
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		

		Michelle

		A Hotwife Adventure

		

		C.K. Ralston

		

		

		

		COPYRIGHT

		

		Michelle, A Hotwife Adventure

		

		Copyright © 2016 by C.K. Ralston

		

		Smashwords Edition

		

		Licensed material is being used for illustrative purposes only, and any person depicted in the licensed material is a model.

		

		Book Design by KMD Web Designs

		

		All rights reserved

		

		No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including Photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission from C.K. Ralston.

		

		Published in the United States of America This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is entirely coincidental.

		

	
		

		

		Prologue

		

		Seeing My Wife Clearly

		

		I suppose you could blame the start of the whole thing on the airline. Somehow, they had gotten our reservations screwed up and I wasn’t on the passenger list at all on our return flight from Hawaii, as our weeklong vacation getaway ended. However my wife, Michelle, was.

		After a strenuous argument at the ticket counter which lasted a good half hour, I was able to get seated on the same flight—barely—but I wasn’t able to sit next to my wife. I was a row back, in the middle, scrunched in between two portly fellow male passengers.

		Michelle’s long, dark hair and gorgeous face were visible between the seats occasionally, when she turned just the right way, but due to the separate seating arrangement, it was a hassle to talk to each other and so--after we were seated on the plane--we largely didn’t. Instead, she began carrying on a lively conversation with the young man sitting next to her. They were laughing and chatting right after the plane took off as if they were a pair of old friends.

		My wife is like that; gregarious, completely at ease in all social situations. An unkind assessment might be that she is somewhat of a flirt by nature.

		But a person jumping to that conclusion would soon regret it, as he came to know Michelle better. She was just naturally an outgoing and friendly sort of person; not someone who was cruising to meet new men for some sort of sexual “hook-up”.

		I had been married to her for ten years now and thus I was in a position to know her personality better than anyone. The guy seated next to her, however, wasn’t acquainted with her at all, so he quickly mistook her laughing, smiling demeanor for something else.

		You could tell he thought he might have a chance with her. He clearly noticed the large diamond ring set on the appropriate finger of her left hand, but he asked her to have drinks and dinner with him once we landed anyway.

		Michelle has been a strikingly beautiful woman throughout her life. She is the type of girl who finds herself being elected Homecoming Queen with almost no effort on her part back in high school, and the kind who is invariably picked by her peers on the yearbook staff to be the “girl most likely to succeed” at whatever she chose to do for a living.

		Her high school classmates had been right. Michelle now had her own one-woman consulting firm and she was hugely successful.

		I, on the other hand, was a professional idea man. A partner in a mid-sized advertising agency, I was the one who came up with theme for an ad campaign; my vision of a client’s latest image on television or in print ads was what the agency actually sold to prospective patrons.

		Someone else might do the selling, but my concepts were what they were hawking.

		Michelle’s bell-like laughter floated back to me just then. She was loosely gripping her new male friend’s arm, smiling at something he’d just said.

		She was like that; a “toucher”, a very tactile person. It was a big part of who she was.

		Most men love to be touched by a gorgeous woman, even if the brief intimacy such contact affords is quite innocent. At some primal level, males—especially alpha males—take such touching to mean…“she’s making herself available to me; she’s interested…”

		Deep down inside their own psyches, women like Michelle realize this instinctively. They know how a light touch on the arm will be interpreted by a man, but they choose to do it anyway.

		Confident, sure of themselves women like my wife always think they can control a man’s impulses with just a tilt of the head, or by flashing him a different sort of smile; by a slight downturn of the mouth. After all, they grew up doing it, when they were beautiful little girls!

		“No, I’m afraid I can’t,” I heard her saying just then. “I doubt my husband would approve of me having dinner with a handsome young stranger. And my children will want to spend their evening with Mommy, after she and Daddy have been away on vacation all week.”

		“You have kids?” Her admirer asked incredulously. “With that body…you don’t look like mom to me!”

		“Two,” said Michelle proudly, “a boy and a little girl; they are my angels; even though they don’t always act like angels!”

		“You’ve managed to maintain that awesome shape, even though you’ve got two kids at home?” Her seatmate sounded as if he still didn’t quite believe her.

		“The product of hours at the gym and countless miles spent on the jogging trails,” my wife answered modestly.

		“Well, all I’ve got to say is that your husband is a lucky man,” her suitor said.

		Michelle turned slightly, so that she could see my face between the seats and answered with a knowing little smile, “He is at that. I hope he knows it.”

		It was all I could do not to burst out laughing. She had managed to tease her newfound admirer shamelessly, built up his desire for her to a near fever pitch, and then had effortlessly shut him down; all within a few air-miles!

		

		****

		

		The rest of the remaining four hours of the flight between Honolulu and Los Angeles passed with Michelle reading a novel on her Kindle. The disappointed young man seated next to her read the magazines provided by the airline, listened to something on his iPod, and finally fell asleep for the last two and a half hours of the trip.

		I occupied myself by daydreaming. What if Michelle had really been alone on the plane with this would-be Romeo?

		Would she have been more open to the hunky young man’s pick up attempts? In my heart, I knew she wouldn’t have been.

		As I said before, we had been married for over ten years now, right out of college, and I knew her as well as I knew myself. She wasn’t interested in other guys, extra-marital flings, affairs, or one-night stands; not my Michelle!

		But, as I also explained before, I spend a lot of time inside my own head, both at work and at home. It was part of my job to do so.

		I’ve earned a lot of money, just noodling through things in my office all day long with my door shut, thinking up ideas to promote other people’s products or services. Mental flights of fancy are thus a big part of who I am as a person.

		The temptation to imagine my sexy, gorgeous wife falling prey to another man’s blandishments—being swept off her feet by his youth, his great looks, his line of B.S., and checking into a airport hotel with him for a few hours of forbidden pleasure—was simply too tantalizing to ignore. My cock got rock hard as I imagined young Sleeping Beauty, seated next to her, successfully talking her into drinks and a grabbing a quick dinner with him, had I been delayed on another flight today.

		After all, it had almost happened. Had I not been able to talk my way onto this flight, we would have had two options: stay another night in Hawaii and book a new flight as soon as we could, or take separate planes back to L.A.

		If we’d been forced to do the latter, my flight could easily have been delayed by several hours. She might have met this guy, or someone like him--perhaps a man who was a bit more suave, more polished in his approach than this one had been--someone whose masterful seduction attempts might have proven irresistible!

		I could easily fantasize about them up in that mythical hotel room, her with one eye on the digital clock on the nightstand, so that she could still be on hand to meet my flight when it finally arrived. Him with eyes only for her…those long, perfect legs…that incomparable ass…those sumptuous breasts…and that face!

		In my mind’s eye, I could see him turning her on with his hot kisses, stripping off her comfy travel outfit, revealing her matchless body. He would have had a big cock, of course; or at least he had one in my fantasy.

		My own equipment is adequate; not extremely huge, but a little bigger than average. And I’m no muscleman. I never have been.

		People are always amazed that a tall, voluptuous creature like Michelle fell for an average Joe like me. I’m about six feet tall, thirty-four years old--to her thirty-two—and I have sandy blond hair. Unfortunately, I also possess a very run-of-the-mill, slightly out of shape body.

		You see, I don’t spend hours every week in the gym or on the jogging trails, the way Michelle does. My fitness regimen consists of watching what I eat and playing with the kids whenever I can; teaching Brandon Jr., that’s my boy, how to catch and throw a baseball, and Dina, my little girl, how to play soccer.

		I realized that I had a goofy, proud-papa grin on my face as I thought of our wonderful kids. But then my thoughts returned to that imaginary hotel bedroom and of Michelle and her phantom lover rolling around on the king size bed together, both naked, both oh, so hot for each other!

		She would suck his huge cock, of course. Michelle has always been great at giving blowjobs; she really enjoys the feel of a man’s hard dick in her mouth. She still swallows when I come in her mouth occasionally, just to give me a little extra treat once in while!

		I imagined her doing that for her nameless lover, noisily gulping down his big load. He would have been so turned on by her performance that--in my mind’s eye at least--he would have remained half-hard in her mouth even after he’d come for the first time.

		In no time at all, her worshipping lips would have him as firm as a brick again, and he’d be plunging that awesome tool of his deep into her belly! I squirmed about uncomfortably in my seat as I pictured the two of them…fucking!

		There was really no other way to say it. The steamy tableau I imagined couldn’t have been glossed over by calling what my wife and her fictional lover were doing in my illicit thoughts “making love”.

		No, they were fucking, pure and simple! They were doing the horizontal mambo…they were burying the salami…they were…

		“Fasten your seatbelt, please, sir,” the flight attendant was urging, peering down at my lap with a disapproving scowl on her face.

		Below the still unfastened seat belt, my dick was so hard it was making a noticeable bulge in my cargo shorts. Red-faced with embarrassment, I snapped my seatbelt into place and prayed that both she and my towering hard on would just go away!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One

		

		Fireworks

		

		“Daddy, Daddy, what did you bring me?” Brandon Junior’s childish voice was just below a shriek.

		“And me,” his little sister shouted at the top of her lungs as well. “Me, too, what did you bring me?”

		I grinned and stooped to gather them both into my arms. They were hugging my neck and kissing my cheeks when I stood back up with one child in each arm and asked Michelle facetiously, “Who are these young mercenaries? Where are our perfectly behaved, loving children?”

		She laughed and said, “It’s your fault, dear. You go out of town a lot more often than I do, and you never fail to bring them presents when you get back home.”

		I set the children back down on the floor, turned to our long-suffering housekeeper/nanny, Brenda, and asked, “Was their behavior moderately acceptable while we were gone. Or were they like this all the time?”

		She grinned at me and said, “Oh, they were alright, I guess.”

		Her face morphed into a faux glare as she looked down at them and went on to add, “There was that one incident, where they tried to coax the dog into the clothes dryer, but I was able to stop them before anything serious happened.”

		“He was wet,” Brandon explained with an innocent look on his face. “He got dirty, and so Dina and me washed him. And we wanted to get him dry before we let him out of the garage and back into the house.”

		“Dina and I washed him, sweetheart,” Michelle said, correcting his grammar automatically, dropping to her knees to embrace the two young scamps.

		“He was dripping wet!” Dina said, as if that added bit of clarification would make everything clear to her somewhat thick-headed parents. “We had to get him dry!”

		“That’s what towels are for, dear,” her mother told her patiently, still smiling.

		“Well, as it turns out, I did bring you each something,” I said, beaming down at the two young scamps. “And since you didn’t set the place afire or flood it with water while we were gone, or break anything that can’t be replaced…I guess I’ll give them to you now.”

		Dina and her brother squealed with excitement as I bent over and zipped open the bigger of our two suitcases on the foyer floor. I drew out two bags. One contained a “Hawaiian Barbie”, complete with hula skirt, and the other held a real Hawaiian ukulele for Brandon to strum on.

		Both kids seized our presents from the islands with glee and stormed off into the house, mom and dad temporarily forgotten. I heard off-key ukulele music floating in from the front room and peels of girlish laughter as the Barbie box was ripped open.

		“Well, I see we’re no longer needed,” I commented wryly to the two women.

		“I have dinner just about ready,” our nanny said. “I didn’t think you’d want to cook on your first night back.”

		“We’ll be down soon,” I told her, bending down and rezipping the bag. “Our flight was a long one and I think we’d both like to rest up a little before dinner, Brenda.”

		Clearly mystified by my sudden bout of ‘tiredness’, Michelle nevertheless dutifully followed me up the stairs, carrying her own bag, while I wrestled the heavier one up the steps. When we got inside the master bedroom and had sat our bags on the floor, I closed and locked the door behind us.

		“What’s that all about?” She asked me the question warily, staring the doorknob, knowing as well as I did that the only time we locked the door was when we were going to make love, to guard against the children being traumatized by the sight of their parents all naked and sweaty together atop the bed.

		“Just this,” I replied.

		I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her passionately, my tongue seeking and being granted entry into her luscious mouth. She nestled her body into my arms and snaked her own arms around my neck as she pushed her lush breasts up against my chest while we kissed.

		One thing I’ve always loved about my wife is that she’s never lost her enthusiasm for sex. She may rarely initiate it, but whenever I do, she’s always ready to enter into it wholeheartedly!

		Before we knew it, we were rolling around on the nearby bed, stripping off each others clothes while still making out like a pair of randy teenagers. As soon as we were both naked, she grabbed hold of my rigid cock and began to stroke it while we kissed.

		I, in turn, slipped one finger through the close-cropped triangle of dark fur just above her pussy and into her juicy slit while teasing her nipples with my other hand. She moaned into my mouth and ground her clit against my invading finger, ruffling my hair as she sucked at my tongue and played with my cock.

		God, she was a hot-blooded woman! I felt, for the zillionth time over the ten years we’d been doing this, that I was the luckiest man on earth!

		“I want you, right now,” she sighed, breaking off the kiss. “I need this hard thing of yours inside me as deep as it will go!”

		Her wish was my command, as far as that went. I rolled her onto her back and climbed between her widespread legs, centering my steel-hard cock in her extremely wet gash.

		“Oh, oh, that’s the way!” She cooed out the words, closing her sparkling grey eyes in gathering ecstasy and hunching her hips up to drive me inside her all the way up to my balls. “Fuck me, darling, fuck my hot pussy and make me come!”

		I did my best to do just that. My cock glided up and down in her perfect little pink slit and I was careful to keep it pressed tightly up against her aroused clit.

		After a few minutes of our frantic coupling, Michelle’s big eyes suddenly flew open wide the way they always did when she got ready to climax. She gripped me tighter in her arms and whispered into my ear, “Oh, oh, God, you’re giving me a great fucking, darling! I don’t know what brought this on, but I love it! I simply adore it!”

		I knew what she was referring to, of course. We’d made love just the night before, our last in the earthly paradise that is Hawaii, in our hotel suite overlooking the beach.

		And it had been anything but business as usual. We had fucked like two high school sweethearts for more than an hour, with her coming three times and me coming twice!

		Tonight’s little tryst was therefore totally unexpected on her part. Lately, we had only made love once a week or so and even then, not like this!

		I was really drilling her. My dick was flying up and down inside her and she was moaning, running her fingers through my hair, her eyes closed tightly through most of it.

		Now they were open and she was gasping, “Oh, fuck, oh, God, I’m coming, honey! Oh, Jesus, you’re making me come so…hard!”

		I felt her pussy close around me as she shuddered and closed her eyes once again. She started to go off around my entrapped cock; her inner muscles milking me, sucking the come right out of my balls. It was as though her snug little cunt was begging me for it!

		My mind reeled backward in that instant to my fantasy about her with the guy she was sitting next to on the flight over from Hawaii. Again, I imagined the two of them, naked together in that airport hotel room.

		He was fucking her hard with his huge cock. It was much wider and longer than mine, and it was really splitting her small pussy open with each stroke down into her!

		“Agggggghhhhhhh, oh, God, here it comes!” I gasped and started to spunk her; the added excitement of my illicit fantasy making my orgasm even more gripping!

		Considering the loads of semen I had pumped into this same pink slit just last night, I was awestruck by how much I was shooting. She was too!

		Her eyes slowly opened and she smiled as she whispered admiringly, “God, what a stud you are suddenly, darling, that’s the way to cream me!”

		

		****

		

		“Okay, what’s your secret?” She asked me the question after a quick shower, to help rid her pussy of the massive amounts of come I’d just deposited deep in her belly.

		“Are you now taking Viagra, or one of those?” She jabbed me playfully in the ribs with her forefinger, now that she had returned to the bed next to me, tickling me unmercifully. “Or did the doctor give you some kind of sperm-builder? Do you want another baby…is that it? I’d better stop taking the pill, if that’s what’s on your mind.”

		I laughed and said, “No, not really; unless you do.”

		“Well then, why the flood of spunk tonight; we just did this last night, remember?”

		Again, I laughed delightedly and whispered, “How could I forget? You were fantastic up in that hotel room, babe!”

		She looked almost smug as she grinned and said, “I kind of thought I was. And you really nailed me last night, sweetie. You came twice; I didn’t think you’d want sex again for at least a week!”

		I thought back to my little fantasy about her with another man, knowing that’s why I’d shot so much jism into her when I unloaded just now. Reluctant to admit to her that I was as much of a pervert as I apparently was; I hesitated in mentioning it.

		But we had been married too long for me to get off that easily. She read me like the proverbial book, sensing that I was holding something back.

		“Come on, give! What’s going on with you?”

		It was clear she wouldn’t be dropping this anytime soon. I knew Michelle as well as she knew me.

		And once my wife got her teeth into some idea, she was very slow in letting go of it. I knew I could save myself a lot of nagging grief just by coming clean.

		“You remember that guy who was sitting next to you on the plane flight?” I asked the question hesitantly, still dreading telling her about my little fetish.

		Her face clouded with a lack of understanding. She said, “Vaguely, what about him?”

		“He was really hitting on you,” I answered truthfully.

		She laughed and said, “You think so? I wouldn’t call what he did really hitting on me, darling. You should see what some of my clients do; or rather try to do, in the privacy of my office or theirs!”

		“What?” I demanded indignantly, all thoughts of continuing my ‘confession’ suddenly gone. “You never mentioned that to me before!”

		Again, she laughed and said, “It all comes with the territory, dear.”

		She looked at me and her face became more serious as she said, “Listen, I know I’m what you might call an attractive woman, even at thirty-two, and having had two kids.”

		She was clearly soft-peddling her sex appeal. Michelle could have passed for twenty-two, if she’d wanted to, and men’s tongues still hung out when she entered a room in a form-fitting designer gown; all low-cut and clingy.

		“I’ve been on the receiving end of more passes than an NFL flanker throughout my life,” she went on calmly, “ever since I was thirteen years old. I’m used to it. As a matter of fact, I think I’m even going to miss it slightly, when I get old and saggy!”

		“That’s still a long way off, if it ever happens,” I said, really meaning it.

		She grinned at my honest compliment and went on to add, “Anyway, men come on to me all of the time. They always have. It’s just natural, and I’ve become good at ignoring it, diffusing it, I guess you could say, and insisting that we get down to business, when it happens in a business setting, I mean.”

		“And you just shut them down gently, in other situations, like today on the plane, the way you did with your seatmate?”

		“Exactly,” she acknowledged, “most men are easy to control, if you know what you’re doing.”

		“You certainly seemed to know what you were doing,” I mused aloud. “That poor schmuck today never knew what hit him!”

		She laughed softly and said, “He was easy; a baby, really. Older guys, with more experience, are another matter. Some of them don’t discourage so easily.”

