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    Chapter 1 
 
    The first golden rays of the warm Florida sun were just beginning to drive away the darkness of night when I awoke beside my sleeping wife. From outside, I could hear the soothing sound of the ocean, slapping rhythmically against the pristine white sand. I lay there with my face no more than a foot away from hers and watched her sleep, my eyes taking in the peaceful beauty of her pale face in the growing light. God, I loved this woman! A great wave of happiness welled up in me. All was right with the world. Serene. Perfect. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, then let it out slowly, feeling the warm relaxation spread through all my limbs.  
 
    Suddenly my eyes shot open and I sat bolt upright. What had we done last night?! Oh, my God! Last night! Like a stream of molten lava poured straight into my brain, a million heart-stopping images flooded my consciousness. Had it really happened? Had we actually done those things?! 
 
    Last night. Fuck! I looked around the room, my eyes seeking some proof that I hadn’t dreamed it all. Sure enough, there on the floor, just beyond the foot of the bed, lay my wife’s clothing, right where Jamaal had deposited it when he had stripped her before my eyes. Her towering heels, discarded only after the main event had taken place, were lying in a tangle next to the bedside table. Turning back to look more closely at Jen, I realized that there was ample evidence there as well. Her normally meticulously coiffed hair was matted in several places with what I knew to be semen. Shit! It really had happened! 
 
    This entire trip had been leading up to this. I knew that. I had known it all along. Like a long and steady progression toward last night. The more she had flirted, the more excited I had become, and when she gave me a chance to stop things, to let sanity intervene, I had willingly forged ahead. Finally, things had taken their inevitable course, and last night I had watched my wife of seven years have sex with another man. 
 
    Technically that wasn’t true! I hadn’t just watched her have sex with another man. There had been two of them! Two! Wow! Three, I guess, if you counted me, but that had been afterwards, after the boys had gone back to their own hotel. Regardless of the details, the fact was she had been unfaithful. And I… Well, to be perfectly honest, I had loved every minute of it! 
 
    I got up quietly, trying not to disturb her and slipped on a pair of sweatpants. Being as silent as I could, I padded across the room and eased open the balcony door. I needed some air. For that matter, it wouldn’t hurt to ventilate the room a little. Even eight hours later, the air in the room was still close and oppressive, reeking of stale sweat and sex. 
 
    The breeze coming in off the ocean was cool and clean and tasted like salt. I stood on the balcony shirtless with my hands on the railing and rubbed the sleep from my eyes. With a tired groan, I stretched my arms far up over my head, welcoming the fresh air into my lungs after the stagnant environment of the closed bedroom.  
 
    Far below, a man and a child were playing fetch with a dog on the beach. It was too early for the sun worshippers and swimmers to be out. Off to the left, I saw one of the brightly colored beach patrol ATVs slowly making its way along the sand. 
 
    As I watched the ATV, wondering what the driver was doing, a pair of soft hands encircled my waist from the rear and Jenny kissed the back of my shoulder, then pressed her cheek to my bare skin. Her body was warm against my naked back. “Good morning,” she said. Her voice had that crackly, hoarse quality it sometimes had when she was just waking up. 
 
    I turned to face her. “Good morning,” I parroted. “Did you sleep well?” She was wearing one of the hotel bathrobes, and the sight immediately brought to mind how she had teased the bellhop a couple of nights ago. She had worn a bathrobe just like this then. And she had given poor Jimmy one hell of an eyeful! I grabbed her butt and pulled her tightly against me. 
 
    She giggled, tilting her head back to look up at me, “Like a cadaver! I don’t think I even rolled over all night!” 
 
    “Wow!” I recoiled from her. Her breath was absolutely awful! “Sorry, baby, but the first item on the agenda for today is a toothbrush and some mouthwash!” 
 
    She stepped away from me and her hand shot up to her mouth, her eyes wide. “Oh God! Sorry!” 
 
    I chuckled, amused by her mortification, “Don’t worry about it! I just got up too. Mine’s probably not much better!” 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” she grinned sheepishly as she turned and headed toward the bathroom. “Something tells me the mixture of morning breath and stale cum has you beat on that one!” She hurried away and I heard the bathroom door close behind her. 
 
    I left the balcony door open when I stepped back into the room. Flicking on the light switch, I looked around me, surveying the damage. As bad as the room smelled, it looked even worse! The sheets and bedspread were wrinkled beyond anything I had ever seen, and streaked with the telltale signs of a great deal of sex.  
 
    I blushed at the thought of the hotel maids stripping the sheets. I wondered what they’d think, whether they would giggle amongst themselves and whisper to one another about the perverts camped out in the honeymoon suite. It would be pretty obvious that I hadn’t caused this much carnage by myself! Ah, fuck it, I said to myself, it is a hotel, after all! I’m sure they’ve seen worse! Besides, there wasn’t a whole heck of a lot I could do about it at this point! 
 
     I heard the shower start and felt my stomach growl. Maybe I should order some room service. I was starving. Jenny probably was too, I realized. Thin and lithe, she had the metabolism of a timber wolf, which wasn’t that surprising, really. Not with her passion for jogging and fitness. Nothing like a little exercise to stimulate the old metabolism! I snorted at the irony of that thought. If there were two things my wife had certainly gotten enough of last night, it was exercise and stimulation! 
 
    I walked into the living room and found the menu on the table beside the sofa, where I’d left it last night. I scanned down until I found what I was looking for, then picked up my phone and placed our order. 15 minutes, they told me. I hung up and put the phone down on top of the menu.  
 
    I tilted my head, listening for the sound of the shower. Nothing. Jenny was finished. When I stepped into the bedroom, I met her coming out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around her body. Her long black hair hung to the middle of her back in heavy, wet strands. To my relief, her breath now smelled minty fresh, like toothpaste and mouthwash. 
 
    “Your turn!” she chirped, jerking her head toward the open door behind her. 
 
    “Right. I won’t be long. I ordered us some breakfast. They said it would be up in 15 minutes. Can you take care of that? Oh, and don’t forget the tip. My wallet’s on the nightstand.” The mention of a tip brought my mind once again to Jenny exposing herself to the bellhop. I glanced at her near-naked body and felt my cock begin to swell. Jimmy wouldn’t be on duty this early in the morning, but maybe whoever they sent would like a little peek… 
 
    Sometimes, I could just swear that my wife was a mind-reader. She raised her eyes to mine and shook her head, the corners of her mouth turning up into a playful smile. “Easy boy!” she scolded. “I think you and I had better sit down and have a talk about what happened last night before I start flashing my charms at any more strangers. Don’t you?” 
 
    I nodded and headed toward the bathroom. She was right. Of course, she was right. What we needed now was a step back, a little distance. We needed to evaluate things. Last night had been a life-changing event. The question was, just how had it changed our lives? Where were we going to go from here? Something told me I needed to have an answer to these questions by the time I got out of the shower. 
 
    I closed the door behind me and slipped off my sweatpants. My cock popped free of the waistband and bobbed before me, still half-erect from the memory of her flashing Jimmy. When I turned toward the sink, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and paused for a moment to study the man I saw there.  
 
    It was funny, really. I didn’t look any different. Same old Ken. The face that stared back at me was that of a normal guy in his late twenties, close-cropped blonde hair and grey eyes. Nothing out of the ordinary, no outward sign of anything that might set him apart from his fellows. But appearances can be deceiving. I was looking at the face of a man that most normal people would call a deviant, a man who had not only allowed two other men to fuck his wife, but who actively encouraged it and even watched.   
 
    Yeah, I thought as I turned away from the mirror with a wry smile and opened the shower door, that guy is anything but normal! Leaning into the shower stall, I turned on the water and checked the temperature. Satisfied that I wasn’t about to singe off my twig and berries, I stepped into the shower, letting the soothing water stream over me. 
 
    What happened had been exciting. No. ‘Exciting’ wasn’t a strong enough word for it, not by a long shot! I had fantasized about watching Jenny with another man for years, since we first met, really. Finally watching it happen in real life had been positively mind-blowing. 
 
    And in the direct aftermath, as my wife and I had made love in the damp sheets, we had both been eager for it to happen again. Now, in the cold light of day, after the fiery arousal of the moment had dissipated, I had to say that my own desire to watch her with others remained unabated.  
 
    Jenny, too, seemed fairly unfazed, considering she had been fucked by three separate men last night. But, I had to wonder if she felt the same about what happened as I did. As much as she had obviously enjoyed it at the time, maybe she wanted it to be a one-time thing, a crazy vacation memory that we could look back on when we were old. Then again, maybe she wasn’t through making memories. Like she said: we needed to talk. 
 
      
 
    The smell of freshly cooked bacon and eggs hit me like a wall when I walked into the living room with my towel around my waist. Jenny had traded in her bathrobe for a pair of jeans and a delightfully tight-fitting t-shirt. Her hair was pulled back into a long, black ponytail that fell across one shoulder. She was bent over the small, oval-shaped table in the suite’s tiny kitchen, arranging our plates. I couldn’t help pausing to admire the view as her denim-clad ass wiggled seductively. 
 
    She stood up and noticed me watching her. “Ah, just in time!” she said with a smile. “The food just got here. And not a moment too soon! I’m starving!” 
 
    “Me too!” I agreed. “Just let me put some clothes on…” 
 
    “Later. Starving!” she reminded me sternly.  
 
    When Jenny got hungry, there was no waiting. She needed food right then! Otherwise, she was grumpy and impossible to get along with. Deciding that discretion was, indeed, the better part of valor, I nodded and sat down, still wearing my towel. 
 
    In truth, I was starving, too. And the exquisite odor that now filled the suite had made it even worse. I put the first forkful of eggs into my mouth and bit off a chunk of the crispy bacon. Carlos, the concierge, had been right: the hotel’s kitchen was first-rate. Looking up, I met my wife’s eyes and saw her nod her approval. We ate in relative silence, each of us enjoying this moment of peace together. Deep down, I think we both realized that it was the lull before the storm. 
 
    “So,” I said when I was finished, laying my silverware across my plate and dabbing at the corners of my mouth with my napkin. “That was just what I needed!” 
 
    Jenny’s piercing green eyes flashed up and held mine. “Yeah,” she muttered, swallowing the last mouthful of her meal. She reached for her orange juice and took a long swallow, her eyes watching me as she tipped up the glass. 
 
    “I was thinking maybe we could take a little drive. You know, explore a little, check out some of the other towns around here, maybe go for a swim if we find a nice stretch of beach.” 
 
    She nodded, smiling widely. “I think I’d like that! I think I’d like that a lot!” 
 
    “Great!” I said. “I’ll call down and have them bring the car around. What do you think, half an hour?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m pretty much ready now. Half an hour sounds good!” 
 
    “All right, half an hour it is!” I pushed my chair back and rose, retrieving my phone from the bedside table in the other room. I dialed the front desk and made the arrangements, then hung my towel back in the bathroom and proceeded to pick out a pair of jeans and a short-sleeved, button-up shirt. Fifteen minutes later, I walked back into the living room, hair combed, teeth brushed, and ready for action. 
 
    “Just let me slip into the bathroom for a second, and I’ll be ready,” she said, coming up on her tiptoes to plant a kiss on my cheek as she squeezed past me. I turned and watched her backside until she disappeared into the bathroom, delighting in the feminine sway of her hips and the playful bounce of her ponytail. You’re a lucky man, Kenneth Wilson! I told myself for the millionth time. 
 
    She was in the bathroom a long time. Of course, she was! She always took too long. It was a fact of married life I had come to accept. So, I sat on the couch and watched a little TV, trying not to let my impatience grow each time I glanced at the clock on the wall. 
 
    Just as I was about to rise and go check on her, she was back, all smiles, eager to embark on a new adventure. One look at her beautiful, happy face was enough to make me forget the annoyance of a moment ago. Hers was one of those infectious smiles, the kind that forced you to smile back. And that’s what I did, turning the TV off and rising to meet her. 
 
    She now wore a sensible pair of sneakers and I couldn’t help but contrast them with the high heels she had worn last night. My mind strayed back to the memory of those heels. God! Those heels! She hadn’t taken them off all evening. Scott and Jamaal and then I had all three fucked her while she was wearing them. They had lent a sort of obscene elegance to our little orgy, bobbing enticingly in the air as first one man and then another took a turn between her legs. “Ready?” Jenny’s voice asked, tearing my attention from her shoes. 
 
    “Oh! Yeah!” I blushed. I looked at the clock. “I’m sure the car is waiting on us by now.” 
 
    Jenny looped her purse over her shoulder, then took a last look around the suite. “I think that’s everything.” 
 
    I checked to make sure I had my wallet, then walked to the door. Turning the knob, I held the door for her, gesturing toward the hallway. “After you, milady!” 
 
    “Oh! Such a gentleman!” Jenny giggled. She ran the back of her hand along the line of my freshly shaved jaw. “I knew there was a reason I married you!” 
 
    I winked at her, “And here, I thought it was because of my big dick!” 
 
    She wrinkled her nose in a good-natured little snicker, “Riiiight! You just keep telling yourself that!” 
 
    Her hand glided down the front of my shirt and cupped my crotch. Giving me a playful squeeze, she walked out into the hallway and headed toward the elevator. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    It was good to be back behind the wheel, to hear the throaty growl of the Mustang’s big engine in front of me as I worked through the gears. The little town we were headed to was just a few miles away, barely worth getting on the interstate again, but traffic was light today, so I pulled onto the on ramp and mashed down on the accelerator, feeling the car lurch forward immediately. 
 
    With her sunglasses perched jauntily on her forehead, Jenny stared out the window at the passing scenery, not speaking until we were on the highway. From the corner of my eye, I saw her turn her head and look at me. She opened her mouth to speak twice, but closed it each time without uttering a sound. I concentrated on the road ahead, giving her time to work through whatever it was she had to say. Finally, she squared her shoulders, took a deep breath, and began. 
 
    “So, about last night,” she said quietly. 
 
    I nodded, not looking at her, just waiting for her to continue at her own pace. 
 
    “Was it…?” She paused, chewing on her bottom lip. “I guess things got pretty out of hand, didn’t they?” 
 
    “Yeah!” I couldn’t suppress a grin. That’s the understatement of the year! I thought. “You could say that!” 
 
    Jenny snorted, bringing her hand up to nervously brush her ponytail off her shoulder. “And I know you were pretty excited at the time. I was too! But what about now? Now that you’ve had time to cool off, to think about things? How do you feel about what happened last night?” 
 
    Her voice sounded hesitant. Cautious. At that moment, I realized that she half expected me to resent her for what she had done last night. My eyes darted briefly to her then back to the road. 
 
    “You mean, am I upset? Do I regret last night?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” Her voice sounded small, hesitant. 
 
    I shook my head, “No, baby. Not even a little! I told you, the thought of you with another man has been a fantasy of mine for as long as I’ve known you. Seeing it happen was a mind-blowing, incredibly erotic experience. It was something I don’t think I’ll ever forget!”  
 
    She thought for a moment. “And what you said afterwards? You know, about doing it again?”  
 
    The question made me nervous. How could it not? But the memory of her being fucked to within an inch of her life by Scott and Jamaal last night burned like a torch inside my head. “I meant what I said. No one knows us here. It’s the perfect opportunity to explore a little. So, if you’re up for it…”  
 
    “You’d like to watch them fuck me again!” she completed my sentence.  
 
    “It doesn’t have to be Scott and Jamaal. If you see somebody else you’re interested in, I wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    She was silent for a moment, staring at the road ahead of us. Then, she suddenly shook her head and said, “You’re amazing, you know that? Most men would be freaking out right now, screaming, yelling, demanding a divorce. 
 
    “But not you. Oh no! You, dear husband, are sitting here next to me, cool as a cucumber, discussing the two guys who fucked me last night. And not only that, now you’re thinking about who you could set your wife up with next. And if I’m not mistaken,” she leaned over and put her hand in my lap, “mm hmm! This whole conversation has you as hard as a rock!” 
 
    “What can I say? It was hot, and I liked it. And I really want you to do it again!  Don’t ask me to explain why. I still haven’t figured that part out myself, but there it is!” I shrugged my shoulders, then added, “Although, I was a little surprised that it wound up being two guys, rather than just one.” 
 
    Our exit was coming up, and Jenny waited, helping me with the traffic as I changed lanes and pulled off the highway, before replying. “I know,” she said. “That was bad. It’s just… I don’t know. They were both so into me. They were both so hot and masculine and they both wanted me. And…” 
 
    “And you liked that,” I finished. “I understand that, and I’m not judging. I just never thought that was something you would do. Two guys at the same time. It was just so unexpected, so bold and fearless. So… so…” 
 
    “Slutty?” It was Jenny’s turn to finish my sentence. 
 
    “You said it, not me!” I turned into an almost empty parking lot butted up against a small municipal park and killed the engine. Shifting in my seat to face her, I said, “I didn’t call you a slut, Jen.” 
 
    “No, you didn’t! And I appreciate your delicacy. But it’s true, though. I was a slut last night. God, was I a slut!” She grinned and shook her head, remembering all the dirty things she had done.  
 
    We got out and closed the doors. The sun was higher now and its heat reflected off the black asphalt around us, making the parking lot feel like a frying pan. I put on my Ray Bans and locked the car. 
 
    “So, what are we doing here?” Jenny grinned, her head swiveling back and forth. 
 
     “It’s just a place I read about on the internet when I was researching this trip. Newly refurbished main street, lots of nice shops. It’s supposed to be a must-see destination for anyone wanting to do a little shopping in this neck of the woods.” 
 
    “Well,” she beamed happily, “I do like shopping!” 
 
