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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    I dipped the pink, disposable razor into the warm water of the enormous bathtub and swished it rapidly back and forth. A tiny, milky-white swirl of shaving cream blossomed around it before rapidly dissipating. I was struck by just how much it looked like semen in the water. Not exactly, but close enough for my mind to immediately go there. Funny, the places my mind went these days… 
 
    When I looked up, I met Jenny’s piercing green eyes, watching me with interest. “You like this, don’t you?” she smiled as I brought the razor to her foam-covered crotch once more. “Shaving me for them?” 
 
    I felt the blush rise to my cheeks and nodded without speaking. She was right. I did like it. Even if I had wanted to say that I didn’t, the erection I had been sporting ever since she handed me the razor spoke volumes.  
 
    A smooth, long stroke cleared away another swath of shaving cream, revealing her perfectly smooth skin beneath. I dunked the razor below the surface of the water again, then made another stroke adjacent to the first. 
 
    Yeah, there was no denying it. It did something for me, shaving her most intimate parts like this. And as she had so aptly pointed out, there was more to it than just the obvious. I mean, sure, like any red-blooded guy, I was more than happy for a chance to ogle my wife’s pussy up close. Shaving her would have been fun under any circumstances. But these weren’t just any circumstances.  
 
    I was shaving her for her date tonight. Shaving her for a date with four young college guys who were going to take turns fucking her all night. This time, I was coming along to watch. And I was so excited that my hands were trembling. 
 
    This Florida vacation of ours had been a real eye-opener on so many levels. It was hard to believe that just a couple of weeks ago, Jenny and I had been your average, vanilla married couple. In seven years of marriage, the craziest thing we had ever done in the bedroom was to screw while watching porn on my laptop. That was it. 
 
    We hadn’t been wild. We hadn’t been adventurous. We sure as fuck hadn’t been swingers! But now? Hell, I had no idea what we were now! 
 
    To be fair, I had always suspected that Jenny had been a little wild in college. Around me, she was always straight-laced. Prim and proper. That was Jenny. We had been dating for three weeks before we slept together. Not exactly the behavior of a slut. But there were little things that had always made me wonder. 
 
    For one thing, Jenny could suck a cock like no one I had ever met. I had been with women who gave blowjob’s that were quite pleasurable, but my wife took it to a different level. She was an artist, in every sense of the word.  
 
    Maybe that was fitting. After all, ‘artist’ was Jenny’s job description.  She was a painter who had garnered something of a reputation. She wasn’t ‘Andy Warhol’ big, but she wasn’t exactly giving her paintings away.  
 
    But for all her talent with oils and a brush, the medium she most excelled at was the male penis. Jenny could do things with a cock that defied description, things that would make a strong man weep. She was positively amazing at fellatio, and I loved every second of it. 
 
    The thing is, just like chess grandmasters and Daytona 500 drivers, you don’t get to be a world-class cocksucker without sucking a few cocks. It’s a simple fact of life: it takes practice to master anything. And the idea of my sweet Jenny practicing on someone else made my blood boil with arousal. Looking back, even in my wildest dreams, I never imagined just how much practice my wife had actually had. 
 
    Almost from the beginning, I would secretly fantasize about Jenny doing things with other guys. Sometimes, while she was blowing me, or we were making love in her apartment, I pictured her with her ex-boyfriend, some guy named Damian whom I had never met, sucking him, fucking him. Or it was some stranger off the street, maybe a guy in one of my college classes or a professor.  
 
    Whatever partner my mind conjured for her, one thing remained constant: they were only supporting characters. Jenny was the star of these fantasies, a wicked seductress whom other men found just as irresistible as I. A slut. Ready for anything, at any time, with anyone. In my mind, it was her secret identity. Kind of like batgirl, although maybe ‘slutgirl’ would be more appropriate. 
 
    If anything, my fantasies had gotten more intense once we married. The fact that she was my wife made the idea of her being naughty even more titillating. I liked imagining her as the slutty married woman, doing God knew what when her husband was at work. It was a mental image that never failed to make my cock as hard as a crowbar. 
 
    Now, as I slowly shaved another strip down the center of her crotch, I marveled at just how those fantasies of mine paled against the reality of what she had done over the past few days. God! It was hard to imagine that the woman perched on the edge of the bathtub in front of me was the same one I had known all these years. 
 
    My wife had never cheated on me. She hadn’t. Of that, I was certain. Jenny had been a faithful, loving wife to me for the past seven years. Faithful… Well, until this vacation, anyway! 
 
    Maybe it was the new setting, this idyllic, sunny paradise so far from our daily routines, or perhaps it was all the scantily clad, flawlessly beautiful people who seemed to surround us at all times, or maybe it was a case of temporary insanity. Personally, I think I had simply been harboring this secret desire of mine for too long. Whatever the cause, I had confessed to Jenny. I had told her everything. About my fantasies, about masturbating to the thought of her with another man, about my desire to see her do it for real. 
 
    To my profound surprise, she hadn’t been horrified to learn what a pervert her husband was. In fact, she seemed intrigued. And then, the first time the chance arose, she had begun to fulfill my fantasies, one after another. That was when she had made a few confessions of her own. 
 
    It turned out my suspicions about her sex life before me had been far too mild. She had been the campus slut before we met. Her words, not mine. Jenny had fucked her way through a whole series of guys at college. By her own admission, she had been ‘a total hose monster’. She had done it all: group sex, anal sex, interracial, lesbian. Listening to her talk was like hearing someone recite the résumé of a porn starlet. Sweet, innocent-looking Jenny. My mind still struggled to accept it. 
 
    “So, you know how you said it would be okay, if I met somebody else here that I was interested in doing something with?” Jenny asked, breaking me free from my musings. 
 
    “What? Oh. Um, yes,” I said, my voice sounded to me like a frog croaking. “Sure. I remember. Why?”  
 
    The implications of her question made my cock give a little excited jerk beneath the water. ‘Doing something’ was her polite way of saying ‘fucking’. So, she’d met another guy she wanted to fuck? Damn! Here I was shaving her for what was probably going to be the most exciting night of my life, and the little tramp was already thinking about her next conquest. Fuck, that was hot! 
 
    “Well,” she continued, “I got a text from Monique earlier, asking whether the lingerie she helped me pick out had been a hit. We texted back and forth. And I wound up telling her the whole story. And I guess it got me thinking. Would you mind if I gave Monique a call?” 
 
    Monique. The sexy proprietress of the local lingerie store, Midnight Treasures. I remembered her very, very well. An exquisitely beautiful French woman with blonde hair and the cutest little beauty mark on her cheek, her exotic accent practically exuded sex. Even though she was probably 10 years our senior, she was drop-dead gorgeous with big, heavy breasts that made Jenny’s look tiny. 
 
    We had gone to her store a few days ago looking for a few outfits for Jenny’s next adventure. Within minutes of meeting us, Monique had sized Jenny and me up and come to some rather apropos conclusions about our marriage. She knew, could tell just by looking at us, that Jenny was a ‘shared’ wife, as she put it. It had been a little disconcerting to think that we were so obvious. At the same time, there was something a little exciting about this exotic woman sharing in our secret. 
 
    And then there was the little matter of what had happened in the dressing room. Jenny had been rather coquettish with the details, but from what I had seen, or rather heard, they had been getting along quite well behind the red velvet curtain. I had distinctly heard them kissing, had heard the distinctive sound of my wife’s arousal, and when I pressed Jenny about the matter, she admitted it. She also told me that it wasn’t the first time she had been with another woman. 
 
    And now, she had told Monique the whole story! And why was she talking about calling her? Did she plan to…? Holy fuck! When my eyes flashed to hers, she must have read the excitement there. “No, sweetie,” she shook her head, her long black hair bouncing along her back, “it’s not like that.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said, a little confused. “I thought…” 
 
    “You thought you were going to get to see me go down on another woman,” Jenny cut me off, cocking an eyebrow as she fixed me with her accusing gaze. “Didn’t you?”  
 
    “Maybe,” I mumbled.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” she smirked. “I’m pretty sure you’re going to get to see that before this little vacation of ours is over, but maybe not tonight.” 
 
    “Then, why…? I mean…”  
 
    “Why do I want to call Monique?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded.  
 
    “I wanted to invite her to our little ‘party’ tonight.” 
 
    “Okaaay…” 
 
    I still didn’t understand. Tonight was going to be a gangbang. Jenny’s new friends had actually used the word ‘gangbang’ in their texts. There were going to be at least four guys there, possibly more. And now Jenny had made it perfectly clear that she had no intention of doing anything sexy with the beautiful blonde Monique, at least not tonight. So, why the hell was she so keen on calling her? 
 
    “Remember when I told you about all the naughty things I did in college before we met?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Of course, I remembered. It wasn’t exactly the sort of thing a guy could forget that easily. 
 
    “Um, remember how I told you that Damian used to share me with his friends, right before we broke up?” 
 
    I nodded, my mouth suddenly dry. She was killing me with the suspense. What the fuck did this all have to do with Monique? I still couldn’t piece together just where this was going, but my already hard cock was now throbbing with excitement beneath the surface of the water. 
 
    “And I told you how exciting it was, having all those hard cocks at my disposal, so many pairs of hungry eyes on my body, wanting me. How I liked being the only woman in a room full of hard, black cocks.” 
 
    Another nod from me. It was getting hard to breathe. 
 
    As her mind drifted back, Jenny absently traced a fingertip along the side of her slender neck, starting at her ear and moving slowly, sensually downward to slowly rub back and forth along her collarbone. 
 
    “Well, technically, I wasn’t the only woman present. You see, what I didn’t tell you, is that some of those guys had girlfriends. Most of them I suppose, if I’m being honest. And sometimes their girlfriends were there when it happened.”  
 
    “There?” I croaked. 
 
    Jenny’s head bobbed rapidly up and down. “Mm hmm. There when I was, you know… when they were…” 
 
    “Fucking you?” 
 
    “Yes. They liked to watch.” 
 
    “Jesus!” 
 
    “I know, right? They’d stand in a circle, fully clothed, drinking beer and talking to each other while they watched their men take a turn on Damian’s skinny, white girlfriend. I guess it was some kind of a power trip for them. But the thing is…” she chewed her lip nervously for a moment as if afraid to continue, then shook her head and continued, “I kinda liked it.” 
 
    “Liked what? Them watching?” 
 
    “Yeah. Fucked up, huh? Remember how I told you that I broke up with Damian soon after he started sharing me with his friends?” 
 
    “Yes. You said you were starting to get a reputation.” 
 
    “And that’s the truth. But what I didn’t tell you is that it wasn’t so much my reputation or the sharing or the gangbangs that scared me straight. I think the thing that really freaked me out, the thing that really made me realize just how off the rails I had gone, was the audience. I… I don’t know why, but something about having people watch… It makes me go crazy. I’m a born exhibitionist.” 
 
    I let her words soak in. A born exhibitionist. It made sense. Looking back on everything that had happened this week, I could see it. From that first night with Scott and Jamaal to this morning’s little episode with the bellhop, Jimmy, my wife had obviously enjoyed the fact that I was watching.  
 
    It went so much further than just letting me watch. Jennifer played to her audience, making frequent eye contact, winking at me, smiling at me. She got off on the desire in my eyes, on knowing just how badly I wanted her. Exhibitionist. Yeah. I had to admit, it fit. 
 
    And if Jenny were an exhibitionist, that made me a voyeur. It was a label I found hard to deny. I did like watching her. I liked it a lot. In fact, I was still a little annoyed that I had gotten held up by a business call that night and missed all the action. Yes, I liked to watch. 
 
    “Okay. I get that. And excuse me if I’m being dense here, but just how does Monique fit into this?” 
 
    Jenny grinned and leaned forward, tussling my hair playfully. “She asked if I’d mind if she tagged along tonight. She wants to watch. I told her I’d have to ask my husband. The thing is, I really want her to watch!” 
 
    My first instinct was to say ‘why the hell not’, but on further reflection, I realized that the matter was a little more complicated than that. On one hand, sure! I mean, what situation wouldn’t be improved by the presence of a hot blonde Frenchwoman? And Monique was nothing if not hot! With her crystal blue eyes and long legs, she would have given a dead man a boner. 
 
    On the other hand, Monique made me nervous. She was obviously experienced in these things. Though she hadn’t told us her entire life story, the little she had shared during our visit to her shop made it obvious that she and her husband were a bit on the kinky side. The fact that she had immediately pegged us as a couple of fellow freaks was frankly disconcerting. I worried that she might try to steer us toward a place we were not yet ready to go. 
 
    “What do you think? Are you comfortable with her coming along? Pretty please?!” Jenny begged. Her green eyes sparkled with excitement as she batted her eyelashes at me. God, she was cute! There was no way I could say ‘no’ to a face like that. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, swallowing my misgivings. “Sounds like fun.” 
 
    “Yay!!” She clapped her hands, then leaned over the edge of the tub to retrieve her phone. “I’ll text her right now, so she’ll have time to get ready.” 
 
    I sat motionless in the water, watching her tap out a message on her smart phone. She noticed me watching and gestured toward the unfinished shaving job between her legs, raising an eyebrow. “Um, sweetie,” she smiled, “I think you forgot a spot.” Then, she turned her eyes back to the phone, and her fingers flew across the screen. 
 
    I leaned forward and stroked the razor across her mound, the blades leaving a strip of buttery smooth skin in their wake. Jenny lifted her leg onto the edge of the tub so that I could clean up the few remaining spots. A minute later, I was finished. I splashed the warm water onto her freshly shaved crotch, washing away the last few remnants of shaving cream. 
 
    “There we go,” I announced, leaning back and admiring my handiwork. “Smooth as a baby’s bottom.”  
 
    It was still a little strange for me, seeing her like this. So bare and exposed. With the hair gone, I could see everything, the gentle curve of her pubic mound and, beneath that, the delicate, crinkly pink folds of her inner lips. I watched, fascinated, as a single drop of water slithered along her sex, only to drop a moment later into the bathtub beneath her. 
 
    Though my wife couldn’t really understand the fascination, I loved the way her pussy looked. In my eyes, it was a beautiful sight, like the petals of a rose glistening in the morning dew.  
 
    Throughout our marriage, Jenny had steadfastly refused to shave her pussy. At the time, I had chalked it up to modesty. But after her recent confession, I knew now that there had been a much deeper reason for her reticence. 
 
    Before we met, during her wild college years as a self-proclaimed slut, Jennifer had always kept her pussy shaved bald. It was a superstition, plain and simple. How could something like that make a difference? But, in her mind, there was a direct correlation. Now that I had seen the shaved Jenny in action, it was a bit more difficult for me to simply dismiss the idea out of hand. 
 
    Laying my razor aside, I shuffled forward and put a hand on each of her hips, then dipped my head and ran my tongue across the delightfully smooth skin. Down I went, until the tip of my tongue met the firm little bump that was her clit. Then, I gave her labia a long, slow lick.  
 
    Jenny laid her hands on the back of my head and sighed contentedly. She leaned back and spread her legs wider. “Just your tongue, though,” she sighed. “I want to be fresh for my date tonight.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    We arrived at the boys’ hotel five minutes before the appointed time. Even though it was only a short distance away from the Hotel Sandpiper and the night was cool and clear, we had decided against walking. 
 
    As Carlos had called for our car to be brought around, I noticed his eyes flickering over Jenny’s body, but to his credit, he had said nothing.  When his eyes met mine, his face had been a mask of professionalism. 
 
    “Enjoy your evening,” he had told us. 
 
    ‘The Grand Hotel’ was a real dump, despite the rather opulent name on the enormous, flickering neon sign that blazed in front of it. Even from the street, that much was obvious. A squat and boring two-story structure with a pipe railing around the upper balcony, it had one redeeming quality; it was dirt cheap. So, naturally, it was where a lot of the vacationing college kids stayed.  
 
