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Kaycee Ch. 01: Beginnings

Beginnings

The following tale is a little different from most of our previous works. Plus, there's more sex than usual. It's the first in a series of stories which will feature Kaycee and Tony, a married couple on the first stage of an adventure in exhibitionism and voyeurism. The story was written five years ago and is only being published now, for reasons we'll get to later in the series.

Everyone portrayed is over eighteen. This is fiction; as always, all characters and events, etc. are figments of our imagination and have no connection to any living or dead persons, or true events. In other words, we repeat - this is all fiction. 

*****

Let me begin by telling you everything that follows doesn't change how I feel about my wife of six years, Kaycee. She's a strong, independent woman who isn't afraid to compromise on important matters with her partner. She is a loving wife, a great friend and an unrelenting cheerleader who picks me up when I need a boost or a boot.

I met her one evening at Portland's Bridgeport Brewpub. We just seemed to connect on multiple levels. We're both graduates of Oregon State and had similar likes and dislikes. I fell in lust with Kaycee that first evening as I walked her home and she gave me a nice kiss at the door before she said goodnight. I fell hopelessly in love two months later as I watched her coach a soccer team of junior high girls. She was the perfect balance of encouragement, mentoring and competitive intensity; you could tell the girls loved her. It confirmed for me this was the woman I wanted as the mother of my children and would spend my life loving. 

Why did she fall in love with me? I don't know - lucky, I guess. I'm not a bad looking guy and I keep in shape. Kaycee seems to appreciate my sense of humor; she laughs when I tell one of my many corny jokes. We made love for the first time three months after we started dating and I know I rocked her boat. We pledged to be exclusive, and Kaycee never gave me a reason to doubt her fidelity.

In almost every way, we're the perfect example of the perfect couple - lovers, best friends and now, she's the yin to my yang (or maybe she's the yang to my yin - you get my point).

If I had to trace back when our relationship changed, from monogamous/fidelity to what we are today, I'd have to say it was three years ago, the day my flight home from L.A. was cancelled and I had to rebook on a late-night flight to Portland. It had been a long week in L.A., it was now Friday night and instead of spending the evening with Kaycee, I was in an airport bar drinking my second bourbon, watching the Dodgers on the TV above the bar. 

The announcement for my flight came over the PA system; I finished my drink and headed to the Gate. It wasn't until I was standing in line to board, handing the slip of paper to the boarding agent, that I looked at the boarding pass. What the hell? The customer service agent had given me a first-class seat on this flight. It goes to show, sometimes being nice really does pay off. 

When my earlier flight was canceled, I waited in line to get reassigned. The asshole in front of me spent five minutes giving the poor agent a rash of shit about the cancellation, as if it were the poor woman's fault the storm came through and screwed everything up that day. When I came up to the counter, I apologized to the agent, offered her an Almond Roca from my briefcase stash and gave her the kindest smile I could muster given my own disappointment with the situation. I didn't notice the seat assignment when she handed me the boarding pass; I was just so thankful I'd be home and kissing my wife that night.

So, seven long hours after my original flight was supposed to take off, I was in the wrong line to board the 10:00 pm flight to Portland. 

"Sir, you're in first-class, you didn't need to wait in line."

I smiled, not knowing what to say, other than, "Thank you, that's all right." before walking down the jetway toward the plane. 

I'd never flown first-class before - always walked past those seats as I boarded. It always looked rather nice, everyone with a drink in their hand, plenty of legroom with more than enough shoulder space. Now it was my turn. I sat down and before you could say, "jack-rabbit", the flight attendant asked if he could get me a drink.

"A bourbon, thanks."

"Jack Daniels OK?"

"Sure, OK. Thanks." Yea - I know JD isn't 'officially' a bourbon - but who the fuck really cares? (Besides the Kentucky distillers, of course.)

The seat next to me was empty until one minute before the door closed. Almost as if it were scripted, he came rushing onto the plane, a raincoat over one arm and a small suitcase in the other hand. He plopped down in the seat beside me and spoke to me as if we were good friends. "Thank goodness, I didn't think I'd make it. I actually had to get out of the limo a quarter-mile from the terminal to sprint here. I felt like OJ in one of those old commercials."

The flight attendant approached us, "Mr. Davis, please fasten your seatbelt. We're about to take off."

"Sorry. Hey - is it too late to get a drink, please? Just a double JD, neat?"

I looked at the young flight attendant who had stars in his eyes and I almost laughed. Samuel Davis, star of stage, screen, TV, etc., could have asked for a five-course meal and the star-struck flight attendant would have figured out a way to get it. Thirty seconds later, the young man handed Samuel Davis his drink before strapping himself into the jump seat in front of us. 

The plane took off and as it leveled off, Mr. Davis turned to me. "Sam Davis, pleased to meet you." He even held out his hand. 

I almost burst out laughing. "Yes, I know. Who doesn't? I'm Anthony Costa. It's an honor to meet you. My wife and I are big fans." I could have gushed and groveled; but did my best to act cool. I could have blurted out that Kaycee and I watched his latest movie last weekend and spent the evening fucking like crazy after it ended - it was the sexiest movie we ever watched together. Instead, I just took his hand and tried to be chill.

"Costa - that Italian?"

"Yea, my grandparents came from Sicily."

"No shit, mine too. Davis is 'Anglo-cized', my father's name was DiSalvo."

For the next hour, Sam (he insisted on me calling him, 'Sam', not Mr. Davis) and I shot the shit about a number of topics. Maybe it was the second JD, who knows? But for whatever reason, I had the courage to ask him this:

"Sam, I have to ask. Kaycee and I watched, 'The Caller' last weekend and we couldn't get past the fact that the love scene between you and Lauren Towers looked so real. We know she's married, but we couldn't understand it. How do you actors do those love scenes? I mean, don't the wives and husbands get jealous? I mean, really - how could Towers' husband watch that and not be pissed or jealous?"

Sam looked at me before lowering his voice to answer. "Maybe he likes it."

"I'm sorry - what?"

"He likes it. Look, it's been a long a day and maybe I've had too many of these." Sam held up his drink. "Or maybe I just think you're an OK guy - don't tell anyone, but - Lauren and I were fucking in that scene, really fucking. And do you want to know the craziest part of it? Her husband was on the set and got off on it."

I was stunned. "No?"

Sam smiled. "Some guys get off on it - watching their old ladies get fucked. It's a crazy ole world, Tony."

Sam kept his voice down, almost a whisper as he continued. "Me? I can't imagine watching my wife, if I had one, getting pegged by another dude and enjoying it; but, I can't tell you how many people have approached me and offered their wives to me, on the condition the husband gets to watch. Fucked, huh?"

I don't think I said a word in reply to Sam's statement. I am embarrassed to say though, the entire conversation was surreal and very exciting.

"Tony, have you ever seen the Penthouse Letters magazines or books?"

"I've seen them in the airport bookstore, but never read any."

"Well, most of the letters are how some guy gets off watching his wife get it on. There are all kinds of variations to the central theme; but it all comes down to the voyeuristic and exhibitionist pleasures of the mind and flesh. Sure, the letters are all made up; but the entire industry is built around the fact that men and women are buying, reading, and getting off on the kink. Hell, you can't believe how fucking wet Lauren was when we were doing that scene. She's an exhibitionist - she was creaming just thinking about fucking in front of the camera crew and her husband."

Our plane was landing. We said our 'good-byes'. Turns out his folks retired and moved to Hood River; Sam was in town to decompress from the Hollywood rat race and visit his mother and father. Hell of a guy.

The airport bookstore was closed by the time we landed. I got home after midnight, but my beautiful wife woke up when I got into bed, gave me a scorching kiss, spent all of fifteen seconds getting me hard with her hand, then rolled on top of me and planted herself on my pole. Kaycee rode me while I played with her breasts, tweaking her nipples. One week's worth of backed-up jism flooded her vagina as I let go. I felt Kaycee's shudder, the sign of her own release, just before she collapsed on my chest.

"Damn, I needed that." We said it in unison, then laughed. Kaycee rolled off me but stayed snuggled against me with her arm across my belly and just before we both fell asleep, she said, "Welcome home, husband - I missed you so much."

The next morning, I told Kaycee about meeting Samuel Davis on the flight. I didn't tell her that Sam and Lauren Towers actually fucked in the movie, I understood that it was told in confidence and treated it that way. Kaycee was all a-gaga with the fact we sat together. I had to tell her something about our conversation, so I related how he told me some stars got off on being naked in front of the cameras and how some spouses got off on watching their wives do those scenes; I didn't mention the actual sex or name names. Still, Kaycee seemed to enjoy hearing the Hollywood insider gossip.

There's an adult bookstore about two miles from our house and Saturday afternoon I was inside browsing through the magazine and book racks. I bought a Penthouse Letters magazine and one of their paperbacks. I even looked through a few DVD titles; surprised at the entire row of 'amateur' selections; but passed on renting any. 

Kaycee and I had a great weekend 'reconnecting'. I travel at least one week every other month for my job as a forensic accountant, usually to Southern California and sometimes Florida or Texas. Kaycee can usually accompany me during the summer when she's off (she teaches high school Math) and sometimes meets me for long weekends if I'm somewhere warm during the school year. 

Monday morning, Kaycee left for school and I stayed home to write my report for work. I had most of the week, the deadline to complete my report wasn't until Thursday and I just wasn't in the mood. I went to my nightstand and opened the 'Letters' magazine.

Sam was right, this stuff was "fucked"; but I found myself getting turned on just the same. Some of the stories made me hard, some were a little too much for me. I finished the magazine and started the paperback. The wife-watching stories fell into a few different genres. There are the straight-forward 'wife gets picked up by some dude and gets nailed in front of hubby', there are the 'big cock nails my wife', usually the 'big-black-cock' nails my wife. There are the 'gang-banged wife' stories.

I had to skip over the stories whenever the husband ended up eating a cream-pie left by the other dude or the whole panty-wearing/caged cock wimp shit. My cock wilted immediately at the mere thought of either of these situations, even if it's another guy being the cuckold. To each their own, I suppose.

There were a few stories written from the wife's perspective and these got me thinking. One story had the wife entering an amateur strip night while the couple was out of town. The wife in the story didn't have sex with any of the men in the audience, but she was totally turned on by being naked in front of so many men that she screwed her husband to exhaustion when they got back to their hotel room.

Another wife's story related the couple's love-making on their Las Vegas hotel room deck while being spied on by guests in the rooms across the courtyard. 

These stories had me thinking about Kaycee from an entirely different perspective. Let me explain.

From the time Kaycee and I began dating, she seemed to go along with my suggestions; things she knew would make me happy: going to baseball games, watching movies I suggested, going to rock concerts. One day, after reading an article in the local free press, I asked Kaycee if she would consider going to the nude beach on Sauvie Island - Kaycee's reply: "OK". 

Collins Beach is an 'official/legal' nude beach ten miles outside Portland. At the beach, Kaycee didn't hesitate before slipping out of her bikini and I quickly followed by taking off my shirt and shorts. I found myself thoroughly enjoying the feeling of the sun on every inch of my body and especially swimming without a swimsuit. Yes, I enjoyed seeing so many naked women; but most of all, I enjoyed watching Kaycee's nude body basking in the sun and skinny-dipping in the river. 

I could tell I wasn't the only one enjoying the sight of a naked Kaycee. Every time Kaycee got up from the blanket to walk to the water at least ten pairs of eyes followed her movements. Was it from walking on the hot sand that made her hips move just a bit more than normal? 

The fact that so many men paid attention was a source of pride. Kaycee stands five-six in her bare feet, weighs less than one-twenty, slim but athletically built from coaching soccer, running and lifting, a great set of B-cup breasts topped off by a perfect set of nipples. And all that was before you saw the cute face with the friendly smile and long blonde hair. Yes, I'm one lucky son of a bitch. 

We started going to Collins Beach at least every other weekend that summer. I thought it was just another case of Kaycee doing whatever I suggested.

It was the same the two times we made love in the woods while hiking. Neither time did we expect anyone to see us, but the possibility existed. Both times I pulled Kaycee off the trail, stripped her naked and fucked her. Both times she came all over my cock before I came myself.

Now, reading the 'Letters' supposedly by women, relating how they felt when exposed or fucked in public - they did it to get their rocks off, not to please their husbands - I couldn't help but think of how Kaycee reacted to our own public nudity and sex.

This 'revelation' opened my eyes. Why did I think of these situations from my own perspective? As if Kaycee was doing it only for my pleasure? Why hadn't I considered Kaycee was turned on by being completely exposed to whomever could see her on the beach? Or when we made love in the woods and there was a chance of being caught?

I realized my ignorance wasn't entirely my fault. Kaycee never suggested we do it, she just always went along with whatever I asked. It now occurred to me that although many women at Collins Beach removed their clothes while sitting down on their beach towels, Kaycee always stood up while removing each piece of what little she wore, almost performing a slow strip tease for the audience. Was I married to an exhibitionist? 

The best part? Now that I understood how our trips to nude beaches might be as big a turn-on for Kaycee as they were for me, it made the experience even more erotic. Two weeks after 'The Revelation' as I began to think of it, I booked a weekend at a nude resort in Palm Springs. 

It was early November, much too cold to be hanging out on a beach in Portland, not unless you're wearing an Eddie Bauer rain parka. After some research, I booked a room at 'Raffles', a small resort near the old section of Palm Springs. It was our first time in a 'close quarters' atmosphere, eleven rooms surrounding a swimming pool, and everything I read about the resort was positive. 

It was a great weekend. We arrived on Friday night and enjoyed a soak in the hot tub. Saturday morning we woke to sunshine, a nice breakfast of yogurt and fruit served at our lounges by our hosts, Peter and Barry, then spent the morning swimming and sunning. 

The other guests were nice couples; no one gave off any creepy vibe. We thought two of the couples may have been swingers; but they kept to themselves and there was never any outward sign of sexual activity by any of the guests other than kissing and innocent touching. One thing we've found about our fellow nudists, they love to share information on other places they've been vacationing. While we shared a soak with two other couples, we learned there were great beaches in Miami (Haulover) and St. Martin (Orient). By the time we left Palm Springs, I was already planning our next trip; this time to Miami when Kaycee was scheduled to have a week off for Winter break.

Kaycee and I took advantage of some decent restaurants in Palm Springs, jogged through the streets where Elvis, Frank, and Liberace had homes in the 50's and 60's. Sunday we drove to Joshua Tree National Park to hike in the desert. All in all, it was a great weekend. 

