two children together. My
family was the most important thing in the world to me, and
sometimes, it felt as though I’d nearly thrown it all away by
becoming a hotwife.

I hadn’t nearly thrown it
away, of course. Bill and I had done something we both found
exciting, borderline dangerous, and deeply fulfilling. I found it
easier to climax with my husband than ever before. I’d rarely had
an orgasm from penetration before our vacation, and now, I had one
every time we made love.

My body had changed too. My
labia seemed to be more prominent and a deeper shade of pink as
though permanently aroused. My clitoris had always been sensitive,
of course, but now I could feel myself rubbing against the inside
of my panties, and it drove me crazy. It became so annoying I
stopped wearing panties entirely like some bar bimbo. I also gave
up wearing slacks—the seam would ride up against me since I didn’t
have underwear on, and on one embarrassing occasion, caused me to
have a sudden and unexpected orgasm while meeting with my son’s
principal.

He had watched, a small
smile on his handsome face, as I hung onto the corner of his desk
and tried my best not to let him know what was happening to
me.

“Are you all right,
Mary?”

“I’m… oh… fine. Just
having a little… ah… pain,” I said, blushing bright
red.

He’d walked around his desk
to help me, and I collapsed in his arms as my climax passed. I’d
never realized how strong and masculine he was until I held onto
him, feeling the orgasm’s aftershocks. A part of me wanted him. I
wouldn’t have protested if he’d ripped my clothing off. If he’d
taken out his cock, I’d have knelt on the floor and devoured
him.

Fortunately, nothing of the
sort happened. He had me sit until I “felt better” before sending
me home because I was sick. I was sick in the head—I even
masturbated in the car as I drove. That was the last time I wore
pants anywhere, for anything. I started wearing ankle-length skirts
while teaching.

Bill loved the new
arrangement. His wife always wore skirts or dresses and never wore
panties. What man wouldn’t like it? He took advantage whenever he
could, which pleased me. I was desirable to him, not just to watch
but to have.

I didn’t know if I wanted to
be a hotwife away from the resort. I considered what we’d done to
be a wonderful break from our ordinary lives, but we weren’t at the
resort any longer. Things could return to normal, couldn’t
they?

Generally, sex is different
for a man, I think. His cock is right out there for everybody to
see when he gets hard. They’re beautiful—hard and throbbing with
veins and knobs. I love watching an erection throb and drool
because of me. Men are reminded of sex all the time, it seems. Bill
wakes up hard every morning.

It’s different for a woman,
our sex is tucked away. We generally have to spread our legs and
expose ourselves to make ourselves vulnerable and to being
penetrated by a man. When he’s done, he leaves a part of himself
inside. It seems wrong to open ourselves like that without feelings
for the man, or in a relationship. Here’s the crazy part… are you
ready for the crazy part? We want him to do it. We crave the
feelings that come with penetration by a hard cock. Some of us
desire an especially large cock—we want to feel stretched out, we
want to orgasm with him, we want to feel him ejaculate
inside and leave part of himself behind.

At the resort, a man was
usually exposed whether he wanted to be or not, but a woman had to
make choices. True, it’s hard to hide one’s breasts, but it’s the
other decisions that make all the difference.

I had to choose to be a
hotwife, to fuck other men and women. I didn’t always have much in
the way of feelings for them or meaningful relationships, but I
wanted them sexually. I craved them, both the men and the
women.

We were home now, and I felt
that I should just want to be a wife and mother. If only I could
turn off my memories and my supercharged libido.

It wasn’t long before Bill
was talking about it in bed. I didn’t need much foreplay, but
instead of just mounting me, he would reminisce about things we’d
done on our vacation.

“Remember the ride in from
the airport?” he began while stroking my breasts, his erection
pressed against my hip. “How you played with James's big cock, how
you stroked the head? Remember how it felt in your
hand?”

Just like that, I was back
in the tiny open car driving to the resort from the airport. This
time, I wasn’t touching James through his shorts; I was stroking
his exposed, black erection.

“Oh, Bill, yes… he’s so
hard,” I whisper-moaned as Bill stroked my pussy.

“He’s throbbing in your
hand, and he wants to fuck you right now,” he said. “He wants to
put you on his lap and push his big cock inside.”

“I want him to do it.
Bill, I’m so sorry. I want him to fuck me before we get to the
resort.” I was bucking to meet his finger as he stroked my
pussy. I was urging him to push his fingers inside me while he
rubbed my clit. What I truly wanted was to be fucked by
James!

Bill had removed the covers
from the bed before we started. I was lying spread out and naked on
a bare sheet.

“James was going to pull
over and fuck you, and I wanted him to do it. I wanted to see my
sweet innocent wife fucked by his huge black cock. I wanted him to
spread your legs and push that monster inside you,” my husband said
as my moans increased in volume.

I felt my body tense. My
eyes were closed, but in my mind, I was back at the resort, and
this time, James was going to fuck me as my husband watched. It
felt so real to me.

“Oh yes,” I cried as
Bill split me open with his good-sized erection. “Would you have
jacked off while he fucked me?”

“Yes… I want you to be a
hotwife. I want you to be my hotwife,” he was
panting.

We slowed down, Bill still
fucking me as we gazed into each other’s eyes. I was back in my own
bedroom with my feet planted flat on our bed.

“You do? You want me to
act like I did at the resort?” I couldn’t believe what I was
hearing. I started to push my pussy back at him. My need was
growing, and I wanted him to fuck me.

“Yes.”

“I came in Mr. McMahan’s
office,” I blurted out as my hips moved faster.

“You did? Did you fuck him?”
Bill was moving harder now, too.

“No.” I stopped
moving again, so did he. “I wouldn’t do that to
you.”

“You could have. You could
have fucked him if you told me about it. You can fuck anybody you
want. You’re my hotwife,” he said, trying to catch his breath. He
moved inside me while I digested what he’d said. I started to move
against him with some urgency.

“I wanted to fuck him. I
wanted to suck his cock,” I confessed in a loud voice as I
neared orgasm.

“I love you, Mary,” he
whispered, his mouth close to my ear.

“I love you too,” I
shouted as I came.

.




Chapter 2

 


I dreamed about the resort.
My dream was so vivid—the ocean was turquoise and clear. I could
see small tropical fish darting about near the bottom. Nova was on
her knees between my legs, licking my pussy and sucking my clit. I
was moaning and about to cum when I suddenly woke to the weak,
early morning light in our bedroom.

The covers had been thrown
off again. Bill was lying on his stomach, his face buried in my
pussy. No wonder I’d been dreaming of Nova. I looked down at him in
awe and the dream merged with reality; I was close to orgasm. I
held my husband’s head as I felt my climax begin deep inside. My
body was pulsing, and I felt as though I was spinning. I was close
to blacking out. Electric pulses raced down my body and up my legs
until they exploded in my pussy. Bill held me as my body thrashed
on the bed, my mind filled with images of Nova. I even imagined I
could taste her juices on my lips as I came.

My husband’s cock was a hard
rod leaking pre-cum, and he moved to lay next to me.

“Let’s talk,” he
said.

I was panting as I reached
for him.

“I want you inside
me,” I said. “I want to feel you cum inside
me.”

“I want to talk about what’s
going on with you,” he said as I stroked his erection.

I rolled up onto my knees,
my legs spread so he could see how wet I was.

“You want to talk about
‘feelings?’ Now? Really?” I said, running a finger between my
folds.

“Yes, I do,” he said,
smiling. “I can see you’re conflicted. You feel as though you’re
unfair to me, that not being able to leave the resort behind is a
form of cheating. Is that how you feel?”

My husband could be so damn
smart sometimes and so fucking dumb at other times, just like most
husbands, I suppose. This time he’d ‘hit the nail on the head,’ as
my uncle used to say.

“It is cheating,
Bill. I had sex with other men, and women too. I was an
out-of-control… I don’t know… slut?”

Bill bent and kissed my
thigh near my inflamed pussy.

“I loved it, but I hated it
too. It caused me a lot of pain to watch you cum harder with others
than you ever have with me. But here’s the part that’s hard to
explain: the pain I felt while watching you added to my lust and
the love I have for you. I didn’t completely lose my erection the
entire time we were there. Now, tell me how you felt,” he
demanded.

“At the time, I loved the
sex and the sense of freedom I had, knowing you’d always be there
when I came back. But I knew what I was doing to you, and I felt
bad even though I knew you wanted to feel the hurt of seeing
your woman with her legs spread for someone else. You wanted the
‘delicious agony,’” I used his term for what he said he felt. “I
was giving us what we both wanted, but it was
confusing.”

“I’ve already booked us for
next year.”

I pulled his head up, almost
hurting both of us in the process.

“You did!”

“Yep, we’re going at the
same time as June and Rickie.”

I was passionately kissing
his face by this time. Planning to go back to the resort proved to
me he did want me to be a hotwife. It felt as though an enormous
weight had been lifted from me.

“June says she’s not done
with you yet.”

I rushed to my laptop and
pulled up video chat. There they were, of course, listed as June
and Rickie.

“Do you have a chat box for
James?” I asked.

“Yeah. It’s under Jim.” Bill
looked a little sheepish as he admitted to talking with the
man.

I wanted to talk to them
right away, but life happened, and we had to deal with the kids.
Then it was time for work and bed and work the next day
again.

I had long talks with myself
before I did anything. I was sexually aroused by the thought of
chatting with them and maybe even playing a little. When I thought
of seeing James’ cock, my pussy would begin throbbing. We’d agreed
to leave it all behind at the resort, but Bill booking another trip
changed everything. It opened the metaphorical box I’d built
surrounding my time as an ‘out-of-control slut.’

For days, the desire to
experience our resort friends over the ‘net clashed with the
promise I’d made with myself to leave it all behind until our next
trip.

“I’m going to talk to them,”
I finally told Bill.

“I know. The way you’ve been
acting lately, I hoped you would.” He looked excited rather than
disappointed.

“Why aren’t you disappointed
in me?” I asked, staring up at him.

“Because of this,” he said
and looked pointedly at his crotch. Despite the looseness of the
casual shorts he was wearing, his erection was plain to see. My
husband had a hard-on at the thought of me talking to people I’d
fucked even though we’d only be seeing each other on a computer
screen.

“You want to watch, don’t
you? You want something to happen. Well, we’re just going to talk,”
I said, walking away from him. I may have sounded certain, but
inside, I was hoping for much more.

I called June and Rickie
first but, of course, they didn’t answer. Before giving up, I tried
James. Naturally, he was home.

“My girl, Mary. How are
you?” he said when he answered. James looked wonderful. His
handsome black face and the top of his bare chest filled my
screen.

“Did I catch you at a bad
time? It looks like you don’t have a shirt on.”

“I don’t; I just got out of
the shower. I don’t have anything on.”

My pussy instantly felt wet.
The throbbing I’d felt when he answered became more
intense.

“Ummm… so… you’re naked and
talking to me?” I stammered.

“Yes, look,” he said,
standing so his beautiful, large black cock filled the screen. Just
the sight of it with its startling white, mushroom-shaped head was
enough to make my nipples hard and for my pussy to prepare itself
for sex.

“James, you look… I don’t
know how to say it.”

His hand appeared and
wrapped around his cock. He started stroking himself just as I
felt, more than I heard, Bill come into the room and take a seat,
facing me but still able to see the screen.

“Do you like watching me
touch myself, Mary?” James asked. “Is your husband there with
you?”

“Y… yes, to both questions,”
I answered as Bill moved into view, still facing me more than the
screen.

“Do you miss me, Mary?”
James asked as his cock stiffened.

“Yes,” I stammered,
staring at the image on the screen.

“Does it excite you to see
me like this?”

“Yes, you know it does,” I
croaked.

“Show me your pussy, Mary,”
he ordered.

Bill was nodding his head
‘yes’ as I stood. James’s gorgeous cock filled my vision. I pulled
the zipper down, allowing the dress to pool at my feet. I stood
naked in front of the camera. I was allowing James to see my body
from my neck to my knees.

“Sit down for me, Mary. Show
me what my cock is doing to you.”

As I sat, I glanced at my
husband. Bill had his cock out, and he stroked himself as he stared
at me, his eyes large and unblinking.

I sat on the edge of the
desk chair, then leaned back and draped my legs over the armrests,
so I was spread open and completely exposed to both my husband and
my lover. I probably looked like a wanton slut, and the small
picture of myself within the larger screen caused my pussy to
twinge. I wondered if the men could see my spasms. I ran a finger
between my lips, not surprised by how turned on I was.

“Do you ever think of the
night with both your husband and me?” James asked.

“Oh, yes.” I began
stroking my clit as James sat so I could see his face and his hand
lightly stroking his cock.

“Do you want to be with me
again? Do you want to feel me inside you?”

“We’re coming back. We’ve
booked our next trip. Will you be there?” I was stroking myself
faster as I felt James’s eyes focus on my slit.

“Let me know when you’re
arriving. I’ll arrange to pick you up at the airport.”

“Yes, James. My husband
could sit in the back again… maybe he could watch us together.”
I could feel my orgasm building. My hands and legs began to
tremble.

“It might take us a while to
get to the resort,” he said, his hand was moving faster. His cock
was so long and thick. How had I taken him inside me?

“There’s… no need… to
rush. James… I’m going to… cum.”

“Do it, Mary. Show me how
much you want my cock inside you.”

It was thrilling to be naked
in front of both men, to see the erections I’d caused. I felt like
the sexiest woman alive.

Bill was groaning as he
thrust his hips upward, his cock erupting in a fountain of sperm.
He was staring at my pussy as he came. His excitement combined with
the visual of James’s mammoth erection was too much for me. My body
shook, and my pussy pulsated as my climax took over, causing me to
blackout for a moment. My orgasm didn’t taper off like it usually
did. I felt as though I went through three or four cycles—cumming,
recovering, then cumming again. All the while, Bill’s erection was
pulsing as it subsided, each pulse releasing progressively smaller
amounts of sperm.

By the time my orgasms had
diminished, I was exhausted. I softly stroked the inside of my
thighs as I watched Bill clean himself, and James released his
cock.

“You didn’t cum,” I said to
him.

“No, I didn’t. Until you get
here, I have some other wives in need of my services,” James
explained. A wave of jealousy hit me. I had no claim on James, I
was married to another man, but still, I wanted him for
myself.

Bill watched me closely.
Seeming to know what I was feeling, he stroked my back and
whispered, “I love you.” His support calmed me. I rewarded him with
a lingering kiss.

“You’re jealous,” James
said. “Would you and your husband like to watch me with an innocent
young wife? Perhaps tomorrow?”

Bill was nodding rapidly. He
wanted to watch James take a hotwife virgin. I wasn’t so
sure.

“We have to work tomorrow,”
I said.

“Let’s make it a date,”
James said. “How about ten tomorrow night, your time?”

The kids would be safely in
bed by then, and we could use the laptop in our bedroom in private.
I still wasn’t sure I wanted to watch my James with another woman,
but I reluctantly agreed. He told us he would arrange everything so
we could watch.

After signing off, Bill
pulled me into the bedroom and threw me on the bed.




Chapter 3

 


The next day was hectic for
both of us. There was work, of course, and the kids had an
after-school event for us to attend. The good and bad news was the
rapid approach of summer vacation. I’d be off this year—no summer
school for me—and the kids would be home a lot more, but they would
be away for two weeks at Summer Camp.

When I thought of the kids
while simultaneously planning to be a hotwife, guilt would nibble
away at my heart. By the time we ate a late dinner and tried to get
them ready for bed, I wasn’t sure we’d be on the computer by ten
o’clock.

We’d just fallen into bed,
out of breath when I opened the laptop and called James. He came on
almost immediately, dressed only in white shorts, which made his
body look even darker than usual. His apartment was so familiar to
me—in the background that it caused me to flashback to the
afternoon I’d spent with James and his friends. My pussy
throbbed.

My tiredness disappeared—it
just fell away and was replaced by tingling horniness. I was
breathless from seeing him and the room where so much had happened
to me. Bill saw my immediate reaction.

“The woman in the bathroom
is Scarlett,” James said as a tall, pale, redheaded woman walked
into the picture, wearing just a white towel. She had to be over
twenty-one even to be allowed into the resort, but she looked
younger. Her pale skin was flawless, her eyes the color of
emeralds.

“You must be Bill and Mary,”
she said, smiling shyly and still holding the towel with one hand.
Even her teeth were perfect. “James told me about you.”

We told her we were happy to
meet her, and perhaps, she’d be more comfortable if we finished
taking our clothes off, too. As Bill stripped and I removed my bra,
I kept my eyes on Scarlett. Not only was she beautiful, but she had
the most perfect breasts I’d ever seen—large and round with just
the slightest sag, her areolas were pale pink. If they hadn’t been
swollen and standing out from her breasts, they would have been
almost too pale to make out. Her nipples were hard and a darker
pink, like engorged pencil erasers. Her pubic hair was trimmed
short; she was a natural redhead.

“Scarlett’s getting married
next week,” James said.

“That’s true, and my fiancé
doesn’t know I’m here,” Scarlett giggled nervously. “I wanted to
experience more of life before I was married.”

“Tell them how many men
you’ve been with,” James suggested.

“Just Kenny, my fiancé, he’s
the only man. That’s why I’m here, I guess.”

I felt I had to say
something. “Scarlett, do you know about James?”

“I’ve heard he’s terrific in
bed,” she said as he moved her lips to his.

I muted the sound and turned
to Bill. “This is either going to be a disaster or the hottest
thing we’ve ever seen. How do we record this?”

By the time we were set to
record, James had Scarlett on her back on the bed, and they were
still kissing. He still had his shorts on, but his erection made a
sizeable log down one thigh.

Still holding each other,
Scarlett giggled when James whispered something in her ear. He
was seducing her! He was going to give her the complete
treatment, not just a fuck. I’ve never been crazy about porn, but
this was something different. These weren’t actors playing a part.
Scarlett was a near virgin about to be deflowered by the most
enormous penis I’d ever seen.

James got up to get two more
bottles of beer as Scarlett pushed herself upright against the
headboard. For just a second, I could see between her legs—the
resolution on our laptop was excellent, and her red slit was vivid
against her pale skin. I could have sworn I saw a dark, wet spot on
the sheet where she’d been lying.

Her emerald eyes were fixed
on James when he returned. She was smiling and looking as though
she wanted a real relationship with him, and I suppose she did. He
could have just fucked her, which is probably what her boyfriend
would have done. Instead, he was showing he cared about her! The
bastard was going to make this last, and he was making me
watch.

I didn’t realize I’d been
playing with myself until Bill put his hand over mine. I was
leaving a wet spot of my own.

As Scarlett drank her beer,
James worked on her body, kissing her neck and throat before
running his tongue over her upper chest. Scarlett moaned when he
took one of her hard nipples in his mouth. She had one hand on his
head, holding his nursing mouth to her breast. Her beer was
forgotten until he took it from her.

As he suckled and ran his
fingertips over her other breast and belly, Scarlett raised a knee
and spread her legs, giving us a perfect view of her engorged
pussy. Scarlett was seriously excited. She may have been turned on
because she was naked in bed with a handsome black man, but she was
also excited because an equally naked couple was watching. James
was not just a handsome black man, but one rumored to be a good
lover—if the poor girl only knew.

By the time James touched
her clit, Scarlett was so turned on she was ready to beg him to
touch her ‘there.’ She did everything she could to communicate her
desire to be filled. She moved her hand as if she wanted to feel
his erection while spreading her legs to give him access to her
sensitive pussy.

James wasn’t ready for her
to touch him, at least not quite yet. He kissed his way down to her
spread snatch. I’m not a fan of the word, but I’d never seen a
pussy that looked more like a ‘snatch’ than hers did. Her labia
were spread wide, exposing her slit, only it wasn’t closed tight
anymore. It was opening and closing and visibly pulsing with need.
Her labia were swollen a vermilion color, vivid against her red
pubic hair and pale skin. Her vagina was visible as a dark, wet
hole. I’ve never seen a woman who hadn’t been touched be so
sexually excited. Even her clitoral hood was extended and seemed to
be quivering. When James’ tongue finally touched her there,
Scarlett’s mouth opened, her head fell backward, and a long moan
filled the room.

“Kenny doesn’t do
that,” she whimpered.

The poor girl had never been
eaten! Judging by her responses, she loved it. She alternated
between holding her breath and groaning as James worked on her,
only occasionally dipping lower to lick and suck her spread
labia.

He didn’t stop until
Scarlett experienced her first orgasm. She held her arms above her
head as she leaned against the headboard, her hips pushing against
his mouth, wailing as she came.

James moved up her body then
and kissed her, thrusting his tongue between her lips, giving her a
taste of her own arousal. Scarlett kissed him back eagerly, licking
and sucking his lips and face to collect and taste her own dew.
James took off his shorts and positioned himself between her thighs
after pulling her flat on the bed.

I don’t think Scarlett had
seen the size of his cock before he used two fingers to spread her
wide while caressing her clit. While opening her vagina with the
head of his huge prick. She was thrusting her hips at him, urging
him to push inside, but he continued teasing her and making himself
wet with her natural lubrication.

“Fuck me, James,” she
wailed. “I know you’re big, but please put it inside. I need it.”
As his giant cock stretched her open, she howled. “Stop… stop,
please. Give me a second ...” James held himself above her,
supported on his muscular forearms and his knees, her nipples just
touching his powerful chest. His stomach was touching hers, and her
legs were spread wide for him.

James held still, continuing
to kiss her and to whisper in her ear. We could only see between
their legs and the way her vermillion-colored labia darkened as his
cock stretched her. After a few moments, James moved again. He
pushed his way inside an inch or two and pulled back out, his cock
shining wet.

After fucking that way for
several minutes, Scarlett put her hands on her ankles, holding
herself open. James’s cock was gleaming wet for most of its length.
Her cervix stopped him, and she howled and tried to push him away,
but he held her as he had held me. Somehow, he slipped below the
obstacle, and when he did, Scarlett lost her mind. The poor woman
slipped over the edge of sanity. She began fucking up at him as
hard and as fast as she could, her nails digging deep into his ass.
She held her butt off the bed, and her cries were unintelligible.
James held perfectly still and let her fuck herself on his giant
cock.

She’d clearly experienced
two hard orgasms before James put her on her hands and knees, so
she was facing us while he pushed his well-lubricated cock all the
way inside her. Her eyes were wild, and she appeared to be looking
directly at us. James held her long, red hair tightly in his fist
as her mouth hung open, and she screamed as she climaxed
again.

I was masturbating as hard
and as fast as I could. My pussy was almost as wet as Scarlett’s.
My clit felt like a live wire with a direct connection to the
pleasure centers of my brain. Bill was jacking his cock next to me.
If she were looking, she’d have seen a married couple cum just from
the look of bottomless lust on her face. I was trying to see
everything as I came. I wanted to watch Scarlett, and I tried to
concentrate on my own pussy. But most of all, I hungered to have
James behind me, his cock buried deep in my cunt!

Her face showed her arousal
when James came deep inside her. She held perfectly still as he
pumped her full of load after load of his cum. When he was through,
and his balls were empty, she collapsed on the bed, breathing
heavily.

“What was that?” she
asked, her voice was scratchy from screaming. The grating quality
sounded sexy to me. “Is that what sex is supposed to be
like?”

James was stretched out
beside her. His massive cock was lying across his thigh when she
reached over to stroke him.

“Can we do it again?” she
asked, a pleading tone in her voice.

“You won’t be satisfied with
Kenny if I keep fucking you.”

“I don’t care.”

The poor woman was ruined. I
knew how she felt; he’d destroyed me too.

I asked both men to leave
the room, telling them I needed to talk to Scarlett alone. Woman to
woman. After they left, we sat in front of our computers, looking
at each other, both of us naked.

“It was good, wasn’t it?” I
asked.

Scarlett was still shaking
when she answered, “I didn’t know sex could be so good.”

“You’re going to fuck him
again, aren’t you? Probably more than once?”

“Oh, yes. As many times as I
can, hopefully again tonight,” she said breathlessly.

“Are you going to be
satisfied with your fiancé after this?”

Scarlett’s face went blank
as she stared at the screen. Her perfect breasts were rising and
falling rapidly, and for a moment, I was envious of her
body.

“I don’t know. God, why did
you ask me that?” Her breathing increased. I was afraid she’d
hyperventilate.

“You’re going to have to
live with your new husband and sleep with only him. Unless he’s
willing to share you, that is.”

“I don’t think he’d ever be
willing to—how did you say it? Share me?” she answered.

“What are you going to do?”
I asked.

“I’m going to fuck the hell
out of James,” she smiled. “What do you think I should do? Your
husband seems okay with sharing you.”

“He’s not completely okay
with it. He calls it ‘delicious agony’ because it hurts him, causes
him real pain, jealous pain, but at the same time, it makes him
harder than he’s ever been otherwise. His orgasms, after he watches
me, are monumental.”

“I don’t know if Kenny would
ever go along. His cock is so small, and I’ve never climaxed with
him inside me. I think he’d be intimidated, and he wouldn’t be able
to handle it. I don’t think the agony would be delicious for
him.”

“Do you want my
advice?”

“Please.”

“Let me give you my phone
number. The only other person who has it is my husband.” Scarlett
took a piece of paper from her purse and wrote it down.

“Your area code is the same
as mine!” she said in surprise. “Where do you live?”

It turned out that the
gorgeous Scarlett lived less than two miles from us.

“Okay, here’s my advice.
Unless you’re absolutely positive you are willing to forsake all
other men for the rest of your life and don’t feel you can talk
openly and honestly with your fiancé, postpone the wedding. Since
we’re so close, we can meet and talk about things.”

“I’d like to meet you, but
postponing? All the guests are coming, and everything has been
ordered and paid for,” she said with a worried
expression.

“You have to do what feels
right. Just make sure it’s what you want. It’s easier and less
expensive to postpone than to get divorced. Contact me no matter
what you decide. I’d like to get to know you.”

Just then, James came back
into view, his wonderful cock fully hard again. “Are you ready for
round two?”




Chapter 4

 


All I could think about for
the next week was James and the way he’d ruined Scarlett just
before her wedding. I watched our recording of the session
repeatedly, noticing different things each time—how wide he
stretched her, how her entire pussy seemed to have been pulled
inside-out when he’d fucked her. I’d felt the sensation, but I
hadn’t seen it. I was mesmerized.

I’m sorry to say I neglected
my husband when he might have needed me most. Bill watched me, even
ate me, and brought the vibrator to me, but what I wanted was to be
taken by James. One night, after the kids were in bed, I pushed the
big rubber head of my magic wand vibrator into my vagina and turned
it on at the same time my husband fucked my ass. It might not have
been as good as James, but it was still spectacular.

I was hoping Scarlett would
call me; I’m a selfish bitch sometimes. I wanted her; I wanted to
fuck that woman and show her another kind of overwhelming pleasure.
A type of pleasure no man could give her. I wondered if she’d gone
through with the wedding?

It was about that time Bill
bought a Sybian riding vibrator. I needed something more, and my
husband knew it. A Sybian is a masturbation device consisting of a
saddle-like seat over an electric motor connected to a dildo that
rotates inside the vagina. A pebbled rubber mat vibrates against
the clitoris. The vibration intensity, and the speed of the dildo
rotation, are controlled by a box that can be in the woman's hands
or some other person.

It’s billed as the ultimate
masturbation device, able to take a woman to fantastic sexual
heights. When it first arrived, I read the operation booklet first.
I walked around the machine and examined the various dildos—one was
undoubtedly fat enough. I even turned it on a few times to feel the
vibrations.

It sat in our bedroom closet
for a week before I was ready to try it. With the kids away, Bill
and I enjoyed a relaxing dinner and a bottle of wine. We made out
for a long time before making our way to the bedroom.

As my husband watched, I
stripped and put lube on my pussy and the largest dildo attachment.
I also followed the instructions and lubed the pebbled rubber mat
that would press against my clit.

We were giggling as I sat on
the machine and eased the fat dildo inside my pussy. I had to
stretch myself to make it fit. I felt full of cock as it slid fully
inside, causing my clit to mash against the pebbled surface of the
mat.

I turned on the rotating
dildo first and was astonished as the huge thing moved inside me. I
could feel it pressing against the extra-sensitive spot in my
vagina with every rotation. I wasn’t sure I needed more than the
dildo. I was increasing the speed of the rotation when Bill turned
on the vibrator. He turned

it on to about half speed.
Suddenly, my entire lower body was vibrating while a huge cock
rotated inside me.

I was breathing heavily
through my mouth, my body racked by the strong vibrations as I
looked at my smiling husband. It wasn’t like a man; it was a
machine, and the machine didn’t get anything out of it—the Sybian
existed to give me pleasure, incredible, body-shaking
pleasure.

My orgasm built fast, and it
was strong and overwhelming. Even though I’d only been on the
machine a few minutes, it felt as though my entire body was in
spasm. For the first time in my life, I squirted. I drenched the
machine and the carpet experiencing my first wet orgasm. I released
a lot of sexual tension built up from our session with James and
Scarlett, but the Sybian didn’t stop. Bill set it as high as it
would go, so my orgasms didn’t suddenly stop either. As the machine
continued to vibrate and rotate, the sensations became more
intense.

I don’t know how long I
came. Eventually, I couldn’t take it anymore, and Bill turned the
machine off. My chest and face were bright red and blotchy. My
pussy was swollen, bright pink, and tender. I was embarrassed by
how much I’d squirted. All I could do was sit on the couch and look
at the machine in wonder.

Bill’s erection was massive.
“I’ve never seen anything like it,” he said, stoking himself. I
bent over and put his erection in my mouth. It took only a second
before he exploded. It felt like he came for a long time, flooding
my mouth faster than I could swallow. As his cum overflowed and ran
down my chest, I smiled up at him, happy I’d pleased him so
much.

I had to rest after my
session. The Sybian would never take the place of another person,
but as a vibrator, it couldn’t be beaten. I was drifting off as
Bill cleaned the machine, the dildo, and the rubberized massager
when a weird thought popped into my head.

“Bill, how expensive are
those attachments?”

“It depends on the size,” he
told me while wiping his hands dry.

“What’s wrong with you?
Order the jumbo,” I laughed. “Then sit down. I have an idea. What
would you think of renting the machine to a few friends? We’d have
them buy their own attachments.”

“Would I get to watch?” My
husband is a pervert.

“If you hide,
yes.”

“How much?” He’s also a
little nutty about money, being an accountant and all.

“I don’t know, maybe fifty
dollars?”

Three days later, I was
having drinks with some friends. The usual topics of conversation
were their husbands and their unsatisfying sex lives. Most women
don’t talk with their friends about their sex lives, but our group
broke the rule.

“What if I told you, ladies,
I have the world’s best and strongest vibrator? One guaranteed to
give a woman more pleasure than any man ever could.” I wasn’t
over-selling by much.

“Oh, give me a break,” Alice
said. “I haven’t had a good orgasm in five years. John will come to
life at times, and I love him, but he never lasts long
enough.”

“You’re due.” I continued,
giving them a brief description of the Sybian. “I’ll make a deal
with you. Buy your attachment—regular, large, or jumbo— and if it
doesn’t give you one of the best orgasms you’ve ever had, I’ll
reimburse you the cost and give you fifty dollars.”

“How will you know it
works?” Alice asked.

“I’ll be there.” Alice is a
few years younger than I am—a trim-looking blonde, trim except for
her breasts.

“You’ll watch me get
off?”

“Yep. Here’s the rest of the
deal. If it works, you own the attachments, and you pay me fifty
dollars,” I said.

The girls laughed among
themselves, but the seed had been planted. They asked me a lot of
questions, giggling at my answers. Later that same afternoon, Alice
called. “I’m in.”

A week later, Alice and I
were sitting in my living room, sipping wine and chatting. She was
clearly nervous as I poured her another glass.

My crafty husband had placed
small “spy-shop” cameras around the house so that he could watch
from the garage. We’d set the Sybian so Alice would be facing our
closet. The sliding closet door had been left open about two
inches, and one of the tiny cameras was in the opening, at ground
level. I hoped Bill enjoyed himself.

“You’re nervous. Is it
because I’ll be here with you?”

“No, I want you here. You’re
my security blanket,” she said, patting my arm. “I’m ready to try
it.” Alice picked up a bag she’d bought with her and followed me up
the stairs. “Where’s Bill?” she asked.

“He’s somewhere else. We
won’t be bothered,” I told her, careful not to tell an actual
lie.

Alice did the same thing I
had—she walked around the machine and touched it before putting on
the attachment. She’d purchased the medium, regular
dildo.

Moments later, she came out
of our bathroom, her left hand trying to cover her mammoth breasts,
her right hand held over her pussy.

“I know, I know. We’re both
women, but still…” she said, dropping her hands and kneeling by the
machine. “What do I do?”

After spreading lube on the
dildo and herself, Alice spread her legs and straddled the
machine.

“Do I have to be facing the
mirror?” she asked.

“There’s only so much room
and so many outlets.” We had a small bedroom with only room for the
bed, one nightstand, and a dresser. The space facing the closet was
about all there was.

“Okay,” she said as she
lowered herself.

I turned the rotation on
first, just like my first time. I watched as Alice’s abdomen
shook.

“Oh, wow, that feels pretty
good,” she said before I increased the speed.

When she seemed to have
adjusted to the feel of a rotating cock. Her clitoris was flattened
against the pebbled surface of the rubber mat when I turned on the
vibrator.

“Ah… that is good.”
She was already gasping when I increased the power of the
vibrations. Over the next ten minutes, I slowly increased their
speed and rotation rate until Alice was moaning and pounding the
end of the machine.

“I’m cumming, Mary,” she
screamed. “Oh yes, it’s so good.” Her head was down as her entire
body shook in release. I could feel myself throbbing, sharing the
experience with her.

Her breasts were wobbling
when she grabbed her nipples and continued to cum. She was pinching
herself so hard her fingertips were white from the
pressure.