		“Oh, and do you run into lots of them?”

		Michelle nodded, saying, “All of the time, at work. Guys who own their own businesses tend to be dynamic, take-charge kind of men. And they make up my main client base. I’m constantly coming into contact with mature, confident men who think that the high-priced female consultant’s sleeping with them--as well as helping them to solve whatever business problems they’re having—should be part of the deal.”

		“But you’re never tempted to go ahead and do that?”

		She smiled her naughtiest smile and reached out and caressed my cheek lightly as she whispered, “Oh, I wouldn’t say that. After all, I’m only human, and some of those guys are pretty sexy, and they make no bones about wanting me!”

		My cock started to get hard again immediately. I asked, “But you never…?”

		“No,” she said with an even bigger smile, reaching down for my prick as it stiffened up, “this is all I really want. It’s more than enough for me; it always has been.”

		I was relieved but somewhat disappointed at the same time. My fantasy about her in bed with another man had just been firmly quashed, but at the same time, the idea of her constantly meeting rich, powerful men who wanted to conquer her, sexually--almost every day at work--made it’s coming true even more of a possibility!

		“God, what’s gotten into you lately, darling?” She murmured out the question, fisting my once more hard dick. “You’re as horny as a teenage boy all of a sudden!”

		I didn’t say anything further that night, either about my fantasy, or about my newfound horniness. I just made love to her again.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Prelude

		

		“Did you meet anyone at work today that I should be worried about?”

		It was a week after our Hawaiian vacation trip and we were still bantering back and forth almost daily about possible “rivals” for her affection. She seemed to enjoy teasing me and I must confess that I got aroused more strongly than ever, imagining her cheating on me with other men!

		“Well, there was the new client I met today,” she said coyly, as she hung up the business suit she’d worn into the office this morning. “He was much younger than the men who usually retain my services, but he’s already quite rich, dynamic, and he’s clearly out to conquer the business world.”

		We were up in our bedroom, changing out of our work clothes and into something more casual for dinner with the kids. She batted those grey eyes of hers as she turned to face me, adding as she reached toward me and ran her fingers across my bare shoulders: “He’s devastatingly handsome, too, and very sexy. And, I’m very sure he’s…interested, even though I’m several years older than him.”

		“Oh and just how do you know that, pray tell?” I asked the question as I finished zipping up my jeans.

		She grinned confidently and replied, “A girl always knows. Remember, guys have been trying to cop a feel, get romantic, or sweet-talk me into the sack with them since I first hit puberty, darling.”

		I smiled back at her and asked, “And what did this would-be Lothario do to set your horndog-alarm to buzzing?”

		“He asked me to dinner tonight, not once, but three times,” she replied, still smiling. “And the way he kept after me to accept his invitation—even after I’d informed him that I had to get home to my husband and kids tonight—was a sure tip-off.”

		“Persistent bugger, isn’t he?”

		Her smile deepened and she said, “He is at that. And he wanted us to have dinner at his mansion in Beverly Hills; just the two of us.”

		“How romantic,” I said, tongue in cheek, as I finished buttoning up my shirt.

		“He said he wanted to get further into discussing his company’s image problems,” she answered, as she finished dressing. “But I knew that he was really just angling to get into my pants.”

		We both laughed and got ready to join the kids downstairs, where Brenda would have dinner ready for us. The mere thought of this young, sexy mystery man trying so hard to seduce my wife had me half hard, and I was sorely tempted to make use of the nearby bed before dinner.

		I had to admit it: the idea of my Michelle fucking another man still really turned me on! My problem seemed to be getting worse, not better as the days drifted by…

		

		****

		

		“Wow, you about rattled my teeth loose just then!” Michelle said; panting for breath after we’d finished making love later that night.

		When her breathing had returned to normal, she rolled over and used her palms to pin me by the shoulders to the mattress. A gleam of pure mischief in her eyes as she moved on top of me and peered downward, she demanded, “Okay, tell me! Is it Viagra or one of those that accounts this sudden surge of horniness lately?”

		I felt my face getting red. When I had all but attacked her minutes earlier—as we had come upstairs after watching a movie on television and checking on the kids—I had been thinking about what she had said earlier in the evening; about her new and very aggressive client and his dinner invitation. I couldn’t help daydreaming about what might have happened had she accepted it.

		On one level, I knew she wouldn’t have ever done that; not with his ulterior motives being so blatantly obvious. He had clearly wanted to bed her, not discuss business, and Michelle had known it right away.

		But, on the other hand, it would have been so easy for her to accept his invitation to engage in extra-marital sex with him. I wouldn’t have questioned her if she’d said she had an important business dinner to attend, which had come up suddenly.

		I trusted her implicitly.

		And if the dinner had run long, and she hadn’t returned until late, I wouldn’t have thought anything about it. After all, such dinners had occasionally occurred since she had gone into business for herself a few years ago.

		“Hey, Earth to Brandon,” she said, snapping me out of my reverie, the same patient, interested expression on her lovely face. “Are you going to answer me or not?”

		“I’m only thirty-four, not sixty-four,” I said evasively. “It’s not so unusual for a healthy, not-middle-aged-by-any-means guy to lust after his wife, you know. Not when the wife in question looks like you do, babe!”

		Michele’s smile deepened as I said that, but then it gradually morphed into a look of determination as she said, “Oh, no, you don’t, buster. You can’t slide out of this one so easily. You’ve been banging me like a gong every since we got back from vacation!”

		Letting go of my shoulders and settling back onto her side, facing me, she demanded, “What the fuck is going on with you? If it’s not some sort of medication, why are you so…attentive all of a sudden?”

		Before I could answer, she grinned again and said softly, “Not that it isn’t appreciated; I’ve always adored making love to you. It’s just that we both have busy lives, what with our jobs and the kids and all. It’s just that it’s not all that common for people who have been married as long as we have to…do it as often as we have been doing it lately.”

		I shrugged helplessly, not wanting to get into my fantasy with her if I didn’t have to—it was just too embarrassing, too off-the-wall for me to be comfortable discussing it with her—and so I tried smiling instead. She narrowed her eyes, a sure sign that she wasn’t going to be put off this time, and said, “I’m serious. It’s not that I don’t enjoy being on the receiving end of all this great sex, but I really want to know why!”

		I had been neatly trapped by my own horniness. Michelle was staring at me with those big grey eyes of hers, and she was clearly amused. But there was a certain insistence present in that stare also.

		My wife wanted to know what was causing my dramatically increased desire for sex with her. And she wanted to know…now!

		Heart suddenly hammering, I managed to sputter, “Well, I—don’t get mad or think I’m weird—but I seem to get really turned on lately…over the idea of other men wanting you…you know…sexually!”

		She didn’t say anything. But her eyes now twinkled with a deepened interest and an even greater display of amusement.

		I suspected she was enjoying seeing me verbally squirm like this; having trouble admitting my dark fantasy to her. Stammering once more, I forged on, saying, “It’s not that I think you’d ever cheat on me…but I seem to find the idea that you might be tempted to…stray with another guy extremely…uh…titillating!”

		She laughed lightly and said, “Titillating? Now there’s a word I haven’t heard since college. You find the notion of my committing adultery…titillating?”

		I knew my face was coloring with embarrassment by now, but I nodded “yes” anyway. The cat was mostly out of the bag at this point, so I figured I might as well go all the way, when it came to confessing my “sins”.

		“It’s stupid, I know,” I said softly, “you’ve never been anything but faithful and loving, and your conduct has always been above approach.”

		Michelle gave out with a throaty, evil-sounding little chuckle and said, “Oh, I wouldn’t say that.”

		She grinned impishly at me and continued, “Just because I’ve never done anything about following up on my wicked thoughts, that doesn’t mean they’re not there!”

		I must have looked shocked, because she added, “Remember, I told you that some of my clients—the men that I meet through work—are very handsome and dynamic; very much your classic ‘alpha males’? Any woman is going to be tempted when a guy like that comes on to her.”

		A long moment passed, and then she reached over and ran a hand gently through my hair, tousling it, and said, “It’s just that I love you and the kids too much to risk what I already have for an evening of hot sex with a stranger.”

		I felt a surge of lust crackle down my spine and right into my dick when she said that! Thoughts of her naked and in bed--just as she was now with me, only with some faceless guy possessing a killer bod and a huge cock instead--flashed through my imagination.

		“What…what if there was no risk?” I suddenly heard myself asking.

		The look on Michelle’s face quickly went from one of confidence and slight amusement to being unsettled and unsure. She whispered, “What do you mean?”

		I thought about that for long moments, and then said, “I don’t know, really. I’m shooting from the hip here, babe, making it up as I go along.”

		It all came together in an instant in my mind, the way a great ad campaign sometimes does at work, and I rushed ahead, fearful that I would chicken out if I thought about this too much, saying, “You’re on the pill, so you wouldn’t get pregnant. The kids are still young; they go to bed early, so they wouldn’t know what time you got home, even if it was very late.”

		The expression on my wife’s face changed from one of uncertainty to one of shock as she realized where I was going with this. Undeterred, I plunged ahead, “And if I knew about it and was okay with it, you wouldn’t really be cheating on me.”

		A heavy, dark-feeling silence suddenly pervaded our bedroom. She just stared at me for the longest time.

		“Where is this coming from?” She demanded at last. “What have I ever done to make you think I’d want this?”

		“Nothing, you’ve done nothing at all!” I blurted out the words, realizing instantly that I’d gone way too far; way too fast with her. “It was just a crazy idea. Forget about it; it’s not important!”

		Her face softened, and I knew she was going to let this slide—for now. But she wasn’t just going to forget about it.

		I knew her well enough to be sure of that!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Stirrings

		

		Life got back to normal after that night, except for the amped up sex we enjoyed so frequently now. And that got me to thinking.

		Unlike our previous ten years together, she was now initiating things in the bedroom much more than usual. I always wanted her—she was as beautiful as ever, after all, and just as sexy—but on some nights when I would have normally been able to restrain myself in the past, realizing that we had just made love the night before, it was Michelle who reached under my pajamas and found my half hard cock!

		It was Michelle who began to suck it, unbidden. And it was my wife who climbed atop my swollen manhood and rode it to a shattering climax; much to our mutual delight!

		After about two weeks of this radical change in her behavior, I couldn’t help myself. Much as she’d wanted to know the source of my increased desire for her, I couldn’t refrain from asking one night—after a bout of spectacularly satisfying sex—what was it that had wrought this change in her? I asked her straight-out.

		It was now her turn to blush with embarrassment, and she did, charmingly. She looked at me with those devilish grey eyes flashing and murmured, “Do you remember your little fantasy…about me being attracted to other men?”

		Of course I did. It’s all I’d thought about for days, as well as my ill-fated, amateurish attempt to make it a reality.

		So I nodded that I did. She said, “Well, I’ve spent some time on the net since then, researching it, and it turns out that it’s not so unusual after all. In fact, there’s a whole sub-culture devoted to it. It’s called being a ‘hotwife’; that’s a woman who is happily married but who seeks sexual hook-ups outside her marriage with her husband’s full knowledge and consent.”

		I sat back in bed, stunned by this revelation. My surprise must have showed on my face, because Michelle went on to add, “In most hotwife relationships, she rushes right home and tells the husband all of the intimate details of her liaisons with her other lovers while she and her hubby engage in what’s known within that lifestyle as ‘reclamation sex’.”

		She smiled at me and continued, “From what I’ve read, it’s some of the hottest sex you can imagine and the couple really gets off on it, both of them!”

		“And he isn’t jealous of what goes on with his wife, when she’s…entertaining her other men?” I couldn’t help myself; I just had to ask.

		Michelle’s smile changed into a teasing one as she said, “Maybe a little; that’s part of the allure of letting her run so freely in the first place. I get the sense that most husbands are proud of how hot other men find their wives to be, along with their being a bit jealous of how hot their wives find those other men to be!”

		“But it doesn’t break up their marriage?”

		“Not most of the time,” my wife informed me, “if both partners are really ready for it to happen. As a matter of fact, the vast majority of the stories I read about this sort of arrangement on the websites I found were extremely positive. The married couples said they felt closer than ever to one another, after adopting the hotwife lifestyle.”

		I sat back, totally stunned. Michelle had clearly been fantasizing about us participating in such an “arrangement”; that was where all of the increased sex drive on her part during the past two weeks had come from!

		Saying as much to her, I was further shocked when she replied, “Well, I must admit, we’ve got the perfect set up in place to try it. As you said, I’m not likely to get pregnant. I doubt the kids would be any problem at all, they’re still so young. And it’s not like I don’t meet lots of gorgeous men who would like nothing better than to fuck me!”

		She leaned in towards me and said in a sultry voice, “Do you really want to do this? Do you want me to start cheating on you…for real?”

		My heart was suddenly beating almost out of control! Did I actually this to happen, to be…cuckolded by my own sweet, faithful wife?

		I found--now that I was being presented with the chance to actually experience what I had been fantasizing about so avidly—that I couldn’t answer right away. Hoping to delay that momentous decision, I said, “What about you? Once we do this, there’s no real going back.”

		She looked thoughtful as I said that, no doubt realizing as well as I did that once she had slept with another man, and I knew all about it, she couldn’t undo that fact. Even if we mutually decided this whole hotwife thing had been a huge mistake and we wouldn’t repeat it, the “damage” would have already been done…for all time! I would still mentally envision her in another guy’s arms, with his dick buried in her cheating pussy as long as we both drew breath!

		“Yeah, I guess that’s true,” she said at last, some of the excitement going out of her eyes as the reality of the situation hit us both.

		After another long pause, I said, “Listen, it’s not like you were a virgin when I met you, back in college. There had been other guys before me.”

		She blushed slightly and said with a modest smile, “It’s not like there had been a bunch, you know! I was very discriminating in my choice of partners, especially in light of how many boys and men tried to seduce me.”

		I looked at her. She was a true beauty and she always had been. I marveled again that she had chosen me, over all of her other options.

		“Why me?” I asked her the question honestly. It didn’t mean to say it aloud; it just sort of slipped out.

		“I don’t know…because you’re you?” She answered my question with one of her own.

		I just lay beaming at her for long moments. Finally, I asked, feeling confident of her answer, “Are you still going to feel that way about me, even if we decide to pursue this little…adventure?”

		“Of course I will,” she insisted, “there’s just something about you, about how the two of us mesh. Nothing is going to change that, darling; nothing!”

		That was what I wanted to hear. I knew I felt the same way about all of this, but I was curious, so I asked her, “Why do you want to do this, given the way you feel about me, about the life we currently have together?”

		Again, she managed to look charmingly embarrassed as she said in a soft voice, “I don’t know…for the thrill involved? Because I realize that we can?”

		She rushed on, sounding apologetic, as she said, “I mean…I’m in my early thirties. From a practical standpoint, this is my last chance to do something like this; a lot less guys want to seduce a woman in her forties than in her thirties; and because--I finally realized--that I could do it if I wanted to, and you wanted it, too, of course!”

		Her look turned imploring as she said, “If you decide you’re okay with this, that it won’t permanently fuck up our marriage, we’re ideally positioned to go ahead and do it! Do you realize how unique that is?”

		She went on, sounding almost smug as she said, “None of our friends could ever try something like this. It would be too messy…too impossible to for most of them to pull off.”

		Michelle whispered excitedly, “But we could! And no one, except you and me, would ever know!”

		Her enthusiasm was contagious. I thought about her in the arms of other men, fucking them, sucking their cocks, and then running home to share the intimate details with me!

		The whole concept struck me as being so taboo…so exotic, that it thrilled me to the core just thinking about it! I realized that I still burned with the desire for it to happen, God help me!

		But still, I held back, wanting to be absolutely sure we were making the right choice. More than anything, I valued what we had now: as she had said, I didn’t want to screw up our great marriage just for a few illicit thrills.

		“Let’s think about this carefully, before we do it,” I said breathlessly. “We need to make sure we’re ready…really ready, before we go ahead and take the next step.”

		She reached impatiently for me and my hard cock, saying, “Later; we can talk about this later. Right now, I want you to fuck me, darling, just like my lover is going to fuck me, if we do decide to pursue this!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Deciding

		

		We talked about little else the next few days, whenever the nanny and the kids weren’t around. Michelle surprised me by eliminating her newest client from her list of potential lovers right away.

		“He’s too pushy,” she said, one night up in our bedroom after I had brought him up, “and too possessive. I get the feeling that he’d want to own me, not just fuck me.”

		“Well, we wouldn’t want that, would we?” I reached for her, continuing my thought, “Since we both know you’re mine, no matter what you may choose to do with your lover!”

		She grinned at me and said, just before our long, intimate kiss, “I am. Always remember that. I’m nobody else’s girl. Even if I’m being bad with another man, I’m still yours, not his!”

		We embraced, sharing an evil chuckle and then made passionate love atop the nearby bed. When we had finished at last, she said, “I’ve got several of my clients in mind, if we elect to go that route. But that could turn out to be more complicated than I ever expected it would be, now that I’ve had time to think it through.”

		I looked across the pillow at her and said, “How do you mean, ‘complicated’?”

		She laughed lightly and answered, “The way we contemplated doing it, I mean. Normally, when a wife has an affair, it just happens; she’s so horny or so enamored or so tempted by the other guy involved that she simply succumbs to that man’s charms and they end up in bed together.”

		Michelle reached out and touched by naked shoulder, saying, “That isn’t the case this time at all. My husband knows all about it, even before it happens.”

		She giggled and moved her hand up to ruffle my hair as she said, “Hell, he’s even helping me plan it!”

		I laughed too, and moved my head back so that she couldn’t reach me to mess my hair up still further. I said, “Well, that ought to serve to make everything easier, not more complicated; no lying or sneaking around in this case. It should all be very straightforward.”

		“Ah, you’d think so, but you’d be wrong!”

		I just looked at her, waiting for enlightenment. She provided it by saying, “My clients are not your advertising customers, at least very few of them have been, over the years. So they don’t know you personally as a rule, either socially or through business.”

		Before I could comment that this might prove a good thing, she followed up with, “But they are aware that you exist. Most of my clients, especially the ones with the hots for me, have looked me up on Google, and when you do that, you find out all about my husband, too.”

		I guess I was making a face which plainly indicated I still didn’t understand how that was a bad thing, so she explained further, “We all move in the same orbit. Even though they don’t actually know you, or come into direct contact with you, my clients still tend to be movers and shakers within the business world, either regionally, in southern California, or nationally. And they know I’m married to you and that you’re a partner in a very successful ad agency.”