    She captured my hand and we began to walk along the narrow brick walkway of the town’s main street. Heavy, cast-iron lamp posts towered above us, looking like relics from a forgotten age.  
 
    The reviews I had read had been right. This little town really was gorgeous. Quaint, yet somehow modern, with what looked like close to 100% occupancy in the tiny shops that lined the street. From behind the freshly painted row of low buildings, I could hear the steady beating of the surf on the unseen beach, a constant reminder of just where we were. 
 
    We ambled along, looking in the store windows, admiring the architectural elements of the buildings, just enjoying each other’s company. Shopping was just a pretext. This whole outing was really about us dealing with the aftermath of last night’s happenings, and I knew that Jenny was just as aware of that fact as I. This was something that couldn’t be rushed, something that needed time. And that was why we were here, wandering the streets of a sleepy little Florida town. 
 
    Two blocks away from where we had parked the car, there was a bronze plaque marking the point where one of the Seminole chiefs had met with the Spanish conquistadores. Jenny stopped and read it, concentrating intently on the raised words. I tried to feign interest, but my head was too full of images from last night, of Jenny with Jamaal and Scott. I stared blankly at the plaque for a moment, lost in my own thoughts, then couldn’t stand it any longer. 
 
    Clearing my throat, I asked, “So, what exactly made you decide to bring both of them back to our room? I mean, was it your idea, or was it something the boys thought up?”  
 
    “Actually,” she blushed and looked at her feet, shifting her weight from one foot to another, “I was sort of the one who instigated that.” 
 
    “Oh, really?! Do tell!” I touched her arm and, when her eyes met mine, gave her an encouraging smile. 
 
    “Well, after our discussion earlier that evening, I had already made up my mind how the night was going to end. I mean, I had your permission to sleep with Jamaal, and I was determined to do just that. The more I danced with the two of them, the more I felt their warm, hard bodies moving against mine, the more I began to fantasize and wonder what it would be like to have both of them.” 
 
    “And then you just decided, ‘What the hell’?” 
 
    “Pretty much. Yes. I thought about you and your fantasy and I decided you probably wouldn’t have a problem with it.”  
 
    “Seems like you know me pretty well!” 
 
    She smirked, “Well, up until a few days ago, I thought I did! Now, I’m starting to think there’s a lot more to you than you’ve been letting on.” 
 
    “Me?!” I laughed. “What about you? You seemed pretty skilled at handling them both at the same time! If I didn’t know better, I would swear that wasn’t the first time you…” 
 
    “Oooh!! Let’s go in here!” Jen squealed suddenly, cutting me off. She grabbed me by the arm and dragged me into a little candle shop. 
 
    A wall of conflicting floral scents greeted me when we walked through the door, taking my breath away. For the life of me, I could never understand my wife’s infatuation with stores like this, but after almost 7 years of marriage I had resigned myself to the fact. I smiled grimly at the portly woman perched on a short stool behind the counter and tried to breathe through my mouth as I followed Jenny from shelf to shelf, nodding dutifully as she thrust one scented abomination after another beneath my overstimulated nose. 
 
    I knew all about my wife’s affinity for candles. This was hardly the first time I’d been forced to endure such an assault on my olfactory senses. But still, as we made our way through the racks and racks of candle jars, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Jenny was stalling for time, that she hadn’t wanted to continue our little conversation. And under the watchful eye of the proprietress, there was no way I could press the issue here. So, I made up my mind to bide my time. 
 
    The more we browsed, the longer I had to think about just what it was that had made Jenny so nervous just a moment ago. I was on to something here. Watching her closely now, I noticed her avoiding my gaze. And when our eyes did meet, I saw a shifty nervousness behind hers. 
 
    There was a slight hint of forced enthusiasm as she fondled the shop’s wares, moving rapidly from one rack to the next, chattering and smiling, almost as if she were trying to make me forget our conversation. Piece by piece, a cloud of suspicion began to grow in my mind and, by the time my wife had paid for her treasures and we stepped back out onto the street, I had a working theory. 
 
    When the door closed behind us, I looked up and down the sidewalk to make sure that we weren’t overheard. Then I asked, “That wasn’t the first time you’ve been with two men, was it?” 
 
    Jen blanched. “Honey, I…” Her eyes darted to the left and right, like those of a scared rabbit looking for some avenue of escape. 
 
    “The truth, Jenny.” 
 
    “I… Honey, I… I don’t know…”  
 
    Don’t know? How can you not know if you’ve ever been fucked by two guys at the same time before? I felt the irritation rise in me when her eyes suddenly shot up and met mine warily. There was real fear there in those wide emerald orbs that struggled to hold my gaze. In an instant, my heart melted and I reached for her hand, drawing her to me. 
 
    “Hey,” I whispered, brushing a stray strand of hair away from her face. “Talk to me, Jen. A couple of days ago, I told you a secret I’d been carrying around for years. It was terrifying! I had no idea how you’d react. But ultimately, I had to trust you, trust that your love for me would allow you to accept me for who I am. And you did. 
 
    “Now, I’m asking you to trust me. Whatever it is you think is so awful, just trust that I will love you regardless. Because I will, you know? No matter what happens, no matter what you tell me, Jen, I love you more than anything else in the world!” 
 
    She took a step back, her mouth hanging open, her eyes wide, and stared at me, unblinking. I could see the cogs turning in her brain, analyzing what I had just said, weighing the truth of each word.  
 
    “You’re right,” she nodded. “You’re absolutely right!” As she looked at me, a smile crept onto her face and her green eyes shone with happiness. “God, I love you, Ken!” she said. With a growl, she threw her arms around me and hugged me so tightly I couldn’t breathe. 
 
    “All right,” she said when she had released me from her death grip. “To answer your question: No, last night wasn’t the first time I was ever involved in a threesome. There were a few times before you and I met.” 
 
    A few times?! Holy shit! The possibilities hinted at by those three words burned inside my head with an incandescent heat. My heart was pounding in my chest. But before I could ask her about it, Jen continued, “So, I think we both know I wasn’t exactly a virgin when we met.” 
 
    I nodded. I had known that. And though I had only recently gathered the courage to tell her so, the thought of her pre-Ken adventures had always been a secret source of arousal for me. No one got as good at giving a blowjob as Jenny was without a little practice and, even now, thinking about all the men she must’ve honed her skills on caused a tingle of excitement to run up my leg. I licked my lips and waited for her to go on. 
 
    “We never really talked about it, but I always assumed you knew that you weren’t my first. Well, what you don’t know is that you weren’t my second or third either. In fact, you were way down the line. I’m sorry if this shocks you, baby, but I was a little bit of a party girl before we got together.” 
 
    “Party girl?” I asked. In my ears, my voice sounded unsteady, but if Jenny noticed, she gave no indication. With her hand in mine, we strolled along the brick sidewalk again, talking quietly. 
 
    “Actually, that’s probably putting it a little too mildly. To tell the truth, I was more than just a ‘party girl’. I was sort of a slut!” 
 
    Slut! When the word rolled from her lips, I felt my cock lurch in my pants at her description of her younger self. Jenny, a slut. After what I had seen last night, that description didn’t seem all that far-fetched. 
 
    “But, when I met you, I put all that behind me. Everything with us was so great, so fairytale perfect. I didn’t want anything to jeopardize that. I wanted you more than I wanted all the crazy sex. So, I put that part of me in a box and tried to forget all about it.” 
 
    “Until last night,” I whispered. 
 
    Jennifer blushed and gave me a sidelong glance. “Yeah!” she said, “Until last night.” 
 
    “So, how many?” I asked. I saw the confusion in her eyes and rephrased my question. “When you say, ‘way down the line’, how many are we talking about?” 
 
    “Honestly? Are you sure you want me to answer that?” 
 
    “Yes. I want to know. How many guys had you been with before me?” 
 
    “Well, um… Shit, Ken! To tell you the truth, I really don’t know! God! How bad is that?!” 
 
    Bad? Yes, it was bad. It meant my sweet little Jenny was a very naughty girl. And that thought gave me an instant erection. “So more than 5, more than 10?” I pressed. 
 
    “More than 10. Definitely more than 10! When I said I was a slut, I wasn’t just saying that. I was a slut! A total hose monster!” She shook her head, thinking back on some past indiscretion. 
 
    Definitely more than 10! I could have hammered nails with my cock when I heard those words. “Tell me about it,” I urged her. There was just a hint of a tremble to my voice. 
 
    “This really turns you on, doesn’t it?” she asked, her lips curling in an expression of bemused glee. “God! And here I’ve been trying to hide that side of me from you for all these years! Who’d have guessed that my husband would turn out to be such a pervert!” She laughed and her green eyes danced with delight. “All right! If you really want to hear about it, I’ll tell you. What do you want me to tell you?” 
 
    “All of it. Every dirty detail!” I took her hand and placed it on the front of my jeans. She felt my hardness and her grin widened.  
 
    “Oooh!” she giggled. “I think I’m going to like this! Well, there was this one night in particular…” 
 
      
 
    It was evening before we headed back to the hotel, the setting sun sending up its last dying rays in brilliant bands of red and purple. Jenny’s confessions had taken the better part of the day, and I had enjoyed them beyond words. Like I said, I knew she was no nun when we met, but it turned out that she had been quite a bit wilder than I had ever imagined! 
 
    I still didn’t understand just why this all turned me on like it did, but there was no denying the fact that it did. The idea of the beautiful Mrs. Wilson as a college slut was hauntingly arousing. Especially now that I had seen a glimpse of that Jenny. 
 
    As I steered the Mustang onto the highway, my mind still swam with the images Jen had planted there. I thought about her first boyfriend in high school, Chris, the one who took her virginity.  
 
    He had been a member of the drama club, the kind of guy who was passionate and wild-eyed, with a head full of impossible dreams, but who was ultimately going nowhere in life. She had been drawn to his fiery personality and his way with words, but the thing that had kept her tethered to him long after she realized they had nothing in common was his skill in the sack.  
 
    She had put off their breakup until a week before she left for college because of her addiction to his dick, and had even sucked him off one last time after she had told him they were through! The fact that she had let her lust for him dictate her actions like that was crazy exciting to me. 
 
    When she got to college, Jen had dated several other guys and fucked them all, before eventually meeting Preston. Preston was a frat boy from back east, born into money and convinced that the world had been created for his sole benefit. In Jenny’s words, he was a “total ass”, a fact she had been naively unaware of while they were dating.  
 
    For a time, she had been convinced that she was in love with him, a feeling that apparently had not been mutual. He did have one saving grace that Jenny had to concede, even through her bitterness, and that was an 8-inch cock that he used with the skill of a concert violinist. 
 
    It was Preston who had first introduced my future wife to the pleasures of group sex, sharing her with one of his frat brothers when they had all had too much to drink one night. She had loved it, two mouths on her perky little titties, two cocks, both vying for her attention, begging to be sucked and fucked. That experience had opened her eyes to entirely new possibilities. 
 
    Her account of Preston and his frat brother came as something of a shock to me, and as I moved the car through the evening traffic, I had to remind myself to concentrate on the task at hand. Good Lord! I’d been right after all. Last night had not been her first time pleasuring two men at the same time. But, it was what had happened after their breakup that had really shaken me. 
 
    Things had ended badly with Preston. After one of her classes had been cancelled, Jenny had decided to pop by the frat house to surprise him with a little daytime quickie. But, it was she who was surprised when she opened the door. There was her boyfriend Preston toiling away between the long, pale legs of a redheaded cheerleader named Candy.  
 
    Jenny had been heartbroken and ran out of the room, never to speak to Preston again. That night, as she was attempting to drown her sorrows in a little bar not far from her off-campus apartment, she had met Damian.  
 
    A large, well-dressed black man, he was smooth and willing to listen to her troubles and, in her current state, he was just what Jenny needed. She had taken him home that first night and fucked him all night. When dawn came, she knew she had found her next addiction, but that knowledge did nothing to dampen her desire.  
 
    Thus, began an absolutely torrid series of new sexual adventures. Damian was a sex machine. His ebony cock was by far the largest Jenny had ever encountered, long and as thick as her forearm, larger even than Jamaal, the man I had watched her with last night. And Jenny loved it. Even after all these years, her voice cracked with excitement as she described it. 
 
    At that point in her story, my wife had actually paused to make sure I understood that there was a difference. She had loved Damian’s big black cock, not the man himself. What they had shared was purely physical. Fuck buddies. They didn’t go to the movies or to restaurants. Hell, they barely spoke. But each night found them rushing into each other’s arms for another sweaty bout of fornication. 
 
    Her fling with Damian (her words, not mine) only lasted two months. But what two months they were! During that time, she had tried a laundry list of sexual acts, some of which she had never done with me. Anal? I’d never even considered asking her. I just knew she’d get angry. With Damian, it had been standard procedure. It made me jealous, knowing that another man had had my wife in a way I hadn’t, but there was something strangely exciting about the idea as well. 
 
    When Damian began to share her with his friends, she knew the time had come to put the brakes on. Word was starting to get out about her. She noticed the appreciative looks she got from the guys on campus and the daggers glared at her by their girlfriends. More than once she had heard the whispers. Jenny was getting a reputation as the campus slut. It was time to stop, to regain control. 
 
    Not that she hadn’t enjoyed the experience. “There’s nothing quite like being the only female in a room full of hard, black cocks!” she had confessed with a naughty wink. No, Jenny had thoroughly enjoyed being the object of so much sexual desire.  
 
    In fact, more than the harm it was doing to her reputation, it was the degree to which she loved all this male attention that was her real wake-up call. In the cold light of day, she would wake up remorseful and dismayed by the things she had done the night before, but as soon as another black cock was waved in front of her, she was on her knees again, ready to serve. She was an addict, and she knew it. 
 
    So, she had bid farewell to Damian and his posse. She stopped. Cold turkey. No more orgies, no more dating, no more sex at all! She had cleaned up her act, and had been celibate for nearly six weeks when I finally mustered up the courage to ask her out. 
 
    “Wait! Wait!” I had stopped her at that point. “So, you’d been having sex with half the campus when we met…” 
 
    “Oh! Thanks a lot!” she slugged my arm. “It wasn’t that many!” But the blush on her face told me that while my words might not technically have been accurate, there was no getting around the underlying truth of them. 
 
    “Anyway!” I grinned, holding up my hands in surrender. “The point is: Why did you make me wait three weeks before we had sex?” 
 
    “Honestly?” 
 
    “Yeah! If it’s not too much trouble!” 
 
    She stuck her tongue out at me. “Because I liked you! I really liked you. Because I didn’t want to ruin things by rushing into having sex. And… because I was scared.” 
 
    “Scared? Scared of what?” 
 
    “Of myself. Of how crazy I get. I wanted to be sure about you before I let you inside me, because I knew that would be the end of all rational thought for me!” 
 
    Her words still sounded in my head, haunting me as I drove. She’d been afraid of losing control of herself if she slept with me. That was how much my future wife had loved sex. And I had never known it! The glimpse she had afforded me last night made it hard to doubt the fact, though. 
 
    I saw our exit up ahead and checked my mirrors, flicking on the blinker. God! I was hard again! Hard was something I had been a lot while Jenny had been relating her college adventures. I shifted my boner to a more comfortable position and guided the Mustang around the winding exit ramp. 
 
    It was so much to take in, this secret life my pretty little wife had led before we met. And so unlike the idyllic backstory I had created for her in my mind. Not moving in the circles she had, I had been unaware of her reputation. Oh sure, I had seen the way guys looked at her, but come on! Jenny was drop dead gorgeous! Why wouldn’t they look? And as I’ve said, some part of me always got a secret thrill from the way they lusted after her.  
 
    But now, she was telling me that she really had been a slut. Some of those guys I had seen admiring her had most likely fucked her. The thought made my heart ache. My sweet Jenny, a dirty, cock-crazy slut. A fact she had hidden from me all these years. Fuck, that turned me on! And after last night, I found myself wondering just what kind of sleeping dragon I had awakened… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    We were barely inside the suite before we were tearing at each other’s clothes. Jenny’s tales of her premarital adventures had whipped both of us into a frenzy of sexual tension.  
 
    For some strange reason, hearing about her past lovers made me more jealous than watching her with Scott and Jamaal had last night. It made no sense, but that didn’t change the fact. And just like our experience last night, something about the thought of her in the arms of another man inflamed some primal thing inside me, turning my cock to carbon steel. 
 
    When the door clicked shut behind me, I pushed her against the wall of the short hallway and slid my hand down the front of her tight jeans without even bothering to undo them, forcing a sharp gasp from her. Slipping into the waistband of her panties, my fingers delved downward, encountering the familiar rasp of her trimmed pubic thatch before moving on to probe her moist slit below.  
 
    She was wet. Very wet. I knew she was excited, knew her stories had taken a toll on her as well, but some perverted part of me couldn’t help but wonder if all of this wetness was from her own arousal. After all, she had been inseminated by three different men last night! 
 
    I sank my index finger into her molten depths up to my knuckle, feeling her small hands fumbling with my belt. Our lips met, and there was a fiery urgency to her kiss. Jenny tore open the button of my jeans and tugged at them as I worked my finger rapidly in and out of her, pausing now and again to grind the palm of my hand against her clit. She was panting with excitement as she pulled my pants and underwear down with a series of short jerks. I felt my cock bob as it popped free of the waistband of my shorts, fully erect. 
 
    Kissing me once more, Jenny reached down and grasped my wrist, pulling my hand out of her pants and taking my wet finger in her mouth, tasting herself as she stared back defiantly at me. Smiling at the groan that escaped my lips, she pushed me back gently. “My turn!” she said. With that, she peeled off her t-shirt and fell to her knees in front of me, taking my cock in both hands. She was braless and her small boobs jiggled enticingly as she leaned forward and opened her lips. 
 
