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    Prologue 
 
    It was with an equal mixture of relief and sadness that I turned back onto the main highway and headed north. A glance at the rearview mirror showed the façade of the hotel that had been our home through it all fading rapidly in the distance. But in many ways, we would never be able to leave it behind. It would follow us for the rest of our lives, the fragmented, patchwork memories of what we had done still stark and jagged in both our minds.  
 
    It was strange to think that we had only been in Florida for three weeks. Twenty-one days. A lot had happened in that time. And the two of us had discovered more about ourselves and our particular sexual proclivities than we had ever expected. What had started out as an overdue vacation, a chance to relax and reconnect with my wife, had unexpectedly turned into so much more. 
 
    My wife, my beautiful Jennifer, was an adulteress now. But it’s not what you think. There had been no betrayal, no clandestine assignations, no cheating. Ultimately, it had been my idea, this indiscretion of hers, and I had been there, a willing, if conflicted, witness to it all. 
 
    God, what a difference three short weeks can make, I thought with a smile. Now, we were headed back home, back to real life. But things would never be like they were before. How could they be? I didn’t know what the future held, but Jennifer and I had already drunk from that chalice of forbidden wine, and drunk deep. We were hooked now… addicts. This wouldn’t be the last time my wife took a lover.  
 
    But I’m getting ahead of myself. There’s a story behind all of this, a twisted, not altogether G-rated story, and that’s why you’re here. So, I suppose I should back up and start at the beginning… 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    The fading green sign beside the highway told me that the next exit was the one I was looking for. Putting on my turn signal, I looked over my shoulder to check my blind spot, then eased the freshly waxed, black Mustang into the turning lane. As the car wound around the off-ramp, my nostrils detected the scent of the ocean carried on the summer breeze. 
 
    A broad, paved road took us away from the hectic bustle of the highway, winding its way between the trees and past the moldering remnants of a long-abandoned house, no doubt a grand edifice in its time, but now partially reclaimed by the thick native foliage.  
 
    When we rounded a corner a mile and a half from the highway, the town itself came into view, and I caught just the briefest glimpse of the broad ocean, faint white breakers rolling in across a vast sheet of blue, barely visible between the low buildings through the dense screen of slash pine and saw palmetto. 
 
    “Almost there,” I said, my eyes still focused on the road in front of me. 
 
    “Oooh!” my wife cooed happily on the soft leather seat beside me. “I can hardly wait!” There was an unmistakable ring of excitement in her voice. 
 
    A lone stoplight stood at the edge of town and, once we had come to a stop, I turned to her and smiled, “Me, too, baby! I’m sorry it took so long for us to get away like this!” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” she beamed. Though I couldn’t see them behind her enormous sunglasses, I knew that her green eyes were shining with delight. It’d been ages since we had been able to get away. “I know how hard it’s been lately. I’m just glad we’re here!”  
 
    She turned her head to look out the passenger window at a pair of seagulls fighting over a discarded piece of garbage on the freshly shorn grass next to the road. The sunlight streaming in through the car window danced across her jet-black hair, her ponytail shimmering in its rays like a raven’s wing. Damn, she looks good! I thought as my eyes roamed over her body. You’re a lucky, lucky man, Kenneth Wilson! Sometimes, I forgot just how beautiful my wife was. 
 
    With her black hair and strikingly green eyes, there was no denying it; my wife was a gorgeous woman. Jennifer was small and petite, barely 5’2”, with an ass so tight you could almost hold it in one hand. She had always been self-conscious about her small breasts, which were barely an A-cup, but, in reality, they matched her slender, fit frame beautifully. Her legs were, without a doubt, her best feature. As I let my eyes wander down her toned thighs to her shapely calves, I felt a familiar stirring in my crotch.  
 
    Just then, a car behind us honked. Dammit! I’d been so caught up in ogling my wife’s perfect legs that I’d failed to notice the stoplight had turned green! With an apologetic wave at the annoyed guy in the blue sedan behind us, I slapped the gearshift into second and bumped the accelerator as I took my foot off the clutch. The 5.0-liter V-8 roared to life beneath the broad hood of the car, causing the tires to chirp on the hot pavement as we shot forward onto the main street of the little town that was our destination. 
 
    Jennifer and I had been looking forward to this vacation for months. It was going to be perfect: 3 weeks at an out-of-the-way coastal town in Florida, relaxing far away from the noise and bustle of the city traffic, swimming in the warm Florida waters, taking long walks along the beach, sipping Mai Tais in some quaint little beachfront bar, kicking back in a hammock and letting the ocean breeze wash over our bodies. Damn! I had to admit: I was pretty excited myself! 
 
    This vacation had been a long time coming. My job as a corporate executive provided us with all the money we could ever want, but it didn’t allow for much in the way of recreational time. To make matters worse, my company had recently acquired one of our small competitors, which had pushed my normally busy schedule straight into the realm of insane. Sometimes, I felt like I needed to schedule time each day just to blink! So, for the last two years, we hadn’t taken a vacation at all. Not so much as a weekend getaway. We couldn’t. I had just been too busy. 
 
    There had been no complaints from Jennifer. On the contrary, my wife had been very understanding. She knew the pressures I was under, understood the number of hours I had to put in to climb the corporate ladder. And she could see firsthand the rewards that all of my hard work brought. We weren’t rich. Anyway, not ‘private jet’ rich. But Jen and I didn’t have to worry much about money. We had done pretty well for ourselves and had a comfortable life. We had two other cars, besides the Mustang, a swimming pool, a hot tub, even a little wine cellar, not to mention Jen’s art studio. 
 
    That’s right, I said art studio! You see, Jen was an artist. A painter, to be more precise. In fact, it was in an art history class during our freshman year at college that we had first met. Two years after we were married, once my salary increased to the point that we no longer needed her second income, she had quit her job as a receptionist for a local law firm and dedicated herself to painting full-time. 
 
    Unlike most of her fellow art graduates, my wife had no interest in post-modernism, Dadaism, cubism, or the myriad of other angst-ridden, more recent art movements that required some goateed chap in a sweater vest to explain to you just how gauche you were for not immediately recognizing that a single white line on an otherwise black canvas clearly represented man’s eternal struggle to escape the oppressive bonds of social mores in the post-industrial landscape. Yeah… like I said, not her bag! 
 
     Instead, Jenny focused mainly on realism a la Winslow Homer and Andrew Wyeth, with occasional swerves into the realm of impressionism. And she was good. Damned good. Several of her pieces had been selected for exhibition in museums throughout the state, and over the years, she had sold a surprising number of paintings to private collectors. Not that she was raking in the dough. Hell, artists had to be dead to make real money, didn’t they? But it was more than a hobby, and I was proud of her accomplishments. 
 
    Her other passion was fitness. Jennifer was into healthy food and exercise. Scarcely a day passed without her jogging or going to the gym. There were weekly yoga classes, spinning classes, free weights, you name it. Jen liked to work out!  
 
    Not that I was complaining. All that exercise had given my wife the figure of a ballerina, and the endurance to put that figure to good use in the bedroom. When we found the time for that sort of thing, that is. Lately, there had been precious little going on in the sack!  
 
    With her workouts and her painting, my wife kept herself busy when I was working, but that didn’t mean it was easy for her, having a husband who was at the office all the time. What was it the guys jokingly called their wives around the water cooler? ‘Corporate widows’. It was an apt description, in a lot of ways. For all our wives saw of us some weeks, we might just as well have been dead! And it took its toll. There was always someone in the office whose wife was pissed off about him working too much. More than one of those guys wound up in divorce court. 
 
    Jenny never complained about my absence or the loneliness I suspected she must feel. She was a trooper. But in spite of her patience and encouragement, I knew that she longed to spend more time with me, to go places, do things, like we’d done in the early days of our marriage. I had been spending too much of my time at work, neglecting her. 
 
    Finally, I had decided that enough was enough, it wasn’t fair to her. I had marched into my boss’s office and informed him that I wanted to take some of the vacation time I was owed. To my surprise, he had been quite willing to give me three weeks off. “Sure!” he said. “Take your wife and go have some fun! God knows you’ve earned it, Kenneth! We never would have been able to get through the last two years without you. And if three weeks isn’t enough, just give me a call!” He shook my hand and smiled broadly. “Because the last thing we need is for you to get burned out.” 
 
    And now, here I was, a thousand miles away, pulling off the interstate in a sleepy, little Florida town, scanning both sides of the cracked, two-lane road for the little hotel where I’d booked our reservations last week. I had driven two blocks, past a row of neat, tidy, little shops with racks of brightly colored t-shirts and beach-themed coffee mugs on the sidewalks in front of them, obviously catering to the tourist trade, when my eyes were drawn to a large, red neon sign, tucked away far down a side street, that read, “Hotel Sandpiper”. That was it! Our hotel! I recognized the sign from the website. Checking my mirrors, I made the turn onto the little side street. 
 
    “Here we go,” I nodded toward the sign down the road in front of us. 
 
    Jennifer followed my gaze, the smile never having left her pretty face. “Oh! I hope it’s nice!” she gushed. 
 
    “Don’t worry! I did my homework on this one. According to everything I read, it’s supposed to be the ‘undiscovered gem of southern Florida’. Nice and classy, but far enough away from the main tourist beaches to actually be enjoyable.” 
 
    “Hmm. Classy, you say? That certainly sounds like what we’re looking for!” 
 
    ‘Classy’ didn’t do it justice. Unlike the big-chain hotel we had stayed at last night, the Hotel Sandpiper was impressive. A meticulously maintained relic from a bygone era, it was a 7-storey masterpiece of Streamline Moderne architecture, situated with its back to the ocean. Its tall, stucco façade seemed to jut up from the sand like the hood ornament of some enormous antique automobile.  
 
    My eyes swept up the towering beige front, with its rounded edges, to where the flat roof created a stark break against the powder blue of the Florida sky. Elegantly curved balconies wrapped around the upper floors to create dark, horizontal bars across the face of the edifice, their chromed balustrades glistening in the summer sun. The Hotel Sandpiper was truly a thing of beauty. 
 
     I tore my attention away long enough to pull the Mustang up next to the curb near the rounded portico that led to the main entrance, flanked by two rows of palm trees, and killed the engine, my gaze immediately straying back to the details of the building next to us. 
 
    “Ahem!” said a voice next to me. “Are we actually going to go inside, or are you just going to ogle it from afar?” 
 
    I was a sucker for interesting examples of architecture, and Jenny knew it. In fact, when we first had met in college, I had been studying to be an architect. Then, at the urging of my father, I had switched my major to business my sophomore year and never looked back. But some part of me would always have a soft spot for a well-designed building. 
 
    Freshman year. Ken and Jen. Everyone had laughed at that one. That was what, ten years ago? Ten years! It didn’t seem possible. But it was true. Next year, Jennifer and I would both turn the big Three Oh. 30? Shit! Where did the time go?! Hell, this December we’d have been married seven years! You’re an old man, Ken, old buddy! I thought.  
 
    I blinked and turned to face Jenny. “Sorry!” I blushed, opening the door. “Just got a little distracted!” 
 
    The heat hit me like a wall when I stepped out onto the asphalt driveway. 
 
    “Don’t apologize,” she laughed as she waited on me to open the trunk. “I just wish you’d look at me that way sometimes!” 
 
    I knew it was a joke. She was teasing me. And yet, it bothered me. Probably because it hit too close to home. One more in a long string of reminders that I hadn’t been paying enough attention to my young wife. For the 50th time that week, I vowed to change that. And this vacation seemed like as good a place as any to start. 
 
    A porter and a valet appeared from nowhere, both wearing immaculate uniforms, and I handed Jenny’s enormous designer suitcase to the porter, then pulled out my own. He placed both bags on a large, brass cart, then held out his hand for Jenny’s large shoulder bag. 
 
    “Thanks!” I said when he took the bag from her.  
 
    “Anything else?” he asked with a warm smile. He was a good-looking kid with sandy blond hair and freckles, bright blue eyes and an infectious smile. I couldn’t be sure, but he looked like he probably wasn’t old enough to drink yet. 
 
    “No, I think that’s it,” I told him. Shaking my head.  
 
    I closed the trunk and handed the keys to the valet, a slight, dark-skinned young man with dark, almost black eyes. I pulled my wallet out and gave him a generous tip. “Please take good care of it,” I said to him with a smile. 
 
    “Oh, yes sir! And thank you very much,” he inclined his head toward the bill in his hand. “I’ll see that your car is parked in the hotel’s fenced parking lot. It is guarded around the clock, so it will be quite safe. If you need it at any time, just call down to the concierge and I will be happy to bring it around for you. Please enjoy your stay!” He turned crisply on his heel and walked around the car to the driver’s door. 
 
    Turning back to my wife and the porter, I saw that he was rearranging the load on the cart to make sure nothing fell off. Satisfied, he straightened up and gestured toward the main building. “If you’ll follow me?” he said. “The name is Jimmy, by the way.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Jimmy. I’m Ken, and this is my wife, Jennifer,” I shook his hand. 
 
    “Charmed,” he nodded toward Jen with a smile. 
 
    I took my wife’s warm hand in mine and followed the young man up the concrete walkway, accompanied by the shrill squeaking of the luggage cart’s plastic wheels. 
 
    The porthole windows in the doors brought a smile to my face, earning me an immediate eyeroll from Jennifer. It’s just that they were so typical of that architectural style and so strange for the modern eye. I was a little surprised when both doors began to swing outwards as we approached. Not exactly original equipment! The owners had maintained the period flare of the hotel as much as possible, but some concessions had been made for modern technology. And apparently, that included automatic doors!  
 
     The porter wheeled the luggage cart through the door, glancing behind him to see if we were following, and parked it in the lobby, just inside. “You can check in over there,” he pointed out the reception desk nestled discreetly along the back wall. “I’ll look after your luggage, then help you to your room.” 
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    I took my Ray-Bans off as I turned around, my eyes falling on a cavernous, tiled lobby that reflected the mid-century splendor of the building’s exterior. An ornate sign above a huge double door proclaimed the restaurant to the left of the entry to be the “Conch Room”.  
 
    It was a spacious room, with booths along the bank of windows on one wall, decorated with mid-century memorabilia that lent a period correct, delightfully kitschy feel to it. A large black bar ran along one wall with an array of brightly colored booze bottles arranged neatly on glass and chrome shelves behind it.  
 
    On the other side of the lobby was a sleek, frosted glass door with thin horizontal lines running across it and a discreetly modern electronic card lock. There was no sign or label on it to indicate what lay behind it.  
 
    It was delightfully cool inside, after the heat of the sidewalk. I paused just a moment to soak up the air conditioning. “Shall we?” I asked my wife, offering her my arm. 
 
    Jenny hooked her arm in mine and we crossed to the reception desk, where we were greeted by a spectacled, friendly-looking man with a bushy mustache. “Good afternoon!” he said cheerfully. “Welcome to the Hotel Sandpiper! My name is Carlos. How may I be of service to you?”  
 
    There was just the hint of an accent there, Cuban if I wasn’t mistaken. He was a handsome man, just coming into middle-age, with manicured nails and an immaculate suit. His jet-black hair had grayed at the temples, giving him a look of quiet distinction. My professional career had made me a good judge of people, and I decided immediately that I liked the man. 
 
    “Hello, Carlos! Nice to meet you!” I said, returning his smile and offering him my hand. “I believe you have a reservation for us. Kenneth and Jennifer Wilson?” 
 
    “Excellent! Excellent! Let me check,” he smiled, turning to the computer beside him. “Ah! Sí! Here it is! Mr. and Mrs. Wilson. The honeymoon suite?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “It says you will be staying with us for three weeks. Is that correct?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s right!” I gave him my credit card and driver’s license. “If you can put up with us that long!” 
 
    Carlos chuckled at my joke, “No! No! Nonsense! I’m sure you will be wonderful guests!” He took my cards from me with a polite nod, “Thank you, sir.”  
 
    I watched as he quickly typed in my information, then slid the two cards back to me with a fluid motion, along with the credit card receipt and a pen. After a quick look, I signed my name and pushed it back to him. While not exorbitant, the sum was by no means paltry. But that was to be expected. After all, the Hotel Sandpiper was no dive! 
 
    “And here,” he said, reaching into a shallow drawer in front of him, “are your keycards. They also unlock the door to the pool area.” He nodded toward the glass door on the other side of the lobby I had noted earlier. “You likely noticed the hotel’s restaurant and bar,” he gestured behind me, “over there. The food, if I may say so, is second to none, and the bar very well stocked, but if there is something special you would like, please don’t hesitate to ask! Our goal is to provide the very finest experience for our guests!” 
 
    “Oh, I’m certain of it!”  
 
    “The restaurant also serves an outdoor seating area, a café, if you will, on the veranda in the back. Many of our guests enjoy taking their meals while looking out over the ocean.” 
 
    “Oooh!” cooed Jennifer. “That sounds nice!” 
 
    Carlos smiled broadly, obviously pleased with her enthusiasm. “Oh, it is! It is! I highly recommend it!” 
 
    I ran my hand along the shiny top of the counter, admiring the metal banding. Damn! Those guys sure had been fond of their chrome! A thought suddenly occurred to me. “I don’t suppose the hotel has anyone who can tell me a little about the building itself? Or the local architecture in general?” 
 
    Carlos looked at me for a moment as if unsure what I was asking. 
 
    “My husband is crazy about architecture. Nothing he likes more!” Jenny came to my rescue. She leaned in toward the concierge and whispered in a conspiratorial tone, “If you indulge him, he’ll talk to you for hours about it and probably want to go down in the basement to inspect the pipe fittings!”  
 
    “Ah, I understand!” Carlos laughed, his eyes swinging to me. “In that case, sí señor, I’m sure something can be arranged! Perhaps in a day or two, once you have settled in… I know a man who is extremely knowledgeable in such matters!” 
 
    “Thanks. I appreciate it.” 
 
    “As I say, anything you want! And of course, you may count on our full discretion at all times! We are here to make your stay as pleasant as possible.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
     Carlos turned his attention back to Jennifer with a broad smile. “And should the young lady like to do some shopping, there are several excellent local shops that I can recommend quite highly. I would be happy to give you driving instructions. Or call you a cab, if you prefer.”  
 
    “Thank you very much!” Jenny gushed, taking my arm excitedly. I could tell she was enjoying the royal treatment the concierge was giving us. “I may just take you up on that!” She winked at him. 
 
    I smiled at this little exchange, a nervous little tickle running down my spine as I realized that he was flirting with her. Nothing criminal, nothing overt. But there was a friendly tease to his voice that hinted at more than strict professionality. And Jenny had obviously liked it. 
 
     Carlos had sized my wife up immediately. If there was one thing that could really pique my wife’s interest, it was shopping. If architecture was my thing, clothes were hers! With a body to die for and an impeccable sense of style, she loved combing through upscale boutiques and out-of-the-way local shops to find just that right dress or sweater or whatever to showcase her feminine beauty. And even though it cost me a good chunk of change, I couldn’t really complain. After all, I was ultimately the beneficiary of all that effort! 
 
    “Please do, Madam! Please do!” he bowed graciously, inclining his head to one side. “Now, let us see about getting you situated! I’m sure you are very tired from your trip.” 
 
    Standing, Carlos held his hand up and snapped his long fingers crisply, signaling the clean shaven young man from earlier, who had now maneuvered the luggage cart with our things to the wall next to the elevator. “Young Jimmy here will show you to your room. He has only been with us since he graduated high school last year, and already, he is one of our best employees! He is on duty every weeknight from 4 in the afternoon until midnight. If you need anything, anything at all, he will be happy to assist you.” He made a sweeping gesture with his arm. “As will any of the other employees of the hotel.” 
 
    In spite of his very apparent youth, Jimmy really did turn out to be a wealth of knowledge. After he had rolled our luggage into the elevator, he proceeded to give us a very thorough description of the town’s highlights, with a particular emphasis on the local nightclubs. By the time we reached the room, I was thoroughly convinced that we had chosen the perfect spot for our vacation. It sounded like there was plenty to do! 
 
    “Here we are. Top of the world!” Jimmy announced when the elevator doors opened on the seventh floor. “If you’ll follow me…”  
 
    He led us down the hall, past another elevator. “This elevator opens out onto the back veranda,” he explained. “Many of our guests find it more convenient when returning from the beach. It saves them having to walk through the lobby!” 
 
    Moving on, he stopped at the last door on the end and asked for my key card. Swiping it through the lock, he opened the door for us, then followed us inside with the luggage cart. 
 
    “Would you like your bags placed in the bedroom?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded, “Yes, thank you!” 
 
    Jimmy was a consummate professional and gave us a very thorough guided tour of the honeymoon suite. He pointed out all of the features and made sure that we knew how to use everything. It seemed that the owners, while making a noticeable effort to retain the original feel of the rooms, had spared no expense when it came to the installation of modern amenities.  
 
    The bedroom sported a king-sized bed with a padded leather headboard. A 55-inch television hung on the wall of the bedroom. There was a spacious living room with a pair of upholstered chairs and a couch that converted into a bed and a TV of its own, as well as a small kitchen with a stove. Naturally, the refrigerator was well stocked with tiny bottles of booze. The bathroom was a model of luxury, done all in marble, complete with two sinks, a heart-shaped hot tub, and a separate shower stall. One thing was for sure, we certainly wouldn’t be roughing it during our stay here! 
 
    That fact was especially driven home when Jimmy unlocked the door to the balcony. The honeymoon suite was located on the back corner of the building, and its enormous wrap-around balcony held not one, but two cast-iron tables, complete with cushioned chairs, which commanded a panoramic view of the ocean. The white sand of the shoreline stretched away to the horizon on either side. It really was breathtaking! 
 
    “Wow!” murmured Jennifer as she stepped past Jimmy onto the balcony.  
 
    When Jenny walked outside, the wind tossed her long hair back over her slender shoulders, the sunlight kissing her flawless skin. She was dressed for driving, comfort having taken precedence over style. She wore a pair of soft khaki shorts and a tight-fitting t-shirt, and her feet sported a well-worn pair of sneakers. Still, she was a vision. Those familiar old shorts of hers, while practical and utilitarian, did absolutely nothing to diminish her amazing legs or hide the feminine curves of her sweet little ass. 
 
    She put both forearms on the railing of the balcony and gazed out over the ocean. Then, suddenly, she leaned forward to look down at the tiny specks that were people playing on the beach seven stories below us. As she did, her little khaki shorts rode up, drawing tightly into the crease of her beautifully rounded butt. And that’s when the first crack appeared in Jimmy’s mask of professionalism. 
 