Haulover Beach in Miami was a revelation. During the weekends there are literally thousands of naked people on the beach. As we sat on our beach towels, we heard at least five different languages spoken by the people around us. The water was much warmer than the Columbia River; Kaycee and I spent hours floating in the surf. 

We spent a day on South Miami Beach. Here the men and women were required to wear bottoms, but the women could be topless. I was stunned by the number of 'Victoria Secret model-beautiful' topless women on that beach. More than once, Kaycee gave me a quick elbow to the ribs whenever I stared too long. "You better be happy with what you got, buddy. Here I am with my tits hanging out for you, I'm wearing a string bikini with my ass hanging out - and you're looking at some other woman! Guess I might as well go back to the room and put on my one piece."

"Babe, you have no reason to be jealous. Number one - none of these women are any better looking than you (I know you're thinking I was ass-kissing, but I honestly think it's true). Number two - you rock in that one-piece, it fits you so tight, it looks like you're naked. Number three - I love you so much, I'd never fuck that up."

"So why are you staring at those women?"

"'Cuz they're nearly naked and you don't see naked models every day. Therefore, I'm taking advantage of the situation."

Kaycee laughed, so I knew I wasn't in trouble. "OK Tony, just remember who you're going home with."

Kaycee's easy response lightened the mood; but I did notice she was especially demonstrative the next day when we went back to the nude beach; doing little things to bring attention to herself. She even shaved her pussy bare. Until that day, she always left some hair above her clit; but now it was all gone.

Kaycee continued to tease me during the day. She shocked me when she pointed out a man that was walking along the water's edge. "Well Tony; given what you said yesterday - that there wasn't anything wrong with you ogling those models on the beach, I guess it's all right if I check out the men today. Did you see the cock on that guy? I didn't know they came that large and it's still soft."

"Shit Kaycee. I don't remember pointing out any big-breasted women yesterday."

"You didn't have to say anything. I saw the way you stared and I'm only a B-cup."

"Well, you're wrong there. I never had a thing for huge breasts. Yours are just perfect. Besides, he's probably a shower, not grower."



I waited for Kaycee to say my cock was just perfect, but she was obviously in a teasing mood. A few minutes later she stood up, the guy with the big dick was coming back our way, and Kaycee made her way toward the water at the same time he passed in front of us. They exchanged a few words, it was too far away for me to hear, before Kaycee jumped into the surf and the guy continued on his way. My reaction to this scenario threw me for a loop; my cock was starting to pop a woody; I had to turn onto my stomach so as not to embarrass myself.

When Kaycee returned to our towels, I couldn't help myself. 

"What did you two talk about?"

I was still on my front, Kaycee picked up the sunscreen and began rubbing it on my backside, working her way up my legs. When she reached my ass, she finally answered. 

"I asked him if that thing fit inside a normal woman."

"The fuck you did!"

"No, really. He asked if I'd like to try it."

"I don't believe it." My cock, which had softened just before her return, was now getting hard again. Kaycee was finishing up my shoulders with the sunscreen.

"I told him I couldn't; that I was here with my husband and you wouldn't want me to try anything that big. I was right - right?"

I didn't know what to say. My mind was spinning. Could she still be teasing me?

"Turn over, Tony. I'll get your front."

"That's all right, I'm good."

"No you're not. You don't want to burn. Turn over."

"I can't."

Kaycee gave me a wide smile. Yes, she knew exactly what she was doing. She leaned in close to my ear and whispered so none of the people around us could hear. "It turned you on, didn't it? I found your Penthouse. All those letters about men watching their wives get fucked. Did you read those letters and think of me? Is that why you're hard? Because you saw me talking to Mr. Big-dick and wondered what I'd look like on my back with him between my legs. With the head of that huge cock at the entrance of my pussy, just before it disappears inside me. Did you imagine me cumming all over his cock, then he turns me on my hands and knees to take me from behind until he cums buckets deep in my womb."

I swear her words almost made me cum right there on the towel. 

"Stop right there Kaycee, please. I can't take it anymore."

I looked over at Kaycee without getting up. Her nipples were extended as far as I've ever seen them. I looked at her pussy and it was wet. 

"As soon as I can roll over without making an ass of myself, I'm taking you back to the hotel."

I was so wound up that we never made it out of the room for dinner that night. From the time we went back to our hotel at four until we finally fell asleep after midnight, I was in her mouth, pussy and even once in her back door. Rarely giving her a break - whenever I needed time to recover, I used my mouth and fingers to get her off. 

Around seven, I started to tire and slow down; but Kaycee got my motor running and my cock sprang back to life when she asked me once again if I wanted her to fuck the guy with the large cock. Would I want to watch or just hear about it when she came back to the room? 

Around nine or so she begged for mercy, I filled the tub with hot water and let her soak for a half hour; but as soon as she was out of the tub, she was back down on the bed with my tongue teasing her smooth lips and clit until she rewarded me with another taste of her cum. I moved up to my knees between her legs, kissed her, and fucked her again. 

I came four times that night, a record for me. Kaycee? I couldn't count how many orgasms she had that night. When we returned home from this sex-filled week, I went back to that adult bookstore where I originally bought the first Penthouse Letters. This time, as I was looking in the magazine rack, I noticed a magazine for Northwest Swingers. It was wrapped in plastic, so I couldn't tell what was inside. For six dollars, it was worth buying to satisfy my curiosity. Then, on the way to the counter, I passed a display of dildoes. Looking over them, I made a rash decision and purchased the Peter North model. Damn - it was big!

I waited until Kaycee went to her hair salon the following weekend before reading the Swingers' magazine. What I read that afternoon set my mind reeling. The letters in Penthouse were most likely written by staff writers; whereas, most of the photos and ads in 'Northwest Swingers' were real (I'm assuming some, but not all, of what was published was phony). There were 'men seeking couples', 'couples seeking men', 'couples seeking women', 'couples seeking couples' - to name just a few variations. Most of the "men seeking..." included a photo of the guy's dick; some with the dick next to an object to confirm the dick's size - sometimes a tape measure, sometimes a shaving cream can (yea - really - WTF?).

These people all lived within a couple hours of our home. I was overwhelmed and threw the magazine out; but kept the Peter North replica dildo. 

That night I surprised Kaycee when I pulled 'Peter' out after spending enough time licking her pussy so she'd be nice and wet for the 'big treat'. 

"What the hell is that?" I couldn't tell if she was excited or pissed.

"It's Peter. Thought we might try something different tonight."

"Oh yea? Where do you plan to put that thing? Don't tell me you want me to put that in your butt, Tony."

"Fuck No!" that's when I realized Kaycee was teasing me. Damn, I loved this woman; she was doing her best not to bust out laughing. "I want you to sit on this while you blow me."

"I can do that." She grabbed 'Peter' - damn if she didn't stuff it right up her pussy after wetting 'him' by stroking it across her pussy lips a few times. She kneeled on the bed as I sat on the bolster and she swallowed my cock right down to the pubes. Kaycee had one hand pushing and pulling 'Peter' in and out, the fingers of her other hand twiddling her clit, her mouth alternating between swallowing my cock and massaging its head with her lips and tongue. I was excited beyond my wildest fantasies, but Kaycee came before I did. 

After I came, I collapsed on the bed with Kaycee wrapped around me, 'Peter' still stuffed up her pussy. I pulled it out; it was coated with her cum. 

"I think you enjoyed my surprise tonight." I was fishing for compliments. 

"Oh yea. That was fun. Not as good as the real thing, but fun. Whatever possessed you to buy that thing?"

I ignored her question. "What do you mean, 'not as good as the real thing'?"

"Well, that piece of plastic can't orgasm. I love the feeling when your cock cums inside me; I can feel your cock pulsing and imagine it bathing my insides with your cum. Now your turn; why did you buy it?"

"Saw it in the bookstore - thought it might be 'fun'."

Kaycee smiled and her eyes shined. "And it just happened to be a 'great big dick'?"

"I figured it would be better than a small one."

"You've been reading your dirty letters again. Every guy thinks every woman craves a donkey dick."

I didn't know what to say in reply to Kaycee's statement.

"Tony, one thing you should know, your cock is perfect. Our lovemaking is as good as it gets. No man will ever satisfy me like you. You've spoiled me forever."

I couldn't have been happier after hearing Kaycee's declaration of love. "Do you want me to throw out 'Peter'?"

"No, keep him around. But don't bring him out all the time. Make it a 'once-a-month' special event." 

We made love again, this time in the missionary position. Me kissing Kaycee's sweet lips, our tongues playing, my hips meeting hers as she arched up in synch until we came together. 

Some people get the wrong idea when they hear Kaycee teasing me; they may think it's disrespectful, but nothing could be further from the truth. Growing up - all my friends, male and female - would give each other shit. It wasn't bullying, it was how we acted and there was never any doubt as to the strength of our friendships. When Kaycee and I first started dating, she was amazed by the teasing and bantering that went on between my friends and me. As she began to understand the nature of the teasing and as our friendship grew, Kaycee began taking on the same role as my best friends.

I didn't count on how good she would be at teasing me, she's a smart lady and given she's now not only my best friend, but also my lover, the teasing can be especially effective at raising the stakes. Let me add this - I love it. She gets my heart pumping and when she's teasing me about our love life - my cock gets hard as nails. 

So, I have no one to blame but myself for how Kaycee could use 'Peter' to get my imagination running, my heart pounding and my cock leaking pre-cum. 

We returned to Palm Springs and Raffles in June, the first week after Kaycee's school year ended. It was hotter than hell, we spent most of our time in the pool or the shade. We decided to visit Joshua Tree again, leaving in the early morning so we could get our hike in before the afternoon heat became intolerable. This time we entered through the south entrance and hiked the trail to Lost Palms Oasis. 

It was a beautiful day for two people who recently survived the long rainy, cloudy Portland winter and spring. Not a cloud in the sky and - probably because of the heat, not a person in sight. We hiked to the oasis, opened our picnic lunch and two bottles of beer (we're not serious hikers) under the palm trees, taking our clothes off to lie back and enjoy the sun. 

After two more beers I could tell Kaycee was feeling the alcohol, probably due to dehydration. The hot, dry air can do that to you. I decided to take advantage of the situation; it was a public place, but there was no one on the horizon. I lowered her down on the blanket and started to kiss Kaycee's lips, neck, breasts, ran my tongue right down to her clit. I was hard and she was wet, so I climbed up and slipped my cock into her. We made love like this for a while before lifting her onto my lap. She squeezed my cock with her pussy as I played with her breasts, alternating between caressing her nipples with my fingers and kissing them with my tongue and teeth.

A glimmer of reflective light caught my attention. Out of the corner of my eye I saw we weren't alone. Someone was back in the palms and it appeared the voyeur was taking pictures of us making love. Kaycee sensed my reaction and asked what was wrong. I thought about ignoring the photographer; I could have lied; but told Kaycee the truth. 

"I think someone is in the trees taking our picture."

Now it was Kaycee's turn to react. My cock slipped out when she turned around to where I was staring. "Do we need to worry?" She obviously knew we were in the middle of nowhere with no way to defend ourselves if this was some kind of threat.

Our cameraman must have overheard Kaycee's concern, he immediately came out from behind the trees, but instead of holding a weapon, he only had a camera in his hand - that plus he was nude and sporting an erection. "Don't stop on my account, you two were beautiful," he said. "My name's Zack, I've been taking pictures of you two for the past ten minutes and I'll sell you the memory card; but go ahead and finish. As you can see, I enjoy watching." 

Zack was an ordinary, non-threatening looking guy with an extraordinary tattoo. His stomach and chest were covered with a large Bald Eagle, its wings spread wide and an American flag in its beak. The eagle's feet reached down toward his pubic area as if Zack's cock would be held like a snake in the eagle's talons. 

Now here's the part that I still can't believe, maybe it was the beer, or the heat, but whatever it was, Kaycee responded by grabbing my head and shoving it between her legs. "Make me cum, Tony."

I ate Kaycee's pussy like a madman while the guy with the hard-on and camera moved around taking pictures of us. After five minutes Kaycee moved around to suck my cock with her ass up in the air, she took her mouth off my cock long enough to turn to the cameraman, "Are you getting all this, Zack?" 

So here I am, laid out on my back, getting my cock sucked while the love of my life has her ass stuck in the air. I'm watching this stranger with a hard-on move around my wife taking pictures. I sat up on my elbows to get better view; Zack's cock wasn't huge, but it was thick and within an arms' length of Kaycee as she continued to suck me off.

My cock exploded in Kaycee's mouth, but she kept sucking me dry. After I finished, Kaycee let my cock fall out of her mouth and turned toward Zack. Looking at me the entire time, Kaycee reached out and grabbed Zack's cock with her right hand. Never looking away from my eyes, she began to jerk him off. Zack quit taking pictures, his hands dropped to his sides.

"What do you think, Tony? How should I reward Zack for documenting our lovemaking?" Kaycee asked me while continuing to stroke Zack's cock. "Is this like one of your Penthouse letters? Do you want me to suck Zack's cock and let him cum down my throat?" 

I didn't answer verbally, I could only shake my head 'no'. 

"Then maybe you want to watch Zack fuck me? I could lie down on our blanket and he could fuck me right here. Or maybe get on my hands and knees and let him take me doggy style. Is that what you want?"

I looked at Kaycee and then up into Zack's eyes; I could read the silent pleading in those eyes, "yes, please Tony - let your wife fuck me". I had to decide and make it quick. I could tell Zack was ready to fulfill my fantasy, a fantasy I never shared with anyone - a fantasy of watching my beautiful wife take another man's cock deep inside her and watch her get fucked. I couldn't tell whether Kaycee was still teasing me or not; would she go through with it if I said 'yes'? Would she fuck this stranger while I watched?

Against all my perverted wishes, I made up my mind. "No, keep on jacking him off. Make him cum with your hand."

Kaycee smiled at me and kept jerking his cock back and forth. At one point she spit in her hand before returning to his cock. 

I grabbed the camera out of Zack's hand and took a few photos of Kaycee with her hand around Zack's cock. It wasn't more than two minutes later that Zack's cock began to gush milky semen across Kaycee's arm.