Orgasms raced through her
system, just as they had mine, until I finally, slowly, lowered the
potency of the vibrations, and Alice, breathing hard, climbed off
the machine.

She stared at the now still
dildo for a minute before leaning forward and taking the plastic in
her mouth. My breath caught in my throat as Alice sucked her juices
from the attachment, then licked the rubber mat clean.

“I miss the taste of pussy.”
Her face was already bright red from the orgasms, so it was hard to
tell if she was embarrassed.

I certainly wasn’t. “Please,
taste mine,” I said, pulling up my skirt to expose
myself.

Alice crawled around the
Sybian—her open and still-throbbing pussy exposed to my husband’s
camera—and between my legs. Neither of us needed or wanted
foreplay. I just wanted to feel her tongue on me, and she just
wanted to eat me.

I hadn’t been with another
woman since the resort, and Alice wasn’t slow and tender. She’d
just experienced her first hard orgasm in years, and she wanted to
be with someone. I was so turned on from watching her and knowing
my husband was watching us that I was ready as she sucked hard on
my clit while lapping me with her tongue.

I could feel my climax
building much faster than I wanted. I intended to enjoy what she
was doing for as long as possible. But Alice sucked my orgasm out
of me. All the tension in my body concentrated in my clit, and I
exploded against her face.

She pulled away, her face
shining with my juices, and she looked embarrassed. I grabbed her
head with my hands on either side of her face and kissed her hard.
I ran my tongue over her lips and into her mouth, tasting myself on
her.

I pushed her onto her back,
next to the machine, and, spreading her legs, devoured her dripping
pussy. I wasn’t any subtler than she’d been, sucking her clit and
hood into my mouth before moving down to lap up her flowing juices.
I was a woman inspired, it had been a long time since I’d been with
Nova or June, and I’d missed the taste and feel of another
woman.

Alice erupted as I held her
clit in my mouth, her body shaking, her moans filling the
room.

She laid on her back, and
her large breasts filled her armpits. Her legs were still spread,
her light blonde pubic hair shining wet, her pussy was a vivid red
against her pale skin. I cuddled against her, moving her breast so
I could fit under her arm before letting her large boob rest on
me.

“I’m not a lesbian,” she
said. “I… I experimented in college, and I guess… with you here and
the vibrator…”

“I’m not a lesbian either,
but I’ve had some experience, and watching you turned me
on.”

“I owe you some money,”
Alice said. “I’m almost tempted to invite my husband, but I think
I’d rather invite yours.” Our eyes meet over her nipple.

“Maybe he could watch. You
know, if you were into that sort of thing.”

“Do you think I’d turn him
on?”

“Without question. Look what
you did to me,” I laughed softly.

“I’d like to know I could
make a man hard, really hard, so I knew he wanted me,” She sounded
wistful.

Alice wasn’t even in her car
before Bill was buried inside me as deep as he could go. He wasn’t
subtle either. He just pounded me with my legs wrapped around his
ass until we came together.

I was on Bill the next day
to order the jumbo attachment for me. I could see the displeasure
on his face.

“What’s the
matter?”

“The jumbo is almost as
large as James. I just feel a little inadequate when I see you use
something so big.”

All the uncertainty came
rushing back as I felt my emotions coming to the surface. I’d hurt
my husband too much. I hugged him as tears started to run down my
cheek.

“I’m sorry, Bill,” I
whispered. “I’m so sorry. I’m an awful person.”

Bill held me away and stared
into my eyes. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

“I… I fucked other guys. I
made you watch. I’m so sorry.” Tears were beginning to run down my
face as Bill handed me a tissue.

“You’re not an awful person.
You’re the most wonderful wife in the world. I wanted to watch you
with other people. It was my, excuse the expression, fucking idea.”
He wasn’t shaking me or anything, but he made sure I understood
what he was saying. “I… don’t… want… you… to… stop!”

“But… but you don’t want me
on the jumbo, and I get it. It hurts you to watch. You feel like
you don’t measure up, somehow. You’re afraid you’ll lose me. You’ll
never lose me. I love you.”

The tears were starting
again.

“I want to see you riding
the jumbo on the Sybian,” he said, staring into my eyes again. “I
want to see it, and then I want to fuck you when you’re so
stretched out you can’t even feel me.” My husband had grown hard as
he talked. I touched him, running my thumb over the hard head of
his cock.

“You want me so used, I
can’t even feel you?”

“If you keep doing that, I’m
going to cum.”

“You mean stroking your cock
like this and telling you how my pussy, my cunt will be
stretched so wide, I won’t even know if you’re inside me?” I wanted
him to prove what he’d been saying.

“My hole will be so
stretched you’ll be able to see inside me. The jumbo dildo will
have been rotating inside me, making my vagina huge.” I licked his
cock, making him wet, so my hand would slide smoothly as I stroked
him. “You might have to fuck my ass. Maybe you could fuck my ass
while that big dildo is rotating inside me, and my clit is
vibrating against the machine.”

Bill was moaning as I
stroked him. When I said he’d have to fuck my ass while the big
dildo vibrated inside my pussy, he came, his sperm shooting into
the air in long ropes, some of it landing on my face and
breasts.

It was so satisfying, and I
felt like I’d orgasmed with him. The release was total. My husband
loved me as I was!

Two weeks later, Bill
presented me with a glass of wine and the most enormous dildo I’d
ever seen. It wasn’t long enough to get near my cervix, but it was
very fat.

The next night—with the kids
safely stashed with my parents—we drank wine again and fit the big
dildo on the Sybian. We’d been making out for at least an hour, and
I was ready as I spread lube on the Sybian and my pussy. Bill took
the bottle from me and spread more lube on my ass.

“Just in case.”

It was a tight fit. I rubbed
the giant head on my slit, tickling my clit as my excitement grew.
I had to take two breaks to add lubrication as I worked the dildo
inside me until I could sit down all the way—I was completely full
of cock.

Even before the rotation and
vibration were turned on, it felt great. I heard myself moaning,
and then Bill turned on the rotation. The big thing was moving
inside me, stretching me as it pushed against the walls of my
vagina, and then he increased the speed.

I’d never felt anything to
compare with that dildo. It was different from a big cock, not
better, just a completely different sensation. Every rotation
rubbed against the sensitive spots inside me and caused me to lose
contact with the world outside. All that mattered were the
sensations deep inside my body.

I was already mentally
checked out when Bill turned on the vibration. Now, my clit was
wildly quivering, and the giant rotating dildo was shaking inside
me. I was crying again, this time from pleasure.

My orgasms started in my
legs, and before I knew what was happening, I was cumming and
squirting again. I was only vaguely aware of Bill kneeling behind
me and rubbing his cock on my rear entrance.

When he pushed inside me,
his cock combined with the dildo and vibrations made me lose track
of everything that wasn’t inside me. I screamed and begged him to
fuck me, to turn the controls up all the way. Bill hung on my
breasts as he moved, creating an odd feeling of ‘closeness’ with
him.

When he turned the machine
up to its highest speed, I blacked out. Bill held me up and
continued fucking me as I drifted in and out of consciousness. Even
when I was out, I was aware of being fucked, and when I came to, it
would be because another orgasm was ripping through me.

Bill came with a roar. The
pressure on his cock was too much for him. He throbbed
rhythmically, pressing against the thin membrane separating his
cock from the dildo, and both pressed against the spot deep inside
my body that pushed me over the edge into a last screaming
orgasm.

My husband slowly decreasing
the rotation and the vibration until I could stand on shaking legs.
The Sybian was soaked from both of us. I’d never experienced
anything like it, and according to Bill, it might have been the
best sex we ever had together.

What I’d told him was true,
in a sense. It took a very long time for the throbbing to end and
my vagina to return to normal. Two days later, I was still tender
and had to be careful touching my pussy, and as for my ass! I had
trouble sitting until the next day. Because of all the screaming,
my voice didn’t return to normal until the following day. It’s a
wonder the neighbors hadn’t called the police.




Chapter 5

 


I was running late the
following week when I met the girls. I could see they were animated
as I walked up, but they fell silent when I took a seat.

“Whatcha talkin’ ‘bout,” I
asked before I ordered.

“Umm… Alice was just telling
us how she…. umm… had to pay you fifty dollars,” Betty
began.

“And it was worth every
penny and more!” Jennifer almost shouted. “Did she really… you
know?”

The girls were embarrassed
but so excited they were having a hard time sitting still. Jennifer
was leaning so far over me she was almost in my lap.

“So, Alice,” I asked. “How
much did you tell them?”

“I told them everything
about the Sybian, how it was the best thing ever invented, and how
I was going to pay you fifty dollars to use it again,” she
answered. “I also told them you’d been there, but you let me
experience everything for myself.” She was letting me know she
hadn’t told them about our lovemaking.

“Can I be next? Please?”
Jennifer begged her face next to mine.

“Hey, how about the rest of
us?” Betty wanted to know.

“You can each use it. Just
buy the attachments, Alice can show you how, and we’ll figure out a
day that works best for everyone.”

“What if we all want the
same day?” Alice asked, looking around the table. “Could we watch
each other?”

I knew what was on her mind,
and I wasn’t opposed to it.

“Whatever you’d like, just
let me know.”

It took two days for
Jennifer to call. “We’re all coming over at the same time!” She was
so excited she forgot to breathe. “We’re going to all drink the
wine I’m bringing and get naked!” She had to pause to catch her
breath.

She might have been excited,
but I was scared and nervous; we were outside my comfort zone.
Three married friends were coming over to ride my Sybian sex
machine—together… all at the same time… and they’d all be naked. It
wasn’t like the resort where everyone was a stranger, and we’d all
signed on for the same type of experience. These were my friends,
and we shared many interests and civic activities. We weren’t
together just to fuck each other.

Bill was even more excited
than Jennifer had been.

“All of them? At the same
time? With me watching?” He had a hardon.

“You’ll be in the garage
where I can call you or text you if we need a man.”

Bill’s eyes grew wide. “You
might need a man?”

“You can never tell. Now,
get busy and make sure everything is set up and works from the
living room.”

When we all gathered at our
home, and Alice was the ringmaster. I served wine all around while
Alice did the talking.

“There’s been a change,” she
announced. “Instead of going up to Mary and Bill’s bedroom, we’ve
bought the machine down here. There’s more room, and we’ll be more
comfortable.”

“By the way,” she continued.
“Where’s your husband?”

“He’s out in the garage,
tinkering. He’s been banned from the house while my friends are
here.”

“Too bad, in a way. I’d love
to have him watch me.” Alice was still into her fantasy of a man
growing an erection from watching her. “I think I’ll go last… you
know, in case he shows up. You wouldn’t mind him watching me, would
you?”

“As long as there’s no
touching, I guess I wouldn’t mind.” Bill and I had arranged for him
to ‘unexpectedly’ appear.

I took the sheet off the
Sybian, then Alice and I placed it near the center of the room,
facing the couch where the women were sitting. Jennifer and Betty
made the same inspection we’d made—walking around the machine,
looking at the controls. Jennifer—tall, elegant Jennifer, almost a
physical clone of myself—got on all fours and inspected every inch.
She even felt the soft blanket we’d put down to protect the carpet
and knees, then stood and smiled at me.

“I’m going first. I’ve been
so excited by this. I haven’t been able to sleep since my
attachments came.”

“What did you get?” Alice
asked.

“I got the regular
attachments, same as you. Plus, the sleeve that makes the dildo
bigger,” Jennifer answered.

“Not the jumbo?” I
asked.

“No. Just the bigger one.”
Jennifer lowered her jeans and panties but left on her light
t-shirt. It was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra—her nipples were
erect and obvious through her shirt. Her body looked so much like
my own. If she had darker hair rather than a rich burgundy color,
we could have been twins.

Jennifer was shy at first,
keeping her top pulled down as far as she could and turning away
from us to put lube on her pussy. When she turned, we could see her
spectacular tight ass. I briefly wondered how mine would
compare.

Jennifer was blushing bright
red as she eased down on the dildo, blushing even redder when she
had to use her fingers to spread herself so that the large dildo
would go inside.

“Don’t be a prude,
Jennifer,” Alice said. “Show us your titties.”

Jennifer pulled her t-shirt
up for a quick flash before starting the dildo rotation. She sat
perfectly still, savoring the sensations deep inside before bending
forward to put the vibration on her clitoris. Over time—as she
eased the power higher and the vibrations increased in strength—she
lost her inhibitions. Her moans started softly, but the higher she
turned the controls, and the faster the dildo rotated inside her,
the louder her moans became until the sweet torture sent Jennifer
over the edge. There was no question when she came the first
time.

“I’m cumming, oh yes, I’m
cumming so hard,” she yelled. “This is so good. Please don’t
let it stop.”

Jennifer tore off her
t-shirt and bent forward as far as she could, draping herself over
the small stool that came with the machine, so she could put
maximum pressure on her clit. She didn’t say much more, just a
series of “Ohs” and “Ahs” as she humped herself against the
vibrating mat. She didn’t need to move for the vibration, but it
looked like she was also rubbing her clit over the vibrating
pebbled surface.

Then she’d had enough.
Jennifer sat up straight and turned to look at us, her nipples hard
and her chest bright red, a big smile on her face.

“That was incredible. Can I
buy five visits for two hundred?”

“Of course,” I
answered.

“Me too,” Alice always liked
a bargain.

Betty didn’t wait. She was
already stripping when Jennifer stood up. Betty didn’t have an
attractive body. Her husband was obese, and Betty was on her way.
She didn’t bother changing the attachments on the machine. She just
gave the attachments she’d purchased, still sealed in their
original packages, to Jennifer.

Betty’s stomach bulged, and
one breast was small and pointy while the other was average size.
Her pussy was covered with dark hair, grown so thick we couldn’t
see her slit. She was a wonderful, warm-hearted person whose looks
did not seem to concern her. How she looked didn’t mean anything to
us either. We only cared about her personality. It sounds like a
cliché, and maybe with some women it was, but not with us. We liked
Betty.

She wasn’t bashful as she
rubbed lube between her legs and sat on the dildo. Betty didn’t
make any adjustments; she just sat down all the way to the base and
turned on the rotation and the vibration. She didn’t ease her way
into it, either. Betty started with the machine set close to high
and approached her climax almost immediately.

Betty wasn’t a talker,
except to say, “This is wonderful,” followed by a lot of grunts and
moans, punctuated by a series of “Ahs” and “Ohs.”

She rode the machine for a
long time, leaning forward, then sitting straight upright, even
leaning backward, supporting herself by hanging onto the back edge
of the machine.

Betty hadn’t had sex in a
very long time, and she was needy. I don’t know how many times she
came, but by the time she’d had enough, the settings were at their
maximum.

She didn’t try to cover up
when she sat on the couch with us. She just put her shirt beneath
herself to protect my furniture.

“I… let me catch my breath…
I want in on the five visits for two hundred, but we don’t have
much money,” she was still gasping for breath. I had the machine
about a third paid for, if Betty could raise the funds.

“And I got Betty’s new, in
the package, attachments out of the deal,” Jennifer
said.

“And I’m never cleaning mine
because I want to catch whatever Jennifer has that makes her so
sexy,” Betty smiled. I guess she was concerned about her looks—more
than we knew.

“I’m next,” Alice said
excitedly, stripping herself bare, her huge breasts wobbling as she
placed her new attachments in place. Alice now had the jumbo dildo
and a smaller one behind it that looked like a man’s
finger.

“You’re going to put the
finger in your asshole?” Betty seemed shocked by the idea. “You can
do that?”

I stroked Betty’s mousey
brown hair. “It’s wonderful.”

“I still wish I had a man
watching me. I want to see if I’m sexy enough if just watching me
will make a man hard. Plus, I want to see a hard cock,” Alice
said.

“If you promise not to touch
it, I might be able to get you one,” I offered.

“I promise, I promise.
Anything you want.” She looked so hopeful her fantasy might come
true.

I picked up my cell phone
and called Bill. “Come in here. Take off all your clothes in the
kitchen and come in here naked.”

He knew what we’d been
doing, and he’d been watching from the monitor in the garage. I
hoped he hadn’t been playing with himself too much. Alice had
impaled herself on her double dildos by the time Bill walked in the
room. He was completely naked, his hands held over his semi-hard
cock.

“Oh, wow,” Alice said. The
other girls just stared as Jennifer moved to cover herself. Betty
didn’t move, but her eyes grew to the size of saucers, and her
nipples hardened.

Bill had gotten himself into
incredible physical shape before we went to the resort, and we’d
both maintained our training after we returned. He looked
great.

“Here’s the deal, honey.
Your job is to show Alice your cock and watch her ride the Sybian.
You cannot touch her even though I know you want to maul her boobs,
but you can jack-off if you get excited enough. Deal?”

“Okay, deal,” he was staring
at my friend’s quivery tits.

Alice started the rotation
and the vibration, her eyes never wavering from my husband’s
exposed cock. As she groaned, he began to grow; when she held one
of her breasts up and sucked a nipple into her mouth, his cock
reached full size.

Bill doesn’t have a small
cock—it’s more than enough to satisfy me—and judging by Alice’s
groaning, enough to satisfy her too.

As Alice reached the edge of
orgasm, she turned the machine off to sit puffing and watching my
husband pull on his erection.

“Why did you stop?” he
asked.

“I’m edging,” Alice
answered. “I get right to the edge of orgasm, as many times as I
can stand, then when I can’t hold back, I cum.”

“Why?” Jennifer
asked.

“Because when I do climax,
it’s the best feeling in the world. All those frustrated orgasms
seem to amplify each other, and they make me ache to cum and, when
I finally do cum, it’s better than ever,” she explained, starting
the vibrations again.

“Am I making you hard,
Bill?” she panted. “Am I making you want to fuck me?” She was
getting close again. Her orgasm had built fast.

“Yes, I’d like to fuck you.
I’d like to shove my cock in your mouth right now,” Bill said,
almost driving her over the edge before she could stop the
machine.

Panting, Alice raised
herself a little from the pebbled mat giving us a view of her
throbbing, drooling pussy.

“How does it feel in your
ass?” Jennifer asked.

“Awesome, the two make me
feel like I’m filled with cock.” She was panting as she looked at
my husband. “All I need is one in my mouth.”

She was getting closer each
time and hanging on the very edge of orgasm longer. Her lower body
trembled, and her thighs quivered, and she moaned the entire time.
She rubbed her thighs near her pussy before she’d tried to stop
moving entirely. She worked on her breasts, holding them and
sucking her hard nipples until the sensations became too much for
her.

Her pussy was a throbbing
wet mess, and her clitoris was visible, peeking out from under its
protective hood, just like a miniature cock. I wanted to suck it
and have her cum with my face between her legs.

I whispered in her ear, so
the others couldn’t hear, “I want to suck your clit.” Alice moaned
loudly and held herself perfectly still to keep from tipping over
the edge into orgasm.

“What did you say, tell us?”
Betty demanded, and Jennifer joined in.

“I told her that her clit
looked good enough to eat.”

Alice moaned again, and my
husband jacked his cock even harder. Betty and Jennifer just looked
at each other before Betty eased her bulk to the floor and spread
Jennifer’s legs. I don’t think she’d ever eaten pussy before, but
judging by Jennifer’s reaction, Betty was a quick
learner.

“Am I turning you on, Bill?”
Alice asked. “Do you like looking at me naked?”

“Yessss.” My husband
was staring at her. “You’re so sexy. If Mary would let me, I’d fuck
you right now.”

It was the right thing to
say. Alice turned the machine back on, and this time, she didn’t
stop. Her eyes didn’t leave my husband’s cock; she surrendered to
her climax.

From where I was, I could
hear the wet, squishy sounds of her pussy as she came. She didn’t
say anything, just howled as though in pain. The edging she’d done
and the sight of a very hard cock drove her to a level of pleasure
she’d hadn’t experienced in a long time.

Behind me, I heard Jennifer
cum as Betty worshipped her pussy. Bill followed my unspoken wishes
and held off cumming. His cock was too sensitive to touch, but it
jerked on its own and dripped pre-cum.

Alice took a long time
recovering. Before she got off the machine, she asked Bill one last
question.

“Do I look sexy to you? Did
I really turn you on, Bill? You can tell me the truth.” Alice’s
husband had done a job on her, even if unintentionally. She was no
longer sure any man would want her.

“Yes, you turned me on;
you’re so fucking sexy, Alice. If Mary gave the word, I’d bury my
prick inside you. I wouldn’t last long right now, but I’d take my
time when we did it again.” Bill said the right thing. I could see
and feel my friend perk up, and I knew Bill had told her the truth.
Fortunately for me, my husband liked to watch. He saved himself for
me.

Betty and Jennifer were
relaxing against each other on the couch when I helped Alice off
the Sybian. Her legs were as wobbly as her breasts. Bill offered to
help, but he was still so hard, I thought it might not be a good
idea for him to touch Alice’s deliciously soft skin.

“What about you two?” Betty
asked. “We’ve all had our… um… fun. I know Bill’s ready to go. How
about you?”

I wasn’t sure about having
sex with my husband in front of my friends. Still, after what
they’d done in front of us, combined with the pressure building
between my legs…

“Okay,” I said, and I began
taking off my clothes. Alice stood up as quickly as her wobbly legs
would let her and helped me strip. She kissed each part of me as it
was exposed. I particularly loved the feel of her soft lips on my
nipples. She lowered my panties and licked the length of my slit
before sucking on my clit. Just hours before, what she’d done would
have been considered scandalous by the group.

Her mouth felt so good; I
was disappointed when Bill pulled me away and pointed me toward the
Sybian. My disappointment disappeared as soon as my jumbo dildo
slid inside me. I was wet and excited and so turned on by what we’d
been doing for the past several hours, the firm plastic cock met no
resistance as it filled and stretched me.

Bill turned the rotation and
vibration to high, and before long, I was bent at the waist, my
clit mashed against the heavily vibrating mat. I moved my hands to
hold my ass open for my husband. The jumbo dildo filled me
completely, and I was worried that just touching my tight hole
would be enough to set Bill off.

I heard myself wailing as he
penetrated me without cumming. His cock plunged in so deep his
balls were pushed against the rotating dildo and my
pussy.

I couldn’t have held back my
orgasm if I’d tried. I felt as though every ounce of my sexual
energy was being sucked out of my body. My pussy, clit, and ass
were on fire. Bill was pumping his cum into me as my pussy
spasmed.

Then it was over, and the
machine was turned off. Bill pulled out of me with a wet sucking
sound. I laid where I was, only partially aware of my surroundings.
I watched in a haze as Jennifer dressed. She bent over and kissed
me.

“I’ll call you. I want to
try this thing with my husband. Love you.” Then she was
gone.

Betty and Alice remained on
the couch, occasionally kissing and caressing each other. Betty was
mesmerized by Alice’s oversized breasts. I think Alice just liked
sex so much, particularly with women, that she’d have stayed for
anyone.




Chapter 6

 


Jennifer did call with a
fascinating proposition. After some mundane conversation, she
broached the subject.

“I’ve never told any of you
my secret, but I have an idea, so… here goes.” She said,
mysteriously.

“My husband has a big cock.
Actually, it’s immense, and most of the time, it’s too big for me.
It’s always been our secret, of course. It’s frustrating for both
of us. I want to be able to take him. He’s my husband, and I love
him, but I’m just not able to satisfy him the right way most of the
time.

“I loved what we did at your
house. I was so turned on watching you and your husband. I didn’t
run away because I was embarrassed; I ran away because I was too
excited.” She paused for a moment. “Does that make
sense?”

“It does. How about when it
was just us girls? How was that for you?”

Jennifer sighed into the
phone. “I didn’t think I’d ever like something like that, and I
would have thought it was perverted and wrong. Maybe it was just
the moment and everything that was happening, but I loved what
Betty did for me. Am I a lesbian?”

“No,” I laughed. “You’re
human and, better yet, a woman. Betty did it for herself as much as
for you. Do you want to try something like that again?”

“I might,” she answered
tentatively. “Yes, I definitely might, but that’s not why I called.
So, here’s the deal. I know you like them big; I saw you on the
Sybian, and I’ve heard… things. How about if I trade you a night
with Fred for a night with the machine? You can do anything you
like because I trust you. You can even have Bill there if you’d
feel better. I don’t care. I just want the Sybian experience again,
and I need a ‘Fred’ break,” she finished in a rush. After catching
her breath, she continued. “Fred needs something, too. He’s getting
frustrated, and I’m afraid he might start looking around. I don’t
want to lose him. I’m trusting you.”

That night I talked things
over with Bill. As soon as he understood where I was going with the
story, his cock began to grow, and he couldn’t hide it. The idea of
watching me with another big cock was painfully exciting for him. I
made it clear I wouldn’t do anything without his approval. If he
didn’t want me to make the trade with Jennifer, I wouldn’t do it.
Of course, he’d lose the opportunity to watch her ride the Sybian
again, but still, if he wanted me to call it off, I
would.

I’d always been in awe of
Jennifer though I’ve been told our bodies are very similar. That’s
all well and good and nice to hear, but naturally, I’m able to
locate every flaw in my appearance. I’ve never seen Jennifer as
anything but perfect.

She’d always seemed so
sophisticated and elegant, so “pulled-together.” Seeing her let
loose on the Sybian was a revelation to me. I expected it from
Betty, the poor woman had been denied for so long, and I knew what
Alice could do. But Jennifer amazed me, and now, she wanted me to…
there was no other word for it… fuck her husband for
her!

Jennifer and Fred arrived on
a Saturday evening two weeks later. Our kids were on another
overnight with some friends—there seemed to be a sleepover at
someone’s house every weekend, and we’d even played host when it
was our turn.

Jennifer looked nervous when
she stepped inside our house.

I’d met Fred a couple of
times—he was a big man with a mass of wild black hair on his head
and more sticking out the top of his shirt. It turned out that
Fred’s entire body was covered in thick black hair. This was
something new to me, and I found I liked it. But I’m getting ahead
of myself, again. Calm down, Mary!

He greeted me with a huge
smile and a hug. He knew what would happen, but his smile and
greeting seemed genuinely friendly and not at all
creepy.

Jennifer and I drank wine
while the men had beers. We sat on our back deck and watched the
sun go down. It was a quiet, peaceful time and helped calm the
anxiety we were all feeling. I talked quietly with Fred, trying to
get to know him better.

“You know, I’ve never
actually made love to a woman,” he said.

I looked at him in shock.
“What about your wife?”

“I’ve never been able to
get… excuse my language I don’t mean to offend you. I’ve never been
able to get more than the tip inside… you know ... ever,” Fred
said. “Jennifer told me a little about you, and again, I don’t want
to offend, but I have some hopes.”

I felt my pussy tingling as
he talked. I liked the sound of his voice, and while the things he
was telling me weren’t seductive—far from it—they were
sexual, and I could feel his anticipation.

“So, I think we should do
things this way,” Jennifer began, “because I’m already so turned
on, I can’t stand anymore waiting.”

Fred laughed and, after a
brief pause, we all joined him. Even Jennifer was laughing at
herself.

“I’m going to ride the
Sybian and watch my husband fuck my best friend,” she
said.

“What about me?” Bill
asked.

“You get to watch and wank
off if you want,” I answered him.

“Cool.” My husband has a way
with words.

Jennifer led the way into
the living room, where I had everything set up. The machine was on
an old comforter, and we’d hauled in a single mattress and arranged
it sideways in the front of the Sybian. Our coffee table had been
pushed off to the side to make room.

Jennifer wasted no time
taking off the few items of clothing she was wearing and
encouraging all of us to strip with her.

“Mary, is it alright if I
make out with Fred for a while first? I think I’d like to be with
my husband before we start.”

After an extended period of
heavy kissing and groping, we switched men. It was interesting to
watch Bill as his lips explored Jennifer’s mouth. I felt jealous of
my husband kissing and… fondling… another woman! The bastard
had his hand between her legs! The fact Fred had a much larger
finger stroking my clit didn’t make it right, but my husband’s
description of “delicious agony” suddenly took on a whole new
meaning for me.

I was relieved when Jennifer
began lubing herself and the machine, leaving my husband with a
throbbing erection to watch her. Fred stretched out on the
mattress, and I bent to lick his large cock.

Jennifer hadn’t exaggerated.
Fred was hung. Not as large as James, but still long and very thick
with a prominent vein and a large cockhead. He was uncircumcised,
which I liked.

Jennifer eased herself down
on the machine’s dildo and started the rotation, all the while
staring at her husband and me. I climbed Fred’s body and lowered my
pussy directly onto his face to make sure I was wet, open, and
ready for him. He had practiced oral skills—he knew how to suck and
lick my clit, how to nibble on my labia while sucking my entire
pussy into his mouth. In no time, my moans matched Jennifer’s, and
I could feel how wet I was.

Jennifer groaned, and the
machine’s vibrations increased. I lay on my back and insisted Fred
use lube on his cock and my pussy—I wasn’t going with just natural
lubrication. He lined up his swollen cock and began penetrating me.
The feel of his enormous prick splitting me open was amazing. I
concentrated on how he opened me and the feel of his hot cock when
he pushed in two or three inches. He held still then as I adjusted
to his girth.

When I urged him with my
hands on his hips, he pushed back in, much further this time. I
could feel, actually feel his foreskin rolling back and
forth against the walls of my stretched vagina. It felt so good I
begged him to fuck me. I wanted all the pleasure he could
give.

Fred added more lube as he
went until he pushed all the way inside, stretching me almost to my
limit and pulling my vagina inside out when he withdrew. I lost
myself in the sensations even as I wished he was long enough to
slide under my cervix, but a girl can’t have everything, and what
he had was damn good.

I lost track of Jennifer as
her husband fucked me. I heard her—our moans and groans probably
seemed like the soundtrack of a poor porno, but they were
authentic.

When he was in as far as he
could go, Fred kissed me. I felt his hunger, igniting my own. His
kiss was so intimate I felt my pussy flooding. It was spectacular
to feel my body let go. I wanted to be fucked.

“Oh, Fred. Fuck her, fuck
her hard,” Jennifer wailed as she turned the Sybian to its
maximum.

Fred was in so deep his
balls hit my ass—it felt wonderful to be so full of cock. I fucked
back at him, lifting my ass off the mattress and pulling him in by
his hips.

I looked over at Jennifer.
She was red in the face and humping against the wildly vibrating
mat.

“Thank you, Jennifer. Oh…
thank you!” I wailed.

My husband was standing next
to the machine, watching all three of us.

“Come on me, Bill,” Jennifer
wailed as she held her hand under her breast. “On my
tits.”

I could feel my orgasm
approaching as Bill exploded on Jennifer’s breast; his sperm
dripped off her nipple. The sensation of my husband’s cock pumping
cum on her was enough to push Jennifer over the edge. As she came,
so did I. Fred was still pounding me, but he stopped moving as his
huge cock began pumping load after load deep inside my womb. The
sensations were too much for me, and I came a second
time.

We talked and drank more
before Jennifer went down on her husband. “Went down” is probably
the wrong way to put it—she couldn’t fit him inside her mouth, but
she did use her tongue to clean him as he grew hard
again.

Bill and I held each other
close, watching the happy couple and whispering to each
other.

“Are we okay?” I asked
him.

“More than okay, you were
fantastic,” he whispered back. “I wanted to be in your
ass.”

I slapped him on the
shoulder just as Jennifer asked, “What are you two whispering
about?”

“I was telling Mary I wanted
to fuck her ass while Fred fucked her pussy.” My husband was a damn
tell-all.

Fred’s cock was suddenly
hard. It didn’t stand upright—it was too big and heavy for that—but
it gained its full length.

“I think I’d like to see
that,” Jennifer said. “I might be too tender for full speed on the
Sybian, but maybe if I kept the vibration speed down, I’d be okay.
I’m still pretty turned on.”

I wasn’t sure if this was a
good idea, but I found myself well lubricated and sitting on Fred’s
erection. My pussy was swollen and tender, but I was able to work
him back inside carefully. Once in, all the wonderful feelings
returned as his foreskin peeled back and forth. The large hard vein
on his cock added even more stimulation. I was losing myself to the
sensations when I felt my husband spreading my ass cheeks to open
me up.

As Bill pushed inside, I
held still, except to add more lube as he went until I was filled
with cock. The sex-crazed maniac inside me was turned loose, and I
was yelling, begging them to fuck me with their wonderful
dicks.

As they got their rhythm
going, I lost all contact with reality. All that mattered were the
sensations caused by the two men, who were separated from each
other by only a thin nerve-filled membrane.

I think I heard Jennifer
urging them on, telling them to fuck me like they paid for it.
Maybe it was just in my head. The source didn’t matter; it all just
increased my pleasure. We were so dirty, and it felt so good. When
the men came inside me, I went over the edge again—feeling their
throbbing shafts deep inside. The aching pounding released my
orgasm, and I felt it in every part of my body.

Both Jennifer and Fred gave
me lingering goodbye kisses before dressing and leaving. Jennifer
whispered she wished she was me. I whispered back I’d always wanted
to be her.

I was nervous when I crawled
into bed with my husband. I cuddled next to him, resting my head on
his chest, his arm around my shoulder.

“It was a crazy night,
wasn’t it?” I began.

“You were… beyond
description.”

I was a little taken back by
his comment. Was it good or bad to be ‘beyond description?’ I
needed to use tact. I snuggled against him some more and
smiled.

“How was I beyond
description?”

“You are so wonderful and
sexy, and the way you give yourself is like a fantasy you keep
fulfilling.”

Ah, so good ‘beyond
description.’

“You really like big cocks,
and I really like watching you. We’re a perfect match.”

“And you like my butt,” I
added.

“And I like your butt,” he
agreed.

“Would you pick up the kids
tomorrow morning? I’m not sure how well I’ll be sitting,” I
giggled. I may have been laughing on the outside, but on the
inside, I knew I’d be sore. I smiled; it was worth a little
soreness.