    When I pulled the Mustang into the litter-strewn parking lot, Monique was already there waiting on us.  
 
    “There she is,” Jenny announced, pointing toward an expensive, white, convertible sports car parked in the far corner beneath a lamppost. “That’s her car.” 
 
    I briefly wondered how my wife knew what Monique drove, but it didn’t really seem important. So, I just nodded and pulled into the slot next to the white car. She was right, of course. Even in the dim light of the parking lot, the buxom blonde’s pretty face was clearly recognizable through the slightly tinted window of the car beside us. 
 
    It wasn’t until I killed the engine that Monique recognized us as well. She threw the door of the little car open and got out, flashing us a brilliant smile and an incredible amount of leg as she did so.  
 
    “Hello,” she said simply to Jenny, brushing her perfect blonde hair back across her shoulder as she closed the door of the convertible.  
 
    I had to suppress an aroused groan when the two women greeted each other with a kiss on the other side of the car. Just a peck, mind you, a fleeting thing, but it was full on the lips, and even in the dim light of the parking lot, I noticed that my wife closed her emerald eyes when their lips met. 
 
    I couldn’t stop myself from staring at Monique. She had been attractive when we had last seen her in her shop, but dressed up, she looked astounding. If anyone were ever overdressed for their surroundings, it was Monique, standing there in that litter-strewn parking lot in the harsh glare of the streetlights above her. It was like looking at a crystal chandelier hanging in a log cabin.  
 
    The tall, leggy blonde was dressed to the nines in a slinky, sequined gown. A dark maroon, it was shoulderless and had a slit up one side that seemed to extend all the way to her waist, giving a tantalizing view of her long, slender leg. She wore a pair of black stockings, and when she moved I caught just a hint of their lacy tops. With her strappy high heels, she looked as dangerous as an unsheathed dagger. About her neck hung a string of pearls. Classic, perhaps a bit slightly old-fashioned, they made her look even more exotic and sophisticated. 
 
    “Wow!” Jenny said, taking a step back to admire her new friend. “Just wow! Monique, you look amazing!” 
 
    Monique smiled from ear to ear. She was obviously pleased by my wife’s compliment. Her eyes roamed over Jen’s slim body from head to toe, and she gave an appreciative nod of her head. “Thank you, ma Chérie! You, too, look particularly beautiful tonight.” 
 
    She was right. Jenny did look beautiful, but in many ways, her outfit was the polar opposite of Monique’s. She wore a barely-there red plaid skirt with a long-sleeved, white shirt, tied at the waist. The classic, naughty schoolgirl look. And it worked. Good Lord, did it work! She was pure Viagra in a skirt. 
 
     Her sleeves were rolled up around her wrists and her white, lacy bra was clearly visible where the shirt gaped open between her small tits. Her long legs were encased in a pair of virginal white stockings with floral tops that were visible beneath the bouncy little skirt with each step. She too wore tall heels, which molded her muscular calves into mouthwatering works of art that made it hard to tear my eyes away from them. 
 
    Standing side by side, the two women were every man’s fantasy made flesh and blood. Two mouthwatering visions of feminine beauty, both dressed to impress. It was like staring at the surface of the sun. 
 
    We needed to get inside, off the street, before someone called the cops. Anyone who saw us would have sworn on a stack of bibles that Jenny and Monique were hookers. Whatever explanation could there possibly be for two such exquisite specimens of female flesh to be hanging out in the parking lot of the dingy hotel like The Grand? And, knowing human nature, they would probably assume that I was their pimp.  
 
    I smiled at the thought. In a way, I suppose I was. After all, I was escorting Jenny here so she could take on a group of four young men. Exactly what role Monique was going to play in tonight’s activities, I still had no idea. I took a quick look around, then steered them toward the hotel. 
 
    I knew from my wife’s account of her adventure a few nights ago that Scott and Jamaal were staying in room 214. It was located on the upper tier, near the end of the balcony that ran the length of the building. I followed Jenny and Monique up the loud, metal stairs and stood against the railing as my wife knocked on the painted door.  
 
    My eyes swept the length of the balcony, but saw no one. Thank God! I had no idea how I was going to explain our presence here if someone actually did call the cops or even the hotel manager. It felt like I had a flock of butterflies doing battle inside my stomach. It was odd, but I hadn’t felt awkward until this moment.  
 
    All day long I had known this was coming. I had looked forward to it, had counted down the hours. We were going to The Grand Hotel so Scott and Jamaal and their two friends from the other night could fuck my wife again, this time while I watched. And now that it was happening, now that we were here, standing in front of the door, waiting for it to open and admit us, I was nervous as fuck! 
 
    Maybe it was just nerves, a case of last minute jitters, like the way I could never manage to sleep on Christmas Eve. Or maybe I was a little nervous about the things I was going to witness inside that room. I don’t know. I’m pretty sure Monique’s presence wasn’t helping. The tall sex goddess made me self-conscious. I didn’t know where to look. 
 
    I thrust my hands into the pockets of my jeans and leaned back against the railing, trying to look nonchalant, cool. Like Bogart or James Dean. Catching sight of my reflection in the window, I realized just how uncool I looked and jerked them out again, folding my arms across my chest. Shit! Now I looked insecure or, worse, pouty. God dammit! I held my arms stiffly to my side and hoped my smile didn’t look too artificial. 
 
    My heart was pounding, and my mouth was as dry as cotton. My toe tapped nervously. Maybe this wasn’t such a hot idea. I had almost made up my mind to tell Jenny we should call the whole thing off, when I heard the door bolt being turned. A second later, the door swung wide, effectively putting an end to any idea of escaping. 
 
    The dulcet sounds of jazz music spilled out into the night as the door swung slowly open. It was a smooth and sexy sound, the background heavy on horns, with a low saxophone wailing dolefully over them. 
 
    “Jenny!” Jamaal’s deep voice boomed. “Come in. Come in. Damn! You look good, girl!” He swung the door wide open and waved her inside. 
 
    When he stepped into the doorway, I felt my breath catch in my throat. The feeble glow spilling over him from the balcony lighting cast deep shadows beneath his massive pecs, barely contained by the tightly stretched white t-shirt he had on. He looked like something out of a comic book, with broad shoulders and a narrow waist, and arms that looked like they belonged on some sort of mutant gorilla. Yeah, Jamaal was huge. In more ways than one, an evil little voice inside my head reminded me. 
 
    My heart nearly skipped a beat as my wife rushed past me and into the black man’s arms. Rising to her tiptoes, she kissed him passionately, a deep, familiar kiss between lovers. I stood there on the balcony next to Monique with my mouth hanging open and watched as my wife made out with Jamaal, and felt the heat rise to my cheeks. I saw his big black hand roam down her back and squeeze an ass cheek, seemingly unconcerned that any passerby might see them. “Ooh la la!” I heard Monique whisper under her breath. 
 
    “Hiya Jamaal!” Jenny gushed when she came up for air. She batted her eyes as her small pale hand wrapped around his bulging, ebony biceps. “This is Monique, baby, a friend of mine. She wants to hang out with us, if that’s okay with you.”  
 
    Jamaal’s big chocolate eyes widened when he caught sight of Monique standing just outside the door. “Hello, Monique!” he murmured. “Damn, Jenny! You have some taste in friends. Yes. Yes, of course. Hell yes! Please, come in.” He took Monique’s hand and planted a gentle kiss on her knuckles. “I’m Jamaal.” 
 
    “Pleased to meet you,” she smiled, obviously flattered by the handsome black man’s reaction to her presence.  
 
    She stepped inside, and I offered Jamaal my hand. “Long time, no see,” I grinned. 
 
    “Ken. Good to see you, man. Glad you could make it this time.” He took my hand and gave me a solid handshake. His warm smile was disarming, and I felt my tension begin to melt away. In spite of his imposing physical presence and, of course, the fact that he would soon be balls deep inside my wife, I had to admit, I actually liked him. “Come on in. Tell Scotty to grab you a brew.” 
 
    While not exactly luxurious, the boys’ room was larger than I had imagined. Dominated by two tall, queen-size beds, it also featured a small sitting area with two chairs, a loveseat, and a coffee table. Nestled in the back corner was a waist-high refrigerator. The obligatory television, an outdated relic, was tuned to a digital music channel and filled the room with smooth jazz. There was an ensuite bathroom along the back wall. 
 
    Scott had apparently overheard what Jamaal had said about getting me a beer. When I spotted him, he was crouching in front of the fridge, pulling out three dark brown bottles of craft brew. I watched as he took a bottle opener from the top of the fridge and tore the tops off each of the bottles. There was no sign of the other two guys. Their names escaped me at the moment. 
 
    Scott handed Monique a cold bottle and flashed the buxom blonde a broad smile. “Hello gorgeous!” he said. “I’m Scott.” 
 
    “Monique,” she returned. “Very nice to meet you.” 
 
    Scott let his eyes roam up and down her succulent body for just a second, then turned and gave a bottle of beer to me as well. “Hey, man! What’s up?” he said. “Dude! You missed one hell of a party a couple of nights ago! One hell of a party.”  
 
    He clinked the long neck of his bottle against Monique’s, then mine. “Here’s to a successful repeat,” he said with a wink. 
 
    One hell of a party. Translation: we fucked your hot little wife until none of us could get it up anymore, then sent her home to you. When I met Monique’s eyes over the bottle she had lifted to her sensuous lips, I saw a sparkle there. She knew exactly what Scott was talking about. I took a big gulp of the ice-cold beer. It was still so crazy to think that this was my life now.  
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded. “Should be fun. Jenny said the other night was off the hook. Sorry I couldn’t be there.” I swiveled my head back and forth, then asked, “So, did your friends change their minds?” 
 
    “Mitch and Tommy? Nah, man! No way! Not after what happened last time. They’re just running a little late. I just got a text from them, telling me that they’d run into a couple of friends, but that they’d be here. There’s no way those two would pass on a piece of ass like…” Scott nearly choked when he realized what he had said, a look of horror flashing into his eyes. “Oh God! Dude, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean… It’s just… I’m so sorry, Ken. I really didn’t mean any disrespect to you or Jenny.” 
 
    Scott stood there, wide-eyed, waiting for me to explode, to yell at him or punch him in the face. I actually felt sorry for the poor kid. Like Jamaal, he was really a pretty good guy. He’d just let his mouth run away with him, like any young man was apt to do when he was trying to be cool. And really, even though I should have been offended, I wasn’t. Like so many aspects of the last two weeks, I found his crass words confusingly arousing. 
 
    I smiled and clapped a reassuring hand on his shoulder. “Don’t worry about it. I know exactly what you mean. And it’s true,” I shrugged. “Jenny is one hot ‘piece of ass’.” 
 
    I saw Monique watching me, a quiet, knowing smile on her face, as I turned back around to look at my wife. When I caught sight of her, I nearly dropped my beer. Now it was my turn to choke.  
 
    We’d only walked through the door about two minutes ago, and my sweet Jenny was already on her knees in front of Jamaal, hastily unbuttoning his pants. He gave me an exaggerated shrug as if to say, ‘what can you do?’, then turned his attention back to the beautiful woman in front of him. 
 
    “Fuuuuck!” I hissed under my breath. I took a long swig of my beer and felt my dick begin to stir in my pants. And so it begins, I thought.  
 
    On the way over, I had briefly wondered just how things would work once we got here. I mean, how do you start something like this? In my mind, I had envisioned all sorts of awkwardness. I mean, if any situation had the potential to be awkward… But apparently, it wasn’t going to be a problem. My wife knew just how to get things rolling. 
 
    Once his pants were open, Jamaal’s big cock flopped into view. He wasn’t hard yet, but even so, his penis dwarfed mine. When Jenny reached for him, her hands looked like those of a child. If I didn’t know better, I could’ve sworn his cock had gotten bigger since I saw it last. 
 
    I watched with bated breath as my wife leaned forward and planted a kiss on the plum-sized head. Then, she opened her mouth wide and took him inside. God! Would I ever get used to the sight of my beautiful wife sucking another man’s cock? 
 
    “Man, she really loves to suck cock, doesn’t she?” asked Scott. His voice made me start. I had almost forgotten he was standing at my elbow. 
 
    “Yes. She is a natural, no?” Monique answered, tipping up her bottle and taking a sip. “It is clear she enjoys this.” 
 
    They were talking about her as though she were an actress in a movie that they were watching, rather than my wife. Something about that, about the way they were objectifying her, especially with me standing right there, struck a chord in me. It was so wrong, so dirty, so fucking exciting! My dick was now well on its way to becoming an erection. 
 
    “Oh, she’s just getting started,” Scott assured the Frenchwoman. “Just wait until she gets naked.” 
 
    “Mmm! I look forward to it. She is a rare beauty.” 
 
    Scott stood next to Monique just a moment longer, watching my wife fellate his friend, then suddenly threw back his bottle and drained the remainder of his beer. He leaned over to drop it into the wastebasket next to the wall. “If you’ll excuse me,” he said, “I think I need to get in on this.” Without another word, he left us there, stalking toward my wife like a hungry predator while he unfastened his belt. 
 
    “And you? Monsieur husband?” Monique asked softly, moving closer to me. “You do not feel the need to ‘get in on this’?” Before I could answer, she continued, her lips curling into a playful sneer, “No. No, I think not. You are like my own husband. A voyeur. It is much more exciting for you to watch others. To watch them take what is yours, giving her pleasure in your place.” 
 
    Her eyes seemed to bore a hole into my soul, her words like a swift punch to the gut. I opened my mouth to protest, but nothing came out. That wasn’t me, the guy she was describing. Was it? Was it?! I honestly didn’t know anymore. My eyes darted toward my shoes, unable to hold her gaze. 
 
    That I like to watch was something I couldn’t deny. That first night with Scott and Jamaal had been the hottest sexual experience of my life, and though I had also fucked Jenny that night, deep down I knew that most of the arousal I felt had been due to the things I had witnessed them doing to her. The voyeur. That was why her words bothered me so much; they hit too close to the truth. 
 
    “Yes. Better to watch,” she whispered. She took another drink of her beer.  
 
    Monique moved to my side, looping her arm through mine and turning to watch Jenny. She was now sucking Scott’s cock, her left hand stroking Jamaal’s. His heavily veined, ebony cock was now fully erect, jutting proudly out at her like the trunk of some ancient tree. Its shaft glistened with her saliva as her hand pumped slowly up and down along the soft, dark skin. 
 
    “Oh my! It seems Monsieur Scott was right. Your wife really does love sucking them. It is so obvious. Some women, they only suck a man to get him hard. So that they can move on to other things, but not your wife. No, no. You can see it on her face. She truly loves having a man in her mouth. There is nothing sexier, no? I must confess,” her voice suddenly dwindled to a whisper, “I love it, too.” 
 
    She tipped up her beer and emptied the bottle. I watched the muscles of her pale, slender throat contract several times as she swallowed and had to wonder just what it would be like to get a blowjob from this exotic, blonde creature. But before I could dwell on the matter too much, the sound of a man moaning drew my attention back to Jenny. 
 
    Monique was right. Jenny really was enjoying this. Every motion of her body, every expression on her face made it blatantly obvious that she loved what she was doing. And, as Monique had pointed out, there really was nothing sexier than a woman who enjoyed giving head. The fact that this particular woman was my wife amplified the eroticism a thousand times.  
 
    I watched in awe as she bobbed on Scott’s cock, relentlessly working his manhood with her mouth. I watched it grow in response to her efforts, transitioning from semierect to rock hard. Once that was accomplished, she switched to Jamaal’s black cock once more. 
 
    Jenny looked so beautiful, so desirable, with his enormous cock in her mouth. I saw her cheeks dent as she sucked hard on his black shaft, heard the almost imperceptible sound of her gentle moans. Her eyes closed as her mouth began to glide slowly back and forth along his length, savoring his beautiful cock. 
 