When Zack's finished, I was hard as a rock. Kaycee saw it and smiled, "Not quite sloppy seconds, but I'm very wet - fuck me Tony." This was all I needed to hear, I rolled Kaycee onto her back, rubbed the tip of my cock around the outside the lips of her vagina, then pushed inside. My cock slipped in without any resistance. Kaycee gave me a look as I fucked her harder; she didn't have to say a word, her eyes said everything. If I hadn't just come in her mouth, I wouldn't have lasted more than 15 seconds. As it was, I was able to continue driving in and out of her cunt until I felt the contractions signaling her orgasm. We both came together.

The next few moments were awkward, but our new "friend" broke the ice by opening his camera and handing me the memory card. "Here" he said, "I won't need this to remember the moment. I never thought this could happen in my lifetime. I offered to sell you the card, but all things considered, you can have it." He got dressed and left us behind at the oasis.

During our hike out of the desert and the drive home I had moments of passion, jealousy, love and lust toward my wife. I needed to calm down before talking to Kaycee about what just happened. I needed to analyze my own motives - I'd been close to letting some stranger fuck my wife. Plus, I needed to understand Kaycee; was she prepared to let a stranger fuck her if I agreed?

I couldn't be angry with Kaycee. Not after spending the last year secretly fantasizing about watching my wife fuck a stranger, even if I did back out at the last minute. There was, of course, concerns - how would today's events change our marriage?

Kaycee held my hand in the car and when we got to the resort, she gave me a big kiss. We walked hand in hand to our room, stripped and jumped into the shower together. I covered her body with kisses as we washed each other off.

Kaycee broke the silence. "Tony, I've never cheated on you, never. Ever since the day we committed to be exclusive, I've been faithful to you - physically and emotionally. But let's face facts - you're a voyeur and I'm an exhibitionist. 

"And although I've been faithful, you don't know who I was before we met. You never asked, so I never had to lie. Maybe it's time we were totally, and I mean totally, honest with each other. Secrets can only hurt us and I want to have your babies and grow old with you. Tonight, make love to me; when we get back to Portland, I want you to tell me your secrets and I'll tell you mine."

And that's what we did. 

In the next part of this series, Kaycee tells Tony about her past. Tony will tell Kaycee his deepest fantasies.


Kaycee Ch. 02: Confessions

Kaycee: Confessions/Sharing Secrets

In Part One, my wife Kaycee and I began to explore her exhibitionist and my voyeuristic proclivities. It started innocently: going to nude beaches, some semi-public sex, then weekends at a nude resort in Palm Springs. During our recent weekend in Palm Springs, we hiked to a desert oasis where we had sex and got caught by a stranger. Kaycee both surprised and delighted me by jerking the stranger off.

Afterwards, we made the decision to tell each other the secrets we've been keeping from each other. Kaycee and I have a great marriage, we love each other and are each other's best friend. I knew sharing those secrets would make our marriage stronger - at least I hoped it would.

Everyone portrayed is over eighteen. This is fiction; as always, all characters and events, etc. are figments of our imagination and have no connection to any living or dead persons, or true events. In other words, we repeat - this is all fiction. 

It was Friday evening, four days after returning from our Palm Springs weekend. Both Kaycee and I worked all week and hadn't had time for 'The Conversation/Confessions'. I left work Friday at noon and by the time Kaycee walked in the door, there were flowers and candles on the dining room table and a French-roast chicken in the oven. I handed Kaycee a glass of Pinot Gris before she ran upstairs to change into her comfortable lounge wear.

We drank some wine, ate the meal I prepared, then sat down with after dinner drinks in the den. It was time to talk. Kaycee started. 

"I knew I was different my junior year of high school when I made the cheerleading squad. Leading the crowd in cheers, wearing that outfit in front of thousands of students and fans - it did something to me. I had to wear a Kotex pad under my panties. 

"I wasn't sexually active until my senior year. It may seem odd, but I rarely dated, I spent most of my time with a great group of boys and girls; my studies were the most important thing to me and it's how I met my first real boyfriend. His name was Kyle Bates and he was a nerd."

I wasn't too surprised Kaycee's first boyfriend was a nerd, I was a nerd in high school and throughout most of college. Although Kaycee is the most gorgeous woman I ever dated, she was never embarrassed by my residual nerdiness; I'm an accountant, for god's sake. 

Kaycee continued. "So, instead of losing my virginity to the star quarterback like most of the stories in your magazine, I lost it to the guy who won my heart as he tutored me in Chemistry, right after we both turned eighteen. 

"We'd go down to his parents' basement where there was a finished den. We'd get naked and make love on the couch. That was part of the excitement, the thrill that I might get caught."

I was seeing the pattern, Kaycee may have been a high schooler, but she was already stimulated in ways radically different from her peers: cheering in front of the crowds, knowing she might be caught by her boyfriend's parents. I would learn this was just the tip of the iceberg.

"What happened to Kyle?"

"After we graduated, he went to MIT and I went to OSU. Opposite coasts and to make things worse, his parents moved to Dallas right after graduation. We lost touch until our ten-year reunion. You met him there; he was the guy with the tall black woman."

"I remember him; his wife was the second most beautiful woman there. I remember you slow dancing with him - that was your first lover?"

"Oh, don't be getting jealous on me - Kyle and I had one dance together that night. He spent the dance thanking me for helping him get over his shyness. He said he would never have had the nerve to ask Sienna out if I hadn't been his first. It was sweet - Sienna came over and she thanked me before cutting in."

I poured us another drink; Kaycee smiled as she paused to take a sip.

"Which brings me to my college years and where things get crazy. I tried out for the cheer squad my freshman year, I didn't make it and began what I call my 'hippy' years. No make-up, didn't shave - not my underarms or legs, wore overalls most of the time. My parents were appalled when I came home for Spring break. I started to date Hal Peters, a hippy-wanna-be. 

"I made Hal wait months before he got me in bed, I was still a 'good-girl' at the time. When we finally started having sex, we had to work around our roommates' schedules, the whole sock on the doorknob thing. About three weeks into it, Hal's roommate walks into the room while Hal and I are going at it. His roommate, Frank, was drunk. Hal started shouting at Frank - "didn't you see the sock?" but he didn't stop fucking me. 

"Frank rolls over facing the opposite wall and we keep screwing. Frank turns after a minute or two and looks right at me. I came right then. 

"That was the first of what turned out to be a reoccurring pattern. Me getting fucked by Hal with Frank watching. After the second time, Frank doesn't hide the fact he's masturbating while he watches. This turns me on even more, especially because Frank's cock is larger than Hal's, which wasn't much - Hal's hard-on couldn't have been five inches and barely thick as a thumb.

"One night, Hal pulls out a joint. It was the first time I smoked weed - which shows you what a goody-two-shoes I was at that point - and the three of us get high. Hal's playing with my body, we all three get naked, then Hal starts teasing Frank. "How'd you like a piece of this?" Shit like that. I ended up giving a hand-job to Frank that day. When I wrapped my hand around his cock, it was like a bolt of lightening travelled from my hand to my pussy. I came, not an earth-shattering orgasm, but an orgasm just the same. 

"It escalated from there, always with Hal's prodding and encouragement. A week after the hand-job, I sucked Frank off after Hal finished fucking me. Two weeks after that I was moving from bed to bed, alternating between Hal and Frank. They both came inside me at least three times that day. It wasn't hard to keep them revved up; as I fucked one, I put on a show for the other. I was in ecstasy - of course, the weed helped fuel my libido. 

"This went on for a month or so. Then, one afternoon, Hal comes into the room while I'm in bed with Frank. Hal didn't know Frank and I were having one-on-ones, he goes ape-shit and slaps me across the face. I got dressed and went back to my room across campus and never talked to Hal or Frank again after that day. The next week was finals week. I don't know what happened to either one of them. 

"I spent my sophomore year in a shell; still dressing like a hippy, but kept my head down and spent all my time studying, trying to graduate a year early by taking extra heavy loads and summer classes. 

"Want to hear something funny? You and I had a class together. You were a senior, I was a sophomore and we were in the same English Lit class. You were the guy who sat in the front row and told corny jokes - the class clown. I thought you were cute and funny."

This surprised me, I remembered the senior year English Lit class needed to complete one of my electives; but had no recollection of seeing Kaycee in the class. "I would have remembered that. No way you could have been in the class and me not noticing you."

Kaycee laughed. "You have to understand. I wore glasses, my hair was cut short, and I wore goofy clothes that hid my figure. And here's one more thing you don't know - I pursued you when we met seven years ago. I saw you at the Bridgeport Brewpub and recognized you; but I was with another guy and didn't want to be rude to him. I did ask the waitress, discreetly, if she knew you. She said you were a regular. That's why I was in the pub a week later wearing a short skirt when you approached me and started the conversation that led us here."

I remembered that night, of course. I saw the knock-dead, gorgeous blond with the long hair and long legs. She was sitting at the bar drinking a pint and I worked up the courage to introduce myself. Ten months later, we were married. "All this time you kept that from me. Why?"

"I think I always enjoyed the fact you thought you pursued me. You always took pride in making the first move."

"Well, even if you were there to meet me, I was the one who made it happen."

Kaycee leaned over and gave me a smacking kiss on the lips. "Yes you did and I love that you took the bait and made us a couple."

I figured Kaycee was through with her 'secrets'. "So, that's it? You were a hippy college girl and had sex with two roommates?"

A veil went across Kaycee's eyes. She took a deep breath. "No, now the hard part. Pour me another."

How bad could it be that Kaycee need another drink to continue? I was about to find out.

"The summer before my junior year ended my hippy period. I started shaving again and grew my hair out. My parents were so elated, they bought me a complete wardrobe of fashionable clothes. Half-way through my junior year I turned twenty-one. A couple of my girlfriends took me up to Seattle to celebrate. We drank a little in some of the clubs before walking past a strip joint that advertised amateur night with a five-hundred-dollar first place prize. We talked each other into going in, with no expectation that any of us would enter; just to watch it. After a few of the amateurs finished dancing, the announcer asked if there were any other entrants. I knew I could out-dance all those girls and I certainly had as nice a body, maybe a little smaller up top.

"So I entered, slowly stripped down to my shoes as I danced across the stage, even gave a few of the men in the front row a crotch shot. The audience went wild, I was turned on beyond anything I could remember and best of all - I won the five-hundred. Dancing in front of that crowd made me think back to the days cheering in front of a different crowd, but with more energy and indecency because I was naked. The men and women at the club could see my breasts, nipples, ass, my pussy - everything - and that made it so much more stimulating. The experience burned into my brain and I knew I'd do it again. 

"Two weekends later, I went back to Seattle, this time by myself, and did it again. I used those two weeks to develop a routine. Something nasty-sexy to make certain I won first prize. And I did. 

"I didn't count on the Oregon State's Men's basketball team being in Seattle to play the Huskies. Two guys from the team were in the audience. I didn't see them until I finished my routine or I might have run off the stage without finishing. It was Ty Johnson and Jamal Price. Jamal recognized me because I tutored him in math during the fall quarter. They stuck around until the winner was announced, then asked if they could buy me a late-night snack before they needed to be in for curfew. We went across the street where we had coffee and pie; they were polite and nice - real gentlemen. Ty asked me out, said we could see a movie when we were back in Corvallis. I said, 'yes'.

"Jamal made a big deal out of Ty asking first and Ty said, "Come along" and that's how it started."

I wondered if I heard her right and took a slug of bourbon. My mind wasn't certain it liked where this was going - although my cock could drive nails. 

All right, maybe I'm a little slow here - it was at that moment I realized that exhibitionism and voyeurism not only pertain to the sense of sight, but also to the sense of hearing as well - hearing paints a picture inside the mind that can be as powerful as watching something happen. I remember sitting with my grandfather years before, he had vinyl records of old radio shows from the 30's and 40's - before television. We would sit and listen to the mystery stories of Boston Blackie and The Shadow. Our minds would 'see' what our eyes could not. Our imagination stimulated by the oral narrative. 

A second thought came to me - was the experience more intense because I was sharing it with someone, my grandfather? Was this what made voyeurism so appealing to me - sharing these experiences with Kaycee, the exhibitionist? 

This is what Kaycee was doing to me now, whether consciously or unconsciously, allowing me to experience her sexuality without actually experiencing it first-hand. All I could do in response to her last statement, "that's how it started" was reply, "go ahead", my needing to know what "it" would be.

Kaycee took another sip of her wine, building the suspense, and then began: 

"Our first 'date' was fun. Both Ty and J, that's what we all called Jamal, were a kick to be around. They were the kind of guys that attracted other people. Instead of the movies, we drove up to Portland and went to a dance bar. I danced with one, then the other; they kept me on the dance floor by taking turns. 

"The DJ played an old 70's song, 'Brick House', while I was on the dance floor with Ty. J just got up and joined us, with me in the middle between the two. Most of the other dancers gave us enough room to really move and some even quit dancing to watch. I soaked my panties when Ty whispered in my ear, "Don't you wish you could just do your strip routine right now?" 

"When the song ended, I had to get off the dance floor and headed to the ladies' room. Two of the women who were dancing followed me in.

""Which of those guys are you fucking?" they asked.

""Neither, I can't decide."

"They both laughed. "Why decide? They look like they're good friends and friends share."

"They were still laughing as they walked out of the restroom. Ty, J and I stuck around for another half hour before it was time to drive back to Corvallis. They had a curfew because there was a game the next evening. They dropped me off at my apartment. They each got a kiss goodnight. 

"I had to masturbate that night before I could fall asleep. 

"Wednesday night, J and I went to see a movie. Ty was busy with some class assignment. J and I had a nice time and he gave me a scorching kiss that night when he dropped me off. He asked me to come over to his and Ty's place Friday. They had a game Sunday afternoon, so Saturday was out."

Kaycee stopped here for a moment, took a sip of wine and gave me my own scorching kiss. Her tongue played with mine, she reached down to my thigh and as her hand went under my shorts, she found my hard cock. She played with it a second; when her hand came up, her fingers were coated with my pre-cum. She licked her fingers and took another sip of wine.

"I went over to their apartment Friday evening. They were so cute, they were so proud of the dinner they made, complete with a salad. We sat down at the table, it even had candles lit, and we drank wine and ate the casserole. 

"We finished dinner and sat on the sofa. Ty put on some music we could dance to; the third song was 'Brick House', but instead of dancing with me, they both sat down on the sofa. "Now you can do that strip for us" is all Ty said. 

"I didn't hesitate, I did strip for them, doing my best, as if I was trying to win that first-place five-hundred-dollar prize. I was naked when the song ended, but another song started and I went over to J and sat on his lap. I had seen the girls at the strip joint do lap dances, so I knew what to do, and I made certain J knew the rules - no hands - as I ground on his lap, feeling his cock underneath his slacks. I kept up the grinding until that song ended. 