Chapter 7

 


Things returned to normal
for a while. We worked, did our parenting thing, life was pretty
good for us. I even met the girls for drinks after work one
day.

“How’s the machine? Have you
worn it out yet?” Betty asked.

“Better yet, have you rented
it enough to pay for it?” Alice wanted to know.

“The machine’s just fine, I
haven’t worn it out, and it’s not paid for,” I smiled.

Betty looked down at her
drink. “I want to use it again, but our budget is pretty thin.” I
was about to give in and let her use it for free—free for each of
them. I knew Betty needed the release the machine provided more
than anyone else probably did. That’s when she said, “But I’ve got
fifty dollars saved. I was going to spend on something special for
myself, and I can’t think of anything more special.”

Betty valued an hour of
orgasms more than new clothes. At first, it seemed like heresy
against all women, everywhere. Then it didn’t. It sounded just
about right.

“I want to use it again too,
but I don’t want my husband anywhere near me when I do,” Alice was
looking into my eyes as though to add, ‘but I want you to be
near me.’

A jolt went through me. I
wanted to be with Alice, too. What was wrong with me? Hadn’t I had
enough lesbian sex at the resort? I just smiled back at her,
chasing the lesbian thought around in my head without catching
it.

Jennifer put her hand on my
leg under the table, causing me to look up at her. But Jennifer
just continued to smile as she raised her glass in a toast.
Everybody joined in, ignorant of the private party we’d had
together.

“How’s Fred doing these
days?” I asked.

“He’s been outstanding
lately. I… sort of… remind him to lube first, and now we’re having
a better time in bed. I knew about lubrication, of course, but he
never thought he needed it, for some goofy guy reason.”

“So, it’s better with him
now?”

“Oh yes,” she
blushed.

Betty and Alice didn’t know
the whole story, but they raised their glasses in another toast,
anyway.

Betty came over a few nights
later, and Bill and I entertained the kids in the basement family
room with pizza and their favorite animated movies. They watched,
transfixed as we all overate. It was great.

Betty was upstairs in our
bedroom alone with the Sybian. Whenever Bill or I would go up to
the kitchen, we’d be able to hear her moaning and the sound of the
machine running at full speed right through the ceiling. We kept
the kids occupied until she left. I found a check with a thank you
note on the dining room table.

I wasn’t comfortable with
the arrangement, and we agreed never again to rent the Sybian with
the kids in the house. Even though Betty was two floors away,
behind a locked door, I was still uncomfortable. Alice had an
entirely different proposal.

“I’d like to rent your
machine, but I want you to be with me. You know. Helping
me?”

“By ‘helping,’ you mean what
exactly?”

“Oh, you know. Sucking on my
nipples, stuff like that.”

That night, I talked it over
with Bill. We were nearing the end of summer by then, and I’d be
back teaching in a few weeks. I was looking for one more adventure
before we were buried with projects and the winter weather
came.

It would just be Alice and
myself, so Bill wouldn’t be there. He’d seen me with women before
and knew I sometimes enjoyed the sensual nature of other women
without a man around. Bill wanted to play golf, anyway. All he
asked was I tell him what happened.

We snuck the Sybian out of
the house and into my car for the drive to Alice’s. Bill didn’t
know where I was headed, and I had no idea what his exact plans
were. We should have talked.

Alice was different this
time.

“We’re going to do things my
way. I have a fantasy, and you’ve always been a part of it. It
involves me tying you and having you do whatever I want you to
do.”

I’d never been tied up
before, but the idea had intrigued me in the past. I’d even tried
it with Bill, but we’d giggled and laughed so hard at the
ridiculous efforts that we’d quickly given up. I’d even
masturbated, imaging my legs and arms—except for one hand, of
course—were bound. As for obeying Alice’s orders, all I could think
of were orders to eat her pussy, something I was more than willing
to do, anyway.

“Okay, but you can’t hurt
me.”

Alice pulled me close and
softly kissed me, her hands caressing my smaller breasts. “I’d
never hurt you. Any time you want to stop, just say ‘stop,’ and
everything ends.”

Her mouth and soft voice
were turning me on. I returned her kiss and lifted one of her large
breasts from inside her blouse. She started undressing me, taking
care to touch and kiss me as she went. It was a repeat of the
Sybian party, and I loved it just as much as I had then. When I was
completely naked, and she discovered how wet I was, she produced a
length of very soft, white silk rope.

The rope itself was
beautiful, and I wanted to admire it, but Alice was busy tying my
arms behind my back. I expected her to tie only my wrists, but she
tied my forearms, causing my back to arch and my breasts to become
more prominent.

When she had me the way she
wanted, she slowly undressed. First, removing her blouse and
offering her breasts to me, one at a time, rubbing their large
softness over my face and tits before ordering me to suck one and
bite the nipple. Alice liked to have her nipples bitten. She moaned
as I gnawed down hard enough to leave teeth marks.

She’d shaved her pussy. The
excitement of fulfilling her fantasy made her pant as she pushed my
head between her legs. Her soft thighs pressed on my ears as I
licked her dewy velvety folds and swollen clit.

I was caught up in the
moment, enjoying the sensation of silk ropes limiting my movements
and forcing me to use only my mouth and lips to satisfy her. My
excitement had been building. I wanted her mouth on me or, better
yet, a hard dick inside me!

Alice climbed on the Sybian.
She didn’t need much lubrication, even on the finger dildo for her
ass. She ordered me to kiss and lick every exposed surface of her
body as the machine vibrated madly between her legs.

I first kissed and tasted
her thighs, feeling the wild vibrations through my lips. Then I
spent a lot of time on her huge breasts. Her areolas were so large;
I had a hard time sucking one into my mouth. I bit her nipples,
then knelt so I could rub our nipples together, which made her
groan. As I worked on her back and ass, I let the rear of the
machine grind against my pussy. It wasn’t enough, but it was
something, and my need was growing.

The front door suddenly
opened, and Alice’s husband John walked in carrying a golf bag, and
my husband was with him! They’d been golfing together.

It took John a moment to see
and understand what was happening. Bill understood immediately and
simply stood quietly, taking in the scene. John, however, stopped
in shocked surprise to see his wife in the middle of the room on a
big vibrating machine and her friend with her arms tied behind her
back, sucking and biting his wife’s nipple. John’s face broke into
a huge smile as I froze. My mind was desperately empty.

“John,” Alice said. “You
won’t believe what this machine does for me.” She was panting as
she spoke. “Please, John, I’m so close to cumming. Does this turn
you on to see? Show me your cock. Let me see both your
cocks!”

Alice had forgotten about
me, but John and Bill hadn’t. They moved to the side to see us
better.

I was surprised at how good
John looked naked; I had no idea how strong he was. I was also
surprised at the size of his rapidly inflating member. He wasn’t
huge or even close, but he had a good-sized, nice-looking
cock.

“Do you like seeing your
wife like this, John? My pussy’s on fire from this machine. There’s
even a big dildo inside me, vibrating and rotating… oh… oh… these
are the controls,” she said, handing the box to her
husband.

“These controls can make the
thing vibrate harder?”

“Oh God, John, yes.”
Alice was trying not to cum again as her husband turned the
controls to the highest settings. We all could hear the vibrations
speed up.

“Ah… John… I… I can’t
hold back.” Alice was hanging on to the front edge of the
machine. Her orgasm had conquered her; it took over her
body.

John’s large cock was
bobbing, and I sat on my haunches before him. I was naked, my arms
tied behind my back, staring at his cock. I had to stop myself from
taking it in my mouth. But John read my mind and moved
closer.

Still holding the box, he
lifted his wife’s substantial breast and offered me the nipple to
continue sucking. Alice turned her head and saw his erection. She
was vibrating so wildly that all she could do was groan and give
into another orgasm, which turned her body to wet, spasming
jelly.

Alice fell off the Sybian,
leaving the mat vibrating wildly and the dildo rotating so fast, I
was afraid it would tear itself loose. I wondered how she could
have handled the machine at full speed.

His cock was throbbing as
John helped his wife to sit on the edge of the sofa, her legs
spread wide, her pussy still pulsating. Her hole was opening and
closing of its own accord, and lubrication, most of it hers, was
dripping onto the seat cushion.

“I think you should clean
that up,” John said to me.

I’d been staring at his
wife’s pussy. I crawled to her and put my mouth on
her.

“Oh… Mary… ah,
yes.”

I could hear John behind me
grunting as he stroked his cock. I was reacting to the
situation—tied and helpless with my face buried in his wife’s
pussy. I knew John would meet no resistance if he pushed his cock
inside me.

Bill was sitting next to
Alice, his fist rapidly stroking his swollen cock. I saw my husband
nod to John and point at me with his chin, giving his friend
permission to fuck me.

John pulled my hips up and
rubbed his cock head on my dripping pussy; only a slight push
buried him inside. It suddenly hit me; I was being fucked by
another man in front of my husband again. Not only that but my arms
were tied behind my back as John held me by the rope and slowly
fucked my pussy.

My face was still buried in
his wife’s wet, pulsating pussy, her juices covering me and slid
down my throat. It was almost perfect—a cock inside me, my husband
looking on with his cock in his hand, and a very wet, very excited
pussy in my face. Even the rope added to the erotic nature of the
scene. I loved not being offered a choice.

I heard and felt Alice reach
another orgasm. She squeezed my face with her thighs, blotting out
all sound as John moved faster inside me. I could feel my muscles
tighten as my orgasm approached. It wasn’t just John’s cock. It was
also his balls slapping against my clit every time he pushed
inside.

“Make her cum, John. Fuck my
wife as hard as you can.” My husband wanted me fucked. This was our
fantasy, and it was enough to push me over the edge. As I came, I
turned my head to see Bill’s cum shooting into the air and onto his
stomach. The combination was too much for John—his cock lurched and
jerked inside me, filling me with his hot seed.

“Did you like it? Being tied
up, I mean,” Bill asked me as Alice and John retreated to their
bedroom.

“I did if you did,” I
answered, feeling submissive. We could hear Alice wailing as John
fucked her.

“Good,” he said, untying me
before my hands went completely numb. “I have some
ideas.”

I was conflicted. I tried to
reason with myself—I shouldn’t want to be tied up and just fucked.
It just felt wrong. On the other hand, there was no denying the
excitement I’d felt even though I knew I wouldn’t have felt so
excited if I hadn’t been naked with Alice at the time.

I wondered what it would be
like to be tied and treated like a genuine submissive? Maybe even
led around by a leash? I shuddered at the thought.




Chapter 8

 


Scarlett called me! She’d
come home from the resort and postponed her wedding and weathering
the storm from her fiancé and their families. She needed a friend
who understood what had happened to her at the resort. Other than
James and Bill, I was the one who understood. I invited her over,
but with one thing or another, we had to schedule an evening a
month out for her to visit. I was looking forward to getting to
know her better.

Bill and I had gone back to
using fantasy to enliven our sex lives. The problem was since we’d
lived the dream, talking about things that hadn’t happened wasn’t
the turn-on it had once been. We’d reminisced so much about our
experiences that the memories were wearing thin like old letters
that had been opened and refolded too many times. The thrill was
still there, but we needed to make new memories.

One night, we hired a
babysitter and went out to eat. I’d been horny all day—maybe it was
the right time of the month—and the wine I’d had with dinner added
fuel to the fire. After eating, we went to the bar. There was a
good crowd, and we grabbed the last table for two with a view of
the action.

As we had our second drink,
I noticed a man watching me—a beautiful young man looking very
uncomfortable in an expensive gray pinstriped suit. He tried hard
not to let me catch him looking, but the harder he tried not to get
caught, the more I noticed him checking me out.

I was better at not getting
caught than he was—I noticed the bulge in the front of his pants,
for one thing. I shifted in my seat to give him a long look under
my skirt, and his lump grew larger. My young man was seriously
hung.

Bill and I had been back
from the resort for several months, and the sex we’d been having
with each other had been fantastic. The Sybian and all the action
with the girls had added to my hunger. Fucking other men was an
addiction. As much as I tried to deny it, I needed more, and so did
Bill.

When I caught my young man
looking at me like a piece of meat he wanted to eat, my heart began
to pound. My palms were wet, and I felt the familiar slight upset
in my stomach. I don’t remember thinking about what I was doing
when I moved in my seat and completely opened my legs for him. I
don’t know how much he could see, but I could feel my dampness when
I exposed myself.

I didn’t say anything to
Bill, I probably should have, but I was too caught up in the
moment. The return of the old thrill had turned me on. I wanted to
feel that hard lump as my husband watched.

“You’ve been staring at me.
Do you like what you see?” I asked him. My voice didn’t sound
right. I was nervous and scared.

“Yes.” He looked as nervous
as I felt. “You’re a beautiful woman.”

“How much of me did you
see?” I asked, cutting to the chase.

“I saw enough to know I want
to see more, but isn’t that your husband watching us?” We both
turned and looked at Bill. My husband had his legs crossed as he
smiled at us.

“Do you care if he’s my
husband?” I asked, putting my hand on the young man’s
arm.

“I guess not, if you don’t
care,” he answered carefully, his eyes on mine.

“You don’t you care if he
watches us talk?” I asked, this time looking directly at the lump
in his pants. He followed my eyes, and when he realized what I was
looking at, his lump grew. I smiled as I watched him
swell.

“Do you have a big
cock?”

“That’s two questions,” he
said, smiling at me and putting his arm around me to hug me so my
hip touched the bulge in his pants. “I don’t care if you’re married
or if your husband watches us… talk. Do you think I have a big
cock?” He moved his body, so his lump rubbed against me. I felt it
growing larger by the second.

“This must be uncomfortable
for you, keeping him restrained,” I said, my hand stroking him as
his cock tried to unbend, but it was too confined. “How about if we
go someplace where we can get things straightened out between
us?”

I know it was the memory of
the hotwife resort causing me to act so flagrantly in a public bar.
As hot as I was, a small part of me was ashamed of my behavior. I
wasn’t like this, at least not away from the resort where it was
okay to be flagrant. Everyone there was naked and fucking each
other in the open. My hormones had run wild, untethered from polite
society. But we weren’t at the resort now; we were at home and in
public. We weren’t even in the house with my girlfriends and the
Sybian.

The sensation of stroking
his cock was making me light-headed. I felt my pussy swelling in
anticipation. I could have sworn I could even smell my
arousal.

“Would your husband want to
join us?” he asked.

“Not if you don’t want him
to. But, he only wants to watch and maybe touch
himself.”

“I don’t want to see another
man’s prick. How about if we go to my place, and he stays out in
the living room?”

I felt myself gush with
excitement even as I felt a certain amount of guilt. The guilt
didn’t stand a chance against the throbbing between my legs. I
wanted this man!

“I’ll ride with you. Give me
a minute to explain to Bill, my husband. If you’re parked in the
lot, he can follow us. By the way, what’s your name?” I asked
belatedly.

“Anthony,” he answered,
finishing his beer.

I walked over to our table,
and my lips just touched Bill’s ear. “His name is Anthony. We’re
going to his house, I’m riding with him, and I’m going to fuck him
while you wait in the living room.” Gathering my things and without
waiting for an answer, I joined Anthony, and we walked toward the
door together. I knew Bill would follow us.

I snuggled against Anthony’s
arm as we left the bar and into the parking lot. My body was
thrilled by the contact, but my mind was racing. The idea of
fucking Anthony excited me partly because Bill and I had made up
fantasies initially, and the first one had been an imaginary
situation much like this.

In our fantasy, I’d allowed
a man to pick me up and take me to our hotel room while Bill hid in
a closet and watched us. We’d both been so excited, our lovemaking
had been frantic, and I orgasmed repeatedly. For days, it seemed,
all I could think of was the feel of another man’s cock inside me
while my husband watched and jacked off. I couldn’t get that
fantasy out of my head, and here I was, leaving a bar on the arms
of another man, a man who would soon be fucking me. Despite our
time at the resort and all I’d done with my girlfriends, that first
fantasy still had power for me.

Best of all, this man had a
large cock, and I wanted to explore him, taste him, and fuck him
until he couldn’t get it up again. I wanted to be the best piece of
ass he’d ever had. I wanted him to dream about me, to lust after me
in his memories. I was determined to milk this experience for all
it was worth.

As soon as I was in
Anthony’s SUV, I spread my legs and put his hand to my thigh. I
wasn’t shy anymore, I knew what I wanted, and I was quivering with
anticipation. As he ran his hand up my thigh, caressing me, I
reached over and did the same to him. The difference was I ran my
hand up to his erection.

By leaning over the center
console to reach him, I forced his hand further up under my skirt.
By the time his cock was jumping in my hand, his fingers were busy
on my freshly waxed pussy.

It wasn’t a long drive. When
we parked in his driveway, I leaned over to give his now exposed
erection a loving kiss and suck on the large, smooth head. Bill
parked behind us, and I smiled at him when we got out. Anthony was
using his hand to hold his erection, hoping to hide it from the
neighbors. My dress had been pulled up in the car and slid up
further as I struggled to get out of the SUV. Anyone looking would
have seen everything I had.

Bill smiled back at me, and
his pants showed a lump as we all walked to the door and waited for
Anthony to let us in. He had a nice ranch-style home. The
furnishings looked expensive, as though decorated by a
professional.

“My ex-wife is responsible
for all this,” he said. “She chose to leave it.”

A thousand questions went
through my head, but there was no reason for me to care. I wasn’t
planning anything beyond the one night. Besides, he was busy
unbuttoning my blouse while we hungrily kissed.

My hands were on his belt—I
wanted to get at the cock I’d been feeling all night. But before we
could go further, my husband coughed politely and suggested we
might want to find the bedroom.

I made love to his
magnificent prick, stroking and licking him on my knees. He was
almost as long and as big around as James. I had a hard time
believing he was white; his cock was so large.

I felt myself gush as I
worked on him, and I moaned as I tried to get the mushroom-shaped
head into my mouth. He gently laid me on my back on the bed and put
his head between my legs. I would have thought a guy with a cock
like his wouldn’t be as practiced with his mouth, but Anthony knew
what he was doing.

He licked me and sucked my
clit, and I made sure Bill heard me moaning. I wanted him to enjoy
his wife’s slutty ways from the living room.

“Your tongue feels so
good,” I said, knowing Bill would be right outside the door.
“I love when you suck my clit.” Anthony was rapidly building
my excitement with his tongue; he was so good. “He’s going to
make me cum,” I said, picturing my husband stroking himself
faster.

He did—my muscles
contracted, my thighs shook, and I went over the edge, flooding his
mouth with my moisture, screaming as I came. Before I had a chance
to recover, Anthony was on top of me, sliding that beautiful
monster inside. I was still having after-shocks as he eased inside
me, and the combination set me off again. I felt like my climax had
never stopped.

He fucked me relentlessly,
my legs spread wide as he touched me below my cervix, only the
second man ever to be so deep inside my pussy. I loved his
cock.

We didn’t tire for a long
time. I even sat on top of him, and his pubic hair mashed against
my mound. I put my hands on his chest and my feet flat on the bed
to fuck myself on him.

I caught sight of my husband
in the mirror over Anthony’s dresser, peeking in at us with his
erection dripping cum onto the carpet. Anthony had taken command of
my body, at least for the night, and I did have a plan for him. One
he could not possibly anticipate.




Chapter 9

 


When Scarlett came over to
the house a few weeks later, the worst part of the breakup was
behind her, but her emotional scars were still fresh. We sat on the
deck, drank wine, and talked for hours.

Scarlett was as spectacular
looking as I remembered. Her perfect features, vivid red hair, and
ivory white skin were breathtaking. I recalled how she’d looked
after James had given her first taste of his oversized cock. I
wanted to see her looking like that again.

“I don’t know what I’m going
to do, Mary. I’ve broken it off with Kenny, and he’ll never speak
to me again. I’ve gone out with other guys, I’ve even slept with a
few, something I’d never had done before going to the resort, but
nobody compares to James. I can’t seem to connect with any of them
emotionally.”

“We only went to the resort
on a whim, and I had no idea it would be… so open. I knew it was
clothing optional, and sometimes people had sex in the open, but I
didn’t even know what a ‘hotwife’ was before we got there. I just
wanted to see more of the world before I tied myself down. The
resort changed everything for me; James changed everything for me.
Kenny was never a ‘nice guy,’ but now, I know what an asshole he
is, and how lucky I am I talked to you when I did.”

“Do you want to meet a guy
who compares with James between the sheets?” I asked. “They’re
rare.”

“Yes!” Scarlett’s green eyes
lit up.

“You’ll have to share him,
and you might even have to agree to be… you know…
watched.”

“Share him with who… or is
it whom,” she slurred slightly. We’d had a lot of wine.

“With me.”

Scarlett was suddenly
serious. “You know somebody.”

“I do.”

“He’s single, and he’s built
like James?” she asked eagerly, leaning toward me in her
chair.

“He is, and he
is.”

“Take me to him. I want him.
Right now.” Scarlett didn’t need any more wine.

“You’re coming over on
Monday, and it’s all set up. I’m taking a vacation day, and the
kids are in school. We’re going to have fun. Even Bill is staying
home that day.”

“But remember,” I cautioned
her. “Please don’t fall in love with him. He isn’t meant to replace
what a husband can give you emotionally.”

Scarlett was smiling and
nodding along, but I don’t think she understood. Oh, she understood
the words, but I didn’t think she appreciated what I was trying to
tell her.

On Monday, Anthony came to
the door with a bouquet and a smile. His smile faded only slightly
when Bill answered his knock, but he brightened when I wrapped my
arms around him, wearing only a light, transparent robe.

“I hope you’ve been resting
up; you’re going to get doubly lucky today,” I told him as Bill
took the flowers and put them in a vase.

We were sitting on the couch
talking—I sitting next to him with my knees drawn up as he stroked
my leg—when Scarlett walked in. I was looking at Anthony’s eyes
when he saw her. His pupils grew large and his mouth dropped
open.

“This is my friend,
Scarlett. I think you two are going to like each other,” I turned
to Scarlett, “as long as she’s willing to share.”

A few months later, we were
again looking down at the white sand of the Hotwife Resort beach. I
was extra excited because there were four of us on the plane
together. I chanced a glance at my smiling husband—now he had to
keep track of two women.
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Rules for Erotic Hotwife
Truth or Dare

 


Each player writes their
name on two sets of the paper slips provided. Using three hats (or
other containers), deposit one of the sets with everyone’s name
into one of the hats. Divide the remaining slips by sex and deposit
all men into one hat and all the women into another. You should now
have three hats, one with all the names, one with just the men, and
one with just the women.






Rule 1

The players select a
Presenter/Referee. It is preferable that this individual not be
playing the game. Their role is to draw the names of the two
players who will be challenged in the round. Read the card with
their Truth and Dare. Referee any disputes and assign
punishment.






Rule 2

To play Truth and Dare:
Hotwife Resort Style, all players must be completely naked. Let’s
face it—you’re going to get there anyway.






Rule 3

The player selected first
(Player #1) is challenged to answer the Truth question in each
round. The player chosen second (Player #2) assists Player #1 in
performing their Dare. After the round, their names are returned to
the hats. A player’s name may be drawn more than once.






Rule 4

Truths must be answered
within five minutes, and Dares must be performed immediately after
the Truths. In exceptional circumstances, the Presenter may rule
the Dare be performed first.






Rule 5

At any point, other players
may dispute the accuracy of the Truth answer or the performance of
the Dare. If most of the other players agree with the dispute, the
Presenter will pick a punishment from the “Punishment Cards,” being
careful to take the punishments in order.






Rule 6

The Presenter is
responsible for blindly pulling the two players' names to be
challenged in each round. Traditionally, the Presenter will pick a
man and a woman. However, in special situations, the Presenter may
select from the hat containing every player’s names, making it
possible for players of the same sex to be challenged. The
selection of the Presenter is final.






Rule 7

Each Truth and Dare have to
do with sex or require the players to perform sex acts. If any
player is uncomfortable, now is the time to quit. This is Erotic
Truth and Dare.




Chapter 1

 


I read how some wives
developed a “seven-year itch.” The article I read spoke of husbands
taking intimacy for granted after a few years, and how sometimes a
wife would just develop an itch for something, or someone, new. An
itch that intensified until she is tempted to scratch
it.

After reading the article, I
lived in fear of my wife scratching the itch I suspected was
festering inside her. I loved my wife too deeply to ever take her
for granted, but Amanda and I had been married for seven
years.

The first time I’d seen
Amanda, I’d fallen in love with her. Amanda says I’d just fallen in
lust, but on this point, she’s wrong.

She was the most beautiful
woman I’d ever seen. Even the movements of her body were
beautifully graceful and feminine. Amanda would just smile when I
told her how beautiful she was, naïve of how others saw
her.

My future wife stood a
petite five foot two and weighed maybe ninety pounds with shiny
black hair, a thin waist, and huge breasts. I’d been attending a
large business conference as a young assistant vice president when
I’d first seen her.

“Hi, my name is Joshua,” I
told her, sticking out my hand. “I think we should
meet.”

“Amanda,” her smiling eyes
had taken in my face and name tag at a glance. Her touch was
electrifying. I was captivated. “Why should we meet?”

“Because I’m falling in love
with you.” Even if true, it was still a cheesy line. Amanda’s eyes
had snapped up to my face. She appeared ready for imminent
flight.

“Why do you think you’re
falling in love with me?” Amanda cocked her head to the side; her
smile was slightly less guarded. She thought it was a joke. “You
don’t even know me.”

“I want to know you,” I
said. “I want to know everything about you.” Amanda dropped my
hand.

“I’m not that interesting,”
she said flatly. “Does this line work on other women, or did you
pick me to try it out for the first time?”

“I’ve never said any of
these things before,” I said, sensing I was losing her. I needed to
save the situation. “I’ve never felt like this before. I feel as
though I’ve been physically struck.”

I was incredibly stupid.
Nothing would scare a woman faster. Instead, Amanda took a step
back and considered me.

“Please,” I said. “Could we
have coffee together? I promise I’m not a crazy stalker. You’ll be
perfectly safe.” Amanda studied my name tag.

“Do you really work there?”
she pointed at the company name.

“Yes… yes,” I said, handing
her a business card.

“You’re an assistant vice
president?” she was looking at me again. “You’re too
young.”

I told her about my
background and the need the company had for what I did. I told her
a little more about myself and how I became an AVP.

“How about that cup of
coffee?” I asked again with a much more appropriate smile. Amanda’s
face had changed as I’d talked, and she no longer looked as though
she was going to flee.

I was to be a speaker the
following day. Amanda looked at her copy of the agenda and studied
my nametag again.

“You’re one of the speakers
tomorrow? In the general meeting?” she looked confused.

“Have coffee with me, and
when you go back to your office, you can show my card and the
agenda to your boss. It’ll prove you made an important contact and
how smart he was to send you.” Amanda smiled back at me.

“Oh yeah, how important are
you?”

“Well, don’t tell your boss
everything, and this is a secret,” I leaned close to her ear. Her
perfume was exhilarating. “If you think I’m important, then I
am important.”

I looked around as though
someone could be listening before looking back at Amanda. “It’s a
win-win.”

We skipped the afternoon
sessions and sat in the hotel’s restaurant drinking coffee until I
felt jittery. Amanda asked intelligent questions and listened
carefully to my answers. She was smart and quick
thinking.

That night we went on our
first date. From that day forward, she was the only woman I ever
wanted.

On our first date, we
ventured out into the city hosting the conference. We had dinner
and talked. We talked long enough to make the restaurant staff
visibly anxious. Not the most original date, but we were getting to
know each other and exchanging life stories. When we returned to
the hotel, I invited her to have one last drink in the
bar.

“Let’s go to my room
instead. There’s alcohol in the honor bar, and I’ll get some ice,”
Amanda suggested. I’d just been hoping for a final drink in the bar
so that I could get her number or email address. My heart had
stopped beating.

“What would you like?” she
bent to peer in the tiny refrigerator. Her ass was pointed toward
me, and I crossed my legs to hide my growing erection. “We have JD,
beer, wine. Are you looking at my ass? Scotch.”

I almost missed it. I
swallowed hard and said, “I’ll have a beer and your ass,
please.”

Amanda handed me the beer.
“So, you admit it, you were looking at my behind.”

“I’m sorry. Should I leave?”
I put the beer on the coffee table and started to get up. Amanda
shoved me back into the hard hotel couch and straddled my legs to
sit on my lap facing me. She put her arms on either side of my head
and smiled. Amanda was gorgeous.

“So, how was it?” she asked.
I put my arms around her, still afraid of bursting the
bubble.

“How was what?” I asked
stupidly.

“My ass. You were looking at
my ass when I bent over. What’s the verdict?” Amanda’s smile lit up
the room for me.

“Perfect.”

“So, you’re still in love
with me?” she asked.

“Even more,” I
replied.

“I think you might be
infatuated,” her mouth was getting closer.

“No, I’m in love.” Her puffy
lips were so soft. I moaned when she pulled back and smiled before
kissing me again.

She ran the tip of her
tongue over my lips and then replaced it with the tip of her
finger. She was smiling as she touched me. Amanda sighed when I
caressed her full left breast and hard nipple. Then lifted it as if
judging its weight.

Only later did I discover my
wife-to-be had very sensitive breasts. Not just her nipples. Even
touching Amanda’s breasts made her legs spread.

She kissed me more
passionately, and I tugged her blouse out of her skirt and touched
her velvety skin. She was so soft and smooth. I unbuttoned her
blouse, and we laughed when I couldn’t make my fingers work
right.

She unfastened her bra, and
I saw her large, perfect breasts for the first time. They seemed
pale against her olive complexion. Her large deep brown eyes were
half-closed, and I knew she was enjoying my admiration.

I took a nipple in my mouth
and sucked softly, then caressed it with my tongue. My erection
throbbed against her bottom. Amanda moved closer to me, then she
was on my lap and reaching behind herself to feel me. She moaned
when I jerked again, this time in her hand.

I stood, easily holding her,
my hands under her ass. Her skirt pulled up, and she wrapped her
legs around my waist. Amanda’s kisses grew more frantic as I walked
us to the bedroom.

After setting her down on
the bed, I knelt at her feet and urged her to lie back as I ran my
hand up her smooth tanned thighs. She pushed herself up just enough
for me to push her skirt up, exposing her tiny panties. The crotch
was wet enough to make them transparent.

I used a thumb in the leg
hole of her panties to pull them aside so I could lick her waxed,
smooth pussy for the first time. I was looking at and tasting what
I still consider to be perfection.

Amanda groaned whenever my
tongue touched her clitoris, and I concentrated on giving her as
much pleasure as I could. I sucked her clit and its long hood into
my mouth and licked her with small, fast strokes until her thighs
closed on my head, and Amanda began to shake. I could feel her
fingers in my hair, and I could hear her muffled cries.

When her legs relaxed, I
looked up at her. She was smiling down at me.

“Is this what you do on
every first date?” she asked.

“Wait until you find out
what I do on the second date.”

“What makes you think
there’ll be a second date?” she asked.

“I’m willing to do what I
just did, expecting nothing in return, until you agree to marry
me,” I joked, half-serious.

“Nothing in
return?”

“Absolutely nothing. Unless
you want to find out what else I’m willing to do. Of course, that
goes without saying.”

“Of course, without saying.”
Amanda stood and helped me to my feet. Then she unbuttoned my shirt
and pulled it off. She ran her hands slowly over my shoulders and
arms and smiled at me. I silently thanked my trainer.

Amanda hadn’t closed her
blouse, and her generous boobs were wobbling with every move she
made. The sight mesmerized me.

“Are you looking at my
breasts?” she asked, working on my belt.

“They’re perfect,” I
answered. Amanda smiled up at me.

“Not too big?”

“Let me find out,” I
answered, using my hands as if weighing them again. “Nope, they’re
just right.”

I was in heaven when I
pushed inside Amanda’s pussy. She was wet and hot; the walls of her
vagina gripped my cock, and the pleasure almost overcame
me.

“Do you still want to marry
me?” Amanda was cuddled in the crook of my arm. We looked into each
other’s eyes as we’d climaxed together.

“Yes,” I
answered.

“Maybe we should date some
first,” she said.

“If you feel we should, but
I’m ready right now. I read that a hotel is like a ship at sea, and
the manager can perform weddings.”

“You’re a strange man, Josh.
I think I may like strange,” we made love again. I was reminded of
Amanda’s remark about liking ‘strange’ years later.

The first man Amanda had
slept with had taken her virginity if there is such a thing. It
left her disappointed and so dissatisfied, she’d wondered why there
was such a fuss. She’d focused on her work after that and had given
dating only one more chance.

We were married less than a
year later, and now we’d been together for seven years. We have two
beautiful children, and I loved my wife more every day.

After we married, Amanda
quit her job, and we bought a large house in the suburbs. My wife
had cared for our home and our children while I worried about the
‘itch.’




Chapter 2

 


“I love you, Josh.” After
all these years, I still felt a jolt of joy when Amanda said she
loved me. She was on her back, naked under a single white sheet as
we kissed. I was caressing her pussy.

It amazed me how rapidly my
wife could become wet. After passing thirty, she became aroused
even faster. Her body was still as near perfect as she’d been at
the long-ago conference. If anything, her breasts had grown after
the birth of our children.

I’d caught more than one man
staring at my wife’s cleavage. She didn’t need to show flesh, just
her breasts in a sweater were enough for her to get
attention.

“How does it feel when men
check you out?” I asked.

“They’re not checking out
some old, married woman,” she said, looking over her shoulder.
“They are!”

She slapped my arm. “You
weren’t supposed to look,” I said.

“Why would they check me
out?” she asked, peering up at me. “I’m an old, married
mother.”

“You’re spectacularly
beautiful,” I told her, earning a smile. “And you’ve got big jugs,”
earning me another smack on the shoulder.