    Monique’s hand clutched my arm, and I felt her long fingernails digging into the flesh. “Oh! Magnifique! She is making me wet!” she hissed, her lips just inches from my ear. “How about you, Monsieur Husband? Are you getting hard watching your wife?” 
 
    She didn’t wait for an answer, and I gasped in shock when I felt her warm hand glide across the front of my trousers, feeling for my erection. I nearly dropped the bottle of beer I’d forgotten I was holding in my hand when her fingers closed around my iron-hard rod. “Oh, oui! Very hard. Veeery hard! Just as I suspected. My own man is much the same when we play. Good. That is very good!” 
 
    My head spun, trying to catch up with what was happening around me. It was like being drunk. But, I had only had one beer. Half a beer, actually. I had been neglecting the bottle in my hand since I first realized my wife was sucking cock at the other end of the room. 
 
     I glanced at Monique, only to hear a loud knock on the door. When my eyes darted in that direction, I saw Jenny hop gracefully to her feet, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as she left Scott and Jamaal to tuck away their wieners and answer the door. She smoothed her clothes back into place as she sauntered toward us. 
 
    Monique moved away from me, making room for my wife. When she reached me, Jenny gave me a smile and reached for the beer in my hand. 
 
    “Having fun?” she asked.  
 
    Jenny took a long pull on the bottle. Then she swished the beer around in her mouth before swallowing. It was a simple action, something I had seen her do before, but this time it was difficult for me not to imagine that it had another significance. Was she simply savoring the beer or was she rinsing the taste of cock out of her mouth? 
 
    “Um, yeah,” I answered. “You?”  
 
    Jenny took the bottle from her lips and smirked, “Oh yes!” 
 
    I felt like an idiot. It was lame. Lame as a one-legged duck. I knew it before I even said it. But I was so off my game at this point, it was all I could think of. I was also more than a little worried that she might have seen Monique touching me earlier.  
 
    We had never talked about me with another woman. But I was pretty sure Jenny would not be happy if I went there. And, quite frankly, that was something that didn’t interest me. Not that Monique wasn’t attractive. Hell, she was a MILF by any standards, a walking boner. That just wasn’t my kink. 
 
    For me, this whole thing revolved around my lovely wife, Jenny. She was the star of this show, the one around whom all my fantasies were constructed. I was here for her, not to round up whatever stray pussy might be floating around. I just hoped my wife knew that. 
 
    As it turned out, I needn’t have worried. 
 
    “So,” she said, looking from me to where Monique stood off to the side, “I have a little confession to make.” 
 
    “A confession? What do you mean? I…” 
 
    “Mitch! Tommy! How the hell are you guys? It’s about fucking time!” Scott exclaimed from the other side of the room, interrupting my question. “And I see you’ve brought Bryce and Willow. Wow! Hi guys. How’s it going? We were hoping to run into you again. Come in. Come in.” 
 
    A wicked smile stole across Jenny’s face, and her eyes twinkled with obvious delight. She shot a quick glance over her shoulder. “I guess it’ll have to wait,” she said. She leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on my cheek. “Gotta go greet some of my admirers.”  
 
    She moved to Monique and whispered something in the older woman’s ear. Monique grinned broadly and nodded her head. “Oui. Oui,” I heard her say. Then Jenny kissed her cheek as well and without saying another word, she spun on her heel and started for the door. I couldn’t help but notice that there was an extra sway in her hips as she strutted across the room, her tiny skirt bouncing adorably with each step. 
 
    Confession? Admirers? Bryce and Willow? What the hell was going on here? How many more people were going to show up?  
 
    I was craning my head from side to side, trying to see through the cluster of bodies at the front door when I felt Monique’s warm body move up beside me. “Now the fun begins,” she whispered. I could feel her warm breath on the side of my neck and caught the alluring scent of her perfume. “Bryce and Willow have arrived. Now it’s a party!” 
 
    Why did it seem like everyone around me knew what was going on except for me? And just who the fuck were Bryce and Willow? 
 
    When I looked at Monique, she could read the confusion in my eyes. She jerked her head toward the loveseat against the wall. “Come,” she said. “Let us have a seat, and I will explain everything.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Once the door was closed once more, the crowd dispersed a little, and I could see better. As I maneuvered around the coffee table and took a seat next to Monique on the loveseat, I immediately recognized Mitch and Tommy as the two young men I had seen a few nights ago when I was trying to find Scott and Jamaal’s room. Up close, I was surprised at how big they were. 
 
    They were both tall, taller than I remembered, though I’d only seen them from a distance, and it had been dark. The two men probably stood a good inch or two above Jamaal, one of them a bit more. They could have been twins, so similar was the color of their blond hair, and both had broad shoulders and bulging biceps. A pair of Vikings. 
 
    I knew that they were friends of Jamaal’s, and watching them interact with one another, I concluded that they were teammates of some sort. All three of them had the same lean, muscular build and easy physicality that bespoke years of athletic training. Football players, I concluded, maybe baseball. They were all of them too short and too massive to be basketball players. 
 
    Just how massive the two newcomers were, was immediately made clear to me as Jenny stepped in to greet them. The taller of the two (Tommy, I would later learn) put two enormous hands around her trim waist and lifted her from the floor so that he could steal a kiss.  
 
    When it was Mitch’s turn, he enfolded her in a bear hug that practically made her disappear beneath a broad expanse of biceps. My gorgeous wife looked like a china doll in his huge arms. She did not, however, look like she minded. Her face wore a huge smile as he bent his face to hers, and she kissed this young man too. 
 
    It sent a shiver down my spine to see the ease with which she went from one man to the next. It was as though they were interchangeable for her, and maybe they were.  
 
    I found my mind returning to the discussion we had had regarding her college adventures. Jenny had referred to herself as a ‘slut’. At the time, my mind had rebelled at this characterization. Not my Jenny. Oh no! She was so loving and sweet. Not at all like that. Watching her now, I realized how naïve I had been. 
 
    When Jenny moved away from Mitch, I first caught sight of the pair everyone was referring to as ‘Bryce and Willow’. If I was confused before, seeing them only made matters worse.  
 
    Bryce was nothing like what I had expected. He stood out in this crowd like a sore thumb. Where the other young men in the room were athletic and musclebound, he was tall and skinny, almost painfully so. On his head was a disheveled mop of black hair that reminded me of one of those ‘British Invasion’ bands from the 60s. He had a large, aquiline nose and a weak chin and a scrawny neck that held an Adam’s apple the size of a man’s fist.  
 
    A pair of shockingly intense hazel eyes flashed beneath his lowered brows, defiantly taking in the world around him. His hands were thrust deeply into his pockets, his shoulders perpetually hunched as though to ward off an icy chill that only he could feel. 
 
    Now, I’ll be the first one to admit that I’m no judge of masculine beauty. To me, all men look a little bit like hairy beasts. Sometimes, Jenny would comment about an actor on TV, one that she found particularly attractive, and I simply couldn’t see it. This, however, seemed to be a pretty cut and dried case. I’d seen uglier men, but I was fairly certain that Bryce was no looker. 
 
    The fact that he was dressed all in black didn’t help things. Nor did the enormous combat boots that adorned his feet. His skinny jeans did little to hide his spindly legs, and his ebony turtleneck sweater seemed only to draw attention to his long neck. 
 
    I’d been out of school too long to be in touch with all the latest fashions. I didn’t know if he was an emo or a goth or maybe a beatnik, but he was definitely one weird dude. There was an ominous, brooding vibe about him. To me, he looked like a poet or a struggling artist, the quintessential troubled soul. 
 
    Willow, on the other hand, was a different story entirely. It wasn’t that she wasn’t weird; in her own way she was every bit as strange as Bryce. But where his weirdness tended toward the ominous, hers was simply fascinating. In spite of her strangeness, I couldn’t remember ever having seen a more stunning creature. 
 
    She really was the cutest little thing. To call her petite would’ve been a glaring understatement. From where I was sitting, she looked like she was about 5 feet tall and couldn’t have weighed more than 90 pounds. Standing next to five tall men made her look even smaller and more vulnerable.  
 
    She was a strikingly pretty young woman, a delicate flower of a girl with skin like the finest Meissen porcelain and large, blue eyes that seemed almost to glow in the muted light of the hotel room as they peered out from under her bangs. A mass of purple hair cascaded down over her shoulders and hung almost to her waist. Her pale little nose turned up slightly above a pair of small, perfectly formed lips. 
 
    There was a studied irreverence to her clothing (to every aspect of her appearance, really) an aggressive iconoclasm that immediately gave you to know that she wasn’t about to conform to your ideas of fashion. So just get over it.  
 
    Unlike the other two women in the room, she had on a pair of casual, well-worn sneakers with neon laces, rather than high-heeled pumps. My eyes traveled up her shapely legs, encased in a pair of black tights that were crisscrossed by a series of deliberate tears, exposing the soft skin of her slender legs beneath. I allowed my gaze to linger briefly on her tiny little ass, barely concealed by her red, cotton miniskirt. Her top was a long-sleeved onyx crop-top that stuck to her surprisingly big tits like a coat of black spray paint and left her flat little belly delightfully exposed. I couldn’t help but notice the purple ring gleaming in her bellybutton. 
 
    As my eyes roamed up to her face once more, I was struck again by her delicate, natural beauty, her girlish innocence. The makeup she wore was decidedly alternative, heavy eyeliner, long fake eyelashes, bold lipstick in a dark shade of purple that matched her fingernail polish. Then, there was her strikingly dyed hair. 
 
    It was quite possibly the first time I had ever seen a woman with purple hair, and it was amazing. Looking closer, I realized that my initial impression wasn’t quite correct. While the overall hue was indeed purple, it was shot through with wisps of pale pink and blue highlights that shimmered and changed when she moved, giving her hair an iridescent effect not unlike the plumage of some tropical bird. 
 
    Yeah, the girl was definitely a strange one, but in an exquisitely sensual way. Honestly, I found it hard to look away. 
 
    When I managed to tear my eyes from her, I turned to Monique, “You were going to tell me something about Bryce and Willow?” Now I was intrigued.  
 
    She nodded, “Oui. They are striking, no? They are very… what is the word in English? They are very… not average.” 
 
    She was definitely right about that. ‘Average’ was the very last adjective I would’ve chosen for either of them. “Sure,” I shrugged. “They’re pretty unique, but just who are they? And why are they here?” 
 
    “When your wife mentioned her plans for tonight, I suggested that she might want to invite them. As you see, she took my advice. Trust me, neither of you will be sorry!” 
 
    “Okay. But what’s so special about them?” 
 
    “A moment ago, you used the word ‘unique.’ It is an excellent word for them. Willow and Bryce, they are unique. Oh, if you only knew! But you will see. Before the night is over, you will see. They are even more unique than they seem.” 
 
    “Really? How’s that?” I asked, studying them again, wondering what I had missed. To me, they just looked like a couple of weird college kids. And from what I remembered of college, there had been plenty of weirdness to go around. What the hell made these two so special? 
 
    Monique leaned in close and whispered, “They are freaks, these two.” 
 
    When I wrinkled my brow, she shook her head. “No. No. You do not understand. I am not talking about the way they dress or the way they look. That is not important. I speak of sex.” 
 
    “Sex?” 
 
    “Oui. These two, the lovely Willow and her boyfriend, Bryce. They are not like the others. No. They are not tourists, not college kids on vacation. Although, as you can see, they are very quick to make friends among those who come here to party. But they are locals; they live here, year-round, as do I. And, as I have told you, they are freaks. 
 
    “This word, it shocks you, I can see. But do not be shocked, Monsieur. I like them very much, both of them. They are friends. My husband and I, we have been to many of the same parties as they. In fact, they have been to my house many times. And it is always ‘magnifique’! They are very talented and very imaginative.” 
 
    My eyes widened when I realized what she was saying. Monique had had sex with Bryce? Or did she mean Willow? It sounded almost like she was talking about both of them! 
 
    “But they seem so young,” I protested in a whisper. 
 
    “Yes. That is true. Bryce, I believe, is 21 or 22. Willow… only 19, I think. But do not be deceived. They have mastered the art of love in ways you cannot imagine. Especially,” she nodded toward the pale young girl, “her.” 
 
    I looked at Willow searching for some outward sign that what Monique was telling me could be true. But I found nothing. Surely not! 
 
    As if reading my mind, Monique nodded, “It is the truth. Little Willow is a nymphomaniac. The girl does not know the meaning of ‘no’. And Bryce… aaah, Bryce! He is perhaps not the most handsome man, but he is very ‘well endowed’. And… mon dieu! He knows how to use this gift of his!” She patted the inside of my thigh and said emphatically, “Trust me, Monsieur, your wife will be well and truly fucked this night!” 
 
    I swallowed at her words and turned my head back to stare at the unassuming couple at the other end of the room. Monique’s tale seemed inconceivable. Could it be true? Could the tall, gangly Bryce be a world-class cocksman? And Willow a nymphomaniac? But, she looked so sweet and innocent. My mind rebelled at the idea. There was no way she could be capable of such debauchery.  
 
    Then, from the corner of my eye, I saw my wife kneel in front of Tommy and begin to unbuckle his pants and I was reminded yet again just how deceiving appearances can be… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Once she had greeted everyone, Jenny wasted no time getting the ball rolling again. In just a few minutes, she had Tommy fully hard and throbbing. The guys, it seemed, were just as eager to get down to business, stripping off clothes as they watched my wife blow their friend. 
 
    Scott hurried back to where we sat, carrying a six-pack of beer in each hand, gifts brought by Mitch and Tommy. He gave me a wink as he shoved them into the refrigerator without bothering to remove them from the two cardboard carriers. “That’s everybody,” he said, jerking his head toward the knot of men now forming a circle around my wife. “Now it’s fucking on!”  
 
    Without bothering to explain further, he hurried back to where Jenny was now busily working on Mitch’s shaft, shedding his t-shirt as he walked. By the time he reached her, all of the other guys but Bryce were already nude, stroking their growing erections as they waited for their turn with her. 
 
    Bryce stood apart from the others, his arm thrown confidently around Willow’s shoulders as they watched Jenny pleasure four guys. He made no move to disrobe, preferring instead to simply observe the action for now. 
 
    Jenny was as busy as a traffic cop at a drag race, going from one cock to the next, working her way clockwise around the circle of naked men. After Mitch, she turned her attention to Scott, then Jamaal, then Tommy, and finally Mitch again. It was like watching a human blowjob machine, never stopping, always in motion. She was awash in a sea of masculine bodies, surrounded by hard muscles and even harder cocks.  
 
    Some people say size doesn’t matter, that it’s simply a male preoccupation based on our own feelings of inadequacy. Jenny had been quick to dispel that myth. She liked them big, and for some fucked up reason I still didn’t fully comprehend, I liked the fact that she liked them big. So once the guys were naked, I couldn’t resist the temptation to size up my competition. 
 
    Even if I hadn’t seen him a few minutes ago, I knew from that first night in our hotel room that Scott was roughly my size. Maybe an inch longer, but the same ballpark. Jamaal, on the other hand, was seriously hung, in a league of his own. That thick black cock of his would have been right at home on a porn star, if not a farm animal. 
 
    I was curious about the newcomers. Just what were they packing? By craning my head to the left and right, I was able to ascertain that both Mitch and Tommy were somewhere between Scott and Jamaal. Neither was huge, but they definitely weren’t what you’d call small. 
 
    Great! said a little voice inside my head. You’ve got the smallest dick in the room! 
 
    I shook the thought from my head and turned my attention back to Jenny. One thing was for certain, she was definitely enjoying herself. 
 
    She had always liked to suck a cock, but tonight, there was an eagerness to her that soon had my heart hammering inside my chest. God! The way she attacked their hard dicks! It was breathtaking. Was this really my sweet, innocent wife?  
 
    She licked and sucked her way around and around the circle in a never-ending cycle of fellatio, savoring each cock as though it were a delicious ice cream cone. The appreciative moans of the four men were proof of her skill. 
 