    Now, it was my turn to gasp. When she took me in her mouth, it was like someone had dunked my cock into a steaming cup of coffee. With no warning, her skillful little tongue flickered along the underside of my shaft, causing the hair to stand up in the back of my neck. My hands found her bouncing black ponytail and I threw my head back in a long groan, pushing my cock into her mouth up to my balls. 
 
    Jenny never skipped a beat, swallowing my full length without so much as a whimper. When her nose touched my pubic hair, I felt her wicked tongue lash at my balls. This wasn’t the first time she had used this little trick on me, and it had always been exquisitely erotic, but now, with the echoes of her confession still ringing in my ears, it seemed to take on a new significance. And I found myself wondering just where she had learned it. From Chris? From Preston? From Damian? 
 
    She pulled back slowly, her hot, wet tongue swirling and teasing its way back up my shaft until the head of my cock popped free of her mouth. Her hands stroked insistently up and down my shaft, and she licked my swollen glans like an ice cream cone.  
 
    My cock jerked excitedly, causing a clear drop of pre-cum to ooze from the slit. Jenny grinned up at me as she slowly swiped it away with her tongue. Again, I couldn’t help but wonder how many other men had been treated to this sight. And a shiver ran through me when I thought about how big they had been. 
 
    Just as my mind had begun to wander to Jenny’s previous lovers, she surprised me by abandoning my cock and hopping to her feet. The air of the room caused goosebumps to pop up on my now-wet cock.  
 
    “Let’s take this to the bedroom!” she grinned. Stepping back from me, she slipped out of her tennis shoes, leaving them there in the hallway, then turned and disappeared through the doorway.  
 
    I was surprised. Usually, Jenny relished the chance to suck my cock. She would do it for hours, if I let her. She liked the power it gave her over me, liked watching me squirm as she drove me to the very pinnacle of pleasure. But tonight, she was in no mood to drag things out. Too turned on! I thought with a grin.  
 
    That was fine with me! I was more than ready to take things to the next level! I hurriedly kicked off the pants that were still pooled around my ankles, tugged off my shoes and socks, and strode after her, unbuttoning my shirt as I walked. 
 
    By the time I got to the bedroom I was naked and just in time to see Jenny take off her jeans. Her pale, naked back was turned to me, and I had an incredible view of that tight little ass of hers wiggling from side to side as she worked the jeans over her hips with a seductive shimmy that could have given a dead man a boner.  
 
    The panties she had on underneath were lace and black. They were tiny and drawn tightly up into her ass crack, contrasting beautifully with two globes of pale skin on either side. I stood there in the doorway with my hard cock pointing straight out in front of me and watched as the soft denim made its way tortuously down my wife’s long legs.  
 
    I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. As my eyes took in her nearly nude form, my cock throbbed with desire. I found myself thinking about the others who had seen her like this, had reveled in her curvy little ass, touched her, fucked her. My chest tightened. The icy stab of jealousy tore at my guts, with searing arousal hot on its heels. My right hand found my shaft, and I began to unconsciously stroke myself as I watched her undress.  
 
    She stepped daintily out of the tangled fabric lying in a pool around her slender ankles and then reached up for the ribbon that secured her ponytail. Giving it a tug, she shook her hair out, and I could scarcely suppress a groan as her silky black tresses fell in a luxuriant cascade down her narrow back, so dark against her alabaster skin. My heart pounded in my chest like an African war drum, threatening to crack a rib. 
 
     Jenny caught sight of me standing in the doorway with my dick in my hand and a knowing smile crept across her face. “See something you like?” she smirked, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her tiny panties. She arched her back, thrusting her little butt out at me and giving it a playful waggle. 
 
    I went to her then, crossing the room in three long strides, and pulled her to me. Her nipples were as hard as marbles against my chest as I kissed her passionately, feeling her melt into me. She seemed to forget about her panties and her arms snaked around me, clutching at my back, her fingers digging into my skin as her tongue danced into my mouth. She pressed her crotch against mine and I felt the roughness of the lace on the sensitive skin of my hard cock. 
 
    With a growl, I broke the kiss and pushed her back onto the bed. Seizing her frilly panties in one hand, I stripped them down her long legs in one determined motion and tossed them over my shoulder. Jenny lay back on the bed and spread her long legs, a welcome I was more than happy to accept. 
 
    Crawling onto the bed between her legs, I dove face first into her crotch, spearing her moist lips with my tongue. “Ohhh! Fuuuck!” Jenny squealed and put both hands on the back of my head, pulling me insistently into her pussy. She bent her legs, bringing her knees up to her shoulders, opening herself to my attack. 
 
    I licked up her swollen pussy to her clit, which I lashed with the tip of my tongue. I felt her go stiff, then abandoned her clit to kiss my way back down to her weeping slit. I tongued her deeply, tasting her excitement, then nibbled my way up one thigh and then the other, before again turning my attention to her clitoris. 
 
    As I worked on her, I couldn’t help but wonder how I stacked up compared to her previous lovers. She’d told me quite a bit about how big they were, and the fact that all of them were larger than I was had not gone unnoticed, but I couldn’t remember her mentioning how good any of them had been at oral sex. Maybe, I told myself, this was something that I did better than they! I redoubled my efforts, slicing into her wet folds with my tongue. 
 
    Jenny writhed on the bed, her hands clutching at the sheets while I ate her. Her breath came in shallow pants, her little titties quivering in the dim light of the bedroom as her slender ribcage rose and fell. I tortured her for a good ten minutes, holding her trembling on the brink of orgasm, but never allowing her to climax. 
 
    “Oh God, Ken! Please!!” she begged. Her head tossed back and forth on the pillow. 
 
    I relented, licking my way back up to her clit. I sucked the hard little nub between my teeth and flicked it insistently again and again with the tip of my tongue. 20 seconds later, I was rewarded by the sight of my wife arching her back, her mouth open in a silent scream as the waves of orgasm crashed over her. I licked faster, inserting a finger into her spasming pussy. 
 
    When she found her voice again, she squirmed to get away from my ruthless tongue, pushing my forehead and turning onto her side. “Oh God!… Ken!… Baby, stop… I… I need to… Fuck! Just let me catch my breath!” Her voice had a quavering, sobbing sound to it. 
 
    I let my finger slip from her wetness and slid up behind her back. Brushing the hair away from her ear, I whispered, “What’s the matter? You didn’t like it?” 
 
    “Like? Fuck! It… it was amazing!” she breathed. “But if you hadn’t stopped, I… I think I would’ve died!” She took a deep breath and I felt a convulsive aftershock run through her body. “Wow!” 
 
    I lay there behind her, holding her, waiting for her to settle down. My lips softly played along the back of her neck, planting little kisses. My fingertips roamed down her arm to her hip and back up again. I was still hard. Now that I thought about it, it was difficult to remember a time during the last week when that hadn’t been the case. 
 
    Jenny wiggled back at me, feeling my erection pressing into the soft skin of her perfect little butt. “I mean it, you know,” she murmured, turning her head to look over her shoulder at me. “You really are amazing at that!” 
 
    “Better than Damian?” Though I hadn’t intended it, the words came out as a green-eyed hiss. 
 
    “What?” She rolled over to face me, frowning. “You want to know if you can eat pussy better than Damian? The guy I dated before I met you?” she asked. Not waiting for an answer, she nodded, “Yes, as a matter of fact. Quite a bit better. Why do you ask?” Her emerald eyes moved rapidly back and forth, studying my face. “Ohhh! You’re jealous,” she said. It was a statement, not a question. 
 
    “Yeah. A little, I guess.” I had no right to be jealous. I knew that. But it was the truth. I was a little jealous. 
 
    She raised an eyebrow, her expression now one of confusion. “I thought you said my stories were hot. You said that they excited you.”  
 
    “They are. They do,” I muttered, trying to decide just how I felt. The nagging insecurity I had felt all day was suddenly coming to a head. “But…” 
 
    “But what, baby?” she cupped my cheek and I felt the familiar warmth of her hand against my skin. 
 
    “Your stories.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “All of your old lovers. Well, it just seems like I don’t measure up to them.” 
 
    She stared at me for a moment, then realized what I was saying and broke into a huge grin. “The size thing,” she giggled, rolling her eyes. “God! You guys really are all alike!” 
 
    “Riiight. ‘Just a guy thing’. That’s why you mentioned it when you told me about them!” I smirked. 
 
    The smile melted from her face, replaced by concern. “Baby, you’re not small!” she said. “If it helps, I’ve been with several guys who were smaller than you. Heck, Scott is about the same size as you. You’re not small.” 
 
    “But I’m not big, either. Am I? Not like Preston or Damian. Not like Jamaal last night!” 
 
    Jenny pursed her lips. She could sense my vulnerability. “No. No, you’re not. God, I never would have mentioned it if I’d thought it would upset you.”  
 
    She was starting to regret the things she had told me, and I didn’t want that. I put my hand on her arm. “I’m not upset, Jen,” I said, stroking her skin. I felt her relax. “I’m… Well, fuck! I don’t know what I am! I’m jealous. Yeah, I’m jealous. All those stories about those men and their big cocks. It’s intimidating. Especially when…” I let my sentence trail off, reluctant to put words to the feelings coursing through me. 
 
    “Especially when what?” she asked. “Come on, Ken. Tell me what you were going to say.” 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s just that, when you talked about them, about how big they were… I could hear the excitement in your voice. I can tell you liked it. Just like you did last night, with Jamaal.” 
 
    She didn’t answer, staring at my chest. The color rose to her cheeks. 
 
    “I know you, Jen. I can tell when you’re turned on. Big cocks turn you on. That’s a fact. So, yeah. I guess I am a little jealous. I’m nervous. I’m… I’m…” 
 
    “Turned on, too?” she whispered, her eyes darting down the rock-hard erection jutting angrily toward her. 
 
    “Yeessss!” I hissed, feeling her warm hand wrap around my cock. “Fuck, Jen! I know it’s fucked up. And yes! It drives me crazy! God! It kills me, but the fact that I’m married to a size queen turns me on like you can’t believe!” 
 
    Without releasing my cock, she straddled me and guided it into her wet pussy. Leaning down, she kissed my lips and smiled. “Size queen,” she echoed. “I like that! And that turns you on?” 
 
    “Yesss! Fuck yes!”  
 
    My hands came up to grasp her hips, pulling her down on me. Our crotches met and her eyes closed. She let out a deep, satisfied sigh, pausing for a moment, then lifted her hips until only the tip of my cock remained inside her. Then, she relaxed her thighs and let herself slowly sink back down on me. Electric pleasure shot through my crotch, a warm heat that radiated upwards to the very tips of my hair.  
 
    Slowly, she rode me, moving up and down, massaging my shaft with languid, deliberate movements. Then, she stopped and bent to kiss me. She put her lips to my ear. “You’re right,” she whispered. “I do like them big. I am a size queen.” 
 
    Her words were like a red-hot poker stabbed into my heart, but my cock immediately gave a convulsive jump inside her. “Is it so different?” I croaked, my voice hoarse with excitement. 
 
    “Mmmm! Yes! Oh God, Ken!” she ground on me slowly. “I hadn’t realized just how much I missed that until last night!” 
 
    “Jamaal?” 
 
    “Jamaal.” She sat up, still impaled on my hard member, and looked at me as if suddenly remembering something important. “If we’re really going to do that again, you’re going to have to watch me.” 
 
    “Watch you? Fuck yeah! Watching was the best part!” 
 
    She shook her head, placing a hand on my chest. “No. That’s not what I mean!” she said. “I need you to keep an eye on me, be the voice of reason. If we’re going to do this, you’re going to have to be the adult. Make sure things don’t go off the rails. Like I told you, sometimes I can go sort of crazy!” 
 
    “Like with Damian.” 
 
    “Exactly. And I need you to stop me if I try to go too far. You’re right. I love sex. And I love big cocks, but I love you more. Nothing is worth risking what we have with each other! I mean it. If anything I do makes you in any way uncomfortable, you need to tell me. And I promise you, I’ll stop immediately!” 
 
    I felt my heart swell at her impromptu declaration of love. My fears from a moment ago melted into nothingness. My wife loved me. I might not have a cock like a draft horse, but she loved me. “All right,” I nodded. 
 
    “Good! Because I have no intention of losing my husband just for the chance of having a little more fun with two college guys!”  
 
    She started to ride me again, resuming the same slow rhythm she had used earlier. 
 
    “Speaking of Scott and Jamaal,” I said, “I’m kind of surprised we haven’t heard from them today. You don’t think we scared them off, do you? Now that I think about it, they did leave in an awful hurry afterwards. Do you think maybe we freaked them out?” 
 
    A smile stole across her face and her eyes twinkled with delight as she answered, “Who says we haven’t heard from them?” She winked and moved rapidly up and down my dick a dozen times, biting her lip. “They’ve been in contact. And I’m pretty sure we didn’t freak them out too badly. I bet I got a dozen texts from them while you were in the shower this morning.” 
 
    “Really? What did they say?” 
 
    “What do you think they said?! They wanted me to go dancing with them again tonight. Or to just ‘hang out’. Whatever I want. They are dying to get together again.” 
 
    “To get into your pants again, you mean!” 
 
    “Yeah! Pretty sure that thought had crossed their minds!” 
 
    “What did you tell them?” My voice felt shaky, out of control. They wanted her again, and I wanted that! 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to know?” She began to move faster yet, her eyes glowing with excitement. She was enjoying teasing me. 
 
    “Yes, now that you mention it! C’mon Jen! What did you tell them?” 
 
    “I told them… that I had plans with my husband today and that… that I couldn’t see them.”  
 
    She was having trouble talking now, her hips a blur as she ratcheted back and forth on me. I could feel my balls starting to get tight and gritted my teeth to hold back my orgasm. Jenny reached down to where I was holding her hips and moved my hands to her tits. I could feel her whole body shaking, teetering on the ragged edge of orgasm. 
 
    “I told them…” she murmured, her voice low and guttural, “that they’d have to wait until tomorrow… if they wanted to fuck me again!” 
 
    Her words pushed me over the edge, and a cascade of stars burst within my brain as my body went stiff. Then, my balls clenched so tightly it hurt as my jerking cock spat bolt after bolt of hot cum into my Jenny’s hot little pussy. Her high-pitched wails filled my ears and I knew that she was cumming with me. 
 
    When it was over, we lay tangled in each other’s arms. As the warm drowsiness folded itself around me, a single word echoed in my consciousness: Tomorrow. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    “Get up, sleepyhead!” a cruelly cheerful voice said. An unseen hand shook my shoulder insistently, tearing me from the warm embrace of sleep. 
 
    I rolled over and forced my eyes open. Blinking away the fogginess, I was greeted by the sight of my wife bending over me with a huge smile on her face. She had on a tank top and a pair of shorts. 
 
    “Huh? What time is it?” I croaked. My mouth tasted like a wet sock. 
 
    “Six o’clock” she replied, giving my shoulder another shake, a little rougher this time. “Get up!” 
 
    “Six o’clock in the morning?” 
 
    “Yes, silly! I’m going for a run on the beach, and I thought maybe you’d like to join me.” 
 
    Join her? Uuugh! Jenny was a fitness nut, but jogging was really her thing. She loved it. Me? Not so much! It wasn’t that I hated jogging. Not exactly. It was just that, well, my job kept me really busy. So, when I did get a chance to jog with her, I didn’t have nearly the stamina she did.  
 
    “Please?” she said, tilting her head adorably to the right. 
 
    I eyed her skeptically, but her bright, happy smile melted my heart. Usually, she spared me the humiliation of trying to keep up with her, but with everything that had been going on, I guess maybe she felt like she needed to spend more time with me. I had to go. There was just no way out of it. 
 
    “Yeah. Sure. Just let me grab a quick shower,” I said, hoisting myself up to a sitting position and rubbing my aching eyeballs. 
 
    “Nope. You’ll have to shower after we’re done anyway. Quit stalling and get dressed, lazy bones! I called down to the restaurant and had them send up breakfast. We’ll have a bite to eat and then pound some sand! C’mon! The beach is waiting!”  
 
    She bent to give me a peck on the cheek, then bounced through the door, heading for the kitchen. Even as I tried to shake off the iron grip of sleep, I couldn’t help but notice how cute her tight little ass looked in her jogging shorts. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, I was standing on legs made of jelly with my hands on my hips next to a galvanized trashcan, staring out at the waves. My lungs burned like fire and I gulped the cool air blowing in from the ocean in enormous, rapid breaths, willing my pounding heart to slow its pace. I clenched my hands at my sides to keep them from shaking. 
 
    Jenny stood patiently next to a battered green park bench, tracing a line in the sand with her toe as I pretended to admire the view. She knew I was winded, knew I was just trying to buy myself a little time to catch my breath, but she said nothing. And for that fact, I was grateful. 
 
    We had only gone two miles. Only. For her, that was nothing. A brisk little jog to get her system going. On most days, she went much farther than that. I, on the other hand, had apparently been spending too much time in the office, because I was fucking dying! As in “coughing up a lung” dying!  
 
    Fuck, I was out of shape! Trembling like a leaf. I was tempted to blame it on the sand. It was, after all, deep, and it made running quite a bit more difficult. Unfortunately, Jenny had also been running beside me in the same sand, and she looked as fresh as a sunflower, gazing about nonchalantly as she waited to see if I would survive. 
 