“Is that all you men think
about the size of a woman’s breasts?” she said, acting
infuriated.

“Yes,” I said. “Pretty much,
that’s it. The boobies.”

“You’re a bunch of pigs,”
she informed me.

“We also think about your
perfect little ass,” I was smiling.

“Why would you think about
my ass?”

“Because they want to press
their faces in it, like I do, and lick your pussy from behind,” I
told her.

“They do not, I’m old,” she
said again, but she was smiling. “Is that something you want to do
if the kids are busy?”

An hour later, the kids were
taking a nap, and my face was buried between my wife’s butt cheeks,
licking her pussy and asshole. Amanda moaned whenever my tongue
touched her clitoris, and she groaned whenever I pushed the tip
into her back hole.

“Do you like it when I lick
your asshole?” I asked her.

“Yes,” my finger was
stroking her wet clit. “Do men actually like my ass?”

“Yes. It’s perfect. Some men
even want to fuck you back here,” I told her before licking her
tight little rosebud again.

“They do? How would they get
their cocks inside?” we’d never played this game before.

“Like this,” I said, pushing
a finger inside her wet hole. I kept going as Amanda moaned
loudly.

“Then the other guy would do
this,” I pushed another two fingers inside her steaming
vagina.

“Oh, Josh, They
wouldn’t?”

“Yes, they’d both fuck you,”
I was rubbing my fingers together, two in her pussy and one in her
ass.

“You’re… oh, you’re
rubbing your fingers together inside me,” Amanda was panting
loudly. “You’ve never done that before. It feels
delicious.”

I replaced the fingers in
her pussy with my throbbing erection. She was sitting cowgirl as I
pushed a second finger into her ass.

“Josh… I’m so full,”
Amanda grunted and began fucking me. I imagined another man’s cock
inside my wife’s butt, and I was watching as he fucked her. A
memory from another life flashed in front of my eyes.

I began fucking my wife with
all my might, the memory growing more vivid. Amanda screamed as her
orgasm neared. I plowed into her as hard as I could from below, my
fingers fucking her in the ass.

“What happened?” Amanda
asked as she lay panting beside me. “I don’t usually have orgasms
like that. What got into you?”

I didn’t want to talk about
it then. “Ask me tomorrow. We need to check on the kids,” I said
instead. I endured my wife’s questioning look as I rolled out of
bed.

I had a lot to think about
over the next few days. Amanda was still innocent in many ways,
even though the sexual beast inside her had been poked. The beast
wasn’t fully awake, not even close, but after seven years of
marriage and two children, my wife was no longer the near-virgin
I’d married.

Sunday morning, I was
enjoying a cup of coffee on the patio next to our swimming pool.
Life was in perfect balance.

“Josh?” my wife pulled up a
chair next to my lounger. “Do other men actually want to… you know…
fuck me?”

“Yes, they truly do,” I
replied.

“How can you tell?” she was
so earnest.

“I’ve seen men check you
out. Not just passing glances or creepy staring,” I began. “I’ve
seen men check you out the way men look at a woman they want to
fuck.”

I had Amanda’s complete
attention. She was absorbing and analyzing every word I
said.

“At the mall, we walked by a
young guy who glanced at you, at first. He was maybe twenty-one or
two,” I said. I could hear my wife breathing in the quiet morning.
“Right after we passed him, we went into a store for you to try on
clothing.”

“I remember, but I don’t
remember any guys.”

“You do remember not seeing
me when you came out of the dressing room and wanted my opinion?” I
asked.

“Yes, where were
you?”

“I was watching him, the
young guy. He was watching you.”

“Wait, what?” Amanda was
startled.

“He was in the store,
pretending to look for something in the women’s department near the
dressing rooms. I hung back watching him because he was watching
you.”

Amanda was sitting up
straight. “Finish it.”

“I didn’t think he was
creepy, I thought he wanted to talk to you, and he was working up
his courage. When he saw you come out of the dressing room, his
courage deserted him. It might have been because of his hardon,” I
sounded unconcerned, laying back, my hat over my eyes, not worried
at all that some young guy had a hardon because of the way my wife
looked.

Amanda slapped my shoulder.
It was becoming a habit.

“He did not!”

“He did,” I rubbed my
shoulder. “It’s not my fault some young guy wants to get in your
pants, or under your skirt, or whatever.”

Amanda leaned back and
thought about what I’d just said. After several minutes and one
child emergency involving a lost toy, she spoke to me
again.

“What would he want to say
to me?”

“One of a couple of
possibilities,” I said. “He wanted to ask you out. He wanted to ask
you to fuck him. He wanted to ask for directions. If I had to
guess, he wanted to start talking and find out what you’d say.
Maybe he’d start by telling you he was in love with
you.”

Amanda looked away; my joke
about our first meeting hadn’t been lost on her. “Tell me the
truth. A young guy had an erection from looking at me?”

“Yes,” Amanda’s face was
slightly pink. “So, do you want to fuck?”

“The kids are up,” she
said.

“I’ll be quiet, and I
probably won’t take long,” I added.

“I probably wouldn’t either,
but I wouldn’t be quiet,” my wife was flirting with me. She covered
her mouth with her hand, but there was no hiding the smile in her
rich brown eyes. “Too bad I can’t show you how wet you’ve made
me.”

“Why can’t you show me?” the
kids were playing quietly, for a change. They were well away from
the water. Despite appearances, I hadn’t taken my eyes off
them.

Amanda turned to look while
pulling the crotch of her swimming suit to the side, giving me a
complete view of her swollen, wet gash. I knew she’d hate it if she
heard me refer to her pussy as her ‘gash.’ I liked the word; it
sounded dirty.

Before she covered up again,
she used two fingers to spread herself open and show me the perfect
vermillion color of her shiny wet pussy.

She was breathing harder
when she turned her head toward me and covered herself again. It
wasn’t so easy for me; my cock made a hard tube down my left
thigh.

“Shouldn’t the kids be
taking a nap?” I asked.

“I think they might be due,”
the youngest had fallen asleep on the patio in the sun.

They woke up before we were
ready for them.




Chapter 3

 


“You promised to tell me
what you were thinking. You remember when we made love last
weekend?” We were spooning in bed, both of us naked. I was holding
Amanda’s big soft breast. I must have stiffened because Amanda
rolled onto her back and looked at me with concern.

“It was just a memory from
when I was in college," I told her. Amanda crawled under the sheet
covering us and took my cock in her hand. She licked my glans and
peeked up at me when I lifted the covers. She looked so deliciously
obscene, this gorgeous woman holding my cock. Her eyes sparkled in
the soft light.

“If you tell me, I’ll
totally make it worth your while,” her tongue felt
wonderful.

Fortunately, we were alone
in the house. The kids were with my parents. My dad had suddenly
discovered a love for children. Go figure.

“I dated some before I met
you,” I began. “One of them was… we’ll just call her, ‘she.’”
Amanda nodded ‘yes,’ and alternated between sucking on my cock and
licking the head.

“She was stunning, a
football cheerleader.”

“You dated a cheerleader?”
Amanda was impressed. “I’ve seen your cheerleaders on television.
I’m impressed.”

“We’d gone out a few times,
and I liked her,” I continued. “I’d tried to get her into bed, but
she wouldn’t go. She said she wasn’t “that kind of girl.” The
cheerleaders had a reputation for being loose, but I was young, and
I believed her.”

“Our cheerleaders had a good
reputation,” Amanda said from under the covers.

“Yeah, they were holy-roller
dogs,” I said, earning a slap on the thigh.

“Go on.”

“So, she and I were at a
frat party, not at our school,” I continued. “I went to the
bathroom; we’d had a few beers. When I came back, I couldn’t find
her.” Amanda peeked out at me again, curious.

“I looked everywhere. There
were a lot of people standing around drinking and bullshitting. I
finally caught sight of her in a hallway. She was making out with
another guy,” just talking about it made it all real again. My cock
throbbed in my wife’s mouth.

“Your cock’s throbbing,”
Amanda said in wonder as she held me.

“It throbbed that night too
as soon as I saw them. I was immediately jealous, and I didn’t know
what to do. I wanted to pull the son-of-a-bitch off her, no matter
how much larger he was.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“Seeing her with him gave me
an erection,” I said.

“No shit?” Amanda
said.

“No shit. The bastard stuck
his hand under her top and felt her boob. I’d been trying for weeks
to get my hands on her tits, and he’d done it right away,” I could
still feel the pain and excitement.

“Your cock is really
throbbing. Are you going to cum?”

“He played with her nipples
while they kissed. Then my girlfriend took his hand and pulled him
into a bedroom,” Amanda was sucking me harder. Straddling my leg,
she ground her wet pussy against my thigh.

“I started to follow them,
but I was interrupted by one of my frat brothers and had to talk to
him for about five or ten minutes.”

Amanda was kissing my
stomach and chest as she crawled up my body. “Don’t
stop.”

“I snuck into the bedroom
where she’d taken him. The only light came through the partially
open door. I stood with my back against the wall next to the door
until my eyes adjusted. The guy had my date naked on the bed. Of
course, I’d never seen her naked. All I could do was stare; she was
spectacular. She wasn’t in a class with you, but she was beautiful.
They were both working on getting his pants off.”

Amanda stretched my hard
cock toward my belly button. My wife sat on me, and the sheet fell
from her shoulders, exposing her luscious breasts. I was awed
again, even after seven years of marriage.

She rubbed her wet, open,
smooth pussy along the length of my prick. It felt wonderful. The
movement caused her boobs to wobble.

“Did they get his pants
off?” her voice was breathy.

“Yes, he was hard, and he
pushed inside her. I watched some bastard fucking the girl I’d
brought to the party. A girl I really liked. The girl who I thought
was my… girlfriend.” Amanda watched my reaction to what she was
doing and moaned softly.

“What did you do? Did you
let him… fuck your girl?” my wife was moving faster. Her pussy
was gushing lubrication.

“I didn’t want to… my heart
was pounding. I remember everything so clearly. The guy pulled my
date's legs back, with his hands under her knees, exposing her
pussy. I’ll never forget the sight of her spread open, his cock
buried inside her.”

Amanda worked my cock inside
her pussy, both of us moaning. She still sat on top of me and
squeezed my cock with her vagina. I wanted to pound into her, but
she held me still with her hands on my chest.

“How did you feel when he
entered her?” My wife’s eyes were closed. I wasn’t sure if she
was squeezing me on purpose or having involuntary
contractions.

“His cock seemed big to me,
and she made a squealing sound when he pushed inside. He wasn’t
gentle,” Amanda moaned and began sliding her body against
mine.

I saw it all again, on the
inside of my eyelids. I was seeing everything as clearly as I’d
seen it in the fraternity bedroom years earlier. My beautiful,
perky cheerleader girlfriend had her legs spread wide for a man
neither of us had met before. Of course, at the time, I didn’t know
she’d just met him. I thought he was an old boyfriend. I might have
acted differently if I’d known.

My heart was pounding, just
as it had pounded then. I heard ringing in my ears. My cock was
pulsing inside my wife.

“How… how did you
feel?”

“Anxious… dizzy… but mostly
aroused.”

“It turned… you on?”
Amanda asked breathlessly. “You liked watching some guy fuck
your girl?”

“Yes… oh, hell Amanda… I
came watching them,” my cock exploded, and I was lost in my orgasm.
I only came to my senses when I felt my wife bucking against
me.

I was lying on our rumpled
sheets sometime later, watching Amanda in the doorway to the
bathroom. She was naked, drying her hair with a towel and looking
at me.

“You came watching another
man fuck your college girlfriend?” she asked.

“Yes. The story is
absolutely true, except I think his cock was a lot bigger than
mine,” I said.

“What happened
afterward?”

“I confronted her,” I
said.

“Not good enough. What
actually happened,” Amanda wanted to know.

“She told me I could go out
with her. I could tell everybody she was my girlfriend and we could
date. But I’d have to be satisfied watching her fuck other guys.
Either that or I could get lost… we ‘dated’ for two years,” I told
my wife.

Amanda considered me for a
long moment before moving back into the bathroom.

“You were a cuckold?” she
asked when she crawled into bed. “How did it work? Didn’t everybody
know?”

Amanda looked genuinely
interested in my answer. I had been afraid my wife would think less
of me, even after all these years together. Instead, she was lying
naked on her side, her eyes bright, looking at my face. The nipple
of her right breast seemed to be looking at me, too.

“They didn’t know; nobody we
knew ever found out,” I answered.

“How did you accomplish
that?” she looked amazed.

“She didn’t do it with
anyone we knew,” I answered slowly, the memories coming back to me.
“She’d come to the frat parties and hang on me, but she usually
only fucked strangers.”

Amanda rolled onto her back,
and her breasts wobbled as she moved. I watched with interest as
her hand traveled down the length of her torso and her legs parted.
My wife sighed as her fingers separated the folds of her pussy and
began to move on her clit.

“Tell me everything,” she
whispered.

“She’d meet some guy,” I
began. “Sometimes from another school, but usually in a bar or a
hotel. She liked older men. Looking back, they weren’t really old.
Men in their early thirties, mostly.”

“What did she do with them?”
my wife’s hand had picked up speed.

“Sometimes,” I had my mouth
next to Amanda’s ear, my hand wrapped around my growing erection.
“She’d come home and tell me about it, and she’d even show me her
wet, open pussy.”

“Would you just look at it?”
Amanda was getting more excited.

“Yes. There would be sperm
leaking out of her, and she’d smell like another man. Sometimes
she’d want to fuck,” I said, then I hesitated as the memories
overwhelmed me. Did I really want to open this door?

“What would… she want…
the other times?” I kissed my wife as she played with herself.
Both of us breathing hard.

“I don’t want you to think
less of me,” I said.

“I’ll think a lot less of
you if you leave me hanging,” Amanda was looking right at me,
her fingers still moving on her clitoris.

“Sometimes, she’d make me
eat her first,” I finally got out.

“Oh, shit… that’s so hot…
Josh,” Amanda was panting. “You’d go down on your
girlfriend…after she fucked some other guy…did you like
it?”

I kissed Amanda’s breast and
stomach before answering, my head was just above her pussy, and I
watched her stroking herself. Her movements jostled my
head.

“Not at first. I hated it,
at least until all I could taste was her,” I answered.
“Occasionally, it would take a long time.”

“It would?
Why?”

“A guy might come a lot,” I
answered. “I asked her about it once. She said black guys came a
lot.”

“She fucked black
guys!” Amanda’s hand was going even faster. She stopped
suddenly and urged me on top of her.

“Did you ever… watch her
with a black guy?” I was trying not to cum.

“Sometimes, they were proud
of themselves,” I said as I tried to concentrate on my wife. “Some
of them had huge pricks, and… it was different with
them.”

My cock slid smoothly back
inside my wife’s pussy. A combination of our fluids ran out of her
and down the crack of her ass. Amanda held me still when I was
buried in her cunt. She was breathing hard.

“How was it
different?”

“Some of them had really big
cocks,” Amanda groaned at the idea of ‘really big cocks.’ “They’d
stretch her, and their big cocks would pull her pussy inside out,
and the guys lasted a long time. If they didn’t last, it didn’t
matter because they’d just keep fucking her.”

“Oh god, Josh… they
weren’t… gangsters… were they… gangbangers?” I slammed my cock
inside her, my hands had an iron grip on my wife’s hips, and I
fucked her as hard as I could. Amanda grunted with each thrust, her
large breasts swinging.

“Some… were… gangbangers.
Outlaws, they even carried guns with them,” I grunted.

“They could have done
anything they wanted… they could have brought in all their gang
members… they could have taken her with them… Oh, Josh…oh,”
Amanda’s voice had gotten loud. She was lost in the thought of a
blonde cheerleader being gang fucked.

“Oh… oh… oh,” we came
at the same time, but I doubt if my wife was thinking of
me.




Chapter 4

 


I woke early. My mind was
churning through the implications of telling my story to Amanda.
Had it been a mistake? Would my wife think less of me as a man
because watching my cheerleader girlfriend fucked by others had
excited me?

I felt anxious even before I
opened my eyes and saw my wife propped against the headboard,
looking at me. Her arms were crossed under her full breasts, and
her eyes were narrowed. She wore one of my old tee shirts, and it
hung on her.

“Was it the truth?” she
asked.

“Was… what... the…?” I
needed time to think.

“The story you told me about
your college girlfriend. The cheerleader. Was it the
truth?”

“Oh, that. Well… yes, every
word was the truth. There’s more to be told, but I didn’t lie,” I
assured her. “Why?”

“I’m thinking about you,”
she said.

“What are you thinking?” I
propped myself beside her. My worst fears were coming true. Shit…
shit!

“What kind of man you are,”
she said. There it was. She was reassessing me as a man. Was I
still the right man for my own wife?

“You know what kind of man I
am,” I said defensively. “We’ve been married for six
years.”

“Seven,” she corrected me
automatically. “She trusted you to keep her secret?”

“I’m still keeping her
secret, in a way,” I wondered if I could get up to make coffee.
Anything to buy more time for myself. “I haven’t told you who she
was.”

“You were a cuckold, and she
was a… a… hot cheerleader? That doesn’t sound right.”

“Hot cheerleader?” I
said.

“Yes. Like a hotwife, only
she wasn’t a wife. She was a cheerleader. A hot
cheerleader.”

Amanda’s face was open, and
her head was cocked to the side. She looked interested in what I
had to say. Some of my tension eased.

“Where are we going with
this, Amanda?”

My wife sighed. Her deep
breath caused her large breasts to rise and fall, capturing my
attention.

“How often did you watch
her, you know, with another man?”

“Every week or two,
sometimes she’d bring a man home, a few times she bought more than
one home at the same time. She liked to be the only woman in a room
full of men,” I was looking directly at the large soft-looking
bumps my wife’s breasts made in the fabric of my
tee-shirt.

“You were okay with
it?”

“No. Each time the agony was
almost too much. I was miserable, but each time I’d get turned on,
and my erection would be so demanding the torture would make it
even better for me,” I answered truthfully. “Again, where is this
going, and can we make coffee?”

Amanda took a long time
answering while ignoring my important ‘coffee’ question. “I visited
Jennifer at the travel agency two days ago. I wanted vacation ideas
for us.”

Jennifer was an outgoing,
beautiful woman who Amanda liked a lot. We were friends with her
and her husband, Gabe.

“She was looking at a new
resort location. At least it was new to them. This resort uses only
a small number of selected travel advisers,” Amanda was studying
her fingernails. “She kind of laughed and told me it was too bad
I’d never go to this place. She told me her commission would be
huge. It was a… a special resort… an optional clothing place
that…um… specialized in hotwives and cuckolds.”

Amanda had tried to finish
in a rush. My wife looked at me and shrugged her shoulders as if to
say, ‘there, I said it.’

“Tell me more.” Amanda’s
eyes were fixed on mine.

“You know what hotwives and
cuckolds are, right?” she asked.

“Right, I’m intimately
aware,” I smiled at her.

“I’m not a hotwife,” she
said. The heat from her gaze had been turned up another
notch.

“You’re young. Never say
never,” I answered.

“We seriously need to
talk.”

 “Coffee, then talk,” I said, getting out of bed.

“Wait, do you really want to
talk to me about being a hotwife,” I’d almost made it to the
bathroom. I stopped in the doorway and stood with my legs
crossed.

“You made me tell you my
memory last night,” I answered. “It brought up some old feelings.
You make the coffee, and I’ll be right down.”

I was willing to have a
conversation with Amanda about sharing her. The night before had
brought up some long-buried memories of sitting in a corner
watching my cheerleader being brutally fucked by a large black
football player. She’d screamed and orgasmed, then screamed and
came again.

Amanda had taken my old
girlfriend's place in my imagination. In my mind, she was screaming
and coming as a large black man fucked her.

I couldn’t urinate. My cock
was hard, and instead of peeing, I masturbated. I was seeing my
wife and feeling my hand on my cock.

With a shock, I realized I
could do it again, this time with Amanda. I thought I’d left that
part of my life behind me for good.

I’d taken my hand off my
erection, but it still throbbed, and a drop of pre-cum made a small
splash in the toilet bowl. It took some time for my erection to
subside enough for me to finish my business and walk
downstairs.

“Where were you?” Amanda
asked, returning to breakfast preparation.

“I was masturbating,” I
answered truthfully. Amanda turned to look at me, spatula in
hand.

“Why?”

“I had a memory of my old
girlfriend and a black guy,” I told her casually.

“Did you finish?”

“No, I stopped before I
came, but I’m still kind of hard,” I looked back at her. “It was
strange, though.”

“Why was it strange? You
masturbated to a memory of your old girlfriend with a black man,”
Amanda returned to cooking, seemingly taking my confession in
stride.

“The black guy was a huge
football player from another school, and he had an immense cock,” I
said, watching Amanda’s back carefully. “Also, it wasn’t my old
girlfriend anymore. It was you.”

My wife’s eyes fixed me in
place. I’m not exaggerating when I say they appeared to glow
red.

“You masturbated while
imagining me being fucked by an ‘immense’ black cock?” she
challenged me.

“Yes, here’s the rest of the
story,” I said. Amanda sat next to me and pulled my old tee-shirt
up to her waist. I could see how wet and excited she
was.

“We had an old couch,” I
began. “It sat against the wall separating our living room from the
bedroom. The door to the bedroom was located next to my side of the
couch, and the TV was on the wall opposite me. Are you getting the
picture?”

When Amanda nodded ‘yes’ and
took a sip of coffee, I continued. “Sometimes I wouldn’t be allowed
in the bedroom, and sometimes I’d have to sit on the couch and
listen. She’d scream, Amanda. When those black guys would fuck her,
she’d scream, and my heart would break. I’d be so hurt and angry,
but it wouldn’t stop me from beating off.”

“What did she look like?” my
wife asked.

“She was a perky blonde. In
her cheerleading uniform, she was made-for-television. They loved
to show her on the broadcast of our football games,” it was easy to
remember how she’d looked.

“She was always careful to
aim at least one high leg kick, so her panties would be on
television. Her white panties would be displayed along with the
length of her dancer’s leg. In addition to her panties, they would
show her smiling ‘all-American’ face and blonde hair. You’ve seen a
picture of her, even if you don’t know it,” I said.

“By the end of our
relationship, she only liked black men,” I continued. “There was
something about watching black cocks penetrating her blonde,
white-girl pussy that seemed extra dirty,” I paused for more
coffee. “They were marking her, claiming her; today, she’d be a
‘snowflake,’ or whatever it’s called. No matter what happened, it
was as though they were taking a part of her. They humiliated and
debased her, and it gets worse,” I said, my voice
failing.

Amanda was on the edge of
her chair. Her pussy looked puffier than it had when I’d started
talking. Her lubrication was making her labia shine.

“How could it get
worse?”

“They made her a
black-man-only slut and loaned her out for other black men to fuck
at weekend parties. I was never allowed to go with her. My job was
to care for her when they brought her back and just dropped her
off,” my voice was shaking by this point. But I had to lower my
pants to release my straining erection.

Amanda’s fingers were buried
in her pussy. She was stroking herself as I told my story and
rubbed my cock.

“Then, we broke up. She told
me she was only for black men, that she liked me, but I wouldn’t be
allowed to have sex with her again, ever. I could be her ‘beard,’”
I felt Amanda’s hand on my cock.

“I’d never do that to you,
Josh,” my wife said, stroking my prick.

“You don’t know that,
Amanda,” my wife knelt on the floor and took my cock in her mouth.
“What if it’s as good for you as it was for her?”

Amanda took my cock out of
her mouth to answer me. “I’m married to you, and she wasn’t. The
deal is, anything we do or don’t do has to be agreed to by both of
us. Yes?”

She was sucking me hard, her
hand stroking the wet shaft of my cock. All I could do was grunt in
agreement.

“Do you think you missed
out?” I asked my wife.

“Missed out?” she asked,
licking the underside of my cock.

“I was only your third man.
Do you feel you missed out? You could have had more experiences,” I
asked again. Amanda inhaled my shaft for a few seconds.

“I think about it
sometimes,” she finally answered, lightly stroking my dripping wet
cock as she talked. “I don’t regret anything, don’t get me wrong,
but I wonder sometimes. I used to get asked out a lot, and
sometimes I’d go on dates.”

I looked at her in wonder
while telling myself, ‘of course she went on dates. Look at
her.’

“What were they like?” I
asked, looking at the woman who was stroking my cock. “The men,
mostly. But the dates too.”

“Most of the guys were nice,
and some of the things we did were a lot of fun. One guy took me
hang gliding, and I enjoyed it! Flying like a bird, totally quiet
except for the sound of the wind. It was exhilarating.”

“But you didn’t sleep with
him,” I said.

“Who says I didn’t?” she
smiled at me and sucked my aching cock for a minute. “I was so
excited by flying I couldn’t resist him. He was one of the other
guys.”

“He left you disappointed,”
I stroked her hair. It hadn’t been a question.

“He… um… he didn’t take care
of me. He was selfish. I had a fantasy of how my first time would
be. It would be wonderful, my prince charming on a white horse, and
all that…”

“I have a confession to
make,” I said. Amanda’s mouth felt wonderful on my erection. “I
think I want you to find out what you missed while I
watch.”

Just like that, I was
married to a hotwife.




Chapter 5

 


We hammered out the details
for our vacation at the Hotwife Resort while we enjoyed the most
intense sex of our marriage. My wife would be sleeping with other
men, and I was bound to have feelings about it. I agreed to put
Amanda’s happiness first, and she agreed to try to be sensitive to
my feelings.

I understood how difficult
it could be to think of the other person first in what could be
intense emotional situations. I’d done this before, and I had a
good understanding of how hard it was.

We agreed on a code word to
use if either of us wanted to stop. If one of us said the word,
Amanda would discontinue whatever she was doing, and as gracefully
as possible, she’d step away from whomever she was with—right then,
no questions asked. We made it an absolute requirement for
going.

The code word made no sense
by itself: Geronimo. When was the last time anyone used the word
‘Geronimo’ in ordinary conversation?

We made reservations at the
Hotwife Resort and had ourselves tested for STDs. Everyone,
including staff, had to be tested. To prepare for our trip, Amanda
visited the fitness center every morning and again in the evenings.
Sometimes she succeeded in dragging me along with her. I
unsuccessfully argued I didn’t need to be in great shape. I wasn’t
going to be with anyone else. She successfully argued I needed to
be in good condition for her to come back.

My chief difficulty was
holding back the crushing anxiety caused by the thought of seeing
Amanda penetrated by another man. We would only be at the resort
for less than a week. Our everyday lives would be waiting for us.
In a week, we could get this hotwife thing out of our systems. I
hoped.

How would I handle the sight
of my wife, the woman I loved, the mother of my children, in bed
with another man? Until now, I’d only had my imagination. It was
true my vision was based on actual events, but they had been with a
girlfriend. She’d been a woman I’d liked a lot, and I had hoped we
would become more to each other. Amanda was my wife. The two
couldn’t be compared, and yet that's what I had been
doing.

We were talking one night,
excited about our vacation. Amanda’s eyes were so bright, and she
was bubbling with excitement for the first time in a very long
time.

“You know what would make
the trip even better?” I asked her without thinking it through
first.

“I’m not sure I can handle
more excitement. I’m barely sleeping as it is,” Amanda had been
smiling ever since we’d made the reservation.

“We don’t have sex with each
other until we return,” I said.

“How would that make the
trip even better?” Amanda asked.

“Just think how horny we’ll
be when we arrive. You know I can’t even go for three or four days.
Imagine what a month would do to me,” Amanda was smiling
again.

“The more sex I have, the
more I want,” she said, resting her hand on my knee.

“We can’t have sex with each
other, but you have to masturbate at least once a day,” I said. “I
forgot to mention that part.”

“Could I just fuck a
stranger?”

“I suppose so. Either way,
it’ll drive me insane,” I told her. Why had I suggested such a
thing? I would be insane by the time we left. It was too late to
take it back.

“Okay,” Amanda said, placing
her hand on my hardening cock. “Starting now, you can’t have sex,
but I’m going to get my vibrator.”

Minutes later, Amanda
settled against me on the couch and put her feet up. Her jeans and
panties were gone, and she slid her vibrator between her thighs and
onto her pussy.

“Maybe I’ll do this for my
boyfriend at the Resort,” she said. I pictured my wife holding a
vibrator to her slit while another man watched. The picture stuck
in my mind.

I couldn’t take my eyes away
from her. The humming noise was loud as she held the vibrating head
against her clit. Her breathing became shallow and fast until her
eyelids fluttered, and she came, calling my name.

After what seemed like a
long time after her climax stopped, Amanda rolled her head against
my hard cock and looked up at me.

“Hi honey, how are
you?”

“Great,” I answered. “And
you?”

“Wonderful. I’m going to do
this every night for you to watch,” she said. Those were the
longest four weeks of my life, but by the time we left, we were
both dripping in anticipation.

We dropped the kids with
Amanda’s parents before changing to go to the airport. My wife wore
a pair of super-tight cut-off shorts. The only part of the shorts
remaining to connect the legs was the seam running between her
thighs. Her labia was visible on both sides of the stitching if her
legs were open. An hour after she’d put them on, the seam was
already a darker, wetter color.

I wasn’t much better. My
underwear stuck to me when I used the restroom in the airport. The
inside was white with pre-cum.

“I’m so horny, Josh,” Amanda
squeezed my arm to her large soft breast. The small plane was
preparing to land, making a large, lazy turn over the
turquoise-colored water and white sand. The resort was just coming
into view.

I reached into my carry-on
and handed Amanda a tee-shirt I’d picked up for her from a catalog
of dirty tees. She opened the bag and held the shirt up to read the
front:

My Husband Wants Me to Fuck on the
First Date

“Josh, I can’t wear this!”
Amanda was blushing.

“Why not?”

“Because I’ll be topless
most of the time,” she wasn’t laughing.

A woman across the aisle
from us saw the shirt and tapped my arm.

“Are you going to the
resort?”

Amanda and I nodded and
smiled.

“I like your tee-shirt. My
name’s Emily,” she said. We were flying along the coast away from
the airport, having been directed to turn away for some reason. “My
husband and I couldn’t get seats together. They put Tyler in the
back of the plane.”

We introduced ourselves, and
I turned my head to see a thin young-looking man wave at me from a
few rows back. I waved at him and turned my attention back to
Emily.

“You should wear the shirt.
I always put out at the resort, and I never wait for a date,” Emily
said.

“Um… okay. My husband can
only watch,” Amanda said, her entire body pressed against
me.

“Oh, well, how do you feel
about other women, Amanda?” Emily turned her smile on my
wife.

“I’ve never… I don’t think,”
my wife was stammering.

“The resort is the perfect
place to find out. Josh, would you trade places with me? It looks
like we’re going to be up here for a while.”

The single attendant tried
to make her way back toward us, but she hadn’t gotten very far when
we were both buckled into our new seats. Emily and Amanda
immediately had their heads together, their voices too soft for me
to hear. I contented myself by fantasizing about the two of them
together.

Emily was much taller than
my wife, her hair a light strawberry blonde, and she was wearing a
tee-shirt without a bra. I don’t think Emily even needed a bra. All
I could see were prominent hard nipples poking through the
material. She might have been flat-chested, which, combined with
her narrow hips, made her look boyish.

The women's conversation was
becoming more animated as we made a turn back toward the airport.
We’d traveled a long way, and it would be some time before we
landed.

From the look Amanda shot
me, I thought they were talking about sex. Maybe with each
other?

My hopes were raised when
Emily rested a hand on my wife’s thigh and stroked her soft skin
while speaking earnestly. Amanda’s eyes were fixed on Emily’s, her
mouth slightly open, her breathing fast. I slipped my sunglasses on
and pretended to be resting, my head back.

My wife and Emily looked
over at me, and I pretended not to notice. I kept my breathing deep
and even allowing my head to swivel with the movement of the small
commuter airplane as if asleep. Of course, I always swiveled in
their direction.

They continued talking while
Emily’s fingers pushed under the seam of my wife’s shorts and
caressed her bare, available pussy. Emily’s voice was too soft for
me to hear, but Amanda was listening intently and opening her legs
further.

After a few minutes of Emily
caressing her aroused clit, my wife moved in her seat and kissed
her. I could only see the back of Emily’s head, but I heard Amanda
groan when her movements allowed Emily to push a finger inside her
pussy.

In addition to the back of
Emily’s head and the action of her finger, I could see my wife
touch the other woman’s tiny breast. Emily moaned faintly and
pushed her chest out, and my wife squeezed more firmly. Amanda had
a nipple to caress.

The two of them were still
kissing and feeling each other up when the pilot announced we were
going to land. On such a small plane, he just leaned out of his
seat and shouted down the aisle.

I pretended to wake up, and
we looked at each other. Amanda gave me a sheepish grin and
adjusted her cutoffs. My wife seemed surprised when Emily sat back
in her seat and sucked her fingers. Emily just smiled back at her
and continued licking.

When we finally landed, we
were introduced to Tyler, her husband. He was shorter than his wife
and thin. I thought he could have passed for a teenager until he
talked. He didn’t sound young.

We walked out into the
tropical warmth. The large jeep that would transport us, and one
other couple to the resort, was waiting by the outdoor baggage
claim.

James, our driver, came out
to join us and told us he had some announcements to make. James was
a tall, strong-looking, attractive black man wearing a red resort
vest over his bare, muscular chest, along with beige shorts that
only extended to mid-thigh.

“As you know, the Hotwife
Resort is clothing optional,” he had a slight lilting accent. “What
that means for many of our guests is no clothing at all. If you are
offended by nudity, you should probably rethink your vacation
plans,” the announcement was met with isolated chuckles. “The only
places where genitals must be covered are in the dining rooms.
We’ve recently changed our policy, and it is no longer necessary to
cover breasts. I think one woman did cover her breasts sometime
last year, but it is not required.” A few of us laughed.