    “Have you ever seen her like this?” Monique asked me. “It is beautiful, is it not? The way she manages to keep four men hard. And just look how badly they want her. Your wife is a born slut, Monsieur. A born slut.” 
 
    I said nothing. There was nothing to say. Never in my life had I seen anything like this, and Monique was clearly right. Jenny was a slut. And God, what a slut she was! 
 
    It was a scene I could’ve watched forever: four fit, muscular, naked men standing in a circle around my fully clothed wife offering her their hard cocks. It was so decadent, so nasty, so insanely beautiful! The fact that she still had her clothes on somehow made the whole thing seem so much naughtier.  
 
    But the guys wanted more. “Get her on her feet,” Scott said. “Let’s get this bitch naked!” There was a confused rumble of agreement, then Mitch and Tommy both seized Jenny and pulled her upright. 
 
    I was a little taken aback by their rough treatment of my wife, but if it bothered her, she hid it well. When her eyes briefly flashed up to meet mine, they were glazed with lust. Despite my uneasiness, I felt my dick throbbing with excitement in my pants. 
 
    Jamaal grabbed both her wrists and held them high over her head. “Go ahead, guys,” he grinned. “Let’s see this fine pussy.” 
 
    The three white guys fell over her like wolves on a freshly killed carcass. Six hands tugged and pawed at her, pulling down her skirt, untying her shirt. I watched in awe as Jamaal eased her shirt up over her hands, all the while holding them securely in the air. When they moved away from her, she was left in only her lacy bra and panties, thigh high stockings, and the exquisitely sexy garter belt that held them up. 
 
    For just a moment, everyone stared at Jen’s near-naked body. She was a goddess. The snow-white lingerie she had on contrasted beautifully against her raven hair, just a few shades lighter than the pale white skin of her athletic body.  
 
    It was one of the sets we had bought in Monique’s store a few days ago. It was still hard for me to believe that it was possible to pay $150 for so little fabric. But looking at her now, I knew it had been worth it.  
 
    Jamaal turned my wife in a slow pirouette, giving us all a look at her perfect body. Dressed all in white and trembling under our hungry gazes, she looked like a virgin sacrifice. Whether she was shivering from excitement or nervousness, I couldn’t tell, but I’d be lying if I said it didn’t add to the eroticism of the moment. 
 
    No one said a word. They all just stared, but judging by their hard cocks and the fire burning in their eyes, the guys were more than ready to devour her. 
 
    I glanced at Bryce to see what he thought of all of this and was surprised to see that he was holding Willow in front of him with his hand up her skirt. He was too far away for me to hear the words, but I could see he was whispering in her ear as his hand worked busily between her legs. 
 
    Willow was staring, too, wide-eyed with her head leaned back against her boyfriend’s chest, watching my wife being stripped by her soon-to-be lovers while he fingered her. Her bow-shaped little mouth hung open, her adorable face contorted in pleasure as she ground her hips back at him in a circular motion. 
 
    For a long, unbearable moment, nothing happened. Time itself seemed to stand still. No one spoke; no one moved.  
 
    The sexual tension in the hotel room was so thick you could’ve cut it with a knife. The lovely Willow being fingered on one side, my wife stripped to her underwear and being turned in the center of the room like a lamb on a spit, and me sitting next to Monique on the loveseat with an enormous tent in my pants. It was surreal. 
 
    I jumped like I had been shocked when Bryce’s gravelly voice suddenly broke the silence. “Go help her,” he growled to Willow. “Bra and panties.” 
 
    His voice was low and menacing, forceful and yet strangely sensual. His eyes flashed with an unholy light as though daring her to refuse. I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. 
 
    She nodded obediently and, chewing her lip, stepped forward without a word, heading toward the center of the room, where Jamaal had possession of my wife. 
 
    “She is a submissive, little Willow,” Monique’s voice explained beside me. “It gives her pleasure, being made to serve. But she can also be aggressive, when the situation dictates.”  
 
    It was strange, the way she had naturally assumed the role of narrator for the night. Even more odd was my tacit acceptance of it. But truth be told, it added to my enjoyment of the evening. Monique had experience. She knew these people, knew this scene. And she had a unique insight into what was going on. It might’ve been an odd dynamic, but I was more than happy to listen. As an added bonus, it kept me from having to talk. 
 
    I watched, holding my breath, as the wispy little figure trod daintily into the circle of naked men. It was almost comical, to see how they moved away, making room for her.  My pulse quickened as she stretched a tiny hand out to stroke the back of Jenny’s neck. 
 
    Jamaal released my wife’s hands and took a step back, turning her over to the young seductress. She gave a silent nod to the muscular black man, then went to work on Jennifer. 
 
    She started by walking in a slow circle around her, sizing her up from all angles like a shark eyeing its next meal. Jenny stood stock still before her audience, trembling in eager anticipation. As she was passing behind her, Willow suddenly took a quick step forward and planted a kiss on my wife’s shoulder blade while she ran her fingertips up the sides of both arms, barely touching her skin. 
 
    The effect on Jenny was dramatic. Her green eyes shot wide open, her eyebrows climbing up her forehead, and she sucked in a deep breath that I could hear clear across the room. With her mouth drawn into a small O, her chest heaved, her breath coming in rapid pants. 
 
    Then, just as suddenly, Willow moved away from her, circling around in front now, where she dragged the purple fingernails of her right hand across the elastic waistband of Jenny’s snow-white panties. Only briefly, just a touch, just enough to ratchet up the anticipation, and then she was gone again, moving behind her once more. 
 
    This time, when she moved in behind Jennifer, her nimble fingers found the clasp to her bra. Willow lifted up onto her tiptoes to nibble up along the side of her neck while she unfastened the bra. 
 
    Jenny made an excited little sound, midway between a plaintiff cry and a groan when the girl’s searching lips found her earlobe. “Ooooh,” she shuddered. 
 
    With her victim distracted, Willow quickly slipped the shoulder straps free of Jenny’s shoulders and whisked it away, dropping it onto the floor behind her. 
 
    When the cool air of the room hit her naked little titties, my wife’s first reaction was to cover herself. But Willow was ready for this and, in the blink of an eye, she had looped both of her arms through my wife’s at the elbows. Putting her knee in the middle of Jenny’s back, she pulled backwards.  
 
    “Aaagh! Fuck!” Jen cried out, shocked at the girl’s sudden, unexpected aggression. 
 
    The pressure the younger woman applied forced my wife to arch her back. With her head thrown back onto little Willow’s shoulder, her quivering breasts were thrust out at us. Jen struggled, but her diminutive opponent was much stronger than she looked. It was no use. There was no escaping her humiliation.  
 
    Blushing with shame, she submitted. When she ceased her struggles, Willow bit her lip with glee and held her like that, on display, letting the guys have a good long look at Jennifer’s smallish tits. And God, what a display it was! Her nipples were as hard as bullets, her chest heaving with excitement. And the beautiful, purple-haired nymph who held her pinned so masterfully added more than a hint of Sapphic eroticism. 
 
    A chorus of male voices immediately signaled their approval. 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” hooted Mitch. 
 
    “Awesome!” answered Tommy. 
 
    Scott clapped his hands and shook his head in amazement, “Oh my God! That’s so fucking sexy!” 
 
    “Did I not tell you?” Monique said to me, patting my thigh. “A little freak!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, involuntarily touching my throbbing bulge. “You were right.” 
 
    When Willow finally released her, Jenny lurched forward to regain her balance. When she did so, the younger girl hooked both thumbs into the waistband of her white panties and knelt, jerking them to her ankles in one lightning-fast movement. Almost before Jenny had realized what had happened, Willow was in front of her again, holding her hands as she stepped out of the panties. 
 
    “Leave the stockings,” Bryce ordered. 
 
    Willow looked at him and nodded. Then she turned back to Jenny with a smile.  
 
    Stepping close, she brought her hands to my wife’s breasts and rolled the hard little nipples playfully between her fingers, enjoying the way Jen moaned in response. Coming to her tiptoes again, she kissed her on the mouth while her right hand traced its way down over Jenny’s belly to her freshly shaven mound. I heard my wife sigh as Willow ran a slender finger through the swollen folds of her sopping pussy. 
 
    My dick was so hard I could have hammered nails with it. I couldn’t believe the show I was seeing. Just when I was going to cum in my pants, Willow disengaged. 
 
    “Have fun!” she chirped. “I’m sure we’ll see each other later.” And with that, she brought her finger to her mouth and tasted Jenny’s juices, maintaining eye contact with her the whole time. Then she turned and, without another word, walked back to Bryce, leaving Jenny to stand in the middle of the room wearing nothing but a garter belt and a pair of stockings. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Jenny didn’t stand there idle for long. Willow had scarcely reached Bryce’s side before the guys moved back in. 
 
    Mitch and Tommy pounced on her from either side, scooping her up and carrying her to the bed. Scotty beat them there, climbing expectantly onto the bedspread and stroking his hard cock in anticipation. The two guys tossed her onto the bed, and she immediately engulfed Scott’s dick. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” he moaned, winding his fingers in my wife’s hair. “Shit, I’ve missed you!” 
 
    Monique elbowed me in the ribs. “Now you will see something, Monsieur Voyeur,” she said. “Now they will fuck your wife. But first, you must excuse me for a moment.” 
 
    Monique got to her feet and shuffled past the coffee table. I watched as she strutted purposefully across the room, wondering where she was going. She reached the spot where Willow had stripped off my wife’s lingerie and knelt to retrieve it, and suddenly I understood: she was rescuing Jenny’s underwear! 
 
    “Men!” she spat when she returned. “They have no respect for nice things!” 
 
    She took her seat next to me once more, and I watched as she folded the bra and panty set daintily, then placed it on the corner of the coffee table in front of us. “There we go,” she announced. “Just like new. Now… Where were we? Ah, yes. These gentlemen were just about to fuck your wife for you.” 
 
    Her words made me blush in spite of myself. Monique had a way of pushing my comfort zone, of phrasing things in a way that just skirted the edge of humiliation. Watching another man fuck your wife has a way of bringing up all sorts of insecurities in you. Having an experienced cuckoldress there, who knew exactly which screws to turn and when, took the whole thing to another level. 
 
    On the bed, Tommy moved in behind Jenny. When he pulled her up onto all fours, I noticed that her mouth never lost contact with Scott’s penis. She did, however, stop sucking for just a second when Tommy pushed inside her. 
 
    After everything that had happened, she was too wet for there to be much resistance. As a result, Tommy slid in up to his balls on the first stroke. “Oh fuck, yeah!” he said. “God! That’s so fucking good!” His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her round little ass, and he began to work his cock in and out of her sopping wet pussy. 
 
    With every stroke, he pushed her mouth down onto Scott’s dick. After a few seconds, the two developed a rhythm of sorts and began to fuck her from both ends. As her excitement grew, they fucked her harder, and Jenny went with the flow, sucking Scott for all she was worth while Tommy pounded her from behind. 
 
    Mitch and Jamaal both stood at the end of the bed, watching this live sex show while they stroked their cocks and waited for their turns. At the rate their friends were going, I had a feeling it wouldn’t be long until they would be needed. 
 
    I glanced at Bryce to see that he was once again fingering Willow. This time, he had her skirt pulled up high enough that I could see she was wearing no panties. Like Jenny, she was shaved bare, so it was easy for me to see Bryce’s finger plunging in and out of her wetness while they watched my wife being fucked. Even from a distance, I could see that the hood of her clitoris was pierced, a tiny barbell running vertically through it, purple to match her hair.  
 
    The sound of my wife squealing through an orgasm brought my attention back to the bed. She clutched Scott’s cock to the side of her cheek, grimacing as the waves of pleasure rocked her body. Tommy never let up, plowing her through her climax. 
 
    “Oh yes!” Monique squealed excitedly. “There it is! Orgasm number one! Just look at them go. And your wife… oh, she loves it, being their slut. That excites you, does it not? Does it make you hard? Watching them use her? Watching her give them what should be yours?” 
 
    With my eyes glued to my wife and Monique’s taunting words ringing in my ears, I felt her hand on my thigh, creeping upward toward the bulge in my pants. When her fingers touched my belt buckle, I caught her wrist and shook my head.  
 
    “No,” I whispered. “I… I can’t. Jenny… Jenny wouldn’t like it.”  
 
    Fuck! It took so much self-control for me to stop her. I don’t think I had ever been hornier in my life. 
 
    “It is okay, Monsieur. Your wife and I had a little talk. It is allowed. Just my hand. No more.” 
 
    I looked at her, my mouth open. “What?” I said stupidly. Her words made no sense to me. A little talk? Her hand? What did that mean? 
 
    “Your wife. She asked me to take care of you tonight.” 
 
    “Take care of me? What does that mean?” 
 
    Monique giggled and cupped my face with her hand. “Oh Ken! You really are an innocent, aren’t you? How can I explain? It is… well, like a game of sorts. Tonight, she is theirs.” She gestured toward my wife on the bed. “Do you understand?” 
 
    Theirs? I didn’t really understand what she was talking about. Of course, she was theirs. They were all going to fuck her. We’d known when we came here that this was going to be a gangbang. Hell, that was the whole reason for coming. What did any of that have to do with me and Monique? Or her hand? 
 
    She could see the confusion on my face and shook her head. “No. No. I see that you do not. Hmm. How can I explain?” She tapped her chin with her index finger while we watched the action on the bed. “We have established that you like to watch her, have we not?” 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed. “That’s true.” 
 
    “Yes. It is very exciting for you to watch her like this. You are a voyeur,” she gestured toward the two men spit roasting my wife. “And she, too, likes to be watched. She is an exhibitionist, no?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Bon. Part of this, this watching and being watched… part of what makes this so exciting is the lack of physical contact. Or, perhaps more precisely, the anticipation of contact. Just like now,” she nodded toward Jenny. “You’re enjoying watching her like this, no?”  
 
    When I turned my eyes to the bed again, I was surprised to find that they had switched positions, and she was now riding Scott’s cock while Mitch fed her his (Where was Tommy? Had he already cum? Had I missed it?). There were too many things going on for me to take them all in. 
 
    “Yes! Very much,” I said. 
 
    I watched, fascinated by the action on the bed. My wife’s hard little ass jiggled rhythmically with each movement of her hips as she rode her latest lover. Once, when she rose up particularly high, I saw that Scott’s shaft was coated with a frothy, whitish fluid. So, Tommy had cum inside her. And judging by his frantic pace, Scott was about to do the same. 
 
    “And, watching them, a part of you longs to be with her as they are, to be inside her, to feel her warmth, to give her your manhood. But you must wait. And the fact that you must wait, makes this feeling more intense.” 
 
    I had never given it much thought, but there was a great deal of truth to her words. I dearly loved to watch Jenny being fucked. It turned me on like nothing ever had before. And the fact that I was ‘forced’ to wait my turn definitely served to build my arousal. But I still didn’t understand where this was all going. 
 
     “Tonight, we will play a little game. This anticipation, this desire for your wife… we will draw it out. We will make it last longer, build it from a smoldering ember into a raging inferno. By the time we are finished, you will want her like you have never wanted her in your life.” 
 
    “Okay. That sounds fun. But just how will we do that?” I said absently. 
 
    “Jenny told me about what happened, last time. How you could not find this room, how you had to go back to your own hotel.” 
 
    Shit! Now Monique had my full attention. I turned to stare at her, mouth hanging wide open. Just how much had my wife told her? 
 
    “And she told me how excited you were, how you… were forced to help yourself in her absence. So much that when she finally returned, when you were finally able to have her for yourself, you were no longer able.” 
 
    My cheeks burned. It was worse than I had feared. She knew everything! I couldn’t believe Jenny would tell Monique all this. 
 