    For several minutes I debated actually vomiting in the trashcan, but I really, really wanted to avoid that if at all possible! So, I puffed and panted and gradually, bit by bit, I felt the blood slow in my veins and the air that each breath brought in no longer seemed to scald my lungs. 
 
    I glanced at Jenny and saw that she had one of her legs up on the back of the bench and was stretching. Her fingers reached for her toes, her slender torso bending low over a gloriously toned, taut leg. With the grace of a ballerina, she brought her head down until her forehead touched her knee. As I watched, her tight jogging shorts drew up into the crack of her tight little ass, revealing just a hint of her butt cheeks on either side. Even in my weakened state, I felt a stirring in my loins. 
 
    From behind me, I heard a shrill wolf whistle and whipped my head around to look. A pair of shirtless young men jogged past between us and the water with their eyes glued to my wife. “Oh, nice!” one of them said appreciatively. By the time I thought to protest, they were gone, jogging on down the beach away from us, their heads swiveling as they passed to enjoy the view for as long as possible. 
 
    Looking back at Jenny, I caught her eye and saw a deep blush come to her cheek. She smiled knowingly, but never altered her pose. If anything, she stretched lower, letting them have a good, long look. She liked the attention they had given her. Before I could say anything, she asked, “Are you ready to head back? Or do you want to go another mile or two?” 
 
    Another mile or two?! Shit! She really was trying to kill me! “Uh…” I gasped. “I don’t know, baby. Maybe we could just…” 
 
    “I’m just teasing, Ken. Let’s go back to the hotel.” 
 
    Never in my life have I been more grateful to hear my wife say something. “You’re sure?” I asked, trying not to sound too eager. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, lowering her foot to the sand. “It’s okay.” 
 
    “All right then,” I said. “Here we go!” I took a deep breath and steeled myself for the jog back to the hotel when her hand grabbed my bicep. 
 
    “Let’s just walk.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, silently giving thanks for this act of supreme mercy. 
 
    She took my hand and we began to slowly make our way along the beach, retracing our steps. We had only gone a few yards when she suddenly rose on her tiptoes and kissed my cheek. “After all,” she said with a wicked smile, “I have to save some energy for tonight!” 
 
    Tonight! Fuck! That’s right! She had told Scott and Jamaal that she would meet them tonight. No. That wasn’t what she’d said last night. She’d told them she would let them fuck her again tonight! 
 
    And just like that, my dick turned to steel again. Running shorts are made with two things in mind: they need to be comfortable and provide freedom of movement. They were never designed to hide erections. So, when I got wood, Jenny knew immediately. 
 
    “Hmm! I guess that means you remember what’s going to happen tonight!” She looked around to see if anyone was looking then discreetly slid her hand down to brush lightly across the bulge in my shorts. “Does this mean you’re still onboard?” 
 
    “Yes. I’m still in.” 
 
     She let her warm little hand linger on my cock for just a moment, then she took it away and we walked on. 
 
    “That’s good. Because I just got a text from them while you were catching your breath. They want us to come to their room tonight at seven.” 
 
    “Their room? No dancing?” 
 
    “No dancing.” 
 
    It was a booty call, plain and simple. They wanted her to come to their hotel room for sex. And, from the look on her face, Jenny was anything but insulted by that fact. 
 
    “Would you mind if we did a little shopping first?” she asked. 
 
    “Shopping? But, didn’t we just go shopping yesterday?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But there’s this little shop not far from the hotel…”  
 
    She stopped and tugged at my arm. When I looked at her, she was chewing her lip like she always did when she was thinking. She took a deep breath and met my eyes, then said, “It’s just that, well, I never expected any of this when we were packing our bags. And, with what’s probably going to happen tonight, I thought it might be kind of nice to wear something a little, you know, sexy.” 
 
    “Sexy? But baby, you always look sexy!” I had no idea where she was going with this. She had packed plenty of clothing and she looked great in all of it. And she’d also gone on a little shopping spree before her fateful date with Jamaal and Scott. How many outfits does a person need? Besides, if tonight went like I thought it was going to, she wouldn’t be wearing it very long anyway. 
 
    “Thank you, honey! Really! Thank you! And I’m so glad you see me that way, even after almost 7 years of marriage. It’s just that, well, I just thought it might be nice if we were to get me something special, something to sort of show me off.” 
 
    “Is this your way of saying you want a new dress?” I grinned. 
 
    “Oh, the dress isn’t the problem,” she whispered, moving in close and putting both hands on my chest. “I was thinking more along the lines of lingerie!” 
 
    I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. Lingerie! My cock jerked approvingly, growing harder still. “Uh, sure! That… that’d be awesome!” 
 
    “Good! It’s decided then! We’ll go back to the hotel, grab a quick shower, then it’s off to ‘Midnight Treasures’!” 
 
    “Midnight Treasures?” 
 
    “That’s the name of the little shop I was telling you about. Trust me, you’re going to love it!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    Midnight Treasures was all Jenny had said it would be. And then some! A tiny little shop, tucked away down a quiet side street, it had a surprisingly large inventory. Rack after rack of delightfully feminine intimate apparel vied for space in the cramped store. 
 
    In spite of the slightly claustrophobic feel, Midnight Treasures had a sophisticated air to it. This wasn’t a sex shop, at least not as I understood the word. All the sex shops I had been in had been dingy ill-lit dives frequented by balding middle-aged perverts. This store catered to women and, judging by the price tags, women with good taste and plenty of disposable income. 
 
    The well-dressed lady about 10 years older than us sat behind the counter and smiled broadly as we walked through the door. She was an exquisitely beautiful blonde with a beauty mark and a pronounced French accent that instantly made her more attractive. “Hello! My name is Monique,” she said. “How may I help you today?”  
 
    “Hello, Monique,” Jennifer smiled. She then proceeded to explain what she was looking for, conveniently leaving out the fact that it was Jamaal and Scott who were to be the beneficiaries of today’s purchases. Monique listened carefully, then ushered us toward a rack along one wall of the store, where she assured us we would find what we wanted. We browsed for a while, looking and asking questions, before eventually making our way back to the changing room with an armload of lacy undergarments that we thought might look good. 
 
    Jenny tried on a dozen outfits of various kinds and colors, coming out to do a little turn in front of me before retreating once more into the changing room. Monique stood at my elbow and evaluated each outfit with a studied eye, tutting her disapproval or humming appreciatively. I had to admit, her assessment was spot on. If she liked it, I liked it, too. 
 
    “No. No,” she said in a clipped tone when Jenny pulled back the curtain to reveal a fluffy pink negligee that made her look like something the Easter bunny had discarded. Monique shook her head rapidly, “That will never do! Not enough ‘up here’!” she said, holding her own rather large tits up demonstrably. “Besides, the color is all wrong for you! Please, madame. Wait just one moment, please. I believe I have something that will be perfect for you.” 
 
    Without waiting for an answer, she crossed to a circular rack in the far corner of the store, where she flicked through the clothes hangers with rapid, nimble fingers. I looked at Jenny, only to get a resigned shrug. “Voila!” Monique exclaimed triumphantly as she snatched a hanger from the rack. “Here it is! Here it is! Trust me, madame!” She rushed past me. “You will not be sorry!” With a victorious smile, she took Jenny by the elbow and tugged her back inside the changing room, pulling the red velvet curtain closed behind them.  
 
    Fuck! I couldn’t believe Monique had gone into the changing room with my wife! She is European! I told myself. It’s probably just a cultural thing! Besides, she’s a professional! Still, I found myself growing hard as I thought about Monique seeing Jenny nude. 
 
    I could hear the two women whispering behind the thick fabric and could see their feet where the curtain stopped about a foot above the floor. I tried not to let my imagination run wild, but what can I say? I’m a man, for fuck’s sake! It was all I could do to suppress a gasp when I saw the pink nightie land in an unceremonious pile around Jenny’s pale ankles. She was now naked. In front of Monique! 
 
    As I watched the two sets of feet, the gears inside my head began to spin so fast, I wouldn’t have been surprised if smoke had begun to pour out of my ears. I saw Jenny turn away from Monique, heard the rustle of fabric as she put on the outfit. Then, I thought I heard a little gasp from her. It was faint, a nearly undetectable intake of air. I could have just imagined it. Maybe. But I could have sworn I heard my wife gasp. Had Monique touched her? And if so, where? 
 
    It was my turn to gasp as I saw Monique fall to her knees in front of Jen. What the fuck was going on in there?! My cock was so hard I could have used it to hammer nails! Groaning inwardly, I saw Monique’s long fingers opening a small package on the floor. Then, she shook out a long, thin piece of fabric and held it up toward Jenny. 
 
    One of Jenny’s feet rose out of view briefly, only to reappear a moment later, now clad in black fishnet. Now, I understood. Monique was helping Jenny put on stockings! When both feet were encased in nylon, Monique helped her put her high heels on again, then got to her feet. Once more, there was the rustle of fabric, an adjustment here and there. I heard their voices whispering, then Jenny’s familiar giggle.  
 
    With no warning, the red velvet curtain was torn open and Monique emerged with her hands on her hips and her chin held high. “Behold!” she said in a ridiculously imperious tone that still somehow seemed to defy contradiction. “Your wife!” With that, she ducked to one side, throwing her arm out in a sweeping gesture toward Jenny, who stepped through the drapes at that instant. 
 
    I nearly fainted. That’s not just hyperbole. I really, honestly thought I was going to lose consciousness for a second there! Monique was a genius, the outfit perfection. Jenny, always lovely, had been transformed into a living, breathing sex goddess! 
 
    A blood-red bustier hugged her slender ribcage like a second skin, the fit perfect in every regard. Its black satin trim seemed to play along her curves. I groaned as I took in her tantalizing cleavage, threatening to spill out the top of the tight garment. The bottom edge was decorated by a flourish of black lace that fell about her hips in a ruffled mass, from which emerged the narrow straps that attached to the lacy tops of her black lace stockings. 
 
    The panties she wore were obscene. And they were glorious! A micro-thong, I think that’s the right term for them. They were miniscule, barely enough fabric to serve as an eyepatch! It wasn’t the first time I had seen my wife in a thong, but none of those had ever been so tiny. As I stared, I noticed the shiny black wisps of pubic hair that curled out from under both edges of the thong. 
 
    My eyes traveled back up her body to her face, and I saw her blush. She knew exactly what I had seen. “Looks like I’ll have to do a little trimming,” she said simply, biting her lip. 
 
    “Turn around. Turn around,” Monique urged. “Show him the best part!” 
 
    Smiling shyly Jenny obeyed, turning 180 degrees to allow me a view of her backside. Monique had been right. This was most definitely the best part! 
 
    If her thong had looked small from the front, it was almost nonexistent from the rear! Instead of a back, it had a single, thin string that ran through the crack of her ass. The twin cheeks of her butt were totally bare, practically begging to be squeezed and spanked. But, as beautiful as her ass was, it was her stockings that stole the show! 
 
    They were fishnet, finely woven and a deep, jet black. A thin band of tiny butterflies encircled her thin ankles before rising in a meandering line up the backs of her toned legs to their broad, lacy tops, flying ever upwards, drawing your eye steadily higher from her towering heels to that gorgeous little ass of hers. 
 
    “Oooh,” I breathed, unable to tear my eyes away from my wife’s legs. 
 
    “You like, no? She is, how you say? ‘Magnifique’, no?” 
 
    “Y…yes! Beautiful!” 
 
    Jenny turned her head and peered back at me over her shoulder, her green eyes sparkling at our compliments. 
 
    Giving a sharp nod, Monique released Jenny to return to the changing room, then spun around and stalked off toward the racks. I watched her select one piece after another, draping them carefully over her arm. Before Jenny was finished undressing, she was back. 
 
    Without so much as a pause, she threw open the curtain and stepped inside. Before the curtain closed again, I saw my wife’s pale, naked body in the dim light of the changing room. 
 
    More whispering. More giggling. Rustling fabric, followed by a smacking sound that seemed oddly familiar. Oh my God! I did know that sound! It was the sound of two people kissing! My heart beat faster as I strained my ears to hear what was going on behind that curtain. 
 
    Jenny and Monique! Kissing! Holy shit! As soon as the idea burst into my consciousness, the sound stopped. Then, there were more whispers and more giggling. My God! What were they doing? 
 
    I thought about peeking. The curtain was right there, no more than 4 feet from me. All I had to do was take two steps forward and ease the fabric to the side. Then I would know. And yet, I didn’t peek. In a way, I guess I liked not being able to see what was going on behind that soft barrier. 
 
    In my mind’s eye, I could see them writhing against one another. I imagined Monique fingering my wife, kissing her neck, her bare tits, working her way lower and lower to tongue her dripping slit. My dick felt like it was on fire! 
 
    I was being an idiot, I told myself, shaking my head at how ridiculous I was being. Jenny wasn’t into girls. But no sooner had that thought formed than I had to admit that up until recently there had been a lot of things I would’ve claimed my wife wasn’t into. Maybe Jenny did like girls, too. My train of thought was interrupted by the sound of Monique clearing her throat, and then the curtains opened. 
 
    This time, Jenny wore a bodysuit. It was dark purple and see-through, with an old-fashioned lace pattern that lent it an air of sophisticated elegance. Strategically placed scrolls swirled around her breasts, terminating in two dark acanthus fronds that just concealed her hard little nipples. The crotch was open and her pink nether lips were visible, peeking shyly through the small, hemmed hole.  
 
    She looked breathtaking. Simultaneously classy and slutty. Monique gave her a smiling nod, then went back to the racks while I watched my wife’s exquisite derriere retreat into the changing room again. 
 
    Of one thing I was certain: Monique was very, very good at what she did! The two outfits she had selected for Jenny so far were the epitome of sexy, much better than the ones we had been considering. And so, I decided to step back and let her do her thing. I was not disappointed. 
 
    Over the course of the next hour, Monique dressed my wife in more than a dozen outfits that would have given a dead man a boner. And each time, she accompanied Jen into the changing room.  
 
    I would have given my right leg to be able to see what was beyond the curtain, while at the same time delighting in the suspense of not knowing. I could hear them talking softly, laughing. My imagination kicked into overdrive and I began to wonder if the erection now tenting my pants would ever subside.  
 
    The last outfit seemed to take particularly long. This time, there was no giggling, just a low, indistinct murmuring. Then, suddenly, I heard my wife give a sharp gasp, then moan softly. After that, things behind the curtain were silent, save for the rustling of clothes and the distinctive tearing sound of a zipper being zipped up. 
 
    In the end, Jenny decided on five different outfits, each one sexier than the last, and we made our way toward the cash register at the front of the store. Monique and Jenny talked happily in hushed tones like two women who had known each other for years. I tramped along behind them, arms laden with lacy undergarments. 
 
    It wasn’t until Monique began to ring up the stack of items I placed on the counter that it suddenly hit me that I was paying for lingerie for my wife to wear for someone else. These things were for Scott and Jamaal, not me. God, how dirty! I felt a little shiver of excitement run through me at the thought.  
 
    The final total was exorbitant, and I hoped that I hid my shock well as I handed her my credit card. 
 
    “Merci!” she smiled, swiping the card through the reader and handing it back to me. With a conspiratorial wink, she said, “I am certain her lovers will be very pleased with what you have purchased.” 
 
    My eyes instinctively darted to Jen. What the fuck?! Had she told her?! But the confused look I found there told me that she was just as surprised as I. 
 
    “No. No. Monsieur,” Monique said. “Your wife has not betrayed your trust. But I have been doing this for many years now, and I have learned a few things. A woman who buys lingerie for her husband to enjoy always comes in alone. Without fail. After all, it is meant as a surprise, is it not? 
 
    “But when a husband and a wife come in together to shop for nice things… Well, that woman is always… ‘shared’, shall we say? And her husband wishes her to look her best for the other man.” 
 
    Oh God! She knew! I felt the heat rise in my cheeks as the humiliation washed over me. Avoiding her eyes, I concentrated on putting my credit card back into my wallet.  
 
    “Please, monsieur,” she said softly, placing a hand on mine. “Do not be embarrassed. My own husband was much the same. It is a beautiful thing that you allow your wife. Besides, is not a flower so sweet and pretty made to be enjoyed by men?” she gestured toward Jenny, whose cheeks were as red as mine, and pressed a business card into my hand. “Please give me a call if there’s anything else I can do for you, anything at all.” She gave Jenny a wink over my shoulder. 
 
    “Thank you,” my wife whispered, her eyes fixed firmly on the floor in front of her. 
 
    “No. No. Thank you! I have enjoyed meeting you very much. Perhaps we will see each other again while you are here!” 
 
    “Um, yeah. Maybe!” I muttered, reaching for my wife’s hand. I felt her slender fingers tremble. She lifted her chin and muttered a quick goodbye to Monique, and their eyes seem to linger on each other’s as we slipped through the door. 
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 6 
 
    “God! That Monique is a mind reader. I can’t believe she knew what we were doing!” Jenny giggled, shaking her head. She scooped up a handful of bubbles and blew them playfully across the tub at me. Her breath caused a fresh wave of lilac to waft over me. 
 
    We were back at the hotel, trying out our suite’s heart-shaped pool for the first time since our arrival. I had wanted to jump Jenny’s bones as soon as we got through the door. Our experience at Midnight Treasures had me turned on like never before. I had practically dragged her into the bedroom, kissing her and tugging at her clothing, but she had rebuffed me gently. She wanted to be fresh for her ‘date’, she had told me with a grin as she wriggled away from me. Besides, she hadn’t had anything to eat yet. 
 
    After lunch, Jenny had modeled her new purchases for me again. This time, I had taken several dozen pictures of her with my phone. That way, she could get a better idea of just what she looked like. Jenny had really put on a show, sticking her ass out and giving the camera her most smoldering look. By the time we had gone through all of her outfits, I was once again hard as a rock. 
 