    He looked. Of course, he looked! How could he not, the poor guy? She was bent over right in front of us, for fuck’s sake. And oh my God, did that ass of hers look magnificent with the thin fabric of her shorts clinging to her cheeks like a fresh coat of paint! Hell, I looked, too! But, that was different. Jennifer was my wife. I was allowed to look! 
 
    It took Jimmy a couple of seconds to realize he was staring and tear his eyes away from my wife’s ass. When he did, his gaze met mine, and he turned beet red. Shaking his head in embarrassment, he muttered, “Sorry! I… I…” 
 
    I held up a hand and smiled. “It’s not your fault,” I whispered.  
 
    I should have been offended. Most men would have been. But I wasn’t. In fact, I actually liked the fact that he was checking her out. No clue why. Maybe it was a confirmation of the desirability of my mate, or a reassurance that Jenny and I weren’t quite over the hill yet. Whatever the deeper psychological root of it might have been, all I know is that at that moment, I was okay with the young man ogling my wife! 
 
    Jenny, utterly oblivious to the spectacle she had just made of herself, turned back around, beaming happily. “Ken!” she cried. “Come look! The view is amazing!” 
 
    I grinned at Jimmy and winked. “Oh, we can see pretty well from back here!” I replied, trying not to laugh. “But yes! It really does look amazing!” 
 
    Poor Jimmy didn’t know what to do. Here, he’d been caught ogling my wife and now I was kidding around about it. I could tell from the look on his face that he probably just wished he could melt into the carpet. 
 
    “I, uh….” he looked around, “I think that’s everything. Um, room service is available 24/7. Don’t know if they told you that. Well, uh, anyway, if you need anything, um, just call!” 
 
    The eloquent professional who had unlocked the door for us was gone now, totally obliterated by his embarrassment. In his place was a 19-year-old kid who still wasn’t sure he wasn’t about to be killed. He was edging toward the door, obviously eager to get out of there. I smiled at him and pulled out my wallet. “Thank you very much,” I said, pressing a $20 into his hand. 
 
    “Oh, yes sir! Thank you! I… um… well, enjoy your stay!” 
 
    He scurried through the door, closing it behind him before I could reply. First Carlos, now Jimmy, I thought with a smile, Jenny was making one hell of an impression at the Hotel Sandpiper! I turned around and went to look for my wife. It came as no surprise when I had to stop and adjust my semi-erect cock so that I could walk properly. She really had looked good! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Jenny was waiting for me in the bedroom, perched on the edge of the bed. I shook my head, grinning at her. 
 
    “What?” she asked. 
 
    “You seriously have no idea what you just did, do you?” 
 
    “No. What?” 
 
    “God, baby!” I bent and kissed the top of her head. “When you bent over that railing just now, you nearly killed our bellhop!” 
 
    “The bellhop? Jimmy? What do you mean? I…” Then realization dawned on her and her eyes went wide. “Oh… Oh my God! Ken! I didn’t! Did I…? I mean, did he…? Oh God!” 
 
    “Mm hmm! He got a pretty good eyeful!” I chuckled at the look of abject horror that came to her face. 
 
    Jennifer’s cheeks turned the color of ripe strawberries. “Oh my God!” she whispered again, shaking her head. “Oh shit!” 
 
    I moved to her, sitting next to her on the edge of the bed. Putting an arm around her shoulders, I pulled her to me and said, “I wouldn’t worry about it too much, honey. He didn’t look particularly offended!” 
 
    “Hmph! I’ll bet!” she snorted, biting back a grin. She turned her head to peer up at me, her big green eyes searching mine. “God, Ken! I can’t believe I did that! I’m so sorry!” 
 
    “Like I said, I’m pretty sure he enjoyed it!” 
 
    “I know, but what about you?” 
 
    “Oh, I enjoyed the view, too!” 
 
    She punched my arm. “That’s not what I mean, you jerk! God!” 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” I laughed, grabbing her hand and planting a kiss on her knuckles. “I actually thought it was kinda hot.” 
 
    She leaned back to arm’s length and stared at me as though I had two heads. “Hot?!” she said. “You thought it was hot?!” 
 
    I shrugged and leaned forward to kiss her cheek. “What can I say, babe?” I whispered in her ear. “You have an amazing ass! And it was kind of exciting to see him notice you that way!” 
 
    “But… I mean… Another guy looking at your wife? You’re not mad, are you?” 
 
    “Mad? What for? Why should I be mad?” I stroked her face and smiled. “It’s not like you did it on purpose, or anything. And besides, nothing happened. You just bent over a little and he looked. No harm, no foul! 
 
    “It may sound strange, but I’m glad other men find you attractive. Sort of shows I have good taste, right?” 
 
    She looked at me for a moment and a smile crept slowly to her lips. “I guess you’re right.” She glanced toward the door. “Although, I really don’t know how I’m going to be able to look him in the eye tomorrow.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t worry about it. I don’t think he’ll be looking at your eyes!” 
 
    “You’re awful! You know that?” 
 
    “Hey, I try!” I was glad to see she was finally starting to relax. 
 
     “Hot, huh?” Her hand slid down my belly to my crotch. I was hard, and she felt it. Her green eyes glowed with playful excitement. “Hmm! Looks like you really did enjoy him looking at me!” 
 
    Jenny rubbed my hard cock through my pants, teasing me. “If I’d known you liked it this much, I would’ve started flirting with other guys a long time ago!” she said, her voice soft, suggestively innocent. She kissed me. 
 
    I pulled back, confused. “Wait. I didn’t say anything about…” 
 
    She put a finger to my lips, killing my protest. “I know. Just go with it!” She winked at me. Apparently, my wife was in the mood for a little kinky fun. I nodded. 
 
    Brushing my cheek with the back of her hand, she stood and crossed to the elegant, leather bound chair that stood in the corner and took a seat, leaving me alone on the bed. With her eyes locked on mine, she casually drew one slender leg up to her chest, hugging her knee with her foot on the edge of the chair. The light fabric of her shorts slid up, drawing tight across her crotch. I could see the cameltoe outline of her plump pussy lips clearly through the fabric. When my eyes rose to hers once more, her face wore a knowing smile. 
 
    “Too bad Jimmy isn’t here to see this!” she taunted. “I bet he’d really enjoy it!” 
 
    My mouth was suddenly dry. God! Where did that come from?! And why the hell was my cock as hard as a crowbar now? “I… I think you’re right!” My voice sounded hoarse and strange, not nearly as confident as I had intended. 
 
    “Maybe you should call down to the concierge and have them send him back up, Mr. Wilson!” she shot me an impish grin. “You could tell them your wife needs some help with a few things!”  
 
    A shower of tiny sparks exploded in my brain at her words, jealousy and arousal swirling together. “Fuuuck!” I growled, leaping to my feet and crossing to her, taking off my own t-shirt as I strode across the room. I pulled her roughly up from the chair and our lips met in a fiery kiss. I felt my mouth vibrate as she hummed in pleasure. Her tiny hands slid down my chest to my stomach, then to my belt and I felt her wrestling with the buckle. 
 
    As she fumbled with my belt, I undid the button of her shorts and eased down the zipper, my fingertips brushing lightly against the smooth fabric of the cotton panties she wore beneath. Feeling the excitement rise within me, I reached for the hem of her t-shirt and tugged it insistently upwards.  
 
    With a playful little smile, she raised her arms for me, letting me pull the shirt off over her head. Her little titties bounced as the fabric slipped up over them. No bra. She didn’t really need one. As soon as the shirt hit the floor, her hands shot back to my belt. This time, she succeeded in unbuckling it and quickly unsnapped my jeans.  
 
    She slid to her knees before me, her unbuttoned shorts still clinging to that tight little ass of hers, and tugged my jeans to my ankles. Next came my underwear. Her eager fingers found the waistband of my boxers and quickly yanked them to my knees. My ears caught her excited purr as my cock sprang free, inches from her face. 
 
    Her emerald eyes glowed with passion as she looked up at me, taking my bobbing cock, now fully erect, in her warm hand. Without breaking eye contact, she ran her hands slowly up and down my shaft, then leaned forward and swiped the tip with her pink little tongue. My moan seemed to be the signal she was waiting for, and now she opened wide and welcomed me into the splendid heat of her mouth. 
 
    God, it was amazing. Jenny loved to give head. Always had. And she was as much an artist with a cock as with a paintbrush. This time was by no means an exception! 
 
    Her skill at fellatio had always been a source of excitement for me, from the very first time she had gone down on me in my dorm room, about two months after we had met, but not for the reason you might think. Sure, it felt good! Hell, it felt amazing! But, to tell the truth, the thing that really turned me on about it, both that night and now, was thinking about just how she had acquired those skills.  
 
    I’d known she wasn’t a virgin when we met. We’d talked about it. I, on the other hand, had been a virgin until that night. And for some reason that I still did not understand to this day, my mind had immediately gone there the moment my future wife took my cock into her mouth: this was something she had done for other guys! Instead of being upset, revolted, outraged, the idea of her on her knees in front of a faceless stranger had burned bright like a torch inside my mind that first time as I filled her sucking mouth with my seed.  
 
    That had hardly been the end of it. In fact, as we got closer and eventually married, I fantasized about her and other men a lot. Something about it struck a chord with me, and the idea seldom left my mind. It was like a delicious, secret addiction, this idea of my wife being unfaithful. 
 
    At office parties or gallery openings, anytime we were out on the town, I would find myself trying to conceal a boner whenever I caught a glance of her talking to some other man across a crowded room. Even though I had no idea of knowing just what it was they were talking about, I got a secret thrill from imagining that the man was hitting on her. 
 
    Not that Jen didn’t get hit on. Oh, she got plenty of offers! Hell, she was gorgeous. The glow of her beautiful smile could light up a room like a torch, and men noticed her everywhere we went. They flocked to her like moths to a flame. They wanted her. I had seen it in the eyes of a hundred different guys over the years. God, how they wanted her!  
 
    For her part, Jen never gave me any reason to doubt her fidelity. My wife was totally open about the men that flirted with her or made passes, telling me about it as soon as we got home. She’d shake her head, amused at their audacity, and tell me about this man or that, who had tried to pick her up.  
 
    Sometimes, she’d admit that if things were different, she might actually have taken the guy up on his offer. And that never failed to send a shiver of excitement racing down my spine. Sometimes, although I had always felt guilty about it afterwards, I would get up in the middle of the night once she was sound asleep, and quietly lock myself in the bathroom, where I would masturbate to the thought of her spreading her legs for another man. 
 
    I’d never mentioned it to her, this weird, unholy obsession of mine. Never told her that it excited me, thinking about her previous lovers, or that I sometimes got a secret thrill from imagining her taking a new lover, going home with one of the guys who tried to pick her up. Or even of watching her with him. How could I? It was crazy! Not at all the sort of thing a man tells his wife. God only knows what she would have thought of me!  
 
    So, I did my best to keep that part of myself hidden, tamped down out of sight and pretended, even to myself at times, that it did not exist. But sometimes, like tonight, it rose up in me, clawing its way violently to the surface of my consciousness, threatening to burst out into the light, and I found my thoughts straying unbidden to the breathtakingly erotic image of my wife servicing another man. 
 
    A pang of guilt stabbed at my heart as I thought back on the first night with Jen, so many years ago, and I wondered for the millionth time just what the fuck was wrong with me? What kind of guy thinks it’s hot that his new girlfriend is an experienced cocksucker? For that matter, what kind of man pops a boner when he catches the bellhop ogling his wife?! 
 
    The searing intensity of Jennifer’s blowjob ripped me from my musings, bringing me back to the present. I gasped when I felt her lips slide slowly down my shaft, my hands coming up to hold the back of her head. She took this as encouragement and picked up the pace. Her left hand strayed up my legs to cup my balls, kneading and stroking them in time with the movement of her mouth. 
 
    As she bobbed on me, engulfing my cock time and again in her sucking mouth, I felt my knees begin to shake. When she opened her throat and took me to the root, they buckled outright, and I found myself reaching for the edge of the bed to keep myself from tripping over my own pants, which were now tangled around my ankles. 
 
    Jenny let me slip from her mouth and giggled. “What’s the matter?” she teased. “Having trouble with your balance?” 
 
    “Mm hmm,” I smiled. “A little!” 
 
    “Well, in that case, maybe you should lie down!” 
 
    Hopping to her feet with the agility of a cat, Jenny pushed me back onto the bed and stripped my pants from my legs. Then, she pounced on my cock once more. 
 
    “Fuuuck!” I hissed as her hungry mouth found my hardness again. “Slow down, baby! You’re gonna make me cum before I even get inside you!” 
 
    “I don’t mind,” she stopped long enough to say. “I’ve got you to myself for the next three weeks. I’m pretty sure I can find a way for you to make it up to me!”  
 
    Then, she inhaled my steel-hard cock again. It was obvious from her enthusiasm that she planned to make good on her words and get me off as quickly as possible. But I was having none of it. It had been too damned long since I had fucked my wife and, good as it felt, I would be damned if I was going to settle for a blowjob! 
 
    In a show of will-power that would have put many a Greek hero to shame, I pulled her from my twitching cock, laying her next to me on the bedspread. She struggled against me at first, intent on swallowing my load, but sensing the futility of her resistance, she relented and began to kiss me passionately as my hands roamed her body. My fingers found her shorts, and I tugged them down her long, slender legs.  
 
    I broke our kiss, my eyes drawn like a magnet to the sight of her downy pubic hair emerging as the elastic band of panties slipped below her hips. She looked down, watching with me, then glanced back up at me. 
 
    “See anything you like?” she taunted, her eyes dancing. 
 
    “Oh yeah!” 
 
    With a grin, I dove between her legs, kissing and licking her damp little slit while her fingers played in my hair. I reveled in the familiar tanginess of her feminine nectar as my tongue sliced between her swollen lips. 
 
    “Oooh! Oh, God!” she squealed when I found her clit and lashed back and forth across it with my tongue. She pulled the back of my head, forcing my face into her mound. 
 
    Now it was my turn. And I was just as relentless as she had been earlier. Licking and sucking at her tender flesh, following her when she tried to break contact, I drove her higher and higher, until she came, shrieking, on my tongue and then begged for mercy. 
 
    Smiling to myself, I kissed my way back up her body, through the sparse little patch of hair above her clit, along her trembling belly. I paused to flick my tongue across first one pink nipple, then the other. Up her long, slender neck I nibbled, covering her soft skin with tiny, butterfly kisses until, at last, I reached her lips once more. 
 
    Jenny grabbed my neck and pulled me into her mouth, her tongue gliding along my teeth, fluttering against my own tongue. She tasted herself on my lips, I knew. There was no way she could not. And yet, she never hesitated, kissing me with a fervor that made my heart race even faster. 
 
    I rolled onto her, feeling her long legs spread wide for me, her hips thrusting up to greet me. When the head of my cock bumped her mound, I felt the hot slickness of her and pressed. The lips of her pussy blossomed around my turgid shaft and I sank easily into her. We both groaned. 
 
    She was as hot as a baker’s chimney inside and so wet that I felt the sweet slickness of her juices wet my ball sack when it slapped against her swollen labia. I locked lips with her once more and began to move in and out of her. 
 
    Jennifer kissed me back. Her strong hands found my ass, and she sank her claws deep into the meat of my cheeks, pulling me into her with each thrust, forcing my cock deeper into her smoldering slit. 
 
    “Oh God, yes!” she murmured. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard!” 
 
    I picked up the pace, slamming my cock into her with gusto. Jenny shuddered in response, purring happily in my ear. Her hands slid up my back to clutch the tops of my shoulders, while her legs lifted alongside me, her knees caressing my hips, her heels drumming against my pumping ass.  
 
    I lowered my chest to hers and felt the twin points of her hard nipples poke insistently against my pecs. I kissed her soft lips, only briefly, breathing too hard now to do more. 
 
    “Don’t… um… don’t hold back,” she whispered in my ear. “Just do it hard… and fast this time!” Her words fairly crackled with urgency.  
 
    As I plunged my cock into her time and again, her comment about having Jimmy come back and take care of her needs echoed in my brain. Fuck! Something about that idea drove me crazy! 
 
    Jenny was fucking me back like a woman possessed, her hips slamming into mine. Gasping and grunting, she had me on the jagged edge of an orgasm. And then, she gave me the coup de grace with a few whispered words. 
 
    “Go on, Jimmy! Cum inside me!” 
 
    It felt like my whole body exploded. I stiffened, forcing my cock as far into her as physically possible, and began to cum. 
 
    “Aaah! Fuck!” 
 
    I jerked and squirted inside her, filling her with my seed while images of the freckle-faced bellhop rutting between my wife’s splayed legs flashed through my brain. It was so dirty, so nasty, so wrong… and it was so fucking perfect! It felt like I would never stop cumming. 
 
    Through the fog of my orgasm-induced delirium, I was aware of my wife clawing my back and writhing beneath me, orgasming hard on my spurting cock. Normally quiet during sex, she wailed now, keening in pleasure as she spasmed around me. 
 
    On and on, we moved against each other, panting and shuddering, until we were both completely spent. I lay on top of her like a limp rag, gasping for air, finally mustering enough strength to roll off her.  
 
    “Whew!” I gasped. “I needed that!” 
 
    “Mm hmm! Me too!” Jen breathed, letting the tips of her fingers play along my sweaty side as she gazed into my eyes. “I think we have a little catching up to do in the bedroom department!” 
 
    It was a pleasant thought. Catching up, reconnecting with my wife. This vacation was just what we both needed. I closed my eyes, letting the delicious warmth of postcoital bliss wash over me. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    The room around me was dark when I opened my eyes again. Blinking as I sat up, it took me a second to orient myself in the unfamiliar surroundings and remember where I was. The Hotel Sandpiper. The glowing red numbers on the alarm clock on the nightstand next to the bed showed 7:44 pm. Damn! I had been asleep for almost 3 hours! I patted the bed next to me, but there was no one there. Where was Jennifer? 
 
    As if in answer to my question, the door to the bathroom opened, flooding the bedroom with a harsh white light. My wife stepped through the doorway with a towel fastened around her and flicked the overhead light on. 
 
    “Ugh!” I groaned, bringing my hand up to shield my eyes from the penetrating glare. 
 
    “Wakey wakey!” Jen sang merrily, stooping to plant a wet kiss on my cheek. “C’mon sleepyhead! You’d better hurry up and grab a shower. I thought we’d hit the restaurant downstairs and then go check out some of the clubs Jimmy told us about. And afterwards, I don’t know… maybe take a moonlight stroll along the beach.” 
 
    “Beach?” I still wasn’t fully awake. 
 
    “Yes, honey. They have those in Florida, you know!” 
 
    I swung my legs to the floor and rubbed the sleep from my eyes. “Right. Sorry. Give me just a second!” 
 
    My wife snickered when I stood up. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s a good look for you!” 
 
    Looking down, I saw what she meant. I was still naked from our earlier activities. To be more precise, I was wearing nothing but a pair of long white socks, which made me look a good deal more ridiculous than I would have had I been totally nude. 
 
    “Right,” I grinned. “I should probably wear something else, if we’re going out!” 
 
    “Probably, yeah!” 
 
      
 
    15 minutes later, I was standing in front of a steamy mirror, freshly shaved, and buttoning my shirt. I hadn’t realized it until she said the word restaurant, but I was famished. I felt my belly growl in protest at the delay. I quickly ran a comb through my dark hair and then switched off the light as I stepped back into the bedroom. 
 
    “Ready?” I asked. “We should probably…” 
 
    The words died in my throat when I raised my head and got a look at Jenny. The towel she had worn earlier had been replaced by a little black dress with a sinfully plunging neckline and a hem that stopped midthigh. Tying behind her neck, it was backless, making it instantly obvious that her cute little titties were unrestrained beneath its soft fabric. It was sleek and tight and showed off her sweet curves like it was a second skin.  
 
    Her long legs were encased in a pair of thigh-high stockings with lace tops that were just visible when she moved. They drew your eye like magnets. 
 
    The tennis shoes she had been wearing when we arrived had given way to a pair of high-heeled shoes. I recognized them immediately, the Louboutins I bought her for Christmas. They were black, to match the dress she wore, with thin little straps that crisscrossed the bridge of her foot before encircling her slender ankles. With 4-inch heels, they sculpted her calves into works of female art, and I found myself forgetting my hunger. Maybe I could talk her into just staying in… 
 
    She glanced up at me as she fiddled with one of her earrings, no doubt wondering why I hadn’t finished my sentence. One look at my wide eyes and gaping mouth told her everything she needed to know. “You like?” she asked, doing a quick little pirouette for me.  
 
    “Very nice! You’ll have to fight them off if we go clubbing!” 
 
    “That’s the idea! Are you ready?” She bent over and picked up her purse, a tiny thing that looked like it would just barely hold a beer can. I got a delightful look at the pale skin above the tops of her stockings from behind. 
 
    “Lead the way!” I gestured toward the door. 
 
    Following her down the hallway to the elevator, I found it impossible not to stare at her hard little ass, swaying seductively atop her outrageously high heels. Damn, she looked delicious! I’d only been half teasing when I made that crack about having to fight off the other guys tonight, and as my eyes swept down her long legs, I began to realize that it was a very real possibility. 
 
      
 
    The food in the Conch Room fully lived up to Carlos’s assurances. I couldn’t remember ever having eaten a better plate of blackened swordfish, and I had devoured it with gusto. Then again, I had been starving! I forked the last exquisite morsel into my mouth and arranged my silverware on my plate, leaning back in my chair. 
 
    As usual, Jennifer had ordered something light, steamed amberjack with a side of asparagus. Instead of wolfing down her food as I had done, she was still daintily savoring each mouthful.  
 
    “So, clubbing?” I asked, reaching for the pale ale that the waiter had assured me was the perfect pairing for my swordfish. Jen and I hadn’t been to a nightclub in a couple of years. 
 
    “Mm hmm,” she hummed, nodding her head. She finished chewing before answering more completely. “I know it’s silly, but I guess sometimes I kinda miss it. You know, music, dancing, all that.” She shrugged and took a sip of her drink. 
 
    “Yeah,” I agreed.  
 
    Just then, one of the other hotel guests walked past our table, an older gentleman, maybe 10 or 15 years older than us. He was a handsome man with dark, intense eyes, his black-brown hair just peppered with a tinge of gray. 
 
    I nodded at him in greeting. He returned my nod and turned to Jennifer. But, instead of giving her the cursory nod he had given me, he allowed his eyes to linger on my wife, roaming her petite body from head to foot and then back up again. He gave her a wide smile and said, “Hello!” before moving on. 
 
    When he was gone, I met her eyes and she blushed, looking quickly away. Unconsciously, her hand came up to play with her earring. This wasn’t like what had happened with Jimmy earlier. This time, she had noticed his attention, and the little grin she was trying to hide from me told me that she had enjoyed it. 
 