		When I still didn’t tumble to her meaning, she went on to ask, somewhat exasperatedly, “How would you like to have the story making the rounds in the local business community that your wife is one hot mama, and that she no longer seems to care that she’s married to you?”

		A cold chill passed down my spine as I contemplated that scenario. Such a rumor, casually started by one of her clients after she had slept with him, might quickly circulate throughout the southern California business community. With a high-profile job such as mine, I either knew or was known by hell’s own amount of people.

		“That might happen,” I said quietly, “I can see that now.”

		Looking relieved that I had finally seen the danger inherent in such a situation, Michelle said, “It really could; you know how people love to gossip.”

		Giving me a moment to steep myself in that uncomfortable idea, she added, “Either people might think you’re an idiot—what guy is so oblivious that he doesn’t think anything of it when his wife suddenly starts getting back from ‘business dinners’ at four or five in the morning, or when she suddenly begins to travel out of town with male clients all of the time?”

		As that was sinking in, she said, “Or they might conclude that you no longer cared what I did or whom I did it with. Either case makes for a juicy story that’s just too delicious not to pass along at the next cocktail party.”

		My naïve hopes of an easy, completely safe new “hobby” for us came crashing down around my ears as I considered that. I looked at her, shaken, and asked, “What about if you quit wearing your wedding set at work? That way, any new clients might not discover that you’re married in the first place.”

		“That is a possibility,” she admitted, “or we might just decide ignore my client list altogether as a possible source of lovers. We could adopt the time-honored means of finding an appropriate guy for me to sleep with; bars, dance clubs, and the net.”

		“You mean websites that cater to the hotwife lifestyle?”

		“Yeah, I looked at several of those already, when I was becoming familiar with the whole hotwife phenomenon, and I couldn’t help but notice that some of them feature personal ads from guys who enjoy being the ‘second man’ in a married relationship. By looking there for possible hook ups, any potential sex partners we found would be fully aware--before we ever got together--that I’m a woman who’s happily married and that I’m just looking for a night or two of frivolous extra-marital fun.”

		“That might be okay,” I answered, encouraged. “That could work.”

		Her face turned into a frown as she said, “The drawback with that is two-fold, as far as I can tell so far. Some of the guys who advertise on those sites are what they call in hotwife circles ‘bulls’, men who like to take charge in a relationship. In extreme cases, they might even want to come over here and fuck me while you watched, and then make you ‘clean me up’ with your tongue after they finish coming inside me.”

		“Yuck, I’m not doing that!” I quickly blurted out the words, totally turned off by that mental image. “I guess I don’t mind being made into a cuckold, but I’m not a wimp!”

		She smiled approvingly and leaned forward, kissing me on the tip of my nose. Michelle said, “No, you’re not, thank God. And I don’t want that either. If we do this, I want it to be fun for both of us. I don’t want for us to become slaves to some egotistical asshole’s whims and kinky desires, even if he does have a big dick!”

		“Me neither, so bulls are definitely a no-no,” I agreed wholeheartedly.

		“The other drawback to the hotwife sites is the degree of lying I’ve read goes on there,” she said.

		“Lying, what do you mean, lying?”

		She rolled her eyes and said, “Most of the guys on those sites post photos of themselves, clothed and unclothed. There are lots of cock pictures. From what I’ve discovered in my research, some of those photos are years out of date or are of someone else entirely.”

		I laughed; I couldn’t help myself. I said, “That’s just what we need, you being tricked into going out on dates with old codgers who can’t get it up anymore!”

		

		****

		

		We eventually decided to attack the problem of Michelle meeting men who might do as lovers on three fronts. We would try the singles bar route, but we elected to give ourselves an edge by going solely to bars which catered to the swinger/hotwife lifestyles, in hopes of meeting some likelier candidates than we might otherwise have run into at a more conventional watering hole.

		Also, we’d try the ads. Michelle set aside some time later in the week to spend on the net and the telephone, carefully screening—we hoped—potential “dates” and weeding out those who were too far over the hill age-wise, the fatties, and the bores.

		Lastly, she brought up the idea of approaching a client of hers who had been one of her first, back when she had first hung out her shingle a few years ago. Ed Livingston was a little older than she normally might have liked—he was just reaching his early forties—but he was, according to her, still very handsome, quite rich, and thus able to show her a good time on their “dates”, if things ever got that far. And she considered him to be a friend as well.

		“Ed is a cutie,” she prodded me teasingly; “I’ve always kind of secretly had the hots for him, and I know he thinks I’m pretty special, too!”

		“Oh and how do I know you’re not going to run off with old Ed, if he turns out to have a humongous dick and he really knows how to use it?”

		She grinned at me and whispered, “You don’t. That’s part of the fun of being the husband of a practicing hotwife, or so the websites assure me.”

		I grinned back, but my balls tightened up at the thought of her falling in love with rich, handsome, Ed and leaving me for him. Fun, indeed, I thought to myself. Maybe this whole hotwife thing was better left as a fantasy after all!

		Electing not to own up to my hesitation, I plunged ahead, asking, “How do you plan to spring this whole hotwife idea on him?”

		“I haven’t finished working that out in my head quite yet,” she admitted. “Ed is still a client, one of my oldest, so I see him frequently.”

		“You could try being honest with him,” I suggested.

		“I will be, up to a point,” she assured me. “I’m pretty sure I’m going to confess my honest attraction to him, as a man. But I don’t want to take that too far.”

		She shrugged at my questioning look and said, “I want make sure he just fucks me, not falls in love me. This is all just for fun--not because I’m tired of my marriage and looking for a new guy in my life--and I want him to understand that from the start. I’m not seeking romance here; just a hard dick to play with!”

		I laughed at her honesty and took her in my arms, saying, “I get it. Just be sure he does. We don’t need any middle-aged Romeos hanging around out on our front lawn, pelting your bedroom window with pebbles, mooning over you!”

		Michelle smiled and put her arms around my neck. She whispered, “It wouldn’t do him any good. I’ve already found my soul-mate, and I’m sticking with him.”

		Just before we kissed, I took this last opportunity to ask her, “Are you sure about that? Are you sure about this hotwife thing?”

		“I am,” she said evenly, staring into my eyes with her big grey ones, “as long as you are.”

		Swallowing hard, realizing that I was fast running out of chances to call this whole thing off before it started. I said, hoping against hope that it would really prove to be the case, “I am, too.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Beginnings

		

		I was in the living room, playing with the kids, when the front door flew open and Michelle came rushing into the house. It was just past six, and I had only beaten her home by a few minutes.

		She gave me a look which said she had something she was just bursting to tell me, but it wasn’t a thing she could discuss in front of the kids. Brenda, the nanny, saved us by coming in from the kitchen just then.

		“You two, go wash your hands before dinner,” she said the children, and both of them scampered out of the living room to do as she had said.

		When Brenda went back into the kitchen a few seconds later, I arose from my easy chair, sidled quickly over to Michelle, and asked in a low voice, “What?”

		“I did it!” She said, clearly struggling to keep her own voice down.

		What has she done? I wondered in a mild panic.

		I knew that she had been scheduled to have lunch with Ed Livingston today and “take his temperature” on the subject of becoming my wife’s first extra-marital lover, if the opportunity presented itself. My heart started to pound!

		Had they done it already? Had this Livingston guy taken her back to the office and fucked her on the couch…on her desktop?

		“What…what did you do?” I asked the question breathlessly.

		“I told him what I wanted, and he was okay with it!” She blurted out her answer excitedly.

		“How did you put it?” I was intensely curious: just how did a married woman ask another man—who knew she was married—to become her lover?

		The kids came flooding back into the room at that moment like a pair of wild Indians, shouting and screaming. The rest of Michelle’s story would have to wait for later, that much was clear!

		

		****

		

		The dinner Brenda had fixed for us that night was a simple one, thank God. But the raw carrots in the salad were like sawdust in my mouth and the chicken breast went down as if it was much drier than it actually was.

		Every bite was agony. I didn’t want food: I simply wanted this meal to be over so that we could shoo the kids in to watch television while we talked in detail about what had happened at Michelle’s lunch with Ed today!

		At last, when Brenda had gone home for the night, and the kids were happily ensconced in front of the television in the recreation room, my wife and I found ourselves alone once more in the living room. I whispered urgently to her, “Tell me everything that happened at that lunch today! What did you say? What did he say?”

		“Let’s go into the kitchen and pour ourselves a cocktail. It’ll be more private, in case the kids get restless.”

		“That’s not going to happen,” I replied somewhat impatiently. “You know those two as well as I do. Once the television is on and they’re laid out in front of the screen, World War Three could start and they wouldn’t move.”

		“Probably, but I could use a drink right about now, and I bet you could, too!”

		I saw the wisdom in that, so I let her lead the way into the kitchen and took down a couple of liquor bottles from the cupboard we stored them in; single malt scotch for me, and gin and vermouth on the rocks for her.

		As I threw together her olive-less martini, I asked, “How did you broach the subject with him?”

		She took the finished drink and sipped it before replying, “Well, I started out slowly. I didn’t really know how to approach it.”

		Michelle took another big cut of her cocktail and then said, “Actually, it just sort of worked out. Ed is always coming on to me. It’s gotten to be sort of a standing joke between us over the years, since he knows by now I’m always going to shoot him down.”

		Her eyes were sparkling with excitement as she went on to say, “Well, anyway today…I didn’t! I waited until we had finished lunch—we’d drunk a full bottle of Chardonnay with our salads—and when he suggested I go to dinner with him soon, like he invariably does, I told him I’d really enjoy that!”

		She laughed and said, “Poor Ed didn’t know how to take it at first. He’s asked me out so many times during the last few years and I’ve never said ‘yes’ before.”

		I smiled and urged her on with my eyes. She said, “Well, like I said, at first he didn’t know how to respond to the positive answer on my part, after all these years of trying. Maybe it was the wine, maybe it was because I’ve known him for so long, but I suddenly found myself telling him about your little fantasy, in general terms.”

		I felt that tightening in my balls again as I realized a third person now knew what a perv I was; someone I didn’t even know! Somehow, I managed to fight down my urge to panic and asked her, “What else did you say?”

		My wife replied, “I told him that after giving this a lot of thought, I wanted to move your fantasy into the realm of reality, and I was looking for the right man to make that happen with.”

		Her face assumed a serious mien as she went on to say, “I made it clear that you knew all my decision to take a lover and that you approved. And that if I decided to go ahead with this, I was going to share all of the details with you.”

		“What…what did he say to that?” I asked the question breathlessly.

		She grinned and said, “He thought it was…kinky. That was his word, not mine.”

		A long silence passed between us and then she said, “I told him that the guy I chose to sleep with had to be very closed-mouthed about this whole affair. I wasn’t looking to have my business reputation ruined by some blabbermouth who would use our little ‘experiment’ in marital infidelity as cocktail repartee at the next party he attended.”

		Michelle laughed out loud, saying, “You should have seen his face, darling! He was practically ready to sign an oath written in his own blood, swearing that he wouldn’t tell a soul, were I to make him the lucky guy!”

		I laughed too, but my own laughter sounded hollow to me. Hopefully, Michelle wouldn’t pick up on that, as pleased as she was about the way her luncheon meeting had gone today…

		

		****

		

		“Do you really think this guy can keep his mouth shut?”

		We were in bed that night. It was past ten-thirty and we were just getting ready to turn off the lights for the evening.

		“I think he can, or I wouldn’t have mentioned it to him at all,” she said.

		“And do you…do you still want to…fuck him?”

		She turned to me with that devilish grin on her face and said, “Of course I do! I wouldn’t have even considered him, if that wasn’t the case!”

		I felt as if she had just rabbit-punched me, but I tried not to show it. I realized that I was going to have to get used to such candor from my hitherto faithful wife, if we were really going to go ahead with this!

		“So, what’s our next move?”

		“Well, I guess that’s up to Ed,” she said. “The ball is now in his court, so to speak. I didn’t actually promise him that I was going to spend the night with him, but I heavily implied it! We’ll just have to see if he follows up on my invitation or not.”

		“I can’t see why he wouldn’t,” I insisted. “Look at yourself--you’re gorgeous! And you said he’s wanted you for years now. What’s to stop him?”

		She was beaming with approval at what I’d just said about the way she looked as she stared over at me. But she cautioned me, “Lots of things, when you really think about it. Ed and I have enjoyed a great working relationship for several years now, and he depends on me for good, solid business advice whenever he needs it. Making our relationship this…personal has the potential of changing all of that. And Ed is smart enough to see it before it happens.”

		I could see that, too. Michelle was a marvelous piece of tail, but apparently she had made it clear to Ed that this was all it would ever be if they…‘got together’ in bed; just some naughty fun between the two of them, nothing more.

		Given the situation, I could see where he might find that he valued her brains more than her body. As a canny businessman, he might well think her advice on positioning himself in the market to be worth more than a blowjob; no matter how exquisite such a sensual encounter proved to be.

		After all, this was Los Angeles. You could buy movie-star wannabe, professional-league pussy for a few hundred dollars any night you wanted it, if you were rich enough. And apparently this Ed guy was very rich.

		But cogent advice, affecting your bottom line, could be worth hundreds of thousands of dollars. Would it really make any sense to a man like Ed Livingston, a multi-millionaire, to risk losing one just to get the other?

		“Do you really think I’m that gorgeous?” Michelle asked just then.

		I looked over at her. She had removed her pajama top and was busily scooting out of her bottoms underneath the bedcovers.

		Her big, beautiful breasts rolled and shimmied invitingly as she wriggled out of her panties. I smiled wolfishly and reached for her, murmuring, “I sure do!”

		She moaned softly as I began nursing on her left nipple moments later, with her running her fingers through my hair. I slid my middle finger into her slit and found that it was already quite slick as I began to finger her while moving my mouth from breast to breast.

		In no time, she was sighing and reaching down for my cock. Michelle’s exploring hand found its way under the elastic of my pajama bottoms and captured my rigid shaft.

		“Ooh, I know somebody who wants me as badly as I want him,” she murmured, beginning to stroke me.

		“Who might that be, Ed Livingston?” I whispered the joke as I moved from her left to her right nipple.

		She laughed and said, “Him, too, I bet, you smart-ass!”

		As we both broke into chuckles, I bit her nipple lightly and she drew in her breath. All humor suddenly evaporated as she begged me to: “bite it harder! Really suck it, darling! Oh, God, I’m so horny tonight!”

		I pushed her onto her back and began to devour her sweet tits, easing my pajama bottoms down and off my ass as I did so. My wife moaned and ran her hands all over my back under my pajama top and whispered into my ear, “Oh, please fuck me, honey. Fuck me hard and deep…just the way I hope Ed’s going to do it soon!”

		Nearly coming before I even got my cock into her as the reality of that statement hit me; I lined up my engorged head with her overflowing slit and pushed. She let out her breath as I took her fully.

		I looked down at the angel I was fucking and said, “God, babe, you’re so incredibly pretty…so sexy! That Ed is a lucky man; and so am I!”

		“Don’t you ever forget it,” she said, her voice husky with lust as she began to work her lush hips up off the mattress, berthing my sliding prick all the way into her depths with each lunge.

		She smiled up at me impishly and whispered, “God, I love you so much! Now fuck me; fuck me good and hard and make me come!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Her First Date

		

		Ed Livingston turned out to be either a very deliberate man, incredibly busy, or reluctant to proceed. He waited a full week to call Michelle and say that he wanted to take her to dinner and--by saying that--to bed!

		I could never have waited that long, had I been in his place. And I knew it.

		Had I been presented with a golden opportunity to sleep with someone as gorgeous as my wife, after first lusting after her for years, I doubt I could have held out for even a day, let alone a week, before asking her out! But Ed did.

		Michelle didn’t even wait to get home this time to tell me that Ed had finally called her at the office and asked her to dinner. She dialed my private line at work and blurted out that he had the moment she got off the phone with him.

		“It’s…it’s…on!” She whispered excitedly, sounding as if she was out of breath after a long jog. “He just called and he wants to take me to…‘dinner’ this Wednesday night, if that’s okay with you.”

		Stunned by this lightning bolt of unexpected news, I reflected quickly on this upcoming Wednesday. There was nothing in my schedule I could think of which would throw a kink into her tentative plans for a dinner out and a whole lot more that night.

		If she was to come back home very late from that “dinner”; or even early the next morning, I knew it would still be okay. As long as she was back in the house before the kids awoke, we were golden!

		I tried to keep the anxiety I was feeling—now that the big moment had finally arrived—out of my voice as I said, “Fine by me, darling; I’ll be sure to get home from work early on Wednesday, to make sure the kids are no problem.”

		I stammered, “Have…I want you to have…a great time on your…uh…date and not worry about a thing!”

		

		****

		

		The rest of the week--before Wednesday finally arrived--seemed to fly by in fits and starts, blurring together in my memory. I remember there being some flap at the private school we sent the kids to about Brandon Junior mouthing off to the teacher in class, and I vaguely recall dealing with that mini-crisis. And I remember Michelle and me making love each night before Wednesday came, never failing to fall asleep in each other’s arms.

		Just before sleep settled over our pleasantly-spent bodies on Tuesday, she whispered in the darkened bedroom, “Last chance; do you want me to call this off? I could always phone Ed and tell him something came up and I can’t make it this week. Or I could just tell him that we decided not to go through with it—at all; that we’d changed our minds about my cheating on you.”

		I didn’t answer right away, realizing that this, indeed, was my last chance to call the whole thing off. Did I really want to let this radical change to our nearly perfect marriage happen, all in the name of kinky thrills?

		It seemed like hours before I spoke again, thinking it all through carefully once more. It was probably more like thirty seconds, but Michelle stayed silent and just let me muse.

		I had no doubt she was wrestling with her demons too, during that long pause. As we had said before, this was a big step, which really couldn’t be erased from our mutual consciousness, once it had been taken.

		“What about you?”

		In the end, I tried to take the coward’s way out and throw the final decision back into her court, wanting her to make the ultimate call. “Do you still want to go through with this, now that it’s almost here?”

		She took as long as me to answer. I lay there in the darkened room, listening to her heightened breathing, trying to guess what her decision would be, every muscle in my entire body taut with anticipation.

		I told myself that if she decided that she just wasn’t comfortable with doing this, I would understand. Hell, maybe on some level I even wanted her to call it off!

		My wife, of course—who was at least as smart as I was—saw right through my ploy to foist all of the blame off on her. She scooted even closer to me in bed and touched my cheek with just her fingertips.

		“I think for this to work out well, it has to be a mutual decision,” she murmured. “Now, do you want me to keep my dinner date tomorrow night…or not? You know full well what it will mean if I do!”