    “Do not be embarrassed, Ken. Your wife was very flattered by your excitement, by the fact that you couldn’t wait. Four times? She told me you pleasured yourself four times while she was with them. She liked that. And she also…” she paused, studying my face, and I found myself holding my breath, waiting for the other shoe to drop, “liked the fact that you were not able to have her that night.” 
 
    There it was. A sense of foreboding descended on me. I remembered well the cruel little glint in Jenny’s eyes when she realized that I had jerked off so much that I wouldn’t be able to get it up that night. I wasn’t at all sure I liked where this was going. But why was my heart beating like a snare drum? And why did each word seem to make my dick grow harder and harder? 
 
    Monique went on, “And it was exciting for you, too, was it not? Your wife had been with another man, other men, and you were unable to ‘reclaim’ her. You were frustrated, were you not? What a maddening thing for a man to have to endure! But it made you want her even more, no? And sex with her the next day… was it not more intense than ever?” 
 
    There was no denying that. It was like a fire burning within me, this need to be inside her. Once I had recovered, I fucked her like a madman. And when we were finished, I had fucked her again. Jenny had been elated, over the moon. 
 
     “Tonight, she will be theirs, instead of yours. Tomorrow, she will be yours again, but tonight they will have her, and you will not. That is what she wants. That is why I am here.” She gave me a moment to digest what she was saying. 
 
    Holy fuck! Jenny wanted me on the sidelines tonight?! She wanted to fuck these four guys, five I guess if you counted Bryce, though I still wasn’t sure just what the plan was with regard to him. She was going to fuck all these guys and not me? 
 
    I felt a searing stab of jealousy tear through my gut. The room seemed to spin around me. But then I noticed something; in spite of the tumultuous emotions that ran through my mind, my cock was like an iron crowbar in my pants. Fuck! I had just been informed that my wife was off limits to me for the evening, now I had the biggest boner of my life! What the fuck was wrong with me?! 
 
    “It is naughty, is it not? Letting your wife fuck other men? So naughty! And it is even naughtier that you like to watch. But this… giving her to them so completely… ooh la la!” 
 
    Ooh la la! That was one way of putting it! I certainly couldn’t argue with her logic when it came to the naughtiness factor. This was the craziest, most fucked up thing I had ever heard of! And even though a little voice inside my head was frantically screaming for me to resist, my dick was literally throbbing with excitement in my pants. It was almost painful. 
 
    “You will see, Monsieur Voyeur. This thing that seems so strange, so frightening to you now… It will take you both to new heights of pleasure. You must not think that she does not love you. It is quite the opposite. She loves you very much. And I know that you love her.” 
 
    “Yes,” I croaked. “I do love her.”  
 
    My eyes went automatically to where my sweet Jenny was bouncing on Scott’s penis. Jamaal and Mitch stood on opposite sides of the bed facing her, watching her while they stroked their cocks, eagerly awaiting their turn between her legs. Jenny’s hands were on her breasts, her fingers pinching her own nipples. I’d seen her do this a million times while we were making love. It was a sure sign that she was getting close. 
 
    “Of course, you do. And so, mon ami, tonight you will give your wife this gift. You will give her completely to these men, for them to use for their pleasure and for hers. And I will help you. Trust me. This is a thing my husband and I have done many times. And when we finally make love afterwards… This will be a very special night for you both.” 
 
    “You talked to her… about this? This is really what Jenny wants?” 
 
    “Yes, Ken. This is what she wants. But it is up to you. It is your decision. Will you give her this? Will you allow her to be theirs tonight?” 
 
    I turned the question over in my mind, grappling with the conflicting emotions that made it hard for me to breathe, let alone think. The rational part of my brain wanted no part of this. It wasn’t normal. It wasn’t something normal people did. 
 
    But a darker, more carnal part was aroused beyond belief by the sheer outlandishness of what Monique was suggesting. I looked at her, half expecting some assistance, some bit of wisdom, something to help me decide, but her face was impassive, waiting. This was my decision to make, not hers. 
 
    I swallowed hard and gave a nod of resignation, and my fingers released their hold on her wrist. Monique smiled a triumphant smile.  
 
    “You will see,” she whispered. “This will make the experience more erotic for you both.” 
 
    A second later, I felt her fumbling with my belt buckle. My addled brain was still in a fog. Nothing seemed real. It was like that time I had the flu and was practically delirious for three days. Was I dreaming this? Or was this all really happening? And why the fuck was I so turned on by it all? 
 
    Tommy walked past us on his way to the bathroom and gave me a triumphant thumbs-up sign. “Your wife is amazing, man!” he grinned from ear to ear. “Best fucking pussy ever!” 
 
    What do you say to that? I mean, seriously. “Th… thanks,” I muttered, forcing a smile. 
 
    When he was gone, I looked at my wife again. I was just in time to see Scott tense and shoot his seed up into her willing body. God! That was two, wasn’t it? Two loads of semen inside my wife, and tonight I wouldn’t be getting the chance to add mine to the mix. 
 
    The feeling of his hard cock pulsing and squirting inside her triggered Jenny’s own orgasm, and I watched in spellbound fascination as she threw her head back and clenched her eyes tightly shut. She froze, every muscle in her body so taut that it vibrated, a beautiful statue, letting the pleasure surge up through her. 
 
    “Oooooh!” she moaned loudly. Her voice quavered, drowning out the jazz music coming from the television. “Oh God! Oh God! Yesss! Mmmm. Fuck, yes!” 
 
    I felt the cool air of the room on my manhood when Monique tugged my underwear down, then the warmth of her hand closing around my surging member. She pumped me once, twice, and a delicious tingle ran through my groin, but I didn’t look at her. My trembling, orgasming wife held all of my attention. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    When her orgasm subsided, Jenny went limp, sliding off of Scott onto the mussed sheets with a happy smile on her beautiful face. As a destroyed Scott rolled to the side and staggered to his feet, Mitch and Jamaal both scrambled to take his place. 
 
    “Back off, Mutha Fucka!” Jamaal growled, rounding on Mitch with a menacing scowl. “It’s my turn now!” 
 
     “Oho!” Monique giggled. “Do you see? Do you see how much they want your wife?” She gave my hard cock a couple of lazy pumps. 
 
    Poor Mitch backed away from the bed with a shocked look on his face, holding his palms up. “Sorry dude! Jeez!” 
 
    Jamaal shook his head. “Nah, man. I’m the one who’s sorry,” he said. “Look. I didn’t mean to snap at you. It’s just…” He shuffled forward on the bed and rubbed the head of his cock against Jenny’s swollen pussy. “It’s just this fine pussy here,” he continued as he pushed inside. “There’s just something about this woman that drives me crazy!” 
 
    Jamaal was bigger than either of her two previous lovers. Maybe not by a lot, but enough to make a difference. And that difference was immediately visible. Jenny’s mouth and eyes flew wide open as his thick cock stretched her. “Oooh!” she moaned. 
 
    “Oh yeah! That’s what you been needin’, aint it?” Jamaal demanded. “You sure do like that black cock, don’t you, slut?”  
 
    Her stocking-clad legs rose along Jamaal’s ribs, caressing his sides as he fucked her and opening her snatch to his turgid member. “Oh God, yes! Yes! I love it! Give it to me. Just like that. Yes. Fuck me, Jamaal. Fuck me hard!” Her words tumbled out as an excited squeal. 
 
    I was starting to understand her better. The past couple of weeks had provided me with some startling insight into my own wife. Jenny liked being a slut. More than that, she liked being treated like a slut, and that was exactly what these guys were giving her. 
 
    Scott got himself a beer out of the refrigerator, then slumped into one of the chairs next to us, to watch the action. 
 
    The combination of the guys fighting over my wife’s pussy and Monique’s talented hand in my lap had me leaking pre-cum like a broken faucet. But my slouched position on the loveseat was killing my lower back, and my open pants gathered in folds around my throbbing cock were starting to chafe. Finally, I’d had enough. 
 
    “Fuck it,” I muttered under my breath. “I need to take these off.” Hell, pretty much everyone else was naked at this point. Why was I being shy? 
 
    I stood up and slipped out of my shoes, then began to pull my pants down. When she realized what I was doing, Monique was eager to help. She slid to her knees and tugged off my jeans and my underwear. 
 
    Looking down at her, kneeling between my legs with my cock practically in her face, it didn’t require too much imagination to picture her taking me in her mouth. God! Those sensual lips of hers… I closed my eyes. But that wasn’t going to happen. That wasn’t what tonight was about.  
 
    I took a step back and began to unbutton my shirt. Monique got nimbly to her feet and as soon as my shirt hit the floor, her hand found my erection again. 
 
    When I looked back at the couple fucking on the bed, I noticed that Jenny was watching me from beneath Jamaal with a wicked smile on her face. Her green eyes danced with excitement as she watched me being masturbated by her new friend. She gave me an almost imperceptible nod, then turned her face away from me and kissed Jamaal full on the lips. 
 
    I sat down again, and Monique sat beside me. Her hand resumed its up-and-down motion in my lap as we watched Jamaal begin to fuck my wife in earnest. It didn’t take much of her expert stroking to have me hovering on the brink of cumming.  
 
    In an effort to delay the inevitable, if even for just a little bit, I tore my eyes away from Jenny, but when they came to rest on Bryce and Willow, it made matters infinitely worse. 
 
    Mitch might’ve drawn the short straw when it came to Jenny, but he was getting one hell of a consolation prize. I was shocked to discover that Little Willow was on her knees in front of him, avidly sucking his cock. 
 
    While my attention had been trained on my wife, Bryce had stripped his girlfriend of all of her clothing. And if I thought she looked desirable before, the sight of her petite, naked body took my breath away.  
 
    “She is exquisite, is she not?” Monique asked. Her breath was hot against my neck, her hand still stroking me relentlessly. 
 
    “Y… yes,” I whispered. “So cute!” 
 
    Kneeling in front of Mitch, with his broad, manly shoulders and bulging biceps, Willow looked even smaller than she had before. I was pretty sure the big man’s fingertips would easily meet if he held her around her waist.  
 
    Her breasts, while not huge, were surprisingly large for someone so tiny. They were at least a B-cup, possibly C, and had the complete lack of sag one would expect from a 19-year-old girl. They bobbed and jiggled delightfully as she sucked on Mitch’s cock.  
 
    Her nipples stuck out from her perfect breasts like two pencil erasers. They were pierced. Of course, they were. With little purple barbells that matched the one over her clit. 
 
    Bryce leaned against the wall with his arms crossed over his chest, watching his pixie of a girlfriend suck another man’s cock like it was the most normal thing in the whole wide world. “That’s it, baby,” he said encouragingly. “Keep him nice and hard. But don’t let him cum. Save it for her.” He nodded to the bed where Jamaal was busily plowing my wife. 
 
    I followed his gaze back to them, and immediately felt my balls tighten. Jamaal had rolled her onto her stomach, and was now pounding her from behind like a steam engine. With each forward thrust, it looked like he was going to press her through the mattress. 
 
    Jenny’s hands clawed at the sheets. She bit the pillow to keep from screaming. She tilted her pelvis up at him, welcoming his thrusts, inviting him deeper. And Jamaal was all too willing. 
 
    “Oh yeah! Take it! Take it, you naughty slut!” he said.  
 
    He picked up the pace and began to slam his hips into hers, time and again, using the whole length of his penis. He would pull out until only the tip remained inside her, then ram it home again with a force that drove the breath from her lungs. The noise of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room. 
 
    “Aw, shit!” he growled through clenched teeth. “I’m gonna cum!” 
 
    His announcement seemed to flip a switch inside my wife. Jenny went wild, pushing her hips up at him and squealing into the pillow. 
 
    Monique’s hot breath tickled my ear again, “Here it comes, Monsieur Cuckold. Jamaal is going to fill your wife.” Her hand on my cock matched the speed of Jamaal’s thrusts. 
 
    Looking back, I can’t say for certain that it was the Frenchwoman’s words that marked the point of no return for me. Maybe it was the sight of Jamaal’s enormous black cock disappearing inside my wife’s lily-white pussy, or perhaps the erotic tension of the entire evening had at long last simply become too much. Whatever the reason, at that moment, I felt my cock give a jerk and my balls clench up tight, and I knew there was no way I could stop it. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” I grunted. My eyes were clamped shut, every fiber of my being straining to hold back the flood that was welling up inside me. I was soooo fucking close! 
 
    Monique had been at this long enough to know when a man was going to cum, and her hand now flew over my shaft. Suddenly, the sensation changed, and I glanced down to see that she had wrapped Jenny’s panties over the end of my cock. I felt a white-hot shiver of eroticism crawl up my spine. 
 
    “Do it, Ken,” she hissed in my ear. “Cum in her panties while another man cums inside her!” 
 
    “Oh God! Aaah! Here it is! Take that nut!” said Jamaal.  
 
    Even though my eyes were closed, I could picture his dark, muscular body jerking rhythmically as he gave my wife his seed. The third man of the evening to do so. 
 
     “Aaargh!” I cried. “Ooooh fuuuck!” 
 
    My cock leapt in her hand, spitting an enormous wad of semen into the white lace of the expensive panties. At the same moment, my ears caught the telltale sound of my wife squealing as her own orgasm overtook her. My dick jerked again, so powerfully that it hurt, and another thick rope of semen jetted from the sensitive head. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Nothingness. I was floating, eyes closed, lost in a sea of inky blackness. A void. No sights, no sounds. There was nothing, save a delicious warmth that seemed to engulf my entire body. 
 
    Then, suddenly, it was over. I took a deep breath, and with a loud whoosh, the world came rushing back to greet me. A confusing cacophony of tangled voices assaulted my ears, and my eyes fluttered open to see Monique’s pretty face smiling back at me. 
 
    “Oh!” She said. “That was a big one, no?” 
 
    Her eyes rolled down toward my lap, and I followed her gaze to the soiled pair of panties still wrapped around my cock. Had I done all that? Fuck! It looked like someone had spilled half a jar of mayonnaise! 
 
    “You must have been very excited! So much cum! And it is no wonder! It was a beautiful show, was it not? Watching Jamaal fuck your wife?” 
 
    At the mention of Jenny, my eyes shot toward the bed, where she lay next to Jamaal in the tangled sheets, both of them panting like winded sprinters in the aftermath of their fornication. She had an arm thrown across her eyes, shielding them from the brilliance of the overhead light. I watched her little breasts jiggle with each trembling breath and saw a tiny trickle of sweat make its way slowly down her arm. 
 
    “Water!” she croaked, her voice hoarse and raspy. She cleared her throat, then repeated, “Water. Please.” 
 
    Monique jerked her head toward the sink in the bathroom and unwrapped my wife’s panties from around my penis. “Go, Ken. See to your wife,” she said. 
 
    There was a stack of clear, plastic cups next to the sink. Taking one, I filled it with water. A sweaty Jamaal squeezed past me on his way into the bathroom, giving me a silent grin, and I returned his smile with a nod before hurrying to the bed, where Jenny lay alone. 
 
    “Here you go,” I said softly. 
 
    Her arm came down and she blinked at me for just a moment, then smiled. “Thank you,” she said. She took the cup from me with a shaky hand and put it to her lips. 
 
    I stood there at the edge of the bed, waiting patiently while she drank, and let my eyes roam down her trembling body. Her nipples were still hard with arousal, and the pale skin of her flat little tummy glistened with a thin sheen of sweat and it rose and fell in time with her breathing.  
 
    Further down, her beautiful, bare pussy was puffy and swollen, slick with a combination of sperm and her own juices. Just like the first time I had shared her with Scott and Jamaal, the sight of her freshly fucked body stirred me deeply, and I felt my manhood begin to rise again.  
 
    “Thanks,” she said, handing me back the empty cup. “I really needed that.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    I glanced at the others, but they were busy talking amongst themselves. They were giving us a moment. 
 
    “Did you enjoy that?” she asked quietly. “Having a good time?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes. It was awesome.” 
 