    Again, I felt that strange little tickle of excitement. Yet another man had checked out my wife, and something about it made my heart beat faster. I took another sip of my beer and tried to discreetly shift the budding erection that had made my pants suddenly too tight. What the hell was wrong with me? 
 
    “I was thinking we might try that place Jimmy told us about,” said Jen. “What did he say it was called? Vinnie’s… Vickie’s…Voucher? Something like that.” 
 
    It took me a second to realize what she was talking about. My mind still lingered on my wife’s most recent admirer and my odd reaction to it. “What’s that? Oh! You mean ‘Vesper’,” I furnished. “The Club Vesper.” 
 
    “Vesper! That’s it!” she smiled and put the last bite of asparagus into her mouth, chewing thoughtfully. “That sounds like a fun place! I think we should go.” She placed her silverware neatly on her plate, dabbed at the corners her mouth with her napkin, and then looked at me expectantly. “What do you think?” 
 
    “Sure. Sounds fun! Are you ready?” 
 
    “Mm hmm!” 
 
    I motioned to the waiter and signed our receipt to bill the meal to our room number. 
 
    “Should I call for the car?” I asked Jennifer. 
 
    “Nah. It’s nice outside, and I’ve spent enough time in the car today. Besides, Jimmy said it’s only two blocks away. Let’s just walk!” 
 
      
 
    When we stepped out into the night, we were greeted by the unmistakable smell of the ocean, mixed with the faint, pleasant odor of a dozen seaside restaurants. The quiet hum of the highway, just two miles distant, was almost drowned out by the crashing of the waves on the shoreline behind the hotel. The warm night breeze carried to us the muted sounds of music from the nightclub district that was our destination. Jennifer took my arm and we set out along the brightly lit sidewalk. 
 
    Jimmy’s instructions turned out to be spot on. We had no trouble finding Vesper. Especially with the enormous neon sign that adorned its roof. 
 
    The Club Vesper, like a lot of nightclubs, had once been a warehouse. The open floorplan and high ceilings had made it perfect for conversion to a dancing venue. And according to the hotel’s busboy, that conversion had paid off in a big way. 
 
    Even from a distance, we could see a huge line, winding its way down the street and around the corner of the building. Damn! Waiting in line rated right up there with root canals in my book. But we couldn’t very well muscle our way to the front and bypass all these people who had been here waiting for God knows how long, so we reluctantly took our place at the end of the line. 
 
    We’d been standing in line for 10 minutes when I saw one of the club’s bouncers moving along the line. A mountain of a man with skin the color of polished ebony and arms the size of fire plugs, he was scanning the crowd as he walked, picking out the prettier girls and ushering them in. 
 
    I knew what he was doing. Stocking the meat market. You could have the best bands and the finest bartenders, but nothing made a nightclub more popular than ensuring that it was filled to capacity with beautiful women. Sure, it might be sexist. It might be morally reprehensible. But it kept the customers coming in and spending money, so that’s what he was doing. 
 
    When he reached us, his eyes swept my wife from head to foot, seeming to linger just a moment on Jennifer’s fabulous legs. 
 
    “Come with me,” he smiled at her, gesturing toward the front door of the club. 
 
    “My husband?” she asked, nodding toward me. 
 
    The black man’s eyes turned on me, and I could feel him appraising me. “Sure,” he grinned, revealing a missing front tooth. “Why not?”  
 
    He turned and led the way, nodding at an equally enormous man perched on a barstool next to the door. 
 
    “Enjoy your visit,” he said as his colleague opened the door wide for us. 
 
    “Thanks,” I muttered. I don’t know if he heard me or not. He had already turned and was walking rapidly away in search of more eye candy. 
 
    As Jennifer stepped past the doorman, I glanced along the line of people waiting to gain entry and felt a little thrill of pride, to think that the bouncer had plucked my wife from the crowd. Like Jimmy earlier this evening and the man in the hotel restaurant, he saw in Jenny more than just someone’s wife. He saw her as a desirable, beautiful woman. I smiled at the thought and followed my wife inside. 
 
    The first thing I noticed when we stepped through the door was the noise. A veritable wall of sound greeted us, blasted by a bank of enormous speakers beneath the DJ stand, as well as countless smaller speakers scattered throughout the building’s cavernous interior. So much for an evening of quiet conversation with my wife! I only had to glance around for a few seconds to decide that the patrons of the Club Vesper clearly were not interested in talking. They were here to dance and drink. 
 
    The flashing strobe lights above gave the writhing bodies of the dancers into a surreal stop-action feel to the sweaty, straining figures as they moved to the thumping bass line. Apparently, the bouncers outdoors were doing their job well. The club was packed from wall to wall with some of the prettiest young women I had ever seen, dressed to impress in tight-fitting, revealing clothing of all sorts. And the men who now vied for their attention at the bar or on the dance floor were well-dressed and well-heeled, buying enough drinks to float a battleship and spending like money grew on trees.  
 
    Jennifer and I both stood for a second near the entrance and looked around, taking in the scene. When I met her eyes, she smiled broadly and jerked her head toward the rear of the club. Turning, I saw an empty table along the wall in the back and nodded. With her elbow in hand, I steered her through the dimly lit club, weaving in and out of the other clubgoers. 
 
    I pulled out a chair for her and, bending low over her from behind, I asked, “Can I get you a drink?” 
 
    Jenny nodded rapidly. “Yes!” she said, barely audible over the music. “Tequila Sunrise!” 
 
    “Right!” I said. “Be back shortly!” 
 
    I strode toward the bar, where I found myself waiting behind a couple of giggling coeds, both wearing outrageously tight tops and skirts so short I couldn’t help but sneak a peek at their tight little asses. Realizing what I was doing, I felt guilty and instinctively turned to look toward my wife, sitting alone at our table. But, when my eyes found her, I was surprised to see that she wasn’t alone at all. In fact, there were two young men sitting at our table with her. 
 
    They were young and well dressed, probably college kids. One of them was blond and tan, wearing a polo shirt and sporting perfectly styled hair and a smile that practically screamed ‘old money’. His friend was a black man, tall and muscular, obviously an athlete. They were sitting, huddled low over the table, leaning in to make themselves heard over the din. And Jenny was smiling and laughing with them as though they were old friends.  
 
    I watched them with growing curiosity as I waited in line. Did I know those two guys? Did Jenny? No. I was pretty sure we had never seen them before. Then, why had they…? It hit me suddenly, like a bolt lightning: they were trying to pick her up! 
 
    Shit! Of course, that was what they were doing! As soon as she had sat down, I had hurried off to the bar. They probably hadn’t even seen me. But she was wearing a ring! my mind protested.  
 
    No sooner had the thought crossed my mind, than I smiled at how ridiculous it sounded. A woman alone in a meat market like this was fair game, ring or no ring. And those two young wolves now chatting with my wife would fuck her in a heartbeat, given half the chance! 
 
    That thought ran searing through my brain like a hot knife through butter. Oh my God! I had to get back to her! I had taken half a step when the bartender’s voice shouted, “Next!” behind me. Damn! What would Jenny say if I came back without her drink? With a wistful glance toward my wife and her two young admirers, I turned to him and quickly placed my order. 
 
    Hell, I told myself, she’ll be okay for another couple of minutes. It’s not like she’s going to leave with them! While I waited on my drinks, I watched Jenny talking with them, and was surprised to find that I had a boner! She smoothed a loose strand of hair back over her ear, leaning closer to hear something the black guy said, and I felt my heart beat faster. When she laughed at some joke the blond kid had made and touched his bicep, I thought I was going to have a heart attack! Fuck! Why was I getting excited by this?! And why were the drinks taking so damned long?! 
 
    “Here you go!” said the bartender behind me. “That’ll be…” 
 
    I didn’t wait to hear how much, just tossed a twenty onto the bar without taking my eyes of Jenny and her two new friends and said, “Thanks!” I scooped up her Tequila Sunrise and my beer and started back toward our table. 
 
    Jenny saw me when I was about 10 feet from the table and smiled at me warmly. “There he is!” she beamed. “Scott, Jamaal, I’d like you to meet my husband!” 
 
    “Hey man! Nice to meet you!” said the blond kid, standing up to offer me his hand. “I’m Scott.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. In the past couple of minutes, I had alternated a dozen times between wanting to murder these two and considering staying at the bar just to see what happened. “Hi. I’m Ken,” I mumbled. “Um, nice to meet you, too.” 
 
    His friend took possession of my hand as soon as Scott released it. “And I’m Jamaal,” he boomed in a rumbling voice that sounded like a thundercloud on a crisp fall day. “We were just keeping Jen here company. Hope you don’t mind!” 
 
    “N…no!” I said awkwardly. “Not at all.” I looked down at my hand, dwarfed by his massive black fist and felt a little shiver run through me that I couldn’t explain. “Not at all!” 
 
    “You’re a very lucky man, Ken!” he said, casting a sidelong glance at my wife.  
 
    When I looked at her, Jenny blushed and avoided my eyes. “Th…thank you,” I stammered. “I guess I am a lucky man!” 
 
    “I’ll say!” interjected Scott. “Listen, we’d better take off and let you two enjoy your evening. We’re going to be here a couple of weeks. Maybe we’ll see you around! It was nice meeting you both!” 
 
    Jamaal turned to my wife and, taking her tiny hand, planted a gentle kiss on her knuckles. “Especially you, Jen!” he winked. 
 
    Before I could say anything, they were gone, disappearing like two apparitions into the heaving, shifting mass of bodies. I put our drinks on the table and looked questioningly at Jen. 
 
    “C’mon!” she smiled, getting to her feet. “Let’s dance!” She held out her hand to me. 
 
    “Okay,” I muttered, taking her proffered hand and letting her lead me to the dance floor. 
 
    Jenny found an empty spot on the floor and turned to me, wrapping her arms around my neck as she began to sway to the music. My hands found her hips and I began to move with her. The song was a slow one, a crooning ballad I was unfamiliar with, but it had a good beat for dancing, and we quickly fell into a rhythm. 
 
    “So,” I said, “what was the deal with those two?” 
 
    “Scott and Jamaal, you mean?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She searched my eyes for a moment, then shrugged, “They’re harmless. Nice guys, actually. And I guess they thought I looked lonely. After all, you did leave me alone for an awfully long time!” She grinned mischievously. 
 
    “Uh huh! So, these ‘nice guys’, they didn’t try to hit on you or anything?” 
 
    She was silent for a moment, closing her eyes and rocking gracefully back and forth in time with the music. When her green eyes opened again, they stared unflinchingly into mine as the corners of her mouth curled upwards into a sly little smile. “Oh, I didn’t say that. I didn’t say that at all!” 
 
    She moved in closer, pressing her body to mine as we danced. Suddenly, her eyes went wide. “Ken!” she gasped. “Are you…?” She glanced down between us, then back up into my eyes. “Baby, why do you have a boner?!” 
 
    I pulled back from her, my cheeks hot. “I… I don’t know!” I stammered. “I mean… there… well, there were these, um… these girls at the bar. And I don’t know. Maybe… um, well, maybe because of them.” 
 
    Jen nodded her understanding, not saying anything. She moved in again to dance against me. Even with her heels on, she was a good deal shorter than me, but now, as we danced, she rose up on her tiptoes and pressed her lips to my ear. “So, it has nothing to do with the fact that two college kids almost picked up your wife?” she whispered. 
 
    Fuck! Almost picked her up?! What was she saying?! That sounded like she had actually seriously considered leaving with them! Like I had returned just in time to keep them from fucking her! 
 
    I knew, deep down, that she was just fucking with me, teasing me, trying to get a rise out of me, but somehow that didn’t lessen the impact of her words. I swallowed hard, and my cock leapt involuntarily against her belly. 
 
    Jenny leaned back, her hands still locked behind my neck, and cocked an eyebrow. “Mm hmm. I thought so.” A smug little grin played about her lips as she stared at me for a few seconds, her eyes locked steadily on mine, before putting her head on my shoulder without another word. 
 
    We danced like that until the song was over, neither of us talking, each lost in our own thoughts. I had no idea what to say to her. Hell, I had no idea what was even going on with me. But when the music stopped and my wife took my hand and began to lead me back to our table, I couldn’t deny that a pattern of sorts was starting to emerge. Carlos, Jimmy, the man in the restaurant, and now Scott and Jamaal. Something about other men noticing my wife, flirting with her, coming onto her… it excited me. Why? I had no clue, no clue at all. But there it was. 
 
    What was more, Jennifer was obviously aware of my arousal and what was causing it. Her use of Jimmy’s name to tease me when we were in bed earlier, and now discovering my erection when she told me about her two young admirers… she knew. I couldn’t even imagine what she must think of me and my strange reaction to all this, but she was thoroughly enjoying torturing me with it! 
 
    We danced through a second song, then a third, with Jenny really letting loose and dancing her heart out. I couldn’t help but notice that she took every opportunity to brush against the now prominent tent in the front of my pants with either a stray hand or her gorgeous ass. Each time she felt my hardness against her, she’d shake her head and give me a knowing look. God, what a tease! 
 
    Finally, I convinced her to leave the dance floor, and taking her hand, led her back to our table, where we found our drinks still waiting on us. I pulled out my wife’s chair, then took a seat next to her. Thank God, she didn’t say anything about what had happened on the dance floor, just wrapped her fingers gracefully around her drink and took a sip, watching the other dancers. I took a big gulp of my beer and tried to collect my thoughts. 
 
    I’d been married long enough to know that this wasn’t a conversation I was going to be able to avoid. Sooner or later Jennifer and I were going to talk about this. But what was I going to say? Oh, what the hell! I thought. Might as well have it out. When I opened my mouth to speak, I still hadn’t formulated a plan, but before I could say anything at all, Scott suddenly appeared like an apparition at Jenny’s side. 
 
    “May I have this dance?” he asked, leaning down and offering her his hand with a glance at me. “With your husband’s permission, of course!” His eyes were bright and friendly, his smile genuine. 
 
    Jenny pivoted in her seat, her green eyes studying me coolly, the corners of her lips curling upwards slightly in a sly little grin. “You don’t mind, do you, Ken?” she asked in a voice like honey. Beneath the table, she gave my thigh a little squeeze.  
 
    Shit! There was no way I could say no. And deep down, I don’t think I wanted to. My eyes moved from her to the handsome young man and I felt my stomach clench. I forced a smile and shook my head, “No. Not at all! Have fun.” To my ears, it sounded like a nervous croak, but no one else seemed to notice. 
 
    Jenny smiled at me and winked, then took Scott’s hand, rising gracefully. “Thanks, sweetie! Be back in a minute!” 
 
    In spite of my attempt to appear casual, my heart was racing in my chest. Calm the fuck down! I told myself. This isn’t the first time your wife has ever danced with another man! I took another swig of beer and watched my wife’s cute little ass swaying enticingly away from me atop her tall heels as Scott placed a hand on the small of her back and led her to the dance floor. 
 
    Damn, she looked good. The sleek black dress clung to her fit curves, the hem bouncing merrily with each step, the neckline practically forcing you to look at her cleavage. No wonder this Scott kid was interested. An involuntary shudder ran through me. Get a grip, I thought. It’s just a dance. It’s not like he’s going to take her somewhere and fuck her! Shit! Why had that thought popped into my head? 
 
    To my chagrin, I discovered that I once again had an erection, painfully trapped, pointing the wrong direction in my underwear. My eyes darting around surreptitiously to make sure nobody was looking, I brought a hand under the table to my lap and eased my cock into a more comfortable position. 
 
    When I glanced up again, Jenny and Scott had found an open space on the dance floor. I watched breathlessly as she wrapped her bare arms around his neck, just as she had done with me earlier, and began to move her body in time with the music. I was surprised to see Scott place his hands respectfully on her waist and begin to dance with a good 10 inches of space between them. He matched her pace, quickly falling into rhythm, and they began to dance. 
 
    Once again, the DJ was playing a slow song, some 90s heartache ballad that I had once known all the words to as a kid. It was perfect for dancing. Jenny loved to dance, and she was a good dancer. Always had been. And tonight was no different. She might’ve had a couple of years on most of the other girls on the dance floor, but my wife was easily the most graceful and beautiful woman on the floor.  
 
    Just like before, when I had watched them from the bar, Jenny smiled and laughed at Scott’s unheard conversation, giving me a lump in my throat that rivaled the one in my pants. I wondered what he was saying to her. Had he told a joke? Was he flirting with her? God, I wished I could hear what they were talking about! 
 
    It was innocent, really. Just two strangers sharing a dance. The rational part of my brain knew that nothing untoward was taking place. Hell, they were barely touching! Arm’s length, junior high dance stuff. But that other part of my brain, that darker part that I had managed to keep always hidden from everyone, including myself, saw something else entirely. 
 
    Scott was an attractive young man, and my wife was beyond gorgeous. Watching them together and having been a young man myself, there wasn’t a doubt in my mind that he would be more than willing to fuck my wife. Shit! I was going to have to stop thinking about that! Otherwise, my boner was going to burst a seam! 
 
    I tore my eyes from my wife and took another swig of my beer. As I did so, I heard the song end and turned my eyes expectantly back toward the dance floor. Sure enough, Scott and Jenny were headed back to our table. Then, about halfway there, Jamaal intercepted them. 
 
    Damn! I know exactly what was going to happen now, and I wasn’t wrong. Jenny looked up at me and smiled, shrugging her shoulders, then took Jamaal’s hand and turned back toward the dance floor. 
 
    If my imagination had run wild while she was dancing with Scott, it really kicked into overdrive when she started to dance with Jamaal! 
 
    The first thing that caught my eye when she wrapped her arms around his neck was the contrast in their skin colors. Jenny did a lot of her jogging wearing shorts and a tank top, which had given her something of a tan. She wasn’t exactly bronzed, but she also wasn’t what you would call pale, either. Jamaal, on the other hand, was dark. Very dark. Up close, his skin was the same hue as fine chocolate. In the dim lighting of the club, it looked as black as the wing of a raven. 
 
    The next song the DJ spun was a fast-paced rap song. Thank God! I thought. At least they won’t be slow dancing, cheek to cheek! Something about Jamaal made me distinctly nervous. He was more assertive than Scott, more elemental, more dangerous. And I had seen the way my wife had reacted to him. I was glad they wouldn’t be slow dancing, but my relief turned out to be short-lived. 
 
    I wasn’t familiar with the song. Rap had never really been my thing. But everyone else in the club seemed to recognize it immediately. When the thumping bass line erupted from the enormous speakers and filled the cavernous hall, the crowd went wild, cheering like the hometown team had just won the Super Bowl.  
 
    Everywhere I looked, girls began to gyrate and grind against their partners, throwing their arms up in the air and slinging their sweat-damp hair from side to side, while the men egged them on with enthusiasm. My eyes swung back to where my wife was dancing with Jamaal, and I was shocked to find her dancing with the same abandon shown by the others. 
 
    Where his friend, Scott, had been a perfect gentleman with my wife, Jamaal had his big black hands locked firmly on Jen’s shapely hips, pulling her in close, to dance belly to belly with him. With her ass rocking rapidly back and forth in time with the beat, Jenny’s dress swished to and fro in the strobe lights, offering a tantalizing peek at her stocking tops every few seconds. 
 
    Without warning, Jamaal took her hands from around his neck and spun her around to face away from him. He then lifted her arms and placed them around his neck again before pulling her hips tightly into him as he moved in behind her. He put his hands back on her hips and hunched forward, moving in time with her, his pelvis just scant inches away from hers. 
 
    I gasped under my breath and stared, unable to believe what I was seeing. My God! This guy was practically dry humping my wife on the dance floor! Fuck! 
 
    Jenny had no idea what he was doing. How could she? After all, she was facing away from him. She didn’t realize that he was being so crass, dancing behind her like that. Not a clue! At least, that’s what I told myself. 
 
    Watching them, I could tell you the precise instant my wife’s firm, round, little butt contacted Jamaal’s gyrating crotch. Her eyes shot open, her eyebrows climbing far up her forehead, and her mouth fell open in shock.  
 
    Jennifer froze with her arms locked behind Jamaal’s neck, taken off guard. Maybe she thought it was accidental, that Jamaal had just inadvertently bumped into her while dancing. But any chance of that was immediately swept from her mind when her partner pulled her hips back hard against him and pressed his gyrating crotch against her backside. Oh no! No mistaking it now. This was intentional! 
 
    That was it! The jig was up! He’d gone too far. Jenny had realized what was going on, and she was going to put a stop to it! I just knew it. No way she was going to let him do that with her! Dirty dancing… no way she’d go for that! Hell, this guy was going to be lucky if she didn’t slap him into next week. Only… she didn’t. She didn’t do anything. 
 
    I held my breath as I awaited the explosion I knew was about to come, but instead of retreating from him or pulling away, instead of putting a stop to his antics and returning to our table, Jenny just stood there passively, letting him grind himself against her butt. Her eyes met mine across the intervening darkness of the club, eyes that were still wide with astonishment. Her mouth hung open, as if in a trance, and she stared at me, unblinking, as she slowly resumed dancing. Bit by bit, she grew bolder and began to move with him, until ultimately, she was wiggling her ass back against her ebony-skinned partner.  
 
    I don’t think my wife had ever looked more attractive. The fine sheen of sweat produced by her exertions gave a warm glow to her flawless skin as she moved, her eyes locked on me. With her arms up and her butt thrust backwards against Jamaal, her pert little breasts were thrust out, forming two perfect cones beneath the thin fabric of her dress. 
 
    I felt sick, like someone had punched me in the gut. There wasn’t enough air in the room. My ears rang like a bell and the world seemed to spin and close in around me until the only thing that existed for me in that moment was my beautiful wife grinding her ass against this black stranger on the dance floor.  
 
    I had never been more bitterly jealous than at that moment. It was killing me! But I had also never been more turned on! It was a maddening, bewildering experience. I didn’t know what to do. Part of me wanted to jump up and tear my wife away from this impudent young jock. Another part of me wanted to touch myself. Fuck! My cock was so hard it felt like it was going to break off! 
 
    I knew she had felt his cock when her butt touched him. And I knew enough about men to know that he was most likely hard. That thought burned in my mind, causing my own dick to twitch in my pants. My wife had just felt another man’s cock! 
 
    More importantly, she was feeling it right now. Grinding against him, there was no way she could not feel his hard member pressing against her cheeks, prodding at her crack through the thin layers of fabric that separated them. 
 
    Jenny’s eyes never left mine, but the wide-eyed shock that had been there just a few moments ago gave way to something else now: excitement. Her eyes burned bright with playful desire as she now began to actively tease Jamaal and, by default, me. 
 