"I got off J's lap and laughed when I saw the stains left behind on his slacks, one stain from me, the other from his pre-cum, I knew he hadn't cum yet. J had a look of yearning on his face, but a great big smile.

"I sat on Ty's lap and gave him the same treatment. Ty and I kissed, but I kept his hands down. When we finished the kiss, I looked over at J; he was naked and waiting his turn. 

"That song ended and I moved back to J and told him, "The rules no longer apply." He got the message, alternated squeezing my breasts and my ass with those large hands of his. My pussy slipped back and forth across his hard cock, but didn't enter it until once, when the head of his cock was at the bottom of our strokes, J made a slightly different move with his hips and a few inches of his cock slid right in. I came immediately as the head rubbed my g-spot. Within seconds of my orgasm, J was fully embedded inside my pussy. 

"I looked over at Ty and wasn't surprised to find he was now naked as well. Happy because there wasn't any need to choose between the two of them - I could have them both! - I assumed this would be like before, with Hal and Frank. I'd fuck one guy, then the other, back and forth. But J and Ty had other ideas. 

"It obviously wasn't their first threesome because neither said a word. Ty laid down on the rug and J picked me off his lap, placed me right on Ty's, now I'm fucking Ty reverse cowgirl. J stood in front of me and gently pulled my head toward his cock. It was my first double-penetration."

I couldn't take it any longer. Kaycee's tale was driving me crazy and I had to free my cock. Kaycee, bless her heart, took pity on me and swallowed my cock, looking into my eyes the entire time. One minute of her deep throating technique had me cumming down her throat. I must have cum buckets, but not a drop escaped her lips. 

"Feeling better?" she was giving me the sweet, 'cat-ate-the-canary' smile that I love so much. 

"Much better. Is there more?"

"Much more, do you want to hear it now or later?"

"What do you want to do?"

"Well, I'm wetter than I can ever remember. I'd like your mouth on my pussy and your cock inside me. Can you wait for the rest of the story?"

In answer to Kaycee's question, I picked her up and carried her to bed. I almost tore her shirt getting it off her and her shorts followed. She wasn't kidding, her pussy was soaked and I lapped up her juices with my lips and tongue. She orgasmed when my teeth raked across her clit. She didn't have time to recover from her orgasm before I was fucking her. I able to last for the ten or so minutes before I came deep inside her womb, but only because of the blow-job. 

Usually, if I cum twice, I'm ready to doze off into a peaceful relaxed state; but I was too wired this evening. I popped out of bed, grabbed a warm washcloth for Kaycee, ran downstairs for a couple of fresh drinks and sat up on the bed. "Tell me more, babe."

She laughed, "Well, I guess you proved you could handle it so far - so, why not? First though, I have to ask - do you want to know everything?"

I pointed to my cock, I'd cum twice in the last half-hour and it was growing again. "What do you think?"

"Well - all right, then. Here it goes buster. The last tales of your exhibitionist wife.

"That night, the three of us kept at it for a couple hours, I was insatiable. I knew Ty could see me giving J a blow-job while J looked down to watch Ty's cock sliding in and out of my pussy. They switched it up by placing me on my hands and knees; now Ty in my mouth, J in my pussy. Ty came first and while he went into the kitchen to get us some water, J took me into his bedroom, put me on the bed and made love to me missionary. He didn't seem to mind that Ty had cum in my mouth, he held my arms down above my head, kissing me while pumping in and out. I felt his cock grow and pulsate, filling my womb. 

"Ty was back with a bottle of water. I settled back into J, his back against the wall behind the bed, he was cradling me in his arms. We drank for a minute to rehydrate, then Ty took me while I laid back against J, his hands fondling my breasts, his fingers tweaking my nipples. I must have cum four or more times before Ty's orgasm. 

"We three fell asleep together; me between the two of them. 

"When I woke up, I could smell bacon frying. J was on his side facing me; when he saw my eyes opening, he leaned in for a kiss, put me on my back and mounted me. It was a quickie because, as he said, "breakfast is ready." I walked naked to the kitchen table with J dripping out of me. Ty had a giant smile on his face when he saw me, "morning, sleepy-head". Ty was naked except for the apron. The three of us were all naked as we ate the bacon, eggs and toast.



"When we finished our meal, Ty told J it was his turn to do the dishes. J pretended to protest, but it was all for fun. Ty took my hand and we walked together into his bedroom. Ty and I made love for the next hour until J knocked on the door to remind Ty they had practice soon. 

"That was the first night and morning of our love affair. They really were best friends and they both treated me like a lady, probably more than I deserved considering where we met and what we became. 

"The sex was out of this world. I know you're wondering, so I'll just tell you."

I had so many questions at this point, I didn't know which one Kaycee was about to answer. She proceeded to answer two of my top ten.

"Jamal was slightly bigger than you, maybe a half-inch longer if I had to guess, but with a bit more girth. Ty was smaller, both in length and girth. They're the only two black guys I've ever been with, so I can't say anything about the whole BBC myth. You and Jamal are the two biggest guys I've ever been with, so please don't go getting all weird on me about that. I've told you before, your cock is perfect."

All I could do was give my wife a kiss. She continued.

"And yes, they double-teamed me. The first time was a week after that weekend, Ty took my ass and J took my pussy. 

"But, as much as I loved when they were both inside me at the same time, it never compared to all the times I would fuck one while the other watched. And my favorite thing was when we'd play some music, they'd sit on the sofa naked, stroking their cocks and I'd do a striptease and dance naked. Their dark brown eyes would burn into my skin. I could feel those eyes caress me. There were times I'd orgasm without being touched."

I had to ask, "Sounds like you three had a decent relationship. What happened?"

"Both Ty and Jamal were drafted into the European league."

"Did you ever get with either of them again?"

"We used to write once in a while. But the last time we ever got together was a week after finals. They were gone soon after the term ended. You need to know something, Tony. I've been with six men in my life. Kyle in high school; Hal, Frank, Ty and Jamal in college; and you. I may have done some things in college that would qualify as slutty, but I never considered myself a slut. I hope you don't either."

"No one after Jamal and Ty since college? It was over a year later before we met."

"And for that year and a half I wasn't with anyone until you and I made love."

"Well, I never thought about you as slutty, even after what you just told me. Now, are you done telling your secrets?"

"Done"

"Is it time to tell you mine?"

"Tomorrow, what with the storytelling and the sex, I'm exhausted. Let's just sleep and you can tell me tomorrow. OK?"

Kaycee rested her head on my shoulder, wrapped her arm around my chest and fell asleep right after whispering, "I love you, Tony. Let's not fuck that up."

We woke up the next morning, went for a run along the river, then had lunch at the Bridgeport pub. By two we were home; Kaycee filled our soaking tub with hot water and we settled in. 

"I think I know; but I'm ready to hear what you have to say."

I looked into Kaycee's blue eyes and blurted it out. "My secret fantasy is to watch you get fucked. Hearing you relate your college experiences only reinforced my desire to see it happen. But the thing is, I was up last night after you fell asleep and gave it a lot of thought. I realized that an important part of my fantasy is this - anytime I think of you with another man, that man is just a figment of my imagination, he doesn't exist."

I paused here, trying to find the words to explain my meaning. Kaycee was obviously confused. "How does that work?"

"I don't know. Last night when you told me about Ty and Jamal, it was so exciting, but some of that was because I don't know what those guys look like. Sure, I understand they're two, tall black men, but there aren't any faces. If I look at a black dude or any dude on the street, I don't say to myself, "that's the guy I want Kaycee to fuck", it's just too real."

"I think I get it Tony. That's why you stopped me from going any further at the oasis. I thought I was acting out one of your Penthouse letters and you'd get a charge out of it. Zack being a real person screwed up the fantasy."

I nodded in agreement. "And yet, since that day, I sometimes find myself regretting that I did stop you with only giving him a hand-job. You were so beautiful."

Kaycee leaned forward to kiss me before asking, "What now, lover?"

"I don't know. Do you have any ideas?"

"Well, we've established that I'm an exhibitionist and you're a voyeur. That you want to watch me with another man, maybe - and that's very scary. Joshua Tree was a spur-of-the-moment thing; anything we do after today's conversation would be pre-planned." 

Kaycee then suggested something I never thought I'd hear from her, "Would you feel any better about this arrangement if we found another couple to do a soft-swap with? Where we share a room with another couple, watch each other, but no physical swapping. It doesn't completely fulfill your fantasy, but it gives me a safe environment to fulfill my kink. And maybe you'd be happy watching the other woman get it from her husband. Who knows? Maybe it does satisfy your kink, too."

And that's how we ended up putting our own ad in the Northwest Swingers magazine.

In Part Three we find Kaycee and Tony seeking a couple to 'soft-swap' - and maybe pushing the envelope together.


Kaycee Ch. 03: Evolution of a Fantasy

In the previous chapter (Kaycee: Confessions), Tony, now that he understands his voyeuristic tendencies, listened and was highly aroused as Kaycee shared the secrets of her relationships with two different sets of college roommates. Kaycee explains that, for her, most of the excitement was performing for one roommate by fucking the other - she's an exhibitionist. Kaycee and Tony aren't ready to open their marriage, but maybe having sex in front of another couple, and watching the other couple have sex, will fulfill their respective fantasies.

As always, this is fiction. All characters and events, etc. are figments of our imagination and have no connection to any living or dead persons, or true events. Everyone portrayed is over eighteen.

***

Kaycee and I were lying in bed, reading the latest copy of the Northwest Swingers magazine. The decision to try a 'soft-swap', where each couple can watch the other couple have sex, but don't actually swap partners, was our attempt to compromise on Kaycee's desire to be an exhibitionist and my desire to watch Kaycee have sex with another man. 

Months ago I bought a copy of the Northwest Swingers but didn't share it with Kaycee before I threw it out; tonight was her first exposure to the publication. Needless to say, she was as shocked as I was my first time reading the magazine. We were looking for another couple to share a soft-swap, but we spent some time looking through all the personal ads. I held the magazine in my lap, Kaycee leaning in - looking through and turning the pages.

"Do you think all these ads are for real? I mean look at all these people, reading through their ads makes me realize maybe we're not as perverted as I first thought."

I laughed because it was exactly the same thing I wondered when I read the last quarter's issue. "I'm sure some of these are fake, but it's hard to know what's real and what's not."

Kaycee continued to turn the pages until she came to the section titled, 'Men Seeking Couples' and saw the photo of some guy's cock proudly displayed next to a can of Edge shaving gel, the guy's hard-on was a good inch longer than the can and just as big in girth. "What the fuck?" is all she said before jumping out of bed and running to the master bathroom. Kaycee came back with a can of my shave gel. She jumped back in bed with the can in her hand and started laughing. "That's got to hurt!"

"Get Peter out of your nightstand." ('Peter' is the dildo I bought a few months ago. It's supposedly a replica of Peter North's cock. We've played around with it a couple times in the last few months, we'll put it in Kaycee's pussy while she gives me a blow-job.) I took the piece of silicone out of the nightstand and Kaycee held it up next to the can. The can was bigger.

Kaycee looked at the two objects in her hands. "I can't imagine anything that big in me. That really has to hurt."

"You've had 'Peter' inside you."

Kaycee gave me the 'you silly man' look. "Yea, it's been in me, but never pounding me in and out. And it's still not as long as this guy in the photo. If 'Peter' was a real cock and really giving me a good fuck, I would either be in the hospital or sore for a week. I'm going to say this one more time, Tony - your cock is the perfect size for me. My perversion isn't to get fucked by some giant cock - I'm an exhibitionist, not a size queen."

Kaycee and I finished reading the ads and were disappointed we didn't find another couple intriguing enough to contact. There were a few couples looking for the same thing we were, but their ads were either a turn-off or their photos weren't enticing. 

Kaycee turned the last page and asked, "What do we do now?"

"Well, there are probably more couples like us, they're interested but haven't placed an ad, for whatever reason."

"So, what do we do?"

"We place an ad and see what happens."

Kaycee looked shocked. "With a photo?"

"Yea, why not - just a body shot, no faces."

"I've got to get back in the gym before I have my naked photo taken and displayed." A fairly typical female reaction.

"Babe, you look great. I'm the one who needs gym time." (OK - women aren't the only ones with vanity.) 

"What about names? There aren't many 'Kaycee and Tony' couples out there and I can't have any parents or other teachers suspecting me of being a swinger. Great way to get fired."

"We'll use pseudonyms. Any ideas?"

I could see the light go on in Kaycee's eyes. The recent news gushed over the Royal couple getting married soon across the pond. "What about William and Kate?"

"You mean like Prince William and Kate Middleton?"

"Yes."

We bought an anonymous cell phone from Walmart and opened an email account for 'William&Kate4vu@yahoo.net'. 

And that's how we ended up in the next quarter's issue of Northwest Swinger in the 'Couples Seeking Couples' section as William and Kate seeking "another 20s-30s couple to soft-swap, no hard-swapping, just to enjoy watching each other".

Despite the very clear, "no hard-swapping" prohibition, probably over half the responses tried to convince us we'd never be truly satisfied until we switched partners. It took a few weeks, but we finally received an email that looked promising.

Bob and Carol were a couple from Vancouver, Canada who included a photo (without faces) in their second email. We made plans to meet in Seattle and reserved a table at the Met and a room with two queen beds at a downtown hotel.

I'm certain that a majority of these 'hook-ups' are probably, if not a disaster, at least much less than one hopes. That wasn't our experience. From the moment 'Bob and Carol Jones' (not their real names, of course) walked toward our table, with smiles on their faces, we knew this would be a special evening. 

'Carol' is a knockout - five-four in her high heels, a nice girlish figure, auburn hair and green eyes, she was beautiful. 'Bob' was maybe five-nine; but built like a fireplug. Both were dressed to impress; Carol with a beautiful string of pearls around her neck, a neckline that plunged just enough to show the tops of her breasts, and a hemline four inches above her knees. I must not have stared because I didn't get a jab to my ribs as Kaycee and I stood to greet our guests. 

I won't bore you with the table conversation, only that between the usual 'getting to know you' dialog, there was plenty of 'how did we get to this point exchanges'; I'm certain those overhearing these little morsels (such as Kaycee's admission of jacking off a stranger in an oasis and her two amateur stripping adventures) were either delightfully amused or scandalized. 

Kaycee wasn't the only one to share; Carol told some stories that had me alternating between laughing hysterically and being aroused.