“You will see people having
sex in the open. You might even see someone having sex with their
partner, but I wouldn’t count on it,” the laughter was louder now.
“You might even see someone having sex with your partner. In
which case, you understand what the resort is all
about.”

“Each of you will be
propositioned while you are here. Maybe even by someone of your
same sex. You always have the right to say ‘no.’ This is very
important: you can say ‘no’ and it will be respected,” the group
was silent.

“However, a person who says
‘no’ all the time is just a spoil sport. Let’s have some fun!”
Isolated cheers met this announcement.

“Resort employees will never
approach you for sex. However, if it does not distract from their
duties… well, let’s just say the resort is open-minded.”

“Do not go off the property
unless accompanied by a resort employee or someone you trust and
who is familiar with the area. That almost always means a resort
employee who lives off property, and we all know what that leads
to.” Emily looked knowingly at Tyler, who looked
confused.

Later we learned confusion
was his usual state of mind. Tyler was a great guy, but he had a
little trouble keeping up.

“Men, nobody wants to see
your erections.”

“I do,” Emily shouted, to
open laughter.

“However, a woman who can
keep our male guests… er, stimulated, is highly prized.”

As James finished, Emily
walked up and hugged him, pressing herself firmly against his body.
“How are you, Ms. Emily?”

“Fine and randy James. How
are you and your enormous cock?” Emily asked while rubbing herself
against him.

“We’ve just been waiting for
you and your friends,” he answered. I saw where Amanda was staring;
the head of James’s cock was poking out of the leg of his shorts.
As he climbed into the open SUV, his shorts rode up, revealing even
more of his cock. I heard Amanda gasp beside me.

“Did you see that?” my wife
whispered to me.

“See what?”

“His cock!” Amanda hissed in
my ear. “It’s huge and as black as he is.”

I looked at her and smiled.
A moment later, she realized what she’d said and looked
embarrassed.

“Of course, it’s black. What
other color could it be?” she asked rhetorically. Her hand was
squeezing my erection through my shorts. “I want to see all of
it.”

“See all of what?” James
asked from the driver’s seat.

“All the most natural
wonders of the resort,” Amanda answered, trying to be cute. James
smiled at my wife in the rearview mirror.

“If you call the front desk
and ask for me by name, I’d be happy to show you the natural
wonder,” he said.

“The wonder is worth
seeing,” Emily scrunched even closer to our driver.

Amanda caressed my cock
through my shorts on the way to the resort. The wetness in the
crotch of her cutoffs spread to her thighs. I wanted to fuck my
wife, my cock was throbbing with need, and I hurt, but I knew
another man would have her before I did. After all, that’s why we
were here. I almost panicked. I was terrified.




Chapter 6

 


The tall, muscular-looking
young man had sun-bleached streaks in his dark blonde hair. I heard
Amanda suck in her breath when we were directed to his podium desk
to check-in.

“Can I help you… with
anything?” he seemed to have trouble speaking. My wife was without
a bra, wearing the tee-shirt I’d given her. Her huge breasts caused
the lettering to bulge outward, and her erect nipples made the
fabric pucker.

At the podium next to ours,
Emily was checked in by a beautiful black woman who was flirting
with Tyler. Emily’s eyes were on Amanda and the effect she was
having on the young surfer-type.

I looked back from Emily to
see my wife standing next to Andrew as if she needed to view the
computer screen built into the top of the podium. My wife’s large
breast was pillowing against his arm.

“Is it true what James told
us about resort employees?” Amanda asked him. “You’ll never solicit
a resort guest, but a resort guest can solicit you?”

“That’s true, ma’am,” I
thought I heard a slight Irish accent. “As long as it doesn’t
interfere with the employee’s duties.”

“I wouldn’t want to
interfere with an employee’s duties,” Amanda said, holding
her hand to her chest as if the very idea was outrageous to her.
“What time do you get off… you know, work?”

“I’m sorry, my shift just
started, and I’m working a double today. Then I have paperwork to
complete, which should take about an hour.” They both looked sad.
Andrew tried to keep his eyes on my wife’s, but he couldn’t do it.
He just had to peek at her tits and, when he looked up, Amanda was
smiling at him.

“Of course, you know where
our bungalow is located?” Amanda asked. “It would be a great help
if you would stop by sometime and further acquaint me… I mean us,
with the pleasures of the resort.”

Had my wife picked the man
who would make me a cuckold? My mind seemed to repeat the question
while I checked him out. On the second scan, my eyes finally
focused on the bulge in his shorts. Oh shit!

“I’d be pleased to help; we
want to make sure our guests are well acquainted with our
pleasures,” I thought they were going to get ‘well acquainted’ on
the floor next to the podium. What was with all the double
meanings?

Amanda, the woman I’d fallen
in love with at a business conference barely eight years earlier,
had set her sights on a young blonde resort employee, and we hadn’t
even seen our villa yet.

I bent over, seeming to
check our baggage labels, but actually, I was hiding the bulge in
my pants. My heart was beating too fast, and I wanted this to
happen only slightly more than I wanted to stop it.

It didn’t help that by
bending over, I could see just how damp my wife was. I was
surrounded by the familiar fragrant smell of Amanda’s aroused
cunt.

The two of them were
finishing up the check-in process when Emily bent to whisper to me.
Before she could speak, she took a deep breath.

“Oh… is that Amanda? I want
her, and you tell her Josh. You tell your wife ‘Emily wants you,’
okay?” she said.

“I’ll tell her,” I managed
to get out.

“Nice hardon, too bad your
wife won’t let you play. Have you ever had two women at the same
time?” she asked before straightening up.

I hadn’t had two women at
the same time, but I’d watched my college girlfriend have two or
more men simultaneously. It had looked like fun.

Later, Emily and Tyler
bumped into us just outside our bungalow. They’d already been
dropped off with their luggage and were taking a stroll.

The resort had three levels
of bungalows. The least expensive had no view of the ocean and were
only one large room with a bathroom. Units with a partial ocean
view had a bedroom and a sitting room. Our bungalow was on the
beach and had two bedrooms as well as a sitting room. The cabin was
built on two levels, with the bedroom suites upstairs. The bedrooms
were entered from an open walkway, and one side looked down on the
large sitting room and kitchen. Firepits were on the back deck with
a view of the beach and the setting sun.

The grounds were well kept,
and the grass reminded me of a high-end golf course. Dense palm
tree groves separated the resort into discrete, isolated lawns.
Wandering walking paths ran through the property, down to the beach
and the dining pavilion.

Emily and Tyler had been
walking to the beach for a late afternoon drink. The women embraced
as though it had been days rather than minutes since they’d seen
each other. They moved away from us, each talking at the same time.
Tyler and I watched them, too far away to make out the
words.

Finally, the two stopped
talking and just looked at each other, their heads only a foot or
two apart. I’m not sure which one made the first move, they might
have moved simultaneously. All I know was their kiss was tentative
at first and then frantic. The sounds of their moans reached us
when Emily wrapped her leg around the much shorter Amanda and
pulled her body ever closer.

We could see Emily’s ass
moving as she rubbed her pussy against my wife’s leg. It was a
dirty sight, obscene and lewd. My erection dripped
pre-cum.

“You can whack off if you
want,” Tyler said. “Nobody will think less of you at the resort.
But you might want to save it. There’s usually something better to
see, especially after the sun goes down.” I stroked my erection
with the hand in my pocket.

Emily was on her knees,
pulling the damp seam of my wife’s cutoffs aside so she could lick
the moisture flowing from Amanda’s sex.

A naked couple stopped to
watch, the wife pressing herself against her husband and taking his
semi-hard cock in her hand.

“May we join you?” the wife
asked in a breathless, little girl’s voice. I recognized her face,
but she was naked and out of context for me. I couldn’t remember
how I knew her.

Tyler smiled at them and
answered for all of us, “Of course, it’s what the resort is all
about. I’m Tyler, and this is Josh. My wife’s the one on her
knees,” Emily waved without taking her mouth from my wife’s pussy.
I’m not sure if Amanda was even aware.

“My wife is Amanda,” I
said.

“We’re Jennifer and Gabe,”
the husband said. “It’s our first time, and we didn’t know this
place existed until recently.”

“Hey, Jennifer, nice
vacation spot you booked for us.” I hadn’t recognized our travel
agent since she’d let her hair return to its natural yellow
color.

“Hi, Josh,” she said. “It
looked just right for Gabe and me, so here we are.”

Jennifer moved closer to our
wives. I was able to make out Jennifer’s hand holding her stomach,
just below her large breasts, ready to slide down to her waxed
pussy. Gabe moved over to join Tyler and me.

“Have you been into the
scene for a long time?” Gabe asked.

“Only a few months,” I
answered.

We were interrupted by the
arrival of James, who stopped dead to watch the three women, now
naked. Amanda had looked up with her eyes half-closed until she
recognized Jennifer. The two kissed while Emily concentrated on my
wife’s folds.

“What have I missed?”
James asked.

“Not much, bro,” Tyler
answered. “They’ve only known each other for, like, two minutes.” I
tapped my wife on the shoulder and suggested we move the party
inside.

The three women pushed
through the door holding hands, and I collected Amanda’s clothing.
When I walked inside, I saw that James had stripped and joined the
women. They were all on the rug in front of a large sofa and
fireplace.

“I can only watch,” I told
Tyler. My eyes were fixed on the three gorgeous naked females on
the floor, concentrating on James. His lips were flattened against
Emily’s, and Amanda was licking and kissing his massive erection.
Jennifer was caressing James’s muscular body as though
mesmerized.

Watching my wife with
another man’s cock in her mouth was bringing up old feelings.
Emotions I thought were long-ago suppressed. Of course, that damn
James had to have a much larger cock than mine and probably the
ability to fuck my wife all night.

Tyler and I tried to get as
close to the action as we possibly could get. We wanted to watch
without being a part of it.

“You too?” I asked Tyler and
Gabe.

“No, dude,” Tyler answered.
“I’m just waiting until Emily gives me the signal.” I didn’t ask
what the signal was before turning to Gabe.

“I’m just a watcher for
now,” he was already naked, and his cock was stiff in his right
hand. “I’m going to whack off. I hope I won’t be offending anyone.
Not that I’d care if I did.”

“I believe I’ll join you in
the whacking-off part,” I said, freeing my erection.

Amanda’s lips were
stretched. She’d been able to roll his foreskin back and get half
the giant mushroom-shaped head of his cock into her mouth. A long
string of saliva connected my wife’s tongue with James’s
cock.

Jennifer was between my
wife’s legs, her fingers spreading Amanda’s labia wide as she
sucked my wife’s throbbing clitoris. Whenever Jennifer stopped
licking her pussy, clear drops would form on my wife’s lips and
drop to the rug beneath her.

Amanda’s moans, slightly
muffled by the head of the large cock in her mouth, could be heard
halfway across the room. I judged the first day of our Hotwife
Resort vacation to be a complete success.




Chapter 7

 


I was right about Emily’s
body. She was pale, except for the light tan on her face, arms, and
legs. The patch of hair above her slit was only slightly darker
than the strawberry blonde hair on her head. Her breasts were
little more than small lumps. However, her nipples were huge. They
looked like they belonged on old fashion baby bottles. Her hips
were narrow, causing her to look boyish.

Emily’s face was her best
feature, along with her bright red and very wet pussy. She had an
infectious grin, making her look like a born trouble maker, and she
seemed to love sex. I never got the impression she cared who she
was with: man, woman, a combination of both, or even a line of men.
The entire time we were with Emily, she was either having sex or
looking forward to having sex.

Tyler couldn’t take his eyes
off his own wife. Amanda shared James’s cock with Emily. The two
women smiled at each other and tried to kiss, with James’s now
throbbing erection caught between them. Tyler stroked his
small-looking cock even harder at the sight of the two wives
sharing James’s black dick.

Emily’s arms were wrapped
around my wife, pulling her as close as she could to herself.
Before long, James’s cock had slipped free, and the two women
moaned in disappointment, but their kiss didn’t end.

James tried to get my wife
to lie under him. Amanda urged him toward Emily, who was already on
her hands and knees, her pussy pointed at him.

I heard a loud grunt when
James’s fat cock penetrated an inch or two into Emily from the
rear. My wife was fascinated by the other woman’s body. Amanda
played with her long nipples before running her fingers over
Emily’s thighs and between her legs. I think she wanted to feel
Emily’s stretched pussy and James’s cock. Emily moaned loudly when
my wife touched her clit.

“Oh… shit… hell… Amanda…
oh,” Emily’s body was moving wildly. James held onto her narrow
hips and fucked her. “Lick my clit… Amanda… please.”

Amanda laid on her back and
pushed her head under the other woman. She used a small pillow so
she could reach Emily’s clit with her tongue.

The combination of James’s
large cock and my wife’s wet mouth was too much for Emily. She was
close to orgasm immediately.

“Oh christ… holy shit…
Tyler, look,” she yelled.

Tyler knelt on the floor and
looked under his wife’s body. He was rubbing his cock hard and fast
using only two fingers and his thumb. I don’t know why he hadn’t
cum yet.

Amanda was on her back with
her legs spread and her head under Emily’s body. My wife’s hips
were humping as she licked. Drops of clear lubrication could be
seen on her throbbing clitoris.

Gabe knelt between Amanda’s
thighs, his cock hard. He wanted to fuck my wife, and I felt my
heart dancing in my chest. My erection throbbed at the sight of
another man spreading my wife’s pussy open and lining up to fuck
her. But it was not to be, not yet.

Amanda rolled on her side
and pulled out from under Emily. She smiled at Gabe, her legs
tightly together, and spoke very quietly.

“I want to, oh shit, you
can’t imagine how much I want to let you. But I’m just not ready
for another man, not today. Is that okay?” she looked
concerned.

“It’s fine, Amanda,” he
said.

They both looked at his
throbbing erection before turning to watch Jennifer suck Tyler’s
small cock. He was concentrating on his wife, who had changed
positions and was now bouncing on top of James.

Emily had one hand on
James’s shoulder and the other between their bodies, wildly
stroking her own clitoris.

James yelled as he came, an
amount so great it flowed out of Emily’s pussy and coated James’s
cock. A second later, Emily joined him. Tyler looked like he was in
pain before he exploded in Jennifer’s mouth. Tyler’s cock was not
very large, it looked smaller than James’s middle finger, but he
came enormously. Jennifer swallowed as fast as she could, and
still, her chin was coated in running white cum.

“Wow, Tyler!” she said as
she wiped her face. “You’re a stud.”

Tyler beamed with pride, but
his wife didn’t see it. She was lying flat across James’s chest,
his cock still inside her. “I’ve missed you, James. Thank you,
thank you.”

Two men and one woman had
been taken care of, and none were as horny as my wife. When Amanda
stood, a long string of lubrication ran from her pussy to the
floor. She held me close and whispered in my ear, “I’m so horny,
Josh. I feel ready, and I’m not picky.”

“Why don’t you fuck Gabe.
He’s ready for you,” I told her. Amanda was shaking in my arms. Her
face, chest, and throat were bright red and blotchy. She was
breathing loudly; her breasts showed the effect of each rapid
breath.

“I… I want to… lord knows
I want to… I’m just… I’m just not ready yet.” She looked close
to tears. I ran my finger through the hot swamp of her pussy and
over the hard lump of her clitoris, causing her to jump. “Oh…
Josh… oh… oh,” my wife was near orgasm in my arms, and I’d
barely touched her.

Her head was back. I didn’t
know a head could go back so far, and her mouth was wide open in a
scream, but she wasn’t making a sound. Amanda had pushed her hips
so far forward her pussy was exposed entirely from the front. Only
my arm around her back kept her from falling.

I held my finger pressed on
her pussy, and she drenched my hand. I’d felt my wife’s wetness
before, of course. But this time was different. There was so much
it felt like hot baby oil.

“I thought she was a
hotwife?” Tyler asked, confused.

“She’s a woman who dearly
wants to be a hotwife but who hasn’t been with another man yet,” I
answered. “She’s determined to open her legs for another person
while we’re here.”

Both guys took a moment to
absorb what I’d said. James helped himself to a beer. Gabe stood
looking out to sea.

“She seemed experienced when
she invited me to come down to your bungalow,” James mused. “You’ve
got a gorgeous wife, and I’d be honored to be her
first.”

Wait one, I thought. ‘Wait
one minute. Amanda had invited James to the bungalow? I needed to
pay closer attention to my wife.

“I saw her first,” Tyler
pointed out. “The honor would be all mine.” Tyler and James
pretended to glare at each other.

“You’re both such great
candidates. How could a poor husband, such as myself, possibly pick
who would deflower his loving wife?” I said. “Perhaps a joust at
daybreak?”

“Or better yet. How about
both of you at the same time?” Amanda said from behind us. Holding
a large cardboard box, she turned to me, “Emily and Tyler are
staying here tonight. They’re going to take the other
bedroom.”

“Crap, I’ve lost again,”
James said.

“No, you haven’t,” Jennifer
was standing behind my wife. “Gabe and I are going to camp out
downstairs. You’re welcome to join us. Maybe I’ll let you make a
tasty ‘Jennifer sandwich.’”

“Open the box,” Amanda said.
“It’s addressed to both of us.”

I read the card
first:

Thank you for choosing the Hotwife
Resort. We desire to make your stay rewarding in every
way.

Inside is a game of Extremely
Erotic Truth and Dare which can be played by a single couple or as
many as four couples.

Also included are rope, handcuffs,
a collar and leash, and other paraphernalia that might be
useful.

Games are circulated only to the
Grande Beach Houses such as yours.

The staff thoroughly cleaned and
disinfected every article, including the cards, in preparation for
your arrival.

Enjoy

I opened the box and took
out one set of playing cards organized in a plastic dispenser
labeled “Truth and Dare.” There were also smaller boxes labeled
“whip,” “handcuffs,” “collar and leash,” and more.

“I have an idea,” I
said.

“Let’s all play Extremely
Erotic Truth and Dare together,” Amanda finished for me.

“We even have the correct
number of people,” I said. “Since I can’t play, we have three
couples.”

“I thought it was Truth
or Dare?” Tyler scratched his head in confusion.

I’d been scanning the brief
set of rules. “It is, usually. But in the Extremely Erotic version,
the player must do both. Answer a question with the truth
and perform a dare, which generally means there are two
players for each round, but only the first one named must tell the
Truth.

We’d all checked in on the
same day, some on the same flights. We decided to start playing
Extremely Erotic Truth and Dare the following evening. Emily was
already falling asleep in her chair. The rest of us had drinks on
the deck to watch the sunset, and it was time to settle in for the
night. It would be the last night we each slept with our
spouses.

Sometime in the night, I
woke to the sound of Jennifer squealing in orgasm from the sitting
room. I wanted to look, but I decided it was probably just Gabe,
and I went back to sleep, holding my hardon. It wasn’t her
husband.




Chapter 8

 


The next morning Amanda was
up first, poking me awake after her shower. “Why are you dressed?”
I asked, taking in her tee-shirt and shorts.

“I’m going to fix breakfast.
The pantry and refrigerator are stocked with more than just beer.
You don’t want me to burn any of my parts, do you?”

By the time I made it
downstairs, the entire cottage was awake. Jennifer and Gabe decided
they needed a few things from their cabin and left, promising to be
back for breakfast. By the time they returned, the food was being
served.

“Wasn’t James here last
night?” Amanda asked. Jennifer tried to hide a grin.

“He had to check in with the
office,” Gabe answered. “He said he’d be back as soon as he
could.”

“I think,” Jennifer said,
looking around the table with her grin still in place. “We should
explore the resort, count the number of people having intercourse,
and then go to the beach to grade their techniques.”

We were an interesting
sight, three couples walking together. Gabe was the only naked man;
Tyler and I had chickened out. The women all wore just the bottoms
to their suits. I loved the way their bare breasts
moved.

We were a subject of
curiosity when James joined us wearing his Resort issued shorts. He
was instantly recognizable and was greeted wherever we went. I
silently wished I’d have had as many opportunities for sex in my
entire life as James had in our walk around the grounds. At the
Hotwife Resort, he was a pussy magnet.

It was a turn-on to hear
women beg him to fuck them in front of their husbands. His
reputation as a bull was so well established, women who knew the
resort begged for his time.

“James,” said a woman almost
as beautiful as Jennifer. “My husband is a loser. I haven’t had an
orgasm since I was with you last time. Please, James. I’ll do
anything for you.”

Her husband was short and
stocky, and his flaccid cock was just long enough to be visible
outside his pubic hair. He was smiling as his wife humiliated him.
His eyes sparkled.

“Your husband’s right there,
Scarlett. Besides, I’m with these folks right now,” James pointed
out. The rest of us stood behind him, fascinated by the
conversation. Scarlett’s name fit her brilliant red
hair.

“It’s okay, James,” I said.
Amanda was studying the scene, taking everything in. “Go ahead;
we’ll wait.”

“James,” the woman was
whining. “Don’t you think I’m pretty?”

“You’re beautiful,” James
said. “Any other time, I’d be happy to do what I can.” His cock was
betraying him. He was hard, so hard I was concerned about the
fabric of his shorts.

The naked woman hugged him
from the side and rubbed her body against his. “You’re hard. When
my husband gets hard, I can’t even see his cock. It’s so
small.”

We all turned to look at the
husband. It was true, he was trying to jack-off, but his cock was
so small he could only use one finger and his thumb. Seeing James’s
reluctance, Scarlett became desperate.

“I haven’t had an orgasm
with a man in five years, James,” her hand was wrapped around his
huge cock. “The last time I came, except on my own, was with you.
Do you remember?”

“James, if we could talk for
a minute?” Amanda said.

James excused himself.
Scarlett didn’t take her eyes off him, even pushing her husband
away when he tried to touch her. Her action only excited him
further, and his cock throbbed.

“What if you were to take
care of her? Would you be done for the day?” I looked at my wife in
surprise. My scalp prickled, and my erection grew.

“I’d be fine. You just have
to trust me.” His eyes were smiling like he knew something we
didn’t know. I was standing behind my wife and somewhat hidden from
James’s view. I looked at the crotch of his shorts, feeling a
little perverted. His cock was creating a hard tube pointing
squarely at Amanda. “Will I be one of the people you’ll
judge?”

“Hell yes,” my wife melted
against him. “I don’t want you… you know… wearing yourself out.
Some guys are one and done.” James turned so the tube in his shorts
rubbed against my wife’s stomach.

My… wife’s… stomach was
touching a huge black erection! I felt pressure in my chest, just
above my heart. I couldn’t breathe.

Amanda rubbed her body
against James’s cock. Her large bare breasts were touching him. Her
nipples had grown hard, even in the tropical heat.

“Is this exciting you,
Josh?” she asked while looking up at James.

I swallowed hard and said,
“Yes.”

“James is going to fuck this
woman,” my wife announced.

“About time,” Scarlett
said.

“Bend over Scarlett,” my
wife ordered. “Use the table.”

“Wait,” Scarlett held up her
hand. “I’m not taking orders from you.”

“Yes, you are,” James said.
“I do what Amanda wants me to do.”

“Amanda, how about me? I’ll
take orders,” I whispered in my wife’s ear, and we both
laughed.

Scarlett bent over the table
with her legs spread wide and her ass sticking out. Her pussy was a
vivid wet, dark pink gash between her legs.

Amanda surprised me by
pushing Emily toward Scarlett. The beautiful redhead jumped when
Emily’s tongue touched her clitoris from behind.

“Who’s back there?” she was
straining to see behind and beneath herself.

“Scarlett,” Amanda stood
next to the woman, stroking her long red hair. “I want to make sure
you’re ready for James.”

“Oh… I’m ready,” she
gasped.

“Are you getting more
readyist?” my wife asked—her hand now on Scarlett’s dangling
breast.

“Oh… I really need…
James,” she was moving her ass trying to capture more of
Emily’s tongue. My wife bent and licked the bulbous head of James’s
cock, her eyes closed as she savored the taste.

James moved closer, and at a
signal from Amanda, he lined his cock up with Scarlett’s pussy.
Emily used her fingers to spread the redhead’s labia wide, and
James plunged his wet cock into Scarlett’s dripping pussy. The poor
woman’s head came up, and she gripped the edges of the table as her
pussy was stretched by his fat cock.

“Holy crap… he’s fucking
big… I’d forgotten,” she was so loud people turned to look.
“You’re stretching… me… oh, oh, oh, oh.”

James held her hips and his
ass flexed as he pounded into her, driving the air from her lungs.
He was moving fast and hard. Sweat coated his shining black face
and chest.

Scarlett’s husband was
standing by his wife’s head, watching her face turn bright pink. He
was trying not to miss seeing anything while his fingers moved fast
on his tiny erection. A drop of pre-cum caught the light as it flew
off. His belly shook with the effort.

“Suck your husband’s cock,
Scarlett,” Amanda directed. “Do it, suck him.”

Her husband held his wife’s
head still as he pushed his erection toward her face. Scarlett’s
mouth was already open.

James wrapped a handful of
her long red hair in his fist and used his leverage to push her
head back and forth on her husband’s small prick.

“Oh, shit… oh shit… now…
now… James!” Scarlett’s orgasm was massive. Her husband fell
out of her screaming mouth, saliva coated his cock, and he erupted
on the grass.

James had penetrated
Scarlett with only half his cock’s length when she came. He stopped
moving and held her hips, letting her spasm around his erection.
His cock was dripping when he pulled out. A long rope of Scarlett’s
lubrication connected his cock with her labia until it suddenly
snapped.

James hadn’t cum.

Amanda’s fingers were
between her crossed legs, stroking her clitoris. “Josh, look at
him… he’s so big,” she turned to me, her breasts wobbling as she
masturbated. “How will he feel inside me?”

Gabe was pressing his
erection against my wife’s ass. “Let me fuck you first, Amanda. Let
me help you get ready for him.”

Gabe had it bad for my wife.
On one level, it made perfect sense. My wife was an earthier
version of Jennifer. His wife was not only blonde but taller with a
more feminine body. They were the same, yet different in so many
ways.

Amanda eased him away
gracefully and turned to me. “Are we okay? We've had a busy
morning.” I assured her we were fine.

It was time to return to the
cottage, and as we walked, our group continued to attract attention
everywhere we went. Women came up to James, some to introduce
themselves and some to remind him of who they were. James was
courteous to all of them but, we didn't stop again. Scarlett had
been enough.

At the bungalow, Amanda took
a shower and put on a light-yellow skirt. With her boobs bare, of
course, she looked great.

Emily and Tyler were reading
the game rules when we returned. “Let’s play,” Emily said
excitedly, pulling each of us into a circle. “The rules are
unique,’” she reminded everybody.

“The Truths and Dares are
already written, and they’re obscene?” Jennifer asked. In some
ways, Jennifer was the most beautiful woman in our group. Her
Scandinavian splendor gave Amanda’s Mediterranean looks serious
competition.

She was tall, perhaps 5’9”
or 5’10” and voluptuous. Large tits and an ample, round ass. Her
hair was a golden blonde color making her look like a pinup from
the 1950s. Her skin was smooth and clear. The contrast with Amanda
was wonderful, and I ached to see them together bending over me,
fighting for my cock.

My wife poked me in the
side. “Stop staring at her.” The group laughed at my
expense.

“How dirty are the Truths
and Dares?” Jennifer asked.

“Do you put out on the first
date?” I replied.

“Sometimes,” Jennifer smiled
at me. She was a picture of Nordic beauty when she smiled,
revealing her true self. Like many beautiful blonde women, she
could seem icy, but she wasn’t. Jennifer was a hot-spirited
woman.

“In this game, you could end
up putting out before you’ve even been on a date or introduced to
your partner, for that matter,” I told her. “Plus, you could end up
doing it in front of a room full of people.”

“Oh, sounds like fun. Let’s
play,” and she rubbed her hands together, causing her breasts to
wobble. Even the women were mesmerized.

“Let’s move to the back deck
so we’ll be outside. We can turn on the firepits for light when it
gets dark,” James suggested.

The back deck had several
reclining lounge chairs in addition to two elevated gas firepits.
Once we moved the chairs aside, there was enough space for us to
sit on the wood decking, with the help of towels and two old
blankets.

There was a lot of laughing
and joking. The only person who seemed at all uncomfortable was
Amanda. A change from the afternoon when she’d been so loose. While
everyone was busy, she wanted to talk in the small
kitchen.

“Josh, what are we doing? I
almost let Gabe fuck me. I wanted him so badly, I’m aching down
there,” her hand was on my cock. “I can’t keep doing this. Someone
else is going to do me unless we agree to stop this ‘no sex’ thing
and go upstairs.” Her eyes were begging me. She looked desperate.
My wife was nervously licking her lips, and her hands
shook.

I wanted her. Despite the
other temptations around me, I wanted my wife. I ached to touch
her. I opened my mouth to tell everybody the game was off, and I
was taking my wife upstairs. When Jennifer interrupted.

“Looks like you’ve got a
problem, Josh,” Jennifer said. “If you need me to help you with
Amanda, just let me know.”

My breath caught, and my
attention shifted to Jennifer’s smiling face. I’d almost let my
wife’s intense arousal distract me from what I knew would be even
more gratifying than going upstairs. I wanted what was about to
happen, and even though it scared me, Amanda needed it even more
than I did. The interruption had broken the tension between my wife
and me, and we weren’t going upstairs, at least not
together.

My wife was going to be
fucked by another man. Soon, maybe tonight, my wife would break our
wedding vows.

“I know how much you’re
aching,” I whispered to her. “I’m aching too, but we came here for
one thing. So, unless you want to call it off and go home, I’m
going to be watching you having sex with someone else.”

For the first time in our
marriage, I was having difficulty reading my wife’s face. She
looked sad but also … eager. She turned to the group
outside.

“Let’s play. Who’s
first?”

“We have Amanda, Emily and
Jennifer for the ladies,” Tyler said. “Myself, Josh, James, and
Gabe, for the men, if James can find time from his duties to
play.”

“I’ve been told, happily I
might add, that I am at your service for the next week,” James
said.

“Who, apparently happily,
told you to be at our service?” Emily wondered.

“The order is to be
available to assist Amanda and Joshua,” James said. “We usually
assign a full-time staff member to customers who rent a beach-front
villa. This week I’m their staff member.”

“Wow,” Amanda said. “You’ve
been assigned to little-ol’-me?”

“I have,” James said,
pulling her in close.

“Ahem,” I fake coughed.
“Regarding the game, you have to count me out,” I said. “I can be
the Presenter or whatever, but I can’t play. I can only
watch.”

We gathered in a circle, a
few of us still wearing clothing. We’d ordered beers, mixed drinks,
and snacks from the kitchen, and we were ready to play.

The combination of hot sun,
alcohol, and being at the Hotwife Resort would have been enough to
put the party in a loose, ‘anything goes,’ mood. Our hormones were
racing after watching James fuck the desperate Scarlett. It was
easy to see the restlessness he had generated, particularly in our
wives.

“Josh is the
Presenter/Referee,” James announced, deciding for all of
us.

“I think we should all agree
to the rules first,” I said.

“Rules? We don’t need no
stinkin’ rules!” Gabe announced.

“Just a few; they’ve kept
them pretty simple.” The group finally settled down enough for me
to continue. I read through the rules and showed everyone the long
plastic box that dispensed Truth and Dare cards and the similar box
with Punishment cards.

We broke open more beer and
another bottle of wine and started stripping. Jennifer took off her
bikini bottom, which I appreciated. Amanda’s yellow skirt came off
at the same time, but I’d already made the mistake of looking at
Jennifer.

My wife didn’t mind me
looking at another woman, but she did mind me looking at the other
woman while taking her own clothes off.

Emily took off the bottom of
her two-piece, the only thing she’d had on. The guys had only been
wearing swimming suits.

James stripped off his
resort-provided shorts, and his long black hose of a cock lay over
his thigh, pointing at my wife. Gabe had a good size dick, too, and
it was already semi-hard. If it weren’t for James, his would have
been truly impressive. Tyler’s was standing straight up, but it was
only slightly longer than James’s little finger. No one could see
that I was a little larger than average, and I was fully
erect.

Emily’s large nipples were
standing out from her small, size AA breasts. Her pussy was bright
pink and open, and a wet spot had formed on the towel beneath
her.

Jennifer and Emily had
already set up the three hats so I could draw names. “Before each
round, I’ll pull a name from the everybody hat, and that person
will be our ‘player.’ I’ll also pull the name of a person from the
hat containing only the opposite sex. Those two people, even if
married to someone else, must perform the Dare
together.”

Amanda looked at me with
wide ‘you’ve got to be kidding’ eyes. She whispered that she hoped
I’d still take her upstairs. Then she smiled as if to say, ‘if
that’s the way you want it to happen.’ She was reminding me of my
status as a non-player. She could only be partnered with another
person.

“Why not just one hat?”
Emily asked. “Maybe I want to play with a woman.”

Her idea was a good one,
except the guys objected strenuously. There was no support from any
of the men.

“We’re about ready to go,” I
announced. “Once a person’s name has been drawn, they go back in
the hat, so in theory, a person could be called on repeatedly.
Also, if players haven’t told the Truth or performed the Dare to
our satisfaction, they will be punished.” The group was becoming
restless.

“All Truths and all Dares
will be about sex, as we all know by now. The first one is the
easiest, to introduce us to the way this game is
played.”

“Okay, Tyler and Jennifer,
you’re our lucky winners,” I announced. Tyler immediately looked at
Gabe’s spectacularly nude wife. His tiny dick throbbed.

“This is your Truth
question: ‘Of the women on this deck who would you consider the
sluttiest?’” All eyes were on Tyler as he pondered his answer.
“I’ll hold the Dare until after you tell the Truth.”

“This game is sounding
better and better,” Tyler said. “Okay, the sluttiest person is
Emily.”

“Oh bullshit,” Gabe said.
“You're just saying that because you're married to her. I ain’t
buying it. I'm calling for a vote.”