    I hadn’t stopped her, and she took that as approval, sliding her back up and down his chest as they danced, rubbing her fine little ass against his bulge. She rose until her shoulders were at the level of his chin, her lithe, petite body stretched tightly upwards like a drawn bow, then suddenly bent her knees to sink as far down him as her arms would allow, her cute ass sliding down his belly and across his bulge, stopping at his thighs. Then, she repeated the motion again, all the while wiggling and shimmying from side to side. 
 
    The DJ seamlessly transitioned to the next song and Jenny and Jamaal never paused for a second, immediately picking up the rhythm of the new beat. Without shifting my gaze, I reached for my beer and was surprised to find the bottle empty when I put it to my lips and tipped it up. I thought for a split second about heading back to the bar, but dismissed the idea instantly, pushing the empty bottle to the center of the table without looking at it. No fucking way was I going to take my eyes of my wife and this black stud who was dirty dancing with her! 
 
    Two seconds later, I was glad I hadn’t gone for another beer. Jamaal spun my wife around to face him again and, without hesitation, she straddled his left leg. I nearly fainted as I watched her skirt ride up her thighs, the tops of her stockings now visible to everyone in the club. Her hands came to rest on his bulging pecs and she began to grind on his thigh. 
 
     Jenny turned her head to see if I was still watching and she shot me a smug little grin before returning her attention to Jamaal. Her tiny hands roamed the front of his shirt as she rode his leg. If anything, she was more aggressive than he was now. 
 
    Jamaal’s handsome face wore a smile as wide as a barn door. And why wouldn’t he? After all, he was dancing with the prettiest girl in the place! 
 
    “Hey! Ken, right?” 
 
    “Wha?” I said, startled. I turned to find Scott standing next to me. 
 
    “Your name is Ken, right? You’re Jenny’s husband.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded, licking my lips. I’d been so caught up in watching my wife that I hadn’t even noticed Scott’s approach. For all I knew, he’d been standing next to me this whole time. Shit! I felt like a fool. “Yeah. I’m Ken. Scott, isn’t it?” 
 
    He smiled broadly and offered me his hand. “That’s right! Listen, man, I just wanted to say thanks for letting me dance with her.” He nodded to the dance floor behind me, where I knew that his friend was busily mauling my wife. “She’s really something!” 
 
    “No problem,” I smiled, shaking his hand. “And yeah! She is!”  
 
    “Do you mind?” he gestured toward an empty seat next to me. 
 
    “No. No. Have a seat!” 
 
    “Thanks!” 
 
    He plopped down next to me as I turned my eyes back to the dance floor. Jenny was no longer there. Fuck! Had she left with Jamaal? The icy grip of panic clawed at my insides. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Where the hell was my wife?! 
 
    “So, Jenny says you guys are here on vacation?” Scott’s voice intruded on my thoughts. 
 
    “Um, yeah,” I muttered, scanning the crowd for my wife. I was not, however, too preoccupied to note that he was apparently on a first name basis with my wife. 
 
    “So, you’re here for three weeks, I think she said?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” It was hard for me to focus on what he was saying with my head swiveling back and forth, looking all around the room, searching every corner for my wife. I found myself wishing Scott would just go away and leave me alone, but he was just trying to be friendly, and I couldn’t bring myself to tell the kid to fuck off. “Yes, we’ll be here three weeks. 
 
    “Cool! We’re taking a last little vacation before school starts again. You know, kinda kickin’ back and relaxing before the old grind takes up all our time again! We’re staying at a little hotel down the beach called ‘The Grand Hotel’. There’s a bunch of us from college staying there. It’s nothing fancy, but it gives us a place to crash when we’re through clubbing!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded, glancing back at him. I remembered those days. “I know exactly what you mean!” I chuckled, thinking back. “One spring break, when I was in college, we partied all night long, woke up on somebody’s front lawn, and then did the same thing again that night!” 
 
    “Sweet! Jamaal and I have had a blast here! I mean, the booze is cheap and just look at all the girls!” 
 
    I turned back around and resumed my search. There was only one girl I was interested in at the present, and that was my wife. Where the hell had she gone? 
 
    “Not that I’m much of a lady’s man,” Scott’s voice droned on behind me. “Not like Jamaal!” 
 
    I looked back at him, my already hard cock now throbbing. Great! So, my wife was off with a real Casanova! “Oh? Jamaal does pretty well with the ladies?” I tried to sound calm and in control. 
 
    “Shit yeah! That dude wears it out! And I’m not talking skanks either! We’ve been here like four days, and he’s nailed four different chicks in that time! I’m talking real hotties! It’s amazing!” 
 
    “Pretty smooth talker, huh?” I licked my suddenly-dry lips. 
 
    “I don’t know about that. The thing is,” Scott looked around, then bent over closer to me, “Jamaal has a huge dick!” He held his hands out in front of him, about a foot apart. “Huge! Calls it the ‘Black Mamba’! And let me tell you, the girls love it!” 
 
    “So,” I sneered, “he just tells them about this huge cock of his and they immediately drop their panties for him?” I felt guilty as soon as it left my lips. I didn’t mean to be a smartass, but Scott’s description of his friend’s equipment wasn’t doing much to calm my nerves. Especially when my wife was missing and most likely in the immediate vicinity of this particular oversized penis! 
 
    “Nah, man, it ain’t like that! He’s got this thing he does.” 
 
    “Thing?” 
 
    “Uh huh! You see, he gets them on the dance floor and then he just kind of bumps into them. Let’s them feel how big he is, you know?” 
 
    I did know. I knew only too well. I had seen him do it with my own two eyes. And I had seen the effect it had had on my wife! Shit! I had to find her! 
 
    “And that works?” 
 
    “Not every time, but pretty damned often! Once they feel how big he is, they’re curious.” He raised his eyebrows. “I keep hoping he’ll pick up a girl who has a friend with her, but so far, no luck!” he added sheepishly. 
 
    Suddenly the crowd parted a little and, through the dancing figures, I saw my wife with Jamaal. They had moved to the side a little, deeper into the shadows near the back wall, dancing away from the main body of clubgoers. I had to squint to make them out in the dim light. When I did, I nearly had a heart attack! 
 
    As they danced belly to belly, Jamaal put a finger under her chin and lifted her face. He stared into her big green eyes for a moment, then bent his head and kissed her lips. And instead of pushing him away, my wife kissed him back! Encouraged, he brought his other hand around and cupped her butt cheek through her dress. 
 
    Oh shit! The sight released an entire flock of butterflies in my stomach. The bitter taste of jealousy welled up in me, and I started to rise. This was getting out of hand! But before I could move, the song ended and, realizing where she was and what was happening, Jenny slipped quickly away from Jamaal’s grasp, jerking her head toward our table. I could see the reluctance on his wide face as he took her hand and let her lead him back to us. 
 
    Damn! I had just watched my wife kiss another man! And then, he had groped her ass! Predictably, I wanted to kill him now. But at the same time, my cock was throbbing like never before. Fuck, I was turned on! My whole body felt like it was on fire, with my cock the undisputed epicenter! All the emotions I had wrestled with before came flooding back, more intense now after what I had just witnessed. 
 
    By the time they got to the table, my murderous impulses were once again under control. Nonetheless, I was ready to leave. I needed some air! I got to my feet and Scott quickly did the same. 
 
    Jenny seemed to read my mind, giving me a demure little nod as they reached us. Instead of taking her seat again, she leaned over the table and retrieved her half-full glass, then emptied it in a series of big gulps. She wiped her mouth on the back of her hand and put the empty glass back on the table. She turned to the two young men. “Thanks for the dance, Jamaal!” she said innocently. “And you, too, Scott! I really had fun!” She turned to me and forced a smile. In her eyes, I could read her concern. “But my husband and I have early morning plans, so I think we’d better call it a night! Don’t you think, honey?” 
 
    I stared at her for a second, the adrenalin still coursing through my veins, then slowly nodded. “Yeah,” I muttered. “I guess we should get going.” 
 
    “Well, hey,” Scott grinned, “it was sure nice meeting you guys! I hope we see you again!” 
 
    “Yes,” Jamaal’s bass voice rumbled, “definitely hope we see you again!” 
 
    Jennifer blushed, her eyes darting up at his then guiltily back to mine. “Okay, yeah! Maybe we’ll see you around! Bye!”  
 
    She was nervous, eager to be away. That was fine with me. I was more than ready to leave. I needed to get somewhere quiet, somewhere where I could think about tonight’s events and maybe sort out my feelings. 
 
    With a final bashful smile and a nod to the two young men, my wife took my hand and dragged me through the crowd, her designer heels clicking loudly on the hard floor, audible even above the general cacophony of the club. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    The sand felt good between my toes. From the club, Jenny had made a right turn and dragged me down the street to the beach without a word. Now, we were walking along the shore in our bare feet, me holding my shoes and socks, her with her stockings draped over one arm and her high heels dangling from her fingers by the thin straps, softly swinging back and forth in the night air. 
 
    The moon was high in the cloudless night sky, a full, silvery orb casting its pale glow down on the white sand beneath our feet, while the waist-high waves crashed inexorably against the shoreline to our left. We walked along in silence for perhaps 10 minutes, breathing the fresh salt air, thinking our own thoughts, when Jennifer suddenly came to a stop and reached for my hand. 
 
    “Ken, I’m sorry!” she said quietly, her voice pleading and small in the moonlight. “I’m so sorry!” Her fingers crushed mine, forcing me to look at her. She looked so tiny and vulnerable in the half darkness, her slumped shoulders giving her a narrow, forlorn appearance that tugged at my heart. 
 
    “Hey! It’s… it’s okay,” I said instinctively. “It’s okay!” I put my arm around her and pressed her to my chest. Her head nestled comfortably into my shoulder, and she clung to me for dear life. I felt her sob quietly. 
 
    It’s okay. That’s what I had told her. But was it? What was happening to us? What the hell were we doing? A few days ago, the idea of my wife kissing another man would have seemed impossible. That just wasn’t who she was! And yet, here we were! The thing that really troubled me, though, was how I had reacted. Shit! I still had a semi-erection, even after all the walking! 
 
    Jennifer raised her head, and I saw her eyes, big and watery in the pale light. “I… I don’t know what happened,” she sobbed. “I… I just wanted to tease you a little. You know, flirt with him, make you jealous.” She paused, choosing her next words with care. “Because… well, with Scott and the bellhop at the hotel… I don’t know, it seemed like it excited you. And I just thought, because Jamaal was more aggressive, I could get a little crazier, put on a little show for you. And then…” 
 
    “And then, things got out of hand. I know, baby!” 
 
    She shook her head, looking at her feet as she took a step back from me. “I didn’t mean to! I just got caught up in the beat of the music, being so close to him… He was so muscular, so big. And he was such a good dancer! I sort of forgot where I was and what I was doing! I… I guess I wasn’t as in control as I thought. And then he… um… well, he…” 
 
    “He bumped into you,” I offered. “With his crotch.” 
 
    “How did you…?” A look of shocked confusion creased her pretty face. 
 
    “Scott told me. Apparently, it’s his modus operandi! He gives the girls a feel of how big he is and they fall all over themselves!” I chuckled, hoping my voice sounded steadier than I felt. 
 
    “Yeah, he bumped into me.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    “Was he as big as Scott says?” 
 
    “I don’t… I mean… does it matter?” 
 
    “C’mon babe! All I want to know is if he felt big!” 
 
    She hesitated, chewing her lip as she searched my eyes. With a gesture of resignation, she shrugged and nodded, looking at her feet. “Yes,” she murmured. “He was big. Really big! God, I’m so, so sorry, Ken!” 
 
    I made no reply. With a smile, I took her hand and we resumed our stroll. The relentless crash of the surf against the sand drowned out every other sound. We went about twenty yards before she spoke again. 
 
    “You must hate me!” she murmured, dejectedly kicking a little heap of sand in her path. “God! I think I hate me!” 
 
    “No!” I stopped her, putting my hands on her slender shoulders and turning her to face me. “You listen to me, Jenny. I don’t hate you. And I never will! I love you! What happened tonight was…” 
 
    I hesitated. Shit! What should I say? What would she think of me if I told her the truth? And what was the truth anyway? I was still confused myself. I took a deep breath and then said, “It was hot.” 
 
    There. I’d said it. Oh Fuck! I’d said it! Now what?!! 
 
    Her eyebrows shot up and she stared at me in shock. “Hot?” she echoed, her mouth frozen in a perfect O for an agonizingly long moment, eyes wide and unblinking in the gentle light of the moon. “Hot.” She pursed her lips. 
 
    Now it was my turn to blush. It was too late to take back the words I had uttered. My secret was out. I looked at my feet and nodded, digging at the sand with my toe. “Yeah. I don’t know why. Hell, I don’t understand any of this,” I met her eyes again. “But watching you with him… watching you with them was hot!” 
 
    “Hot…” she repeated, sounding like a broken record.  
 
    Jenny was silent then, mulling my words over in her head. Each second dragged on, seeming like an eternity. Her silence terrified me, so full of imagined indignation and disgust. My panic grew. God, what was going on in that pretty head of hers?  
 
    “So,” she whispered finally, “watching me dance with other guys turns you on?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say, how far to take this sudden confession of mine. “I… well, I guess so, yeah!” I shrugged, hoping desperately that the darkness would hide the redness I could feel creeping up my cheeks. 
 
    Jennifer cocked her head to the side, studying me. She seemed to sense the hesitation behind my words, to realize that there was more going on than I had told her. “And when Jamaal kissed me?” she probed. 
 
    I groaned inwardly, remembering. “Pretty sure you were kissing him back!” I said defensively. Maybe if I turned things back on her, she’d change the subject. 
 
    “Mm hmm.” Her face cracked into a smile, her teeth flashing white in the silvery moonlight. “And you liked that, too.” It was a statement, not a question. 
 
    There was no sense denying it. Jenny could see right through me. I nodded my surrender. So much for changing the subject! I had just admitted to being turned on by her kissing another dude. Damn! Damn! Damn! I was a freak. And now, she knew it, too! 
 
    Now that she had me on the ropes, Jenny wasn’t about to let up. She pressed her attack. “And when he grabbed me? When he touched me?” she breathed, moving in close. Her words came out as an airy whisper, barely audible over the crashing surf next to us. 
 
    “Oh God, Jenny!” I shuddered. 
 
    The image of Jamaal’s big, black hand squeezing her tight little ass sprang into my head and with my wife’s warm, supple body pressed against me now in the coolness of the ocean breeze, that ‘semi-erection’ I had been sporting earlier began to lengthen into a full-on boner! 
 
    She felt it as soon as our bodies met. How could she not? I was as hard as I’d ever been, my cock straining against the front of my pants. The flickering gleam in my wife’s eyes flared into a roaring blaze when she made contact with my steel-hard erection. 
 
     Everything that had passed between us over the last few minutes had been nothing more than words. This was something else entirely. This was actual, physical, tactile proof of my arousal. Direct, honest, irrefutable. 
 
    “Oooh!” she cooed, kissing my neck. Her hand traced its way down the front of my shirt to my belt, then slid lower and cupped my hardness. “I’ll take that as a yes!” She gave me a playful squeeze and giggled when my cock twitched in her hand. 
 
    “I… um…” I swallowed hard, knowing that I should say something, but unable to find the words. My head was spinning. Everything was happening too fast. And my wife’s warm hand moving gently up and down my crotch wasn’t helping me focus. 
 
    Jenny kissed my lips, firmly, urgently, then pulled her head back with a smile. To my shock, she immediately dropped to her knees in front of me and began to undo my belt. 
 
    “Baby! No!” I whispered, glancing nervously around us. 
 
    “Shh!” she smiled up at me. “Let me do this! There’s no one around.”  
 
    She returned her attention to my belt, tugging the buckle open while my eyes swept the beach. I searched the shadows, but found no one there. She was right. The beach was deserted. 
 
    Trembling with urgency, Jenny tore open my pants, and I gasped as I felt the cool night air hit my crotch. The fabric rustled faintly, the sound drowned out by the ocean, as she pushed them down to my knees. I looked down just in time to see Jenny take my cock into her mouth. 
 
    “Oh fuck, Jenny!” I hissed. 
 
    She bobbed on my cock several times, her hands tickling the underside of my scrotum, before letting me slip out of her mouth and flashing me a mischievous smile. “Oh? Is that what you wanted to happen next?” 
 
    I blinked, not understanding the question. 
 
    “I’m sure he would have, if I’d offered!” Jenny smiled. She blew softly across the spit-damp head of my cock. “Fuck me, that is!” she winked. 
 
    My dick jumped excitedly in her hand, causing her to giggle. With a knowing wink, she attacked my cock once more, sucking noisily as her words bounced around inside my head like a golf ball in a tiled bathroom. 
 
    Fuck her?!! Oh my God! Fuck her! For the briefest instant, an image flew through my mind of my gorgeous wife lying back and spreading her legs for Jamaal. My cock pulsed with the most intense excitement, getting bigger and harder in my wife’s sucking mouth. Why did that perverted idea excite me so much? 
 
    Jennifer moaned eagerly around my erection, feeling my arousal, feeding off it. Looking down, I saw her slender shoulders shake powerfully as a shiver ran through her. For the first time, I noticed that her right hand had disappeared beneath her short dress. Staring in the dim light, I could see her tiny wrist jigging rapidly between her thighs and realized that she was masturbating!  
 
    This was something I had rarely seen her do. Tonight, whatever inhibitions she usually felt about pleasuring herself in front of me had apparently been overridden by her arousal. And I loved it! 
 
    Her eyes were clenched tightly shut while she sucked me, and I couldn’t help but suspect that she too was visualizing herself beneath Jamaal. Her low moan soon gave way to a series of high-pitched whimpers, sending delicious vibrations rocketing through my steely rod. Then suddenly, her whole body went stiff and she just held me for a moment in her mouth, panting heavily past my cock. Fuck! My wife had just orgasmed!  
 
    Her needs satiated for the time being, she increased her speed, bringing both hands around to cup my buttocks, pulling my manhood deeper into her heavenly warm mouth. Her pretty lips flew along my shaft, bringing me ever closer to my climax. I reached down, touching her shoulder to warn her off, but she brushed my hand aside and redoubled her efforts. 
 
    “Oh God!” I groaned. “Jen…Jenny… Oh God, Baby! I’m gonna…” 
 
    “MMMMM!” she hummed, sliding her left hand down to cup my bloated balls and squeezing. That was it. All I could take.  
 
    “OH FUCK!” I bellowed, my head snapping back as I thrust my cock forward, burying it to the hilt in her insistent mouth. A white heat surged up from the root of my cock, my balls drawing tightly up against my twitching shaft, and I began to cum. 
 
    She ground her lips against my crotch, swallowing my entire length as I pulsed and squirted my seed into my wife’s throat. Time and again, my dick jerked and spit, until my balls were empty. Not once did Jen attempt to pull away, holding me steadfastly and staring into my eyes as she milked me, kneading my balls while she swallowed my offering. 
 
    After what seemed like an eternity, the pulsing slowed to a mere trickle, then stopped altogether. I was finished, and she released my flagging cock with a loud plop that I could hear even over the surf. I staggered backwards from her in the deep sand, gasping, on legs that suddenly seemed to be made of overcooked spaghetti, and reached down to pull up the pants that were pooled awkwardly around my ankles. Jennifer reached for the shoes beside her and got to her feet, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand and tugging her skirt back down with a wicked smile. 
 
    “Mmm!” she purred, tossing her stockings over her shoulder. “That was fun! But I do think you and I need to talk.” She reached for my hand. “Let’s go back to the hotel!” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    “So, tell me something,” my wife smiled up at me from between my legs. “Just how long has this been going on?” She took me back into her mouth, swirling her pink tongue around the still, sensitive tip of my cock. I began to quickly rise to the occasion. 
 
    “Going on? I… What do you mean?” I asked, wondering for the hundredth time if there might not be some way out of the conversation I knew was about to take place. Hoping beyond hope that I wouldn’t have to admit all of my perverted thoughts to her. But I knew it was futile. This was going to happen. And it looked like it was going to happen here and now! 
 
    We’d come straight back to the hotel from the beach and had barely made it inside our room before Jenny had attacked me again. A string of discarded clothes, both hers and mine, littered the floor from the front door to our present location, on the large bed in the suite’s main bedroom. Now, my naked wife had me fully hard once more and something told me she wasn’t about to let it go. 
 
    “Oh, come on, Ken,” she sneered, popping off my cock and squeezing my shaft with a fierce intensity. “I’m not blind, you know! We’ve been married a long time. Don’t you think I’ve noticed the way you want every detail any time some other guy comes onto me? Why do you think I’m always so quick to bring it up?” She winked playfully. “But this is different. Today, it’s even more obvious. Ever since we got here, you get that crazy look in your eye any time a man gets near me.” 
 
    “Crazy look?” I was stalling for time, trying to figure out my next move. Maybe there was some way to circumvent this impending train wreck before it happened! 
 
    “Oh yeah! That ‘hungry tiger look’! Like you want to pounce on me and devour me on the spot! I noticed it when we were checking in. And then, when I flashed the bellhop. What was his name again?” 
 
    “Jimmy,” I supplied immediately without thinking. 
 
    She winked knowingly. “See what I mean? You even remember his name!” She welcomed me back inside her mouth, bobbing up and down rapidly, her eyes never leaving mine. 
 
    Damn! She had me there! I had remembered the kid’s name. And I also remembered the excitement that had coursed through my body when I saw him checking her out. Looking into her eyes, I wondered if she knew just how much it had affected me. 
 
    After a dozen or so strokes, she pulled off me again, stroking my wet shaft lazily as she continued her tease. “And you sure didn’t stop him when you caught him looking at your wife’s ass! What was it you said? ‘Kinda hot’. Weren’t those your words? Strange…” She gave my cock a long lick from balls to tip. “‘Hot’ is how you described what happened between me and Jamaal, too!”  
 
    I was paralyzed. Afraid to speak. Afraid I would betray myself, alienate her, ruin everything. But at the same time, I was aroused beyond belief, trembling with erotic tension. 
 
    “Before that, when you came back and found me talking to Scott and Jamaal, there was that little issue you were having on the dance floor,” she cooed. “You know, your little ‘problem’,” she rolled her eyes downward toward my crotch and giggled. “My God, you were hard! I don’t know how you could walk with this thing poking out like that!” 
 
    She ran her long nails playfully along the underside of my scrotum and then crawled up my body, sitting on my lap and trapping my erect cock against my belly beneath her. I could feel the slick wetness of her slit sliding along the underside of my dick as she moved on me. She was swollen and open, obviously also turned on. 
 