		I was suddenly in agony. I desperately wanted the date to happen, and yet, I didn’t!

		What if my worst fears were realized? What if she decided she liked going to bed with rich, handsome, multimillionaire Ed much better than she liked doing it with me? What if she fell in love with him? What if she took the kids and moved in with him?

		Would this decision end up costing me my whole life as I knew it? Was taking that kind of a chance even worth it?

		I swear, only Michelle’s ‘get-it-over-with’ nature saved me. If she hadn’t spoken up just then, I might still be lying there in that bed, dithering!

		“I think I’m okay with it, as long as you are,” she said at that moment. “Don’t get me wrong; I can still take it or leave it. I suspect I’m like you; part of me wants fiercely to do this, to just throw caution to the wind for once in my life and take a chance.”

		She cuddled next to me and murmured, “But I’d be devastated beyond words if my doing this were to cost us our relationship. If that was the case, I could walk away from this little experiment in cheating without ever looking back. Believe me.”

		And I did. Hearing her say that she valued what she had with me over anything she might have with a stranger came as a huge relief!

		“Let’s try it,” I whispered at last. “We can always write this off as a bad idea, if it doesn’t work out the way we want. We both make lots of money; we can hire the best professional help out there to counsel us, should it come to that.”

		She kissed me chastely on the cheek and murmured, “I doubt it will. Even if this all goes horribly wrong, the one thing we still will have is our love for each other. I’m counting on that…”

		

		****

		

		It felt weird, the next night, watching her get ready for a date with another man. Especially since I knew this date was one that was going to go all the way. She was really planning on ending this night in bed with him, doing with him what she had only done with me for over ten years now!

		I had told Brenda that my wife had a very important business dinner to attend tonight, and she had agreed to serve the children dinner before she went home for the evening. That had freed me up to go upstairs with Michelle, when she got home, and watch as she got ready for her first ever extra-marital assignation.

		Since Ed couldn’t very well take her someplace where they’d be likely to see someone who knew him--or knew her, or knew me, for that matter, and that she was married to me--he had picked a relatively obscure spot in the suburbs for their dinner date. He’d assured her that it was an absolutely top drawer little bistro which specialized in northern Italian food, one that had managed so far to remain well below the radar of the foodies, the celebrities, and rich.

		“You’re driving over to his place in Bel Air and then taking his limo to the restaurant?” I asked her the question as she rejected first her diamond necklace and then her pearls.

		“That way I can drive myself home later tonight, or in the morning, depending on how the second…portion of the evening goes,” she said, answering my question diplomatically.

		She had spoken into the dresser mirror, while fastening a piece of jewelry around her elegant neck which featured a large, pear-shape Tanzanite gemstone and white gold loop pendant which hung on a chain of eighteen carat white gold. I had bought it for her to celebrate our fifth wedding anniversary.

		It wasn’t exactly the Hope Diamond, when it came to price. I remember paying around fifteen-thousand dollars for the set. But it had seemed expensive enough back then; when we weren’t yet doing as well financially as we are now.

		As she reached into her jewelry box for the matching earrings, the fact that this was an anniversary present—and as such, perhaps not well-suited to tonight’s purpose, a date with another man—seemed to hit her just then. Her grey eyes were wide with uncertainty as she turned to me and asked, “Is this alright? I could wear something else, if you’d rather I did that!”

		“No, its fine,” I assured her, struggling to keep my voice emotionless. “Go ahead and wear it. That necklace always looked great on you.”

		She had on a very expensive black evening dress by a famous name designer. It featured a plunging neckline and the blue-grey jewel resting between her sumptuous breasts set off her eyes and emphasized the richness of her tanned in-the-southern-California-sun skin tone.

		Michelle hadn’t her worn long, sable-colored hair up tonight, as I suspected she might; the way she tended to wear it on most special occasions. As she primped and posed in front of the mirror, I casually mentioned as much to her.

		“It would all be down around my shoulders eventually, by morning anyway,” she said softly, and I knew what she meant without her having to go into detail.

		Ed’s hands would be all over her thick mane of hair tonight, as he fucked her! He would probably entwine his fingers in it, as she blew him, pulling her in, sinking his cock all the way into her lips!

		I banished such images from my head with some difficultly. After all, she’d be leaving soon on her date, and it wouldn’t do for me to stand up and kiss her goodbye with a towering hard on, now would it?

		

		****

		

		“You’ll text later, just to assure me everything’s going okay?”

		“I promise,” she said, looking flushed and excited as she got ready to leave the house.

		Brenda had gone home for the night just before we came downstairs, and the kids were in the rec room, watching television. They had eaten dinner already and showed their usual lack of interest in their parent’s activities when there were shows to watch.

		“You’ll make sure the kids are all tucked into bed on time?”

		Now it was my turn to promise, and I did so, saying, “Sure I will. You can count on me, you know that.”

		“I can…and I do,” she said simply, brushing away the tears that had suddenly sprung to her eyes as she prepared to step out into the garage and start her car.

		“Oh, Brandon, what if we’re making a terrible mistake, in doing this?”

		I moved into her and held her close for long moments, nuzzling her neck with my cheek, drinking in the essence of her perfume and feeling her lush body against mine for a final time on that momentous evening; a body I was about to share with someone I didn’t even know! I kissed her cheek and murmured, “We agreed to give this a try. If it doesn’t work out the way we hope it will; no harm, no foul as far as I’m concerned.”

		Drawing back from her, I looked deeply into those worried grey eyes and said, with considerably more confidence than I was feeling right at that moment, “You should go. If you leave right now, you should be right on time; and you don’t want to be late tonight of all nights, now do you?”

		“No, I guess I don’t at that,” she said, bucking up her own courage and reaching for the door handle that led out to the garage. “I’ll text you; I promise. And I’ll see you soon!”

		

		****

		

		She kept half of that promise. The first text came in at eight-thirty or so, from the restaurant.

		In the bathroom, going potty; thot I’d take a minute to do this. Everything is fine.

		Ed has been a perfect gentleman so far. Having fun!

		I smile ruefully and finished my scotch. I told myself I was glad she was having fun, because I sure wasn’t!

		Keeping my promise, I’d made sure that I’d gotten the kids cleaned up and tucked into their respective beds by eight. I’d dutifully kissed them goodnight, explaining once again that mommy had a very important business dinner tonight, and that she probably wouldn’t be home until late.

		After that, I’d adjourned to the downstairs, going into the kitchen, pacing around, staring at the clock which seemed to refuse to move as I watched it, and finally fixing myself a drink as I ate a cold dinner of left-overs out of the fridge. I was on my second scotch by now.

		It was one of those nights when I felt I could have probably drunk the whole bottle and not even felt it. I continued to pace up and down as I drank, looking at the clock, thinking what a jackass I was!

		You’ve always been like this, I admonished myself, wanting more, no matter how perfect what you already had was. Most guys would be more than content with your life. You’ve got a movie star-pretty wife who loves you, two great kids, a nice house, and a great career.

		I drank off the rest of the scotch and added fresh ice cubes to the short glass. Splashing in more of the single-malt, I began to pace the linoleum again, still chiding myself for being in this spot in the first place.

		This is really all your fault. Your overactive imagination is responsible for all of this. Michelle isn’t a girl who would ever have thought of cheating on you, if you hadn’t brought up the subject in the first place.

		I looked over at the digital clock in the microwave. Christ, it wasn’t much past nine!

		They had probably left the restaurant by now, but I’d bet they weren’t even back to his place yet. I had hours to wait for her to get home!

		I drank what was in my glass in two big swallows and refilled it. Any way you cut it; this was going to be a long night!

		And I had only myself to blame. The second, and as it turned out, the last text of the night came in at just slightly after ten: Back at Ed’s place. Everything is good so far; love you!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Preliminary Accounts

		

		She was so late in returning home that I had time to stumble up to bed, partially sleep off all of the scotch I’d consumed, and still toss and turn until the wee hours. At last, at around three o’clock in the morning, I’d managed to fall into a fitful, restless sleep.

		I heard her enter the bedroom at around four, being extra quiet, plainly not wanting to awaken me. Michelle could have saved herself the effort of tiptoeing around the room: as soon as I heard the rustle of her gown, I was wide awake and staring at the digital clock beside the bed.

		Not bothering to turn the lights on, I rolled over onto my back and watched her finish getting undressed. Even in the darkened room, I could see she had nothing on under the gown!

		Where did her panties go? I wondered. And what happened to her pantyhose? How did her bra just vanish?

		She wasn’t wearing the elaborate jewelry she had left the house in, either. Except for the gown and her high heels, she was naked!

		As she tossed the dress onto a nearby chair, she kicked off the heels, and started to reach for her pajamas at the foot of the bed. I said simply, “Don’t. I’m not wearing pajamas tonight, and I don’t want you to either.”

		She went stone still, as she realized I was awake and had been watching her. After a few seconds, she seemed to accept my edict and came around to her side of the bed, naked, and peeled back the covers.

		I reached out for her nude body, drawing her into me. Had I sensed reluctance on her part as I did that?

		“What…don’t you want me to touch you tonight?”

		She took a deep breath and then answered me in voice so tiny I barely recognized it as being hers. Michelle whispered, “Are you sure you still want to touch me?”

		For a second, I thought she was going to burst into tears as she said, her voice quavering under the obvious strain she was feeling, “Oh, God, honey, I was so bad tonight! I feel so guilty! I was a total slut with him!”

		All sorts of conflicting emotions engulfed me at that moment; hurt, anger at her “betrayal”, desire—yes, I’ll admit it, knowing that she had actually gone through with it and cheated on me with another guy still turned me on something fierce—loss, as I realized that our marriage had now officially been changed forever. But most of all, I felt love for my wife and pride in the fact that she had somehow found the courage to do what we had both wanted, no matter how much actually doing it had frightened her!

		“Shhhhhh, it’s okay,” I said, cuddling her naked body in close to mine. “It’s alright, whatever you did!”

		“You say that now,” she sniffled into my bare chest, “but you don’t know! You just don’t know how bad I was!”

		I pushed back from her a little, so that I could kiss her on the lips. Just before our mouths met, I whispered, “Then why don’t you tell me all about it, and let me decide? After all, that’s what you promised to do.”

		Even in the darkened bedroom, I could now see that tears of remorse stood in her eyes. I kissed them away, saying, “Don’t you know by now that you can tell me anything? I’m always going to be on your side.”

		We kissed then, and I was like no kiss we had ever shared before. It was somehow tinged with regret, on both our parts; with sadness, and doubt.

		But it was also laced with love, and there was an element of lust present, too; just as there almost always was when we kissed like this. After all, we were naked and in our marital bed, and I found that I loved her as much as I ever had—no matter what she had done with this Ed guy tonight!

		The healing kiss went on and on. At last, she pulled away, with just the trace of a smile on her lips.

		“Are you sure?” She asked me. “Are you sure you still love me, in spite of tonight?”

		“Well, try me and see,” I challenged her playfully, wanting desperately to get her out of the funk she seemed to be stuck in. “If I’m too appalled by your behavior, there’s always divorce court.”

		A look of sheer terror gripped her beautiful face and I mentally kicked myself for making that tasteless little joke. I may have only been trying to lighten the mood in our bedroom but I had clearly made a poor choice with that particular comment!

		“Forget I said that,” I urged her. “It was only a poor attempt at humor.”

		She lectured me softly, “Don’t ever say that again, not even in fun!”

		My face went as serious as I could make it as I said, “I won’t. I promise. Don’t you know that you mean the world to me?”

		She studied me in the dim light and finally said, “That’s probably true…now! Maybe it won’t be, after I tell you all about what I did tonight!”

		I reached behind me and snapped on the bedroom lamp on my side. It had been dialed down to its lowest setting, so the room was now bathed in a soft, amber glow.

		“Tell me,” I said simply, “tell me everything.”

		Michelle sucked in another deep breath and nodded that she would. She began to speak in a low, restrained voice.

		“I got there right on time,” she began. “He has a beautiful house—a mansion, really—in the most expensive part of Bel Air.”

		“He greeted me at the door. Ed said he had given the household staff the night off, so that the two of us could be alone. I suspect from the size of the house that he has quite a few servants, normally; probably a butler, maids, a cook; you know the drill.”

		I did, but only in general sort of way. Neither one of us had friends--and damned few acquaintances--who were rich enough to own a house requiring servants; Brenda, our own maid/nanny/cook, came on duty every weekday at two-thirty normally, when the kids got out of school. She usually picked them up, and watched them until she went home at seven or so.

		Several of our friends had girls who had duties and schedules much like Brenda’s. But no one we hung out with on a regular basis had a for real, honest to God, butler!

		“The exception to that rule was his chauffeur, a guy named Maurice, who drives for him and lives in a bachelor cottage at the rear of the estate,” Michelle went on to explain.

		She seemed to gain confidence as she described the house, and the lack of servants, and Maurice, the limo driver. Now, however, her face assumed a worried look again as she said, “I guess I should tell you a little more about Ed, and why I picked him to be the one to…uh…do this with!”

		Michelle looked at me, making sure I was okay with hearing this, before going on. I guess she was satisfied with the expression of unthreatened interest on my face at that moment, because she went on to say: “Ed is tall and lanky; he reminds me of a cowboy, somehow. He has bright blond hair, cut short, with flashes of grey showing on just the sides; that’s the only way you can tell he’s forty-one, not thirty-one.”

		Michelle gave me a hesitant little smile and went on to say, “He’s very handsome, or at least I think so. And he’s also witty and charming; a really nice guy.”

		Before going on, she stopped to see how I was reacting to this description of the man in whose bed she’d spent the night. “Anyway, I have always thought of him as being very attractive. He has a great tan, living here, in southern California.”

		A look like that of a schoolgirl who was admitting to her father that she had recently found his stash of old Playboys flitted over her face as she went on to say softly, “Tonight, I found out its an all-over tan. Ed doesn’t have any marks from a swimsuit on his butt or on his thighs. He must lay out by his pool in the nude!”

		A searing twinge of jealousy…fear….and horniness shot through me as she shared that intimate observation and I realized once again that she had seen another man naked tonight! I tried not to let it show, keeping my face as neutral as I could manage.

		“He made me laugh at the restaurant, even though it must have been obvious to him that I was very nervous about being out on a date,” he told me. “The dinner was great, and the time just seemed to fly by.”

		Michelle paused and then said, “He kissed me for the first time in the limo, on the way back to his house after dinner was over.”

		Her eyes assumed a guilty cast as she admitted, “It felt like it was prom night, back in high school; what with the fancy car, the driver, and us both being dressed to the nines. It just seemed sort of natural to sit right next to him, and for him to have his arm over my shoulder as we rode along, making small talk.”

		I didn’t react, or at least I tried not to. I wanted to keep her talking, now that she was started.

		“The kiss didn’t really surprise me, and yet it did,” she said then, lowering her eyes as if she was ashamed of what she’d done. “My first reaction was to push him away, but then I realized that we were on the way back to his place to have sex together!”

		“Did you like it; the kiss I mean?” I couldn’t help asking. The question just sort of blurted out of my mouth.

		My wife blushed as she admitted that she had, saying, “I did, once I made myself relax in his arms. I let his tongue inside my mouth, and that felt so strange!”

		She looked up at me and said, “I’ve only kissed you that way for the last eleven years or so! And yet here I was in the back seat of that limo, doing it with…him!”

		“Did…did it turn you on to soul kiss him?”

		Again, she colored lightly as she confessed, “It did. I…I felt my nipples getting hard. And I started to get so wet!”

		I once again experienced the phenomenon of an instant hard on! As my dick swelled to fullness within a few rapid heartbeats, I flashed back to my early high school years, when I’d often found myself springing just such a boner at the most awkward moments.

		I was lying far enough from Michelle so that she didn’t notice my erection at first. She was saying, “The trip back to the house seemed to go a lot faster than the trip to the restaurant. Almost before I knew it, I found myself in his arms in the living room, the limo long gone. I don’t even remember the chauffeur letting us out, or walking up the steps with Ed, or him unlocking the front door.”

		“It must have been all that kissing,” I commented wryly.

		She smiled at me, plainly relieved that I was taking this so calmly. I was even making jokes!

		Inwardly, however, I was a hot mess. Here I was, lying naked a few inches away from my wife, as she told all about making out with another guy!

		And I knew the worst was yet to come. Much worse, if her initial description of her behavior tonight was to be believed…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		The Gory Details

		

		“I guess that explains it,” she said in answer to my bantering comment about her making out with Ed in the back of his limo and losing all concept of time.

		“We’d had several cocktails at the restaurant, while we were settling in and looking at the menu,” she explained, “and we’d drunk a whole bottle of the most delicious Chianti with our meal.”

		She looked over at me apologetically and said, “You know how I am when I let myself get that way. I was half drunk and feeling incredibly aroused!”

		I nodded that I did, not trusting myself to speak at that moment. She said simply, “When Ed stopped kissing me and invited me on a tour of the house; I didn’t hesitate, even though I knew the main room he wanted me to see was probably his bedroom. And that proved to be the case.”

		My heart began to hammer, but I tried not to let on to her how excited/aghast I was as her illicit revelations unfolded. I didn’t trust myself to say another word just then.

		“I don’t remember him taking off my clothes,” she whispered, her voice going all low and husky, as she continued to describe her evening with Ed. “We were in his bedroom, and it was almost dark, except for the light from a nightlight in the master bathroom. And almost before I knew it, I was naked in his arms, and we were standing right next to the bed.”

		She rushed on, now that she was into the “meat” of her tale, as if she was afraid of chickening out, saying, “He guided me down onto the bed, and I took his cock in my hand. He was already hard, and I was so wet!”

		“Was he…was he…big?” I heard myself croaking out the question, as surprised as she was at the sound of my own voice.

		Michelle flashed me a tiny smile and said, “Big enough, darling. He’s a little bit longer than you, and thicker; but he’s not a porn star.”

		“What did you do…once you were on the bed with him in your hand?”

		Her smile deepened and she whispered, “I kissed him again, only not just on the lips this time. I did that alright, at first, but then I kissed him on the neck and shoulders too.”

		My cock twitched as she said softly, “I couldn’t seem to help moving my lips downward as I kissed his body for the first time. He was touching my bare nipples, and they were so hard!”

		Her beautiful face colored slightly as she admitted, “That made me want to kiss his nipples, so I did. I used my tongue and teeth on them too, and that made him moan.”

		She sighed, “His body is waxed all over and so tanned. There wasn’t a hair on his chest, or his tummy as my kisses went lower.”