I had to call the vote.
After all, Tyler might have been right. We could see Emily’s wet
pussy dripping onto her towel. Besides that, we all knew she was up
for just about anything with anybody. On the other hand, we were
enjoying the view of Amanda’s and Jennifer's breasts.

Tyler lost four to
two.

James said it best. “Ain’t
got to be a woman. There are four men with hardons, each of ‘em
leaking, and any of the guys would do just about anything to get
laid.”

“Your Punishment,” I said,
reading the card. “Is to wear handcuffs during the next part, and
Jennifer will be able to do anything she wants to you. But you
aren’t allowed to orgasm.”

Jennifer snapped the
handcuffs on Tyler's wrists, his arms behind his back, and began
torturing the poor man. While kissing his neck, she caressed his
chest and thighs. She even held his undersized balls before moving
in for a deep kiss with her large breasts pillowed against his
narrow, hairless torso.

The full four-inch length of
Tyler’s cock quivered and threatened to erupt. I don’t think he’d
ever felt tits like Jennifer’s, and he’d only dreamed of actually
kissing her. When she pulled away to smile at him, he tried to move
his body to keep the contact alive.

Instead, Jennifer dragged
her erect nipples across his body and just touched his erection.
She was smart enough not to handle his cock too much. He didn’t
have enough control not to cum on her.

The sight of this aroused
Emily. The wet spot on the towel beneath her grew larger as she
watched. It grew even more when she began masturbating.

“Do you want to cum on my
tits?” Jennifer asked Tyler. “Would you like to shoot your hot
sperm all over my boobs? Maybe you’d rather fuck me. Would you like
to fuck my tight little pussy?”

The poor guy was trembling.
A glob of dark grey sperm ran down the side of his
erection.

“Sorry, you can’t. The next
person’s about to be called.” Jennifer sat back and looked at me
expectantly.

Amanda poked me in the ribs.
“Time for the next lovely contestant.”

“Ah… yes. Lovely…
Contestant,” I said. Then louder, “Emily. You’re the next lovely
contestant. Also, keeping with your wishes, I have matched you up
with another woman.”

Emily looked at me with a
surprised grin. “Oh boy oh boy oh boy oh girl.”

“So, lovely contestant,
Truth first. ‘Describe, as if giving a five-minute detailed TED
talk, the taste of pussy,’ without using the words: ‘honey, sweet,
or fishy.”

Amanda whooped with
laughter. Her laugh was so over-the-top it was difficult to tell
why the group was laughing. The noise Amanda made or the Truth
challenge for Emily.

Jennifer took her hand off
Tyler’s poor suffering erection to clap with pleasure.

My wife’s eyes were
unnaturally bright, and she couldn’t stay still. Even sitting on
her feet with her heel digging into her pussy, didn’t help. She
kept looking at the hard tube of James’s cock. He caught her
looking at his erection and stroked himself while staring at her
breasts.

My wife was breathing
faster.

“Can you tell me my
Dare?”

“Crawl on your hands and
knees to Amanda. Eat her pussy without allowing her to climax, but
for no longer than five minutes.”

My wife sucked in her
breath, and I reread the card to myself. The two women had already
had sex, so it wasn’t something new. It had been even odds Amanda
would be picked. But still…

“Oh wow,” Emily said. “I
have a counter-proposal.”

The idea of a
counter-proposal was met with universal derision from the group.
Until Emily proposed going down on my wife first and then
presenting a talk on the taste and texture of Amanda’s
pussy.

Emily's counter-proposal was
accepted unanimously. Watching Emily on her hands and knees,
crawling towards my wife, was both exciting and arousing. Emily had
a great ass; the smile and look of anticipation on her face added
something we had not expected. Emily wanted to experience my wife’s
pussy.

Amanda leaned back against
me and spread her legs wide while smiling uncertainly at her
friend. Emily stroked Amanda's dark red, gaping, damp pussy so we
could all see what she was about to eat. I could tell, because my
wife’s face was next to mine, that her cheeks turned red when she
realized we were all looking between her legs.

Emily wasted no time. She
placed a pillow under my wife's ass and laid on her belly, her head
between my wife's legs, and started by licking Amanda’s slit from
bottom to top. My wife moaned and put her hands on either side of
Emily’s head to hold her in place.

“She’s good, Josh… oh,
shit,” Amanda pulled her legs up and spread them wider, giving
Emily even more room to lick and suck.

“Oh… shit… she’s
excellent… I don't think I can go five minutes… it’s almost here…
it's almost here… oh crap,” Amanda was screaming. Emily had
only been licking her for a short time. Amanda's legs were drawn
back and apart as far as she could get them, holding her ankles
with her hands.

Emily pulled away and helped
my wife to hold her thighs apart. Amanda was breathing hard, her
belly cramping with her need, but she didn't finish. My wife was
close, but Emily would not let her climax.

Amanda's hips thrust against
empty air, her head sawing from side to side, as she moaned and
begged Emily to get her off. Everyone but me could see the
contractions her pussy was having. Amanda tried to finish herself,
but Emily held her hands so she couldn't masturbate. My wife was
desperate with need.

On the one hand, I felt
sorry for Amanda. I knew how urgent her desire was and how long she
had waited. I knew she needed satisfaction.

On the other hand, I enjoyed
Amanda's desperation. After all, I wanted to see her fucked by
another man. The greater her need, the greater would be my
pleasure. I was flooded with guilt, and it seemed wrong what I was
doing, setting my wife up to want someone else so
desperately.

Emily smiled at us, her face
wet and dripping. She was proud of herself. She’d accomplished her
Dare, and now she needed to tell the Truth.

Tyler had given up trying to
get Jennifer to sit on his lap. Hard and quivering as his cock was,
his attention had been diverted to watching his wife. Now, like
everyone else, he wanted to hear how Amanda had tasted.

Even I was interested. I’d
never gone down on my wife when she’d been so aroused, and besides,
I wasn’t a woman. I had to wonder how my Amanda had tasted to
Emily.

“What had Amanda's pussy
tasted like, and what was the texture? Amanda's labia felt thick
and slick against my tongue. I loved sucking them, and they
stretched a long way inside my mouth. Her labia grew longer the
harder I sucked. Her labia and clit seemed to fill my mouth. It was
like I could feel what she was feeling in my pussy. All the while,
I tasted her saltiness. Sorry, I just had to use that
word.”

“Her clitoris was a
hard-little nob that had contractions whenever I ran my tongue over
it. Every time she had a spasm, I did too, and her moisture filled
my mouth. Whatever I was doing to her, it felt like I was doing the
same thing to myself.”

“My body was responding
along with hers when she got wetter, so did I. You want to know how
she tasted? She tasted salty but sweet at the same time. The more I
licked her, and the hotter she became, the harder she pushed
herself against my mouth.”

“She excited me, and she
made me want to eat her harder and faster. I want to feel her cum.
If I’d been a man, I’d have wanted to enter her. I wanted to be
inside her anyway!”

“Her ass didn't taste like
anything special. It was just a hole. But the way she squirmed and
pushed herself at me somehow gave her a flavor. Maybe because when
I was licking her ass, my nose was forced inside her vagina. She
was flowing wet, and her smell surrounded me.”

“I haven't eaten many women,
just a few. Some are kind of gamey, dirty tasting. Some are fishy.
Amanda is sweet, and her juices are like damn honey. I’d do it
again! I’d do it before or after a man. I really want her
now.”

Tyler couldn’t hug his wife
with handcuffs on, but he licked her wet face, and Emily smiled
while stroking his cock. Jennifer and Gabe were locked in a deep
kiss. When I turned to Amanda, she was in James’s arms, his lips on
hers, and his hand between her spread legs.

I was the odd man out. Fear
twisted my gut; my wife had picked James. It wasn’t even his hand
on her pussy that bothered me so much, or even his big hardening
cock, looking like a giant black cucumber. It was the passion of
their kiss that felt like cheating, somehow.

I tried to reason with
myself. Amanda was unbelievably horny, she wanted to get laid, and
I wanted to play my silly game of denying us pleasure. She knew if
she wanted to be loved tonight, at least physically loved, she’d
have to turn elsewhere. What made James seem so
dangerous?

Was it because he was the
only unmarried man? Was it the size of his…equipment? Was it
because I was afraid ‘once she went black, she would never come
back?’ Did I even believe that?

Amanda spread her legs and,
without breaking contact with James’s lips, straddled his lap and
rested her open aroused cunt on his hard cock. They both moaned,
and my wife leaned forward, pressing her clitoris into his
erection, her breasts against his chest.

My body felt hot, and not
because of the tropical heat. I felt ashamed of myself. How stupid
could I be? Even if I told her I’d changed my mind, the whole idea
of waiting was foolish, and ‘we should go to bed and fuck our
brains out.’ She probably wouldn’t go with me.

Why would she? I was the one
who created her desperation, and I’d put her together with James. A
sex legend with stamina and a huge cock. What a fucking idiot I
was. I’m a fucking idiot.




Chapter 9

 


Amanda looked at me shyly,
as if she'd been caught doing something wrong. She sat next to me
and leaned her head against my chest. I held her, but it didn’t
feel right; something had fundamentally changed.

Amanda felt hot and
restless. Her head was on my chest, but she was twisted, so she was
facing James. He was acting naturally and talking with the other
players. When he’d glance our way, my wife’s body would tense, and
she’d touch his leg with her toes.

The group decided to do one
more card before calling it a night, and Amanda moved to sit next
to James. In the dim light of the firepit, I saw his dark hand on
my wife’s pale thigh. His pinkie was caressing close to her pussy.
My wife’s eyes were closed as if she were savoring the feel of his
touch.

I had to turn away when
Amanda laid her head on his thigh and kissed the head of his cock.
When it seemed to jump, she moved closer and opened her mouth
wider. She wasn’t kissing it any longer. She was sucking
it.

“Jennifer,” I
said.

“Wait,” Gabe said. “There’s
only been one guy, but each of the women has been
called.”

“Them’s the breaks, hubby,”
Jennifer said, patting his semi-hard cock. “We’re here all week,
and I’m sure you’ll get a turn.”

“The Truth, Jennifer,” I
said. “Tell us which man, in our group, you would most like to
fuck. Then, hold his hand and tell him why you’d most like to fuck
him.”

“Oh my,” Jennifer said. “I
suppose the man can’t be my husband?”

“This is the Hotwife
Resort,” James pointed out. “Why would you come here if the man you
most want to have sex with is your husband?”

“Isn’t it interesting they
used the word ‘fuck?’” Jennifer said. “Not make love or have sex.
Fuck.”

“I think you should do your
Dare first,” I was reading the card to myself.

“Give it to me, big boy,”
Jennifer stood up. Her perfect female figure was on full display.
She smiled down at me as I admired her voluptuous form and aroused
pussy.

“Okay…” I had to start over.
I was having a hard time getting the words out.

“Okay, you are to sit on
this,” I held up a giant Hitachi vibrator with a plugin cord and a
big soft vibrating ball at the end of the shaft. We plugged the
vibrator into an outlet at the base of the nearest firepit and
turned it on. “When you have the head of the vibrator held securely
against your clitoris, you are to read this story out loud about
being a hotwife until you climax.”

Jennifer looked from me to
the wildly vibrating Hitachi before saying, “I like it. If I do the
Dare first, I’d like not to cum. I’d like to be even hornier than I
am now when I tell one of you how much I’d like to feel your big,
hard cock inside me.”

Jennifer had glanced at
James, causing Amanda to put her hand on his cock and stroke him as
she tried to get him between her lips. His cock was so big when she
tried to wrap her hand around it her fingers wouldn’t
meet.

Jennifer put the vibrator on
one of the chairs and gracefully lowered herself. When she could
spread her lower lips wide and put all her weight on the soft head
of the vibrator, I handed her a section from Ben Boswell’s
“Whatever it Takes.”

Jennifer began reading about
a woman who had discovered sex with other men. While her husband
watched, she had wild, athletic intercourse with another, well-hung
man.

I turned up the speed of the
vibrations. The machine hummed loudly, and soon Jennifer’s voice
wavered. She gamely tried to carry on, stopping twice to hold on to
the edge of the chair.

“Oh shit… that’s
good,” she said before picking up the story again. When the
section neared its conclusion, Jennifer couldn’t
continue.

“Oh… I’m going to… I have
to stop. This is too good,” she stood up, leaving the now
soaked vibrator humming on the chair. Jennifer hadn’t been able to
finish reading.

“What was so good?” Emily
asked. “The story or the vibrator?”

“Both, oh man… I’m so
close right now,” Jennifer carefully climbed off the chair and
stood bent over, her hands on her knees. From my position, I could
see her pussy rhythmically pumping out strings of
lubrication.

“Now you have to tell us the
man you’d most like to fuck,” I read this without inflection. I
knew who she’d choose. “Then tell him why you picked him while
holding his hand.”

“Can I hold his hand to my
boob?” Jennifer asked. She was moving toward James, and Amanda
didn’t look happy about it.

“Sure, why not?” I didn’t
really give a shit if James felt her up. Gabe, however, looked very
interested.

I wasn’t paying much
attention until I felt Jennifer pick up my hand and press it
against her unbelievably large, firm, hot breast. Being married to
Amanda, I was accustomed to big boobs, but I wasn’t accustomed to
Jennifer’s.

“I’d most like to fuck you,
Josh,” she said, shocking me.

“Come again?” I
said.

“I may,” Jennifer moved my
hand to cover her hard nipple. “I’d like to fuck you because I
think you’d be a caring lover. I think you’d satisfy my
needs.”

Jennifer had moved closer;
her face was only inches from mine. It felt like she was serious.
Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Amanda glaring at
us.

“I also like your… um, cock.
It looks big enough to be satisfying. Also, I think you’d be
grateful, and you’d appreciate my body.”

“You know what else?” she
continued. “I think I could make you my little cuckold. You’d even
eat my sloppy pussy after I fucked some other guy, wouldn’t
you?”

Jennifer was smiling at me.
It was one of those smiles only beautiful women seemed to have. Her
head was down, but her eyes were up, looking at me. The smile
seemed to be saying: “it’s all true. I could own you.”

I knew I was Jennifer’s
default choice. She couldn’t pick her husband, and I suspect she
wouldn’t have picked Tyler. That only left James, who was the
logical man for her to want. But picking James could have caused
her problems with Amanda. It wasn’t worth the trouble.

Still, I was so hard I hurt.
If she’d kept talking, I would have orgasmed.

“There, how was that?”
Jennifer said suddenly, dropping my hand and standing again. A
string of lubrication dripped from her pussy and landed on my
erection. It was so hot it burned.

That was it. We couldn’t
take any more. The group decided it was time for bed. Which, for
most of us, meant we couldn’t wait to get laid.

Amanda curled up with James
on an old blanket spread out next to the staircase. James was
holding her from the back, and both were still naked. His large
cock was against her ass. His arm was wrapped around her body, his
big hand holding her breast.

Jennifer and Gabe were in
the upstairs guest bedroom. Gabe’s cock was hard, and he was
begging Jennifer to hold him. He was trying to tell her how much he
loved her and how much he needed her. She was listening but playing
hard to get.

Even in the darkness, the
sight of Amanda and James sleeping together hurt my
eyes.

I looked over the railing at
Emily and Tyler on the convertible couch. Tyler pushed rhythmically
against his wife's ass, and I could tell they were fucking. Emily
did not hold it in. Tyler moved faster, and Emily encouraged him as
she stroked herself.

“Fuck me, Tyler. Did you
like seeing me eat Amanda’s… cunt?” It sounded like she was
trying to excite her husband enough for him to ejaculate inside
her.

“Did it excite you that I
was such a whore? A lesbian whore?” Her voice had gotten
louder, and she was almost there. I got it then. She wasn’t trying
to get her husband off; she was driving herself closer to
orgasm.

It was a race between
husband and wife, and Emily lost. With a loud cry, Tyler lunged
into his wife and froze.

“I’m cumming, Emily. I’m
cumming. Oh shit,” Tyler announced to the room.

“I know,” Emily said in
disappointment.

I studied Amanda and James
from the height of the upstairs hallway. James’s cock was poking
out from between my wife’s legs. It had grown even harder; the
thing looked immense. Amanda's eyes were open even as she pretended
to sleep. James had a tight grip on her breast, and I watched my
wife put one hand over his and smile.

No one was using the
upstairs master bedroom, but I didn't want to sleep there alone. I
used the bathroom, walked downstairs to the deck, and made myself
comfortable on one of the lounge chairs. I looked out at the ocean
and the path of light the moon cast on the water. I had a lot of
thinking to do.

It had been a long day. I'd
seen women fucking men while their husbands watched. I’d never
expected to see such a thing anywhere except on the internet. I
hadn’t even been sure those clips were real. I’d seen James with
Scarlett and her cuckold husband.

Most of all, I’d seen Amanda
kissing James and sitting naked on his lap, her legs on either side
of his hips. His massive, black erection had been caught between
them, against my wife’s pussy.

My wife’s pussy! We had
pledged to be exclusive to each other. Her labia had been wet and
spread open, his erection caught between them.

I’d seen her moving her head
from side to side frantically as they’d kissed, and he’d teased her
clitoris with his dick.

I’d seen her stop kissing
him, her hips still grinding against his hardon while she’d given
James deep, meaningful looks. I had to take a break from my
thoughts.

I turned the firepit down to
a low glow. When Amanda had climbed off James’s lap, she’d been
greasy. That's the best way to put it. Her pussy had been wet, and
her thighs had appeared greasy. She’d told me she wanted to be
fucked, and now she was lying with James. I couldn’t seem to
control my thoughts. They kept returning to my wife.

I went back inside to fix
myself a drink. Amanda and James were still lying together. James’s
cock was still caught between my wife’s legs, but now she was
stroking the sensitive underside with her soft hand.

I took my drink outside and
sat back in my lounge chair to have a pity party for myself. I'd
agreed to this arrangement. I’d agreed Amanda could fuck around,
and all I could do was watch. But what if she fell for somebody
else? What if she fell in love and left me? Did I need to look at
flights home? If I did leave the resort, should I even tell her?
Would it be better if I just disappeared? And the most important
question of all, if I felt so badly, why was my prick so
hard?

Do I want to feel the
humiliation, jealousy, and pain of watching my wife with another
man? Is that what I really want?

It hit me like the preverbal
gut punch. I… was… Amanda’s… cuckold. I couldn’t deny it any
longer.

In which case, I should stay
and relished the idea of watching my wife have sex with another
man. I could feel my heart squeezing at just the thought of another
man pushing his erection inside my Amanda. I wanted to see it
happen. I wanted to be humiliated by it. I didn't understand the
strong feelings I was having, it was wrong, but I wanted it more
than anything.

I must have briefly fallen
asleep. I woke with a full bladder and an urgent need to talk to my
wife. I went in to use the bathroom off the master bedroom. The
blanket next to the stairs was bunched up, and I couldn’t tell if
anyone was there.

I made my way quietly up the
stairs. The bathrooms were connected to the bedrooms, and I
negotiated my way, still half asleep, in the partial darkness. My
bare feet made no noise as I walked toward our bedroom at the end
of the hall.

“Oh god… James… I don’t
know… you might be too big for me,” it was my wife’s voice, and
she sounded excited. “Be gentle… my pussy… oh,
James.”

I pressed my body to the
wall next to the door and peeked around the corner. My urge to
urinate was gone, but my throbbing boner remained. I wrapped my
fist around my cock, both to keep it from hitting the edge of the
door and because it felt so good.

James lay on the edge of the
bed, his legs on the floor and his back on the mattress. I could
just see his shockingly long cock held up by my petite wife. She
was standing next to him, bent over with her legs spread, licking
his erection while he stroked her hairless pussy.

“I know what you want,
Amanda. You’ve been looking at my cock from the time you arrived,”
James put his hands on her hips, trying to draw her
closer.

“Oh shit… James, I want
to… but Josh wants,” she had to stop talking when he moved his
hand to stroke her clitoris. “I’m so… Josh wants… to watch… the
first time.”

I wanted to shout, “I’m
watching.” I had one hand on my hardon and the other on the
doorframe.

“Just let me touch it…
like I did before.” My wife touched James’s cock. She tried to
wrap her tiny married hand around his immense shaft.

“You can’t even get your
hand around it, can you?” he asked her. “Tell me what it feels like
to hold.”

“It feels so hot
and…alive, James. I’m holding a thick, living cock. Cock.” She
said again. “I’m holding another man’s cock.”

She was savoring the
sentence. “I’m touching my wedding ring to your cock. Does that
make me a cheater?”

“It makes you a hotwife.
Touch me with your ring again.”

I watched my wife change her
grip on his phallus. He was so long and thick that her fingers
didn’t meet. Amanda made sure our wedding ring touched
him.

“I’m cheating on my
husband. I’m breaking my vows,” she said.

“He wants you to,” James
answered. “He wants you to be a hotwife. He wants you to find
pleasure with other men.”

Amanda stepped over his hip
and settled on his stomach without letting go of his rigid pole,
with James lying on the bed and their four feet on the
floor.

She held his manhood and
measured it against her pussy. The colossal thing came to the
bottom of her breasts. She rubbed the length of him and sighed when
he throbbed against her. My heart was pounding as Amanda rubbed his
cock against her wet, hard clit.

“Don’t be teasing me, girl.
Put that thing inside your sweet pussy. You know you want to feel
it,” James continued working her. Amanda stood on her tiptoes. At
only five foot two inches tall, his cock just reached her clit when
she stood as tall as she could. “You know you want it, and I know
you want it.”

James was moving his hips,
rubbing the head of his cock against my wife’s clit when she saw me
in the doorway. I was smiling at her and pounding my
erection.

Amanda’s eyes and mouth
opened wide in shock at being discovered and at the sight of me
masturbating. I guess she momentarily forgot what she was doing.
Her attention was on me just long enough for her heels to touch the
ground and for James’s cock to penetrate her.

The feel of him entering and
stretching her vagina overwhelmed her. I saw the look of shock on
her face from seeing her husband watching her with another man
transform into a look of far greater shock as James’s massive
phallus stretched her pussy to the breaking point.

Amanda didn’t try to get
away. She stood stock still before placing her hands on James’s
knees; her wide brown eyes still fixed on me.

Another man was inside my
wife, fucking her. A warm feeling overpowered me. I wanted this to
happen; I wanted him to fuck her in front of me. The underside of
my cock’s mushroom-shaped head felt hot and needy.

I wanted to cum, and I
wanted to fuck her. I wanted to beat off while I watched
her.

James didn’t see me until he
sat up to hold Amanda’s huge breasts. His hands weren’t big enough
to capture all the flesh, but they were large enough to hold her
still while his hips moved, and he fucked her. My wife’s legs were
spread wide, and she held his hands on her breasts, all the while
staring at me. Her eyes slowly closed halfway, and her mouth opened
as she panted.

Another man was fucking my
wife! We’d talked about it, we’d dreamed of it, and now it was
happening, right in front of me. Not just some man, but a black man
with a huge cock was slamming inside her. I was Amanda’s
cuckold.

Amanda and I watched each
other. I don’t know how I looked, but my wife had a tiny smile on
her face. James used his grip on her breasts to pull her down, her
pussy swallowing more of his mammoth length until he was all the
way inside.

My wife lost her senses. She
was still staring at me, first at my face and then at my hand
pounding my erection.

“He’s all the… way inside
me… he’s touching something inside me… Josh… Oh, honey… I’m going
to cum… I love you,” she screamed at the end. I was sure the
entire house would be awake. I wasn’t far from wrong.

My wife’s orgasm wasn’t the
only one. My cock exploded, and it was only then I realized
Jennifer had the head of it in her mouth. I wasn’t sure if my
promise counted if I didn’t even know a woman had been sucking
me.

Amanda was looking at us
when she came again. This one was because of Jennifer, I
think.

James was close when my wife
got back up on her tiptoes and took his cock out of her pussy. When
he came, she was bent over, holding her hair back with one hand,
and jacked his cock with the other. I watched the base of his cock
constrict for a long time as he pumped loads of sperm into her
mouth.

Amanda didn’t generally like
the taste of cum, but she swallowed James as fast as her throat
would work. When he finally collapsed with a long moan, my wife
licked his cock clean.




Chapter 10

 


“I did it…” she started to
say minutes later.

“I’m your…” I said at the
same time.

We stopped and just looked
at each other before Amanda moved into my arms.

“So, we’re okay?” she asked.
There was a worried undertone to her voice.

“Yes, we're fine. I was
coming to tell you I want to be your cuckold,” I said.

“You want to be my what,
again?”

“I thought about it,” I
answered. “That's all I've been thinking about; I don't know what
it means. I don't know how far I want to go. But I want to be your
cuckold. I want to be the man who watches you, the man waiting for
you at home. If you'll have me that way, you’ll make me very
happy,” I finished lamely.

“You want me to put your
cock in a cage?” she asked. “You want me to humiliate you, and
torture you, and make you watch me with other men. Is that what you
want? You want me to be your cheerleader?” she asked.

“I don't know… I don't know
how far I want to take this. I don't think I want to wear a cage,”
I answered. “But I do want to watch you. Can we just start there
and see what happens?”

Amanda looked at me and
blushed. “Okay, let's start there,” she said. “You’ve seen me with
James, and I'm pretty sure you're going to see me with James
again.”

James smiled at us. “I think
we can arrange something,” he pulled my wife onto his lap and
kissed her passionately.

His cock had gone a little
soft, and Amanda took as much as she could into her mouth and
sucked until he was hard again. Her eyes held on mine as I sat
against the wall and watched.

Later the sun was just
coming up when Amanda gave me a shove. I was sleeping in a lounge
chair on the deck.

“Move over and make room for
your wife,” she said, crawling under the blanket with
me.

“Your body’s all wet and
sticky.”

“Of course, I’ve been
fucking James all night. As if you didn’t know,” she rested her
head on my chest and sighed. “Are you sure this is what you want? A
lot could go wrong.”

“It’s what I want, but I’m
afraid. Please don’t leave me,” I said.

Amanda looked at me in
shock. “I’d never leave you.”

“It’s okay if you desert me
for the week, emotionally desert me, I mean. But don’t leave-leave
me.”

“I don’t understand,” her
knees were pulled up under my legs and pressed hard against my ass
and balls.

“You have my permission to
desert me, at least emotionally, for James. But please, don’t
actually leave me once this week is over,” I pleaded.

“There are other men here.
Am I free to… you know, party with them?” she asked.

“You have a pass this week.
I don’t even have to be with you,” I said. “You don’t even have to
tell me. Although I hope you will… tell me that is.”

“What happens when we get
back home. Are you still my cuckold?” her voice was very
soft.

“Yes,” I answered without
hesitation.

“Will you wear a cage for
me?” she asked.

“Yes. I’ll do anything for
you,” I said. “As long as you don’t leave me.”

“I think you’ll like the
cock cage I ordered.” I couldn’t tell if she was kidding or
not.

“May I ask one question?” I
said. “How did you manage to take his entire cock?”

Amanda just smiled without
answering.

Later, she slept on the
beach. James was at work in the resort, and Jennifer, Gabe, Emily,
and Tyler went off somewhere. They returned with Scarlett and her
husband. Jennifer had invited them to join us for Truth and Dare,
and they were thinking about it.

“But only if he wears his
cage,” Jennifer was giggling. “Sorry, Scarlett’s husband, but your
cock’s so small, I don’t think a cage will matter much.”

“It’ll keep him from jerking
himself off,” Emily said, talking about the poor man as if he
weren’t there.

“Has anyone seen James?”
Amanda asked.

“He was near the transport
cars, by the garage,” Tyler said.

“I’ll see you guys a little
later.” Amanda walked off toward the lobby building, her ass making
little rubbing motions as she moved.

We spent the remainder of
the day on the beach until Amanda rejoined us, looking used up. She
sat across from me and opened her legs; her labia were swollen, and
her pussy and upper thighs were wet. Drops of white sperm leaked
from her hole.

“What have you been doing?”
I asked. The entire group was paying rapt attention to my
bride.

“I went to find James,” she
began. “Did you know he’s not the only driver with a big
dick?”

“Keep talking,” Jennifer was
hanging on every word. “Are they all black?”

“I saw a black driver
waiting by the bench, you know the one I mean, besides the garage,
where they keep the cars for picking people up at the airport,” I
had no idea, but I could picture a bench and a garage, so I nodded
my head.

“So, anyway… um, I asked him
about James, and he said he’d be right back and to sit with him…
so, well anyway… I did,” she looked embarrassed when she glanced at
me.

“So, anyway,” I said. “He
fucked you.”

Amanda sat straight upright.
“He did no such thing. I fucked him.”

“Oh, no. What happened?”
Emily was even more interested than I was.

“He adjusted his shorts, and
he had a huge, fat, hard cock,” Amanda drew out every word. Just
from the way she spoke, I could imagine my wife sitting on a bench
staring at another man’s hardon.

“He asked me if I wanted to
touch it, you know since I liked looking at it. So, I did,” she
said. “And, it got even bigger.”

“The next thing I knew, I
was bent over the bench holding on for dear life as we fucked. I
told him I was married, but he didn’t care,” Amanda looked
flustered. “I was naked, and I wanted him, so I guess it wasn’t
completely his fault.”

“Was it good?” Jennifer had
pushed her husband aside and sat next to my wife.

“Oh, yes,” Amanda looked
slightly dazed. “Some other black guys were standing around us. I
don’t think they work here. I think they were natives. One of them
offered to buy me.”

“Holy shit,” Emily looked
intrigued. “He wanted to own you?”

“That’s what I gathered,”
Amanda was starting to sweat. “He offered the first guy $2,000
American for me.”

“That’s a lot of money
here,” Scarlett’s husband offered. It was the first time we’d heard
him talk. I immediately took him for an accountant.

My emotions were just
catching up. Some guy fucked my wife in public, a guy we didn’t
know. Some other guy wanted to buy her? I was reeling.

“What was he going to do
with you?” I asked, sounding much calmer than I was.

“Make me a whore,” my wife
answered, looking at me. “He said, since I liked black men so much,
I might as well fuck them for money.”

“You sound like you were
tempted,” Jennifer had a hand trapped between her thighs, tight
against her pussy.

“That’s when I came,” my
wife answered.




Chapter 11

 


We sat on the deck, some of
us talking with our partners, some of us drinking, and watched
Scarlett on the beach. She was naked, her husband had spread out a
blanket, and she was inviting all comers.

We could hear her telling
them how horny she was and how it was her fantasy to do anything
she was asked to do in front of her husband. Before long, a line
had formed, and her husband was watching while Scarlett not only
fucked but was taking it in the ass. She was double penetrated
while telling him how it had always been her fantasy and how
wonderful it felt. Scarlett’s enthusiasm was off the
scales.

We couldn’t help being
affected by the sight and sound of her impromptu gangbang. Jennifer
stood beside me against the railing.

“That’s really hot. I kind
of wish it was me,” she said.

“It could be,” I answered.
“Just grab a blanket and invite guys to use you.”

“What about Gabe?” she
asked.

“He’d probably go along with
it.”

“I don’t think so. I think
Gabe thinks he’d go along with it, and if he were forced to watch,
he’d enjoy it, but I don’t think he’d go along with it.” Jennifer
was trying to explain something important to me. “He doesn’t want
to watch. To put it crudely, my husband wants to knock off a piece
while he’s here.”

Jennifer turned to look
behind us, “You better be careful of those two.”

I looked where she
indicated, Amanda and James were in a tight huddle, talking
earnestly.

“What have you
heard?”

“She has feelings for him.
She wants him exclusively for herself, and she’ll do anything for
him. That’s what I’ve heard, Josh. I don’t know if it’s true,” she
looked worried like she’d said too much.

I just nodded my head. “I’ve
lost her, Jenn. Maybe I’ve lost her just for this week. That’s the
best I can hope for, isn’t it?”

“Did you guys really have a
‘no sex’ agreement for a long time before you came here?” she
asked.

“Yes.”

“Did you really have a no
orgasm agreement for yourself?” she asked.

“Yes, I’m not allowed to
orgasm,” I said. “I guess we broke the agreement last
night.”

“How horny was your wife?”
Jennifer smiled at me.

“She had gone slightly
crazy. She had sex with Emily on the plane,” I said.

Jennifer stood watching
James and my wife. Amanda’s hand was on his chest as she made a
point. Her fingers were caressing his muscles and the tight black
curls of hair.

Later, we sat in our tight
circle to restart the game. This time Jennifer sat next to me. I
had a hard time not admiring her long smooth legs and hairless pink
pussy. My cock was hard and pointing toward her.

“Amanda,” I said. “it’s your
turn.”

She was sitting next to
James, and they were admiring each other. James was caressing her
as my wife used both hands to stroke his erection.

“While masturbating, tell us
about the best sexual experience you’ve had,” I read. “Tell us what
happened and how it felt to you in detail.”

“What is my Dare?” she
asked. “I need to know that before I can answer the Truth, don't
I?”

I read the Dare twice to
myself before swallowing hard and saying, in a shaky voice, “Your
Dare is to put a cock cage on your husband and leave it on him for
two days while you have sex as much as possible with the person you
would most like to fuck.”

“I'm not sure I can go
along.” My thoughts were jumbled. Should I wear a cage for two
days, knowing what was going to happen? Wouldn't that destroy me
and expose what I was? My body reacted strongly, and I was stiff
with excitement. I’d be watching my wife and James with no way to
relieve myself.

Jennifer looked at me with
pity, and she patted my leg as if that would help
somehow.

Gabe told me, “You have to
agree, dude. That's how the game is played.”

I was trapped. The only
thing I could do was to give Amanda the new cock cage and
key.

Amanda leaned back against
James and spread her legs wide. Gabe and Tyler moved to have a
better view. My wife’s pussy already looked swollen. Her labia,
which weren’t small to begin with, especially when she was excited,
appeared long and opened so her vagina and clitoris were
visible.