    Jennifer leaned down until her pert breasts poked against my chest and whispered in my ear. “And just now. On the beach. Tell me you weren’t thinking about me and Jamaal!” Her words were sweet torture, her breath hot on my skin. She rose, propping herself up on her arms, and gazed into my eyes. 
 
    I said nothing. And my silence was answer enough for her. 
 
    “Mm hmm!” she smiled wickedly, leaning down once more to kiss my lips. “So, I repeat: Just how long has this been going on? How long have you been thinking about me and other men?” 
 
    Oh fuck! She knew! She knew! Damn! And I thought I had been hiding it so well all these years. Damn! What was I going to say? 
 
    “It’s okay, baby,” she whispered reassuringly. “Just tell me the truth.” 
 
    “I… I don’t know. I mean…” Fuck! I was as tongue-tied as a 16-year-old kid asking his high school crush to prom! I swallowed hard, trying to compose myself, and then started again, “It’s always turned me on.” My voice cracked midway through the sentence, sounding odd and distant. I looked up at her, waiting to see how she would react. 
 
    “Always?” 
 
    I sighed and nodded. “Since college, I guess. Since the first time we… the first time we had sex. It was obvious that you are more experienced than I was. And I don’t know, something about that excited me. I… I used to think about the guys you’d been with before. But instead of being jealous, like most guys would, I just wished I could have seen it.” 
 
    Once the dam broke, all those hidden thoughts and fantasies came spilling out of me in a torrent of explicit images. I couldn’t stop myself. The words poured forth of their own accord for what seemed like hours. It was a confession to give a mob boss’s priest a coronary.  
 
    I didn’t hold anything back. I told Jen everything. Every minute detail of every dark secret I had carefully concealed from her, all about watching her talk to other men and imagining her with them, even about my nocturnal masturbation sessions fantasizing about my wife fucking another guy. 
 
    Jenny listened to my tale in silence, thoughtfully chewing her lip as I told her my innermost secrets. I watched her pretty face and saw the initial spark of curiosity in her green eyes blossom into a steady flame of excitement. Halfway through my confession, she reached down between us to guide me into her, not fucking me, just sitting on me with my hard cock sheathed in her warm wetness. 
 
    When I was finished, she stared at me in silence until I thought I would die from the tension. But finally, a sly grin curled the corners of her mouth. Her long black hair bounced on her pale, naked shoulders as she shook her head. “Wow!” she breathed simply, her voice shuddering. Then, she leaned forward to kiss my lips. Without breaking our kiss, she reached to the right to find the lamp on the bedside table and flicked the switch, plunging the room into total darkness. 
 
    As if in a silent trance, my wife began to move on me, ratcheting her slim hips back and forth along my shaft with an urgency I hadn’t felt in quite a while. I waited for her to speak, to condemn or comfort me. I’d have given anything at that moment to know her thoughts, but Jenny had had enough of talk. 
 
    With her small breasts flattened against my chest, I turned my head and kissed her neck, smelling her perfume, commingled with the scent of the sea air, which still clung to her silky hair after our walk along the beach. 
 
    We made love there in the dark like two desperate strangers, fiercely and passionately. It was sweaty, primitive, animalistic, and it was amazing! The pent-up desires I had shared with her hung over us, a tapestry of perversion that filled both our minds as we writhed and bucked against each other. 
 
    Twice, three times, I felt her stiffen and quake in orgasm, spasming around my thrusting member. I clutched her hips, pulling her down onto me, forcing as much of my hard cock deep inside her as I could. Sometime after midnight, I spilled my seed inside her once more and, exhausted, we both fell into a deep sleep, my softening cock still lodged inside her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    It was the shower that woke me next morning. The familiar patter of running water tore me from the sweet bliss of sleep, and I opened my eyes to find myself lying face down in the tangled sheets. The sun was already far up into the sky, its powerful rays having hours ago driven away the darkness of night. For a moment, I blinked, my eyes still heavy with sleep, and tried to decide whether I really wanted to get up yet. 
 
    I drew a deep breath and turned my head to look at the alarm clock on the bedside table. 10:38 AM. Damn! I couldn’t remember the last time I had slept so late. Oh, what the hell! I thought. It’s supposed to be a vacation! 
 
    I rolled over to my left to find that I was alone in the king-sized bed. Of course, I was alone. The closed door and the telltale sound of the shower meant that Jenny was in the bathroom, rinsing away the stickiness of last night’s lovemaking. Last night! Oh shit! I’d told her! 
 
    I was suddenly wide-awake. I sat up and vigorously rubbed my scalp with both hands. What would she think? What would she say? Had I ruined things between us? Oh fuck! She’d think I was a pervert! 
 
    Just as I was talking myself into a full-fledged panic attack, the shower stopped. A minute later, my wife walked into the room with a towel tied around her. Her wet hair hung loose behind her, trailing its way in damp tendrils between her shoulder blades to the middle of her back. 
 
    “Good morning!” she beamed. “It’s about time you got up!” 
 
    “Good morning,” I replied, eyeing her warily.  
 
    Any second, the other shoe was going to drop. I just knew it. She’d be angry with me, disappointed. Maybe she’d want a divorce. When she opened her mouth to speak, I steeled myself, expecting the worst. 
 
    “The hotel manager called about 15 minutes ago. He said that the curator of the local museum would be happy to take you on a little tour of the local architectural sights this afternoon.” 
 
    “This afternoon?” I asked stupidly. Wasn’t she going to say anything about last night? 
 
    “Uh huh! I told him 1 o’clock would be fine. That’ll leave us enough time to grab a quick lunch before you go.” 
 
    “Um… yeah. Okay. Thanks for setting that up for me.” I rubbed my face, then swung my legs over the side of the bed and stood, stretching my arms above my head and groaning.  
 
     “No problem!” she asked cheerily. 
 
    “So, what are your plans today?” 
 
    “Well, for starters, there’s a little art gallery down the street I want to check out. Supposed to be really nice. After that, I’m going to do a little shopping at one of the boutiques Carlos recommended and then, I guess, just lay around and catch a few rays on the beach!” 
 
    “Hmm. Sounds fun!” 
 
    “I sure hope so. But Ken?” 
 
     “Yeah?” 
 
    “Hurry up and grab a shower, baby,” she tossed her head toward the open door behind her. “I’m starving!” 
 
    “Aye aye!” I grinned, marching toward the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    A couple of hours later, I found myself cruising down the backstreets of town in a silver, not-so-new Lincoln Town Car, looking through windows at the various buildings being pointed out to me by a man I had just met. 
 
    Jonathon Smythe, the museum curator was a middle-aged man with small round glasses, dressed in a suit complete with a bowtie. His thin, graying hair he wore slicked back on his skull. He looked for all the world like a cliché of a museum curator, something from an old movie, but he was easily the most knowledgeable tour guide I had ever had.  
 
    From the history of the native Americans who first lived in the area to the Spanish Conquistadors who explored it beginning in the 1500s to the names of the individual architects who had created the buildings that interested me, there seemed to be no question that could stump him. Heck, he even knew where all the best restaurants were located along that stretch of beach, and who owned them. It was astonishing. 
 
    This sleepy little coastal town was full of architectural treasures. I lost count of all the exquisite buildings he pointed out to me, from beach houses to sumptuous estates, old abandoned warehouses to carefully restored Art Deco office buildings. There was even a now-shuttered theater, where he told me his grandparents had gone to see Bela Lugosi’s Dracula when it was originally released in 1931. 
 
    It was fascinating stuff. Really. Any other day, I would’ve been spellbound. But today, as we drove along beneath the clear Florida sky, it was difficult for me to keep my mind on what he was saying. Time and again, I was forced to ask him to repeat something, because my mind had wandered once more. The enormity of what had happened last night, of what I had admitted to my wife, was a distraction I was having a hard time ignoring. 
 
    I couldn’t stop thinking about it, about her, wondering where she was, what she was doing and more importantly, what effect this was going to have on our marriage. My God! After all these years of secrecy, I had told my wife that I fantasized about her having sex with other men! It was difficult to imagine how we could just return to normal after such a thing. 
 
    Ultimately, I told myself that there was no changing it. What was done was done, and I would simply have to deal with the consequences when the time came. With a Herculean effort, I forced my mind to focus on the curator’s gracious and informative tour. 
 
    Three hours later, when he pulled up in front of the Hotel Sandpiper, I thanked him profusely for his kindness. 
 
    “Not at all! Not at all! I enjoyed it!” he assured me with a broad smile. “And if you get time, bring your wife down to the museum. I’m sure she’d be interested in our art collection!” 
 
    When I glanced back at him, he saw the confusion in my eyes and held up a hand. “Carlos,” he explained, nodding toward the hotel. “He told me that she is an artist.” 
 
    “Carlos. Of course!” I smiled. “Yes. We may have to pay you a visit!” 
 
    “Please do! Well, I guess I’d better get back to work. I hope you have a lovely vacation.” 
 
    “Thank you. For everything.” 
 
    He gave me a nod as I closed the door, then drove down the long driveway. I stood on the curb, watching until he was out of sight, then made my way up the walkway to the front door of the hotel. 
 
    Carlos smiled warmly when I stepped into the lobby. “Señor Wilson! Did you enjoy your tour of our little town?” 
 
    I crossed to him and offered him my hand over the counter. “Yes, Carlos, immensely! Thank you so much for arranging it! Mr. Smythe was extremely thorough!” 
 
    “Oh, I am so glad, señor!” 
 
    “My wife. Has she returned from her shopping trip?” 
 
    “Sí. About an hour ago. I believe she is upstairs. Would you like me to ring your room?” 
 
    “That won’t be necessary, Carlos. I’m heading up now. And thank you again for arranging my meeting with Mr. Smythe!” 
 
    “Not at all. Not at all! I am here to help. Please do not hesitate to ask if you have any other wishes.”  
 
    “Yes, thank you!” I nodded, slipping into the elevator. 
 
    Jenny wasn’t in our suite. But she had been there. There were three shopping bags lying on the remade bed in the bedroom, each from a separate local shop. Apparently, the shopping trip had been a success! 
 
    Well, if she wasn’t in the room, that probably meant that my lovely wife was down on the beach, sunning herself. I opened the glass door to the balcony and stepped outside. 
 
    I shaded my eyes against the bright sun and scanned the virgin sand beneath me, looking for Jenny. The beach was packed with people, playing frisbee, swimming in the ocean, and lying on blankets. But, try as I might, I couldn’t find my wife. 
 
    It wasn’t until I had looked at everyone on the beach for the third time that I recognized her, and small wonder! I was looking for a lone woman. But, Jenny was surrounded by a small knot of young men! 
 
    The jealousy hit me like a jab to the gut, making me feel tight and tingly inside. I watched her laughing and talking with them far below and my heart began to pound like a jackhammer. They were too far away for me to hear their words, but her body language told me that she was enjoying the attention they were giving her. 
 
    Her swimsuit was one I had never seen before, a bright teal blue bikini that left little to the imagination, even at this distance. Glancing quickly back at the shopping bags on the bed, I saw that one bore the name “Gabrielle’s Swimwear”. No wonder it was unfamiliar to me! Jenny had just bought it today. With a wry smile, I turned my eyes back to the scene below me. 
 
    My wife’s admirers looked to all be about the same age, somewhere between 18 and 25. By my count, there were six of them, all bare-chested and muscular. The word “beach bums” popped into my mind. In reality, they were most likely college kids on vacation, and they were all clustered around my wife! 
 
    When I had stepped onto the balcony, my intent had been to find my wife so I could join her, but now I had a sudden and overwhelming urge to watch and see what transpired. But they were so far away that I could barely make out who was who. I needed to get closer to the action, but how? If I joined her, the young men would all leave. Then suddenly, it hit me: the hotel’s outdoor café. 
 
    It was a good thing the door to the room was self-closing. Otherwise, I’m fairly certain I would have left it standing wide open when I sprinted toward the elevator. 
 
    The outdoor seating area sported several dozen cast-iron tables, most of which had four matching chairs. It was mostly deserted at this time of day. Too late for the lunch crowd and too early for the suppertime diners. Walking between the tables beneath the overhanging awning, I found a table about 25 yards from where my wife was lying that offered me an unobstructed view.  
 
    Yes, I thought as I checked the sight angles, this would do nicely! I could clearly see Jennifer and her entourage of young admirers, and I felt that familiar tickle of jealous excitement run down my spine. A pair of potted plants formed a partial screen that I hoped would allow me to watch without being observed.  
 
    Giving a perfunctory nod to a man at the next table, I took a seat. As I did so, I heard my wife’s voice say, “You guys are impossible!” followed by a girlish giggle. Holy shit! It had never occurred to me that I might be close enough to overhear them! Oh, this was perfect! My train of thought was suddenly interrupted by the appearance of a uniformed waiter at my elbow. 
 
    “Good afternoon, sir!” he smiled. “What can I bring you?” 
 
    I looked up at him, blinking. “Um, I… Yeah! I’ll have a beer. A stout, please.” 
 
    “Yes sir. Coming right up!” 
 
    He walked away rapidly, and I turned my attention back to the beach. Looking down from our balcony a couple of minutes ago, I had counted six young men surrounding my wife. Now, there were eight. Peering around the potted plant between us, I immediately recognized two of them as the guys from last night, Scott and Jamaal. The pair of them was sitting on the warm sand on either side of my wife and getting most of her attention.  
 
    Seeing him for the first time without a shirt, I was surprised at just how well-muscled Scott was. His pecs were impressive, and he had biceps that were easily twice as thick as mine. His stomach was flat and toned with just a hint of definition. But Jamaal was in another league altogether. 
 
    His skin was very dark, the color of fine chocolate, and it was drawn tight over a muscular build that would make a Greek statue blush with inadequacy. God, he was ripped! If Scott’s arms were big, Jamaal’s were massive! And his pecs stood out so far, it looked like you could set a coffee cup down on them and it wouldn’t slide off! His six-pack was deeply chiseled, so defined that I could see the individual bands of hard muscle even from this distance. 
 
    The low rumble of Jamaal’s voice was distinctive. Scott’s was higher pitched. I strained my ears to hear them, leaning low over the table, but most of their conversation was too quiet for me to understand from that distance. I caught only bits and pieces of the words that passed between them. 
 
    As usual, my sexy little wife looked fantastic. Jenny had on her sunglasses, the same ones she had worn in the car, giant, deep black, designer shades that made her look elegant and sophisticated. Her hair was pulled back into a cute ponytail that bounced delightfully every time she moved her head. She was lying on her towel, propped up on both elbows with one knee drawn up casually, looking up at the guys she was talking to. As my eyes roamed across the curves of her pale body, I felt my heart begin to thump loudly again. Her suit was tiny. Barely there. My God! She was practically naked! Naked in front of eight young men! I felt my cock start to harden in my slacks.  
 
    My beer arrived, and I took a sip, my eyes glued on my wife. They were flirting with her shamelessly, especially Jamaal, complementing her, telling her funny anecdotes. She laughed dutifully, flirting back. Twice, I saw her touch the black man’s chest, and both times I had to bite my lips to suppress a groan. I couldn’t help but remember her description of the large black cock she had felt pressed against her on the dance floor last night. 
 
    And I felt the same jumpy, panicky feeling in the pit of my stomach that I did last night. Only now, I was starting to accept the fact that watching Jenny around other guys turned me on. I didn’t mind that she was flirting with them. In fact, I wanted her to flirt with them. I wanted to see how far she would go. Particularly with regard to Jamaal. 
 
    Even from this distance, I could see her lick her lips from time to time. Her hard little nipples formed visible peaks beneath the fabric of her bikini top. And time and again, she moved her hand up to brush a stray strand of hair back over her ear. Oh yeah! Jenny was definitely enjoying the attention! 
 
    She looked so small, surrounded by these hard, muscular young men, the bulging muscles glistening with sweat beneath the hot Florida sun. Her pale, petite body looked so feminine in comparison with their manly physiques, underscoring the erotic tension. I felt my hand tremble slightly as I lifted my glass once more and waited to see what would happen next. 
 
     The near-nude state of everyone involved made it fairly easy for my brain to jump to scenes of debauchery. What if the swimsuits were gone? What if she really were naked under their hungry gaze? In my mind’s eye, I saw my black-haired wife in the center of the circle of masculine flesh, eight hard cocks pointing angrily, insistently toward her, demanding her attention. For some strange reason, I imagined Jamaal’s dwarfing all the others. 
 
    Just as I was beginning to settle into this naughty fantasy of my wife surrounded by a gaggle of naked, muscular young men, she surprised me by suddenly rolling over onto her stomach on the towel. In unison, eight pairs of eyes immediately dipped to stare at her round little ass, barely concealed beneath the blue fabric of her bikini bottom. My dick gave a little jump in my pants. What was she doing now? 
 
    “Would one of you guys mind putting some suntan lotion on my back?” Jenny asked in a voice loud enough for me to hear. She laid her head on her crossed arms and waited. 
 
    For a moment, I thought I was going to witness a brawl. Those eight guys practically knocked each other over in a mad scramble as they fought for control of the tube of lotion. Any one of them would have gladly murdered his fellows to be the one to slather my wife with sunscreen. But ultimately, it was the broad-shouldered Jamaal who emerged victorious, brandishing the tube before him like a pagan idol as he knelt beside my scantily clad wife. 
 
    “Thank you, Jamaal!” I heard her say as he opened the tube. “You’re a real gentleman.” 
 
    Gentleman my ass, I thought with a grim smile. This guy couldn’t wait to get his hands on Jennifer’s tight little body. And I had to admit, I was pretty keen to see it, too! 
 
    I nearly passed out with jealous lust as I watched him squirt a line of white, milky sunscreen on my wife’s slender back. I guess I’d never really made the connection before, but seeing the white little globs of liquid splash across my wife’s skin, glistening wetly in the sunlight… God! Maybe I’m just a pervert, but it looked for all the world like semen!  
 
    Jamaal’s big, black hands came up and dipped into the creamy lotion, and he slowly began to drag and spread it with his strong fingers, massaging it into her supple, pale skin. The contrast in skin color fascinated me on some deep, primal level that made me feel uncomfortable, yet excited.  
 
    He started at the small of her back, just above her glorious, round little ass, and began to gradually work his way upwards, his thumbs rubbing and caressing her narrow waist before roaming up to her ribcage. He took his time, working every square inch of her back under the appreciative eyes of the other men. 
 
    Jenny was facing me, her cute little mouth curled in a satisfied little smile of quiet contentment. I couldn’t see her eyes behind her dark sunglasses, but it certainly looked like she was enjoying this as much as I was. Maybe more!  
 
    When Jamaal’s hands reached the knot of the bikini top, tied between her shoulder blades, my wife did something that almost made me choke on my beer. With a wicked smile, she reached back and undid the knot! Oh fuck! If she got up now, she’d be topless! 
 
    The thought of her bare-chested burned like a hot coal inside my skull. I imagined her rising, his big black hands encircling her perky little titties, kneading the hard nipples. I pictured her leaning back against his muscular, ebony chest and letting the others look at her. It was sick and crazy, thinking about my wife this way, and it filled my stomach with angry butterflies, but it also made my cock so hard it hurt. 
 
    Snapping out of my insane fantasy, I looked around nervously, suddenly afraid that one of the other guests might see what my wife was doing on the beach. Might see the raging boner that was tenting my pants beneath the table. Guilty conscience, I suppose! But my fears proved unfounded. I was now completely alone on the veranda, the man at the table adjacent to mine having left at some point. I breathed a little sigh of relief then turned my attention back toward Jennifer. 
 
    I was just in time to see her retie her bikini top, and I felt a weird mixture of relief and disappointment wash over me. She rolled over and sat up, reaching for her handbag. After rummaging around for a moment, she extracted her phone and handed it to Jamaal, who tapped on the screen a dozen times, then returned the phone to her. She smiled sweetly at him, her fingers touching his for just a second longer than necessary. What was she doing? Why had he…? Then it hit me like an atom bomb. This guy had just entered his telephone number into my wife’s phone! 
 
    As my racing mind grappled with that idea, I watched in utter amazement as Jennifer handed her phone to Scott, followed by each of the other young men in turn. Like Jamaal, they all seemed more than happy for her to have their numbers. 
 
    Once this little ritual was concluded, the guys said their goodbyes and started back down the beach. One of them turned around when they were about 50 yards distant and waved back to Jennifer, who giggled and returned his wave. When they were gone, she plopped back down on her beach blanket and began to look at something on her phone. 
 
    Suddenly my own phone buzzed. I had a text. I dug it out of my pocket and looked. Sure enough, it was from Jennifer. 
 
    “Did U have fun?” 
 
    I looked toward her, but she was lying on her back facing away from me with her phone held up in front of her. Then, I realized she was talking about my sightseeing tour with Mr. Smythe. 
 
    “Sure did!” I typed “Just got back. How about U? How was UR afternoon?” 
 
    “Absolutely delicious!” came her immediate reply. 
 
    “That’s good. Are you coming up to the room?” 
 
    “B there in just a sec!” 
 
    As I rose from my seat, I had to surreptitiously shift my cock to the side so that I could walk. I was still as hard as a crowbar. I made it through the doors and was hurrying down the hallway when my phone buzzed again. I pushed the call button for the elevator then checked the message. It was a single word. My name. 
 
    “Ken?” 
 
    “Yeah?” I typed in the elevator. 
 
    “U do know I could see you the whole time, right?”


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    We didn’t go out that night. In fact, we barely left the bedroom. Jenny had come crashing through the door not 30 seconds behind me and pounced on me like a tigress. 
 
    We did it right there on the floor, fucking like teenagers, scarcely taking time to close the door behind us. The boner I had gotten from watching my wife with the young men on the beach below had never subsided, and now I put it to good use! Jenny was more excited than I had ever seen her, really and truly desperate for sex. 
 
    God, how we fucked! I took her like a man possessed, pulling the gusset of her bikini bottom to the side and ramming my cock up into her while she clawed my back and screamed for more. I didn’t last long, that first time. How could I? I was too worked up, and my wife had become a sexy love goddess who excited me like never before! Five minutes after reaching the room, I spurted powerfully up into my wife’s clutching pussy. 
 
    As soon as I rolled off of her, Jenny had calmly gotten to her feet and led me into the bedroom by my semi-erect cock. “You’re not done yet, mister!” she grinned as she slipped out of her bikini. 
 
    If possible, the second time was even better than the first. More cerebral, more erotic. With our frantic urgency expended, we now took our time, making love slowly and passionately. And once again, Jenny started to talk dirty! 
 