    Ultimately, we had narrowed it down to either the bodysuit or the red bustier. I liked the sheer aspect of the catsuit, whereas Jenny was drawn to the feminine elegance of the bustier. She had won me over when she pulled the miniscule pair of panties that went with it out of the bag. Fuck, they were tiny! 
 
    Once the decision was made, we had set about putting the others away. Again, I found myself pondering the import of what had taken place today, the fact that I had actually purchased lingerie for her to wear for someone else. And just like earlier, the idea had made me giddy with excitement. 
 
    It was late afternoon now, the yellow rays of sunlight streaming in through the windows of our suite increasing their angle with each passing minute of the dying day. Time to start getting ready for tonight’s main event. Jenny’s lingerie was laid out carefully on the bedspread, her heels arranged neatly at the foot of the bed. A dress would cover the bustier, making her presentable until we arrived at the boys’ hotel. 
 
    With everything prepared, I had drawn us both a bath, and we sat in the hot water, engulfed in a blanket of fragrant white bubbles. We were talking about tonight, about her outfit and what the evening might hold, when Jen turned the conversation to Monique. 
 
    “Yeah, she had us pegged. And your face,” she continued with a smile, stretching a perfectly formed leg up above the bubbles and running her foot along my chest, “I didn’t even know your face could turn that red,” Jenny laughed, throwing her head back in mirth. “I am certain her lovers will be very pleased,” she said, sticking her nose in the air and mimicking Monique’s French accent. 
 
    In spite of the blush I could feel returning to my cheeks, I couldn’t help but laugh at how corny she sounded. Jenny’s attempt to sound like Monique was pitiful, but also oddly endearing. “I don’t know, Jen,” I retorted. “You looked pretty fucking red yourself.” 
 
    She snorted. “Yeah! I’ll bet. It’s not every day you get outed as an adulteress!” 
 
    Adulteress. The word caused my breath to catch in my throat. It was true, though. That’s exactly what she was. A woman who fucked men other than her husband. Only, in contrast to most of those women, her husband knew all about it. 
 
    So, where did that leave me, the husband who not only knew about his wife’s extramarital activities, but actively encouraged them? If she was an adulteress, what did that make me? A cuckold. The answer burst into my mind with the force of a cannon shot. I was a cuckold.  
 
    Jenny’s cuckold. Wow! That word carried so many connotations. But before I could begin unraveling just what this new epiphany meant for us, Jenny spoke again. 
 
    “So, I sort of have a little favor to ask you.” 
 
    “A favor? Sure. What do you need?” 
 
    “Well, you know the new panties I’ll be wearing tonight?” 
 
    “Yeah.” A warm memory of the tiny scrap of fabric popped into my head. “I remember them quite well.” 
 
    She smiled impishly, sweeping the bubbles aside. I could see her dark pussy beneath the water. “Well, like I said in the store. I’m going to need a little trim if they’re going to look good. And, you’ve always wanted me to shave down there,” her eyes darted toward her crotch, then back up to mine. “Sooo….” 
 
    I swallowed hard, feeling my cock come to life. Since we had met, I had begged my wife to shave her pussy, but to no avail. She had steadfastly refused, insisting that that wasn’t something respectable, married women did. Was this conversation going where I hoped it was? “Yeah,” I said. My breathing was just a hair quicker than it had been a moment ago. “Baby, are you going to shave your pussy?” 
 
    “Well, actually, I thought it might be kind of nice if you did that for me. You know, prepare me for them?” 
 
    “Um. Sure!” I said, practically panting. There was something deeply erotic about her twisting of my fantasy like this. At long last, I was to be allowed to shave her bare, but not for my own enjoyment. Oh no! I would be readying her for her lovers! But in a strange way, the humiliation of that fact only added to my excitement. “All of it?” I croaked. 
 
    “Mm hmm. I thought it would be kind of fun.”  
 
    Beneath the water, I watched her hand playing lazily with her bush, her slender fingers raking through the dark hair. My dick was now well on its way to getting hard. 
 
     “Okay. Just let me grab a razor.” I started to get up, but she pushed me back down with her foot. 
 
    “I already have one, Ken,” she smiled, reaching behind her and bringing out a can of shaving cream and a pink lady’s razor. She rose to her knees and came across the tub to me, kissing my lips as she pressed the razor into my hand. Placing the shaving cream on the edge of the tub next to me, she brought her lips to my ear and whispered, “Do a good job, honey. I want to be nice and smooth for the guys tonight!” 
 
    Boing!! My cock was as hard as a fireplace poker. It was a delicious tease, and she knew just how to play it. Fuck, it turned me on, the idea of shaving her for them, preparing my wife to take their cocks! Jenny gave my dick a playful squeeze, then leaned back and rose to her feet before me.  
 
    The soapy water ran down her pale body in thin, sudsy rivulets, her wet skin glistening in the light from the vanity mirror. She was a vision of beauty, with her flat abs and twin little titties jutting out defiantly from her chest. For just a moment, I stared, drinking in her beauty, before she reminded me of the task at hand by clearing her throat. 
 
    She glanced down toward the strip of hair between her legs, then back up at me. I nodded, laying the razor on the edge of the tub. Taking up the can of shaving cream, I shook it briefly, then squirted a dollop into my left hand. She yelped when I brought my hand to her crotch. “Whoa! That’s cold!” 
 
    “Sorry,” I muttered. 
 
    “No. It’s okay. It was just unexpected, that’s all.” 
 
    I spread the shaving cream along the thin strip of hair that had adorned her pussy for as long as I had known her, working it in down to the roots. Satisfied, I reached for the razor. I stretched the skin with my thumb and forefinger, then made a long, smooth pass down her mound. An inch of skin emerged. 
 
    Jenny sighed and giggled softly. “That tickles!” 
 
    Smiling, I dunked the razor into the warm water, clearing away the long hairs that stuck between the blades. Another pass, another inch of creamy white skin. I worked my way down to the little hood that hid her clitoris. Jenny shifted her weight and, placing both hands on my shoulders, lifted a foot to the edge of the tube, opening herself to me, so that I could shave around her labia. 
 
    Suddenly, I remembered I had something to ask her. I looked up at her, my mouth open to speak. I was surprised to find her eyes closed. She was chewing on her lips while a satisfied little smile turned up the corners of her mouth. Jenny was obviously enjoying the attention I was lavishing on her nether regions. She looked so hot, I momentarily forgot what I was going to ask. 
 
    I closed my mouth and blinked, staring at her for a moment. Then it came back to me, the question that had been gnawing at the back of my mind all afternoon: Just what had happened between my wife and Monique in the changing room? 
 
    “Earlier, when we were shopping,” I began. 
 
    “Mm hmm,” she cooed. 
 
    “You and Monique spent a lot of time in the changing room.” 
 
    “Mm hmm.” My wife still hadn’t opened her eyes, but her smile had broadened to now encompass her entire face. I watched as a hint of red rose to her cheeks. 
 
    I drew a finger along the lips of her pussy and was pleased to see her mouth open slightly. She gave a quiet little sigh. “And from the sounds of things, you two seemed to be getting along pretty well. I mean, it sounded like you were…” 
 
    “Like we were what, Ken?” Jenny murmured. Her eyes opened lazily and she looked down at me. Her hand came up my neck to tousle my hair. “What is it you want to ask me, Ken?” she smiled. 
 
    “Well… I mean… What were you guys doing in there? It sounded like you were kissing.” 
 
    Her eyes sparkled with a devilish light, her cheeks now a warm red. “Oh? Is that what it sounded like?” She cocked an eyebrow expectantly. 
 
    “Kinda. So, were you? Kissing, I mean?” 
 
    Jennifer bent at the waist and put her lips to my ear. “Oh yes,” she whispered. “We kissed. Among other things. It’s not the first time I’ve been with a woman.” She shrugged and planted a kiss on my forehead, then straightened up and nodded toward her half-shaved crotch. “And if you do a good job here, maybe I’ll tell you all about it. But first things first!”  
 
    God! I thought as I dunked the razor into the warm water in front of me, it hadn’t been just my imagination! Jenny and Monique really had kissed! And apparently it wasn’t the first time she’d fooled around with another woman! Oh my God! I had so many questions.  
 
    When I met her eyes, her look that told me that she was through with this conversation. I would get no more information from her now. With a nod, I lifted the razor once more and went to work. 
 
    Working methodically, I carefully cleared away every last vestige of hair from her pussy. When I was finished, I splashed her crotch with water. She looked shockingly different with no hair down there, like a stranger. My dick throbbed under the water. 
 
    “There we go. All done,” I proclaimed, laying the razor aside. 
 
    Jenny ran a hand down her belly and onto the smooth, bare skin where her pubic hair had been. “Ooh,” she sighed, biting her lip in excitement as she stroked herself, “that feels nice! I’d almost forgotten how good a shaved pussy feels.” 
 
    Holy shit! Who was this woman? Forgotten?! She had always had hair down there, ever since I had known her. If she was going to wear a swimsuit, she would give it a trim, but there had always been at least a landing strip of hair. My dick gave an excited twitch when I realized that her memories of having a shaved pussy were from before we met. From her “campus slut” phase.  
 
    Then suddenly, the clouds parted in my mind. It all made sense. I knew now why she had refused to shave for me all these years. In her mind, those two things were linked: shaving her pussy and being a wanton slut. 
 
    It made sense in a strange, convoluted way. She’d been hairless when she had done all those things, slept with so many different men (and women, too, I now realized). When she had stopped her wild ways, she had also stopped shaving. So, when we met, she had a luxuriant, full bush, and it had remained firmly in place, for her a very tactile symbol of her new, stable life. 
 
    Her fingers roamed her mound from thigh to thigh, absently stroking the baby-smooth skin. 
 
    “It looks amazing,” I offered. “So smooth and sexy.” 
 
    She jumped at my voice and snatched her hand away, realizing what she was doing. With a blush, she met my eyes. 
 
    “Really? You think they’ll like it?” 
 
    I leaned forward and kissed the bare skin, enjoying the smooth, foreign feel beneath my lips. Pulling back a couple of inches, I peered up at her. “If they don’t, I’m just going to say right now that there must be something wrong with them.” 
 
    With my eyes still locked on hers, I moved in and flicked my tongue across her wet clit. I was rewarded with a happy sigh. 
 
    She beamed down at me and tousled my hair. “How did I ever get such a wonderful husband?” she asked. 
 
    “Just lucky!” I said, rising from the water and taking her in my arms. “You sure you don’t want me to give this a test drive before your little date? You know, make sure everything still works like it should after these recent modifications?” I grinned and ground my hard cock against her freshly shaved mound. 
 
    “Nice try, mister!” she laughed, pushing me away and stepping out of the tub. “But I didn’t do this for you!” she stuck out her tongue and skipped out of the bathroom, leaving me with a smile on my face and a rigidly erect cock. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    “Zip me up, would you?” she asked, turning her head to look back at me over her shoulder. 
 
    I nodded and stepped forward, holding her ponytail out of the way and sliding the zipper up. I couldn’t resist kissing the nape of her neck as I did so. “There you go,” I announced, stepping back. 
 
    “Thanks. How do I look?” She did a little turn in front of me with her arms held out from her sides slightly. 
 
    She was stunning. The dress she had chosen did more than just hide the bustier she had on underneath.  Tight and jet black, it hugged her curves like a second skin, demanding a double take. The hem stopped just below her butt cheeks, leaving the tops of her stockings visible. Her high heels sculpted her long legs perfectly, drawing the muscles of her calves as tight as a bowstring.  
 
    Her makeup was perfect. Not too much, not too little. The bouncy little ponytail she wore gave her a sort of girlish innocence and contrasted amazingly with her deeply erotic dress. The overall impression was that of a good girl who had recently discovered her inner slut. Oh yeah. She looked good enough to eat. 
 
    “Jen, you look…” 
 
    My phone rang, cutting me off. 
 
    “You look amazing, baby!” I said hurriedly. I pulled the phone from my pocket and was surprised to see that my boss was calling. “Give me just one second. I’ve got to take this.”  
 
    I tapped the green button and raised the phone to my ear. “Hello.” 
 
    “Ken?”  
 
    Odd. The voice wasn’t that of my boss, Mr. Gavin. “Yeah,” I replied. My curiosity was piqued now. What the hell was going on?” 
 
    “This is Jack. Jack Burton?” 
 
    “Sure. How are you, Mr. Burton?” Burton was the VP, second in command and my boss’s immediate superior. Why the hell was I getting a call from him? 
 
    “Listen, Ken, I hate to bother you on vacation, but we sort of have a situation here. I don’t suppose anyone has told you yet, but Pete had a heart attack yesterday.” 
 
    Pete was Mr. Gavin’s first name. He’d had a heart attack? “A heart attack? Oh my God! Is he… I mean…” 
 
    I saw a look of concern come across Jen’s face. Frowning, she took a seat on the edge of the bed. Beneath lowered brows, her piercing emerald eyes searched mine, as though trying to read the other side of the conversation from my face. “Who had a heart attack?” she hissed. I held up a finger to her, telling her to wait. 
 
    “It’s all right. He’s okay,” Burton’s voice said reassuringly in my ear. “They’re going to keep him in the hospital for a couple of days for observation, but from everything they can tell, it was just a minor heart attack. The doctors expect him to make a full recovery. They’re going to put him on some medication. Then, hopefully, with exercise and a little tweaking of his diet, he should be right back to being a pain in the ass.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but chuckle at that. Pain in the ass. That was a good one! Of all the people I knew, Pete Gavin was the most helpful and conscientious soul I’d ever met. He was, quite literally, the polar opposite of a pain in the ass. 
 
    “Is there anything I can do?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, actually, that’s the other thing I’m calling about. You see, Pete’s going to be off his feet for a few weeks, and I’m going to have to take over for him here. Temporarily, of course. Thing is, I’m not exactly up to speed on just what you guys have been working on.” 
 
    “And you need me to fill you in,” I said, nodding my understanding. 
 
    “Yeah. I need it all, timetables, meeting schedule, the whole ball of wax. Ken, I’m sorry. I know you’re supposed to be enjoying some time off, but we’re really in a bind here. If there’s any way you can spare a little time for me…” 
 
    I turned, searching the room for my laptop. I found it where I’d deposited it after checking in the first day. It was closed neatly, lying on the little desk next to the door. With everything that had been going on, I hadn’t even opened it since our arrival. “Of course. Of course. No problem. Just let me get my computer started and get everything organized. Can I call you back in, say, 15 minutes?” 
 
    “That would be perfect! Thank you so much!”  
 
    Before I could reply, the line went dead. I took the phone from my ear and turned back to face Jen. 
 
    “Who was that? Who had a heart attack? What’s happened? Is everything okay?” The questions spilled out of her, jumbling together. 
 
    “It’s Pete,” I said. I took a deep breath and ran my fingers through my hair. I was surprised to find that my hand was trembling. “He had a heart attack yesterday.” 
 
    “Oh my God, baby! That’s terrible! Is he going to be all right?” 
 
    “Yes. The doctor’s say he’s going to be just fine. They’re holding him for observation right now.” 
 
    “So, who was that on the phone?” 
 
    “That was Mr. Burton, the vice president of the company. He’s going to pick up the slack for Pete until he can come back to work, and he needs me to fill him in on what our department has going right now.” I glanced at my phone to check the time. “I have to call him back here pretty soon.” 
 
    “Oh,” she said. 
 
    Something in her voice made me look up. When I did, I could read the disappointment in her face. Jamaal and Scott. Shit! My phone call had made me completely forget where we were headed. 
 
    “I guess I’ll just text and tell them we can’t make it,” she said. She reached for her phone on the bedside table. Her smile was meant to be reassuring, but I could see past it. 
 
    “Wait,” I reached out to touch her arm. “This shouldn’t really take that long.” I strode to the desk and opened the computer, jabbing the power button before turning back to her. “Why don’t you go on ahead, and I’ll catch up when I’m done here?” 
 
    “No. I couldn’t,” she said. 
 
    “Why not? Go on over there and have a couple of drinks with them. I’m pretty sure they won’t mind if I’m a little late.” 
 
    Jenny snorted. “No. You’re probably right about that!” She eyed me for a moment, thinking about my suggestion, and I saw the beginnings of a smile creep across her face. “Really? You’d be okay with that?” 
 
    “Sure. I just have to make a quick call. Like I said, there shouldn’t be that much to explain. And then, as soon as I have Mr. Burton up to speed, I’ll head on over. Tell the guys I said ‘hi’.” 
 
    Her emerald eyes sparkled with pure elation, and she rushed into my arms. She hugged me tightly and kissed my cheek. “Thank you, sweetheart. I’ll stall them as long as I can, but don’t be too long!” 
 
    “I promise,” I smiled. “Now get out of here. Some of us have work to do!” I swatted her round little butt playfully. 
 
    With a girlish laugh, she pulled away from me and scurried down the short hallway, pausing at the door for one last mock-stern look. “I mean it, Mr. Wilson. I’m already hornier than a sailor. Take too long, and I’ll start without you!” She shot me a wink, then disappeared through the door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    Nothing can ever be easy. My “quick phone call” turned into 48 minutes of detailed grilling on every single facet of my department’s operations. I know just how long it took, because I watched the clock the whole time. 
 
    We talked about the recently acquired subsidiary. I explained the new customer list and gave a brief description of each of the contacts. Next, we touched on intercompany transport, and I laid out the idiosyncrasies of getting raw materials and half-finished components to and from the various manufacturing facilities. On and on it went, from idea to finished product. He wanted it all, and I gave it to him. 
 