She dipped her finger into
her pussy and spread her lubrication over her clit before
starting.

“My best ever sexual
experience happened last night,” she peeked shyly up at James. “I
was fucked by James for the first time.”

Emily and Jennifer leaned
forward. They weren’t interested in watching my wife masturbate,
well… maybe Emily was, but they were captivated by what she’d tell
them about James.

“The best part was my
husband watching us. James and I were just fooling around. We were
both naked, and he was hard. His cock is so big and thick. His body
is all muscles; god I was turned on. But I couldn’t do it; I
wouldn’t do it without my husband. Josh wanted to watch, and then,
there he was.”

“Seeing him surprised me so
much I forgot to stay on my tiptoes, and I sat down on James’s big
beautiful prick, and it went as far inside me as it could, just
like that. I’d never had a cock so far inside. I didn’t know I had
that much room in me.

“He owned me then, and I
couldn’t fight him. I was stretched as much as my pussy would go. I
felt full and complete. Really complete, for the first time in my
life.” Amanda held herself off the deck, so her pussy was
completely exposed to us. My wife was having contractions. Even her
asshole was showing the effect that her fingers and her story were
having on her.

I’d never made my wife feel
complete. I wasn’t sure what that even meant, except her pussy had
been completely full.

“Then,” Amanda was
nearing orgasm. “Then every… muscle in my… body got tight… just
like now… I couldn’t stop it… oh god… look at my
thighs.”

Amanda’s thighs were
quivering. My wife was holding herself off the deck, balanced on
her shoulders and feet. Her left hand held her pussy open while the
first two fingers of her right hand stroked her clit excitedly.
Drops of lubrication rolled down her body before falling to the
deck below her. Amanda’s stomach muscles were tight and shaking; my
wife’s six-pack was even showing.

I’d never seen a woman
squirt before. I’d seen fake clips on the internet showing a woman
peeing and claiming she squirted. Amanda squirted. Lubrication
almost shot from her vagina. It didn’t travel far, maybe only a few
inches, but the effect on her was immediate. She screamed, a loud
wordless sound of release.

“Oh no… what happened? I
came so hard…”

Amanda sat in the large wet
spot, looking amazed. It took several minutes before she looked
around the circle and said, “Wow, did you guys see
that?”

Jennifer and Emily joined my
wife in an all-girl hug before Amanda broke free and crawled back
up on James’s lap. She giggled when his cock throbbed against her
bare ass.

We took a break. I knew what
was coming. We all knew what the Dare was.

I laid on my back with my
erection pointed at the sky. Amanda had an eager look on her face
as she crawled across the circle holding the sterilized
package.

Amanda read the instructions
carefully, Emily was eager to help. Jennifer sat, making sure I
could see her excited pussy, and that didn’t help either. The guys
look slightly embarrassed. Tyler watched the beach; the gangbang
was ending, and the husband was enthusiastically licking Scarlett’s
pussy clean.

I was feeling anxious. If
this cage made me seem too impotent, my wife might be driven even
more into James’s bed. Maybe even into the small town with him,
leaving me behind.

The instructions told Amanda
how to soften my erection, I won't get into details, but soon I was
only half as hard as I had been despite Jennifer's show. My friend
was trying to keep me hard. I couldn’t be caged if I had a full
erection, and Jenn knew it.

As Amanda set about
emasculating me, it occurred to me that we’d see Jennifer and Gabe
at home. She was not only our travel agent but Amanda’s friend too.
I wondered if it would be strange to see them wearing
clothes.

The strap around my balls
went on first. Then the cage itself was slipped over my penis and
connected to the strap. The entire cage was held on with a small
lock.

Amanda made a big show of
hanging the chain, with the key, around her neck. This left me with
a cage a little longer than my soft cock. If I hardened, it would
be uncomfortable. The cage was made of polished steel strips
running from the base of my cock to a shield over the head. The
strips, wide wires really, would allow my swollen cock to push
between them.

Amanda gave me a huge smile
and began to play with the thing. I could feel her fingers in the
wide gaps.

Not to be outdone, Emily
slipped the cage into her mouth and used her tongue to caress what
flesh she could reach. All this attention, of course, was causing
my cock to stretch as far as possible. I was not only getting hard
in the cage, but it was pinching me and feeling
uncomfortable.

The guys seemed to think
this was the funniest thing they'd ever seen, even though Tyler
appeared to be embarrassed.

“You’re my cuckold now,
Josh,” Amanda said, kissing me repeatedly. “You’ll have to watch me
have sex. Just like you wanted.”

“James is up next,” I said
and started the video function on my phone. I’d wanted to record
what happened, and I had forgotten to do it. “As much fun as this
has been, we have to keep going.”

“James lay on your back with
your head near me, and your feet extended toward the ocean,” I
directed. “Make sure you have a hardon. Amanda? Mount
him.”

Amanda looked at me in
surprise. “Mount him? You want me to do what? Exactly.”

“According to the card, the
nearest woman to him, at my sole discretion, is to insert his penis
into her vagina and have intercourse with him. Apparently, that is
what they mean by ‘mount,’” I explained. “So, I'll be watching from
here. You both get a second bite of the apple. I'll explain the
rest as we go along,” I said.

“I'm swollen and a little
sore.” It didn't stop her from rubbing the head of James’s hardon
along her slit until she was moaning. I stared as her lower lips
parted and his big cock pushed inside my wife.

“Now talk to your cuckold.
Tell him why James is a better lover, how your cuckold can’t
satisfy you, but how James can. Tell your cuckold how good your
lover feels fucking you,” I directed, reading directly from the
card with as little expression as possible.

I felt physically ill; my
hands were numb. This was my nightmare. I was already concerned the
cage would further drive my wife away, and this damn card was
making it more likely.

I needed a drink or three.
Maybe four.

“He’s stretching me so
much… oh, god… he feels good inside my pussy… he just slides in…
I'm stretched out so much…. He can't go in… any further… he's all
the way inside me,” the man had ruined my wife. I felt
shame. I knew Amanda was telling me the truth. He was a better
lover.

“Oh, babe. He’s pushing
inside my cervix, and it hurts. Oh, shit. He’s in me; his cock is
in my womb. I’ve never felt anything like it. The hurt is gone … it
feels incredible …my entire body …like nothing I’ve ever felt
before.

How could I watch this man
steal my wife from me and yet be so hard that I filled my cage? How
could I be so aroused while being publicly humiliated? My wife of
seven years was telling me, and people we knew from home, that I
wasn’t a good enough lover and another man was ruining
her.

Even if she gave me a chance
to win her back, she wouldn’t be satisfied with me? She’d become
accustomed to what she received from James. My wife may not be
happy with me ever again if we ever made love after
this.

The cage on my cock was very
tight. Well, at least I could feel the cage. I picked up the card
and continued reading.

“Hey, Tyler,” I
said.

Tyler had been whispering
with Emily. At the mention of his name, he looked up, surprised,
“Yeah, what do you need?”

“Are you ready to get in on
the action?” I asked.

Tyler stood. His cock was
already half-hard. “How did I become part of this?”

“We need another man, and
you’re it, okay?” I asked.

“Sure, just tell me what you
want me to do,” he said. Jennifer was smiling broadly. I gestured
for him to come closer, so I could whisper the
instructions.

Amanda was no longer paying
attention to us. She had her knees on the deck and was fucking
James’s cock in her womb with small, slight strokes. Her groans
were growing louder.

“I need you to get hard and
push your way into Amanda’s asshole,” I told him.

For a moment, Tyler looked
at me like I was crazy; Jennifer smiled before he did. “You're
going to double penetrate your own wife with James and Tyler?” she
asked. “Oh my god, you might hurt her, you know.”

“If we do, we’ll stop
immediately,” I assured her. “I've got a job for Emily
too.”




Chapter 12

 


Amanda’s head came up, and
her mouth fell open when Tyler poured half a bottle of lubrication
on her asshole and pushed inside. My wife had made a real effort to
relax her sphincter, but even though his cock was small, he rubbed
against James stretching her pussy.

“He can’t… not in my
ass.” My wife was looking at me, begging me.

“I can stop it if you tell
me it’s too much,” I said.

“No… not
yet.”

I showed the back of the
card to Emily and pointed to the final sentence. She looked back at
me, “You’re kidding?”

“Nope, would you do it?” I
asked.

Emily walked over to my wife
and lubed her fingers. Amanda seemed lost, she was looking toward
me, but her eyes were blank.

Emily kissed Amanda with
some heat and rubbed her wet fingers on my wife’s clitoris. The
faster Emily stroked, the hotter their kisses grew. James and Tyler
were fucking Amanda faster, and Emily was kissing my wife with real
passion.

“Two cocks… Emily… two
men are… fucking me!” Amanda went crazy. She began to orgasm.
Usually, my wife might cum for several seconds. Once, she’d had a
continuous climax for almost a minute.

This orgasm didn’t seem to
stop; Amanda temporarily lost contact with reality. The men kept
fucking her, they had their rhythm, and they went faster and
harder. Both men were sweating. My wife’s holes were stretched open
so far, they almost touched.

Emily kept her fingers wet.
She stroked my wife’s clitoris as fast as Tyler fucked her in the
ass.

James arched his back,
pushing his cock as deep inside my wife as possible. His balls
jerked, and white cream flowed out of Amanda’s pussy.

Tyler froze his head back,
his smaller cock barely in my wife’s ass. I could see the thick
cord on the bottom of his prick pumping rhythmically.

It was all so intimate. Two
men were giving my wife pleasure as she’d never experienced, or
would probably ever experience again, and all I could do was
watch.

It was so odd, all I’d
wanted to do was watch, and now all I wanted to do was fuck my wife
and take her home with me. She looked me in the eyes before she
collapsed.

We weren’t done for the
night.

The last card was for me. I
read it in silence.

“Amanda, I need to be your
husband again,” I said. “At least for a few minutes.”

Amanda looked awful. She’d
become a fucktard. She’d been fucked so hard her mind wasn’t
working right.

Any makeup she’d put on was
gone, and her dark hair was loose; some of it was covering her
face. When she looked at me, with eyes only half open, her smile
was small and dreamy. Sperm was running out of her holes. She’d
been holding James’s cock and licking the head.

“Okay,” she said.

“I’m to eat your pussy and
ass for ten minutes or until you orgasm,” I said. “Then I’m to give
a talk explaining what you taste like.”

Amanda suddenly woke up and
looked at me. She spread her legs wide and used her heels to pull
me into her pussy. She was wet, cum dripped from her labia and her
asshole.

“Shit! You’re going to eat
another dude’s cum from your wife’s quim?” Gabe said. Jennifer
looked both amused and horrified. Amanda simply looked
excited.

“You get fucked by two men,
and your husband has to clean you. What did you do right?” Jennifer
asked.

My mouth was only inches
away, and I smelled sperm mixed with pussy as she pulled my face
into her slit. She was thick with cum, but the taste surprised
me.

The texture was like warm
oysters, and it just slid down my throat. At least she was fresh. I
expected the taste of bleach. Instead, she just tasted salty and
slimy. The mixture made an ocean smell of her juices and
cum.

I concentrated on doing it
for her. I knew it would give her pleasure, and I wanted to show
the depth of my love for her. Love so deep no other man could match
me. I held my wife’s thighs open and buried my face in her
pussy.

Amanda hadn’t recovered from
her orgasms, and my tongue set her off again. If she hadn’t been
crazy before, she was now. Her body vibrated, and her eyes rolled
back in her head. She shook like she was having an
attack.

“Ahhhh… ohhhh… oh, god…
it won’t stop, it won’t stop,” she was crying. “Please… make
it stop… it feels so good… so good… but please make it stop.”
Amanda was begging for her orgasms to stop, but she was pushing her
wet cunt into my face.

I learned something about
eating my wife. I always thought if I could stimulate her clit
enough, she’d cum. While that was true, as far as it went. I was
reminded that if I could stimulate her clit while I inspired her
mind, she’d explode.

I stopped sucking and pulled
my wet face away from my wife’s pussy. Amanda crawled to James. The
two hugged, and my petite wife crept back onto his lap.

I sat back on my heels. My
cock was rapidly growing soft inside my steel cage. This wasn’t fun
anymore. Nothing seemed like fun. I doubted my wife would come back
to me.

I excused myself to go to
bed, my TED talk forgotten. Jennifer and Emily sensed my mood and
pulled their husbands along with them. I fell into bed in the
guestroom and thought about sleep. Thinking about sleep was all I
could do.

I had my phone with me
containing the video I’d taken. I thought of erasing it, and I
should have. Instead, I watched. I watched my wife being fucked,
and then I watched my wife fucked by two men at the same time. I
watched her orgasm.

When I removed the
earphones, I thought I could still hear her. It took me a moment to
realize my wife was in the master bedroom. I could listen to her
through the thin wall separating the two suites.

My wife was moaning, “Oh
god… James… your cock is so big.”

“Tell me who owns this
pussy,” James said.

Amanda sounded excited.
“You do, James…you own my pussy… you fill me up… you feel
wonderful inside me… you’re so much better than my husband… oh,
James.”

“I own you, don’t I? I can
fuck you anytime I want. Tell me,” James sounded as excited as my
wife did.

“You own me…James…please
fuck me…take me whenever you want,” Amanda was
howling.

“Are you my slut? Tell me,”
James sounded out of breath. The bed was squeaking loudly as he
banged her.

“I’m your slut…James…you
own me…I’m your slut.”

I stood next to the wall
close to orgasm just from her voice. My wife didn’t know I was
listening to her. What she was telling James was just for him to
hear. My face felt hot with shame.

Irrational thoughts went
through my mind. Would she let me visit our children? How much
would alimony be? Would she move down here and work at the resort?
How would she deal with James fucking guests all the time? Would
she be as jealous of them as I was of him?

“I know this is what you
want, Amanda,” James was talking to my wife. “You’ve been looking
at my cock every chance you got, from the moment you arrived,” it
sounded as though James was fucking her slowly now.

I wasn’t sure how I felt
anymore. Physically, my cock was almost hard. I filled the cage,
which pulled my balls up tightly. I was emotionally drained. I
continued to sit, my back against the thin wall, listening until I
fell asleep.

I woke to the sound of
love-making coming from the room next door. The couple sounded more
playful than they had the night before, like two people who were
growing accustomed to each other and liked where things were
going.

I hadn’t heard my wife laugh
as freely, and with such complete enjoyment, in a very long time.
Perhaps I’d never heard her laugh like that before.

When James entered her, it
didn’t take long for her to orgasm. She told him again how much she
loved his cock, but now I substituted the word “cock” for the word
“you.”

When James left for work, I
heard Amanda lean against the closed door and sigh deeply. She
stood there for several minutes before taking a shower.




Chapter 13

 


Jennifer and Gabe were just
getting up when I came down for breakfast the next morning. There
was no sign of Amanda, Emily, Tyler, or James.

“Where is everybody?” I
asked, pouring myself a cup of coffee.

Jennifer counted off on her
fingers. “James is at work, probably fucking some new wife. Emily
and Tyler went down to the beach. She’s probably getting laid, and
Tyler’s watching because the best he can hope for is a mercy fuck.
No insult intended since he fucked your wife in the
ass.”

“We thought Amanda was
upstairs with you,” she finished listing.

“No, Amanda was with James
all night. I was in the guest room, alone.” I told her.

“You shouldn’t be alone.
What did you hear?” Jennifer looked concerned.

“I heard James fucking my
wife. I heard her give herself to him,” I answered.

“She gave herself to him?
What do you mean?” Jennifer asked.

“She said he owned her now.
He could do anything he wanted with her,” I said.

“Josh,” Jennifer looked very
serious. “You haven’t lost your wife. This is just something she’s
exploring here at the Hotwife Resort because she can. You’ve given
her a wonderful gift, the opportunity to experience a man like
James. She’d never have had this opportunity without you. Do you
understand?”

“Jennifer, you just told me
I gave my wife away to James.”

“Oh shit.”

The next time I saw Amanda
and her man-toy was at the beach. They walked through the sand with
their arms around each other. Their faces seemed to glow. They
shared a large towel and laid down between Scarlett on one side and
Tyler on the other.

Something had changed.
Amanda was now emotionally closer to James than she was to me. I
wasn't the only one to see it. Jennifer gave me a frank look, and
even Tyler, the least discerning of the group, turned to look at me
in surprise.

I was disgusted with myself.
Shame washed over me. I only had to look at the cage I was forced
to wear to be reminded of my inferior status. I was inferior to
James, and my wife had picked him over me.

“Gabe and I are going to
walk down the beach together. So, we can talk,” Jennifer’s tone
left no room for argument. “We’ll be a while if anyone wants
anything? Josh, would you help us?”

As soon as we were out of
sight, Jennifer took my arm and hugged it to her breast. “You’re
still wearing the cock cage?” she said under her breath.

“Yes,” I answered simply.
“It’s not a secret.”

“Why is Amanda keeping you
caged?” was her next question.

“She’s with James now, and
she doesn’t want me enjoying what they’re doing together, and she
doesn’t want me with another woman,” I answered.

“Did they fuck all night so
you could hear them?” Jennifer asked, her hard nipple tracing a
path across my biceps.

“I not only heard them
fucking, but I heard my wife tell him how much she was in love with
his cock. After a while, it was easy to substitute ’you’ for
‘cock.’” I told her.

“What are you going to do,
Josh?” she asked me. I was wearing my swimming suit, but Jennifer
was just as naked as she had been for days. Gabe was walking beside
us, and he’d been silent up to this point.

“I can’t just leave; I’ll
have to suck it up,” I said. Gabe looked at me with pity. It’s not
a good look coming from another guy.

We rounded a corner in the
path, and Jennifer almost ran into Andrew, the blonde
surfer-looking guy who had checked us into the resort.

“Andrew! Hi, how are you?”
Jennifer said.

“Hello, it’s Jennifer and
Gabe. Right?” He looked puzzled, trying to place me.

“Josh,” I said. “I was with
Amanda. Short, dark hair, big boobs.”

“Oh yes, Josh, of course.
You’re in a bungalow. How are you finding the resort?” Just like
that, I was important because of the type of villa we were renting.
I waited for his next inquiry.

“How’s Amanda? Does she like
the bungalow also?” There it was—the question he really wanted to
ask.

“She loves it.”

“I have a question for you
about the rules,” Jennifer took Andrew’s hand and pulled him onto
the grass.

Gabe and I couldn’t hear
what they were saying; all we could do was watch. Jennifer spread
her legs while whispering into his ear and rubbing the back of his
hand against her pink pussy. His arm was against her large,
impossibly firm breast. She was speaking urgently.

Gabe wasn’t surprised when
she eased herself to her knees and pulled his swimming suit down.
Andrew’s cock was as large as it had appeared when he checked us
in. Long and thick, he was uncircumcised, and a thick vein ran
along the top. His erection bent upward in the middle of its
substantial length. While not as large as James, it was hard to see
the difference when they weren’t together.

“She’s going for it,” Gabe
said without looking at me. “It tears me up inside.”

Gabe’s cock was getting
hard. Watching his wife with another man may tear him up inside,
but it made his cock throb with anticipation at the same
time.

“It’s confusing,” I said.
“I’m the same way with Amanda.”

Gabe gave me a quick look.
“I’ve seen her like this before, back home. ‘Under the Bridge,’ you
know it?”

I looked at him in surprise,
“At the club? Otherwise, it’s just hookers.”

“You’re right,” Gabe said,
moving to get a better view.

I don’t think Andrew could
believe his luck. A woman like Jennifer wanted to fuck him, and he
was so excited his cock throbbed.

Jennifer had him on his back
while she brushed her clit against his thick cock. Andrew was
massaging her perfect tits, and she was doing the same to his
muscular chest and arms.

Two other men were watching,
and they seemed to be creating a line next to us. I didn’t know how
I felt about a Jennifer gangbang, but Gabe gave me a knowing
look.

“If that’s what she
wants.”

Jennifer smiled at Gabe and
guided Andrew inside her pussy. Jennifer’s head was down in
concentration; the bulging muscles of her abs showed how hard she
was working. It looked like most of his cock was inside when he
began to fuck her.

Andrew held himself off the
ground and moved his hips, driving his uncut cock deeper into
Gabe’s wife with each thrust. Jennifer shouted, encouraging him.
She wanted him to fuck her even harder.

One of the men in line ran
his hand over Jennifer’s ass, but she quickly swatted it away
without looking. He returned to his place in line, looking
disappointed. I thought he might leave, and it seemed as though he
wanted to, but he reconsidered when he saw Jennifer sit up
straight. She sank all the way down on Andrew’s cock and moved her
hips rapidly, her large, firm breasts hardly moving as she fucked
him.

I felt a person beside me, a
soft, warm breast was pushed into my arm, and a feminine hand took
mine. Amanda was smiling up at me.

“Jennifer gives good pussy,
doesn’t she?” Amanda asked.

“Yes, she does,” I answered
enthusiastically.

“Have you been soft at all
since we’ve been here?” she asked. My cock was hard and throbbing.
It hurt being bent in the cage.

“Not much,” I answered.
“I’ve been soft at night a few times.”

“I’ve been wet for days,”
Amanda said. “Are we okay, Josh?”

“Yes, we’re fine,” I told
her. A man had Jennifer on her back, and his ass flexed rapidly as
he pounded inside her. The line had grown even longer.

Just then, James appeared on
the other side of the circle surrounding Jennifer. Amanda dropped
my hand and, without a word, ran around the couple on the grass to
throw herself into James’s arms.

I watched them kiss. It
wasn’t a quick peck on the lips. Their kiss was deep and seemed
meaningful.

My heart was crushed again.
I bent over and put my hands on my knees so that I could breathe
deeply. “It hurts, dude. Watching your wife with another man like
that,” Gabe said, standing next to me. “I don’t know how you do
it.”

I walked around the resort
for the next hour, thinking about what had just happened. Amanda
and James weren’t playing by the unwritten rules.

When I returned to the
bungalow, Amanda was on the deck. Her boobs showed red marks around
her nipples that matched the patterns on her ass. James had gone
back to work at the garage.

She was smiling and flirting
with Tyler. She went so far as to rub her breast against his arm.
Emily just looked at them before returning to her book.

Amanda and Jennifer went
into the kitchen to talk, and their conversation sounded heated at
times. We could hear raised voices even out on the deck. Amanda
finally stomped upstairs and slammed the door to the master
bedroom. She was in there alone for a long time.

When we were back in our
circle, I tried not to let my mood infect the group. Each of us had
a beer or a glass of wine. Emily was telling us a funny story when
James came in the front door.

“Where’s Amanda?” he asked.
We all answered at once, ‘upstairs.’

“Pouting,” I added. James
gave me a look I had a hard time reading—like he had more to say.
She was still my wife, so fuck him. We heard him pounding up the
stairs, leaving the door open to the master suite.

“Oh shit… James, I want
you. Let me help you out of those pants, let me touch it, for just
a second, I need to right now. I’m all alone without you.” She
wasn’t all alone. I was right here. Didn’t I matter to
her?

“Don’t be teasing me, girl.
Put that thing inside your sweet cunt. You know you want to feel it
again now that you can take it so easily.” Even though I knew it
was going to happen, there was no way I could have prepared myself.
“You know you want it some more. Everybody know how you need
it.”

James must have been moving
his hips, rubbing the head of his cock against my wife’s clit when
Jennifer decided it was time for them to join the game.

“Amanda,” she yelled. “Your
name was pulled again, sorry. The next Truth and Dare is for
you.”

My wife and James eventually
reappeared, his large cock was wet, and Amanda’s throat and upper
chest were red.




Chapter 14

 


My wife and her lover sat
across from me on the deck. The ocean was behind them, and the sun
was setting. Amanda only glanced at me without warmth. James’s face
showed no emotion when he briefly looked my way.

Amanda was restless; her
hand caressed his chest and then his thigh next to his cock. She
whispered to him. She sat on her left hip with her left leg bent
under her ass. Her right leg was bent and held open, so her wet,
red pussy was completely exposed. My wife stroked her own thigh
just below her quim. She couldn’t sit still.

I knew what my wife’s pussy
looked like, we were married, and I’d spent time with my
head between her thighs. Now her clitoris seemed unusually
prominent to me.

The group was talking and
laughing, pretending to ignore the couple. Gabe was next to me on
one side, Jennifer on the other.

I caught Jennifer’s eye as I
pulled a card. “I’m worried about you, Josh,” she said, looking
serious before she brightened. “Fuck me. I guarantee you’ll feel a
lot better.”

“What?” Gabe leaned over me.
“Who’s fucking you, now?”

“Nobody, just now, hubby.”
Jennifer laughed.

“Our Truth for Amanda,” I
began. “When you masturbate, what do you fantasize about, in
detail? Do you think of a particular situation? Is the other person
male or female? What do they do to you? You may use the Hitachi if
it helps you recreate your fantasy. Also, how do you masturbate? Do
you use a vibrator, your fingers, or something else to stimulate
your pussy?”

“Wow,” Amanda’s hand was on
her chest. “That’s a lot. Anything else?”

“Yes,” I said, reading the
last sentence. “When you masturbate, do you stimulate your
breasts?”

My wife looked at James.
They shared a secret smile before she turned back to me. “What’s my
Dare?”

“Truth first this time, I
think,” I held the card for Jennifer to read.

“Yes,” she said after
reading. “The Dare’s not bad, just weird. But you’ll want to do the
Truth first.”

“Okay,” Amanda picked up the
vibrator and set it humming on low against her pussy. “Oh, that
feels good.”

“You won’t want to orgasm,”
Jennifer said. “But you’ll want to be good and ready for the
Dare.”

“Oh… alright.” My wife
pinched her left nipple while she ran the large soft head of the
vibrator over her slit and began to talk. My cock was leaking in
anticipation. I wouldn’t have to watch her with James, and I
thought I might learn something interesting about Amanda, something
about the fantasies that excited her. I should have anticipated the
outcome.

“The Resort has been a
chance to have my favorite fantasy come true,” she
began.

‘Oh shit,’ I thought. ‘This
isn’t going to end well.’ Jennifer squeezed my leg while everyone
else concentrated on my wife.

“This is an absolute fact. I
masturbate a lot. I always have. Since I was too young for us to
talk about, and since I’ve reached a certain age, I probably play
with myself once or sometimes twice a day.” I was shocked. Amanda
was getting off during the day while I was at work.

“If I don’t have much time,
or somebody is there, I use my fingers. I’ll pretend to go to the
bathroom. Maybe I won’t finish,” Amanda’s voice wasn’t steady
anymore. “Maybe I won’t have time to come.”

“I always touch my nipples
and my breasts,” my wife pinched her nipple harder.

I was shaken. Amanda had
masturbated in the bathroom while I waited for her. I understood
more now. I hadn’t been enough for my wife.

“If I have more time, and
I’m alone, I make myself comfortable. Usually on the bed, sometimes
in a chair, and I use my dildo.” My wife had a dildo? My pride,
what little I had left, had been destroyed; my erection
jumped.

“I’ll play with my pussy,
rub my clit, get everything nice and wet while I start my
daydream.” Amanda had to take the vibrator off her clit before she
came.

“My fantasy has come true,”
she said, looking at James and putting the vibrator back on her
open and wet pussy. “My fantasy has always been to be taken by a
black man with a large cock. In my fantasy, it doesn’t take much
for him to have me. He just takes me, he spreads my legs open, and
he fills me.”

Amanda held the vibrator
away from her clitoris again, her breathing had become shallow, and
her pussy was contracting.

“That’s when I use my big
black dildo. It looks just like a real cock, and it even feels like
one. I jam it into myself… oh god… I fuck myself with it…
occasionally, I play with my clit at the same time… I keep fucking
myself… even after I come… I don’t stop until I have to… or I’m too
sore.

“I can’t keep using this,”
Amanda turned the Hitachi off. “My fantasy came true with James.
Now I won’t have a fantasy… I’ll have memories.”

My wife was kissing James
passionately right in front of me. I felt jealousy burning in the
back of my throat.

“So, what’s my Dare?” she
said brightly.

I picked up the card and
read. “James, using this small ruler, pull out Amanda’s labia and
tell us how long it is when stretched. You can use either one, I
guess.”

Amanda didn’t have a petite
pussy. She was a small woman, but her vulva had always been a
little large. I used to tell her that she had a fat cunt. She used
to slap me on the arm playfully. I was going to miss that a
lot.

I was guessing that her
well-lubricated labia, stretched out as far as he could pull it
comfortably, might be 2 inches, certainly no more.

“Four and a half inches,” he
reported. What the fuck!

“Measure me,” Emily
insisted. “I’m ready.”

Emily had tiny, almost
non-existent breasts, but her labia could be seen when she was
standing. This was a bazaar Dare. Weird and creepy, but
fascinating.

“Three inches,” James
reported.

“You can play with my clit,
you know. It won’t bite,” Emily said.

“Now, measure my… er,
Amanda’s clitoris and hood,” I almost said, ‘my wife.’ Measuring a
guy’s cock, I understood, but a clit? Besides, we only measured the
visible part. Most of the organ was inside the body.

James had a hard time
measuring Amanda’s clit. She was so wet his fingers kept slipping.
He finally reported, “I’d say more than an inch, less than an inch
and a half.”

What the hell had happened
to my wife? Her little nub now protruded more than an inch? My
brain was in turmoil, my cock was throbbing rapidly.

“Measure me,” Emily
insisted, and James gamely pulled on her wet clit. “Maybe if you
fucked me first.”

“About half an inch,” he
reported.

“I wouldn’t even…” Jennifer
whispered to herself.




Chapter 15

 


Rather than go to the guest
room, I crept into the master bedroom with a blanket and stretched
out on the floor at the foot of the bed. It was our last night, and
I didn’t want us to be apart.

James came out of the
bathroom first and spotted me lying there. He looked surprised, but
he didn’t say anything.

A few minutes later, Amanda
came in, her beautiful body naked in the half-light, holding two
drinks. She stopped as soon as she saw me.

Her eyes cut to look at
James and then back to me. When he didn’t react, she started moving
again and set the drinks on the bedside table.

“It appears we have company
tonight,” she said to James. “Is this something you wanted,
honey?”

‘Honey!’ my wife had called
another man ‘Honey.’

“I didn’t ask for company,
but now that it’s here, I don’t really care,” he
answered.

‘Now that it’s here?’
I’m an it?

“I suppose it can stay as
long as it’s quiet and doesn’t get in the way.” I was humiliated. I
was a humiliated cuckold.

“Geronimo,” I
said.

James looked at me. His
eyebrows went up and a small smile formed on his lips. He knew what
had just happened. I held my breath, things could go one of three
ways, and the last one was the worse. What if my wife didn’t
respond?

“I’m sorry, James,” Amanda
said a millisecond later. “You’ll have to leave. I want to talk to
you first, in private, if it’s alright with my husband.” Amanda was
unlocking the cage holding my cock.

“Fine with me, but please
use the other room,” I said. James had already slipped into his
light tan uniform shorts. He held out his hand to shake. His smile
was as bright as ever.

“Take good care of her, man.
She’s an exceptional lady.” I admired my wife’s ass as she walked
out of the room.

“Are you looking at my
ass?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

I could hear them in the
smaller second bedroom.

“That was your code word,
wasn’t it?” James asked. “The word you used if one of you has had
enough.”

“I should have known you’d
understand,” Amanda’s voice was almost too soft to hear. They were
quiet for several long minutes.

“I love your cock,” my wife
said.

“With more practice, you
might be able to give me a real blowjob.”

“You’ll just have to settle
for this, I’m afraid.” Amanda was going down on him! My erection,
unrestrained by the cage, felt wonderful. “We can’t. I want to, but
I need to get back to Josh.”

It grew quiet again. I could
picture what was happening. James was holding my naked wife, they
were kissing, and she was stroking his erection. Maybe she was
rubbing the head against her clit.

“I’m so wet, but you’ve got
to go. Please, I promised my husband, and I won’t break my
promise,” Amanda was pleading with him to understand.

After a minute, I heard
James walking down the stairs. The door to the master bedroom
opened, and my wife walked in.

“You listened to us, didn’t
you?”

“Yes. You could have fucked
him,” I said.

“It excites you, doesn’t
it?” she laid down on the bed, her legs spread wide apart. Her
pussy was an angry-looking red slash between her thighs. Her
clitoris looked like the tip of my little finger; it hadn’t been so
visible before.

“Like you can’t believe,” I
said, staring between her legs. “I’ve never seen your clit so… big
before.” Amanda used two fingers on her right hand to scoop
moisture from her slit and caress her excited clitoris. “James did
this.” Amanda spread her swollen labia apart, exposing her red
flesh and hard distended clitoris.

I didn’t bother asking how.
I thought I already knew the answer.

Amanda could only stroke
herself for a few seconds before pulling her hand away. The
pleasure made her body shake. I’d never seen my wife ‘edge’ before.
I’d never known her to bring herself to the edge of orgasm
repeatedly, so her climax would be more intense.

My cock, free of the
restrictive cage, was throbbing hard. It was aching for her
touch.

“I thought it hurt you to
watch me. Why does it excite you so much?” Amanda asked before
stroking herself again. Just long enough to almost orgasm before
pulling her hand away.

“It was, on the surface, the
most exciting and dirtiest thing I’d ever seen. I was… aroused
isn’t strong enough,” my gaze probably matched hers. “Every nerve
was on fire for you. Am I making sense?”

“Yes,” Amanda smiled at me.
“You said, ‘on the surface.’ What was happening beneath the
surface?”

“I was so jealous. I felt
physically ill. I felt like I would… be sick,” I said. “I hurt. It
was the strangest, most exciting combination of feelings I can
imagine,” now it was my turn to look earnest. “By yesterday, I knew
I’d lost my wife, the only woman I could ever love. I was aching in
my soul. At the same time, my cock had swollen so much it filled
the cage you had me in.”