    God! The things she said that night! I never knew her mind could be so filthy. Now that she knew my secret, knew what turned me on, she knew just exactly which screws to turn, and turn them she did! As soon as I was hard again, she mounted my cock and slowly rode me as she whispered in my ear. 
 
    It was so nasty, so wonderful! She started out by asking me how I had liked the little show she had put on with Jamaal and whether it had excited me, seeing him touch her like that. From there, she proceeded to describe in detail all the things she wanted to do to him and have him do to her. Then, she plunged into a vivid description of a fantasy gangbang featuring all eight of the young men I had seen her with. 
 
    I was utterly defenseless against her erotic onslaught. The images she conjured in my mind were so powerful and arousing that I trembled with excitement. I couldn’t hide it any longer. In truth, I didn’t want to hide it. I longed to see her with another man. I was obsessed with it. And she knew it. And instead of turning away from me, she had embraced my kinky fantasy and, in so doing, embraced me. 
 
    As she ground on my turgid cock, her hot breath on my cheek, I listened to her naughty words and gradually realized that these weren’t just my fantasies that she was parroting back at me for my benefit. They were hers as well. All this talk about other men, strange cocks, multiple partners; these were ideas that turned her on just as much as they did me. 
 
    It sounds strange now to put into words, but something changed between us that night as we slowly made love in the warm darkness of that hotel room. It was like the love we shared grew stronger and deeper as we whispered our darkest desires to each other. And in the end, when we climaxed together, I felt a deep sense of connection with my wife. 
 
    When we were finished, we lay there, panting for breath, satiated at last, and I felt my belly rumble. A glance at the clock told me it was 8:30. Shit! We’d been at it for hours! No wonder I was so hungry! I sat up and looked at Jenny. 
 
    “Are you hungry?” I asked. 
 
    “Starved! I could eat a horse!” 
 
    “How about just room service instead?” I chuckled, reaching for the menu on the bedside table. 
 
    She stuck her tongue out at me and tore the card from my hands with a giggle, dashing to the other side of the bed. Her brow wrinkled adorably as she ran over the list. “Sandwiches okay with you?” she asked, looking up from the card.  
 
    “Yeah. That’s good. Whatever they have.” I got up and made my way to the bathroom while she dialed the number for room service on her cellphone. 
 
    The hot water of the shower felt good on my skin, and I stood there for a moment, letting the heavenly warmth cascade over my body. Just as I was reaching for the soap, a blast of cool air hit my back as the shower door opened, and I felt my wife’s naked body press against me. 
 
    “They said it would be up in 15 minutes,” she said, taking the soap from my hands. “And just in case you’re wondering,” she smirked, running the bar of soap between her pointy little titties, “that’s not enough time for a quickie!”  
 
    I showered quickly and toweled off, then slipped on a comfortable pair of sweats and walked out into the living room. I took a seat on the couch and turned on the television, flipping through the channels while I waited for my wife. I settled on football and was just starting to get into the game when she walked through the door. 
 
    “The food should be here any minute,” Jenny said. “They said Jimmy would bring it up.” 
 
    “Good. I’m getting pretty hungry,” I replied, glancing at her. No sooner had my eyes left her, than I did an immediate double take, this time turning my head for a good look. 
 
    She was wearing one of the hotel’s complementary bathrobes. White and fluffy, it was every bit as luxurious as the rest of the Hotel Sandpiper. The hem came down just a few inches below her butt and swished enticingly with each step. In spite of our recent carnal activities, I couldn’t help but stare. She walked past me, a self-satisfied little smile on her face, and plopped down on one of the chairs across from me, causing the robe to ride up and give me just a peek of her well-groomed little landing strip before she tugged it back into place. Suddenly, I had a wicked thought.  
 
    “Jimmy, you say?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what they told me. Would you mind getting the door? I don’t feel like putting on any clothes.” 
 
    “Actually,” I grinned, “I was thinking you’re dressed perfectly. Why don’t you get the door when he knocks?” 
 
    It took a moment for it to register, but when she caught my meaning, she stared at me with her mouth open. “You mean… No. No, I couldn’t! Ken! You can’t be serious!” 
 
    I shrugged, “Why not? I can guarantee you Jimmy won’t mind. It might be kind of hot to let him have a look at you.” 
 
    “But… Ken, he’s just a kid!” 
 
    “19 is not a kid anymore,” I reminded her. “Heck, he’s not much younger than those guys on the beach this afternoon! And from his reaction the day we got here… trust me. He likes looking at you!” 
 
    Her brows knitted in a little frown, thinking about it. Before she could answer, there was a knock at the door. 
 
    “Showtime!” I grinned. 
 
    “You’re impossible!” she hissed quietly, getting to her feet. But I couldn’t help noticing that her pretty face wore a huge smile as she strutted past me on her way to the door. As she started down the short hallway, I saw her tug the neckline of the robe open just a tad. Holy shit! Jimmy was about to get an eyeful! 
 
    From the couch, I couldn’t quite see the door. When Jennifer stopped in front of it, I could just see the right half of her back. The rest was obscured by the wall. I heard Jimmy’s voice as Jen swung the door open. “Uh… um… Hello, Mrs. Wilson! I have your food order.” 
 
    I laughed inwardly at his reaction. He had obviously been caught off guard by the sight of my beautiful wife wearing nothing but a bathrobe. But I had to give him credit. The kid had recovered nicely. 
 
    “Thank you, Jimmy,! I’ll be right back, if you’ll wait here for just a minute!” 
 
    She walked back down the short hallway to where I was sitting and placed the two trays of food on the table next to the couch. My breath caught in my throat when I saw just how much she had opened her robe. You could see a strip of flesh between her tits down almost to her navel! Hell, no wonder the kid almost choked! With a sly grin, Jen snatched my wallet from the table and, sticking her tongue out at me, headed back to where Jimmy was waiting. 
 
    And that is when Jen decided to up the ante. She was almost to the door, where Jimmy waited just out of sight, when she “accidentally” dropped my wallet. She was in motion, so naturally, her forward momentum carried her past the point where it fell. So, she turned with her back to him and giving me a wink, said, “Oops!” and bent over to retrieve it with both legs straight! 
 
    I nearly had a heart attack! The robe she was wearing was short. Really short! I could only imagine the view her little stunt had presented to Jimmy. He had definitely seen her cute little ass and, unless I was very much mistaken, had probably also caught a glimpse of her little clam winking at him from between her shapely thighs! 
 
    It lasted just an instant, but in my mind, that instant dragged out into a glorious, erotic eternity. I couldn’t believe how naughty she was being! As soon as her fingers grasped the fallen wallet, she stood immediately and turned around as though nothing had happened. She walked innocently to the door and counted out a tip for Jimmy, then handed it to him. 
 
    “Thank you so much for the prompt service!” she gushed at him. 
 
    “Y…you’re welcome, Mrs. Wilson! Anytime! If you need anything else, just call!” 
 
    “Aw! You’re so sweet! And ‘Mrs. Wilson’ is my mother! Call me Jenny!” 
 
    “Um, y… yes, ma’am. Er… Jenny! Th… thanks for the tip! You guys have a nice evening!” 
 
    I heard the door close, and Jenny walked back into the living room with an enormous smile on her face. “Well,” she demanded, “Was that what you had in mind?” 
 
    “Fuck, no!” I beamed. “That was way better!” 
 
    “Oh? So you liked that? You liked me putting on a show for poor Jimmy? 
 
    I nodded like a bobble-head doll. “Yeah! It was amazing!” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    I looked at her, puzzled. “Huh?” 
 
    “Show me!” she repeated, nodding toward my lap. 
 
    Now I understood what she wanted, so I lifted my butt from the sofa and slid my sweatpants down past my hips. To my surprise, I was as hard as a railroad spike. My stiff cock popped free of the waistband and slapped loudly against my belly. I pushed the pants to my ankles and pulled my feet out, sitting naked in front of her.  
 
    “Mmm! Looks like you really did like it!” She grabbed her sandwich and sat down in the chair across from me again, taking a bite and chewing thoughtfully. A weird light danced in her eyes as she studied me for a moment. “You know, somebody should do something about that!” She nodded her head toward my throbbing erection. “But not until I’ve had some food!” 
 
      
 
    Thirty minutes later, our bellies were full. I was still naked, but the erection I had gotten from watching my wife tease the bellhop had subsided. Jenny still wore her fluffy robe. 
 
    Jenny wiped the corners of her mouth with a napkin and then tossed it onto the Styrofoam tray that had held her sandwich. She smiled sweetly at me as she rose and joined me on the couch. She threw her legs over mine, sitting on my lap, and kissed my lips. I put my arms around her and she snuggled up against my chest. For a while, we just held each other, Jenny rocking gently on my lap with her arms around me, both of us feeling the immense weight of the coming conversation, yet neither of us wanting to be the one to initiate it. Finally, Jenny cleared her throat and spoke. 
 
    “So, I think we need to talk,” she said softly. 
 
    “About what?” I asked. Then I realized how stupid I sounded. I knew damn good and well what we needed to talk about! So, I added, “Am I freaking you out with these weird fantasies of mine? Tell me the truth.” 
 
    “No! Well, yes. I mean… I don’t know!” She shook her head, looking suddenly very vulnerable. “I just…” 
 
    “What is it, Jenny? Talk to me.” 
 
    “I like it,” she shrugged. “I haven’t been this turned on in years! I mean, I always suspected that you got a kick out of watching other guys flirt with me, but this… this is beyond anything I would have ever dreamed! But it also scares me!” 
 
    “Scares you? Scares you how?” 
 
    “It’s all so new. I don’t know what you want, what the rules are. I don’t know how far is too far. You know what I mean?” 
 
    I nodded. I did know. I knew exactly how she felt, because I had been feeling the same way. How far is too far? That was a good question! And so far, I had yet to come up with an answer to it. Scared? Oh yeah! I opened my mouth to speak, but Jenny talked first. 
 
    “You know what I’ve always liked about porn?”  
 
    Porn? Jenny liked porn?! “Uh, no,” I answered a little unsteadily. 
 
    “You can always turn it off. It’s hot. It’s exciting. But, it’s not real. If you get tired of it or see something you don’t like, you can always just turn it off.” 
 
    “Okay,” I mumbled, trying to figure out how this tied in with our situation. 
 
    “Well, what we’re talking about is basically the opposite of that! These guys I’ve been flirting with: Scott, Jamaal, Jimmy. They’re real people, flesh and blood. They’re not some fantasy figures, not sex toys. They can’t be turned off.” 
 
    “I think you’ve proven they can definitely be turned on!” I quipped with a grin, the smartass in me coming through. 
 
    Jennifer’s anger flared suddenly, taking me by surprise. I felt her body stiffen. “Goddammit, Ken! That’s just it! Don’t you understand?! If I keep teasing them like this, keep turning them on, something has to give! Something is going to happen with them! They’re not machines! They’ll want to take things further and, to tell you the truth, I’m not so sure I’d be able to put a stop to it. Or that I’d want to…”  
 
    Suddenly, I didn’t feel like being a smartass anymore. All the air went out of my lungs as I realized what she was saying. “So, you want… I mean, you… you want to… you know?” 
 
    “I don’t know what I want, baby. It’s just…” She shook her head angrily, “No! That’s not true! That’s a lie. It’s not that I don’t know. Not at all!”  
 
    She tilted her head back and looked at me. I could see the wavering uncertainty in her eyes. I held her gaze and waited for her to continue. She took a deep breath, as though to speak, then blew it out loudly, her hot breath tickling my neck. Suddenly, her arms clutched me tightly for just a brief moment, as if afraid I might slip away from her, and with her head on my chest, she spoke again. 
 
    “I know what I want,” she began in a small, nervous voice that gained in strength and resolve as she talked. “Ken, I have a whole laundry list of things I’d like to do. Really crazy things. Things I’ve fantasized about for years, things I’ve been scared to tell you about, things I’ve been scared to admit even to myself. But I could always count on those things remaining safely in the realm of fantasy! 
 
    “Now, after the past two days, I’m not so sure! I’m starting to see that I’m not the only one who has hidden fantasies. And for the first time, it feels like the line between fantasy and reality might not be so solid after all. I just don’t know if I should! Does that make any sense?” 
 
    I nodded cautiously. My heart was beating in my chest like a snare drum, and I realized that I was hard again. With her sitting on my lap, I knew that she could feel it too. “Yeah,” I whispered, kissing the top of her head. 
 
    She swung her legs to the floor and got up, tugging the hem of her robe down, where it had ridden up. “I, for one, need a drink,” she said simply as she crossed to the refrigerator. “How about you?” 
 
    “Yeah. Grab me a Scotch, please.” 
 
    “Ice?” 
 
    “Never!” I proclaimed in my best Scottish accent. 
 
    Jenny snickered at my little joke, then we were both silent as she made our drinks. A nervous tension weighed down the air in the room, filled with excitement and terror at the same time. We stood on the edge of an abyss, and we both instinctively knew it. 
 
    “I guess what I’m asking,” she said, as she handed me the tumbler full of whisky, “is just how far do you want this to go?” 
 
    There it was. The million-dollar question put into words. And she was waiting for my reply. I put the tumbler to my lips and took a sip of the amber liquid and felt the gratifying warmth as it flowed down my throat. 
 
    I should have told her that enough was enough, that we’d had our little fun, but that it was now time to act like adults and stop this madness. It was common sense and it was what any normal man would have done. When I opened my mouth to speak, that’s what I had every intention of saying. But that’s not what came out of my mouth. 
 
    “As far as you want,” I said, my eyes meeting hers. “You know what turns me on, where my mind goes when you tease them.” 
 
    “Hmm. You’re putting it back in my court,” she nodded. She sat down in the chair across from me again, watching my eyes. “Okay. So, say we keep playing this game. Say things get a little wild, like they did at the club. Are you telling me that if something happens, you’d be okay with that? I need us to be clear on this, to make sure we’re both on the same page.” 
 
    She leaned back in the chair and her knees moved apart a couple of inches, immediately drawing my eyes to the pink little treasure nestled between her thighs. “Are you telling me it’s okay to give this to another man?” She ran a finger up her thigh, staring back at me suggestively. 
 
    My mouth was dry as cotton. This was it! My wife was asking me if I was okay with her fucking another man. It was my last chance to tell her ‘no’. Instead, I found myself nodding rapidly. “Yessss!” I hissed. “Oh God, Jenny! I know it’s bad, but that’s what I want! To watch you with another man!” 
 
    “Another man, huh?” she asked. “Like maybe Jamaal?” This last question came out like a throaty growl and made my cock jerk, betraying my excitement. Her eyes shot down to where my penis bobbed in front of me, and a wicked smile curled the corners of her lips. “Guess that’s a ‘yes’!” she smirked. 
 
    Jenny tossed back the remainder of her drink and slid from the chair, crawling across the floor to me. She put a hand on each of my knees and stretched upward to kiss my lips. “God, it’s such a turn on having all these young men looking at me, wanting me. It makes me feel like the sexiest woman alive!”  
 
    “You are the sexiest woman alive,” I said. 
 
    “That’s sweet. Really, it is. But you’re my husband. You have to say that! Knowing I can still turn on the college crowd… wow! Talk about an ego booster!” she wrinkled her nose at me. Her head ducked into my lap, and she engulfed my hard cock in her mouth. After a series of twisting, bobbing trips up and down my shaft, she sat back on her heels and smiled at me, languidly working my cock with her hand. “But as much as I love having all these young guys lusting after me, what turns me on the most is how much the whole thing turns you on!” 
 
    “So, Jamaal?” I asked. 
 
    Jenny shrugged, “Not necessarily. It could be Scott. Maybe. Or one of the others. We’ll have to see what happens. Who knows? We may be getting way ahead of ourselves. Maybe they wouldn’t even be interested!” 
 
    I thought about that for a minute. My minded drifted back to the way they had looked at her on the beach this afternoon, a helpless lamb surrounded by hungry wolves. No way in hell they weren’t interested! Hell, had they all given her their telephone numbers? 
 
    “Don’t sell yourself short, Jenny! Those guys were beyond interested! And Jamaal in particular,” I said, remembering his ebony hands roaming across her body. “You know, I think… I mean, if anything were to happen… I think it would be more exciting if it was with Jamaal.” 
 
    “Really?” she asked, giving my shaft a long slow lick. “Why’s that? Does my husband have a secret interracial fetish he has yet to tell me about? Want to see your lily-white wife taken by a black man?” 
 
    Her words caused me to gasp and my dick flexed powerfully in her hand. An enormous, clear drop of pre-cum oozed from the slit. 
 
    “Wow!” Jenny said. “Apparently so! I’ll have to keep that in mind!” 
 
    “It’s not that. Well, not just that!” 
 
    She leaned forward and captured the dollop of pre-cum with the tip of her tongue, her eyes never leaving mine. “What is it then? Why would it be more exciting with Jamaal?” 
 
    “Because…” I hesitated, suddenly reluctant to admit this last little kink. Oh, what the hell! I said to myself. In for a penny, in for a pound! “Because of his size. Because he’s so big! So much bigger than me. I… I want to watch you take a really big one!” 
 
    Jenny froze, looking up at me wide-eyed. “That would turn you on? For me to fuck a guy with a really big cock?” 
 
    “Yeah. Pretty fucked up, huh?” 
 
    “No, baby! I think that’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard!” Then, she swallowed my cock to the root and sucked me like a mad woman. I lasted about two minutes before pumping my third load of the evening down my wife’s hungry little throat. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    In the light of the new day, I worried that I had gone too far last night. Somehow, confessions that seem harmless when you are in the throes of carnal pleasure seem pretty scary when viewed through the lens of rational, objective thought. 
 
    To make matters worse, my wife was gone when I awoke. Shit! I thought jokingly. Maybe she decided to leave me after realizing what a pervert she was married to! But, as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes I saw a folded slip of paper on the nightstand. I reached for it and, opening it, found a note from Jenny: 
 
    Good morning sweetheart! 
 
    You were sleeping so peacefully that I didn’t want to wake you. I wanted to do a little bit of shopping. I should be back by noon. Then, we’ll see what kind of trouble we can get into tonight! 
 
    Love, 
 
    Your not-so-innocent wife 
 
    XXXOOOXXXOOO 
 
    I couldn’t help chuckling to myself. I looked at the clock. 10:32. That gave me plenty of time for a shower. I got to my feet and headed toward the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    I was sitting in the living room, watching TV when I heard the room’s door open at 5 minutes after 12. “Ken?” came Jenny’s voice. “I’m back!” 
 
    “In here!” I called. 
 
    Jenny smiled when she turned the corner and saw me. “Hi, babe!” she chirped, staggering past me and tossing several shopping bags onto the chair before sitting down next to me on the sofa. “Whew!” she sighed, slumping into the cushions. “Next time, remind me to bring you along! Those things were getting heavy!” 
 
    “It looks like it!” I nodded toward the pile of bags. “What did you buy, gold bullion?” 
 
    “Better! Clothes!” 
 
    “Ugh!” I laughed. “Boring!” 
 
    “Not so fast, buster! I really doubt you’ll find any of the stuff I bought today boring!” 
 
    “Oh? Do tell!” 
 
    “It’s kind of a long story, but I needed a couple of outfits for this evening.” 
 
    “This evening?” 
 
    “Well, I guess you saw the guys giving me their phone numbers on the beach yesterday afternoon?” 
 
    “Yeah, how could I forget?” 
 
    “Well, obviously they have mine, too.” 
 
    “Obviously.” I wasn’t quite able to keep the sarcasm out my voice. 
 
    She stuck out her tongue at me. “Anyway! So, my phone has been going crazy all morning. Like, one text after another. Buzz, buzz, buzz! Inviting me to lunch, dinner, dancing, swimming, anything they can think of. To tell you the truth, I think they’re having a little contest. You know: see which one of them can nail the MILF.” 
 
    “You’re not even close to old enough to be a MILF, Jenny.” I felt a little shiver of excitement run through me at her mention of these young guys trying to get her into bed. Nailed? Jenny didn’t use words like ‘nailed’! 
 
    “Well, whatever’s going on, they are flooding my phone with messages. And I’ll tell you, some of them are pretty racy! So, after the conversation we had last night, I thought, ‘Why not?’ I said ‘yes’ to one of their invitations.” 
 
    “Really?!!” 
 
    “Uh huh! Your wife has a date tonight, Ken!” 
 
    Holy fuck! I couldn’t believe what I was hearing! A date? O God! Did that mean she was actually thinking about going through with what we had talked about last night? Was my wife really considering sleeping with another man? I stared at her, not sure what to say. “Really?!!” 
 
    “Sweetie, you’re repeating yourself. Anyway, so I looked through the clothes that I brought with us and decided that all of it made me look old. I needed something nicer, something with a little more flair. Know what I mean? So, that’s why I’ve been shopping for the past two hours.” 
 
    I looked at the giant mound of sacks on the chair. “You needed all that?” 
 
    “Ken, Ken, Ken,” she shook her head. “Haven’t you learned that a girl needs options? I do want to look my best for my date!” 
 
    Damn! She was buying new clothes to impress one of the guys I had seen her flirting with. You don’t buy a new wardrobe just so a guy will look at you. Maybe she really was thinking about being naughty! I swallowed and tried to nonchalantly shift my growing erection into a more comfortable position. “Um, okay… so… well, which one of them are you going out with? Who’s the lucky guy?” 
 
    “Well, to tell you the truth, it’s more like ‘lucky guys’.” She smiled and batted her eyes at me. “Jamaal and Scott are taking me to dinner and then dancing.” 
 
    Jamaal and Scott. Jamaal, whom we had discussed last night as my wife was sucking me off on this very same couch. The guy I had told her I would like to watch her with. This seemed like one hell of a coincidence! 
 
    Reading my thoughts, Jenny leaned over and kissed my cheek. “After all, I seem to remember somebody wanting me to spend a little time with Jamaal!”  
 
    She was right, of course. I really, really wanted to see her with Jamaal. The memory of his huge black hands spreading suntan lotion on my wife’s back was indelibly seared into my brain. Right next to the picture of her kissing him at the dance club! Oh fuck! 
 
    “You haven’t changed your mind, have you? About this little game of ours? I can text them and tell them I can’t make it, if you’re not ready. I understand, if you…” 
 
    I held up my hand, cutting her off. “No. No. That’s not it. It’s just… a surprise. Just sort of unexpected. I want you to go. God, Jenny! I really want you to go!” 
 
    “And if it turns into more than dancing?” 
 
    “I think we both know, that’s why I want you to go. I’m hoping something more will happen! Baby, this isn’t just some new little fascination. I didn’t just decide this morning that it would really turn me on for you to do something with another man. I’ve felt this way for years. I’ve just been hiding it.” 
 