    I had to admit, I was impressed with Mr. Burton’s thoroughness. He was taking his role as the temporary head of the department seriously. No detail seemed too small or mundane for his attention, and he made doubly sure he understood each topic before moving on to the next.  
 
    I could respect that. At least I knew I wouldn’t be coming back to a disaster after my vacation with Burton at the helm. The thing was, I really wasn’t interested in talking shop at that moment. To say the least, I had other things on my mind! 
 
    Sending Jenny alone had been my idea. There was no disputing that. And at the time, it had seemed like a good idea. After all, there was no sense in both of us sitting around in our hotel room. But as the hands on the wall clock hanging above the desk moved further and further around the dial, I began to doubt the wisdom of my idea. 
 
    I was dying, absolutely dying. Impatiently, I drummed the lacquered top of the narrow desk with my fingertips, eager to get off the phone. The longer this call dragged on, the more I found myself wondering what my wife was up to at that moment. Twice, I was caught daydreaming and had to ask Mr. Burton to repeat himself.  
 
    Five minutes into the conversation, I was still able to convince myself that Jenny had probably just arrived; perhaps she was having a drink, talking with the boys. But after twenty minutes, it seemed certain that things had progressed further than that. How could they not? After all, she was going there for one reason: to get fucked senseless by two college guys. And I was missing it! Damn! 
 
    As I struggled to concentrate on Mr. Burton’s questions, image after image sprang unbidden into my head. I saw Jenny sitting on the bed between Jamaal and Scott, saw their hands on her thighs, saw them nuzzle her long, ivory neck. I shifted in my seat, repositioning the bulge that had appeared in my pants. 
 
    By the time he had me explaining the new advertising contracts, Jenny had been gone for more than half an hour. Far too long for drinks and initial flirtations. My stomach was tying itself in knots with the certainty that my wife was at that very moment being fucked by another man. Men, most likely! Shit! 
 
    Once I realized that my wife was at that moment probably naked and in the arms of another, that idea burned like a white-hot ember in my brain. It became something akin to an obsession. They were fucking her, and I was stuck here! 
 
    Memories of what had taken place on the bed behind me just two nights ago flooded my mind, threatening to drive away all other thought. I remembered in stark detail the way Jenny had looked when Scott had pressed his penis inside her. And the expression of delighted lust on her face when Jamaal took his place… God, how that had turned me on! 
 
    It took a Herculean effort to drive these thoughts from my mind and concentrate on the task at hand. If I let my guard down at any time, they came flooding back with a vengeance. The more time passed, the worse it got. All I could think about was getting off the damned phone and joining my slutty little wife and her two young lovers. And though I tried to hide that fact and be completely professional, I’m sure Burton noticed my impatience seeping through. 
 
    “Just a couple more questions, Ken. I promise. Then, I’ll let you go,” he said as I was looking at the clock on the wall for the hundredth time. 
 
    It was strange, the way the old-fashioned wall clock seemed to draw my gaze. After all, my laptop had a clock in the lower right-hand corner that told the exact time. Wouldn’t it have been easier just to check it? But somehow, the motion of the analog hands on the brass plate above me seemed a better indicator. Maybe because I could see them moving, a visual reference that showed the passage of time. 
 
     “I’m sure you and your wife have other plans tonight,” he added. 
 
    “No, sir. I mean… well, yes sir. Actually, we do sort of have plans. But it’s okay. She’s gone on ahead and is waiting for me. This is important. She understands.” 
 
    “Right. Well, let’s not tax her understanding too much.” I seemed to hear a grin in his voice. “Like I said, just a couple more questions.” 
 
    It took another fifteen minutes to answer the rest of his questions, but in the end, I felt like he had a pretty good grasp of what he would need to do to fill in for Mr. Gavin. 
 
    “Hey, thanks a lot, Ken,” he said when we were through. “I can’t tell you how much I appreciate you taking time for me tonight. Really. I don’t know what I would have done without your help. And tell your wife that I’m sorry for keeping you.” 
 
    “Thank you, sir. I’ll do that.” 
 
    “All right. You better get going. It’s never good to keep a lady waiting. And you two enjoy the rest of your vacation!” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    The line went dead. Finally. I closed my computer and checked for my wallet. Out of reflex, I grabbed my Ray-Bans, then quickly realized that it was already dark. I put them back on the desk and gave the room a final look, feeling like I was forgetting something, but I couldn’t think what it might be. Oh well, I thought as I tucked my phone in my front pocket. It must not be too important.  
 
    I flicked off the light on my way out the door and practically jogged to the elevator, suddenly feeling like a junior high kid who was late for algebra class. I jabbed the call button and stood there, staring at the illuminated floor numbers above the door. They didn’t seem to be moving. Damn! I gave the button a series of angry pokes and saw the number 1 go out and the number 2 light up. It lingered there for half an eternity before languidly switching to the 3. Had this thing always been so fucking slow?  
 
    That phone call had taken forever! I pulled out my phone and looked at the display. 7:56 PM. Jenny had been gone for a good hour at this point.  
 
    The elevator dinged and I looked up to see the doors creeping slowly open. Shit! It was like the entire universe was conspiring against me at this point. Couldn’t anything be quick? I darted into the elevator before the doors had finished opening and pressed the button for the ground floor. 
 
    An hour. A full hour alone with two horny young men. God only knew what my wife was up to now! 
 
      
 
    Initially, I had planned to take a cab to Jamaal and Scott’s hotel, but the doorman had told me that it was only a few blocks away from the Hotel Sandpiper. “Faster just to walk,” he had advised me. So that was what I did. 
 
    In spite of its name, “The Grand Hotel” turned out to be anything but grand. When I turned the corner and got my first glimpse of it, I was a little surprised to see just what a dump the guys were staying in. Then again, they were college kids. Of course, they were staying in a dump. I remembered those days. Hell, I could remember being too broke to order fries with my burger! 
 
    Situated beneath a flickering neon sign the size of a Buick, the Grand was a sprawling, 2-story motel built sometime in the 70s, as flat and featureless as the Sandpiper was elegant. The upper level sported a balcony with a less-than-classy welded pipe railing with chipped green paint to keep inebriated guests from falling onto the cars parked below. Nice. 
 
    As incredibly idiotic as it might sound, it wasn’t until I was actually standing in the parking lot in front of the building that I realized I had absolutely no idea what room they were in. Crap! Now what? 
 
    A half a second later, I remembered that Jenny had her phone with her. No sweat. Problem solved. I’d just call her. I dug out my phone and tapped on the picture of my wife’s face, then held the phone to my ear. It rang and rang.  
 
    After the fourth ring, her voicemail picked up, “Hello, you’ve reached…” Why did they have to pick the most annoying voice known to mankind for that message? I killed the call with an angry tap. Damn! Now what? I looked around the practically empty parking lot, scratching my head in frustration.  
 
    Shit! How in the fuck was I ever going to find them now? My wife was in one of these rooms, being fucked by two college kids, and I didn’t know which one! Damn, damn, damn! I could feel a sense of panic beginning to stir inside me. 
 
    The reception! They would know the room number. Crisis averted. I whirled around and started toward the tiny office beneath the neon sign. I had gone only a dozen steps, though, when I realized: I didn’t know either Scott’s or Jamaal’s last names.  
 
    Without a last name, no hotel employee in his right mind would give out a room number! I’d look like a stalker, trying to find out the room number of two dudes I knew only by their first names. And if I tried the whole “My wife is in there having sex with them” routine, I’d be lucky if they didn’t call the vice squad on me. No, the hotel reception was a definite no go. Shit! I was back to square one. 
 
    In desperation, I checked through my recent texts, hoping that maybe the number was in there somewhere, but no dice. There wasn’t a single text from either Jamaal or Scott. Nothing. All the texts they had sent had gone to Jenny’s phone. Of course. After all, I wasn’t the one they were interested in, when it came right down to it. 
 
    I tried Jenny’s phone again. There was no answer. It rang just like before, then went to voicemail. My wife was obviously too occupied to answer a ringing phone. Too busy being fucked senseless, I thought with a grimace. I ended the call without leaving a message. 
 
    Finally, I decided that my only hope was to walk around the hotel. Maybe I’d get lucky and run into one of them. Or, if the other night was any indicator, maybe I’d hear her when I passed the door. Especially if Jamaal is fucking her, I thought. A sudden memory of Jamaal’s huge black penis flashed through my mind, and I groaned inwardly as I stepped up onto the curb and began to walk around the building. I was missing everything! 
 
    Starting on the ground floor, I met a young couple who came out of a room about halfway down the building, but the woman was tall, with flaming red hair. Definitely not my wife. I nodded and smiled at them, hoping that I didn’t look as desperate as I felt. 
 
    As I neared the corner of the building, I could hear the sound of a television through the door of the last room on that side. I paused, listening for Jenny’s voice, but all I could hear was the muffled sound of a car chase, a jumble of screeching tires and blaring sirens. I moved on. 
 
    The other side was the same. I didn’t see Jamaal or Scott or Jenny. Several times, I heard television sets through the doors, but I never heard anything that I could definitively peg as my wife’s voice. When I passed the office, the man behind the counter raised his head from the paperback he was reading and eyed me suspiciously. I smiled and gave him a friendly wave, which he ignored, and hurried past. Time to try the upper level, I told myself. 
 
    Mounting the stairs two at a time, I reached the second floor and began to walk along the narrow balcony, listening intently for the sound of my wife’s voice. In spite of my growing frustration, my cock was as hard as granite. It throbbed painfully with each step. 
 
    Whatever doubts I might have had about what she was doing had long since evaporated. Jennifer was having sex in one of these rooms. Probably with more than one man. And even though the fact that I was unable to find her drove me absolutely crazy with jealousy, the knowledge that she was at that moment being so naughty sent a shiver of eroticism through me. 
 
    Twice, I walked around the upper tier, trying not to look suspicious as I paused to listen in front of a couple of rooms. Up ahead, I saw two young men knock on a door and then disappear inside. Both of them were tall and blond. They weren’t the two men Jenny had come here to meet, but when the door opened to let them in, I thought I heard a woman’s high-pitched moan. I picked up the pace and stopped to listen in front of the door. Room 214.  
 
    The television was blaring rap music, but through the thumping bassline, I could have sworn I heard an aroused feminine voice. I strained my ears, but the sound never came again. It could have been Jenny, but there was no way to know for certain.  
 
    As I stood there listening, a man came out of a room two doors down and gave me an odd look. Realizing how I must look, loitering there with my ear practically pressed to the door, I nodded at him and walked further along the balcony. 
 
    I would have bet money that Jen was in that room, but what was I going to do, knock on the door and ask if anyone was fucking my wife in there? Seemed like a pretty good way to get the cops called on me. And I was in no hurry to explain my present situation to the authorities. 
 
    I tried her phone again as I walked down the stairs at the end of the balcony, but had no better luck than the first two times. It rang and rang. I ended the call before the voicemail prompt began and stuffed the phone back into my pocket. She was still too busy, apparently. I decided to make another round and then try Room 214 again. Maybe I’d get lucky and happen to be walking past when the door opened again. 
 
    I had gone no more than a couple of paces past the end of the steps when I noticed the man from the motel’s office leaning against the wall, watching me. Shit. I was drawing attention. I couldn’t really blame the guy. After all, I was acting suspicious. It was time for me to get the hell out of there. 
 
    Grumbling to myself, I turned on my heel and started back across the parking lot, headed toward the Hotel Sandpiper. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Alone in our suite again, I paced the floor like a tiger in a zoo. The tomblike silence seemed to underscore the fact that my wife was not there. 
 
    Time and again, I checked my phone, hoping that Jenny would send me a text, but each time I was disappointed. Now, when I tried to call her, her phone went straight to voicemail. Either her battery had gone dead or someone had deliberately switched off her phone. 
 
    I typed out a quick text: Call me. Don’t know the room #. Who knew; if she turned her phone back on, maybe she’d see it. 
 
    Walking back and forth across the plush carpet of the living room, I wracked my brain, trying to come up with a way of contacting her. At one point, I considered returning to the Grand and pulling the fire alarm. Then, I could just wait in the parking lot for her to come rushing outside with all the rest of the guests. That would definitely do the trick.  
 
    But in addition to being highly illegal, it was also a pretty shitty thing to do. And probably not something that would leave her very pleased with me. No. I’d just have to be patient and wait for her to call. Unfortunately, patience was not one of my strong suits. 
 
    I looked at my phone again, checking to make sure it wasn’t switched to silent mode. It was not. She just wasn’t calling. Why the fuck wasn’t she calling?! The clock on the screen showed 9:33 PM. My wife had been gone for a little over two and a half hours at this point. Had she forgotten all about me? 
 
    Two and a half hours! Shit! They must have been giving her the pounding of a lifetime for her to be gone this long! And I was missing it all. The dull throbbing in my groin reminded me that I had been hard for almost the entire time. After our little shopping trip and shaving her for her date tonight, I was now sporting a truly colossal case of blue balls. 
 
    For the hundredth time that night, my mind filled with visions of my beautiful young wife being serviced by Scott and Jamaal. And with what had taken place in this very suite a couple of nights ago, my imagination had plenty of detailed material to draw on. 
 
    God, it had been amazing, watching her with them. I remembered vividly how insanely beautiful she had looked, on her knees with a hard cock in each hand. Never had anything turned me on more than the sight of her alternating between those two cocks, sucking first one, then the other. And when they had moved to the bed… 
 
    I closed my eyes and saw her biting her lip as Jamaal’s huge black cocked pried her pussy lips apart, working its way insistently up inside her pale body. Of its own accord, my hand strayed to my crotch, rubbing along the outline of my erection, pressing. Fuck, my balls ached like they were going to pop! I wanted… no, I needed to touch myself. 
 
    Maybe if I just played with myself a little, I told myself. I took a seat on the couch and opened my pants, freeing my cock. I wouldn’t cum. I’d just give my throbbing cock a few gentle tugs, just to relieve a little of the tension. I wrapped my hand around my cock and slowly stroked up and down.  
 
    A cascade of delicious warmth flowed over me immediately and an image of my wife’s gorgeous face flashed before me, her mouth torn wide open in orgasm as Jamaal pounded her from behind. My dick jerked excitedly. A shiver ran down my spine and I began to stroke faster. God, I needed this! I imagined her taking a cock from each end and felt my breathing quicken. 
 
    With that image screaming in my brains, my balls suddenly tightened. I squeezed my shaft and held my breath, every muscle tense as I fought back the urge to cum. When the moment passed, I let my cock go. If I kept this up, I was going to shoot my load all over my belly. And I didn’t want that. No, I wanted to be ready to go when I saw my wife again. Whenever the fuck that might be, I thought with a scowl. 
 
    It was the strangest feeling, being left out like this. It drove me insane. More than anything else in the world, I wished that I was with Jenny at that moment, watching her being fucked by Scott and Jamaal. I longed to hear her cries of passion, to see the look on her face as she came for another man. But I couldn’t. I was here, alone. And she was there, with them. That made me more jealous than I had ever been in my life.  
 
    And in some insane way, the more jealous I got, the hornier I got. The thought of her spreading her legs for her two new lovers without me there was like an icy knife in my guts, but it made my cock throb with raw excitement. I’d never considered myself a masochist, but I had to admit that despite my frustration, there was something very arousing about this whole situation. 
 
    I reached for my phone again. It was becoming a reflexive action at this point, a habit, and when each time I found no messages from Jennifer, my jealous arousal grew. It was now almost 10 o’clock. She’d been gone for three hours. 
 
    As I leaned forward to put the phone back down on the table in front of me, I suddenly remembered the pictures I had taken earlier, the ones of Jennifer modeling her lingerie for me. I leaned back and opened the folder. 
 
    When the first image of Jenny in a matching set of bra and panties appeared, I found myself reflexively reaching for my cock again. For just a second, I debated putting the phone down and zipping up my pants, but the torture had gone on too long. “Fuck it,” I said out loud. I couldn’t resist any longer. I needed this. I needed this so bad. With my dick firmly in hand, I swiped to the next picture. 
 
    I went through the pics slowly, one by one, studying each detail of her sexy body while I stroked my aching cock. I was getting close by the time I reached the last image. It was the outfit she had worn beneath her dress when she left, the one we had chosen for tonight. I propped the phone on the couch beside me and began to stroke in earnest. 
 
    As the pressure built in my balls, I stared at the image of my wife, glaring into the camera with a “come fuck me” look. The red bustier. This was what she was wearing right now, I reminded myself. Somewhere, in a dingy motel room not a half mile from here, she was on her back wearing this bustier while another man rutted between her thighs. The thought made me lightheaded.  
 
    The little black thong in the picture would be long gone by this time. Who knew if I’d ever see it again! I closed my eyes and pictured Scott stripping those tiny panties down her long, toned legs and lifting them to his nose. Fuck! He’d probably keep them as a trophy. To remind him of the hot married slut he had fucked on vacation. 
 
    With that thought churning in my head, I lost it, thrusting my hips up off the couch as I came. I couldn’t remember ever having cum so much. It was like a river of lava flowing out of my throbbing cock, sending vibrations of pure pleasure racing up from the base of my spine. My stiff shaft pulsed and jumped again and again in my hand, pumping a huge load of semen out onto my belly in powerful squirts. 
 
    I moaned, throwing my head back into the cushions and clamping my eyes shut as the ecstasy enveloped me. Jenny’s face swam before me as my aching balls emptied themselves all over my shirt. It was so good, so long. For a moment, I thought I was going to lose consciousness. When the feelings finally subsided, I lay there panting, covered in sticky sperm. 
 