		I shuddered, and she saw it. Reaching for my cock, she found it easily and started to stroke it lightly with her fist as she murmured, “His dick had been waxed bare too, as well as his balls. He has big balls, darling. So I kissed them for him, of course!’

		A long, sigh escaped my lips, sounding as if I was in pain. Maybe I was, imagining my sweet wife of ten years tenderly kissing another man’s balls!

		“I…I licked them, too,” she admitted, staring into my eyes. “I took them into my mouth, and licked them while I sucked each one.”

		A gasp, on my part, escaped my lips just then; she gave me a sympathetic look and continued, “His big cock was so hard by then. I just had to suck it for him again as well; I had to!”

		I saw that as clearly as if I had been in that bedroom with them! I could imagine her lush lips encircling his prick, going lower and lower on it as her naughty little tongue lashed at him!

		“Did he…did you let him…?”

		“Come in my mouth?” She finished my sentence for me.

		Smiling, she said, “No, not that time. But I did let him fuck me.”

		My cock jumped in her fist at the thought of that and both she and I were sure I was about to come. But somehow, I didn’t.

		“That first time, she just pushed me over onto my back and took me, missionary style,” she went on softy. “Oh, God, his dick felt so big inside me, darling!”

		“You…he…didn’t use condoms?”

		“No, I didn’t even think of it,” she admitted, stroking my cock faster. “I was so caught up in the moment!”

		“Did he…did he make you come?”

		She giggled like the same naughty schoolgirl who had found her daddy’s Playboy collection and said, “Oh, God, did he ever? I think my poor pussy went off three times before he finally creamed me!”

		I shuddered again as I thought of that. I couldn’t help it: another man had come, unprotected, inside my wife just hours ago!

		“I think he takes Viagra or something like it,” she said just then. “He really shot a load into me, that first time, but it seemed like he got hard again right away.”

		“What…what were you doing, while he was getting hard?”

		“Helping him get that way, of course,” she confessed, her eyes downcast as she said it. “I sucked him a little, and I kissed his balls again. And I kissed him again, too. Before I knew it, I was on top of his cock and it was all the way up inside my belly, and we were fucking for a second time, like two crazy people!”

		I saw her riding his upright prick in my mind’s eye, her long, dark hair flying around her head, her bounteous breasts jiggling and jellying while her hips gyrated up and down on his cock. Michelle had a corkscrew move, a twerking move; hell, she had numerous moves when she was doing the “cowgirl” position!

		“Did you…?”

		She released her grip on my dick and brought her hand up to my mouth. Pressing her forefinger against my lips to silence me, she whispered, “I did it all, darling. I fucked him every way I knew how to. Just the way I’m going to fuck you right now!”

		My cheating wife pressed me onto my back and climbed aboard. Her pussy felt almost like hot liquid had been pumped into it as she settled down on my hardened shaft and began to ride me.

		I guess hot liquid HAS been pumped into it at that! I realized, wondering if I was now feeling her lover’s come up inside her, as well as her own lubricants!

		She leaned over on me, puddling her big, solid breasts onto my bare chest as she whispered, “That erection-enhancing stuff must give Ed stamina, too. I fucked him for a good ten minutes, cowgirl-style. He made me come again, rather spectacularly, I must say. And then he turned me around on his cock and had me do him reverse-cowgirl for another few minutes: I came again, screaming—it felt so good--and so did he, right up inside my pussy!”

		I groaned aloud at that news. Not only was this Ed hung, with big nuts, he fucked like an eighteen year old! He’d made her come like a house afire numerous times by that point in the evening, and the night had still been young!

		“The second time he shot it into me, there seemed to be even more of it than there was first time.”

		Her cunt gripped my cock as she said that, and I knew she was mentally reliving that moment with another man while she rode me. “It was so good! I just came and came as that hot stuff was jetting up into me!”

		Michelle straightened up and stared down at me as she added, “Give me yours, too, darling! I want you to come in my naughty pussy…just like Ed did all night long!”

		With a groan of utter release, I launched by hips up off the mattress, burying my cock up aside her, and cut loose. I may have come that hard in my life before, but I can’t recall when!

		

		****

		

		“What did you and old Ed do then, you little minx?”

		I was shamelessly faking my nonchalance over what she had revealed thus far, and we had been together long enough for her to know it. But she had the decency not to call me on it.

		We were cuddled under the covers, my arms tightly around her. She was resting her head on my shoulder and staring up into my eyes.

		“We fucked again, of course,” she murmured playfully, relieved to discover that I wasn’t acting openly angry with her over her lewd behavior with another man; at least not yet!

		“He got hard right away, with a little help from me of course, and he wanted me doggie style that time,” she explained guilelessly, her grey eyes looking big and, somehow, innocent as she said that. “God, his cock really goes in deep that way!”

		“Did it hurt?”

		She said, almost demurely, “Maybe a little, at first, until I got used to it; but it was great fun after that. He really made me come hard, doing me that way, darling!”

		“Did he come inside of you again, when he finished?”

		A guilty look flitted over Michelle’s face and she confessed in a soft voice, “No, I sucked him off that time and swallowed it all for him.”

		Another shutter of debauched joy tremored through me as I asked, “Wasn’t your pussy oil and his come all over it by then?”

		My wife shrugged and said, “I was in the moment. I didn’t even think about that, I must confess. I just gobbled up his gooey cock and blew him!”

		My own prick started to get hard again beneath the covers as I imagined that. Even as lusty a girl as Michelle is, she had always been fastidious enough in the past to make me clean my dick up before she’d suck it, after I’d been fucking her with it.

		“Did he come a lot that time, too?”

		Her naughty smile returned and she nodded that he had. “I thought for a moment that I was going to drown, but I didn’t!”

		She emitted an evil-sounding chuckle and said, “He told me later that he’s always daydreamed about coming in my mouth; ever since he first met me, years ago.”

		“And now he has,” I said.

		“I think that’s why there was so much for me to swallow,” she said philosophically. “I was like this female fantasy for him, and tonight he got what he had been craving for so long.”

		“Lucky him,” I said ruefully, not quite able to believe she’d been as slutty with him as she apparently had been tonight.

		After all, this was the mother of my children! My mom and dad thought of Michelle as the perfect daughter they’d never had!

		“Was that the end of the evening?” I said, hoping against hope that it was.

		“Oh, God, no,” Michelle rapidly disabused me of that notion. “That was only the start!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Early Thursday Morning

		

		“It turns out that Ed is a much kinkier guy than I ever suspected him of being, once he gets you alone in that bedroom of his,” Michelle confided.

		“Oh, how is that?”

		Nothing he had done so far sounded all that abnormal. While it was still somewhat hard for me to realize that my wife had so totally given herself over to another man this evening, she hadn’t done much of anything with him that she hadn’t done with me, numerous times over the years.

		Except maybe the pussy-to-mouth blowjob; that was new. I wondered if she’d do that for me, now that she’d confessed to doing it for her new lover?

		My dick got even harder at the mere thought of that, her luscious lips encircling my cock, right after it had been deep inside her pussy. I envisioned her swallowing her own cunt oil and something about that struck me as being so…sexy!

		“Ed had me completely fooled,” she admitted just then. “He isn’t really the sweet guy I’d always thought him to be, not once he’s got you in bed with him.”

		She glanced over at me guiltily and went on describing their evening, sighing, “He kept raving about my ass all night.”

		She said that so pointedly--and somewhat reluctantly--that the quarter suddenly dropped in my mind.

		“You don’t mean…?”

		“Yeah, he wanted anal,” she said softly.

		“And, did you give him what he wanted?” My voice cracked with emotion as I asked the question; half of me wanted her to have said ‘no’ to his lewd request, but the other half was hoping that she hadn’t!

		Michelle blushed more deeply this time as she said simply, “I did.”

		We hadn’t had anal sex since before the kids were born. When we had been living together, just before we got married, anal had been a sometimes--on a special occasion-- part of our sexual repertoire.

		The special occasion was usually that Michelle was really drunk and really horny and thus wouldn’t say “no” to anything I might suggest. I, of course, reveled in taking her that way, mostly because she had a great ass—all trim and tight and shapely—and because the act itself was novel and erotic and vaguely “taboo.”

		She hadn’t really liked it, but she’d held still for it once in a great while, back in the day. After she’d gotten pregnant with Brandon Junior, she’d called a halt to our experiments with butt-sex. And we’d just never taken them up again.

		That’s why I was so surprised she’d given in to Ed’s request tonight so readily. This wasn’t like my Michelle; not at all!

		“How did he convince you?” I wanted to know.

		My wife thought about that for a moment, and then said, “He just asked if I liked it. I told him I didn’t, particularly, and that it had been years since I’d last tried it.”

		She gave me that misbehaving schoolgirl grin again and said, “He said I didn’t like it because I’d never tried with…him.”

		I bristled internally at that assertion on his part, but I managed to keep my voice calm as I asked, “Oh, and did he do it differently, somehow?”

		Michelle laughed and said, “God, yes! And when he did me that way, he made me come so hard that I almost passed out; it was so good!”

		Her statement rattled me, I must confess. Thinking back on it, I had to admit that I was no expert when it came to anal sex.

		I’d only done it twice before I met Michelle, with two other girls. And they hadn’t known much about it either.

		They, like me, had merely seen it done in porn movies and had been curious about trying it. I’d performed the act a grand total of twice with one of them and once with the other.

		Then I’d met Michelle, who had been as curious about it as the other two girls, but had never done it before either, fearing it would hurt. I’d known that stimulating the clitoris was important in offsetting the discomfort being stretched open back there created, and that was about it!

		“What…what did he do,” I asked, really wanting to know. “How did he make it feel so good? After all, you’ve said his cock is even wider than mine!”

		She smiled a knowing smile and whispered, “He got me really in the mood for it, for one thing, before he slipped it inside my backdoor. He kissed me, all over…including my asshole.”

		I must have looked surprised by that, because she went on to say, “I know. You’ve done that, too. But he really seemed to be into it. He tongue-fucked me up the butt for a good five minutes after he kissed me there! His tongue went in so deep, and he was playing with my clit with his fingers while he was doing it!”

		That did sound far more stimulating than anything I’d ever done, speaking of anal foreplay. I asked, “What else did he do?”

		She surprised me by scooting over and opening the top drawer in the nightstand closest to her. Drawing out an old tube of sex lube we hadn’t used in a while—Michelle is usually more than juicy when we have conventional sex, and as I said earlier that’s the only kind of sex we’ve engaged in for years now—and untwisted the cap.

		“He had some of this handy tonight,” she revealed, showing me the tube. “While he was eating out my anus, he opened it and coated his fingers with it. He slipped one, then two of them into my butt when he had finally quit tonguing me back there and switched to licking my clit.”

		She rolled her eyes and said, “God, he really got me going! I was so horny again by then, that I think I would have let him drive a truck up there, if that’s what he’d wanted to do!”

		As I nodded my understanding, she went on the whisper, “But that’s not all. He was leaning back against the pillows at the top of the bed by then, reaching around behind me and finger-fucking my ass. I was on my feet, you see, on the mattress, holding onto the headboard, feeding him my pussy while he fingered my butt!”

		I gasped at that mental image. I couldn’t quite envision my wife had doing that, but I knew she had, somehow; that what she was telling me was God’s honest truth!

		“I…I was so turned on by then, that I’d have done whatever he wanted,” she explained defensively, seeing my wide-eyed reaction, her own eyes cast downward. “When he had me almost ready to come, he suggested that I turn around and sit down on his cock. And so I did!”

		“You…you just sat down on it?”

		She nodded somewhat guiltily that she had. I could see that in my mind’s eye, Michelle willingly spearing that big, thick cock of his up into her tiny asshole!

		“It felt…I don’t know,” she sighed, obviously remembering precisely how it had felt. “It was big, but I was so aroused by then! His left hand was caressing my boobs, playing with my nipples, and his right…”

		Her voice trailed off. She took a deep breath and admitted, “I thought he’d massage my clit with his other hand, the way you used to do it when we had anal.”

		She closed her eyes in shame and whispered, “But he didn’t. He surprised the shit out of me by patting my whole pussy as I worked my butt up and down on his cock, especially my clit!”

		Michelle opened her eyes and they were gleaming with excitement as she recalled, “And he slapped me, every so often! He’d really bury that big cock of his up my ass and then he’d swat me, hard, right on the clit!”

		“D-Did that feel good?” I had trouble getting the words out, the mental image of my wife letting this guy impale her ass on his thick cock while he spanked her pussy proving to be so overpowering that it just about made me come, merely thinking about it!

		She managed to look ashamed, and proud, and disgusted with her behavior—all at the same time, as she said, “It did! By the fourth or fifth time he did it, I knew I was going to come. And that it was going to be a climax I’d remember for the rest of my life!”

		I didn’t want to ask, because I already knew the answer. But I did anyway, “And was it?”

		My wife closed her eyes and murmured, “I…squirted; my pussy came so hard! I’d never done that in my life before. I’d seen it in porn videos, and I’d read about it in women’s magazines, in some articles about great sex. But I’d sure never done it, until tonight, with Ed!”

		I must have groaned just then at the thought of how badly he’d shown me up as a cocksman tonight!

		Here, I’d thought all these years that--even though I wasn’t conventionally handsome, or buffed--if I managed to wow Michelle in the bedroom, none of that mattered. Now, I saw that for what it was--wishful thinking--as well as a load of horseshit!

		“Do you want to learn how to do that?” Her voice sounded soft and hopeful, as her fingertips touched my engorged cock.

		“Dear God, yes!”

		

		****

		

		“Like this?” I whispered the words in her ear as she rode my dick with her incredibly tight little ass.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, yes,” gasped the mother of my children shamelessly, “exactly like that!”

		My back was up against the headboard. I was teasing her very hard nipples with just the fingertips of my left hand. And I was slapping her pussy every once in a while with my right palm, when my cock was all the way up inside her.

		That little cunt of hers was so wet by now that each smack sent a spray of pussy juice across the bed sheets. Her eyes were closed tight and she was cooing out her pleasure as she glided up and down my prick!

		“Oh, babe, you’re going to make me come so great!”

		“As good as Ed did?” I couldn’t help myself; I had to ask.

		Michelle turned her head and opened her eyes. She smiled beatifically back at me and said in a hoarse whisper, “Even better…because it’s you doing it. And I love you so much!”

		I slapped her clit again just then and she scrunched up her face and started to shiver as she sat on my lap. Her tits jerked together and I pinched her left nipple hard as I jammed my dick as far up into her ass as it would go and smacked her again.

		My palm felt a huge jet of something hot and liquid against it as she shrieked and started to come! I looked down and saw a second big spurt of the clear, boiling-hot fluid spray from her pussy entrance and I felt her butt going crazy around my buried cock!

		I came, hard, right up her ass, just as a third gush splashed against my palm as I slapped her clit once more. Michelle squealed again and then gurgled, “Oh, fuck, darling, I’m coming so hard! Oh, thank you, thank you!”

		No, thank Ed, I thought ruefully as I flooded her ass with my spunk…

		

		****

		

		“So, is that it?” I sighed, stretched out next to her after our spectacular butt fuck was over.

		She smiled over at me and shook her head that it wasn’t. Michelle whispered, “Not all of it, no.”

		I groaned internally but I said, “What say we save the rest for tonight? I’m beat!”

		My wife giggled and nodded that she agreed, “I am too, stud. What a night I’ve had!”

		“That’s for sure,” I said. “That Ed must be quite the guy in bed.”

		Michelle scooted closer to me and murmured as her arms encircled my torso, “He is at that. But then so are you, darling!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Aftermath: Accepting What We’d Done

		

		Luckily, we both had light days scheduled at our respective offices that Thursday. Michelle called Dolly, her secretary, at home and told her that she was feeling slightly under the weather and wouldn’t be in at all, and had her reschedule what few appointments she did have.

		I did the same as soon as our office opened. In reply to my secretary’s concerned questions, I said, “Just a twenty-four hour virus, I hope, Marge. I expect I’ll be in tomorrow for sure.”

		Michelle called Brenda and told her that we were both feeling sort of blah and wouldn’t be going in to work today. She said she’d pick up the kids as usual and handle things at home for us that evening.

		I smiled over at my wife and said, “How about some more sleep, after we get the kids off to school, that is. Are you driving them this morning or am I?”

		“I’d love it if you did,” she said, yawning.

		Making a wry face she added, “I’m uh…a bit sore this morning, if you know what I mean? I’m not used to having two studs ravaging my married body all night long!”

		“Well, I’d get used to it, if I were you, judging from how much you seemed to enjoy last night!”

		Her playful grin morphed into a serious look as she contemplated what I’d just said, and then turned back into a dubious smile as she replied, “I guess I did at that, now that I’m sure you’re not going to divorce me over it!”

		We both laughed at statement and got out of bed, to wake the kids and get their day started. Even though we wouldn’t be going into work today, there were still chores for us to do that morning.

		Michelle was fast asleep when I got back home from dropping the kids off at school. I stared down at her and was pleased to see that was still nude beneath the covers.

		I took off my own clothes and slid in next to her. She didn’t even wake up fully, and yet she was able to find me in the bed and throw one sleek thigh over mine and drape her arm over my chest as she slept.

		She was so beautiful! I just looked at her sleeping form for long moments, before falling soundly asleep next to her. I dozed off peacefully, eager to hear more about last night’s bedroom antics with her new lover when we finally awakened!

		

		****

		

		By the time I did wake up at last, it was nearly noon. I found my wife staring across the pillow at me, her big grey eyes filled with love. Silently, I smiled back at her and took her in my arms, kissing her deeply.

		“I don’t deserve you,” she said emotionally, when we finally broke apart. “You weren’t at all angry with me, about what I did last night, when I told you all about it.”

		My conscience stabbed at me and I said, “Maybe I was a little bit…I don’t know…hurt? You were pretty wild with this Ed guy; wilder than you’ve ever been with me.”

		Before she could respond to that, I went on to say, “But I brought that on myself, by urging you to cheat on me with him in the first place. Besides, isn’t that the whole point of taking a lover; to do things with him that you’d never do with your husband?”

		Her face colored slightly again, and she chuckled softly as she admitted, “Well, I surely did that!”

		Her comment provided a perfect segue into me asking her to continue her story about last night, so did. Pulling her in closer, I breathed into her ear asking, “What else did you do last night, you little vixen?”

		Michelle giggled in my embrace and whispered, “Haven’t I told you enough of the naughty things I did already, you pervert?”

		“I want to know all of it,” I murmured back, nuzzling her ear with my lips. “I want to know everything!”

		She drew back from me slightly, and with an amused smile on her face, and asked, “Are you sure you want to know…everything?”