We finished dinner and there wasn't any point in denying the inevitable, we invited the Jones to join us in our suite for drinks, conversation and more. 

The ladies had it all worked out; they must have discussed it beforehand because as I was pouring drinks, Kaycee had some music playing on the small player she had in her suitcase. With the music playing, both Kaycee and Carol started dancing and stripping in front of Bob and me as we sat on the sofa. When both were naked, Kaycee disappeared into the bathroom and came out with two towels. 

"Strip, you two, and sit on these."

Neither of us hesitated, both Bob and I were naked within a minute, sitting waiting for the next act.

The music played on, Kaycee danced in front of me, Carol in front of Bob. Then the girls switched and I had a closer look at the most charming Carol. The two girls tried to outdo each other, gyrating in front of us, bending over to show-off two beautiful asses, never getting close enough to break the agreement that this was a 'look, but don't touch' exhibition. 

The girls switched again and now Carol was on Bob's lap, Kaycee kneeling in front of me with her arms on my lap. "Watch them" Kaycee told me. I did as I was told; watching Carol move her hips in a sensuous arc until she was fully seated on Bob and his hard cock entered her. 

I've never seen a couple make love before this evening and must admit it was highly erotic. My cock stood straight up and Kaycee started to lightly stroke it with her fingernails. Bob did something just then that made me realize how strong this 'fireplug' is - he lifted Carol up, stood, turned and gently placed her sitting spread legged on the sofa. I watched as Bob brought Carol to an orgasm with his tongue. When her breathing returned to normal, she told Bob, "Take me to bed." He lifted her off the sofa and carried her to one of the queen beds. 

I made a mental note to hit the gym and do some strength training as I watched Bob effortlessly lift Carol and use his strength to add another dimension to their love making.

Kaycee and I moved to the second bed to continue watching our new friends. For the second time we saw Bob's cock slip inside Carol's pussy, this time with them in a missionary position. Carol's legs were over Bob's arms wrapped around his upper back. Her hands were on his ass, pulling him in deeper. It was amazing to watch these two; they made me want to up my game when Kaycee and I made love later. Not that either of us ever complained, but maybe after almost seven years of exclusivity, we'd become complacent.

Bob and Carol continued to fuck in this position until they reached a mutual orgasm. It wasn't one of those porn movie cum shots where the guy pulls out and sprays the gal with his spunk. Bob stayed deep inside Carol but there was no doubt he came; and just to make certain we knew, as soon as Bob withdrew from her pussy, Carrol swiveled her legs toward our bed, spread them wide, and squeezed a load of Bob's cum out of her pussy. What a naughty, sexy, beautiful sight. My eyes left her pussy long enough to see Carol staring at me with a huge smile on her face.

Kaycee interrupted my thoughts, "Now it's our turn." She leaned over and swallowed my cock while moving her hair out of the way so Bob and Carol had a good view of her deep throat technique. I noticed she also positioned herself to give them a nice view of her ass. I grabbed her ass cheeks with both hands and spread her open, knowing our friends could see how wet she was. Kaycee lifted her mouth off my cock, looked up into my eyes and said, "thank you" before swallowing me whole again. I rewarded her with a mouthful of my cum. Kaycee looked at Carol, opened her mouth to give her some payback, silently saying, "See, my man can cum buckets, too", then swallowed it. 

With all this going on, I didn't lose my erection. Kaycee got on her hands and knees facing the other bed. "Fuck me, Tony." (yea, she just used my real name, but I guess we were past the point of any real anonymity). I fucked her, deciding to surprise her with something special. I pulled my cock out long enough to wet my thumb with her juices, popped back in and pushed my thumb into her ass. Kaycee came as hard as I've ever known her, it had to be the combination of the double penetration plus performing in front of another couple. 

When we finished, Bob and Carol took another turn. This time they sat on the edge of the bed, facing us with Carol lowering herself onto Bob's cock so we had a perfect view of his hard-on moving in and out of her shaved lips. Bob was tweaking Carol's nipples and I swear her nipples had to be over an inch and a half long. This time, just before Bob came, Carol rose up off his cock. What a sight, his cock shot stream after stream of cream over Carol's belly and breasts. Man - this guy could cum! Carol made a show of spreading it over her entire front; twice taking small gobs and tasting the spunk.

Of course, this got me going again. Kaycee mounted me cowgirl while facing them and rode me hard. 

It was a hell of an evening and our first experience with soft-swapping couldn't have been any better. Around midnight it was time to call it a night. Bob and Carol got dressed - we exchanged real names (yea, they were using aliases as well), real contact information, and promises to do it again in a few months - then left for their own room at a nearby hotel. 

Once the door closed, Kaycee said, "Well, that was fun. I liked them. Easy to be around, nice and naughty, and attractive."

I had to agree. "Yea, no bad vibes. It was nice how they respected the limits. I have to confess that was one thing I worried about, that there would be a bait and switch; agreeing to a soft-swap and trying for more."

"I'm sure they felt the same way."

"When did you two ladies come up with the opening dance routine?"

"When we went to 'powder our nose' during dinner. It was her idea. You seemed to like it."

"Duh - two beautiful women dancing naked in front of me - ya think?"

"So, we'll do it again?"

"Sure, but just like plastic Peter, it should be a special event, not too often."

I did sign up for a gym membership. Kaycee decided to join, too. That's where we met Sean, one of the trainers. Sean's a great guy; did his best to help me get in shape and build some real strength. More than once, Kaycee made a point of thanking Sean for those results. We finally made arrangements to go to dinner with Sean and his fiancée, Lisa.

As much as we liked Sean, I can't say we felt the same about his fiancée. It was the first time we met Lisa, you would think she'd want to make a decent impression on Sean's friends, instead she ragged the poor guy about his "lack of ambition, still wasting yourself being a trainer". I hate to say it, but what a bitch! 

That's one of the many reasons I love Kaycee, my wife has my back. For example, a few months before this I received a call from a headhunter. He offered me a job with another accounting firm, my salary would increase by twenty percent, but I'd be on the road twice as much as I was then. When I told Kaycee about the offer, she didn't hesitate. 

"Take the job if you want it, but don't do it for me. As good as the money sounds, it wouldn't compensate for the time we'd be apart."

Then she did what I've learned to expect from her - encouragement.

"What would it take to advance where you're at? To make partner at your firm?"

"It would help if I had my Masters. Which means I have to go to night school. Which means more time away from you."

"What if we went to night school together? You take your accounting classes, I take some math and ed classes. It might be fun going back to school together. I could study in your arms like that corny movie we saw on TV - Love Story."

"Only you have to promise not to come down with some awful disease and die like Ali McGraw did in the movie."

"OK. Let's get serious. We'll sign up for the next term."

Which is what we did. With luck, I'd make partner in a few years, which means less travel and more pay.

We had a few more nights out with Sean and Lisa. I think Kaycee ended up telling Lisa she should back off a bit. Lisa didn't appreciate the input and we stopped going out with them, although we still worked out with Sean at the club. The subject of Lisa was avoided. 

About three weeks after our first get-together with Bob and Carol (actually Larry and Elisa Fredricks, their real names), we received an email from another couple, Jack and Jill. They'd seen our ad and wanted to meet to enjoy a soft-swap. They included photos - nude, with no faces; at the time it didn't strike me as strange that the photos weren't of the two of them together. 'Jack' looked like a big guy in the photo, which proved to be correct when we did meet a week later across the river in Vancouver, WA.

Just like last time we reserved a hotel room close to the restaurant. Our first clue that something wasn't kosher was while being escorted by the Maître d' to the table only to find a man, but no woman. 'Jack' made a point of standing to introduce himself, shook my hand briefly, then held Kaycee a little too close, kissing her cheek (only because she turned her head). "What'll ya have to drink?" The waiter was standing nearby - I later considered he must have tipped the waiter to be there before we had a chance to ask about the empty chair. 

Kaycee ordered a white wine; I had my usual bourbon neat. 

"So Jack, where's Jill?" My question seemed to shake him from mentally undressing and fucking my wife.

"I'm so sorry, Jill's mother called an hour ago saying she was having one of her diabetic episodes and needed Jill to stay with her. We discussed it and agreed I should come meet you considering it was too late to cancel. We can get to know each other and find out if there's a chance for a future meeting."

It almost sounded feasible, but my guard was up. Our drinks arrived, I noticed mine was a double although I hadn't ordered a double and Kaycee's wine glass was almost filled to the brim. Jack raised his glass for a toast. "To new good friends." He barely glanced at me during the toast and during the subsequent conversation; mostly filling us in on his athletic prowess, having played tight end for the USC (he was big enough to have made that tidbit true). 

We should have left immediately, but we stayed to finish our drinks. During the twenty minutes or so before we left, 'Jack' proved to be a narcissistic ass. Jack didn't wait long before coming right out with it.

"Since we're all here and have a free night, what do you say we go up to my room and order room service?"

"Well Jack, we're not all here, are we? Your wife didn't seem to make it."

Jack ignored my comment, directing his next question to Kaycee. "What do you say, sweetheart. Want to have a great night? I can make that happen."

Having it well established that there wasn't a 'Jill', I started to get up to leave. Jack put his left hand on Kaycee's forearm to prevent her from getting up. 

"Maybe your wife wants to stay. Maybe she'd enjoy getting a real man to fuck her." 

He had his phone in his other hand and he pulled up a photo. He showed her the photo, it was his cock next to a tape measure and it showed an almost eight-inch hard-on. 

Here's another thing I absolutely adore about my wife; she's quick witted. She looked at the photo and said, "Look Honey, he's almost as big as you."

In the meantime I was tempted to take a swing at the guy to make him take his hand off my wife; but knowing it would end up with a public mess that would probably cost us both our jobs, I did the next best thing - I grabbed his phone out of his hand and threw it across the restaurant. 

'Jack' was swearing a mile a minute as he went to retrieve his phone. I helped Kaycee up and we scrammed out of there. We jumped in our car, crossed the river and got home. We skipped the room reserved in Vancouver, didn't want to hang around any more than we had to.

When we got in the door, I practically ripped Kaycee's clothes off her. Right in the living room, I bent her over the couch and fucked her from behind. There was no love making that night, it was pure, physical fucking for the next two hours. 

The next morning Kaycee brought it up. "What got you all caveman last night? Not that I'm complaining."

Moment of truth time. "If he hadn't been such a jackass and a lying sack of shit, I'd have loved watching him fuck you. Physically, he was a perfect match to who I fantasize watching you fuck. I would have loved watching that large cock making you cream all over it." There - I said it out loud!

"What about what you said - that there's not a real person behind the fantasy?"

"I guess that changed last night. I mean, there's still not a real person since if you fucked that asshole, we'd have some serious issues. But I can't help but wish the guy could have been the one."

Kaycee sat drinking her coffee, thinking. Finally, she broke the silence. "Damn, this puts a whole new spin on it, doesn't it?"

Which explains why what happened next shouldn't have been a complete surprise.



We did shut down the email account, tossed the burner phone and didn't renew the ad in Northwest Swingers. Although we suspected we may be heading in a new direction, we weren't in a hurry. In fact, we got back together with Larry and Elisa (Bob and Carol) Fredricks for a wonderful long weekend down in Palm Springs at the Desert Shadows Resort (Raffles having been sold and converted into a gay resort in the interim). We rented a two-bedroom condo in the resort; over the three days we kept to ourselves, sunbathed au naturel and continued to soft-swap. (I'll admit to being especially pleased when both Larry and Elisa complimented me on the progress I was making with the strength training.) We had so much fun - and were so comfortable around each other - that we made plans to spend ten days the following year in St. Martin at the nude resort. 

One day, while working out at the club, Sean looked troubled. Being a typical guy, I didn't inquire; being a typical gal, Kaycee asked Sean what was wrong. 

"Lisa broke our engagement yesterday."

I wanted to congratulate him on dodging that bullet but knew better. Kaycee said all the proper things. She invited Sean over to our place for dinner Saturday evening. 

Saturday started as one of those gray, overcast, wet, chilly Portland mornings. Neither of us were in the mood to run in the rain, so we headed to the gym to workout. Sean wasn't working, but that was OK since we'd been working with him twice that week on some new routines. We left the gym two hours later, both of us feeling muscles we didn't know we had before that day.

Normally, Kaycee would soak in our tub for a while after such a workout, but today, with a guest expected, she spent the afternoon cleaning the house while I got the BBQ ready and made a salad. 

Sean arrived promptly at five-thirty with two bottles of Oregon Pinot Gris and a bouquet of flowers. Kaycee gave him a welcome hug; she was wearing a nice boyfriend sweater with a hint of cleavage and a knee length skirt. 

I shook Sean's hand. "We missed you at the club today."

A cloud passed over Sean's face. "Had to move all my stuff out of the apartment I shared with Lisa. She kept the place, I moved into an efficiency down on 14th."

Kaycee gave Sean another hug. I wanted to tell him how lucky he was to be rid of her, but my mother once warned me, "never bad mouth a friend's or family member's ex, if they get back together, you'll be the bad guy" so I just said, "Sorry, buddy."

We three sat down with our cocktails and Sean gave us a short rendition of the breakup. It seems Lisa's father is some big shot attorney and never cared for Sean. Daddy's little girl pulled further and further away from Sean. They hadn't been 'intimate' (Sean's word) in a month or more. Sean suspected something, followed Lisa one night to another man's apartment. He knocked on the door, after the guy answers the door, Lisa comes to the door and hands Sean his ring back. Turns out the guy is some junior partner at Daddy's law firm.

I excused myself to start grilling the salmon filet. Kaycee got up, gave Sean another hug and this time a kiss on the cheek, before getting the salad out of the fridge so it could get tossed with olive oil and vinegar. Watching the small exchange between Kaycee and Sean, even though it was an innocent kiss, started my cock swelling. Outside, a fantasy popped into my brain which made it swell some more. When I came back inside, Kaycee noticed it. 

She leaned against me in the kitchen. "What's this about, mister?" as she ran her hand against my pants. 

I didn't answer, but Kaycee ended up answering her own question. She lowered her voice. "You're kidding? Me and Sean? That's what's getting you hard?"

Just then, Sean came into the kitchen, oblivious to what he interrupted. "I'll open the wine." 

I walked back outside to flip the filets. 

The dinner conversation switched from Sean's recent breakup to more pleasant topics - movies and sports. All through dinner, Kaycee had her foot in my lap, her toes rubbing my crotch. Dinner was finished, so were both bottles of wine; Kaycee was telling Sean about today's workout and teasing that it was his fault she was so sore. "I'd give anything for a good massage."