“I’m so sorry, Josh,” Amanda
held my face and looked into my eyes. The smell of her pussy
surrounded me. “I was so wrapped up in my own stuff… I didn’t
realize.”

“You don’t understand,” our
faces were only inches apart. “The hurt was part of what made it so
exciting.”

Amanda climbed on top of me,
looking confused. “You liked when I hurt you?”

“It was exciting to see you
with another man. It was more than I could have hoped for, but when
I thought I’d lost you… when you treated me like shit…” I let the
thought dangle.

“You liked it when I treated
you like shit? You liked it when I was James’s slut?” Amanda looked
surprised. “You liked it when I treated you like your cheerleader
had?”

“Yes and no. I hated it, of
course. Nobody wants to be treated that way, and no man wants his
wife to be a slut for someone else, particularly a man like James,”
I said. “It hurts, even to be rejected for a man who’s…so much
more…talented. I hurt most because he had defeated me. James beat
me, and his reward for winning was my wife. I’d lost my wife, and I
was hurt and angry. I was angry at you.”

“Then I don’t understand,”
Amanda was focused entirely on me.

“It’s the combination,” the
world didn’t exist outside of my wife and me at that moment as I
tried to explain in my amateur, bumbling way. “The hurt emotion,
the brain chemistry, becomes mixed up with…arousal. I’m sorry, I
don’t have a better word for arousal unless we call it the hardon
emotion.

“Put the two of them
together, the hurt and hardon emotions, and they create something
completely different. Call it the ‘hotwife emotion,’ or even
better, ‘hotwife hormone.’

“The hotwife hormone gave me
the most incredible high I could ever experience. The hormone
flooded my system and took over. All I wanted was to watch and
listen to my wife being sexually gratified by another man. My cock
was demanding release, but only because of what was happening to
you. The hotwife hormone is in me, but the only person who matters
is my wife. Am I making sense, or am I just talking
bullshit?”

Amanda was smiling. My wife
was the most beautiful woman in existence. She hugged me and threw
one leg over my thigh, so her pussy touched me. “I have no idea
what the hell you’re talking about, Josh. I’m just so glad this
‘hotwife hormone;’ works for you.”

“I do have another
question,” I said. Amanda was humping her slick pussy against me,
stopping again when she grew too close to orgasm. “You went black.
Are you ever coming back?”

Amanda humped faster, and
her breath whistled in my ear. “I love you. Oh god, how I love you,
but if I’m naughty. If my man wants to watch me spread my legs for
someone else. That man will probably be black. I’d be a doorknob
for him, and everybody could have a turn. You’re not going to
divorce me after all this, are you?” Amanda slid off my thigh and
knelt on the floor.

“Did you want James so much
you were willing to leave me for him? I know you love me, but this
is the heart of things. Are you just settling for me?”

I had probably picked the
wrong time to ask the most important question of all. I didn’t know
what I’d do if my wife told me she was settling for me if she
thought she’d be happier with James. I was terrified.

“I love you, Josh. I know
you won’t have a hard time believing what I have to say next. It
was more than just sex with James. He turned me into a complete
fucktard. All I could think about was sex with him. He made me
stupid,” she’d drifted away from me again.

“I believe you,” I
answered.

“I have a secret to tell
you,” my wife said. “I’ve been very naughty.”

“Were you a dirty girl?” I
asked. I couldn’t help playing along, we’d been married a long
time, and we had our children to consider.

“I was a filthy girl. Are
you going to punish me?” she smelled of James and pussy.

“Yes,” I
answered.

“Hard,” she wasn’t joking
around now. “You should punish me hard for cheating on my husband.
The man who loves me.”

“Do you think he should whip
you?” I asked. “Maybe because you’ve been masturbating every day?
Playing with your twat and thinking about a man like
James?”

“Yes. I’m so
ashamed.”

“Was I ever enough for
you?”

“I love you, Josh. You’re
the only man I ever wanted to be married to, but I dreamed of being
fucked by a man like James. I’d masturbate while you were at work,
and I’m not proud of it,” Amanda was stroking me. Her touch felt
hot. “But I wanted to be stretched open by a huge black cock. I
used my dildo, and I’m so ashamed and sorry I hid it from you, but
after James, it’ll never be enough.”

Amanda was looking me in the
eye. “I let another man fuck me. Another man gave me orgasms, Josh.
I was a slut for him. I begged him to do awful things to me, and
worse than all that, I developed feelings for him.

“I feel guilty. It would be
best if you punished me, Josh,” Amanda begged me to whip
her.

“Get my belt,” I wanted to
see just how far she’d take this new game. Amanda jumped to her
feet, her breasts swaying. She returned to hand me the belt from my
pants and to bend over the seat of an oversized chair. Her head was
in the cushion; her ass and dripping red pussy were pointed at me.
I doubled the belt in my hand and softly slapped her
ass.

“I’ve been very bad,
husband. Way worse than that,” her voice was muffled by the chair.
I hit her ass hard, leaving a streak of red across her olive
flesh.

“Oh, yes,” my wife was
moaning. “Punish your whore.”

She didn’t try to get away,
and I didn’t have to hold her. I brought the doubled-up belt back
and spanked her again.

“Oh… he fucked me all
night… his cock was so big,” she was becoming aroused. The belt
was stimulating Amanda even more.

I spanked her pussy. Her
legs were spread, and I swung underhand, up between her thighs, and
the belt hit her slit squarely, curving around to snap against her
clit.

I hadn’t planned it. Maybe
she was still aroused by the fucking James had given her, and I
honestly did want to be punished her for what she’d done. I don’t
know; I may never know.

When the belt cracked
against my wife’s clit, she howled. Her head came back fast, and
her long hair was still in the air when her shriek echoed from the
walls of our bedroom.

I thought I’d genuinely hurt
her, and I almost threw the belt on the bed when Amanda spread her
legs even further.

“I’m a cunt, Josh,”
she hated that word. The only time I’d ever heard her use it was to
describe another woman. It was the worst insult she knew, and she’d
just called herself a cunt.

“Because you’re a slut for a
big black cock,” I said.

“Yes.”

“Say it, tell me what you
are,” I hit her pussy with the belt again. Not as hard as the first
time, but still, the leather snaked around her slit and spanked her
clitoris.

“I’m a dirty slut for a
big, hard, black cock,” her voice was starting to
break.

She’d been standing with her
legs spread wide but bent at the waist, her head resting on the
chair bottom. Her nose was pushed into the crack where the seat
cushion slid under the back of the overstuffed chair.

“Tell me everything. Tell me
what he did to my wife, or I’ll punish your big tits with my belt,”
there was almost no chance of that happening.

I pulled Amanda up by her
hair and sat on the chair, pulling her back into my lap. My hardon
caught between her legs, and I ran the folded belt over her
nipples, making her shiver.

“I begged him to fuck me,
Josh. I was shameless,” her voice caught again. “I laid on
our bed, and I didn’t care that it was ours. I spread my legs and
used my fingers to spread my pussy open for him. Like this,”
Amanda spread her swollen labia apart, exposing her red flesh and
hard distended clitoris.

“He ordered me to
masturbate to orgasm for him, and he took a video of me doing it,”
my wife twisted sideways and put her arms around me, hiding her
face against my neck. “I’m sorry, Josh. If you didn’t want me
anymore after this, I’d understand.” My cock jerked against her
hip, and she looked up at me.

“This is exciting you,” she
said. “Your wife will probably be on the internet, masturbating and
maybe even worse. I’m exciting your hotwife hormone.”

“Yes, tell me more,” even
though every word wounded me. My erection was so sensitive it
jerked with any slight movement either of us made. “What’s
worse?”

“I told him I was in love
with his black cock. I told him how much I’d learn to love being
used by him. Oh, Josh, I called myself a slut, just like I did
here.” Why did the sight of a single tear running down her
cheek, and dripping from her swollen lip, excite me even
more?

“Is that when he fucked you?
Is that when he stole the woman I love with all my heart?” I
sounded lovesick, and I was. But my cock was pushing a string of
dirty-white pre-cum onto her thigh.

Amanda looked down at the
glob on her leg and scooped it up with her finger. I thought she
might lick it off, but instead, she spread her legs even further
apart and used my sperm to lubricate her clitoris. She moaned as
she stroked, her finger moving fast.

“I told him I’d do
anything for him. I humiliated myself for him so he’d let me suck
his beautiful cock while he filmed me,” Amanda’s fingers were
moving faster. “I called myself names. Oh… Josh. How could you
still love me?”

I was on top of her then,
and her pussy offered no resistance when I pushed inside. It felt
as though I were inside a large cave. My wife was moaning, and her
fingers were still on her clit. Her knuckles pushed against me as
she masturbated faster. We were fucking, even though I couldn’t
feel her.

“I’m a whore… I’m a slut…
I love you… don’t leave me… I’m going to cum,” and just like
that, my wife came. Her arms and legs locked around me in a death
grip. She screamed when she came, perhaps louder than before. My
ears rang for a long time.

I didn’t get to finish.
Again.

We still had talking to do.
Amanda had come back to me without hesitation when I’d used our
agreed-upon word, and I’d punished her for what she’d put me
through. Still, we weren’t done.

“I don’t understand how you
could like being maltreated,” my wife was resting on her back with
her legs spread.

I’d collapsed exhausted,
laying only half on the bed, my head between her feet. I looked up
at her still contracting pussy.

“How could the pain excite
you? I know emotional pain wouldn’t excite me,” Amanda raised her
head to look at me; her eyes were twinkling again. “Maybe we each
enjoy different kinds of pain?”

I smiled back at her. “I
guess we do; I’m keeping that belt.”

Amanda held me in her arms,
and I loved the feel of her breasts again. It had only been a few
days, but it felt much longer.

After a time, I spoke.
“Here’s another important thing to consider. I punished you for
hurting me and being a slut. I whipped you with a belt. I didn’t
get to punish the cheerleader. I didn’t even get to sleep with
her.”

“I deserved it, Josh. You
didn’t try to stop me, so it was easy just to keep going. I’m sorry
I developed feelings for James. I hope you can understand how it
happened and how, in the end, it didn’t really matter?” She studied
me before giving me a grin and continuing.

“You didn’t hurt me with the
belt, but you did release something in me. Maybe my own hotwife
hormone. When we get home, I’ll be naughty again, and you’ll just
have to punish me.”




Chapter 16

 


Our group was back on the
deck, and it was early morning. Amanda and I were scheduled to
leave on a late flight the same day.

The main difference was the
absence of James and the more relaxed atmosphere. We were able to
smile and speak more freely. Amanda was lying with her head in my
lap, her fingers resting on my erection.

“The cage is gone,” Jennifer
was smiling. “I like this look much better. Is he going to be
allowed to use it?”

“I think he deserves to,
don’t you?” Amanda smiled back at Jennifer.

“I do.”

“We have one more Truth and
Dare,” I said, picking up the last card. “Oh wow. They outdid
themselves.”

I had the attention of five
other naked people as I drew to pick the right players.

“Truth,” I said, looking at
Jennifer. “Give a five-minute TED-style talk explaining
exactly what you feel when you have an orgasm, and the
difference between an orgasm resulting from oral, vaginal, and anal
sex.”

“I’ve never had anal sex by
itself,” Jennifer said, smiling at Tyler’s hardon. “But it might be
worth trying.”

“Hey,” Emily laughed. “Start
with someone else’s husband. I get to use his cock
first.”

Tyler looked from Jennifer
to Emily. “What?”

“We seemed to have a lot of
TED talk type Truths,” I said, before continuing, “Your Dare is to
put this collar and leash on Emily and walk her around the resort
for two hours, offering her services as an especially needy wife,
to every person you meet.”

“Are you sure you wouldn’t
rather reverse things and have Jennifer collared and leashed? She’s
got those huge knockers,” Emily said. Jennifer used both hands to
lift her breasts and let them drop.

“Men do seem to like my
knockers,” she said.

“To be clear, you are to
offer her to every person, male or female, by themselves or in a
group,” I looked up. “Hey, I’m just reading the card.”

Jennifer charged ahead with
her Truth, looking directly at me. “My orgasms feel the same, and
it doesn’t matter if I’m fucking or masturbating. I feel them all
in my clitoris. I’ve never felt a difference between clitoral or
vaginal, and I’ve never had anal sex without someone in my
pussy.”

Gabe didn’t seem surprised
that his wife had been double penetrated. They exchanged knowing
looks. I stroked Amanda’s hair as she sucked my cock. The
combination of Jennifer looking at me while she talked about her
orgasms, my wife’s mouth on my cock, and existing in a sexual
wonderland without the benefit of orgasm was interfering with my
ability to think clearly.

“So, here goes,” Jennifer
started. “I have so much pleasure going on inside me, particularly
in my pelvis…sort of behind my pussy, that the only thing I can do
is feel my body react. Sometimes I start shaking, or I feel a wave
of hot and then calm wash over me. It can be confusing. My orgasm
can feel so good it almost hurts. So, I want even more because the
pleasure is so great, and sometimes I want it to stop because the
pleasure is so much it hurts. Then I cross a line, a line into
orgasm. When that happens, it’s a big one. It just totally consumes
me. The only thing that exists is a sustained burst of pleasure,
kind of centered on my clit, but a lot of sensation is more
profound in my body, somehow.

Jennifer’s face and upper
chest were bright red. Her breathing was shallow, and her eyes were
now fixed on her husband.

“It’s like I’ve melted
inside, and I’m draining out my clit. I want to feel the penis
inside me explode. I want to be bathed in sperm, and I want to feel
him pumping his cum inside me. I need to know he’s having so much
pleasure because of me. I guess because if he feels good
because of me, he’ll feel good about me. If he cums
inside me, it all starts again because he feels good about
me. I may even have another orgasm and feel good about
him.”

“There, are you happy? I
hope this made sense.” Tyler was hard, stroking his erection while
Emily watched him. Gabe looked proud. My attention was concentrated
on Amanda.

Jennifer had just explained
why my wife and I had to be so careful with the hotwife lifestyle.
Jennifer just told me how satisfying sex made her fall in love with
her partner. She’d explained how I’d almost lost my
wife.

“If we’re ready, Jennifer,
please lead your sexual offering to the door,” I had been snapped
out of my thoughts by Emily’s fake cough.

We followed the two women
through the bungalow and out the front door, just as the cleaning
ladies arrived. The two native women moved aside to make room for
our group and two naked white women. One was a tall strawberry
blonde with almost no tits and a dog collar around her neck. A
blonde Viking led her with large breasts, so firm they barely moved
as she walked.

Anywhere else it would have
been a shocking sight. I could only imagine what the cleaning women
would have thought and done. At the Hotwife Resort, it counted as a
mild event. At least the cleaning women wouldn’t have to work
around us having sex.

Emily hadn’t protested. Her
nipples were big hardpoints on her tiny breasts. We hadn’t gone far
when we met an older couple coming toward us.

“Excuse me,” Jennifer said.
“I have a needy wife here who is available for sex with either of
you if you’re interested.”

The man’s eyes lit up at the
sight of Emily and Jennifer’s nude bodies. The couple were probably
twenty years older than I was.

He was tall, with graying
hair, and was well-built for his age. His cock, nestled in a matt
of dark pubic hair, was beginning to lengthen at the sight of
us.

His wife was about the same
age as he was but not as fit. Her breasts and belly showed some
cellulite and sag. Her ass was no longer firm and high. She’d been
a beauty once, but age and lack of exercise showed. The hair on her
head was completely white, but her pubic hair had retained a dark
blonde color.

“Is she available to women
too, or just men?” she asked.

“She is available to either
or both of you. She’s a wife who needs more sex than she’s been
getting,” Jennifer explained. Emily turned to look at Jennifer, her
eyebrows raised in surprise. “Well, have you been getting
laid enough?” she joked.

Emily shrugged her
shoulders. “Is there enough?”

The wife sat on a nearby
picnic table. “Larry, I’ve always wanted to do this, and now’s my
chance,” she said to her husband.

“I think I might join you,
dear. If you don’t mind,” he said. “We’d like your needy wife to go
down on Carol. Since you were kind enough to offer.”

“You heard him,” Jennifer
said. Emily almost ran to the table, her leash dragging on the
ground, and sat on the wooden seat as the older lady spread her
legs. Carol pulled Emily’s head to her pussy by lightly tugging on
the younger woman’s hair.

“Would you mind?” Larry
said, pointing to Emily. She was the closest he would get to
uncomplicated sex. “We’ve been here a while, and… well, I haven’t…
you know?”

“Emily, put your feet on the
ground and bend over,” Jennifer ordered as she found the leash and
gave her friend a tug. As soon as Emily’s pussy was exposed, Larry
bent his knees behind her and lined his cock up.

“Don’t cum in her,” Jennifer
ordered. “That’s the one rule.”

Emily grunted when Larry
rammed his cock home. The sound was echoed by Tyler, who was
rapidly stroking his cock as he watched. Larry held Emily’s large
nipples as he fucked her. It didn’t take him long.

He humped Emily fast, his
ass clenching as he thrust. To counter his exertions, Emily held
Carol by her ass and buried her head even further in the older
woman’s pussy.

“I’m going to cum, oh
christ,” Larry pulled out and shot a long stream of white sperm on
Emily’s back. The sight was too much for his wife.

“Oh, Larry,” was all she
said before she clamped her thighs shut, pinning Emily’s head to
her pussy as she came, her eyes fixed on the wet spots her husband
had made.

Emily was breathing hard
when her head was finally released. Her face was dripping as much
as her back was.

Jennifer was well prepared.
She pulled a box of tissue from her beach bag for Emily to clean
herself. I hadn’t noticed until then that Jennifer had been on her
knees, sucking Gabe’s cock. The day wasn’t done.

Tyler had been trying to
decide which was the most interesting. Emily fucked while she ate
an older woman’s pussy, or Jennifer blowing her husband. He’d been
trying to see everything at the same time.

“May I?” the wife asked
Emily. “I’ve had a fantasy… since I was much younger of… well, if I
could just return the favor to you?”

Jennifer issued an
unnecessary order to Emily to get up on the table. Her charge was
already there, the leash beside her, with her legs spread wide. The
older woman sat on the bench where Emily had been.

“I never dreamed I’d ever,
actually be doing this,” she said as she looked up at Emily in
awe.

The woman gently spread
Emily’s lower lips and kissed her clitoris before licking it. She
was slow and tentative, but her eyes were wide, staring at Emily’s
face. Emily was pinching her own nipples so hard the tips of her
fingers were white.

Gabe was holding Jennifer’s
head still with both hands as he fucked her mouth. Jennifer had one
hand on Gabe’s leg to keep herself steady, and the other hand was
buried in her pussy.

Emily moaned as the older
woman licked her, and she watched Jennifer and Gabe. The woman had
pushed her head hard against Emily’s pussy and was breathing
deeply. Both women were groaning loudly.

“Oh yes… fast like that…
now nibble on me… oh yes… faster… faster,” it took a while. Too
long maybe, until Emily sat up and held the woman’s head as she
climaxed. Gabe pulled out of Jennifer’s mouth, his cock was
quivering, and her saliva dripped from his balls.

“I don’t want to cum yet,”
he helped Jennifer to her feet. “Emily isn’t done. How about I
return the favor to her?’

“I’d like that. How does the
referee rule?” Jennifer asked.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear
the question,” I joked.

Amanda had her hands on her
knees and was rubbing my cock against her ass as we watched. “I
rule that Gabe should return the favor.”

The older woman was proud of
herself. Her face was wet when she turned to her
husband.

“She tasted like you, at
first,” she said.

“Do you like women now?” he
asked.

“I like this
one.”

We found other people before
the two hours were up. The first was a group of three men walking
together. We heard them talking from a long way off.

“I don’t know how I feel,
leaving our wives alone like that,” one voice said. “Anything could
happen.”

“I think that’s what they
want,” another younger voice answered.

“Lisa promised to tell me
everything.”

“I don’t understand why they
were headed toward the garage. There’s nothing there but the cars
they use for the airport and some old black guys,” the first voice
said.

Emily and Jennifer stopped
and looked at each other before breaking into laughter. Amanda was
smiling, and Tyler just looked confused.

“Hi,” the first guy said
when he saw us. “What’s so funny?”

Jennifer shook Emily’s leash
and pushed her forward. “This wife is available to have sex with
you if you’re interested. She’s very needy, and she wants to be
naughty,” she said. Jennifer must write advertising copy for
late-night adult movies.

“Any of us, or all of us?”
one asked. The men were relatively young; they appeared to be close
to twenty years old.

“We’d like to hear why three
good-looking guys are out without their wives if you don’t mind
sharing with us,” I said. The three of them looked at each other
and reached a silent agreement.

“We’re married to sisters,”
the first one said.

“Twins, a year younger than
my wife, who’s the oldest sister.”

“They came up with this idea
of going to the Hotwife Resort. We just found out what it
means.”

“We’re still a little
confused.” They took turns talking, as though they were so used to
being together, they could finish each other’s
sentences.

“They came up with the idea
of going to the garage together, without us,” the first one
said.

“We still don’t get it. Why
would they want to go to the garage?”

“Yeah, and why do these
dudes want to just watch their wives with other dudes? It doesn’t
make any sense to us.”

They looked at each other in
confusion, missing the critical fact that their wives were, even
now, being fucked by black men with big dicks. It was apparent to
us why the sisters wanted to visit the garage.

Tyler was scratching his
head. “What’s at the garage?”

“Well,” Jennifer said,
trying hard not to giggle. “Our offer stands.”

“Okay,” the eldest said.
“What do we do?”

Emily had to stifle a laugh,
Amanda smiled broadly.

“Give us a minute, guys,”
Jennifer said. “Oh, and you might want to get out of your cute
little bathing suits.”

The three women put their
heads together, I couldn’t hear them talking, but I had a good idea
what they were discussing when Jennifer looked over at me and
smiled.

“I’m going to put our
blanket on the grass, and Emily is going to lay down on it.”
Jennifer said, “From there, it’s up to the three of
you.”

Jennifer took Gabe’s hand
and led him to another picnic table. She knew what to do as she sat
on the edge of the table and pulled Gabe in close.

“I can’t see anything,” he
complained.

“Can you see my pussy?”
Jennifer asked.

“Yes.”

“That’s all you need to
see.”

Tyler was confused. “What
just happened?” he asked me.

“Those guys are going to
fuck Emily. If they can figure out how, and Gabe is eating his
wife,” I explained.

“For real?” Tyler asked.
“Great.”

The first guy had figured
out what to do. We heard Emily behind us as Amanda and I walked
away.

“Oh… oh… yes!” Her
voice was suddenly cut off as a second young man offered his
erection to her mouth. The third was busy on Emily’s
nipples.

My wife and I sank down on
the soft sweet grass to talk. It was wonderful to be with the woman
I loved. My body was hurting from being denied for so long while I
watched everyone else.

“How did your lips and stuff
get so long?” I asked.

We were lying face to face.
My erection was pressed against her soft pussy.

“You’re throbbing,” she
said, spreading her legs.

“I know. Please tell me how
your clit grew.”

“I think there were two main
reasons,” she said, kissing me every three or four words. “I was
stimulated every minute of every day. I was always ready. This has
been the most exciting experience a woman can have, I
think.”

Our lips touched again. We
stroked each other and kissed deeply.

“James likes to suck…things.
He sucks really hard. At first, it can hurt…but then…it doesn’t. I
haven’t slept for more than a couple of hours a night.” Amanda
stopped talking and looked concerned. “I’m sorry, Josh. Your face,
I hurt you.”

Amanda started to pull away,
“I’m such a fool; you don’t need to hear this.”

I stopped her from getting
up and pulled her back down to me. Placing her hand on my cock so
she could feel my spasms, I said, “I do need to hear it, I want to
hear it, I wanted to watch it. Amanda… I want us to come back here.
To the Resort.”

My wife’s face cleared up.
“Really. Would you still want to come back if I were with James
again?”

A large glob of pre-cum
dripped onto my wife’s fingers. “Especially if you were with James
again.”

Emily was bucking and
screaming as she was fucked by two men at the same time. She tried
to suck the third, but she was being tossed around too much to make
progress with him.

I’m not sure how many times
Emily came. I know it was more than once because she announced it
in a loud voice.

In the end, both men flooded
her and the third, not to be left out, jacked off on her wedding
ring. It was all too much for Tyler, who was standing when he came,
his head back and his arms in the air, making him look like the
letter ‘X,’ when his cock exploded, sending long lines of cum onto
the grass.

From the noise, Gabe and
Jennifer had an excellent finish too. I wasn’t watching because my
wife and I came simultaneously, just like an old married couple
should.




Chapter 17

 


We’d never been so close.
For months after we walked back into our own home, our marriage was
the best it had ever been. I had a hard time believing how
wonderful things were.

We made love almost every
night. We even tried new things when we could.

Amanda had learned a trick
or two from James, and even though I didn’t have an oversized cock,
we were still able to have a lot of fun.

One weekend we sent the kids
to their grandparents, and I tied Amanda with rope and, at her
request, repeated the beating I’d given her at the resort. With
similar results.

“I’m not a pain slut, Josh,”
she tried to explain as we lay in bed afterward. “It’s not the
pain; it’s what happens as the pain disappears.”

“I don’t understand,” I
said, not understanding.

“The nerves are awake, and
maybe blood rushes to the area. I don’t know,” my wife tried to
explain. “But as the pain fades, the nerves start tingling down
there.”

“In your pussy?” I am stupid
sometimes.

“In my clit, actually,” she
said. “It aches and quivers like I’m about to cum, and then you hit
my clit again.”

Amanda lay on top of me, her
large breasts pillowed against my chest, her mouth by my ear. “My
clit starts to itch, and I know if I touch it, I’ll cum, and when
you hit it again, I do cum. But not a lot, enough to really make it
burn, and then you hit it again, and I can’t help
myself.”

“Amanda,” I said. “You’re a
pain slut.”

“Am not.”

“Am too. You’re thinking
about the next time, aren’t you?”

“Josh?”

“Yes?”

“I’m a pain slut, and you
know what else?”

“What?” I asked.

“I think I’m ready to find
another big black cock.”
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I Bet My Hotwife… and
Lost!




Book 1 of “I Bet My
Hotwife”

 


William committed
professional suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked,
underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could
look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until
he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his
darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up
with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even shared his
fetish for hotwifing. But as this
loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage
survive its ultimate test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all
to himself... and she won't say no!

 


 


I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost
Again!




Book 2 of “I Bet My
Hotwife”

 


Will and Kristen finally
take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have
passed since their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where
to go from this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers
a honeymoon isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black
boss, is on the island as well, and he won't be satisfied until
he's cuckolded Will again. It turns out paradise can be found or
lost... depending on who you’re with!

 


 


I Bet My Hotwife… and
Finally Won!




Book 3 of “I Bet My
Hotwife”

 


Kristen and Justine explore
their hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand when
they attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds herself
living out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a gang of
horny black men while she satisfies their every perverse need. Will
is aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way to win her
back before it’s too late?

 


 


Katie’s Hotwife
Awakening




Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife
Adventures”

 


Katie loves Mack even though
he’s very small “down there.” She only has one stipulation when
they get married: if she ever meets her favorite actor, she can
have a wild no-holds-barred affair with him. Mack agrees, then is
stunned when a gorgeous lookalike enters their lives. Can he keep
his marriage intact when he learns that Katie’s wild fling won’t be
just a one-night stand?

 


 


Katie’s Hotwife
Reawakening

Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife
Adventures”

 


Katie absolutely loved
banging her sexy movie star, Brad Peterson! Now she’s so desperate
to experience more explosive climaxes, not even pregnancy can stop
her from experimenting with huge sex toys and wild public orgies.
Then Brad returns, and poor Mack must helplessly watch as his sexy
wife gleefully cuckolds him again!

 


 


Vacation Prey: A Different
Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

 


When Carlo, a mob fix-it
man, finds out his wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback
for a job. Little does he know, the gang of black men who took his
wife has no interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly
in pleasure. Specifically, the pleasure that comes from
reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable
sex slaves! When Carlo is taken by the same group of men, he’s
forced to watch his wife degrade herself for her captors. Will
Carlo lose her completely to her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or
is their marriage beyond saving?

 


 


A
Hotwife’s
BBC Betrayal

 


After a laboratory meltdown,
Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his
wife Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is
an eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass
just isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who
gives her a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and
Ryan discovers how much he loves to watch—and then
participate!

 


 


Brianna's Hotwife
Offering

 


Brianna's stunning beauty is
captivating, but no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she
falls in love with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip.
But Brianna will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor
accept her voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and
women right in front of him?

 


 


Blackmailing My Internet
Hotwife

 


Jimmy and Annette grew up
together, so it seemed only natural for them to marry. They were
the perfect couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made
him impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex
with a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he
becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to
explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife
back.

 


 


Sex Addict
Hotwife

 


Linda has a problem. She's
always turned on! Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's
constant arousal compels her to have sex with other
people—sometimes even in front of him! When she's introduced to
Roger, her husband's billionaire client, the man is eager to make a
deal. He's just the lover to satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and
he wants her all to himself for a week. When it's over, can Linda
return to her loving husband? If she does, will she
stay?

 


 


A BBC Bull’s
Tale

 


By day, Darryl is a floor
manager in a manufacturing plant. By night, he’s a Bull: a
seriously buff black stud who lives to service married white women. It’s amazing how many of
their cuckold husbands want to watch! As word spreads about his
talent, Darryl finds himself in increasing demand… and then he
falls in love! How far will this Bull go to satisfy his own needs
and desires?

 


 


My Raunchy Hotwife
Adventures

 


Erica can’t understand why
her husband looks at erotic websites. Why does he ogle other naked
women when he can look at her? He’s particularly fascinated with
hotwife movies, and he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her
having screaming hot sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in
to his perverse desires? Does she really have any
choice?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi Takes the
Challenge

Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket
Challenge”

 


When
Hunter and Lexi’s relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing
things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual.
Once a week, they draw a random card… and the racy hotwife
excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a
stunning blonde lesbian while she’s being roughly used
by a
sexy black bull?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC
Challenge




Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket
Challenge”

 


The Dare Bucket Challenge
continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in
a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers
an antique trunk filled with old bondage gear, and the Challenges
veers into new directions. Can she survive being gangbanged by
Willie and his big black--and very horny--friends?

 


 


Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker
Gangbang




Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket
Challenge”

 


Hotwife Lexi is at it again
when her sexy BBC lover takes her in exciting new ways that leave
her dazzled with raw passion. But her eager cuckold husband wants
to give her even more excitement and arranges for her favorite rock
band to gangbang her backstage! Lexi even seduces a young lesbian
virgin into her erotic lifestyle. How much lusty sex can even horny
Lexi handle?

 


 


My Smutty Hotwife
Confessions

 


Brooke is an innocent when
she marries one of her college instructors, but James wants a sexy,
exciting hotwife: a woman who will call the shots and let him watch
her on video chat as she has affairs with other men--and other
women. Brooke is taken by a virile roughneck and a horny English
lady before finally succumbing to her exciting alpha male black
boss.

 


 


My Illicit Hotwife
Gangbang

 


Beverly tells us how her
husband seems more interested in his smartphone than in her and how
she flirted outrageously with a black man in the bar. Soon she's in
his room having raunchy sex while her shocked and excited husband
watches. Now hooked on BBC, she tells us how it feels to be driven
to repeated orgasms by them. Her fun continues with a group of
young black men and a visit to a dirty country bar where she
becomes the guest of honor at another special party.

 


 


Naughty BBC Hotwife
Adventures #1

 


These three sexy hotwives
have one thing in common: a craving for BBC, sometimes with more
than one black man at a time! Their shocked husbands watch in
erotic ecstasy as their marital relationships are threatened—and
their horny wives fulfill their overpowering desires. Three of my
favorite books available at one time.

 


 


Billionaire’s Reluctant
Hotwife




Book 1 of “Billionaire’s
Ravished Hotwife”

 


When Tania’s first husband
tried to coerce her into being a hotwife, she wanted nothing to do
with the lifestyle. But over time, the idea of being roughly taken
by sexy well-hung black men began to intrigue her. When she
mentioned it to her new husband, he was enthralled. Now Tania’s
about to get more than she bargained for when her devious
ex-husband promises her to a vicious outlaw gang!

 


 


Billionaire’s Captive
Hotwife




Book 2 of “Billionaire’s
Ravished Hotwife”

 


Gorgeous Tania has just
discovered the delights of being a devoted husband’s hotwife when
her treacherous ex-husband pledges her to the BaMa, a ruthless gang
of thugs, as collateral for his gambling debts. They don’t care
that she’s Tim’s wife now; she belongs to them. After they have
their own fun, they’ll sell her to the highest bidder! Can Tania
escape before she’s ravished by all of them?

 


 


Billionaire’s Defiant
Hotwife




Book 3 of “Billionaire’s
Ravished Hotwife”

 


When sexy hotwife Tania is
captured by the ruthless BaMa gang, she her lover, Sarah, are
thrown into a dank jail cell. Then she’s taken and violently used
by Bear, their powerful and grotesque leader. Can her devoted
husband’s team of hand-picked mercenaries rescue her in time?
Or…now that she’s finally experienced ultimate fulfillment…will she
even want to be rescued?

 


 


The Hotwife Hooker: A
Hotwife Fairytale

 


An innocent fantasy becomes
so much more! Jennifer has no idea how her life will change when
she discovers some racy hotwife movies and books. Suddenly she’s
obsessed with becoming a hotwife! But things get way out of control
when her husband uneasily suggests she pretend to be a hooker and
he’ll be her eager john. Instead of meeting him as planned, why has
she taken off with three huge black men?

 


 


 


Please visit my blog for
even more fun at

https://thomasrobertsauthor.com
and don’t forget to leave a review!
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