		I nodded that I did, grinning back at her. She had told me some pretty shameless, unexpectedly raunchy stuff thus far—what with the pussy-to-mouth blowjob and the butt-sex—what could possibly be left?

		“Well, he titty-fucked me, for one thing,” she murmured as if in answer to my thought, “and he came all over my neck and face when he did that.”

		I wouldn’t have thought I could spring another instant boner; not after all of the sex we’d had already. But I’d have been wrong!

		“When…when did he do that?”

		She smiled teasingly and said, “In between the butt-fuck and the time he got me to lick out his asshole.”

		My hard dick jerked against her belly and she reached down and fisted it, saying, “Oh, my, you are a bad boy after all! Just look at how hard this thing is, all of a sudden!”

		Now it was my turn to blush and I’m sure I did. But I didn’t let that stop me: I asked her, “Did you really do that? Put your tongue in his asshole, I mean?”

		Her face grew as red as mine and she nodded that she had, saying, “Nothing much was off the table with him last night, I’m afraid, darling.”

		Looking away guiltily, she murmured, “I don’t know what came over me, really. It was as if I was suddenly a different woman. Nothing seemed too wild for me to try, as long as he wanted it.”

		Her eyes found mine once again and she said, “I kept telling myself that I probably would never have another night like that again; so I was determined to explore all of my darker fantasies with Ed. I could never have done half that stuff with you!”

		I was still in shock about just what a bad girl she’d been with this stranger, but I had the presence of mind to ask, “Why not? I’ve always thought of myself as being a very sexual guy.”

		She smiled and said, “So have I. But you’re not nasty! Some of Ed’s little kinks are downright raunchy!”

		In that instant, I realized that she was right. We had fucked innumerable times over the last ten or so years. We had the two kids to prove it, after all.

		And she had blown me more times than I could ever hope to count, swallowing a small ocean of my come during that time. I had eaten her pussy to a climax a zillion times as well.

		We’d even practiced anal sex for a while. And sometimes in the early days of our relationship, especially if we had been drunk and watching porn together, our sexual hijinks had gotten pretty wild.

		But until last night, I’d never shoved my tongue clear up her ass! Until last night, I hadn’t butt-fucked her while I slapped her clit until I’d made her squirt!

		I had suddenly felt free to do those things with her because Ed had done them before me. It was as if I suddenly saw Michelle in a newer, sexier way; as a down-and-dirty girl, not just as the mother of my kids, not just as the polished and put-together professional woman I was married to!

		“I see what you mean,” I said at last. “I always think of you as being the mother of my children, my helpmate, before I think of you as a lover. Oh, I value you as sex partner, and I’m crazy about the way you look with your clothes off. I always have been!”

		Taking a deep breath, I admitted: “But I guess…I really don’t know how to say it. I respect you too much—if that’s the word I want—to demand that you lick out my asshole, or that you let me…‘titty-fuck’ you and come all over your face!”

		She smiled knowingly and said, teasing me unmercifully, “Let alone urge me to lick up your come and swallow it while you watched, after you’ve creamed my face and titties. That was another thing Ed wanted me to do for him last night…so I did!”

		A wave of forbidden excitement spread through me as I imagined her doing that for him. I couldn’t seem to stop myself from asking, “Did you…did you really lick it up and swallow it when he told you to, like some porn starlet?”

		Shame-faced, she nodded that she had. My dick lurched against her stomach again.

		“That’s not all,” she whispered. “He liked seeing that so much, he wanted me to jack his dick off all over my face and tits again before I left this morning, as I knelt before him, sucking his cock.”

		I didn’t want to ask, but I had to! “Did you do that?”

		“I did,” she couldn’t bring herself to look at me as she confessed what she had done. “That’s why I was so late getting home last night. I had to take another shower, to wash all of the jizz out of my hair, and then I had to dry my hair before I left his place!”

		I don’t know how I kept from orgasming then and there; the mental image of Michelle down on her knees in front of him--sucking his cock enthusiastically and then jacking it off all over her face, hair, and tits when he demanded that she do so--excited me so much. But I somehow did.

		She looked at me again and we held that pose for a full minute. Her eyes were begging me for forgiveness and my heart swelled with love for her, despite or possibly because of just how slutty she’d been last night with another guy!

		“I just have just one question,” I breathed at last.

		Michelle’s animated face said she was ready to hear it. I stammered, “Would you…consider doing some of that stuff for me?”

		She gave a joyous, relieved sigh, and said, “Of course I will! Don’t you know by now that I’d do anything for you, you big goof?”

		

		****

		

		The sex we shared after that was blisteringly hot. Oddly, it didn’t feature any kinky new moves on her part, and no jacking me off on her face and tits. She didn’t lick out my asshole or let me titty-fuck her.

		I just made love to my wife. And she made sweet, sensual love back to me.

		We both came, gloriously, several times. Then we fell asleep in each other’s arms, and stayed that way until we heard Brenda and kids the arriving home from school downstairs late that afternoon.

		Laughing, we sprang out of bed and took a quick shower together. We dressed hurriedly and came downstairs hand in hand, more in love than ever.

		“Well, I’m glad to see you two up and around,” Brenda commented, staring suspiciously at our lovey-dovey pose. “You sounded like death warmed over on the phone this morning.”

		“A little rest can work miracles,” Michelle told her, smiling, slipping her hand out of mine.

		“Yeah, I feel great now,” I said, flashing the nanny a goofy smile of utter satisfaction.

		Michelle swatted me on the ass as soon as Brenda was no longer looking our way and mouthed the words “Behave yourself!” in my direction, without making any audible sound. I grinned back at her.

		We spent the rest of the afternoon just playing with the kids and shooting each other loving looks. For my part, I was even more ecstatically in love with my wife than I’d been before, and I reveled in the knowledge that she felt the same way about me, despite all of the nasty things she’d done with Ed Livingston the night before!

		

		****

		

		Michelle cooked dinner that night, sending Brenda home early. My wife seemed to enjoy being the woman of the house for a change; taking care of her kids, making the dinner, even rinsing off the dishes after we were done eating and putting them in the dishwasher.

		After we’d tucked the kids in bed for the evening, we watched a movie on television downstairs, and then went up to bed, again hand in hand. We took off our clothes and neither of us reached for our pajamas.

		Naked in bed together once more, I asked, “So, do you want to go on another date with Ed, if he wants to see you again?”

		She made a wry face and reached over and ruffled my hair, saying, “Of course he’s going to want to see me again, after last night, you lout! I fucked him silly!”

		We shared a laugh over that, and then she said, “If you are all right with it, that is. I won’t spend another second alone with him, if you don’t want me to.”

		I thought about that for long moments before I answered. Did I truly want her to spend another night with him?

		On the one hand, her time in bed with him had unleashed a whole new wild side of Michelle I’d always suspected was there, but might have remained buried if it hadn’t been for her fiery time with Ed last night. On the other hand, he was a lot kinkier in his sexual tastes than either of us had expected him to be. And who knew what another encounter with a guy like him might bring to the surface?

		Was I willing to take that chance? Did I really dare find out just how…unusual my wife’s long-suppressed…desires really were?

		I decided that the best way to proceed was to be up front with her about my fears.

		“I don’t know,” I admitted at last. “I guess it’s up to you. I’d be okay with it, I guess, if you decide to see him again. But he’s a pretty far out there, as far as his sexual tastes go. Who knows what he’d have you doing on a second date?”

		She laughed and said, “I’m a little worried about that myself. He turned out to be a lot more of a perv than I’d ever thought he’d be.”

		Michelle looked at me and sighed, “He’s such a sweet guy in public, so attentive, so gentlemanly. Who would have ever guessed he’d turn out to be such a sexual deviant in the bedroom?”

		I gazed over at her and said, laughing softly, “You can’t kid me; not after all these years of marriage. You liked it!”

		Her face colored for the final time that night as she slid over next to me and nailed me with, “You liked it, too. And I’ve got the sore ass to prove it!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Ed Again?

		

		We both went to work as usual the next day, just as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened in our lives, albeit with a new spring in each of our steps and self-satisfied smiles on our faces. My partners and my employees were concerned about my health—I rarely ever took a day off, even when I was really sick—so they’d all been worried when I hadn’t come in yesterday.

		But my new, sunny attitude quickly won them over. One of my partners, Tim Rice, even said, “You ought to take more time off, if this is the result. I can’t remember seeing you so chipper, so full of life!”

		I was feeling pretty good. Michelle and I had really lit up the bed sheets last night with that final bout of love-making, before we’d dozed off, after discussing the advisability another “date” for her with Ed. Again, we’d done nothing exotic, just shared a good, old-fashioned balling which had lasted for nearly a half hour.

		Perhaps because I’d come so often during the last two days, I’d had stamina to burn. She seemed to lose all of her soreness as she got turned on, and really fucked me back.

		My wife had come three times before it was all over. I had only come once, right at the end, but it was a beauty of an orgasm on my part, made even more intense by the fact that we were both going off simultaneously.

		We had slept the sleep of God’s own sinners after the fireworks were over. Both of us were exhausted by the most sex we’d had in years, but neither of us was complaining!

		

		****

		

		Michelle flashed me the high sign with her eyes before we ate dinner that night. After we had shoveled down the simple meal of grilled pork chops, mashed potatoes, and a green salad Brenda had made for us that evening, and had ensconced the kids in front of the television in the rec room, we repaired back into the kitchen to load the dishwasher and make ourselves some cocktails.

		“Ed called me on my cell phone today. I told you he would,” she said smugly as we finished tidying up the kitchen together. “He wants to see me again…as soon as possible, and for the whole night full of naughty fun this time, if I can swing it.”

		“Greedy bastard, isn’t he?”

		She giggled—clearly delighted with herself and the impression she’d made on her new lover--and said, “I told you he was hooked on my charms in bed!”

		“What did you tell him?”

		“I told him I’d see what I could do and get back to him as soon as possible,” she said nonchalantly, sipping some of the martini I’d just handed her.

		“We could send the kids over to my folk’s house for the weekend,” I suggested, surprising myself at my own eagerness for her second night of marital infidelity to occur as soon as possible. “Then we wouldn’t have to try and explain to them why mommy got home Saturday afternoon from a business dinner on Friday night.”

		“Maybe we’ll do that,” she said, stepping closer to me, “but not this weekend.”

		“Oh, do we have something else planned?”

		Smiling, she said softly, “Just lots and lots more reclamation sex with my hot husband.”

		I gave her a look which said she could have me anytime, wondering why she didn’t want to get with Ed again. Was she having second thoughts about continuing this little experiment in unfaithfulness?

		She read my inquisitive look correctly and replied, “I need time to rest up from Wednesday night; for my soreness to be totally gone before I see him again. Besides, this weekend would be too soon. In situations like this, it’s best to make a guy wait.”

		I laughed at her female deviousness and said, “You’re too much sometimes; you know you want to see him again as badly as he wants to see you!”

		“Maybe I do,” she answered coyly, “but I don’t want him to know that. I do remember some things from dating, even though it was a long time ago!”

		“Women,” I said in mock disgust, “always wanting to bust a guy’s balls, just as a matter of general principle.”

		“Always,” she agreed with another little smile, just before soul-kissing me.

		

		****

		

		Her feigned “reluctance” to see him again right away led to their first confrontation two nights later. He called her cell phone from out of the blue at nine o’clock that evening.

		The two of us had been sitting in the rec room, watching something on television before we went up to bed. Her cell usually didn’t go off that late, unless one of her clients had a pressing business emergency and needed to talk to her right then.

		So she pushed the pause button on the television remote, got up off the couch to retrieve the phone from out of her purse, and answered it. Her face clouded over as she asked, “Ed? What are you calling me at home for at this hour? Can’t this wait until tomorrow, during office hours?”

		As he spoke, her expression became icier and icier. At last, she cut him off, raising her voice just slightly as she said, “Listen, mister, I told you I’d get back with you as soon as I could, after discussing this with my husband. And I will.”

		He said something else and her eyes narrowed. I’d seen that look on her face many times before, and I pitied Ed, even though I didn’t know him.

		“What he says counts because he’s the man I love,” she hissed into the phone. “You’re just some guy I fuck…when I feel like it!”

		Ed clearly hadn’t been expecting that sort of a reaction. She listened as he spoke again, her face morphing into an even frostier smile as she said: “Yeah, well, maybe we should call a halt to this whole thing right now, if that’s your attitude. Don’t ever call me at home again, unless it’s really important. And this isn’t that important; believe me!”

		She broke the connection and angrily tossed her phone inside her purse, coming back over to the couch where I sat. My wife said, “Let’s watch the rest of this show and then go to bed.”

		“What about Ed?”

		“Fuck him;” she said succinctly, “he’s apparently got me confused with a hooker, who will respond to his every beck and call; or a girlfriend, who cares about our…‘relationship’.”

		She turned to me and said, “I don’t. I care about only one relationship, yours and mine, exclusively. He can go fuck himself, as far as I’m concerned!”

		With that, she restarted the television…

		

		****

		

		The next night, after we’d put the kids to bed, she said, sounding very self-satisfied, “Ed called the office today, all apologetic. I listened to what he had to say, and then told him that the weekend after this is a possibility, if you’ll allow it.

		I grinned in spite of myself and asked, “How did he take that?”

		“Much better,” she answered, sounding extremely pleased with the way things had turned out. “I think he’s beginning to realize who’s in charge here. And it isn’t Ed Livingston!”

		I have to admit it: that was music to my ears. My one concern about him had been that Michelle would become enamored with his big dick, his vast wealth, his good looks, his take-charge manner, and become more smitten with him than she wanted to let on.

		That apparently wasn’t going to happen. I was learning that my wife was one tough cookie, when it came to playing the dating game.

		I was more amazed than ever that she had settled on me, as I thought about that. I moved in closer to her and took her in my arms, realizing that I was going to be making love to one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen in scant minutes.

		Not rich, powerful, sexy Ed Livingston, but me; slightly out of shape family man Brandon Willis!

		

		****

		

		The sex we shared that week and throughout the weekend was frequent, steamy, and spectacular on all levels. But I had no illusions about where it was coming from.

		Even when Michelle’s lascivious night with Ed wasn’t directly mentioned, the memory of it was always present in both of us, lying just below the surface. This was especially true when we did something sexual together that would have been completely out of bounds for us in the past.

		On Friday night of that week, for instance, Michelle totally surprised me by rimming my ass! Her little tongue up there felt oh, so deliciously nasty, as well as being completely unexpected on my part and spontaneous on hers!

		She had been licking and sucking my balls with abandon, and suddenly her tongue was wriggling against my asshole. I had just showered, so I was as clean back there as I could be, but the idea of her licking out my nether hole nearly sent me over the top!

		“Come up here,” I’d whispered to her, glad that the bedroom door was securely locked against wandering kids. “You don’t have to do that!”

		Michelle had smiled up at me and said softly, “I know I don’t. But I find I want to, darling! I want to give you thrills like you’ve never had before… now that I’m confident I can!”

		I’d fucked her in the ass over the weekend, and she came, screaming like a banshee, as I took her that way, smacking her on the clit sharply, practically yanking on her nipple. All of that got me so excited when I finally shot my spunk way up inside her butt that I could barely believe it.

		Saturday night came, only to find us uncharacteristically outside of the bed when we’d made love. She was kneeling before me on the carpet, giving me one of the most slurpy, sensual blowjobs of my life. The difference was that this time--when she sensed I was about to come--my wife let my cock slip from her mouth at the last second and instead jerked it off all over her face, her long, dark hair, and onto those sumptuous breasts I loved so much!

		In short, having sex with Michelle was now like a living porn movie. I never knew what she’d do next to titillate me, to excite me beyond belief, to make me feel like a rock star in the bedroom.

		And I loved it! I ate up her fawning attention and reveled in this sudden display of the bad-girl side of her I‘d always suspected was there, but which she had never showed to me before!

		

		****

		

		But if anything, my wife is even smarter than me. She knew exactly where all of this new boldness on her part was coming from, too.

		As we lay in bed, resting up after a particularly strenuous bout of sex on that Wednesday evening—a week removed from her first night spent in Ed’s bed—she looked over at me and said, “He called again today. Ed was wondering if you’d made up your mind about this Friday night yet.”

		She smiled at me and added, “He wasn’t pushy this time. He asked very politely.”

		Michelle gave a throaty laugh and finished with; “Of course I know that’s just a front. He is anxious to get his hands on me again. And like you said before, God knows what he’ll ask me to do for him this time, if I agree to spend another night with him.”

		I grinned at her and said, “Judging by what you just did to me, that won’t bother you too much. God, honey, you nearly fucked me to death tonight!”

		We both laughed and I felt so close to her at that moment. At last, she said, “What about Friday? Your parents would be thrilled to take the kids this weekend; I know that without even asking them.”

		“What about you? Are you ready to get degraded, used and abused by kinky Ed again?”

		She smiled confidently and said, as she snuggled even closer to me in bed, “Oh, I’m fairly sure that I can handle whatever he dishes out! Aren’t you?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Second Date

		

		I wasn’t quite as uptight that Friday night as I had been on her first date with Ed. Knowing what was going to happen this time, I didn’t feel compelled to drink as much.

		And because I didn’t really expect her home until sometime Saturday afternoon, I didn’t find myself waking up every fifteen minutes that night and staring forlornly at the digital clock beside the bed.

		Her text came in at nine, saying dinner was over and they were headed back to his mansion in Bel Air. That was the first and last time I heard from her that Friday night.

		I managed about six hours of fitful, restless sleep. I must confess; I did look over at the digital clock each time I awakened, noting the time.

		Four o’clock came, and then six, and then eight. At nine, I finally gave up trying to fall back to sleep; got up and went downstairs, and made myself some breakfast.

		Checking my cell phone again at nine-thirty, I discovered that there were no new texts from Michelle or anyone else. I went back upstairs and took a shower and shaved.

		Suddenly feeling tired, I fell back into the unmade bed and dozed off; getting the best sleep I’d had in days. I didn’t wake up until early afternoon, when I heard the garage door descending.

		Michelle came up the stairs and into the bedroom. She was still dressed in the navy-colored gown she had worn to dinner last night, sans jewelry and, I soon discovered, underwear.

		She smiled at me as she took the dress off and opened her purse, pulling out the bra, pantyhose, panties, and jewelry she had stuffed inside it this afternoon, as she’d gotten dressed to drive home. Tossing it all on the dresser, she hopped into bed next to me in the nude, clutching her cell phone.

		“Are you going to call somebody?” I asked the question facetiously, reaching for her naked body.