    She raised her head and glanced down at my growing erection, then up at my face. “Apparently!” she smirked, running the tip of her index finger playfully along the underside of my cock. “But, what do you mean ‘was’? It’s not over yet! Not by a long shot!” 
 
    I chuckled, “God, you’re a slut!” 
 
    She stuck her tongue out. Then, she turned serious and a little frown puckered her forehead. “You’re okay with this? With Monique? With Bryce?” 
 
    “Which part?” I smiled. “The fact that you’re planning on fucking a kid I didn’t know existed until an hour ago, or the fact that you’ve instructed your new BFF to jerk off your husband so that he won’t be able to fuck you?” 
 
    “God! It sounds so horrible when you put it like that. Are you mad? I mean, we don’t have to…” 
 
    “No,” I interrupted her. I bent low over her, my face just a few inches away from hers, and stroked a stray strand of hair away from her cheek. “I’m not mad. It’s pretty fucked up, but honestly, it’s pretty exciting too!” 
 
    “Good. That was my intention.” 
 
    I lowered my face to hers and kissed her. She closed her eyes as our lips met, and I felt her tongue dart into mine. Her lips tasted different, musky and naughty. I could smell them on her, their aftershave, their sweat. 
 
    With her lips still locked on mine, I felt her slender fingers reach out and caress the underside of my scrotum. Goosebumps popped up all along my thighs. The bed creaked and moved, and I smiled to myself. Mitch. He was finally going to get his turn. 
 
    Jenny moaned softly into my mouth while we continued our kiss. Her eyelids fluttered rapidly, and her fingertips stroked my balls lovingly. “Mmm!” she moaned. I couldn’t see what Mitch was up to, but apparently it was something she liked. 
 
    The bed began to rock, Jenny’s lips bouncing rhythmically against mine while he fucked her. It was so hot, making out with my wife while another man was inside her. 
 
    His long wait and the visual stimulation of watching his friends, not to mention the exquisite blowjob he had just received at the hands of Willow, had Mitch on edge from the beginning. So, I wasn’t surprised that he only lasted a few minutes before announcing the fact that he was about to cum. 
 
    After Jamaal, Jenny wasn’t ready to cum again. Not quite yet. But that didn’t mean the thought of Mitch emptying his balls into her didn’t excite her. When he began to groan softly, I felt a shiver run through her, felt her breathing quicken, and when she broke our kiss, she took my face in her hands. 
 
     “Oh my God!” she grinned, her eyes burning with lust. “Oh, he’s cumming in me! Another man is coming in your wife, baby!” 
 
    Her playful taunt nearly pushed me over the edge. I balled my hands into fists at my sides and gritted my teeth, trying hard not to cum as well.  
 
    “Whew!” she sighed when he was finished. “Pretty hot, huh?” Her hand found my balls again and she ran a teasing fingernail along the underside of them. 
 
    “Yeah. Amazing!” I agreed. 
 
    “Mm hmm,” she murmured. Her eyes closed lazily, savoring the moment. 
 
    I felt the bed move again. Mitch disengaging. Only the movement didn’t stop. In fact, if anything, the bed seemed to be rocking more than before.  
 
    Suddenly, Jenny’s whole body stiffened, and her emerald eyes flew open. Her mouth stretched wide in a look of surprise that bordered on panic. Her fingers tightened convulsively around my nuts, making me wince, while the nails of her other hand bit into my biceps. 
 
    “Ooooh fuuuuck!” She squeaked. She arched her spine, her head tossing back and forth as she twisted into the pillows. “Oh! Oh God! Oh fuck, yes!” 
 
    What the hell was going on now? Was Mitch going to fuck her a second time? I turned my head to glance down her body and was shocked by what I found. It wasn’t Mitch who had elicited my wife’s response. It was Willow! 
 
    I blinked, unable to process what my eyes were seeing. I was imagining things. Yeah, that was it. Still reeling from what was probably the most powerful orgasm of my life, my mind was playing tricks on me. I closed my eyes and counted to 10, but when I opened them once more, there she was. Willow. That naughty, sweet little pixie. With her cute little face buried in my wife’s crotch! 
 
    Jenny’s hands released me, and I watched in awe as they slid down her sides and tangled themselves in the younger girl’s grape-colored hair. I took a step back from the bed and stared, my mouth suddenly dry. My dick, already well on its way to recovering from my recent orgasm, was now an iron rod. 
 
    Like a ghost, Monique suddenly appeared, gliding up from behind and reaching around me to take possession of my cock once more. I felt the warmth of her skin on mine and glanced back over my shoulder at her. Her dress was gone. She had stripped down to her lingerie. And it was magnificent.  
 
    My eyes immediately fell on her large breasts. Her black, lacy bra served more to showcase rather than hide them. They were two heavy, perfectly shaped globes, each the size of a ripe grapefruit. I couldn’t help but stare, momentarily distracted from the scene on the bed. Then, the sound of my wife’s moaning brought my eyes back to her. 
 
    Although she had never really gone into detail, Jenny had told me that she had experimented with other girls during college. And her interaction with Monique when we had visited her shop had left me with the distinct impression that she was far from averse to exploring that side of her personality further. Still, this was so much dirtier than anything I had ever dreamed of seeing. 
 
    The sight of petite little Willow devouring my wife’s used pussy was almost more than my overstimulated brain could bear. She was on all fours between Jenny’s widespread legs, peering up at us sweetly as her tongue explored the mess left by her four lovers. Her cute little ass waggled enticingly as she worked.  
 
    Bryce stood behind her, watching approvingly. “That’s it, baby,” he said. “Get her nice and clean for me.” He stroked her ass, causing her to moan into the pussy she was eating so avidly, then began to peel off his sweater. 
 
    Fuck! Bryce’s words bounced around inside my head like a ricocheting bullet. Willow was cleaning my wife’s pussy so her boyfriend could fuck her?!! In what world did that seem normal? Shit! The thought nearly caused my brain to explode. It was so dirty, so nasty, so wrong… and God was it beautiful. As I watched this lewd spectacle, I felt Monique’s soft hand begin to pump my cock again. 
 
    “I told you,” the older woman whispered in my ear, just loud enough for me to hear. “Freaks!” 
 
    I was past arguing on that point. While I had yet to see Bryce in action, his girlfriend was certifiable. She might have looked cute and innocent, but this girl was a grade A slut. A lot like my wife, I realized. 
 
    The way she slathered Jenny’s snatch with her hot little tongue, you’d have thought she hadn’t been fed for a week. She licked up every drop of cum she could find, then searched for more. Her tongue flickered back and forth across my wife’s swollen lips like a honeybee, moving so fast I could scarcely see it, then speared between the folds and squirmed far up inside, searching for even more of that sweet nectar. 
 
    With her hand slowly pleasuring my throbbing member while we both watched, I began to realize just how talented Monique was. She knew just when to slow down, just when to speed up. It was like a sixth sense. Without ever seeming to try, she was able to successfully hold me on the brink of orgasm, building both my frustration and my excitement. 
 
    I had never seen Jennifer with another woman. Like most men, I had occasionally entertained the idea when I was jerking off. Two naked girls together = hot. It wasn’t rocket science. But I couldn’t honestly say that it had ever been a major fantasy for me. Not really. At least, not the way that watching her with another man had been. Watching Willow pleasure Jenny with her tongue, I wondered if that would change now. 
 
    When I looked down at her flushed face again, Jenny’s green eyes were wide and excited, watching me watch her. She squirmed and bucked beneath Willow’s onslaught, chewing her lip and arching her pelvis up, begging for more. Her breathing was rapid and shallow. Her little nipples as hard as marbles atop her jiggling titties. If Willow kept this up, she was going to cum again. 
 
    As if she could read my thoughts, Jen gave me a wink and said, “Told you it wasn’t over yet!” Then, she smiled and closed her eyes, her hands pulling the girl’s face into her crotch as she arched her head back into the pillows. 
 
    “Aaah! Yes! Oh fuck!” she moaned, sucking in her tummy as the purple-haired siren between her legs brought her to a bone-jarring climax. 
 
    As she writhed on the bed, Bryce stepped forward once more and laid a hand on Willow’s back. “That’s enough,” he said simply. “Get me ready now.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    When Willow began to unbuckle Bryce’s pants, I half expected Monique to lead me back to our places on the loveseat. It somehow seemed fitting to put some distance between us and this strange young man who was about to fuck my wife. To be honest, I found him a little unnerving. Not threatening in any physical sense, not scary, just uncomfortably odd. 
 
    But instead of leading me away, she kept me there by the edge of the bed, so close to the action that I could smell my wife’s arousal. 
 
    When he spoke, Willow had immediately slid off the bed and sunk to her knees before her bare-chested beau. It was with a certain sense of foreboding that I watched her pale little hands undo his belt, then unzip his pants and tug them down his thin legs. 
 
    Monique’s hand on my cock had ceased its motions for the time being, waiting for what was to come. I could practically feel her distraction, hear her breathing quicken as we both caught sight of the impressive bulge in Bryce’s boxer shorts. Surely that isn’t all him, I thought. It must just be an awkward angle. 
 
    The Frenchwoman had told me he was well-endowed, so I thought I was ready for what I was about to see. Hell, Jamaal was big too. But ‘big’ didn’t begin to describe the organ that came tumbling into view when Willow pulled down her boyfriend’s underwear.  
 
    The other guys immediately fell silent when they caught site of Bryce’s penis. Behind me, Monique gave a quiet little gasp. Holy fuck! I flinched, instinctively recoiling from his menacing genitalia before I caught myself. Then, for a long moment, I stared at it in dread fascination, trying to decide if it was the most hideous thing I had ever seen or the most splendid. 
 
    It looked like he had a python attached to his crotch, hanging almost to his knees. It was thick and long, almost as long as the girl’s forearm, with thick veins that crisscrossed its surface like roads on a map. When she took him in her hands, her fingers only wrapped a little more than halfway around its circumference. 
 
    The broad head was pierced; a gold ring passed through the slit in its end, lending an even more outlandish air to his already remarkable member. 
 
    A pair of enormous balls hung low beneath his shaft, plump and round, the size of ripe peaches inside their smoothly shaven sack. A little shiver ran through me as I found myself wondering just how much sperm two such specimens could produce. 
 
    I had been aware of the difference in size when Jamaal had first fucked my wife. Even now, watching them, it had never been far from my mind, but I had never really felt intimidated. With Jamaal and the others, the size difference had been exciting, a kinky little kick that served to underscore the fact that these were new cocks. Bryce’s cock was a different story altogether. 
 
    Even though he wasn’t yet hard, his cock dwarfed mine. It was difficult to imagine that my wife would be able to take such a monster, even harder to imagine that she would be satisfied with mine afterwards. For the first time since this little adventure of ours began, I found myself wondering if I had made a terrible mistake. 
 
    “It is beautiful, is it not?” Monique’s sexy voice whispered in my ear. “So big, so manly. You cannot imagine the pleasure he will bring to her this night. And you… you are a wonderful husband for giving her this gift!” 
 
    I swallowed, trying to convince myself of the truth of her words, and my eyes strayed to Jenny on the bed in front of me. Like the rest of us, she was staring at Bryce’s penis, propped up on her elbows, oblivious to everything else in the room. 
 
    The still-kneeling Willow wasted no time in getting to work on her boyfriend’s cock. Like a pagan slave paying adoration to an idol, she worshipped this massive specimen, showering it with kisses from the gold ring in the end to the thick base. I watched as it responded to her familiar touch, coming rapidly to life. I saw it twitch and swell when she ducked underneath to kiss and suckle his balls. 
 
    Monique’s hand began to slowly glide over my own cock again. “It will not be long now, mon ami,” she assured me. “She will have him hard in a moment, and then… oho! You will see.” 
 
    You will see. It wasn’t the first time she had used that phrase tonight. The question was, just what was I about to see?  
 
    However uneasy the sight of Bryce’s mammoth cock made me, it was clearly too late to back out. I mean, think about it! Here, I had watched four separate guys blow their loads inside my wife and now I was going to scream uncle when the fifth stepped up to the plate? No. However this played out, I was just going to have to grin and bear it. 
 
    Monique’s prediction proved true. It didn’t take long for him to be ready. Under his girlfriend’s expert oral skills, Bryce’s cock quickly swelled. Her little mouth was never idle, flying over his shaft from end to end, nipping and kissing, sucking and teasing him until he stood at attention, vibrating with need.  
 
    When he placed a hand on her shoulder to stop her, the girl pulled back obediently. I watched in silent awe as her tongue paused at the golden ring that transfixed his cockhead flickering across it with unbelievable rapidity, maintaining his excitement as she awaited his next instructions. 
 
    God, what a cock! If it was impressive before, it was truly astounding once it was fully erect. Like the branch of some ancient and gnarled tree, it jutted out in front of him, long, thick, and incredibly hard. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Jenny echoed my sentiment on the bed in front of us. She stared in shock at the huge weapon in front of her, bobbing slightly on Willow’s fluttering tongue with each beat of Bryce’s heart. She shook her head. “There’s no way. There’s just… there’s no way.” 
 
    “Never fear, ma Chérie,” Monique whispered encouragement to her. “You can take him. I am sure of it. I, too, was frightened at first. You can do it.”  
 
    Jenny tore her eyes from him and smiled wanly at us. “I… I don’t know…” 
 
    “Tut tut! You will see. Once he has stretched you a bit, all will be well. It really is the most amazing feeling.” 
 
    I was suddenly struck by the ominous, oppressive silence of the room. Not really silence. After all, the television still poured forth a steady stream of cool jazz music, but the impressive display put on by the two newcomers had killed all conversation. Even now, as my eyes roamed the room, none of the others dared to speak. They stood in silence, nursing their beers. Like me, they were waiting to see what happened next. 
 
    I saw movement from the corner of my eye and glanced over to see Willow now on her feet. She rose to her tiptoes and kissed Bryce on the lips, then turned toward where Jenny waited. She flashed me a shy little smile, then began to lead her boyfriend toward the bed by his outlandish cock. 
 
    “Here we go, Monsieur Cuckold,” Monique hissed excitedly in my ear. “Watch carefully.” 
 
    Her words stung me, and I felt myself blush. I didn’t like being called a cuckold. It wasn’t that it wasn’t true. If anybody fit the description of that word, it was me. Hell, hadn’t I just got done watching my wife fuck four different men? Still, I could’ve done without the constant reminder. And yet, every time she said the word, my traitorous dick gave an excited little hop. 
 
    The naked young couple reached the edge of the bed, Willow still pulling him forward like an obedient puppy, but instead of a leash, she was using his cock. I felt my pulse quicken. It seemed like there wasn’t enough air in the room as I watched spellbound by the sight of Bryce’s ominous penis steadily advancing toward my wife. The closer he got, the smaller and more vulnerable she seemed, and the more excited I became. 
 
    As they both climbed onto the bed and moved between Jenny’s outspread legs, the look on Willow’s face was one of sheer delight. She had been obviously, visibly aroused all evening, from the time she had first removed my wife’s underwear, to the recent tongue bath she had given her, but this was different. This was something else. 
 
    She was positively glowing with excitement, trembling with arousal. Her pale, little cheeks were flushed, her pretty eyes gleaming. This girl was turned on. 
 
    “Watch Monsieur,” Monique whispered, her hand once again stroking me with slow, languid movements. “Watch what she does now. This is her thing. I have told you, the girl does not know the meaning of ‘no’, but this… this is the thing she loves the most. The thing that turns her on like nothing else. She lives to watch her man fuck someone else’s woman. And now, she is going to watch him fuck yours.” 
 
    I made no reply. I couldn’t reply. My mouth was suddenly as dry as the Gobi Desert. 
 
    My wife was trembling on the bed, wide-eyed and waiting. Her face was a mask of concentration, staring at Bryce’s enormous approaching cock. I saw longing there and anticipation, commingled with just a hint of fear. Her slender fingers wound themselves in the tangled bedsheets, her nerves too raw to be still. I saw her flinch when Willow laid a gentle hand on her inner thigh and her eyes close as the girl positioned her boyfriend’s enormous penis at her weeping entrance. 
 