      
 
    What a fucking mess! I thought, grinning at myself in the bathroom mirror. I stripped off my soiled shirt and pants, dropping them on the tile floor. I reached into the shower and turned the knobs until I was satisfied with the temperature, then stepped into the stall. The hot water felt amazing as it ran down my tense body. 
 
    I stood there, letting the tension melt away. With my eyes closed, my thoughts turned once more to my wife. What was she doing right now? Was she being fucked by someone? Had she fallen asleep sandwiched between Scott and Jamaal? Somehow, that thought bothered me more than the idea of her being fucked. 
 
    As I reached for the bar of soap, I was only half surprised to see that my cock had returned to a full-blown erection. I soaped up my crotch and began to stroke myself again. 
 
    Suddenly, I remembered the two young men I had seen going into Room 214 at the Grand Hotel and my eyes shot open. If that had been Jennifer’s voice I had heard through the door, who were those two, and more importantly, what were they doing in the room where my wife was having sex with two college guys?! 
 
    I began to stroke faster as I pondered those questions. The answers were pretty simple, really. If it really had been the correct room, they were probably friends of Scott and Jamaal. As to what they were doing in that room, there were two possibilities: one, they were watching Scott and Jamaal tag team my wife or, two, they were helping them tag team my wife! 
 
    “Oh fuck!” I grunted in surprise as my balls seized again and shot a powerful bolt of sperm against the wall of the shower. The second spurt splashed against the tiles next to the first and began to lazily slide down the wall as a third rocketed out the end of my jerking cock to fall into the water beneath me.  
 
    I stroked myself until I felt my cock begin to soften, then slumped forward with my head against the wall. Breathing heavily, I watched a small eddy of milky white sperm swirl around the floor of the shower at my feet before being swallowed by the drain. 
 
    It’s strange, the things you think of at a time like that. But as I watched my sperm being washed down the shower drain, I had a sudden vision of four young men fucking my wife. But unlike mine, their sperm was destined for Jen’s married little pussy. 
 
      
 
    After my shower, I tried to watch some TV, but I couldn’t concentrate. All I could think about was my wife and what she was doing. I was soon hard again and took my phone into the bathroom to jerk off into the toilet while I looked at her pictures. My orgasm wasn’t as strong this time, but the relief was still welcome. 
 
    Three times in one night! I hadn’t tossed off so much since I was 18 years old! And still, I was so turned on I could scream. 
 
    When I had yet to hear from Jenny at midnight, I got ready for bed. I switched off the lights and slid beneath the sheets, but sleep wouldn’t come. Every time I closed my eyes, my mind was filled with images of sex. Legs and butts, cocks and pussy… Jenny’s sweet little pussy, shaved bare now for them to enjoy. 
 
    My cock, getting a little sore now from all the attention I had been lavishing on it, reluctantly rose to the occasion once more. With a sigh of resignation, I reached for it and rubbed out another load, lying there in the darkness, thinking about my wife riding a faceless young man with a cock the size of an Italian salami. When I came that last time, there was only a small dribble of cum that spattered onto my bare stomach. My balls were finally empty. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    I awoke in the middle of the night to the sound of the hotel door creaking on its hinges. Listening, I heard the familiar sound of Jenny’s steps in the other room. The clock on the bedside table said that it was 4 in the morning. I flicked on the lamp just as the bedroom door eased open. Jenny’s face peeked around the edge of the door. 
 
    “Hey,” she smiled sheepishly as she slipped into the bedroom. “Sorry I woke you.” 
 
    She was a mess, her dress wrinkled, her new stockings hopelessly laddered. Her black hair was no longer tied up into the neat ponytail it had been in when last I saw her. Now, it hung in lifeless, matted strands that drooped across her shoulders like a wilted houseplant. 
 
    The makeup she had spent so much time on was gone now, except for just the slightest hint of smudged mascara that streaked her eyelids. Her cherry red lipstick was nowhere to be found, and as I looked at her mouth, I realized that her lips were swollen. Nothing dramatic, not like someone had hit her, just a little puffier than usual. This was a mouth that had seen a workout. 
 
    “Jen, where have you been? I was starting to get worried.” 
 
    She wrinkled her brow in confusion. “With Scott and Jamaal, baby. Don’t you remember?” She moved to the bed and sat down on the comforter next to where I lay. With her this close to me, I could smell the sex on her. “I thought you said you were going to catch up with us. I kept watching for you, but you never showed.” 
 
    “I didn’t know the room number. You never told me.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Ken. Why didn’t you just call my cell number?” 
 
    “I did. Like a hundred times. It just kept going to voicemail. I even sent you a text. But you never answered.” I hadn’t meant to sound so accusatory, but I was exhausted, and she had just awakened me. “Guess you were too busy.” 
 
    She stared at me, eyes wide. “Ken. No. I mean, yeah, I guess I was kinda busy, but I wasn’t ignoring your calls. My phone never rang!”  
 
    She reached behind her for her purse and pulled out her phone. She tapped the darkened screen. Nothing happened. She tried again, but the result was the same. The battery was dead. 
 
    “Oh baby. I’m so sorry! I must have forgotten to charge it. I’m so, so sorry!” 
 
    “I went there looking for you. I went to their hotel, but I couldn’t find you. I thought about asking the guy in the front office, but I didn’t know their last names.” 
 
    “You were there?” 
 
    I nodded. “I walked around the place a couple of times, looking for you. Until I got worried about someone reporting a suspicious character. Then, I came back here and waited for you to call me or text me or something.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry!” she repeated, reaching for my hand and squeezing it urgently. “I could have sworn I told you the boys were staying in 214.” 
 
    There it was. Room 214. So, I had been right. My stomach did a flip. “Didn’t you wonder why I never showed up? Or did you forget all about me?” 
 
    “No! Of course not! It’s just that, well, at first, I thought you were probably still on the phone. I knew it would probably take a while. But when you still hadn’t showed up a couple of hours later… well, I thought maybe you were just giving me a little space. You know, that you wanted them to have me without you there. Like we talked about that first time. I had no idea you didn’t know what room we were in! God, I’m such an idiot! I am so sorry!” 
 
    Her explanation made sense, in a way. After all, the first night she had fooled around with them, our original plan had been for her to go home with them while I waited in our room. Besides that, the tears that now filled her eyes were enough to convince me that she wasn’t lying. It had just been one of those colossal fuck-ups that life seems to be filled with. I felt my anger melt away. 
 
    “It’s all right, Jen. You’re not an idiot. And I’m not mad at you. I’m sorry if I’m being a grouch. Tonight was just a little bit frustrating, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    She smiled. “Yeah. I can imagine. I wish you had been there, too. I mean, it was fun, having some alone time with the boys, but honestly, it’s better when you’re there watching.” 
 
    “Believe me, I wanted to watch!” 
 
     “Aww. Sounds like somebody missed me! I guess that means you need some attention now, too.”  
 
    She got to her feet and turned her back to me. “Unzip me,” she said, smiling back at me. 
 
    I sat up, throwing back the sheets and reached for her zipper. “So,” I said as I pulled the tab and began to ease the slider down her slender back, “how was it? Did you have fun?” 
 
    “Oh God, Ken! Sooo much fun! It was amazing!” 
 
    I noticed that she was no longer wearing the bustier she had worn beneath her dress when she left so many hours ago. She seemed to read my mind. “My bustier is in my purse,” she explained, jerking her head toward the living room. “It got too hot.” 
 
    She shrugged out of the dress, letting it slip down her shoulders and pulling her arms free. She turned to face me with her dress pushed to her waist, and I gasped when I saw her breasts. The pale skin was red and streaked, her nipples puffy and swollen. Someone had given them one hell of a mauling tonight. 
 
    She glanced down, following my eyes. “Oh,” she murmured. “Yeah. I guess they got a little carried away.” She tugged the dress over her hips, shimmying from side to side as she did so. As expected, her skimpy panties were also missing. 
 
    She slid the fabric lower, letting it drop down her slender legs. My heart beat faster when her bare little slit came into view. With no pubic hair to hide them, her nether lips were clearly visible, swollen, red, and angry-looking. A slut’s pussy, an evil little voice inside my head said. 
 
    I reached for her, pulling her to the edge of the bed between my legs, and kissed her left breast. Their scent was all over her, a heady mixture of cologne, sweat, and semen. My trembling hand slid between her thighs. I groaned when I discovered she was sticky from her knees to her crotch, coated in drying sperm. I felt upwards to her swollen pussy and ran my finger back and forth along her slit. 
 
    She winced. “Oooh. Careful. I’m pretty sensitive.” 
 
    I looked up at her. “Tell me,” I whispered. “Tell me about your night.” 
 
    “Mmm. What do you want to know?” She grinned, her green eyes dancing with a wicked fire. 
 
    “Everything.” 
 
    “Okay, baby. But remember: you asked for it!” She smiled, thinking back on her evening. “Well, they were pretty eager when I got there. As in, they answered the door before I had finished knocking! 
 
    “They handed me a beer and we talked for a while. Like I promised, I tried to stall them. Honest, I did. But after 15 minutes of small talk, they were all over me, pawing at my dress like a couple of starved wolves. And I was more than ready for them. I felt so desirable, so sexy, with a man on either side of me. I fell to my knees and started sucking them, first one, then the other. Taking turns. 
 
    “Whichever guy I didn’t have in my mouth at any particular time was busy stripping off my clothes. It didn’t take them long to have me down to my new lingerie. When I told them that you bought it special for tonight, they really got turned on. Oh, that reminds me; I’m supposed to tell you that you have excellent taste in women’s undergarments,” she grinned.  
 
    “Jamaal switched the television to one of the music channels and had me dance for them. I was embarrassed at first, dancing half naked in front of two young men, but when they began stroking themselves, my embarrassment turned to pure, unadulterated lust. I don’t remember ever being more excited, swaying to the music while they played with their hard cocks, knowing they were hard because of me, and that they were both going to fuck me silly.  
 
    “God baby! It was so sensual, so hot. I could practically feel their hungry eyes on me, devouring my body. They wanted me so bad! And I loved it, loved the way they looked at me. It made me think of the look on your face that first night you gave me to them.”  
 
    Jenny gave me a warm smile and bent to kiss me. Her breath was musky and masculine smelling. I tried not to think about why. I slipped a finger into her as we made out and she moaned into my mouth. She was slick inside and hot as lava. Breaking our kiss, she straightened up and continued her story while I slowly worked my finger in and out of her used pussy. 
 
    “Then, Scott moved behind me and began to dance with me, his hard cock pressed against my ass. I closed my eyes and leaned back against his muscular chest and felt his fingers slip beneath the waistband of my panties. I opened my eyes and stared straight into Jamaal’s while his friend slid my panties down my legs. 
 
    “As soon as they made it to the floor, Jamaal was up, off the couch, pushing me back onto the bed and diving between my legs. I thought he was going to lick me, but I guess he was too turned on. He just growled like a bear as he pushed my legs apart and slid that thick black cock of his straight into my wet pussy. God, he felt huge! It took my breath away. 
 
    “Scott wasn’t far behind, sliding his dick into my mouth while his friend fucked me mercilessly. I think it was maybe five minutes from the time my panties hit the carpet to my first orgasm. And oh boy! It was a big one! I came so hard I thought I was going to pass out. 
 
    “The guys took that opportunity to switch ends, rolling me onto all fours. Scott grabbed my hips and put his cock in me while Jamaal climbed onto the bed in front of me and guided my mouth to his enormous rod. And then… then, they…” 
 
    By this time, I had inserted a second finger and was really going to town on her pussy. Her legs were shaking, and she was having trouble concentrating on her tale. “What happened then?” I teased. “Go on.” 
 
    “Oooh! I… Oh, just like that, Ken. Keep going. Just… just let me… cum again, and I’ll… tell you the rest!” 
 
    She had her eyes clamped shut and was curling her hips forward, trying to get more of my pumping fingers inside her. My whole hand was wet, and I knew that a lot of it was not from her. But, I didn’t care. If anything, the fact that she was leaking their sperm excited me even more.  
 
    I did as she asked, moving my fingers even faster. She grabbed my wrist and pulled my fingers into her as far as they would go, grinding her clit against my knuckles as her hot pussy seized around my fingers. I looked up to see her head thrown back and her mouth torn open in a silent scream as she came hard on my hand, gushing more of her lovers’ juices. 
 
    When her orgasm subsided, her legs were weak. She gave me a breathless smile and pushed me back onto the bed. Settling onto the comforter beside me, she threw one of her muscular legs over me and stroked my cheek with the back of her hand. I could feel her body still trembling slightly. “Thanks. I needed that,” she whispered in my ear. 
 
    “And here I thought you had probably had enough for one night!” I chuckled. 
 
    “Honestly, right now it feels like I could never get enough!” she said. “God, what a slut I am. I’m terrible, aren’t I?” 
 
    “No. Maybe you are a slut, but you’re my slut, and you’re not terrible. You’re sexy as fuck. And seeing you like this turns me on more than you can imagine.” 
 
    “Is it like you imagined, in those fantasies of yours?” 
 
    “No,” I shook my head. “It’s so much better in real life! Jen, you’re the sexiest woman alive!” 
 
    “Aww, you really are an amazing man,” she whispered, a blush rising to her cheeks. She leaned in and kissed me again. “Now, where was I?” 
 
    “Last I remember, you were between a cock and a hard-on,” I said mischievously.  
 
    “Right. Jerk!” she stuck out her tongue at me. “Anyway! So, they fucked me from both ends, and it seemed to go on forever. I kept watching the door, waiting for you to arrive, but you never did. Then, Scott came in me and Jamaal took his place, rolling me onto my back and fucking me like a jackhammer until we both came. And then…” Suddenly, her smile melted away and a look of concern came into her eyes. 
 
    “Oh. Oh, Ken. I need to tell you something. It’s… well, I don’t know how… I mean, we never talked about…” 
 
    “It’s all right. Just tell me. What happened, Jen?” 
 
    “Well, as Jamaal and I were trying to catch our breath, I heard a knock at the door. I was thrilled, because I just knew it was you. Only, it wasn’t you. It was Tommy and Mitch, a couple of guys I met on the beach that day you went to look at the local architecture.” 
 
    I knew exactly what she was talking about. I could still remember the searing jealousy and the arousal I had felt when I had returned to the hotel to find my wife lying on the beach in her bikini, surrounded by buff young men. That had been the moment I knew that I really did want to watch her with someone else. 
 
    “Before I could say anything, Scott let them in. I was a little embarrassed at first, but they made such a big deal over me, complimenting me, telling me how beautiful I was. And anyway, it was a little too late to hide what was going on from them, with me still sitting on Jamaal’s cock and all. So, they stayed to watch.” 
 
    “Watch?” I asked. I felt a wave of relief that she was telling me about Mitch and Tommy. It underscored my conviction that she wasn’t trying to hide anything from me. But deep down, I was certain Mitch and Tommy had done more than watch. 
 
    “Well, that’s how it started. They grabbed a couple of beers and took a seat on the other bed while Scott had another turn. As you know, he’s not nearly as big as Jamaal, but I guess having an audience got me going, because before I knew it, I was cumming like a freight train. Scott came too, filling my greedy little snatch while they watched. It was the most thrilling experience, knowing their eyes were glued to me like that. 
 
    “Then, the next thing I knew, they were on the bed with me, naked. I took one look at their cocks, and I just spread my legs for them.” 
 
    She put her hand on my cheek. “I’m sorry, baby. I know I shouldn’t have. Not without talking to you first. But I was so turned on, and they were so big and hard, pressing against me. I couldn’t stop myself.” 
 
    “It’s all right,” I said. “I’m glad they got to have you.” And the strange thing was, I meant it. Four other men had now fucked my wife on this vacation. Four! And I was okay with it. There was no way I could explain what was going on in my head, but the naughtier she was, the better I liked it. 
 
    “They spent the rest of the night taking turns on me. Mitch and Jamaal, Scott and Tommy. I lost track of how many times they came in me. The fucked me until they had nothing more to give me, and I left them lying on the bed, four naked young men, fucked to the point of exhaustion. And I came home to you.” 
 
    “God, I love you!” I blurted. “I think that’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard in my entire life.” 
 
    “I’m glad. I like being naughty for you,” she smiled sweetly. “And now, I think it’s time I took care of my man.” Her hand snaked down my belly and found my cock. When she did, she sat up and gave me a confused look. “I thought you said my story was sexy,” she said. 
 
    “It was. It’s just that…” 
 
    “But, you’re not hard,” she interrupted. I could hear the disappointment in her voice. “I thought you'd be turned on.” 
 
    “Jen, I am. It’s not you. It’s… Well, it’s just that…” Fuck! Confession time! I took a deep breath. I could feel my cheeks burning. “I couldn’t wait. When I couldn’t find you, I had to have some relief.” 
 
    “Relief? You mean you… jerked off?” 
 
    “Yeah. And once I got started, it was like I couldn’t stop. I kept picturing you with them and my cock would immediately get hard again.” 
 
    She bit her lip, her eyes studying my face. “How many times?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How many times did you masturbate?” 
 
    “Several times, I guess.” 
 
    “How many?” 
 
    “Honestly? I don’t know. I did it on the couch, looking at your pictures. Then, in the shower. Again in the bathroom. And then in bed. I can remember at least four. Does it really matter?” 
 
    She drew in a sharp breath and closed her eyes, a tight little smile creasing her lips. “Oh, it matters, baby. It matters a lot! That’s hot, Ken. That’s so fucking hot! You were here tossing off while I was with them?” 
 