		“No, I’m going to show you some pictures and video of last night, if you want to see them,” she said teasingly. “Are you sure your heart is strong enough to watch this?”

		“He…he let you do that?” I asked her incredulously.

		“He insisted,” she replied. “I think he had an ulterior motive. He wanted to rub your nose in just how naughty your wife was with him last night and this morning. Are you sure you want to see it?”

		She held the phone just out of my reach teasingly, grinning all the while. Michelle knew I wouldn’t be able to resist seeing her in action with another man!

		When she’d had her fill of my thoroughly embarrassed myself by lunging repeatedly for the phone, only to have her jerk it out of my reach right at the last second—like Lucy and the football, in the old Peanuts comic strip—with her laughing all the while like the naughty, teasing girl she sometimes was; she finally relented and let me see the screen. Sitting side by side at the head of the bed, the pillows and the headboard behind us, we watched her smart phone’s screen together.

		“First the photos; there aren’t many of those,” she said, bringing them up so I could look at them.

		The first picture was of Ed’s cock and balls. My eyes widened as I gazed at them in a state of awe, severely tinged with jealousy on my part at the size of his obviously far bigger…‘equipment’.

		“He’s huge,” I said to my wife accusingly, “why did you tell me he was ‘just a little longer than me, and a little bit thicker’?”

		She blushed as her previous lie was revealed and said, “I didn’t want to make you feel inadequate. So he’s a lot bigger than you! Haven’t you heard: size isn’t supposed to matter?”

		“I’ve heard it, but I’ve never really believed it,” I answered her, still slightly indignant to find that she had fibbed to me about the length and girth of her new lover’s cock.

		Michelle smiled and cuddled in closer, saying, “Hey, don’t you remember last week, last weekend, and this week? You really rocked my world, right in this very bedroom!”

		I calmed down a little as I reflected back on the intensity of the orgasms she’d experienced with me during that time, in this room. She had either missed her calling as the greatest actress who ever drew breath--if she had successfully faked all of those--or she was telling the truth: despite my size disadvantage, I could still make her come like a crazy woman!

		“I’m not going to kid you; Ed gets me off really hard, too, most of the time,” she said, the smile gradually vanishing from her face, becoming serious as she spoke, “but you are able do that too. It wouldn’t do me any good to lie to you about how good his big cock makes me feel; not and still show you this video.”

		“So…I really get you off strongly as well?”

		“You do,” she assured me, kissing me on the cheek. “You see, you’ve got one thing going for you that he doesn’t have. I love you with all my heart. Like I told him on the phone that night; him, I just fuck for fun once in a while!”

		Seeing that I had been mollified, at least for now, she held up the phone once more and changed the photo. I sucked in my breath.

		Ed’s fat cock was more than three-quarters down her throat in this shot. I looked over at her and asked quietly, “Can you take all of it, when you blow him?”

		Again, she couldn’t quite meet my gaze as she said, “Yeah, I can now. I’ve gotten better at sucking big cocks since spending two nights in bed with him. He taught me how to angle my head back, so I can get it all into my mouth and down my throat.”

		“Did…did you do that for him last night?”

		She nodded that she had, and changed the photo once again, saying, “We pretty much did it all, darling, between last night and this morning. And some of it was…well, downright…kinky! You’ll see; I videoed a lot of what we did together.”

		I looked down at the screen and saw that her lips were now at the base of his massive cock. They’d have been brushing his blond pubic hair, if he’d had any.

		As she had told me before, his whole, tanned body had been waxed free of hair, clear down to his feet. She had swallowed him whole, and I could make out the bulge her tongue had made as it circled his shaft as she’d sucked at it.

		“Holy, fuck, Michelle,” I sighed, my cock going instantly hard at the sight of that, “you were blistering hot with him last night!”

		She giggled--sounding embarrassed--and managed to look slightly shame-faced, as well as just a bit proud of herself as she murmured, “Funny, that’s just what Ed said.”

		The blowjob photos ended and I saw instead a still of her riding his thick cock for the first time, reverse cowgirl style. I stared, mesmerized, by the image of my wife of ten years openly cheating on me.

		She looked so turned on as she took all of him deep inside her belly. Her head was thrown back in obvious ecstasy, and he was reaching around her, squeezing her big tits as she glided up and down on his huge prick.

		I couldn’t have said truthfully whether I was happy or disappointed when the still photos finally ran out. She lowered the phone and asked, “Are you ready to watch the video now? We don’t have to, if you don’t want to. I’ll warn you ahead of time, I was even raunchier with him last night than I was the first time.”

		Part of me knew I shouldn’t have wanted to see her acting wild and crazy with another man in bed! What sane guy wants to see his wife sucking another man’s cock, worshipping it with her lips and tongue, swallowing his spunk, and then sucking it back to hardness once more for him?

		But I had to admit; I wasn’t sane, when it came to that! An even bigger part of me was dying to watch all of the forbidden things they had done together last night!

		She turned to me and cautioned me again, “This may be too much for you. I acted like a real slut for him, darling.”

		“I think I’ll be okay with it,” I said quietly.

		She smiled knowingly, as if to say it was my funeral: Michelle had clearly been expecting just that answer. She started the video.

		The opening scene began with the two of making out like mad in the middle of a king size bed. They were both naked, of course, and they were rubbing their nude bodies against one another as they kissed and cuddled together.

		“I made sure the lens caught all of the bed,” she explained matter-of-factly. “I put the phone on top of one of the nightstands.

		I could barely breathe, I was so excited! His hands were all over that body I knew so well as they kissed. And I could clearly see that she was sucking on his tongue as he pinched her very erect nipples and teased her clit with just his fingertips.

		“He…he gets me really hot for him,” her voice sounded small and far away, even though she was sitting right next to me. “Ed excels at foreplay.”

		She turned to look me in the eye as she said, “That’s why I’m usually panting for it, when he slips that big cock of his into me!”

		I nodded, as if that explained everything, and turned back to watch the screen. She was sucking him now, all of his outsized dick disappearing up into her lips and down her throat. I could see the outline of the head of his cock in her throat as he bottomed out in her mouth.

		As long the hot sucking and licking went on, he kept teasing her nipples and touching her clit. I was sure he was going to blow a load right down her eager throat, but at the last minute, he slid his prick out of her lips and flipped her over onto her tummy.

		“This looks very uncomfortable—and it was—but it really turned me on at the same time,” she commented as he scrambled between her legs and just took her, right before my eyes.

		His huge cock slid into her juicy pink gash so easily! She gasped as he pushed himself balls-deep into her with one massive thrust, while retaining his grip on her wrists.

		Michelle was facing away from the camera at an angle, but I could still see the pain apparent on her lovely face as he pulled her backwards by her arms, while he lunged forward again and again, spearing his thick cock into her depths. She was moaning steadily, but I couldn’t tell if it was from pain or from pleasure, or possibly both.

		“He…he’s being so rough with you!” I murmured out the words, watching her body being pummeled over and over again on the small screen.

		“I kind of enjoy getting fucked like that sometimes, to tell you the truth,” she admitted almost shyly. “I wouldn’t let him do it to me if I didn’t like it.”

		My hard dick jerked at the thought of that. Michelle, my long time life-partner, the mother of my children, sometimes liked to be manhandled during sex! I would have never suspected that in a million years!

		“I’m never like that with you,” I said to her softly. “Even when I tell you to jack me off all over your face, I’m not really nasty to you!”

		She gave me a painfully truthful look and whispered, “I know. You love me too much to ever be rough with me.”

		Onscreen, she screamed out that he was really hurting her. I swiveled my head back and saw that he had abruptly changed holes!

		That enormous, thick cock of his was now lancing down into her unlubricated ass, all the way up to those big nuts with every stroke, and he was still yanking her backward by both wrists! I bristled as I witnessed that and she saw it.

		“I was role-playing, more than I was really complaining,” she confessed bashfully. “His cock really stretched out my ass, like it always does, but I wanted it! I was grinding my clit and my nipples, too, against the bedspread while he butt-fucked me, and that—along with the pain—was somehow so…stimulating!”

		She looked away in shame again and murmured, “It felt really good, so good that I’m about to come; watch what happens.”

		The way her partner groaned just then, I realized that he was emptying his balls into my wife’s ass! From the way she screamed and started to shake uncontrollably while he continued to fuck her deep, and I knew she was coming as hard as he was!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Seeing More

		

		I guessed that a copious amount of semen was oozing out of her violated backdoor as Ed finished up inside her. Withdrawing his spent cock, he moved off to the side and eased his hand, palm side up, between her legs.

		When his palm was overflowing with a big load of the pearly spunk he’d just shot up into her asshole, he carefully moved his hand up to her lips. Staring right into the camera, she opened her mouth and let him pour the whole mess—straight from her own ass—into her lips. And she swallowed all of it without any urging from him!

		I gasped as I watched that. I gasped again, even more loudly this time, when she began to dutifully lick his palm and fingers clean with her tongue.

		When she had finished doing that, he moved up higher on the bed, so that she could suck his soiled cock into her lips and begin sucking it clean. I turned to her in utter shock. Her eyes were pleading with me for understanding, for forgiveness, but her voice was hoarse with excitement as she begged me to fuck her right now!

		The next couple of minutes were a blur. She froze the video, tossing the phone onto the bed after she’d done so, and rolling over onto her back.

		I was on her instantly; and balls-deep inside her moments after that. We rutted away like two animals in heat, with me muttering into her ear as I power-fucked her sopping pussy, “You slut! You whore! I can’t believe you did that!”

		“And yet I did,” she murmured, so excited she could barely catch her breath, “I did all that and more! You’ll see. You’ll know what a nasty girl your wife really is when you watch the rest, darling!”

		I, too, was beside myself with arousal! I don’t think I’d ever fucked her that deeply or that hard before; not in ten years of marriage!

		She was soon screaming out her release and still I hammered her. Michelle clawed at my back and hunched her cheating pussy up at me frantically, clearly wanting to feel me shooting off inside her.

		“Oh, oh, fuck!” I roared, unleashing a mammoth jet of come into her, “oh, shit, take it! Take my load, the way you took his right up your ass for him last night!’

		We clung tightly together and I really filled her with my spurting jism. My balls were on fire with the need to ejaculate, but my unbelievably naughty wife seemed to eat it up, cooing into my ear, “That’s right, honey, jizz me. Give it to me, just the way Ed came inside me all night long!”

		I groaned as she said that, because I knew it was true. The super-kinky images I had seen thus far were merely the tip of the iceberg, I was somehow sure of that!

		

		****

		

		“God, darling, you really flooded me,” she sighed, cuddling in close after our explosive mutual orgasm was done.

		“Do you blame me, after what I saw so far?”

		A guilty look flitted across her features and she said, “No, not actually.”

		“How much more is there?”

		She looked even more shame-faced as she murmured bashfully, “Lots, I think there’s a total of three hours of video, and we’ve only seen the first part of it.”

		“Three hours?” I asked, sounding surprised. “You were with him for the whole night and all morning. Where’s the rest of it?”

		“Well, it took me some time to drive over to his place and back home, and we did go out to dinner, before we…uh…went back to his place and…uh…got down to business.”

		“There should still be a lot more video,” I pressed her accusingly.

		Michelle reddened and said softly, “We were too…uh…busy to think about filming some of the time last night and this morning. Besides, I think what I did video more than gives you an idea of what we…uh…did together!”

		BUSY, I thought, suddenly seething with rage; the depth and degree of my flash of anger surprising me, yeah, she was real busy. Sucking his cock after he fucked her in the ass with it, eating his come, letting him use her any way he wanted to—she had clearly been very… BUSY!

		“Do you want to see more, or was that enough for right now?”

		I gritted my teeth and told myself I could take it, that it didn’t matter how wicked Michelle may have been with him last night. She was lying beside me now, naked, in our own bed and I had just fucked her magnificently!

		“Go on, show me some more,” I urged her defiantly, pointing at the discarded smart phone down at the foot of the bed.

		“This part of the video is sort of linear,” she said hesitantly, reaching down and retrieving the phone. “Some of the rest of it happened later and some of it is out of sequence. But this part happened right after…after what you just saw.”

		Miraculously--for a guy who was supposed to be nine years older than me, at forty one—Ed Livingston’s big dick started to get hard again right away as she sucked it clean. So did mine, as I watched my wife take his entire hefty tool into her mouth and down her throat once more.

		As he regained his full stiffness, she turned to me and whispered, “In a way, this next part is even nastier than that ass-fuck was. I behave like even a worse slut in it! Are you sure you want to see it?”

		I didn’t, and yet I did! Part of me really didn’t want to see my sweet little wife doing such incredibly obscene things with a stranger. But I was shocked and somewhat depressed to find out that an even bigger part of me wanted to see exactly that!

		“I want to watch it all,” I stoically insisted, my eyes never leaving the small screen.

		The cell phone trembled in her hand as the two people on the screen changed positions once again. The Michelle in the video was now balanced up on the top of her back and her shoulders, and Ed was helping her steady herself as he kneeled on the mattress in front of her. He had his big hands on her ribcage on each side, helping her balance as she opened her legs wide for him.

		He reached over and got the cell phone off the nightstand, zeroing in on the massive load of spunk still oozing out of my wife’s recently-creamed asshole. An audible gasp escaped my lips as he stuck his tongue all the way inside that gaped-open hole and began to smear his own jism all over her pussy with the gooey-white tip!

		Michelle, onscreen, moaned and shivered as he alternated between eating her asshole and tonguing her clit. Her eyes were closed as he shot downward with the phone camera, catching her big tits jiggling on her chest and the ecstatic look on her face as he committed this lewd act!

		“Do you want it?” He asked after a few minutes of this debauchery, his voice on the video sounded raspy and urgent.

		“Yesssssssss, you know I do!” Her own voice was a hiss of pure need, as his constant tonguing gradually worked her clit into a frenzy.

		“And just where do you want it, you little slut?” His voice sounded demanding, and totally demeaning at the same time.

		“Anywhere, you know that!”

		“Do you want it up this tight little ass again?”

		The Michelle onscreen keened, “Yesssssssss! Fuck me up the ass! Make me come again!”

		He let her down a little; so that he could line his cock up with her obscenely gaped open rear hole and slid it back inside fully. She mewled with discomfort…joy…and embarrassment as he filmed her like this!

		Ed toyed with her clit expertly with his free, non-camera hand as he once again reamed out her anus. Michelle squealed and tossed her hips up at him, taking all he could give her!

		I looked down and noticed that the hand she wasn’t using to hold up the phone--so we could watch this ultimate piece of pornography together--had drifted down between her thighs. She was now staring straight at the phone with somewhat glassy-eyed, as she watched herself behaving like the most sluttish of sluts onscreen.

		During ten years of marriage and a year of exclusive dating before we tied the knot, I had never before seen her masturbate. In some ways, I found what she was doing now to be even more erotic than what was happening to her onscreen.

		“God, oh, God, he’s really fucking you hard,” I gasped aloud in amazement as I watched her masturbate in front of me for first time!

		She turned towards me, still diddling her clit frantically and whispered, “Oh, shit, babe…what can I say? He makes me come so hard! Just seeing this, makes me so fucking excited, I can barely stand it!”

		Instinctively, I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight as she began to shiver and buck on the bed beside me. She screamed at the peak of her climax, just as she did onscreen when Jim continued to hammer his huge dick into her ass while she orgasmed around it!

		Michelle squealed, coming furiously on her own fingers, “He’s making me come so hard, darling…both then and now! He’s making me come so frigging hard!”

		I couldn’t dispute that. The girl onscreen was moaning, sobbing with joy, her release was so strong!

		And the woman who was shivering in pure ecstasy beside me right now? Words couldn’t even express the depth of the adulterous bliss she was experiencing at that moment, knowing I was watching her “Jill-off” while she behaved this way with another man!

		Just when I thought things onscreen couldn’t possibly get any raunchier, Jim slid his softening dick out of her ass and leaned out of the frame for a moment. He returned with an empty water glass, which he held up to her recently-vacated asshole.

		I watched in fascination/horror as he let his come dribble out into the glass from the obscenely stretched-out opening which used to be my wife’s anus. The bottom quarter of the glass slowly filled with semen, and I noticed that the normally pearly-colored fluid had a slight brown tinge to it!

		As the onscreen Michelle slowly sat down gingerly on the bed—her ass clearly aflame from the pounding it had just taken--he transferred the glass in her hand. Looking straight into the camera, she tipped it back and slowly drank down about two inches worth of Jim’s come, harvested straight from her ravaged butt hole!

		

		****

		

		“I…I don’t want to see anymore right now,” I murmured, shell-shocked beyond belief by the utter depravity of what I had just witnessed.

		While it was true that I had seen worse in porn movies on the web—I once saw an actress famed for her anal skills drink the come of a dozen or more men after it had been drained from her well-fucked, gaping anus—I had never expected to see my own wife doing something that…obscene! I asked her, staring straight ahead as she obediently hit the pause icon on her phone, afraid to look her in the eye, “Why? Why, did you do that?”

		My head was now turned toward her in disbelief. I plaintively asked her again, “Why?”

		Michelle was silent for long moments. Then, in a tortured voice, she admitted, “Because he expected me to! It’s kind of like a challenge, being with Ed. He’s so nasty and he expects his partners to be just as raunchy as he is, if not even dirtier!”

		“You mean a night with him is like some kind of vulgar competition between the two of you, to see who can be…I don’t know…filthier?”

		She thought about that for a moment and then said, “I suppose it is. I never thought of it that way until just now, but I guess that’s as good a description as any of what the two nights I’ve spent in Ed’s bed were like.”

		I thought about that for a moment before I said, “And you like it. You enjoy behaving like the worst kind of whore for him, don’t you?”

		“Yes,” she answered unhesitatingly, “it’s so different than anything I’ve done before. I don’t even feel like me when I’m doing it! I’m not a soccer mom anymore. I’m not a wife, nor a prim and proper businesswoman.”

		She looked at me, her grey eyes blazing with defiance and said, “I’m a super-hot slut of a woman! There’s nothing too kinky for me to consider doing!”

		After a few more long moments, she added, “Shocking a bad boy like Ed is hard, but I’ve managed to do it twice now! He’s convinced I’m the hottest woman in bed--the biggest slut--he’s ever known!”

		I took some time to consider what she’d just said. It unnerved me, I’ll admit; seeing this side of Michelle revealed for the first time.

		She’d always been sexy, but in a fun, sensual-woman sort of way. Now I was seeing her as an out-and-out libertine, a girl whose capacity for committing kinky sex acts apparently knew no limits!

		“Is…is the rest of this video even…worse than what we’ve seen already?