    Without a word to any of us, she bent and swabbed my wife’s pussy with her eager little tongue. Jenny moaned and shuddered at the sudden stimulation. Then, Willow turned her head and gave her boyfriend’s cock the same treatment. Back and forth she alternated, licking them, tasting the soon-to-be lovers, preparing them for what was to come. 
 
    I was only dimly aware of Monique’s hand around my own steely cock as I watched Willow begin to rub Bryce’s meaty cockhead up and down the length of my wife’s slit, licking them both all the while. The gold ring of his cock piercing slid back and forth through her folds, glistening with a combination of Jenny’s juices and Willow’s saliva. That ring held a sort of symbolism all its own. Even more than his size, the piercing made Bryce’s cock unique, so unlike the others, so unlike mine. 
 
    When the purple-haired little pixie raised her face to smile at Monique and me, I realized for the first time that I had been holding my breath. Like my throbbing dick, my lungs were about to burst. I let the air out with a quiet huff, then took a deep breath, feeling the welcome oxygen rush to every screaming cell in my body. 
 
    “Go on,” Bryce said softly. “Put me inside her.” 
 
    Willow nodded obediently, then brought the head of his dick to her face to plant one last, tender kiss on its swollen head, before lowering it to Jennifer’s pussy once more. 
 
    The blood was pounding in my ears as I watched Willow press the head of her boyfriend’s cock down, guiding him into her. I saw the gold ring disappear, then the lips of Jenny’s pussy stretch tight as he began to press forward. 
 
    Jenny’s head snapped forward, her eyes wide in panic. “I… I can’t… It’s… it’s too… big!” she gasped. Her mouth hung open, her teeth bared like an animal. “Too big!” 
 
    Gazing down at her tiny body, I shared my wife’s doubts. She was right. There was no way. No way in hell. He was too big, way too big, for her tight little pussy. It was like watching someone trying to stuff a toaster oven through a mail slot. Wasn’t happening. But then, to my utter shock, it did happen. 
 
    Slowly, ever so slowly, I watched the swollen lips of her pussy distend further, stretching, blossoming around his invading member. An inch slipped inside her, then another. Her pussy lips had all but disappeared, stretched into a thin white line around his fat shaft. She twisted her head to the side, burying her face in the pillows as a constant moan poured from her gaping mouth. 
 
    Willow dipped her head once more to help, and my penis gave a jerk in Monique’s hand as the young nymph began to lash my wife’s clit with her tongue. All the while, Bryce slowly worked more and more of his dick inside her, pulling out, then advancing again, repeating the process. It was slow going. Painstakingly incremental. He gained only a quarter of an inch at a time, but each of those miniscule advances seemed to bump up Jenny’s level of excitement. 
 
    She was going crazy. Losing her mind. Her eyes were rolled back into her skull and her body trembled like a dry leaf in a gale. Her fingers had relinquished their hold on the sheets, and she had now wrapped her hands under her knees, pulling her thighs up and apart, spreading herself for this enormous invader that was threatening to split her apart. 
 
    The sounds now emanating from her throat were like nothing I had ever heard. They were unnerving and a little frightening, but also strangely sexy. Guttural, desperate, midway between a whine and a groan, punctuated by rapid little grunts. Frankly, if I hadn’t known better, I would have sworn that big cock was killing her. 
 
    She came before Bryce had half of his cock inside her. With Willow relentlessly whipping her engorged clitoris with her tongue and Bryce’s freakish member wedging her crotch apart like a log splitter, she screamed in orgasm. When he lunged forward and buried another two inches in her, she shrieked like a banshee. I have never seen her cum so hard. 
 
    Watching her face, I was surprised to feel a jolt of white-hot electricity run suddenly up my spine. It took my breath away. Then, I felt the warmth in my crotch, felt my dick jerk and bob, and I realized that I was cumming as well. In disbelief, I glanced down to where Monique’s hand was rapidly tugging me and saw another spurt of milky white sperm shoot out from the angry, red head of my penis. 
 
    “That’s it, Kenneth,” her French accent murmured in my ear. “Let it all out. Show your wife how happy you are to see her like this.” 
 
    I don’t know if Jenny heard her or not, but when I glanced up again, her green eyes snapped open and locked on mine. Then, my cock spurted once more, and she dropped her eyes to the mess I was creating on the bedsheets next to her. 
 
    “Oh my God!” she gasped. “Kenny! Oh my God! Oh, that’s so hot, baby! Yes! Cum for me! Cum for me while I take another man’s dick!” 
 
    Shit! Now everybody was looking at me. And to make matters worse, she had called me ‘Kenny’. I’d never minded it before. After all, it was a term of endearment. But in the current context, I couldn’t help but feel like a child.  
 
    On the other side of my wife, I saw pretty little Willow chewing her lip as she watched my penis jerk and spit. When I looked at Bryce, his steely eyes returned my gaze, his lips twisted in a semi-sneer as he knelt motionless between my wife’s thighs, his giant cock soaking in her hot pussy.  
 
    Though I didn’t turn to look, I could feel the eyes of the other four on me, burning a hole in my back. I’d never been so embarrassed in all my life, but the strange thing was, the embarrassment only made me cum harder. 
 
    On and on I came while Monique’s talented hand milked me like a cow. Even though I had cum buckets before, the puddle that formed on the sheets in front of my squirting cock was astounding. My orgasm lasted a good 30 seconds before the contractions slowed to a stop. 
 
    In the aftermath, I was unable to hold the gaze of the man who was fucking my wife, so my eyes returned to the point of their junction. He had taken advantage of her orgasm and now had two thirds of his enormous shaft buried inside her. Already, he was reaching places I had never been, but I knew he wasn’t about to stop there. 
 
    Bryce pulled Willow to him, squeezing her sweet little ass and kissing her on the lips. As he made out with his girlfriend, he worked his hips slowly back and forth, fucking my wife with the first two thirds of his cock. Jenny closed her eyes and moaned in response to his thrusts.  
 
    When he pulled away from his girlfriend’s lips, he smiled at her and put his hand behind her head, gently guiding her down to resume licking my wife’s clit. The moans got louder and more insistent. 
 
    I watched as his thrusts got longer and more powerful. He was through messing around, determined to get his entire penis inside my wife. I still had my doubts. That dick of his was enormous. But each time he pulled back, more and more of his shaft was wet with my wife’s juices. 
 
    By this time, Jen’s moaning had become more of a wail, and with each inch that she took, the pitch of her keening cry seemed to rise two notes. I had already cum twice, but to my great surprise, I felt my cock begin to swell again. 
 
    With my penis still in her hand, Monique was the only one who noticed. Everyone else was watching Jenny. And who could blame them? 
 
    She writhed and bucked beneath this new lover, her hands coming up to tease and twist her own nipples, then darting down to her crotch to caress the thick, veiny shaft that was stretching her. Bryce still wasn’t all the way inside her, and she was already building toward another orgasm.  
 
    How the fuck was that possible? She had just orgasmed not two minutes ago, and here she was climbing toward another! In all the years we’ve been together, I’d never seen her cum so close in rapid succession. It always took her 15 minutes or so to get that worked up again. But not this time. Not with Bryce. That huge member of his was doing things to her that mine apparently couldn’t. Whether I liked it or not, Jenny was going to cum. And it was showing all the signs of being one for the record books! 
 
    Willow had abandoned her licking duties. With Bryce now almost fully inside my wife, there was no more room for her head down there. Instead, she rose from the bed and moved behind him, snuggling up to his back to kiss and nibble at his shoulder while he fucked my wife. 
 
    “That’s it, babe! Go on! Give it all to her!” she urged him. 
 
    It took him 10 more strokes to get his entire penis inside Jenny. I know, because I counted. When his crotch finally met hers, he paused with his dick fully inside her, letting her get used to his size. 
 
    But Jenny didn’t want that. That huge cock of his was driving her crazy. She was so close to cumming that she was panting. Stuffed to the point of bursting, she longed for that last little bit of friction that would tip her over the edge. 
 
    “Fuck me! Please!” she begged him. “Make me cum! Please, Bryce, fuck me!” 
 
    With a silent nod of his head, he pulled back until only the huge head of his cock was still inside her. His thick shaft gleamed with her juices in the glare of the overhead light, and the sight brought my cock to full hardness once more. Without pausing, he started back forward, sliding into her until their crotches kissed, then immediately pulling back again. 
 
    “Ooooh! Oh God, oh God, oh God!” Jenny screeched. “Aaaagh! Oh fuck! Aaaaagh!!” Her voice quavered, shrill and out of control, betokening an excitement that bordered on hysteria. 
 
    “Yes!” Willow hissed in her boyfriend’s ear. “Fuck her! Fuck the little slut while he watches!”  
 
    I could hear the excitement in her voice as well, and when her eyes flashed to mine, they seemed to burn like two hot coals beneath her disheveled mass of purple hair. Monique had been right; she did get off on this. 
 
    With two beautiful women egging him on, Bryce increased his speed and began to really fuck Jenny now. With each motion of his hips, I could see his initial gentleness falling away, until in the end, he was slamming his cock home resolutely on each forward stroke. 
 
    “OH FUCK!” Jenny howled, pain and pleasure swirled together in her trembling voice.  
 
    My wife was lost in a world of carnal ecstasy. Beneath her furrowed brow, her eyes were clamped tightly shut against the pleasure that threatened to overwhelm her senses, her back arched so hard that she was only touching the mattress with her ass and her head. Her two little titties were thrust skyward like tiny mountain peaks, their pink little nipples standing at attention, hard as glass. 
 
    Willow pressed her lithe little body against Bryce’s back, rocking her hips forward with his, mirroring each motion, lending her weight to each thrust, helping him fuck my wife. Her eyes were wide and wild, staring with frenzied intensity at the body of her boyfriend’s latest conquest. 
 
    What happened next will remain seared in my memory until the day I die. When Jenny came, it was like a convulsion. Her whole body snapped out straight as a board, and her pelvis rose from the mattress, her pointed toes holding her hips in the air as she passed the point of no return. 
 
    “Oooooh FUUUUCK!” she shrieked, so loud I worried someone would call the cops. And then, she did something she had never done before. My wife of seven years, my sweet, innocent, little Jenny squirted. 
 
    I knew about squirting. I’d seen it in adult movies, but to be honest it was something I never expected to witness firsthand. The fact that it was Jenny nearly made me lose my mind.  
 
    When the first blast of clear fluid sprayed from her crotch, soaking Bryce’s chest, I immediately realized what was going on, but that didn’t make it any more surreal. I felt like I was in a trance as I watched another blast shoot from my wife.  
 
    Behind me, I heard Monique’s breath catch, her hand freeze on my dick. “Mon dieu!” she whispered. 
 
    Willow went wild. “Oh my God!” she cried. “Bryce! Oh my God, Baby! Look what you made her do!” 
 
    Eyes burning, she slipped from his back and darted onto the bed. She pounced on Jenny like a hungry tigress, her purple hair sweeping back and forth across her body as her greedy tongue lapped up every drop. Once my wife had been cleaned to her satisfaction, she turned her attention to Bryce.  
 
    The sight of her slender naked body moving against his, her tiny hands roaming his chest as she licked away all traces of my wife’s juices from his body, did little to erase the sense of the surreal that I felt. When she was done, I expected her to move away, perhaps assume her former position behind Bryce once more. But Willow had other ideas. 
 
    While Bryce resumed his thrusting, she scooted back and plopped her shaved little snatch directly on Jenny’s face. She gave me a playful wink and wiggled her hips, grinding her pussy on my wife’s tongue. I couldn’t hold back the groan that escaped my lips. Yet another thing I had never expected to see. 
 
    By this time, Jenny had lost any inhibitions she might have had. I watched her hands come up and wrap around the younger girl’s slender thighs. Although I couldn’t see her face, I could see her jaw working, and I knew that she had begun to lick. Fuck me! I thought. Here I was, watching my wife eat another girl’s pussy while she was being fucked by the largest cock I’d ever seen. This was going to be a hard vacation to top! 
 
    I wasn’t the only one who found it erotic. There was a chorus of murmurs behind me, and when I turned my head to look, I saw four hard pricks staring back at me. Not that I could blame them, the scene on the bed would have given a skeleton a boner. 
 
    Monique was stroking me at a good clip now, and her breathing told me that the situation was getting to her too. In fact, it suddenly occurred to me that while her right hand was busily stroking my cock, her left was no longer resting on my hip where it had been a few minutes ago. A quick glance solved that mystery: Monique had her left hand inside her panties and was rapidly frigging her clit with her middle finger while we watched these two ‘freaks’ fuck the living daylights out of my wife. 
 
    And, oh man, how they were fucking her! The way Willow was riding her face, I had no idea how my wife was able to get any air at all. And from the other end, Bryce was slamming his cock into her with a ferocity usually reserved for mortal enemies. 
 
    Jenny came again, not like before, not a massive, bone jarring orgasm, but she came. A few minutes later, Willow squeaked like a mouse and came on her face, and I watched Jenny stiffen and realized she was cumming again. I couldn’t believe what they were doing to her, couldn’t believe her reaction. My reserved wife had been transformed into a wanton whore. And I loved it. 
 
    Leaving her garter belt and stockings on had been a stroke of genius. The white scraps of fabric seemed to frame her shaven genitals, drawing my attention to her stretched pussy. Bryce held a slender, stockinged ankle in each hand as he fucked her like a machine. 
 
    It seemed to go on forever, Bryce and Willow fucking my wife, using her body for their pleasure. Jenny’s tight little body was racked by a rolling wave of pleasure. To my eyes, she seemed to be cumming continuously now, shuddering and whining her way through one mini-climax and into another. I wondered how much more of this she could take. For that matter, I was beginning to wonder just how much more I could take. 
 
    That last question was answered for me a few seconds later, when Bryce announced that he was about to cum. I looked at that massive organ of his, plowing its way in and out of my wife’s supple body, looked at his massive balls, slapping against her firm little ass with each stroke. The thought of how much cum they held, of how much cum he was about to deposit inside her, triggered my own orgasm. 
 
    “Oui!” Monique said, still playing with her own pussy while she stroked my cock. “Oh oui! Cum Kenneth. Cum while he fills her!” 
 
    I gritted my teeth to keep from crying out as my cock spasmed in her hand. Once, twice, three times I spurted, my seed spilling onto the sheets once more. And as the tendrils of pleasure wound their way up my spine, I watched in aroused fascination as Bryce released his hold on her ankles. He seized her around the waist and forced his cock up my wife to his balls. Then, he threw his head back with a mighty groan, and began to shoot inside her. 
 
    “Yeah, baby!” Willow squealed in delight. “Cum in her! Fill her up!” 
 
    For the longest time, his fingers clutched Jenny’s body tightly against his own, giving short, rhythmic jabs of his cock as he pulsed and squirted inside her. When he finally stepped back from her, he left a scene of utter devastation in his wake.  
 
    Jenny’s battered pussy gaped open, stretched beyond belief by Bryce’s oversized cock. Almost immediately, a trickle of thick semen began to ooze from her swollen lips onto the sheets. As I watched, the trickle grew into a stream, then a river, pouring out of her to form a massive puddle. 
 
    Bryce hadn’t been the first man to cum inside my wife that night, and judging by the four erections waiting behind me, he wouldn’t be the last, but for sheer volume of semen, he put the others to shame. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    You could’ve knocked me over with a feather when Bryce and Willow both rose from the bed in unison and, without a further word to anyone, began to put on their clothes. Once they were both fully dressed, they said a rushed goodbye and hurried out the door into the night, giggling like schoolchildren. 
 
    In shock, I turned to look at Monique. “What’s going on? Where are they going?” I whispered.  
 