Sean didn't take the bait; but I did. "Sean, didn't you tell me you took lessons and would have been a massage therapist if you hadn't gotten into training?"

"Yea, but that was years ago."

Kaycee didn't let him off so easy. "Please, Sean. I won't be able to get any sleep tonight with the way I'm feeling." (Yea - I caught the double meaning.) "I'm sure you remember enough to help a poor girl out."

Kaycee ran upstairs to put on something different for her massage; I went into the kitchen to pour three aperitifs, even though we were all feeling the effects of the wine. Kaycee came down wearing one of her more conservative two-piece bathing suits and a beach towel.

Sean was obviously still hesitant. "I don't have any massaging oil."

"Will body lotion do? Tony, could you go into our bathroom and get my Aveeno?" She gave me a wonderful kiss as I handed her the drink and headed upstairs.

When I came back down, Kaycee was lying on the towel in front of the fireplace, Sean hovering above. I handed Sean the lotion before putting another log on the fire, lowering the lights and sitting in a nearby chair.

Sean started on her calves and worked his way up her legs. He hesitated when he reached her bikini bottom. "The glutes please, Sean. Those squats and lunges you have me doing are making my glutes scream; I hope the results are worth the pain." Sean didn't reply but reached under Kaycee's bikini bottom to work her glutes. 

When he finished there, he started on her shoulders. Kaycee nonchalantly reached behind her and unsnapped the top, slipping it off without exposing her breasts. "There, that's better. Aren't you warm? You have to be dying with all those clothes on."

"I'm dying, but it's not from the fire. What's going on? I think I know, but I'm having a hard time believing it."

Kaycee sat up, her perfect breasts on full display. "Tell him Tony. Tell Sean what you want."

I hesitated, looking directly from Kaycee to Sean. "I want you to fuck Kaycee. I want to watch."

"This is unbelievable. Do you guys have an open marriage?"

Kaycee answered for us. "We've done some non-traditional things. But no other man has been inside me since we've been a couple."

"Why me?"

I answered. "The time is right, we think you're the right guy - we like you. If you can do this and keep it our secret, I'd like you to be the guy who makes my fantasy a reality."

Sean looked at Kaycee, her skin glowing in the firelight, her nipples were hard. "I can keep it a secret. Are you just going to watch?"

"I'll probably get naked. At some point I'll have to have my turn with my wife. Don't worry, I'm not going to touch you, I'm not gay."

"That's good, because that's not my thing either."

Kaycee interrupted the bro talk. "Time to see what's been hiding under that gym-wear all these months." She unbuttoned his shirt and played with his chest. Sean took the opportunity to kiss Kaycee. 

It was the first time seeing another man kiss my wife and was as if a torch passed through my body and a fist grabbed my heart. I've never been so jealous in my life. I started to get up from the chair but stopped when I realized I'd also never been so hard in my life. 

Looking at Kaycee and Sean, I saw her unbuttoning his jeans and pulling his pants and boxers down his thighs to release his cock. I removed my pants and sat back down - conflicted as what to do - could I really watch this?

They were kneeling in front of the fire. Sean's hands left Kaycee's breasts and went to each side of her bikini bottom, peeling them down. Kaycee shuffled from knee to knee so the last garment was off and she was naked in the arms of our guest. Sean stood so he could get his pants off; Kaycee took advantage of the position to kiss his cock. She looked over at me, smiled, and swallowed his cock right down to his pubic bone. 

Was I disappointed or relieved his cock wasn't larger than mine? - I still don't know.

Kaycee kept Sean in her mouth, alternating between kissing or swirling her tongue around the head and engulfing him whole. Sean had his hands on each side of her head, whether consciously or unconsciously, keeping her hair from blocking my view. 

"Kaycee, I've never had anyone deep-throat me and it's driving me crazy, I'm going to cum." Kaycee reacted by doing the special thing she does to me when I'm about to cum in her mouth, it never fails to send me spewing; Sean must have felt it, too. "Oh fuck Kaycee, oh fuck, fuck, fuck!"

Kaycee kept his cock in her mouth until he finished, let it fall out and turned to me, opening her mouth to show me Sean's spunk before swallowing. 

"Did you like that, Tony? Your cock tells me you did. If you liked that, you're going to love what's next." 

Sean was still semi-hard. Kaycee played with it and teased Sean, "Are you going to fuck me now, Sean? Are you going to fulfill Tony's deepest fantasy?" Kaycee leaned back on the towel and spread her legs, Sean was back to his full six or seven inches. "C'mon Sean, time to fuck me."

Sean looked at me and asked. "Are you sure Tony?"

"No"

I think I shocked all three of us when the word 'no' left my lips. Kaycee looked at me wide-eyed, Sean stopped before lowering himself onto her body, his hard cock mere inches from Kaycee's pussy.

"Yes - yes - fuck her" The conflict in my mind was resolved, yes, I wanted this.

Kaycee was still looking at me. "I love you Tony, only you. Thank you."

Sean's cock was now touching her wet lips. Kaycee reached down to grab it, spread some of her juices on the head and said, "Now". 

There it was - the last barrier to the fantasy that had been building in my head was gone. Another man was fucking my wife. I couldn't touch my cock - as much as I wanted to - I would have cum the moment I touched it. I needed to save all my cum to reclaim my wife. 

I can imagine there are thousands of men like me who have fantasized about their wives with other men, otherwise half the porn wouldn't be made. And I guess that a good number of men are disappointed when the fantasy comes true, that watching another man fucking his wife doesn't live up to the fantasy, for whatever reason. That wasn't the case here.

Kaycee was more beautiful than I could remember. Her body reacted to the fucking in a way that out-shown any porn movie I'd ever seen. Everything about her oozed sex from every pore. It helped she was getting fucked by a guy who spent his life perfecting his body and had the surfer good looks of Brad Pitt. Watching the two of them was magical, even when they were kissing as they fucked each other, the jealousy faded and my love for Kaycee grew. 

They fucked like that until they came together, Kaycee's orgasm pushing Sean over the top. It was so obvious, there was no faking Kaycee's orgasm and certainly not Sean's as his entire body flexed and shuddered. Kaycee kissed Sean one more time as he slipped out of her. "Sean, I'd like you to stay and watch my husband reclaim me. Then I'd like to be alone with him."

Sean and I switched places. I entered Kaycee and it was like nothing I ever felt before - indescribable. I came instantly, no surprise there, but stayed hard and continued to move in and out. It was a mess, but oh so wonderful. Kaycee kept kissing me and telling me, "I love you" as we made love. She also whispered in my ear, "Thanks for fulfilling one of my fantasies. You watched me get fucked by another man and now he's watching you make love to me. Thank you." 

Soon after that, Kaycee had another orgasm and we stopped. Sean was sitting, watching. Without saying a word, he started to get dressed. "I should tell you, I've wanted to do that ever since I first laid eyes on Kaycee. She's so beautiful. I would never go behind a man's back to fuck his wife, but you've made me very happy tonight. Thank you."

Kaycee, still naked, gave Sean a hug. "Are you sober enough to drive home?"

"I'll call a cab. OK if I pick up my car tomorrow?"

I wondered if there would be any nervousness on any of our parts the next day when Sean stopped by to pick up his car, but the subject didn't come up, either that day or the next Tuesday at the gym. We all seemed to remain easy around each other.

We had two more evenings with Sean over the next couple of months. The third time was something extra special. It was the first time we gave Kaycee a double penetration, Kaycee on her hands and knees with Sean taking her from behind, me kneeling in front receiving one of her wonderful blow-jobs. After Kaycee came the first time, Sean and I switched positions. 

That was also the first time Sean spent the night with us. In the middle of the night, I was woken when Kaycee elbowed me in the side. I opened my eyes to see her smiling at me while Sean took her missionary. When Sean finished Kaycee sat on top of me, my cock was hard, and rode herself to a quiet orgasm. "Do you need to cum, sweetheart?"

"Not now, wait until the morning. Sometimes it feels delicious being on the edge like this, but only because I know I'll get relief soon. Goodnight, babe." We kissed and fell asleep with her in my arms.

It turns out that was the last time we got together with Sean because the most unexpected thing happened the following week - Lisa came back and begged forgiveness, asking Sean to give her back his ring. Sean didn't agree right away, but they did start dating again. I wouldn't have taken her back, but who am I to judge anyone? I'm the guy who gets off watching another man fuck my wife - so, to each their own.

It was probably a good thing that the threesomes with Sean broke off. It was never our intention for Kaycee to have a regular fuck-buddy because it could lead to feelings - not so much on Kaycee's part because I know she loves me. But I could see how the guy could start to have feelings for Kaycee, she is a very special woman.

After Sean, we cooled it on the threesomes for quite a while. We did get together a few times with the Fredricks, once for ten days on St. Martin's Orient Beach. Ten days of naked fun at the nude resort. Ten days we'll never forget. We kept the rules - no switching partners, but I did get to dance a few times with a naked Elisa and Kaycee did the same with Larry. No kisses (except a few French cheek kisses), no groping, but lots of exhibitions and a whole lot to satisfy the voyeur in me (and Larry) - all in all great fun.

In the next chapter Kaycee and Tony experience a very different adventure. Will it change their relationship? So far, their love for each other has only strengthened. Will it continue to grow or are they starting to play with fire?


Kaycee Ch. 04: Final Fantasy

Kaycee: Final Fantasy

In the third chapter of our Kaycee series (Kaycee: Evolution of a Fantasy), Tony and Kaycee made their fantasies of exhibitionism and voyeurism a reality when they soft-swapped with another couple and eventually participated in a ménage à trois with a single male friend. 

Below is our fourth and final chapter in the series, which was written years after the events took place. 

Everyone portrayed is over eighteen. This is fiction; as always, all characters and events, etc. are figments of our imagination and have no connection to any living or dead persons, or true events. In other words, we repeat - this is all fiction. 

*****

A little less than a year after the last threesome with our trainer Sean, Kaycee and I spent a few days in Miami after I finished some business in Orlando. Miami was one of our favorite cities; we tried to get there every other year or so. We loved the food and nightlife on South Beach and we absolutely loved the nude beach at Haulover Park. 

I drove in from Orlando, picked up Kaycee from Miami International (she flew in from Portland) and, after a scorching kiss and hug hello at the baggage claim kiosk, we drove into town. We had the top down on the rented Mustang convertible and you could just tell this would be a magical four-day weekend. After checking into our hotel on Collins Avenue, we were heading to the elevator with our luggage when one of the other guests asked if he could help Kaycee with her bag. He really didn't ask, he basically took the bag from her hand, smiled and said, "Here, let me help." in a very gentlemanly way.

Kaycee smiled back at him as we made our introductions. I set down my bag in the elevator to shake hands. Aaron had huge hands and when Kaycee shook his hand, she glanced at me with a secret, teasing smile. 

We got off the elevator on the same floor; it turned out Aaron's room was just across the hall. We said our goodbyes and thanked him, but before the door to our room closed Aaron asked if he could buy us a drink downstairs in the bar. 

I was a little tired from the previous week of meetings in Orlando and my stomach felt a little strange, probably from something I ate that morning at the meeting breakfast buffet but didn't want to spoil Kaycee's first night in Miami. She had been looking forward to this trip for the last two months, so I accepted Aaron's invitation. 

We freshened up, Kaycee slipped on a clingy sundress with three-inch heeled sandals and the two of us headed down to the hotel lobby. When we approached his table, Aaron stood up and gave Kaycee a hug, shook my hand, and thanked us for joining him. The three of us spent the next hour chatting and drinking. 

I could tell Kaycee was enjoying herself and Aaron's attention. When Aaron asked if he could impose on us for just a little longer by buying our dinner, Kaycee agreed. Unfortunately, just about this time my stomach was really churning. There was no way I was going to be able to eat anything. 

I told Kaycee and Aaron to go ahead without me. Before you think I'm total idiot, you should understand that although Kaycee had a few threesomes with Sean, it was almost a year ago and we've been exclusive to each other ever since. I wasn't concerned for Kaycee's safety because they were only walking to the Cuban restaurant in the hotel. I told Kaycee to give me a call from her cell phone if she felt uncomfortable during dinner; I'd be down in less than a minute. With that, I excused myself and headed upstairs. 

I must have fallen asleep watching TV because the next thing I knew, Kaycee was entering the hotel room. I lay in bed watching her undress by the light of the moon coming through the sheer curtains. When she was naked, she pulled back the covers and lay next to me. 

"You awake?" she asked. "How are you feeling?"

"Much better, I took an Imodium. I must have dozed off." 

"Dozed off? You've been asleep for three hours. I came up to check on you after dinner. You were sleeping soundly, so when Aaron asked if I wanted to go dancing next door, I accepted. I left you a note on the nightstand so you wouldn't worry." 

I apologized two or three times and, trying to recover, asked her if she had fun. 

"Yes, I did," she answered. Kaycee leaned over and gave me a big kiss. "Are you really feeling better?" she asked again as she straddled her naked body over my torso. She started to rub her vagina over my cock, which was starting to get hard fast. I was making a mental note to thank Aaron tomorrow for Kaycee's amorous mood when she surprised me. 

"I'm pretty wet, can you feel it?" 

"Yea, I can feel it, it feels good. What's got into you tonight? Did all that dancing make you hot for my cock?" This dirty talk was having its usual effect on me, I was hard by now and Kaycee slipped it inside her. 

"Really want to know what got into me tonight?" Kaycee was rocking up and down my cock and I was fully awake now. Something was different, not only was Kaycee being more verbal than she usually is during sex, she was very wet. My imagination started running away from me, so I asked her one of our play fantasy questions. "So, what are you trying to tell me? That I'm getting sloppy seconds?"

Kaycee continued to rock up and down, drawing out the tease. "No, I would never do that without you there. But Aaron and I did have fun dancing. He's a very good dancer. The club we went to was exciting, lots of beautiful people and jumping music. You would have enjoyed watching me; it reminded me of the two times I stripped in college. That's why I'm so wet. I thought about teasing you by telling you Aaron fucked me and you were getting sloppy seconds; but thought that was going overboard."

Kaycee later told me the look on my face at that moment was priceless and she wished we were filming. Kaycee stopped and looked at me with wide eyes. "Oh my god - you didn't want me to fuck him, did you?"