    “Yeah. I was so turned on it felt like I was losing my fucking mind.” 
 
    “God, that turns me on! The thought of my husband jerking off while I’m out being fucked by other guys. You really do like me being a slut, don’t you, baby?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” I grinned. 
 
    “And now, you can’t get it up for me?” She glanced down at my flaccid cock and her eyes glowed with excitement. 
 
    “Um, apparently not. Listen Jen, I’m sorry about this. I…” 
 
    “Shh,” she put her finger to my lips. “It’s okay. It’s more than okay. It’s perfect.” A huge smiled blossomed on her beautiful face and she rolled on top of me, trapping my limp penis beneath her sticky pussy. She slid back and forth across me, her face a mask of pure excitement. 
 
    I didn’t understand. “Perfect?” I echoed. 
 
    “Mm hmm,” she bit her lip. She bent forwards and put her lips to my ear. “Don’t you see? They all had me. Four men fucked me tonight, and I’m carrying sperm from each of them inside me. And now, you can’t do the same. You can’t reclaim your wife. Tell me that’s not kinky. Tell me that doesn’t turn you on.” 
 
    I couldn’t. Even though my cock wasn’t showing it, her words excited me beyond belief. I groaned in erotic frustration, gritting my teeth as she rubbed her clit against my useless dick until she orgasmed again.  
 
    She kissed me on the cheek, then rolled off me and turned off the light. Five minutes later, she was sleeping like a corpse. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    After that night, Jen didn’t mention doing anything with other men for two days. I was surprised. From her description of the debauchery that had taken place at the Grand Hotel, I had almost expected her to set up another date with the boys the next evening. 
 
    Instead, she had wanted to spend the next two days with me. During the days, we had gone swimming, jogged a little, hit the local tourist spots. We were a normal married couple on vacation. And at night, we stayed in and watched movies together, then made tender love to each other. 
 
    I began to think our little adventure was over, that Jenny had strayed too close to the flames and was now pulling back, afraid to be burned. Until the morning of the third day. 
 
      
 
    I awoke to the sound of someone knocking on the door of the suite. “Who the hell could that be?” I grumbled quietly to myself, swinging my legs over the edge of the bed and rubbing my eyes. 
 
    It was 8 o’clock. The sun, already comfortably above the horizon, was sending its welcome rays through the window at my back. I stretched and got to my feet, putting on one of the hotel’s plush terry robes as I made my way to the door. 
 
    My hand was on the knob when I heard Jenny’s voice through the wooden door. “Jimmy!” she exclaimed. “What a surprise! I thought you worked the night shift.” 
 
    “I… uh… yes, ma’am. That’s right,” his voice stammered. “This… this is just temporary. You see, one of the morning crew came down with the flu.  So, management asked if I would mind working mornings for a couple of days. Just until she’s back on her feet again.” 
 
    “Hmm. Lucky me, then, I guess!”  
 
    “Um. Y…yes ma’am. Thank you ma’am.” 
 
    “Why don’t you bring those in here. Just put them on the table, please. Oh thank you, Jimmy. You’re such a sweetheart!” 
 
    There was a tease in Jenny’s voice that was unmistakable. She liked Jimmy. She had from the beginning. It had taken virtually no urging from me to get her to flash him a few days ago. Now, it sounded like she was up to something again. But what?  
 
    With the stealth of a ninja, I eased the door open just a crack, until I could see them in the suite’s tiny kitchen. Jenny was facing my direction, while Jimmy had his back to me. A tray of food lay on the table. Jenny had apparently ordered us breakfast. 
 
    She was standing close to him, too close to really be appropriate. Their bodies were separated by no more than a foot of space. Like me, she wore a white robe, and though it was tied securely, I had the sneaking suspicion that my wife was nude underneath it. 
 
    “Oh dear!” Jenny exclaimed. “I guess I forgot to have my husband leave me some money when he went out.” Went out? What the hell was she talking about? I was right here. “Now, what am I going to do about your tip?” She batted her eyes and smiled suggestively. 
 
    “Oh, th… that’s all right, Mrs. Wilson. You don’t need to tip me.” From his posture, I could tell he was nervous standing this close to her, like a trapped animal facing a predator. He inched a half step closer to the door as he spoke, trying to make his escape, but she stopped him by laying a hand on his arm. 
 
    “Nonsense,” she said, her voice low and sweet. “I’ll just have to give you something else. And I’ve already told you, Jimmy, call me Jenny!”  
 
    As the words left her mouth, she looked straight at the crack through which I was spying on them and gave me a naughty wink. What the hell was she doing? Surely, she wasn’t going to… Then, she sank to her knees in front of Jimmy and I knew, without the slightest shadow of a doubt, that she was! 
 
    “Oooh my God!” he hissed as my ears caught the sound of his zipper being pulled down. “Mrs. Wi… er, uh… Jenny! Wh… what about your… husband?!” 
 
    “Relax. He won’t disturb us.” 
 
    Then she leaned forward, and I heard the soft slurp that told me she was sucking the bellhop’s cock. I bit down on my lips to keep from groaning out loud. God, what a dirty slut I was married to! And I loved it! From my vantage point, I could barely see my wife, just her hands really, clutching young Jimmy’s butt as she pulled him insistently into her mouth.  
 
    Jimmy gave a great shuddering moan that told me he liked what my wife was doing to him. He was stiff at first, nervous and unsure. His eyes kept darting around the suite like he expected me to suddenly appear at any moment and attack him. But bit by bit, Jenny’s talented mouth made him forget all about his nerves. I saw his back, at first ramrod-straight, relax and his hands move forward to hold my wife’s head as she moved up and down on him. 
 
    Just as he was getting into it, Jenny stopped and scooted a few degrees to the left, turning him with a hand on his hip. “Got to get into a more comfortable position,” she explained before engulfing his hard penis once more. But, I knew the truth. She was moving him so that I could see better. 
 
    Now, I had an excellent view of my wife sucking the bellhop’s dick. When she pulled back to kiss and lick the dark red head, I was surprised to see that Jimmy was big. The penis that protruded from his hotel uniform was not as big as Jamaal’s, perhaps, but it was certainly an inch or so longer than mine and probably a little thicker. It was heavily veined, with a slight upward curve that made it look aggressive and strikingly manly, especially attached to a skinny 19-year-old kid like Jimmy. 
 
    Watching my wife suck him, I was glad he was big. She liked them big; she’d already told me that. And she obviously liked his. The look of pure bliss on her face as she played with his thick member sent a thrill of erotic pleasure through me, bringing my own cock to full length beneath my robe. I liked how excited she got, liked the fact that I was married to a self-professed size queen. 
 
    Jenny undid the narrow sash around her waist, letting her robe open up. She wiggled her shoulders as she fellated him, causing the soft fabric to fall down to her slender hips, giving him a clear view of her perfect little titties, bouncing softly as she worked on him. 
 
    “Oh Jenny,” he sighed. “You’re so beautiful!” 
 
    He was right. She was beautiful. I loved watching her like this, seeing her lust for him, seeing how turned on she got being so naughty. And I loved the way she was putting on a show for me. 
 
    Poor Jimmy wasn’t going to last long. I could tell by his increasingly jerky movements as he thrust himself at Jenny’s face. He probably wasn’t a virgin, but I was pretty sure he had never been sucked by someone with her skill. No, I thought, he was no match for her greedy little mouth. 60 seconds later, he proved me right. 
 
    “Oooh… Mrs. Wi… I mean, Jenny! I’m gonna… Oh God! I… I’m gonna cum!” he warned her. 
 
    If he thought his warning was going to make her stop, he was sorely mistaken. Jenny increased her pace, sucking him like she wanted to turn him inside out. His hands clutched her little head and he arched his back, fucking her face as the tendons stood out along his neck. 
 
    “Aaaah!” he groaned, his head snapping back. “Here it comes!” 
 
    Jenny held the head of his dick in her mouth, jacking the shaft with her hand as he pulsed, filling her mouth with his semen. When he was done, he slumped backwards, and she let his cock slip from her lips. Then, with a sweet smile on her face, she stared into his eyes and swallowed. 
 
    “Oh my God!” he whispered. “That… that was awesome!” 
 
    “Thank you! I’m glad you liked it.” She looked toward where I was hiding and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. 
 
    “No, thank you! Thank you so much, Jenny!” He tucked his cock back into his uniform and looked around sheepishly, suddenly awkward again. “Um, I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve got to get back to work. They’re going to start wondering where I am. But, thanks again!” 
 
    “My pleasure, Jimmy. Maybe we’ll bump into each other again while my husband and I are here,” she said, getting to her feet and retying her robe. She walked him to the door and let him out. “See you.” 
 
    As soon as the outer door closed, I was all over her. I bounded through the doorway and met her in the hallway. Opening my robe, I pounced on Jenny, pushing her to the carpet and tugging the hem of her robe up as I climbed between her legs. I slid easily inside; she was as wet as a rain forest.  
 
    I fucked her there on the floor like a wild beast and she loved it, cumming hard as she whispered all sorts of nasty teases into my ear. I could smell Jimmy’s cum on her breath and, like him, I knew I wouldn’t last long. But that was all right with me. After what I had just witnessed, I was too worked up to care. I didn’t even try to pace myself, rutting into her until my balls boiled over, filling her shaved, slutty pussy with an enormous load of semen. 
 
    As I lay on top of her with my softening cock still inside her, I realized for the first time just what she had meant when she told me that I would have to keep an eye on her. She had been right. She really was a slut. And I had little doubt now that she was capable of going too far under the right circumstances. The thing was, I was starting to doubt my own role as the voice of reason in all of this, because I had come to realize that I liked the idea of her being out of control like that. 
 
    This adventure of ours wasn’t over. In fact, I was pretty sure now that it was just getting started. And I could scarcely wait to see where this crazy, twisted path was going to take us.  
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, we were sitting at the table, eating breakfast like two perfectly civilized people. I had just taken a sip of my coffee when Jenny’s phone buzzed on the table next to her plate. When she picked it up and tapped the screen, her face twisted into a crooked grin. 
 
    “It’s from Jamaal,” she said, meeting my eyes. “He wants to meet up tonight.” 
 
    I thought about it for almost four entire seconds before blurting, “Ask him what time.” 
 
    She typed out a message and got a reply a few seconds later. “He says seven o’clock again, if that’s all right with us.” 
 
    “Fine. Seven works fine.”  
 
    As I was speaking, another text came in. Jenny blushed a deep crimson as she read what he wrote. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. “What did he say?” 
 
    She pushed the phone across to me, biting her lip nervously. Curious now, I leaned forward and read the words he had sent to my wife: “Mitch n Tommy want 2 know if UR up 4 another gangbang.” 
 
    When I looked up, her green eyes locked on mine. “Well,” I said with an excited grin, “are you up for it?” 
 
    “You wouldn’t mind?” 
 
    “Not if I get to watch this time.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have it any other way!” she smiled as she reached for her phone. 
 
    Watching her fingers fly across the touchscreen, I felt my cock begin to swell again. 
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    Will this be the ride of Lizzie's life? Will their marriage survive inviting another man into their bedroom? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 2 
 
    Bill and Elizabeth both enjoyed the evening they spent with Lance, their first foray into the erotic world of wife watching. But now that they had crossed that line, could they ever return to the marriage they had before? And more importantly, did they want to?  
 
    No matter how hard they tried to avoid the topic, the specter of what they had done was always there, burning in the background, hanging over them like the sword of Damocles. The handsome Lance had invited the young couple to join him at his ranch over Thanksgiving, leaving them with a dilemma: did they dare accept, knowing full well it would likely end in more debauchery? Could either of them resist the siren call of another round of hot, illicit sex with this hunky cowboy? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 3 
 
    In yet another first for the kinky couple, Bill’s wife decides to spend the weekend with her wealthy, new, cowboy lover, Lance. Too late, they realize that her timing could have been better! 
 
    Now, Bill and Elizabeth find themselves swept up in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions as they are forced to face the reality that she may have come home from her illicit liaison with one souvenir too many. And as they wait to see if Lizzie is indeed pregnant, they realize that through the clouds of worry and dread, what began as a flickering spark of nervous excitement is steadily growing into a bright flame of perverse arousal. 
 
    Can Bill accept the thought of his wife carrying another man’s lovechild? Can Lizzie? And will this experience tear their marriage apart or make them closer than ever? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, The Complete Series 
 
    All three cowgirl hotwife volumes together for the first time in a single collection! 
 
    Follow the naughty adventures of Bill and Lizzie, a happily married ranching couple, as they delve into the exciting and taboo world of wife sharing with the handsome and wealthy Lance Corbin. From the first inkling of illicit desire to the final, breathtaking risk, it’s all here, described in explicit, graphic detail. 
 
    Not for the faint of heart! Get ready for the ride of your life! 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 1 
 
    Now that finals are over, Mike is looking forward to his upcoming camping trip with his beautiful girlfriend, Molly. As an added bonus, his best friend Jake will be joining them, along with his bubbly blonde girlfriend, Jessica. Typical, red-blooded college guys, they fully intend to make up for lost time with the two sexy coeds. What the two young hunks don’t know is that Molly and Jessica have a plan all their own. What starts out as a playful game of strip poker quickly turns into something else entirely…  
 
    What happens when four young people find themselves alone in the woods, far from prying eyes? Will the guys find victory in strip poker defeat? And who will be sleeping in whose tent tonight? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 2 
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake are having the best camping trip of their lives. True, they haven’t had much sleep, but when you’re having the hottest sex you can remember, that isn’t necessarily a bad thing! Who would ever have believed that their beautiful, innocent-looking, young girlfriends could be so uninhibited?  
 
    After the events of the past night, the two college studs are on cloud nine and really looking forward to the next few days, but when they lose a fishing bet, they quickly realize that Molly and Jessica have fantasies and desires quite different from their own.  
 
    Will the frolicsome foursome find a way to accommodate everyone’s needs, or will the guys find themselves struggling as they attempt to satisfy their girlfriend’s budding sexual appetites? And is it just Mike’s puerile imagination, or are the girls giving each other a lot of attention…? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Books 1 & 2 Box Set 
 
    Both volumes together in a single collection! 
 
    The fast-paced tale of an ordinary camping trip among college friends that quickly turns into an outing none of them will ever forget!  
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake have shared a lot of adventures over the years, and they dearly love to swap stories around the campfire. But when Molly and Jessica insist that they all play strip poker in the firelight, they soon find themselves swapping something else: their two gorgeous girlfriends! 
 
    Inhibitions are quickly forgotten as sexual exploration leads to new discoveries and attitudes are reevaluated. From the first hand of poker to the final, naughty encounter, this is one sexy camping trip that continually pushes the boundaries. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s Bunkhouse Tryst 
 
    Maggie is a typical rancher’s wife, solid, faithful, and hard working. Although a strikingly beautiful woman, she’d never dream of looking at another man… Until the day her husband, Charles, hires two muscular young college guys to help out around the ranch, that is. 
 
    Suddenly, she finds herself daydreaming about things she shouldn’t, things involving the two young men staying in their bunkhouse. And, when an embarrassing wardrobe malfunction lets them see more of her than she intended, she’s surprised to discover that her husband has also been harboring the very same sort of fantasies. 
 
    Will their pillow talk turn into something more? Will Maggie surrender herself to her dark desires and break her marriage vows? And will her husband support her decision? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 1 
 
    John and Erica are a practical married couple. They’ve always been content to color inside the lines. All that changes when John accidentally overhears an intimate telephone conversation between his best friend, Steve, and his lovely wife, Alice. When Steve explains that Alice is free to date other men, John and Erica realize that not everyone leads such a vanilla life! 
 
    Burning with curiosity, they soon find themselves obsessed with their friends’ antics, and eager for any and all details, which Steve and Alice are all too happy to provide! 
 
    Where will their journey end? Will John and Erica be able to resist the siren song of the hotwife lifestyle, or will they follow their friends into a world of forbidden adventures? And why does John have the gnawing suspicion that Erica knows more about this lifestyle than she has let on?  
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 2 
 
    For some time now, John and Erica have harbored a secret fantasy: sharing her with another man. A black man. It’s a powerful, exciting idea that dominates their pillow talk, a tease that quickly rises to the level of an obsession. But, it’s only a harmless fantasy. Isn’t it? 
 
    Erica’s best friend, Alice, a veteran of the hotwife lifestyle, is quick to note John and Erica’s budding interest and more than willing to give the young couple the final nudge they needed. When a company party provides her with the perfect opportunity, she arranges for Erica to be seduced by one of her lovers.  
 
    Suddenly, the fantasy has become a stark reality. It’s no longer just a game. Erica, the innocent, faithful wife, has taken a black lover. And, as John soon discovers, she has no intention of stopping there! 
 
    What happens when John is forced to deal with his wife’s infidelity? Will Erica’s newly discovered wild streak destroy their marriage or make it stronger? Would she stop if her husband asked her to?  Does he really want her to stop? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 3 
 
    John and Erica have just had a very eventful weekend. Three days ago, the thought of his beautiful, blonde wife in the arms of a black man had just been a naughty fantasy. Now, John’s wife is a full-fledged hotwife, and he’s a confirmed voyeur. 
 
    When John’s busy job threatens to limit their extramarital adventures, he makes a risky proposal: What if Erica were to play without him and tell him about it later? 
 
    It seems like the perfect solution. But, what happens when Erica strays outside their comfort zone? Can the couple find their way in the complicated maze of hotwife dating, or will this dangerous game of theirs destroy their marriage? And how will John feel, when a chance date with a rough stranger reveals a side of his wife he never knew existed? 
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