    Her eyebrows shot up her forehead and she shrugged, “I told you, they are…” 
 
    “Freaks,” I finished her sentence for her. 
 
    “Exactement! They are freaks. You have seen it for yourself. Sex freaks. How else can you describe them? And now that Bryce has taken your woman, Willow cannot wait to get him home and fuck his brains out, with your wife’s scent still on him. She will fuck him all night long, reliving every moment of what has happened here tonight. I told you, it is her thing. Nothing turns her on more than watching her boyfriend fuck another man’s woman. And after the show your sexy wife put on,” she nodded toward Jenny’s limp figure on the bed in front of us, “Willow will be insatiable!” 
 
    Taken my woman. The words rankled. Jenny was my wife, God damnit, not some conquest, not some game for a couple of perverts! But when my eyes returned once more to the wreckage of my wife, still panting while she tried to compose herself, all the while leaking Bryce’s cum like a broken faucet, I had to admit that there was some part of me, some dark, perverse part, that also found the idea arousing.  
 
    With her eyes closed and her body covered in a thin sheen of sweat, she looked exhausted. Fucked out, used up. Young Bryce had given her a fucking the likes of which I had never seen. He and that enormous cock of his had taken her to the pinnacle of erotic pleasure, to places I had never taken her and would never be able to take her.  
 
    It worried me, this realization. Another man was better at fucking my wife than I was. But at the same time my cock, already starting to get a little sore from overuse, began to show signs of life once more. 
 
    As my eyes roamed over Jenny’s sweaty, cum-soaked body, I was a little surprised to see Mitch climbing onto the bed between her legs, his erect cock in his hand. He seemed unconcerned with the mess Bryce had made of her, but after what we had all just witnessed, maybe that shouldn’t have surprised me. 
 
    “Come,” Monique said to me. “Let us return to our seats and give them some room. The show is not over, mon ami. There is more to come.”  
 
    She led me back to the love seat by my somewhat revived cock and plopped down, patting the cushions next to her. “Sit,” she smiled sweetly. “Let’s see what that naughty wife of yours does next.” 
 
    My eyes followed her pointing finger to find Mitch now balls deep inside Jenny. It took half a dozen strokes to get a response from her, but eventually her arms came up to find the back of his neck and her stockinged legs rose from the mattress and began to slowly caress the young man’s sides as he fucked her.  
 
    She was enjoying it. She liked what he was doing to her, but it wasn’t the desperate, mind-numbing intensity we had all just witnessed. Everyone in the room could see the difference. And it wasn’t just Mitch. None of these guys could compete with Bryce.  
 
    For the briefest of instants, I was actually glad my wife had decided to exclude me tonight. I was thankful for the fact that I wouldn’t have to take a turn between her thighs, especially with everyone watching. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    For the next two hours, I watched these four young men tag team my wife. It was sexy as hell. They did things with her that I had only seen in porn movies. They fucked her from both ends, one in her mouth, one in her pussy. They DPed her.  
 
    When she jokingly said that she couldn’t feel them after being fucked by Bryce, Mitch and Tommy both put their cocks in her pussy at the same time! I looked for her to protest, but she just grinned as the two cocks sawed in and out of her. After Bryce, there seemed to be plenty of room. 
 
    It was a night of firsts. Well, at least it was for me. From Jenny’s lesbian encounter with the strange and beautiful young Willow to her double penetration. But the ease with which she accepted some of the things they did to her… It left me wondering just how new they really were for her. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that my wife’s sexual exploits before our marriage were still something of a mystery to me.  
 
    It was hot. It was sexy. The whole night was amazing. Those four guys fucked my wife for hours, sometimes in positions I couldn’t even describe. But after Bryce and Willow, it all seemed somehow anticlimactic. Like the star of the show had left the building, and I was stuck watching the side acts. 
 
    Monique continued her narration throughout, and her hand stayed busy on my cock. Between her words and the sights and sounds on the bed in front of us, it seemed like my dick was hard all night. I lost track of how many times I came, but I know it was at least four or five. I had long since stopped trying to hold it back, allowing the beautiful Frenchwoman to jerk me off until I couldn’t get hard anymore. 
 
    Sometime well after midnight, the action began to slacken off, and I knew we were reaching the end. The guys were getting tired, hanging out along the back wall, drinking beer instead of fucking my wife. They weren’t getting hard anymore. Their balls were empty.   
 
    I was exhausted. My dick felt like someone had put it through a meat grinder. And so was poor Jenny, for that matter. God knows how many times she had been fucked over the course of the evening. Time to call it a night. 
 
    She had fucked like a porn star until the very end, but when the others began to get dressed and she had a moment to relax, it was like one of those marathon runners who collapses just behind the finish line and then has to be carried. She lay there motionless in the damp, tangled sheets, her raven hair matted around her face with sweat and semen, utterly wiped out. 
 
    I helped her clean up a little and put her clothes back on her, trying and failing to make her presentable again. Then, we said goodbye to Monique and the boys and I guided her out through the door and down the stairs. In the parking lot, I helped her to the car and closed the door for her. By the time I climbed into the driver’s seat, she was fast asleep beside me. 
 
    There was only one traffic light between us and the Hotel Sandpiper. Naturally, it was red. As I sat there waiting for it to turn, I looked at my wife sitting in the seat next to me. She was a mess, a total wreck. 
 
    A white arrow on a large green sign next to the intersection pointed the way toward the interstate. It was right there. So close I could hear the cars whizzing by in the darkness. All I had to do was turn onto that on-ramp, drive north a bit, then head it west and keep driving. In a couple of hours, we’d be out of Florida. By the time the sun came up, we could be halfway home. 
 
    But all of our stuff was in the hotel room. Our computers, our clothes, all of it. Sure, I could probably arrange to have the hotel box it up and send it to us. I could make up some story, claim that there had been an emergency, a death in the family, a meteor strike, an outbreak of cholera, something. They might not believe whatever excuse I made up, but they would do it. After all, I’d be paying them to do it. 
 
    For a moment there, I was tempted. Tempted to just leave this all behind us, make good our escape and just get the fuck out of here, away from all this insanity. We could forget all of this ever happened and just go back to the way we were.  
 
    We’d be normal again, just good old Ken and Jen. No more midnight orgies, no voyeuristic urges. Jenny would once again be my faithful wife, instead of a cock-hungry size queen. And I would go back to being her affectionate, doting husband. But deep down, I knew that could never be. 
 
    The light turned green and the Mustang glided through the intersection, its massive engine rumbling quietly beneath the hood, protesting this snail’s pace. Up ahead, I saw the sign in front of our hotel drawing ever nearer. 
 
    No, there was no going back. What we had had together was in the past. The events of the past two weeks had changed us, just how and to what extent, I had yet to ascertain. But I knew for certain that things could never be the same. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    After I handed the keys to the valet, I guided Jenny down the narrow little path that led around to the back of the hotel. We’d take the elevator there and hopefully avoid being seen. The way Jenny looked, I definitely had no desire to do the walk of shame through the main lobby of the hotel. 
 
    Jenny stumbled along next to me like a drunk, letting me lead her. Her eyes were barely open. 
 
    We were lucky. We didn’t meet a single soul on our way around the building. I pressed the call button on the elevator and, when it opened, it was empty. Perfect! I watched the numbers above the door slowly advance, and by the time we got to the 4th floor, I was convinced we’d actually manage to get into our room without being seen. Then, with a loud ‘Ding!’ the elevator stopped on the 5th floor and the doors began to slide slowly open. Fuck! 
 
    Jimmy, the hotel’s bellhop stepped through the doors and almost bumped into me. He was looking at something on his smartphone and had his head down. When he realized the elevator wasn’t empty, his eyes shot up in alarm. 
 
    “Oh! Excuse me, um, Mr. and Mrs. Wilson,” he stammered. “I, uh… I didn’t see you there.” 
 
    His eyes darted from me to Jenny, who was slumped in the corner of the elevator, barely staying on her feet. The doors closed behind him and we continued up. 
 
    “No problem,” I smiled. “No problem at all! How are you doing, this fine night?” 
 
    Maybe, if I keep him talking, I thought, he won’t look to closely at her. We only had two more floors to go. 
 
    “I, uh… yeah. Um, great. Great!”  
 
    He never even looked at me. He was staring right at Jenny, slouched in the corner, wearing her slutty little skirt and long stockings. The poor kid could barely form coherent sentences. Damn! So much for distracting him. 
 
    Looking at her closer myself, I could see why he was staring. God! She looked like a total whore in that skimpy outfit. And on top of that, I had done a shitty job getting her cleaned up in the dim light of the hotel room. I had missed several globs of semen that were clinging to her jet-black hair like tiny pearls, highlighted now by the harsh glare of the fluorescent lights of the elevator. 
 
    And then there was the smell. There was nothing subtle or indistinct about it. Neither Jenny nor I had taken time for a shower before leaving The Grand Hotel. As a result, the whole elevator reeked of sex. It was impossible to ignore. 
 
    His eyes met mine, and I knew that he knew. Of course, he did. My wife had given the kid a blowjob in our hotel room not 24 hours ago. He didn’t know that I knew that; I’d been watching from the bedroom. But seeing her like this now… well, it didn’t take a genius to figure out that Jenny and I were into some kinky shit. 
 
    “Listen,” I said quietly. “I hope we can keep this between us.” I nodded toward her. 
 
    “Oh, yes sir! I never saw you. You were never here,” he winked. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said. “I appreciate that.” 
 
    Jenny seemed to suddenly return to the world of the living. She smiled at him and stepped forward to kiss his cheek. “Yeah,” she whispered. “Thanks. I’ll make it up to you!” 
 
    Before the now blushing kid could react, the bell sounded again, and the doors opened on our floor. 
 
    “See you around,” I said with a grin. Then I led my wife out of the elevator and down the carpeted hallway to our suite. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jenny was asleep the minute her head hit the pillow. She didn’t even bother to undress, just kicked off her heels and crawled beneath the comforter still wearing her schoolgirl uniform. 
 
    I got in next to her and closed my weary eyes. Exhaustion weighed heavy on me, but for the longest time, sleep wouldn’t come. My mind raced, too full of images and questions. 
 
    What did it all mean, these urges, these little games of ours? Where were we heading? What would become of our marriage? I didn’t know. I couldn’t know. We were on a speeding train, hurtling through a dark tunnel, and I had no idea what I would see when we emerged into the light once more. 
 
    At long last, sleep overtook me, but in that final moment, as the welcome blanket of darkness closed in around me, a final question reared its head: With a week yet to go, what new adventures would our vacation hold? 
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    Jenny Unleashed, Volume 1 
 
    Ken is a successful professional with a naughty secret. From the day he first met his beautiful wife, Jenny, he has gotten a secret thrill from watching her interact with other men, imagining things going further. Nothing excites him quite as much as the thought of her in the arms of another. Naturally, he has never breathed a word of this to her.  
 
    When the couple decides to take a long-overdue vacation in Florida, neither of them suspect that this will be a trip that changes their lives forever. Far away from family and friends, a series of events leads Jenny to suspect her husband’s hidden desires, culminating in a late-night confession that shakes the very foundations of their domestic world.  
 
    Once the cat is out of the bag, where do they go from there? Should Ken try to convince her to forget everything? Chalk it up to temporary insanity? Or will they dare to take the plunge and explore the forbidden world of hotwifing together? 
 
      
 
    Jenny Unleashed, Volume 2 
 
    Things in Florida are heating up. Ken Wilson’s fantasy of watching his beautiful, raven-haired wife, Jenny, with another man has led them down an unexpected path, one that ended in her being taken by not just one, but two men. And in the cold light of day, he realizes that she seems oddly at ease with everything that has happened. Almost as if this isn’t her first time being shared… 
 
    When he presses her further, he soon finds out that he is not the only one who has been harboring a secret. His wife reluctantly bares her soul and confesses to an adventurous past that she has kept hidden from him all these years. The shocking tale she tells him of her college days takes his breath away and leaves him reeling, trying to reconcile the Jenny he knows with the one she has just described. As crazy as her story is, it only heaps fuel on his already white-hot obsession with exploring her naughty side. 
 
    When Jenny gets a text from her new ‘friends’, requesting a repeat, Ken is eager for her to accept. Will Jenny finally turn loose and show Ken the full extent of her wild side, the one she has carefully kept in check this whole time? Exciting as their first experience was, will Ken be able to handle the reality of his wife’s newfound liberation? And when an unforeseen phone call threatens to derail their plan, what will the couple do? 
 
      
 
    Annie Awakened, Volume 1 
 
    Some fantasies are too hot to remain in the shadows… 
 
    Jim and Annie have been married for 10 years. They have a storybook, white-picket-fence life with a house and two little ones. They also have a secret fantasy that would shock the daylights out of their respectable, suburban neighbors. 
 
    For some time now, they’ve both been obsessed with the idea of Annie seducing another man. It’s a deliciously naughty idea that has resulted in some pretty steamy nights behind the bedroom door. But it’s just a game, something to spice up their love life. It’s not real. Until Annie’s boss begins to flirt with her at work...  
 
    When Jim encourages her to flirt back, the wheels are set in motion. Annie soon realizes that reality can be even more exciting than fantasy. After all, there’s no bigger boost to a married woman’s ego than the desire in a strange man’s eyes. She soon finds herself wondering just what it would be like, if she were to take that final, forbidden step. 
 
    Will Annie be content to keep flirting with her boss, or will she tempt the fates and seize the opportunity to live out their mutual fantasy? Does she dare? And once that line has been crossed, what then? 
 
      
 
    Annie Awakened, Volume 2 
 
    The path of self-discovery is never a straight line… 
 
    When Jim’s wife allows her boss to seduce her on their most recent business trip, Jim isn’t surprised, and he certainly isn’t angry. After all, he has been encouraging her to be more adventurous for some time now. As he listens to all the juicy details of her encounter, he finds himself wishing more than anything that he could have been there to see it. In fact, the more he thinks about it, the more he finds himself warming to the idea of watching his wife’s dalliances firsthand. 
 
    Now that Annie has actually tasted that first delicious bite of forbidden fruit, she realizes that she isn’t quite the woman she thought she was. Beneath her carefully maintained façade of domestic normalcy, there lurks a voracious, carnal beast just waiting to break free and run amok. As her office romance progresses, she begins to recognize an uncomfortable fact about herself: she secretly longs to be dominated by a strong and virile man like her boss. 
 
    As the wayward couple travels deeper into the world of wife sharing, will they be able to chart a course that satisfies both of them? Can Jim come to grips with Annie’s emerging submissive side? And will Annie be comfortable with her husband’s budding voyeurism?  
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 1 
 
    Lizzie and Bill have been together since high school, the perfect couple. But a chance encounter with a charming cowboy at a rodeo dance causes the young lovers to reevaluate their relationship. Before they know it, they find themselves racing down a pathway toward an erotic encounter that will change them forever.  
 
    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 forbidden 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 heart-stopping detail. 
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    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? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, The Complete Series  
 
    Get all three of Erica’s adventures in one collection for the first time! 
 
    When John and Erica discover that their friend Alice has a thing for black men and that her husband Steve actively encourages it, they are shocked, but at the same time fascinated. Unable to resist their curiosity, they press their friends for details. What they hear takes their breath away, leading them to contemplate something they never could have dreamed of: What if Erica were to take a lover? 
 
    Steve and Alice are more than happy to give the young married couple the nudge they need, as well as to guide them on their journey as Erica becomes a hotwife. As fantasies become reality and hidden desires are laid bare, John and Erica hurtle down a pathway of pure eroticism, never knowing where the next turn will take them, with only their love for each other to anchor them as their marriage is put to the ultimate test. 
 
    Will Erica’s extramarital adventures lead her to new heights of pleasure or leave her wishing she had ignored the temptation of the hotwife lifestyle? How will John deal with the changing dynamics of their marriage?  
 
    One things is certain: life will never be the same for this couple! 
 
      
 
    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? 
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