    “So, when you say ‘something’, you mean…” 
 
    “Shit Jenny! Are you really going to make me spell it out? I’m saying you can sleep with him! With Jamaal. I want you to fuck him. And then, I want you to come back here and tell me all about it! In bed, of course!” I smiled. 
 
    Her eyes searched my face as she thought about my words. “Okay. If you’re sure. God, baby! This is so exciting! I can’t tell you how much it turns me on that you want me to do this! It’s just too bad that you won’t actually get to watch. If anything happens, that is! I’d really like for you to be there if it did.” 
 
    “I know, Jen. Believe me, I’d give anything to see Jamaal fuck you! It’s my biggest fantasy! God baby, if you only knew how many times I’ve imagined this. I just don’t see how. I mean, that would probably be pretty awkward for him, with your husband watching and all.” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess you’re right,” she nodded. 
 
    Switching gears a little, I asked, “So, what about Scott and Jamaal? Don’t they think it’s a little odd that a married woman is going out clubbing with a pair of college-age guys while her husband waits back at the hotel?” 
 
    There was an awkward silence. Jenny chewed on her lip and stared at the floor. “Actually,” she said quietly, “don’t be mad, but I might’ve accidentally told them about a couple of the things we’ve been talking about.” 
 
    “What?! You… You told them?” 
 
    “Oh, come on, Ken! They’re not idiots. Your reaction at the dance club made it pretty obvious that you’re not the jealous type. The first thing they asked me when they saw me on the beach yesterday was just what kind of arrangement I had with my husband. They were pretty convinced that we are swingers or something.” 
 
    “And what exactly did you tell them?” 
 
    “The truth. It seemed the simplest solution. I told them that you and I were thinking about spicing things up a little, trying some new things. That you were into watching me with other guys.” 
 
    I put my hands on my head, trying to catch my breath. Shit! Shit! They knew about me? This was getting out of control! “Fuck, they must think I’m a freak!” 
 
    “No! No! Not at all!” Jenny laid a hand on my arm. “It’s all right, Ken. They’re both pretty open-minded. They actually thought it was really cool that you were so understanding, that you’d let me do something like that.” 
 
    I took a deep breath, feeling a little calmer. “So, they know?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “So, your date tonight… Jamaal probably assumes…” 
 
    “Uh huh. Probably.” She turned my head toward her and kissed my lips, then let her hand trail down my chest to my lap, where she cupped my erection. She gave me a playful squeeze and said, “He probably thinks he’ll be getting some of this married pussy. Tell me that doesn’t excite you!” 
 
    I couldn’t. I couldn’t say anything. I just sat there staring into her eyes with my heart pounding in my chest and my dick throbbing in her little hand. 
 
    “Yep. That’s what I thought!” She kissed me again, then hopped to her feet and gathered up her shopping bags. “I’m going to go put some of this stuff away. Why don’t you order lunch?” 
 
      
 
    I truly believe that that was the longest day of my life. The afternoon seemed to drag on forever, the hot Florida sun hanging immobile in the clear, blue sky like a sun in a painting. With nothing to do but wait, I was nervous. The enormity of what might happen tonight weighed on me. I was impatient, yet terrified. One second, I was filled with eager excitement. The next, I had firmly decided to call the whole thing off. I paced and pondered and looked at the clock, cursing it when it never seemed to change. But slowly, oh so slowly, evening finally came. 
 
    Unlike me, Jenny, was busy the whole time, trying on outfits, accepting or rejecting this accessory or that, making sure the earrings matched her necklace and myriad other little feminine tasks that I only vaguely understood. In a way, I think her busyness was her way of coping with the nervousness I knew she had to be feeling. 
 
    An hour and a half before she was to meet Jamaal and Scott on the beach behind the hotel, she locked herself in the bathroom and made her final preparations. I heard the water running, followed by the sound of her splashing in the tub. Next, came the hair dryer and an incessant series of clattering noises that told me she was applying her makeup.  
 
    When she emerged from the bathroom in the outfit she had ultimately selected, she was beyond stunning! Talk about worth the wait! I now understood why she had invested so much time in perfecting her look, and I had to admit her artist’s eye had not failed her. In all the years of our marriage, I had never seen her look so gorgeous! 
 
    She wore a skintight crop-top that was too elegant to be trashy, but just barely. Long-sleeved and black, it hugged her small titties like a second skin. The collar was high and tight, encircling her slender neck just below her Adam’s apple. For some reason, this extra bit of coverage served only to accentuate the sexiness of her outfit. Beneath the top her toned, flat, little tummy was bare, her belly button just concealed by the waistband of the mini skirt she wore.  
 
    With a hem that stopped a good deal short of mid-thigh, the skirt itself was nothing short of a work of art. Like her top, the skirt was black, but with an intricate, bright blue splash of flowers cascading down one side that practically forced your eyes to linger on it. Not that your eyes wouldn’t have lingered anyway! The thin, stretchy fabric of the skirt clung to my wife’s tight little ass, accentuating every curve. God! That ass of hers was to die for! It practically begged you to touch it. And I knew that that was her intention! 
 
    As tight as her skirt was, I was surprised not to see any panty lines. No sooner had the thought popped into my mind, than I realized why. My sweet wife wasn’t wearing any panties! As the thought registered, my eyes flew back up to her chest, where I immediately saw the telltale bumps of her nipples telegraphing through the fabric of her crop top. No bra either! Any doubts I had about her intentions crumbled to dust at the realization that my wife was completely underwear-free. 
 
    Her legs were bare, her feet encased in a strappy set of heels that were so tall I found myself wondering how she would be able to dance in them. But what those heels did to her calves made it worth the inconvenience. Fuck! Those legs of hers could have given a dead man a boner! 
 
    Her silky, jet-black hair was pulled back into a cute ponytail that bounced when she moved her head, secured by a little blue ribbon in the same shade as the flowers winding their way down her hip. It provided a certain playfulness to her ensemble, giving her an air of slutty innocence that was maddeningly irresistible. 
 
    A pair of large loop earrings dangled from her ears, so unlike the small studs she usually wore. After all the time she spent in the bathroom, I was surprised to see that her makeup was fairly minimal. Just a hint of eyeshadow and blush. Her lips, on the other hand, were blood red, a shade that perfectly matched her nail polish. 
 
    It was definitely a different look for her. That, I could not deny. As I looked her up and down, my mind constantly alternated between the words “slutty” and “classy”. She was dressed to impress, dressed to be noticed, and I had very little doubt that she would be noticed by many different men before this night was through. 
 
    It wasn’t until Jenny cleared her throat that I realized that I had been staring. “Sorry!” I muttered, meeting her eyes. “It’s just that you look gorgeous! Really, baby! Wow! You’re a knockout!” 
 
    “Aw! How sweet!” she gushed. “Thank you, honey!” 
 
    She turned side to side with her hands held out, showing me her outfit. I groaned out loud when I noticed that the back of her crop top was a latticework of crisscrossing straps that left most of her back naked. God! It was one thing for me to know that my wife was braless, but that fact would also be immediately obvious to anyone who saw her from behind. It was so daring, so naughty… so perfect!  
 
    With a self-satisfied grin, she reached into her purse and took out a bottle of perfume. I watched as she applied a little spray to her wrists and rubbed them together, then placed a drop behind each ear. It nearly made me faint when she spread a drop along her tummy from the waistband of her skirt to the edge of her top. 
 
    “There!” she announced, popping the top back on the perfume bottle and dropping it into the purse. “I’m ready!” She put the strap of the purse over her shoulder, then did a last-minute check of herself in the mirror on the wall. “Last chance to change your mind,” she said raising her eyebrows. 
 
    “Not a chance! You have fun tonight! I’ll see you… Well, I’ll see you when I see you! Send me a text or two, if you get the chance.” 
 
    “I will,” she whispered softly.  
 
    Jennifer stood with her hand on the doorknob, looking into my eyes. She licked her lips and seemed to hesitate for just an instant, then she squared her shoulders and turned the knob, stepping into the hallway without looking back. Just before the door closed behind her, I caught one last glimpse of her cute little ass, wagging seductively side to side as she strutted toward the elevators on her impossibly tall high heels. 
 
      
 
    The next couple of hours crawled by. I tried to watch television. Tried to read something on my iPad. All to no avail. I couldn’t concentrate. How the fuck could I? My wife was out dancing with two young college guys! Maybe doing more than dancing! 
 
    My mind ran wild, inventing the most outrageous scenarios, each of which starred my wife in various states of undress. I knew they wanted her, knew she was interested. Unless her conscience got the better of her, it seemed certain that my sweet little Jenny would have one hell of a story to tell me when she got back.  
 
    My emotions ran the gamut, from searing jealousy to mind-blowing arousal. Twice during those first five minutes, I picked up my phone with the intention of texting her, asking her to stop, to come back. Both times, I put the phone down. It seemed I had a constant erection, jetting up indignantly from between my legs. Fuck, I was turned on! 
 
    It was sheer torture, imagining what she was up to at any given moment. Simultaneously fearing and hoping that something naughty would happen. Oh, it was definitely torture! And I loved every second of it! 
 
    True to her word, Jenny sent me a text every once in a while. First, one to let me know that she had met up with the boys. Then, one informing me that they had reached the restaurant, followed by one when they reached the dance club. After that, they came sporadically, mostly brief little messages asking me if I was okay and telling me how much she loved me. She was just trying to keep me in the loop, make sure I didn’t feel left out. 
 
    It wasn’t until she had been gone for well over an hour that she sent me a text that really made me sit up and pay attention. I was sitting on the couch, trying once more to focus on ESPN, when my phone buzzed on the table beside me. I reached for it and found a new text from Jen: “The guys R really flirty. Hands all over me.” 
 
    I picked up my phone and tapped out a quick reply: “Sounds hot!” 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, my phone buzzed again. Another text from Jenny: “First kiss. SO TURNED ON!!” 
 
    First kiss! Fuck! She wasn’t the only one turned on! My cock could have scratched glass, it was so hard! With a grin on my face, I banged out a text: “Hot! Which 1 of them kissed U?” 
 
    There was a delay, during which my heart pounded so loudly I could hear it. After what seemed like an eternity, my phone buzzed once more. Her reply was one word: “Both.” 
 
    Shit! It felt like my cock was going to break off! Getting a text from your wife telling you that she’s been making out with a guy is intense. Hearing that she’s been making out with two guys is thermonuclear! 
 
    I laid the phone back on the table and unzipped my pants, freeing my cock. I’d made myself a promise that I wouldn’t jack off while she was gone. I wanted to save it for her. But this was too intense. I needed to touch myself, if only just a little. I took my dick in hand and slowly stroked up and down the length of my shaft, feeling the prickling excitement radiate through my groin. God, it felt good! 
 
    Just as I was starting to get into it, my phone buzzed again. As pleasurable as the sensations coursing through my engorged cock were, I couldn’t resist the chance to find out what new debauchery my wife was up to. I took my hand away from myself and reached for the phone. 
 
    “U still sure abt this? U want me 2 go all the way?” 
 
    Here it was! Last chance to abort. If I gave her the go-ahead, my wife was about to be fucked by another man! Wait! Earlier, she’d told me that she had kissed both of them. Did that mean…? No, surely not! Although… Fuck! Was Jenny going to have sex with both of them?! 
 
    My hands were shaking so badly I could barely type out my reply, but eventually I managed it: “YES! DEFINITELY!” Then, I immediately typed another: “R U going 2 their hotel?” 
 
    Her reply was almost instantaneous: “Nope. Coming up to see U!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    In a panic, I stuffed my cock back into my pants and hastily straightened up the room. I raked the remnants of my supper into the trashcan and picked up my shoes, taking them to the bedroom and putting them away. 
 
    Fuck! She was coming back here! Was she bringing both of them, or only one of them? I had no idea. Her text hadn’t included that little detail. The only thing I knew was that she was coming up to our suite and that I was, most likely, going to get to watch her fuck another man! 
 
    My head spun. I didn’t know what to do next. Should I make drinks? But for how many people? No. That would have to wait. Should I turn down the bed? No! What kind of crazy fucker prepares the bed so another guy can fuck his wife?! That would make me look like a total weirdo! 
 
    I forced myself to sit down and take a deep breath, calming my jumpy nerves. I just needed to relax and let things happen. I closed my eyes and concentrated on breathing, deeply and slowly. All the same, I can’t say I was really calm when I heard the door lock click. 
 
    “At least wait until we get inside! Sheesh! God, you guys are bad!” I heard Jenny giggle as the door opened. 
 
    Guys! She distinctly said ‘guys’! So, she had brought both of them back here. I got up to meet them, hoping I didn’t look as rattled as I felt. As I rose, I shifted the front of my pants in an attempt to conceal the boner I’d had all night. I saw Jenny first, coming down the hallway toward me with Scott and Jamaal in tow. Her face was flushed and, when her eyes met mine, there was a fire of arousal burning there. 
 
    “Why don’t you guys help yourself to a drink. I need to talk to my husband for a second,” she said, holding out her hand to me. 
 
    I nodded to them and took her hand. “Help yourselves,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt. 
 
    Jenny practically dragged me into the bedroom and quickly shut the door behind us, then attacked me like a wild animal. Pushing me back against the closed door, she pressed her body against mine, grinding herself on my bulge and tearing at my clothes as she kissed me fiercely. Her tongue darted into my mouth and I tasted a hint of wine.  
 
    My hands slid down her slender back and I pulled her skirt up over the twin globes of her perfect little ass. I grabbed a handful of her sweet flesh and felt her moan into my mouth. As I had suspected earlier, she wore no panties. 
 
    “Fuck, baby!” she hissed when she came up for air. “Are you as turned on as I am?” 
 
    “More, I think!” 
 
    “I love how hard you are!” she grinned.  
 
    “Because of you!”  
 
    She took a deep breath, then said, “So, I know we didn’t talk about this, but I want them both. Please baby? Tell me that’s okay.” I could hear the arousal in her voice, and it made me dizzy with lust. 
 
    “Oh fuck, Jenny! God, baby! If that’s what you want!” I ran a finger down the crack of her sexy little ass. “Fuck! A threesome?” 
 
    “You’re okay with that?” Her own hand strayed down and rubbed my hard cock through my pants. I could feel the stickiness of my underwear, wet with pre-cum. “You want that too?” 
 
    “Yes. I want it. God, you have no idea how much I want it!” 
 
    “Mmmm! You want to watch these two young guys do your wife?” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” I groaned. “Really?! Watch? You mean they won’t mind?” 
 
    “No, Ken. I talked to them about it. What was it Jamaal said? ‘We ain’t shy!’ They’re okay with it, if you are.” 
 
    “Yeah. Hell yeah! Wow.” 
 
    “I know. Right?” she grinned. Jenny stepped back from me and tugged her skirt back down. She gave me a wink and nodded to the chair next to the bed, “Why don’t you have a seat and I’ll go get the guys.” 
 
    My ass had barely hit the chair before she was back, dragging Scott and Jamaal through the door just like she had done with me earlier. Scott looked a little embarrassed, but Jamaal was cool as a cucumber. 
 
    “Whassup?” he nodded at me. I nodded back, smiling. 
 
    Jennifer led them both to the edge of the bed, then turned to Jamaal. She put her arms around his neck and kissed him. His hands immediately found her ass and pulled her pelvis against his as they made out. The kiss lasted for about 30 seconds, then she pulled away from him and turned to Scott. 
 
    When her lips met Scott’s, Jamaal stepped forward and ground his cock against her ass, kissing the back of her neck while she made out with his friend. Scott’s hands came up to palm her tits, and I heard my wife whimper quietly. 
 
    Jamaal took a step back and reached for the zipper of my wife’s miniskirt. With a practiced hand, he eased the zipper down, then hooked his fingers into the waistband and tugged the garment down over the flare of her hips, exposing her magnificent ass. When Jamaal released it, the skirt slid down her long legs to the floor, and she stepped out of it, still kissing Scott. 
 
    As soon as she did, Scott relinquished her lips, turning her gently around to face Jamaal. He took her arms and raised them above her head and Jamaal stepped forward, grasping the hem of her crop top. He kissed her gently, then eased the fabric up inch by inch, slowly exposing her pale flesh. Jenny ground her bare ass back at Scott, panting in excitement as her little titties popped free. The little strip of hair between her legs showed stark against her white skin. 
 
    I groaned quietly to myself, watching these two young men undress my wife. Without a doubt, this was the most intensely erotic thing I had ever seen. It was all of my pent-up fantasies rolled into one. My cock felt like it was on fire, straining against the fabric of my pants, harder than I could remember. 
 
    When the shirt cleared her head, Jamaal leaned forward and kissed her once again, then bent his head to suck one of her pert nipples into his mouth. Jenny gasped loudly. Scott still held her hands firmly above her head, nuzzling and kissing her neck as he restrained her while his friend feasted on her succulent breasts.  
 
    There was a coordination to their actions, a kind of practiced choreography that made me suspect that this was not the first time they had shared a woman. They moved in harmony like synchronized swimmers or surgeons well accustomed to working with one another, touching and stimulating my wife, stripping her of her clothing without getting in each other’s way. It was impressive, smooth and beautiful to watch, and it was deeply erotic! 
 
    With his friend planting a series of kisses up and down my wife’s long, ivory neck, Jamaal continued to suck and lash at her hard, pink nipples with his tongue for just a moment before rising and stripping the crop top from her slender arms. My eyes followed it to the floor, where it landed in a heap. 
 
    When I looked up again, Scott had released her arms and her hands were now busily undoing the buttons on Jamaal’s shirt. Except for her high heels and hoop earrings, she was nude now. Nude and standing between two young men we had only met a couple of days ago!  
 
    A flurry of motion behind her drew my eyes. Scott was getting undressed to. I watched as he shrugged out of his T-shirt and unbuckled his belt. He slipped off the deck shoes he was wearing, then stepped out of his jeans and tugged his underwear down. 
 
    It was with a mixture of relief and disappointment that I first saw his cock. He wasn’t small. Not by any stretch of the imagination. In fact, he was at least as large as I am, maybe an inch longer. But, he wasn’t huge, either. And while that fact made me feel better about my own endowment, it was not the epic penis I had envisioned for my wife in all of my dirty fantasies. Jamaal’s, I was soon to find out, was a different thing entirely! 
 
    It was Jenny who drew my attention back to him. When I heard her gasp and say, “Oh my God!” I tore my eyes away from Scott’s nude form and saw that she had pulled Jamaal’s pants down. The semi-erect monster that tumbled out when she did so was what had caused her outburst. And I had to admit, it was shocking. 
 
    Jamaal’s ebony cock was long and thick, with a head the size of a plum. At its base, it was as big around as a soda can and, even in its current state, I would’ve guessed its length to be around 10 or 11 inches. For just a second, my naked wife just stood there motionless, staring down at this massive penis, as if afraid to touch it. 
 
    “Go on, girl!” Jamaal’s voice rumbled, breaking the spell. “I know you want to!” 
 
    Jenny’s green eyes flashed up to his and I could see that her pupils were dilated with excitement. She licked her lips, then glanced back down. Jamaal brought a big black hand up to her shoulder and gently began to pull downward. She shuddered and her eyes closed. Then, with a whimper, my petite wife slowly sank to her knees before him. 
 
    My world exploded as I watched her part her blood red lips and take the huge head of his penis into her mouth. Kneeling before this Nubian love god, my wife looked incredibly tiny and vulnerable. Jamaal’s dark, muscular form towered over her, visually dominating her petite body. With the blood pounding in my ears, I realized I had been holding my breath, and I let it out with a long, loud sigh. Oh my God! Oh my God! My wife was sucking another man’s cock! 
 
    Once she had him inside her mouth, Jenny’s hesitation seemed to melt away, and I could almost see her give in to the lust she felt for him. She brought her hands up, encircling his massive organ, sliding back and forth along his shaft, feeling his manly weight. Her small hands looked so white against Jamaal’s dark skin.  
 
    She could only fit the first two inches into her mouth, but she didn’t let that stop her. Jenny sucked on the head and planted butterfly kisses along his shaft all the way to the root and back again. His pulsating shaft glistened with her saliva. And her efforts were quickly rewarded. From a fairly impressive, half-hard tube of masculine flesh, Jamaal’s cock grew into a towering, rock-hard pillar, bobbing from his groin like a Roman spear. 
 
    Jamaal’s cock was enormous. Huge! I’d seen pictures on the Internet, but this was different! This was ridiculous! Long, thick, and intimidating, with thick veins that crisscrossed its length, his penis looked like it belonged on a mythical beast, a centaur or a minotaur, rather than on a man. Two giant balls hung below it, looking like a pair of billiard balls in a loose leather sack, and I felt an involuntary shudder ran through me as I stared at them. God! His balls were three times the size of mine!  
 
    Jenny was fascinated with it. She licked and sucked at him like she wanted to devour his cock, making love to it with her mouth. I watched, awestruck, as she held his shaft up and delved beneath it to kiss his enormous balls. Jamaal groaned with pleasure as her warm tongue bathed his full nuts. 
 
    Jenny kissed and licked her way back up his shaft, her hands pumping him as she moved. For a brief instant, the light of the bedside lamp caught the diamond in her wedding ring, causing it to gleam and sparkle, a perverse reminder that this was my wife, not some faceless slut. A shiver of jealous excitement ran down my leg. 
 
    Suddenly, Scott was there again, shuffling and from the side, offering his cock to my wife. He was fully erect. Small wonder there! Watching Jenny suck Jamaal would have given anyone a boner! As soon as she saw him, she immediately grasped his shaft with her right hand and pulled him closer, swabbing the plump head of his cock with her tongue and smiling up at him. 
 
    “Hi there!” she grinned, blushing. She released her grip on Jamaal and turned to take Scott’s cock in her mouth. She had an easier time with him, bobbing effortlessly up and down his shaft. He wasn’t small, but after Jamaal’s monster cock, he looked almost laughable. To her credit, Jenny seemed to take no notice, sucking him as avidly and energetically as she had Jamaal. 
 
    While Jenny saw to his friend, Jamaal took the time to remove his remaining clothes. He glanced at me and grinned, then bent over and grasped Jenny’s slender rib cage in his huge black hands, pulling her to her feet. “Why don’t we get a little more comfortable?” he suggested, steering my wife toward the side of the bed. His big cock slapped against the small of her back as they walked, leaving little streaks of pre-cum on her skin that glistened in the light from the bedside lamp. 
 
    Jenny crawled onto the comforter and turned around, taking Jamaal’s big cock back into her mouth. She was a vision, kneeling on all fours on the bed, still wearing her heels, sucking a black cock as big as her forearm. Her ass waggled enticingly in the air and Jamaal smiled at Scott, gesturing with his hand, “Go ahead, man! Get in there!” 
 