"Not really; especially since I wasn't there to watch. And especially since we didn't talk about it beforehand. That would have crossed a line."

Kaycee started moving again; I was getting close to cumming but wanted to feel her release first. "Well, just so you know, Aaron was a complete gentleman throughout the night. He did ask me if we had 'an arrangement' as he called it. He saw the ankle bracelet and said some wives wear one when they're free to have sex with other men. I told him we didn't have that kind of arrangement, but he should talk to you tomorrow. I hope you don't mind."

"Why, does the thought of fucking him appeal to you?"

"He's very sexy and I would if you were there to watch."

"Then close your eyes while I fuck you and imagine it's happening. Imagine it's his cock inside you and I'm sitting over in that chair watching the sexiest woman in the world get fucked by his black cock."

Kaycee closed her eyes and rode me to a wonderful orgasm. As she drenched my cock with her fluids, I held her hips down so my cock reached her cervix, bathing her womb with my cum. Kaycee collapsed on my chest.

"That was wonderful, Tony. I love you so much. Thanks for bringing me to Miami."

"Thanks for coming here. I want to take you to that club and watch you dance."

Kaycee smiled, "Maybe tomorrow when you're feeling better. Let's go to sleep, it's been a long day and I'm bushed." 

We didn't wake up until ten the next morning and ordered room service of coffee and bagels. We got dressed and headed north to Haulover to get some sun. It was a beautiful day on the beach. I marveled at my gorgeous wife lying naked on the towel or swimming in the ocean. The time we've been spending in the gym has really paid off, especially for me. I was always a bit of a nerd and never spent time building muscle and strength, was always a runner; now I had a body I was proud of. And Kaycee - she's a goddess.

After returning to the hotel, we ran into Aaron at the bar. He was jealous of how we spent our Friday, he spent it in an office trying to close a deal. Since the deal hadn't closed, he was spending another weekend in Miami so he could meet his client first thing Monday morning. 

"Have any plans for your weekend?" I asked.

"Not really; last weekend I spent in the clubs and watching Jai-Alai; what a trippy sport."

Everything about the man led me to believe we'd be friends if he lived in Portland. I decided to extend an invitation. "Then join us tonight; let me recipicate for your kindness last night. Kaycee said she had a great time."

"If you're sure. Wouldn't want to get in the way of you two."

"Tell you what, take us to one of the clubs where you think Kaycee can cut loose. She loves to dance."

"I can do that. How about we have dinner at eight and then go to a club I found last weekend?"

During this entire exchange, Kaycee was sitting, enjoying her drink. I asked her, "How does that sound, babe?"

Kaycee smiled. "It sounds like I need a new dress to go out clubbing on South Beach with two handsome men. Take me to that shop down the street, dear. And bring your credit card. Aaron, we'll meet you in the lobby at seven-forty-five. We'll make reservations for dinner at eight. See you soon."

Kayce and I walked down to a boutique down Collins and after trying on at least four different dresses, picked one that was more revealing than any I'd ever seen on her. It became apparent it only worked because we had spent the afternoon getting an all-over tan; naughty bits were peeking out here and there as Kaycee moved in it. Definitely not a Math teacher's outfit and when she put on a matching pair of five-inch high heels, I had a hard time keeping my cock from sprouting wood. 

As we walked out of the shop, Kaycee put her arm in mine. "We're going to have fun tonight, lover."

All I could do is grin in response.

We met Aaron in the hotel lobby. When Aaron saw Kaycee walking toward him, a huge smile spread across his face and his eyes opened wide with a hunger that I found titillating down to my groin. My mind started to play through all the scenarios where I may want this evening to end. 

We ate dinner at a nearby restaurant, then stopped for drinks in one of the hotel bars on our way to the nightclub Aaron had picked out for us this evening. 

It was still a little early for the night scene on South Beach, not yet ten; but the place was half full. Since we were early, we lucked out and found a standing table on the balcony overlooking the dance floor. I took Kaycee down to dance after we ordered our first round of drinks. After a couple dances, we drank for a while, then Aaron led Kaycee down for his turn. 

While looking down, watching the two of them dance, a couple came over and asked if they could share the table. It was obvious, since there were three drinks on the table, that I was with at least two others, but there was enough room for five and I let this couple join us. 

"Who are you here with?" asked the woman.

I pointed out Kaycee and Aaron. "My wife and a friend."

By now Kaycee and Aaron were really getting it on; his hands on her hips as they moved to the music. Kaycee turned around, grinding her ass into his groin. The woman smiled at me. "How good of a friend?" The implication was obvious; somehow that turned me on even more. 

"Could you watch our drinks?" I ran down the stairs, cut in and told Aaron we had guests at the table. Of course he was probably frustrated when I cut in; but didn't show it.

Kaycee danced the same way with me; practically fucking with clothes on. When we decided to take a break, we had time to talk - as hard as it was over the music - and Kaycee proceeded to tease me. "Did you like that Tony? Watching me dance with Aaron?" 

"I loved it, babe. You two looked good together and that dress you're wearing is outrageous. It was funny watching the other guys on the dance floor staring, waiting for a flash of breast or ass. I saw two guys get nailed by their dance partners when they got too obvious."

Kaycee laughed at my report. We introduced ourselves to Paul and Freida, had a drink, then Kaycee and Frieda went down to do a little dirty dancing of their own. Paul didn't dance, so Aaron and I cut in, much to the disappointment to the group of guys hanging around the dance floor watching the two beauties shake it up.

For the next fifteen minutes we took turns switching between Kaycee and Frieda. Frieda finally said she needed to get back to Paul before he got lonely, so she and I left Aaron and Kaycee and joined Paul.

Things got crazier after that. Kaycee kept dancing seductively and there were a couple of women who took it as a challenge. One of the women, frustrated at losing this impromptu 'dance off', took off her top and danced half-naked before the bouncers caught up to her and carried her away. 

About that time, Frieda and Paul called it a night, leaving as soon as Kaycee and Aaron came back to the table. As Frieda gave me a hug and kissed my cheek, she whispered in my ear, "Kaycee is a lucky girl to have you as a husband. Have fun tonight." She winked as she walked away.

Frieda must have read my mind. But what she didn't know is I had been formulating a kink to my kink. Whether it was the dirty dancing or the drinks, I wanted something different tonight. 

When Aaron left us to go to the restroom, I asked Kaycee. "Do you want to fuck Aaron tonight?"

I doubt Kaycee was surprised by my question; it had been building up to this since we met him the day before. She was ready with her answer.

"Yes, as long as you're good with it. I'm attracted to him and I'm certain the feeling is mutual."

I went for broke. "I want to do something radically different tonight. I want you to go to his room, call me on my phone, and let me listen to you two."

"OK, that came out of nowhere. Are you sure?"

"Yes, I want to hear, but not see. Then you come back to our room and describe what I listened to. Will you do that?"

Kaycee looked like she would have an orgasm right there in the club; all the dirty dancing had heated her up and my suggestion nearly put her over the top.

"Yes, I'll do it."

Just then, Aaron returned to our table. I let Kaycee tell Aaron what we planned; Aaron stared at me and asked the same question Kaycee had. "Are you sure?"

When I nodded yes, Aaron asked the waitress to close us out, paid the bill and we got the hell out of there, barely touching the ground as we made our way out the door and into the nearest cab.

In the hotel elevator, when the doors closed and with only we three inside, Aaron tested my resolve by grabbing Kaycee by the waist, pulling her into his body, and giving her a kiss. Not just a kiss, but a 'we're going to fuck and you're going to love it' kiss. Watching her in his arms with her head tilted up to meet his lips, drove me mad with passion.

Aaron entered his room; I brought Kaycee with me so she could get her phone. When she entered our room, I held her head in my hands and kissed her. Kaycee returned my kiss and reached down to stroke my cock through my slacks.

"Are you going to be a good boy and save this until I return? You're not going to waste it, are you?"

"I'll save it; but you have to promise to be back here in an hour."

Kaycee grabbed her phone and couldn't resist one more tease. "I'll try, if I'm more than two hours, send the calvary to rescue a damsel in distress. Or is it ecstasy?"

With that she was out the door. A minute later, my phone rang. I answered and put my phone on speaker and mute, stripped, poured myself a glass of bourbon and got into bed.

The next hour was absolute hell. And absolute exhilaration.

I heard the grunts and groans. I heard Kaycee call out, "oh fuck, fuck, fuck - oh shit!" just before I could tell she was cumming (was he eating her out or fucking? - I couldn't tell). I heard the slap of skin on skin. Kaycee urging Aaron with, "right there, right there" or "don't stop, I'm right there".

But of course the worst, most agonizing moments were when there was no sound at all (were they kissing?) or the utterances spoken so soft that I couldn't make out the words.

I was going crazy; my sanity saved because Kaycee came back to our room after only fifty minutes. She had her dress on, but not buttoned. It fell off her body and she jumped on the bed to give me a kiss. The nightlights were on and they lit up her body. Her nipples were extended and her pussy looked red and used; the center wet and slightly open.

"Do you want me to clean up?"

"Fuck no!"

With that she straddled my legs and buried my cock in her cunt.

"I can't believe how wet you are."

"Aaron has already cum in me twice tonight," Kaycee was looking in my eyes when she said this, trying to judge my reaction. 

"Tell me."

"Well, I don't know if you could tell by hearing, but the first time was kind of a bust. We spent too much time on the foreplay, that combined with the excitement of it all, Aaron was wound up tighter than a watch. By the time he finally entered me with that cock of his, he lasted less than a minute before cumming. It was kind of funny, kind of pathetic, and very frustrating. 

"But he made up for it. He got hard in a minute or two, turned me over on my hands and knees, and proceeded to fuck me until I came like crazy."

"So I heard."

"Was I too loud? I tried to tone it down a bit by chewing on a pillow so the neighbors wouldn't complain." Kaycee was smiling down on me as she said it. 

I smiled back to show that her efforts to make me jealous weren't working.

"Then he turned me around, picked me up, sat me down on the dresser and fucked me some more. He was like a machine, pumping away until I came a second time. I'm sure he was trying to make up for the first time because after I came that second time, he picked me up again and threw me on the bed without pulling out. 

"That's when he took his time; slowing down so I could feel that cock head of his teasing the inside of my pussy. He has this way of making it press on my g-spot, back and forth, just before sliding all the way in again. I think it's something you're going to learn, if you don't mind."

"Anything to make you happy, dear."

Kaycee laughed and kept her hips moving; I was getting close.

"We kept going like that until I came a third time; that's when he came and filled me the second time."

I don't know what my eyes told her, but it probably wasn't much different from what my cock was trying to tell her. I grew harder and came hard.

"That felt good," she said, "If you're finished I'm going back across the hall. Aaron said you're invited too, this time to watch." Kaycee jumped off the bed and was heading for the door. 

"You coming?" she asked as she opened the door, still naked. She looked both ways down the hallway and crossed over to Aaron's door. 

I bolted out of bed and followed her, entering the room just as Aaron was leading Kaycee to the bathroom. "Let's shower," he told her. "I'm not as crazy as Tony about sloppy seconds, so let's clean you up. Tony, have a seat and help yourself to a drink from the bar; we won't be too long."

Aaron and Kaycee walked into the shower, but left the door open. After pouring myself a drink, I peered into the bathroom and saw the two of them washing each other. Although Kaycee was tan from a day on the nude beach, it was a stark contrast to Aaron's black skin. 

I sat back down and heard the shower stop. Within two minutes Aaron came out carrying Kaycee with her legs straddled around his torso. He put her on the bed and held her legs wide open with his elbows as he covered her breasts with his hands. I watched as his dark cock lined up with the lips of her pussy, then slip past those lips and bury itself into my wife. My eyes moved back and forth between Kaycee's face and their hips. Every time Aaron's cock plunged into her, Kaycee's face showed the pleasure it was giving her. 



After a few minutes Aaron flipped on to his back and had Kaycee mount him, I took this opportunity to run across the hall for my camera. When I got back to the room, Kaycee was still on top and I started to take a few pictures.

Aaron then had Kaycee get on her hands and knees. He started shoving his long cock deeper inside and Kaycee buried her head in the pillow groaning in pleasure. I put the camera in movie mode, placed it on the dresser and walked back to the bed. While Kaycee was on her knees getting fucked by a strange cock from behind, I lifted her head and stuck my hard-on into her mouth. She took turns deep throating my cock and moaning her encouragement to Aaron. 

I pulled out of Kaycee's mouth before I came and pulled her off Aaron's cock. I turned Kaycee around, still on her knees and shoved my wet cock in her ass. Aaron watched for a minute before asking, "Do you want my cock in her mouth or back in her cunt?"

"In her cunt, get under her." Aaron did what he was told; when he was in position, I lowered Kaycee onto his hard cock. Kaycee was doing everything she could not to scream, although her moans were loud enough that anyone walking down the hall to hear. For the next few minutes the three of us moved sometimes in rhythm, sometimes out of rhythm, but it didn't matter. Kaycee urged me to come; she had had enough of the two cocks, so I let myself go. I held Kaycee's hips still as I shot my load into her ass. Kaycee bent forward and my cock fell out. As she lay still on Aaron's chest, I got up to wash off my cock. 

When I returned from the bathroom, Kaycee was still leaning on Aaron's chest, but she was slowly moving her hips up and down. Aaron had taking this opportunity to stick his cock in the hole I had just lubricated and vacated; his cock was wedged inside Kaycee's ass. I grabbed the camera from the dresser; it probably had five more minutes of video left before the memory card was full. I used the time it had left to film a close-up of Aaron's dark cock sliding in and out of my wife's ass, and finally, of his cock pumping a load of cum inside her. The last minute of the video is his cock popping out followed by both our spunk. I planned to keep the video clip and the photos with the ones I took of Kaycee and Sean, hoping to have documentation of these erotic moments for my future viewing pleasure. 

After Aaron came in Kaycee's ass, he sat up in bed, looked at me and said, "I guess I've changed my mind about sloppy seconds. That was unreal!" He kissed Kaycee and got up to clean off in the bathroom. I took this opportunity to ask Kaycee where she was sleeping that night. "Here, or in our room, anywhere as long as I'm with you." 

When Aaron came back to the room, I told him we were headed back to our room for the night and we would probably see him the next day. He was disappointed, but I thought it would be important for Kaycee and me to talk over tonight's events. Although I have seen Kaycee get fucked in the past, it had been a while and we needed some alone time. Kaycee and I snuck back to our room, still naked. We almost got caught by a hotel employee delivering a late-night snack to one of the other guestrooms. But if anything, he only caught a glimpse as we slipped through our door.