    Scott didn’t have to be told twice. With an eager smile on his face, he climbed onto the bed behind my wife. He put a hand on each of her white butt cheeks and leaned forward, running his tongue the length of her slit. Jenny whined excitedly around Jamaal’s hard cock and pushed back at Scott, urging him to lick her. 
 
    As I watched these two men pleasure my wife, my cock throbbed in my pants. I dared not touch it, for fear of cumming immediately. Instead, I gripped the armrest of the chair tightly, groaning inwardly. 
 
    Once he had her good and wet, Scott rose to his knees and shuffled forward behind Jenny’s round ass. I watched with my mouth dry as his erect cock moved into position. Oh God! This was it! This guy was going to fuck my sweet wife! I felt my cock lurch excitedly in my pants and took a deep breath. 
 
    If I expected a slow, torturous prelude, I was to be disappointed. Scott grabbed his penis and rubbed the head of it through her slick folds a couple of times to get it wet, then pushed inside her. Two, three short thrusts and his groin met her ass. Once she had taken his entire length, he began to stroke in and out of her solidly, almost brutally. This wasn’t lovemaking, it was fucking. There was no tenderness, no slow buildup. He plunged his cock in and out of my wife with abandon, using her body to get off. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Jen gasped 30 seconds later, letting Jamaal’s turgid weapon slip from her lips. She held his cock against her cheek, her eyes clamped shut, letting the ecstasy wash over her.  
 
    When she opened them again, she turned her head and stared directly into my eyes, silently mouthing the words, “I love you.” I smiled and nodded at her, but I don’t know if she saw me, because a moment later her eyes were clenched firmly tight once again as Scott pistoned in and out of her. 
 
    Scott’s approach may have lacked finesse, it might have been brutal and artless, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t getting to her. Looking at her pretty face, contorted with pleasure, I was surprised to realize that Jenny was rapidly approaching an orgasm. I watched wide-eyed as her body shook under Scott’s assault, the soft white skin of her ass bouncing and rippling each time his hips crashed into hers. Her silky, black ponytail bounced crazily between her straining shoulders. 
 
    Jamaal reached beneath her and found a nipple, rolling it between his fingers as his friend pummeled her wet pussy. He, too, could sense her impending climax, and he was determined to help Scott push her over the edge. He looked at him and nodded. 
 
    Scott reached forward and grabbed my wife’s ponytail, pulling her head back as he fucked her with all his might. Her back arched backwards, forcing her ass up even more, allowing him even greater penetration. From my vantage point, I could see his balls bouncing off her clit with each thrust.  
 
    Jenny’s mouth hung open, gasping for air, frozen in an expression of joy and disbelief. Every sinew in her body was drawn tight as a violin string. I saw it in her eyes. She was close. She was sooo close!  
 
    Jamaal gauged it perfectly. He waited until she was panting quickly, clutching his cock beneath her heaving chest. Then, he captured both of her nipples in his big fingers and pinched them hard. 
 
    That was all it took. Jenny’s eyes rolled back into her head and she shrieked like a B-movie starlet, screaming out her orgasm as Scott continued to plow her clutching snatch. “Aaaaaaagh! Oooooh my Gawwwwd!” She jerked and twitched, overcome by ecstasy, cumming long and hard.  
 
    As she writhed on him, I saw Scott suddenly stiffen and, with a sharp grunt, he threw his head back and came inside her. When the throes of orgasm began to subside, Scott released her ponytail, allowing her to slide, spent, to the comforter. He rocked back from her and sat down at the head of the bed to catch his breath. 
 
    “My turn!” Jamaal smiled. He reached for Jenny’s leg and spun her around so that her ass was facing him, then rolled her over onto her back. She looked dazed, still panting from the intensity of what Scott had just done to her. But Jamaal had no intention of letting her catch her breath. 
 
    As he moved between her thighs, he laid his black cock down on her belly, showing her and me how far his cock would reach inside her. God! It was unbelievable! The thick head came clear to her belly button. How in the world could any woman ever take such a cock? It would never fit! 
 
    Without warning, he turned to me and smiled, “You sure you want this big thing up inside your pretty white wife, dude?” 
 
    I swallowed, my face flushing with embarrassment at his sudden inclusion of me. “Y…yes,” I stammered. “I… I want you to fuck her!” 
 
    He turned his head back to her trembling form and asked, “You hear that, baby? Your old man thinks you need this black cock in you. He wants to see me fuck you. What do you think?” 
 
    Jenny’s response came out as a long, low moan. “Pleaaaase! Yeeeessss! Oh God, pleaaase!” Her head nodded rapidly, desperately, her green eyes staring back at him, wide and bright, burning with desire. 
 
    Jamaal smiled and took his cock in hand. He slowly rubbed the purple head back and forth across her opening. Fuck! His cock was so big that the head alone covered her entire pussy!  
 
    He allowed half the head to dip into her creamy folds, then abruptly pulled back and moved up to paint his pre-cum across her engorged clitoris. Jenny whimpered beneath him in protest and rolled her pelvis at him, trying to capture his cock in her aching pussy. 
 
    “Shhh, baby girl!” he grinned, his voice low and resonant. “Go slow. Just lay back and wait for it. Let ole Jamaal take care of you.” 
 
    He rubbed his cock all around her weeping slit, pressing inside her a little more every once in a while, opening her up for his enormous size. As I watched the first couple of inches move in and out of her, I saw a thin line of Scott’s semen tickle out of her, running down between her quivering butt cheeks. Jamaal seemed unbothered by the fact that he was wetting his cock in his friend’s semen. He just continued to probe my wife’s opening bit by bit, never hurrying, letting her get used to his size. 
 
    Watching him as he slowly and methodically worked more and more of his cock into Jenny’s pussy, I suddenly realized why he had wanted Scott to go first. Scott’s smaller cock had stretched her open, allowing his ebony monster to slip inside. The semen that now lubricated her pussy made it even easier for her to take him. Even so, Jenny’s pussy was stretched so tightly around his invading shaft that I honestly worried he would tear her. But, she made no protest, moaning softly and wriggling beneath him as he forced more and more of his trunk-like cock up her tight hole. 
 
    It took him a good ten minutes to get all of his cock inside her, and when his balls kissed her ass, he paused, letting his cock soak in the scalding heat of her married pussy. He waited for her to adjust to him, waited until she began to squirm in protest, then asked her with a smile, “You ready, Jenny? You want me to fuck you with this black cock while your hubby watches?” 
 
    Her head turned on the mattress and she looked at me, her familiar green eyes burning with an unholy light. She smiled sweetly, then rose up on her elbows and kissed Jamaal’s dark lips. “Yes. Oh fuck, yes! I…I’m ready. Fuck me, Jamaal. Show him how you fuck me with that big, beautiful black cock of yours!” Her voice was hoarse and breathless, oozing sensuality. 
 
    I closed my eyes and pressed against my boner through my pants. Fuck, I wanted to play with my cock! But with the guys watching… that would have been too weird. No. I needed to maintain at least some semblance of dignity. Hell, they probably already thought I was a weirdo for wanting to watch them fuck my wife. Jerking off in front of them would pretty much confirm that! 
 
    “Yes ma’am!” he laughed. He wrapped his hands beneath her knees and raised her legs on either side of them, then slowly pulled back until only the head of his cock remained inside my wife. He paused for a split second and then pressed forward once more, slowly sheathing his length inside her wet tunnel. 
 
    Jenny went wild, writhing and sobbing beneath her dark-skinned lover. I saw her tense and shudder as his girth stretched her tight pussy. Fuck! It honestly looked like she was about to orgasm already! “Aaaaagh!” she moaned, throwing her head back into the covers. 
 
    He pulled back again, clasping her pale long legs. Her heels trembled in the air above him. Then, slowly, tortuously, he pushed his beautiful cock back into my wife. She groaned, her voice deep and quavering. Then Jamaal pulled out once more and thrust quickly into her molten depths. 
 
    A dozen times, he sawed in and out of her clutching snatch, picking up speed with each thrust. Jenny mewled incoherently, driven over the precipice by the friction and the speed of his fucking. 
 
    “Aaaaagh! Fuuuuuck!” she screamed, her shrill voice raising the roof as she came even harder than she had before. She arched her back until only her ass and the top of her head were touching the bed and came ferociously, wailing and convulsing on Jamaal’s ebony shaft with her pointy little tits thrust skyward. Her pink nipples were as hard as bullets. 
 
    “Oh man, that’s hot!” Scott’s voice came from the side. I glanced up to see him standing next to the bed now, leisurely stroking his cock as he watched Jamaal pleasure my wife. I’d almost forgotten him, so intent was I on watching the erotic spectacle of Jenny taking this enormous black cock. 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded. Fuck it, I said to myself. I can’t take it anymore. I no longer cared if the guys saw my cock, no longer cared if I squirted all over myself. I needed to touch myself! I unbuttoned my pants and took my cock out, carefully stroking myself as I watched my wife come down from her earthshattering orgasm. 
 
    Pulling out of her, Jamaal took Jenny’s limp form in his arms and rolled her over, crawling onto the bed with her. His strong hands grasped her waist and pulled her up to her hands and knees, facing Scott. “Help him out,” he growled, nodding at Scott as he plunged his cock back into her pussy. 
 
    Without hesitation, Jenny engulfed the erect member before her, tasting her juices on his iron-hard shaft. I groaned to see how little it bothered her.  
 
    Jenny pulled Scott’s cock out of her mouth, jacking him quickly with her hand while Jamaal slid in and out of her pussy, and turned her blazing green eyes to where I sat stroking my painfully erect cock. “Is this what you wanted to see, baby? Mmmph! Do you like watching them… aah… watching them fuck me? Making me their little slut?” 
 
    “Yes!” I groaned. “Oh God, yes, Jenny! I love it!” And I did. This was one of those rare cases where reality is even better than fantasy. All of my late-night spank sessions, thinking about Jennifer in the arms of another man paled in comparison with the sight of her impaled on Jamaal’s monster cock. 
 
    “Good! Aaaagh! Sooo glad!” Her eyes rolled back as Jamaal bottomed out. “Because something tells me…mmmm… this is going to be a very interesting vacation!” She grinned and winked at me, then returned to her blowjob. 
 
    While she sucked, Jamaal began to fuck her in earnest. He drove into her with long, powerful strokes. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room as his groin crashed into her round little ass each time he slammed home. The force of his thrusts drove her mouth down onto Scott’s cock until his pubic hair tickled her nose. 
 
    In contrast to Scott, Jamaal was a cocksmith of the first order. He knew just when to slow down and just when to speed up, when to pause and let my wife catch her breath and when to power through her protests and drive her to the brink of erotic insanity. He was a truly gifted lover, and not just in size. Many times, I had seen my wife create a masterpiece with paint and a brush. Jamaal did the same with his dick. 
 
    With his big black hands encircling her tiny waist, Jamaal used my wife’s body relentlessly, ripping two massive orgasms from her without ever stopping to let her rest. Just as the second one hit, Scott threw his head back and filled her mouth with his seed. I had to release my own cock as I watched her unflinchingly take his cum. One more touch, and I too would’ve lost it. I gripped the chair arms and tried not to blow my load. 
 
    Jamaal continued to fuck her when Scott staggered away on weak knees. “C’mon man!” he gestured to me. “Let her have yours too!” 
 
    I blinked at him, surprised by his words. Somewhere along the way, this evening had become about me watching, not participating. But I had to admit, the thought of a blowjob from the gorgeous, wonderful, hot, little slut that my wife had suddenly turned into was more than I could resist. I pushed myself up from the chair, biting back a grin, and eagerly took Scott’s place next to the bed, offering Jenny my hard cock. 
 
    Her eyes met mine and a wicked smile curled the corners of her mouth as she leaned forward and planted a kiss on the throbbing head of my cock. She held my eyes and her lips blossomed around my cock, welcoming me into the insane warmth of her mouth. Her hand came up to cup my swollen balls and she hummed around my erection. She bobbed on me five times, then six, swallowing my cock to the root and suddenly as she withdrew, I felt a warm wetness ooze down my shaft and, puzzled, I looked down to see a flood of cum spilling from her lips to run down my cock. 
 
    Was I so excited that I was cumming without knowing it? What the…? Jenny rose from my cock, still staring into my eyes and gave me the sweetest smile as she started to jack me, using the cum as lube. Then it hit me. This was Scott’s cum! She hadn’t swallowed it earlier. She had held it in her mouth and then spat it down my cock just now! Oh fuck! What a nasty, filthy little slut! I came immediately. 
 
    I came more than I had ever cum in my life! Looking into my beautiful wife’s wide, green eyes, I grunted and began to spurt bolt after bolt of hot jism all over her chest, coating her little tits with my semen. On and on I came, groaning with the white-hot pleasure of the streams of semen that rocketed from my jerking, spitting cock. In the midst of my orgasm, while the world spun in a red haze around me, I heard Jamaal moan, too, and realized that he was firing his own sperm deep into her. The thought caused my balls to seize up tightly and I shot even more cum onto my wife’s pale skin.  
 
    When I was finished at last, I slid to the floor and leaned back against the wall, too spent to move. My eyes caught Scott, pulling on his pants next to the door, then returned to the bed, where Jenny and Jamaal lay panting in the ruined sheets. I watched him nuzzle the back of her neck, kissing her ear before sliding off her sweaty back to lie next to her for a moment. 
 
    Once he had caught his breath, Jamaal rose from the bed and quickly gathered his own clothes, dressing in relative silence, with the occasional sheepish grin in my direction. It was strange to see this transformation in him. A moment ago, he was a dominant sexual dynamo, and now he was acting like the 20-year-old kid he was. 
 
    Both he and Scott were awkward and nervous, eager to leave, almost like they were afraid I was about to come to my senses, realize that they had just fucked my wife, and murder them both. I did my best to make small talk and put them at ease as I walked them out, but in the end, they shook my hand and hurried out the door, leaving me alone with my wife. 
 
    Not that I was sad to see them go. I wasn’t mad at them or anything. After all, watching my wife fuck another guy had been a fantasy of mine for as long as I could remember. But now that it had happened, I just wanted to be alone with my wife. I needed a little time to process it all. I don’t know if you can identify, but watching your wife take a strange dick, or in my case two, is something that takes a minute to wrap your head around!  
 
    Once they were gone, I put the chain on the door and headed back to the bedroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    The air reeked of sex when I walked back into the bedroom. “Hi, sweetie!” Jenny murmured, smiling dreamily at me. She was still lying naked in the tangled sheets, still wearing her heels, drifting in that happy, post-coital state of warmth and contentment. She held out her hand to me. 
 
    I unbuttoned my shirt as I crossed the room, dropping it on the floor. Then, I stripped off my pants and underwear and joined her on the bed.  
 
    My wife was a mess. Her neck and chest were covered in a mixture of Scott’s and my semen and, lower down, Jamaal’s deposit was leaking from her still-swollen labia. I stared at her used pussy and felt a little tremor of excitement course through me when a particularly large dollop of cum oozed out of her and lazily slid down her thigh. My cock began to rise again. 
 
    She rolled over onto her side to face me, her hand coming up to caress my cheek. Her fingers softly stroked my skin while she stared into my eyes. “Are you okay?” she asked softly. “Are we okay?”  
 
    “Yes. We’re fine. Did you have fun?” 
 
    Her face broke into a broad grin. “Oh, hell yes! It was amazing! What about you? Was it what you wanted? Did it live up to your expectations?” 
 
    “And then some!” I chuckled. “You were amazing! I can’t believe how hot it was, watching you with them!” 
 
    “It was pretty hot, wasn’t it?” 
 
    I pulled her close to me and we snuggled for a moment. Her skin was sticky against mine and her breath smelled of cum, but I didn’t care. I loved her. And I loved what we had done.  
 
    I rolled her onto her back and mounted her immediately. It was like sticking my cock into a vat of warm syrup. She gasped, her hands shooting to my ass and pulling me deeper. I began to slowly move in and out of her sloppy pussy, relishing the gooey looseness I had fantasized about for so long. 
 
    “Oh fuck, that’s hot!” she hissed. 
 
    “Oh shit, Jen! He really did a number on you!” 
 
    “God, I know, baby! It feels so different with you now!” 
 
    “Different how?” I asked, my voice scarcely more than a tense whisper. I knew what she meant. I could feel it too. But I wanted to hear her say the words! 
 
    “He stretched me so much,” she moaned grinding her pelvis up at me, “I can barely feel you now! But somehow, that makes it even hotter!” 
 
    With those words burning in my brain, I knew I wasn’t going to last long. I sped up my pace. Now my thrusts were accompanied by an eerily erotic sloshing sound as I sawed in and out of her soggy pussy. It was the nastiest sex we had ever had. And it was amazing! 
 
    “So, what did you mean earlier? I hissed, trying to focus on something else, to prolong this just a moment longer. 
 
    “Aaaah!” she moaned. “Earlier?” she wrinkled her brow, trying to focus. 
 
    “You know. When you… when you said this is going to be an ‘interesting vacation’?” I stopped thrusting, giving her a chance to answer. 
 
    “Mmm. I did say that, didn’t I? What did you think I meant?” She smiled expectantly, her green eyes sparkling. 
 
     “It sounded to me like you were saying that you wanted to do this again. Fuck another guy, or guys.” 
 
    “Is that what you want? For me to be naughty again?” 
 
    “Yes! I want you to be the naughtiest little slut this hotel has ever seen!” 
 
    “Aaaah!” she moaned as I started plowing into her sodden pussy once again. “Careful Ken! You just might get what you ask for!” 
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    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 taboo world of wife sharing with the handsome and wealthy Lance Corbin. From the first inkling of illicit desire to the final, breathtaking risk, it’s all here, described in explicit, graphic detail. 
 
    Not for the faint of heart! Get ready for the ride of your life! 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 1 
 
    Now that finals are over, Mike is looking forward to his upcoming camping trip with his beautiful girlfriend, Molly. As an added bonus, his best friend Jake will be joining them, along with his bubbly blonde girlfriend, Jessica. Typical, red-blooded college guys, they fully intend to make up for lost time with the two sexy coeds. What the two young hunks don’t know is that Molly and Jessica have a plan all their own. What starts out as a playful game of strip poker quickly turns into something else entirely…  
 
    What happens when four young people find themselves alone in the woods, far from prying eyes? Will the guys find victory in strip poker defeat? And who will be sleeping in whose tent tonight? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 2 
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake are having the best camping trip of their lives. True, they haven’t had much sleep, but when you’re having the hottest sex you can remember, that isn’t necessarily a bad thing! Who would ever have believed that their beautiful, innocent-looking, young girlfriends could be so uninhibited?  
 
    After the events of the past night, the two college studs are on cloud nine and really looking forward to the next few days, but when they lose a fishing bet, they quickly realize that Molly and Jessica have fantasies and desires quite different from their own.  
 
    Will the frolicsome foursome find a way to accommodate everyone’s needs, or will the guys find themselves struggling as they attempt to satisfy their girlfriend’s budding sexual appetites? And is it just Mike’s puerile imagination, or are the girls giving each other a lot of attention…? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Books 1 & 2 Box Set 
 
    Both volumes together in a single collection! 
 
    The fast-paced tale of an ordinary camping trip among college friends that quickly turns into an outing none of them will ever forget!  
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake have shared a lot of adventures over the years, and they dearly love to swap stories around the campfire. But when Molly and Jessica insist that they all play strip poker in the firelight, they soon find themselves swapping something else: their two gorgeous girlfriends! 
 
    Inhibitions are quickly forgotten as sexual exploration leads to new discoveries and attitudes are reevaluated. From the first hand of poker to the final, naughty encounter, this is one sexy camping trip that continually pushes the boundaries. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s Bunkhouse Tryst 
 
    Maggie is a typical rancher’s wife, solid, faithful, and hard working. Although a strikingly beautiful woman, she’d never dream of looking at another man… Until the day her husband, Charles, hires two muscular young college guys to help out around the ranch, that is. 
 
    Suddenly, she finds herself daydreaming about things she shouldn’t, things involving the two young men staying in their bunkhouse. And, when an embarrassing wardrobe malfunction lets them see more of her than she intended, she’s surprised to discover that her husband has also been harboring the very same sort of fantasies. 
 
    Will their pillow talk turn into something more? Will Maggie surrender herself to her dark desires and break her marriage vows? And will her husband support her decision? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 1 
 
    John and Erica are a practical married couple. They’ve always been content to color inside the lines. All that changes when John accidentally overhears an intimate telephone conversation between his best friend, Steve, and his lovely wife, Alice. When Steve explains that Alice is free to date other men, John and Erica realize that not everyone leads such a vanilla life! 
 
    Burning with curiosity, they soon find themselves obsessed with their friends’ antics, and eager for any and all details, which Steve and Alice are all too happy to provide! 
 
    Where will their journey end? Will John and Erica be able to resist the siren song of the hotwife lifestyle, or will they follow their friends into a world of forbidden adventures? And why does John have the gnawing suspicion that Erica knows more about this lifestyle than she has let on?  
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 2 
 
    For some time now, John and Erica have harbored a secret fantasy: sharing her with another man. A black man. It’s a powerful, exciting idea that dominates their pillow talk, a tease that quickly rises to the level of an obsession. But, it’s only a harmless fantasy. Isn’t it? 
 
    Erica’s best friend, Alice, a veteran of the hotwife lifestyle, is quick to note John and Erica’s budding interest and more than willing to give the young couple the final nudge they needed. When a company party provides her with the perfect opportunity, she arranges for Erica to be seduced by one of her lovers.  
 
    Suddenly, the fantasy has become a stark reality. It’s no longer just a game. Erica, the innocent, faithful wife, has taken a black lover. And, as John soon discovers, she has no intention of stopping there! 
 
    What happens when John is forced to deal with his wife’s infidelity? Will Erica’s newly discovered wild streak destroy their marriage or make it stronger? Would she stop if her husband asked her to?  Does he really want her to stop? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 3 
 
    John and Erica have just had a very eventful weekend. Three days ago, the thought of his beautiful, blonde wife in the arms of a black man had just been a naughty fantasy. Now, John’s wife is a full-fledged hotwife, and he’s a confirmed voyeur. 
 
    When John’s busy job threatens to limit their extramarital adventures, he makes a risky proposal: What if Erica were to play without him and tell him about it later? 
 
    It seems like the perfect solution. But, what happens when Erica strays outside their comfort zone? Can the couple find their way in the complicated maze of hotwife dating, or will this dangerous game of theirs destroy their marriage? And how will John feel, when a chance date with a rough stranger reveals a side of his wife he never knew existed? 
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