Kaycee asked if she needed a shower before coming to bed, I said "no", I liked the fact she smelled of sex. We decided to talk in the morning, when we were rested and sober, and went to sleep.

I woke first in the morning and replayed the scene in my head. Watching Kaycee get fucked by another man, the look on her face, the way she had responded to his cock, the way he had played with her breasts with those large black hands; was I jealous? I wasn't feeling jealous; and just thinking about last night was making me hard again. 

Kaycee woke up as I was rubbing my hard-on against the crack of her ass. She turned her head to me, "What, are you ready again? You must have enjoyed the show last night."

"I did like it. But I think we should spend a little time this morning talking things over. Get up and shower, I'm taking you down to the News Cafe for coffee and breakfast."

After we showered Kaycee put on another sundress and we walked down to the cafe. Since it was the weekend, we had to wait a while for a place to sit. The waiter brought our coffee and Kaycee started by asking me how I was handling it given how much she had obviously enjoyed herself last night. 

I answered honestly, "I'm always so fascinated by how sexy you look. But, what about you, you've been hesitant to do this again for the past year; what are you feeling?"

"You said I looked sexy;" Kaycee answered, "Well, that's how I felt - sexy. It's different from how I feel when we make love. This had nothing to do with love, it was all physical. Kind of how it felt when I was in college. I wasn't in love with them, not like I love you. So it was physical fucking; the only emotional part was feeling desired and showing off. Last night reminded me of those old feelings. It was nice, especially with you there as my audience."

"So," I asked, "We both enjoyed it. What now? Aaron will be waiting to hear if he gets a second chance to be with you again. Are you going to say 'yes' or 'no'?"

"I'm for 'yes'", Kaycee answered, "As long as you don't think it's going to spoil our weekend together and as long as you're being honest when you say you're not jealous."

"No, we have our whole lives to spend together. We're booked for a week in the mountains next month so let's take advantage of the fact this has fallen into our laps and have fun." 

After breakfast we headed back to the hotel and called Aaron. "Good morning, feel like headed to the beach with us today?" You could hear the excitement in his voice when he agreed. "One more thing, we're headed to the nude beach north of town; still want to go?"

"This has been a weekend of firsts for me," was his reply, "Might as well try a nude beach."

A half hour later the three of us were headed north to Haulover Beach. On the way Kaycee and I explained nude beach etiquette. We also explained that the beach will have a cross section of body types and people. If you want the "beautiful people" in Miami, stay on South Beach and watch the models sunbathe topless in their thongs. But Kaycee and I are hardcore naturists and can't tolerate swimsuits or tan lines. 

We arrived at Haulover and made our way to the "straight" section. It was a Saturday and the beach was starting to fill in. We set up our blanket and towels; I gave Aaron my tube of sun block and advised him to discretely cover his genitals with the lotion, nothing worse than a burn down there to ruin a good weekend. We were getting some curious looks; nude beaches are very accepting places, but it's still unusual to see a woman with two men.

"Now I get it." Aaron said, "I couldn't figure out why you two were shaved, I've seen pictures of women with no pubic hair, but last night I was surprised to see Tony's crotch shaved bare. Looking around here, I see at least a dozen men without a hair on their crotch."

"It's a naturist thing, I think," I replied. "Besides, the whole hair-in-the-teeth thing is a pain when you're going down on your mate. This way, Kaycee doesn't have to stop at a critical moment because some hair has gone half-way down her throat." I could tell Aaron was thinking about it, but a lot of men get a little queasy with the idea of a razor down there. 

Within a half hour Kaycee decided to go swimming and Aaron joined her. I decided to stay with our belongings and watch. After a while they were in shoulder high water and Kaycee had her arms around Aaron's shoulders. It was very tough to know for certain, but the last time Kaycee and I were in St. Martin we briefly made love this way. Could Kaycee have Aaron's cock inside her right now? I watched; but couldn't be certain. I looked around to see if they were drawing any attention from the rest of the beach, but nobody seemed to be paying too much attention. 

Kaycee came out of the water and lay next to me. "Aaron asked if he could fuck me in the ocean; but I told him he had to wait until tonight." 

"Good girl. So, what's he doing now?" 

"He said it would be a little while; his cock was still hard when I left him. He said the entire experience has him ready to blow a load. We told him the rule that hard-ons being frowned upon at the beach, he doesn't want to break the rules so he's staying in the water a while longer."

Aaron left the surf and headed to the blanket. He sat next to me and thanked me one more time for allowing him to share the weekend with us. I told him I felt lucky, too. I always feared if we added someone to our lovemaking, the guy would turn out to be a jerk. He was helping me fulfill a fantasy, not only by sharing Kaycee, but by being a gentleman. 

Kaycee was back in the water and I joined her. We swam for a while until she put her legs around my waist and gave me a deep kiss. "Thank you for being my best friend'" she said, "I'm never going to forget this vacation. I really feel like the most beautiful and sexy woman in Miami right now. Do you want to fuck me now?" She could feel my cock start to grow again. 

"Of course, but I'll wait until we get back to our room" I looked over to the beach and we were attracting some attention, plus two guys were swimming nearby. I think they were trying to see if we were screwing. Kaycee and I separated and began to swim again. Back on the beach, the three of us spent another hour in the sunshine. 

"I have a surprise for you two," Aaron said on the way back to South Beach, "I called the hotel when you two were swimming and the hotel had a cancellation. One of the suites on the top floor is available so I reserved it. If you like, we could all stay together up there." 

Kaycee and I looked at one another, she was smiling and I nodded my head. "Yes,' she answered for us, "that sounds like fun."

When we got to the hotel, we worked out the logistics with the front desk and moved our bags to the suite. It had a large soaking tub, so the first thing Kaycee did was fill it with hot water. I was first in the shower, when I got out to join Kaycee in the tub. Aaron jumped in the shower and when he got out, Kaycee told him there was room for one more, but first she wanted to know if he was willing to have her shave him. 

"You mean shave my crotch?" he asked. Kaycee told him that she'd be careful, she hadn't cut me yet and that he might even find the experience rewarding. He consented, so Kaycee set a towel on the edge of the tub, lathered his groin with soap and began to slowly shave his pubic hair. I sat back to watch. 

Aaron may have been frightened by the idea of a sharp razor so close to his cock and balls, but as Kaycee moved them back and forth to get to all the nooks and crannies, his cock reacted and began to swell. Once more I thought how lucky I was to have this fantasy come true. I watched as Kaycee's hand grasped Aaron's cock, squeeze some pre-cum out and used the fluid to lightly rake his large cockhead with her nails. She finished the trim and had Aaron rinse the towel and himself off in the shower to keep the hair from the tub water. 

Aaron came back to the tub with his pubic region bare and his cock still swollen. Kaycee made him sit back on the edge of the tub. Now she could use both hands and cupped his ball sack with one hand while teasing the shaft with her nails. Much to Aaron's relief and my visual pleasure, she began to deep throat his cock. As many times as I've watched Kaycee suck my cock, it's different to watch her from this angle, she literally looks like a porn star while sucking the entire shaft down her throat. Just as Aaron began to cum, Kaycee moved her mouth off his cockhead, maybe for my benefit, so I could see the first rope of cum jet out and catch her face before she put his cock back in her mouth and sucked the remainder of his orgasm down her throat. 

When Aaron's cock slipped out of Kaycee's mouth she turned to me and asked, "Your turn?" I sat up, my cock was rock hard from watching; I took Aaron's place on the edge of the tub. Kaycee proceeded to play with my cock with the same skill and attention she had shown Aaron's and it was his turn to watch us. When I came Kaycee did the same thing, took her mouth off my cock to catch the first rope on her face and then suck me until my spasms ended. "Now, it's my turn," she said, "Which of you lucky gentleman is going to eat me?"

"If Tony doesn't mind, I'd like that privilege," Aaron replied, "I've never gone down on a woman with a shaved pussy and I'd like to try that now." I watched as Aaron ate Kaycee to an orgasm. When she came he had three fingers in her vagina and she was gripping his head to her clit. Afterwards Aaron swore that he would ask any future lover to shave her crotch, he couldn't believe the difference.

Aaron and I took Kaycee out for dinner and dancing that night. We had a great time, but wore Kaycee out taking turns with her on the dance floor. When we returned to the room that night, she fell asleep with her dress and shoes still on. I undressed her and she lay in the middle between the two of us. 

The next morning, I cracked open one eye and watched as Aaron moved over on top of Kaycee. He began slowly moving in and out of her as I watched, then I felt Kaycee's hand take mine. After Aaron came Kaycee rolled on top of me, kissed my lips and said, "I do love you."

Sunday seemed perfect - room service, another day on the nude beach and a quiet dinner. We skipped the dancing and spent the evening taking turns and double-teaming Kaycee before falling asleep. We had a noon flight home on Monday and left the suite for the airport at the same time Aaron left for his business meeting. Aaron put Kaycee's suitcase in the Mustang's trunk, shook my hand before giving Kaycee a hug and a kiss goodbye. Aaron shook my hand a second time saying, "Thanks Tony, I'll never forget this weekend."

Something was on Kaycee's mind; she was somewhat quiet on the flight home. I wanted to ask; but knew her well enough to know she'd bring it up when she was ready.

I came home Tuesday after work to find Kaycee crying in the living room. She was ready to talk.

"I came home early today because I'm sick, which I am emotionally. I nearly broke down during my fourth period class."

"What happened?"

"I'm scared Tony. I thought I left it all behind after college. All the slutty sex."

"Are you saying I sucked you back in?"

"No, it wasn't your fault; I went along with it, it was me who suggested the soft-swap and teased you. I went along with your suggestions to have sex with Sean and Aaron without complaint. But now I want to stop it all. I want to be only yours again."

I didn't reply immediately, because in the back of my mind, I think I felt the same way. Somehow, we were losing the intimacy we shared during the first years of our marriage; we were replacing the intimacy with carnal lust - if that makes sense. As I paused to gather my thoughts, wondering how I could convey those thoughts to let her know that I agreed and she wasn't forcing me to agree, she filled the silence.

"We were really stupid in Miami. Aaron's a nice guy and assured me he was safe and clean, but I let him have me without protection. How stupid is that? We're supposed to be intelligent people and I let some stranger fuck me like that."

I wrapped my arms around her. "I was just as much at fault, babe. We'll get tested and keep our fingers crossed. We let the fantasy cloud our judgement, both of us - not just yours."

"We need counseling Tony; we need help if we're going to put this behind us and have a normal sexual relationship. I was happy when it was just you and me. Were you?"

"Yes. I don't know why I let the fantasy get away from me. Until I met Samuel Davis on that flight from LA, I never considered myself a voyeur, let alone a guy who could watch his wife get fucked."

Kaycee gave me a kiss. "When this is all over, I want to start our family. But we need to be in a good place; I'm not raising our children in a broken home."

We did find a good therapist, Sarah, who helped us understand how to control our fantasies without losing our spontaneous, active, fun sex life. Some things were difficult - we changed health clubs to avoid being in constant contact with Sean. When our therapist asked if we had videos or photos of the 'encounters' (as she referred to them), I almost lied. Sarah suggested I destroy the images and I had a hard time doing it; Kaycee was just so damn sexy and beautiful when she fucked those guys. A week after suggesting I destroy the images, Sarah asked if I had done it yet. When I hesitated, Sarah climbed all over me.

"Are you serious about saving your marriage Tony?"

"Yes, I am." 

"Then get rid of the reminders of how much fun you had watching your wife with another man. The images will always remind you of the excitement; but not the danger to your relationship."

What she said made sense; I went home that night and destroyed them all.

Sarah also gave us some great ideas. We threw out plastic 'Peter' because of the connection to the past; but bought some new toys. She even suggested buying a portable mirror we could set up to watch our own love-making occasionally. We enclosed our patio to sunbathe naked on those days when the sun shines in Portland. And best of all, she helped us relearn the difference between love-making and fucking - and why our love-making is so much more satisfying to our health and spirit. 

About three months after we started therapy, I picked up the phone only to be talking to Aaron. He was in Portland on business and wondered if we could join him for dinner. (I'm not naïve, I'm certain he hoped for more than dinner.) Kaycee didn't want to meet with him; but given what happened in Miami, I felt it was important to meet with him face to face.

He was obviously disappointed when I approached the table alone; but stood to greet me and shake my hand. Over drinks I told him how we were recommitting ourselves to a monogamous marriage. I was pleased he took it so well.

"I don't blame you, Tony. I seriously couldn't understand how you allowed it. I couldn't do it."

"And now I couldn't either. That part of our life is over; we're different people now." I finished my drink and apologized. "I hope you don't think it rude of me if I don't join you for dinner; Kaycee's at home and I'm sure she's anxious to hear how you reacted to the change in our lifestyle."

We both stood and shook hands goodbye.

"Best of luck to both you and Kaycee; I hope you stay happy together and have that family. You're both wonderful people. Give Kaycee my best wishes and tell her I understand why she couldn't come tonight."

It wasn't the last time we heard from Aaron. Three years later, we received a Christmas card. The photo was of Aaron, his wife, and their newborn son. The card read, "Hoping your wishes for a family are as blessed as mine have become. Married last year to this wonderful lady and starting out with the first of what we hope are many children. Best wishes - Aaron, Judy & Jason" That was the last card from Aaron. 

Epilogue

It was six years ago when we made that re-commitment to ourselves. We worked with our therapist, Sarah, for just under a year. It seemed like a long road getting back to where we were before all the crap - where we wanted to be as a couple - but we made it. Soon after our last session with Sarah, Kaycee got off the pill and four months later she was pregnant with our first daughter, Ivy. Two years later Constance Katherine (named after our mothers, but we call her CK) was born. 

We're in a good place emotionally and I have a very happy, loving family. 

That's why I waited until now to write this tale. I couldn't have written our story if it ended tragically, me without Kaycee. Certain urges pop up now and then, but we now have the tools to control those urges and I think our marriage is stronger now than when we first married. Speaking of which - after CK was born, Kaycee and I renewed our wedding vows, with a special emphasis on 'forsaking all others'. 



So, it turns out my 'Final Fantasy' became a reality. I'm sitting on the sofa in our den with Kaycee beside me, she's nursing CK, while I have Ivy on my lap and we're singing silly nursery rhymes. Kaycee leans over, kisses my cheek and whispers in my ear, "thank you". 

What a life!