		Michelle colored and looked away from me. She nodded that it was, too embarrassed to face me.

		“God, yes,” she finally said in a voice so small I scarcely heard it, “we’ve barely scratched the surface!”

		I shuddered at that thought; if the rest of this video was even nastier than what I’d seen up to this point…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Seeing It All

		

		It seemed as if an hour had passed since she had last spoken, but I’d guess it was just over a minute. I turned toward her and croaked, unable to speak normally, “We may as well get this over with and watch the rest of it now.”

		She looked chagrined and whispered, “We don’t have to watch it at all, if it disgusts you. I could just erase it, and we could forget it ever happened.”

		“No we couldn’t!” I rasped, realizing what I was about to say was true, even before I said it. “I’d probably imagine you doing worse things than you actually did, if I didn’t watch the rest of it.”

		Her face changed to one of resignation, as she said, “I doubt that. What’s here is pretty bad!”

		With an expression that clearly said once more that it was “my funeral”, she started the video again. I started at the screen, which was blank for long seconds.

		For the next half hour, silence reigned in our bedroom, except for little grunts and gasps of pleasure from Ed, squeals of ecstasy from Michelle—courtesy of the video—and sudden, sucking intakes of breath on my part as I watched my wife’s antics on that tiny screen. My mouth dropped open and stayed that way!

		The Michelle on the screen was all over Ed’s cock and balls. She licked them, she sucked them. She cooed over them and gargled them noisily as I watched in shock.

		Then she tongued his waxed-smooth asshole as if she couldn’t get enough of it! Jim had been holding the cell phone camera at this point, moving it downward to catch every lick and kiss, every suck and tongue movement!

		I shuddered when I saw my wife tongue-fucking him deep. He groaned and pushed her head in further, spearing her naughty tongue into his asshole still deeper.

		When she had him moaning constantly, he pulled her mouth away from his butt and instead rammed his cock into it all the way up to his balls. She slurped at it hungrily, throwing all caution and decency to the wind.

		Ed alternated, feeding her cock, ordering her to mouth his nut sac again, and then to lick out his anus! Onscreen, she was like some sort of mad woman, eager to obey his every whim; anxious to do whatever he wanted, no matter how vile it was!

		At last, he screamed out his pleasure and pulled her face away from his asshole just in time to fuck his massive cock all the way into her lips and throat once more. He moaned as he creamed her, and I watched in horror/fascination as Michelle swallowed his come avidly, licking around and around his buried dick until there was no more for her to gulp down.

		I sat on the bed next to her, stunned to the core by what I had just watched. When I at last opened my mouth to speak, she shook her head “no” and said, “That was only the warm up. It gets worse!”

		WORSE, the word reverberated through my head in wonder, how could this video nightmare possibly get any worse?

		My question was answered in a few frantic heartbeats. Onscreen, Ed’s seemingly indefatigable cock was stiff once more and he was banging Michelle’s poor, once-tight little pussy with it as if there was no tomorrow!

		He fucked her missionary style, ramming his cock into her so deep and so hard he had her body bouncing off the mattress underneath him. Then he was in her from behind, doggie style, and the fury of their coupling was so pronounced that her whole, voluptuous body shook every time he claimed her!

		He took her cowgirl style next, and then reverse cowgirl. Michelle’s tits jiggled and jellied as she rode him flat out, her eyes closed tightly in obvious joy as she came and came on that incredible cock.

		“Doesn’t…doesn’t he ever get tired?” I murmured the words aloud hopelessly as I watched my wife getting hammered six ways from Sunday by the huge cylinder of male meat, coming so many times I quickly lost count.

		“I told you before, some of this is out of sequence,” she whispered, her voice raspy with lust as she watched herself orgasm time and time again.

		She flashed me a tiny little smile of reassurance and said, “He didn’t fuck me all night! We rested. I just didn’t video that.”

		I nodded morosely and went back to watching her and Ed nearly set fire to the sheets. It was humiliating, seeing another man screw my wife so much better than I could ever hope to do it!

		What was even more embarrassing was looking down and seeing how hard my cock was as I watched. I may have had bigger boners in my life, but I’d be hard-pressed to tell you just when that was.

		When I looked at the small screen again, Ed’s dick was spewing come up like some obscene fountain. Michelle was rubbing it all over her face and cheeks as the pearly wads of male goo bubbled upward, out of the slit at the head of his prick, crooning softly for him to “really cream” her!

		She scraped it off with a finger, when he was finally finished shooting, of course, and then she ate it as she looked into the camera he was holding. I shuddered as I watched each fat glob of spunk disappear into my wife’s mouth, and shuddered even harder as she swallowed each and every one of them as if she couldn’t get enough.

		“How…how much more of this is there?” I asked softly.

		“We’re about halfway through,” she answered, careful to keep her voice neutral.

		And I shivered as I contemplated that…

		

		****

		

		“Did he…?” I stopped just short of asking her if he spunked her face and tits.

		Of course he did! Ed slid his once-again rock hard dick out of her sucking mouth and jacked off all over her as she knelt subserviently before him.

		It shot into her hair, into her eyes, into her mouth, and down onto her heaving breasts; her jutting nipples gradually disappearing beneath a jetting spray of come. He was groaning as he came, but then he said, “Lick it up for me, bitch! You know what to do!”

		Michelle clearly did know what to do. She squeegeed all of his gooey come off her face, her shoulders, and her tits and ate it as he filmed her doing it.

		My wife’s stare never faltered as she looked into the lens. She seemed proud of what a slut she was being for him!

		“I think that’s all,” she said quietly, “that was this afternoon, just before I left to come home. I had to take another shower, to wash all of that jizz out of my hair. And then I had to blow-dry it again, before I left his place.”

		I looked over at her. My darling Michelle’s voluptuous body was clean and her hair was perfect, as usual.

		Just seeing her, you couldn’t tell that she had spent the whole night before being another man’s cumdumpster! You would never have suspected that inside this gorgeous soccer mom/businesswoman, there lurked the soul of one of the nastiest sluts on the entire planet!

		“I…I don’t know what to say,” I mumbled at last, being entirely truthful with her.

		A tear leaked out of her left eye as she whispered, “Just say that you still love me; that I’m still your girl, despite what you just saw.”

		God help me, as I searched my heart, I found that she was! In spite of all of the depraved things I’d just seen her do onscreen, with another man; I loved her in that moment as much as I ever had!

		Wordlessly, I tossed the cell phone away and took her trembling body in my arms. We lay back on the bed, kissing and sobbing together, our tears mutual, as was our love.

		We fucked. For how long I can’t say, but I began to get an idea that afternoon of how Ed was able to stay hard as long as he did.

		Partially, it was Michelle herself. She was so hot, I couldn’t seem to get enough of her; just the way he couldn’t!

		It seemed as though my own cock just wouldn’t stay down. No matter how many times Michelle sucked it off and swallowed my load, my dick just kept on getting hard and winding up in her pussy, deep in her ass, or back in her mouth.

		Everything was a blur. I was reclaiming her; I knew that.

		But it was more than just that. We were cementing our love for one another, despite her naughty behavior, despite her sluttiness; in spite of everything!

		

		****

		

		“I know that after watching that video, and all of the fucking and sucking I did this afternoon, you may have trouble believing this,” she whispered as the sun began to set outside our bedroom window that evening, “but I don’t think I ever want to have sex again!”

		I laughed and held her closer, asking, “Why is that?”

		She smiled shyly at me and murmured, “Because I don’t think it could ever be as great as what we’ve shared today; because I’ve finally had enough, at last!”

		Michelle giggled and went on to whisper, “And because I’m soooooo sore!”

		I laughed again and asked her, “Really?”

		“God, yes,” she exclaimed. “After Ed last night and you all day today…my poor ass is aching and my pussy feels like someone drove a railroad tie into it!”

		Inexplicably, my cock started to twitch against her thigh. She shook her head, grinning, and said, “My mouth, however, is still in service.”

		I lay back and enjoyed possibly the best blowjob I’ve ever gotten in my entire life!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Life Returns To Normal

		

		You might think after that explosive weekend, things would have been changed forever around our house. You’d have been wrong.

		Far from becoming an utterly libertine couple, with Michelle making constant dates—both with Ed and with other hot guys—she eschewed that lifestyle, at least for now. Instead, my wife chose to come home right after the close of business every day, play with the kids, kiss me on the cheek, and to relax with me in the evenings after our children were tucked in for the night.

		Oh, we shared passionate, unbelievable sex on a lot of those nights as well. And we did watch that video together a couple of times.

		We talked about all she had done with Ed, too. That never failed to heat up the bedroom!

		And I have to admit, things had gotten wilder in bed between us than they ever had been before. Michelle blew me all the time now, swallowing most of the time; jacking me off all over her face just for variety’s sake. And then swallowing, after she had gathered up all of my spent come on her fingertips!

		Anal sex had become a regular event in our bedroom again. As was rimming—both mine and hers—and titty-fucking, and some other, more “exotic” practices which I suspected were foreign to most married couples.

		But there were no more “dates”; no threesomes, and no impetus to schedule any. We were just a happy, secure, married couple who had great sex with each other far more frequently than I knew our friends did.

		Ed called and came into her office for meetings, but she said there was no further hanky-panky between them, and I believed her. Not that he didn’t try, because he did, continually; he kept on inviting her to “dinner”, but she steadfastly refused.

		He invited her to accompany him to Vegas one weekend, and she politely turned him down. Ed sent flowers to her office, two dozen long-stemmed, blood-red roses, without any card—so that her secretary, Dolly, wouldn’t make any romantic connection between the two of them.

		Michelle had instructed the mystified Dolly take the flowers to a local hospital on her way home from work that night and donate them to the patients. Then she’d called Ed after she’d gotten home and had given him a good verbal ass chewing, admonishing him never to send gifts or flowers to her at the office again under any circumstances.

		

		****

		

		“So, I guess you’re done with Ed?” I asked her that night, in bed, after she’d finished telling me all about the roses.

		Michelle flashed me a naughty little smile and said, “Oh, I don’t know. I may spend the odd night with him here and there in the future, if I feel like it.’

		“Oh, so you do want some more of that big cock of his?”

		She giggled and said, “I may. It was very impressive, and he was so good with it, too, sweetie, even if he did turn out to be a very bad boy!”

		I felt like writhing in the bed in anger and in pain, but I controlled myself, saying simply, “Well, that’s your decision to make, of course, darling. I won’t stand in your way if you want to see him some more…I guess.”

		My wife laughed softly and reached over to tousle my hair as she said, “That’s about as lukewarm an endorsement as I’ve ever heard!”

		I grinned back at her. I said, “Well, you can’t expect a guy to be enthusiastic about his wife being a total slut with someone else, even if it is just for one night.”

		“Not most guys,” she said, moving her hand down under the covers, capturing my semi-hard cock in her fist, right through my pajama bottoms. “But my man, however…”

		I laughed and drew her closer, saying, “Okay, okay, busted; I admit the idea doesn’t completely turn me off!”

		She pushed her big breasts against my chest, rubbing her nipples against me through my pajamas and hers, saying, “No, it doesn’t. As a matter of fact, I think it turns you on!”

		We were naked in seconds, and she was kissing me as she stroked my cock to utter firmness. I spent some quality time nursing at her very erect nipples, and then she returned the favor by sucking my prick until it was hard enough to drive fence posts with.

		“Ummmmmm, you feel so good inside me tonight,” she whispered in my ear as I mounted her juicy cunt. “Fuck me hard, the way he would.”

		“Thinking about him, are you?”

		“A little,” she murmured, matching my hip thrusts with her own, “he’s a great fuck. And being in bed with him is sort of a nasty thrill, I’ll admit.”

		“Do you really do want to do it again?”

		She thought about it a few more moments and then said, “Yeah, I think I do. If you don’t mind, that is?”

		My cock jerked within her hot, wet pussy as I thought of that. God, help me, I did want it! I probably was more turned on by the thought of her being his whore again for a night than she was!

		“Will you take videos again?”

		She giggled, even as she continued to fuck me expertly, and finally whispered in my ear, “Of course I will, if you want me to!”

		I did. I wanted to see that enormous cock of his split her open in all three holes again. Pervert that I am; I couldn’t wait…

		

		****

		

		“How would you feel about me going to Mexico with Ed for four nights?”

		It was after dinner a few nights later. The kids had finished their homework before we ate, so they were now in the rec room, absorbed by whatever television show they were watching.

		We stood in the kitchen, having just finished up loading the dishwasher and making ourselves some cocktails. She’d kept her voice down as she asked the question, even though the nanny had gone home hours ago and the kids were otherwise occupied.

		“Mexico,” I asked dubiously, “why Mexico and why for so long?”

		“Because Ed owns a villa in Puerto Vallarta, right on the ocean and he’s going down there soon,” she explained. “He asked me today, at lunch. It’s not until next month, so we’d have plenty of time to plan for it.”

		“I don’t know,” I answered truthfully, “Puerto Vallarta is in a whole other country; it’s a long ways away, and four nights is a long time.”

		“Well, it’s not just a lover’s tryst this time,” she explained, “Ed does some business down there, and he’s hosting a dinner party for some of the men he trades with at his house. I got the idea that he sort of wants to show me off to them; kind of like I was his girlfriend or something.”

		“What gave you that idea?”

		She smiled at me and answered, “He said I could leave my wedding set at home, if I went. He’d want me to act like I was all his, for the four nights.”

		“Did he now? And what did you say to that?”

		“I said I’d have to ask you first, of course,” she said with another smile. “That’s the way this hotwife thing works, isn’t it?”

		“It is in our case,” I answered, mentally chewing on the proposition of my wife spending not one but four nights as kinky Ed’s bed partner. “Are you asking?”

		She thought about that for a long moment and then said simply, “Yeah, I guess I am. What about it, darling, will you let me do this?”

		“Do you really want to?”

		Again, she hesitated before answering, “I guess I do, or I wouldn’t have brought it up.”

		I hesitated, but then I heard myself saying, “Sure then; its okay with me, if that’s what you really want.”

		Michelle smiled and came into my arms. She murmured in my ear as she nuzzled it with her lips, “I promise to take lots and lots of videos. And I promise to be a really naughty girl for him…and for you, while we’re down there, babe!”

		

		****

		

		“Will you suck it for him?”

		My wife and I were up in our darkened bedroom that night. The kids were asleep, the door was locked, and I was buried in her tight little cunt.

		“Yessssssssssssssss,” she purred into my ear, “oh, God, baby, I’ll suck him so good!”

		“Will you have him video it and bring it home for me to watch with you?”

		Michelle gasped. I was fucking her furiously, while we clung together, whispering about all of the nasty things Ed was going to do to her while they were down in Mexico.

		“God, yes,” she whined, clearly about to come on my driving cock, “I’ll swallow every drop for him and then show my empty mouth and tongue on camera, to prove to you that I did it!”

		My dick lurched in her as I imagined that. God, she was such a hottie!

		“What else will you do?”

		“Anything…everything,” she promised, her pussy grasping at my gliding cock. “Oh, fuck, I’ll do whatever he wants me to…and I’ll video it all for you!”

		My dick exploded inside her, bathing her slick walls with my thick come, as she whimpered into my ear and started to orgasm right along with me! We clung together, reveling in our mutual climax; in our mutual depravity, and in our love for each other, despite what she was about to do with another man!

		

		****

		

		“Did you tell him yes?”

		She smiled at me and nodded that she had. Looking down the hallway, to make sure we were momentarily alone, she said, “I called him at lunch today, just like I said I would. We leave on a private jet he’s chartered on the third of next month, in the morning early. We get back on the morning of the seventh. Is that okay with you?”

		I nodded that it was. She read my face and asked, “What’s wrong?”

		“Oh, nothing really,” I answered, “it’s just that we’re telling different stories to so many people; one version to Dolly; another to my folks, and yet another to our friends. I just hope we can keep them all straight, that’s all.”

		She rolled her eyes and said, “We have to tell your folks that we’re both going, so they’ll be okay with taking the kids. They’d think it weird, me going on a vacation to Mexico without you.”

		Taking a deep breath, Michelle continued, “As for our friends, we agreed that telling them as close to the truth as we could manage was the simplest story. Lots of couples who have been married as long as we have take separate vacations; it’s no big deal, so they won’t be especially suspicious.”

		“And Dolly?”

		My wife frowned as she said, “Dolly has been with me too long to buy that one. She’d be sure to smell a rat if I gave her that ‘separate vacations’ story. It’s far better to go with the business trip excuse with her. I’ll have my cell on, so that she can call me daily, just as if I was on a regular trip outside the office.”

		She shrugged and added, “After all, it’s not like I haven’t flown out of town with a client before, and Ed Livingston does have interests in the Midwest and on the east coast as well as in Mexico. It’s not so outlandish that he’d hire a private jet to tour them, and take me with him. All Dolly needs to know is that I’m flying east with him, on business, and that I’ll be back in a few days.”

		I paced nervously down the hall, and then back. I let out a breath and said, “Well, I guess we’ve thought of everything. Let’s just hope we get away with this!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Mexico

		

		What was left of that month seemed to fly by. Almost before I knew it, we were upstairs in our bedroom and I was watching Michelle pack her suitcase for tomorrow morning’s departure aboard the private jet Ed had chartered.

		“That’s a really tiny bikini,” I commented as she tucked the scraps of red material into her case.

		“Ed has a swimming pool at his house,” she said, looking up with an impish grin. “This is just for boating and the beach, I doubt I’ll be wearing even this much when we’re alone together beside his pool, darling.”

		My cock started to get hard instantly as I imagined that! Her and old horsecock Ed lounging around in the nude, out by his pool; he’d soon be fucking Michelle constantly, under the bright Mexican sun!

		“Are you having second thoughts about this?”

		She had clearly misinterpreted my lustful look for one of apprehension. I chuckled and said, “No, not really; unless you are?”

		“No,” she said simply, putting a handful of scandalously sheer under things into the open suitcase, “I’m looking forward to it, actually.”

		Her grey eyes grew playful once more as she added teasingly, “Just Ed and I…all alone in that big house…all of that cock!”

		I gave out with false roar of rage and tackled her. We fell onto the bed together, next to the suitcase, laughing and tearing at each other’s clothes.

		In seconds, we were fucking. As I hunched into her, I murmured, “You promise to take lots of video?”

		“Oodles,” she sighed, her eyes half closed with rising lust, “oh, babe, I’m going to be such a bad girl down there, in Puerto Vallarta—I promise!”

		

		****

		

		Their flight left at eight in the morning that Thursday, and it was supposed to take just under three hours for the small jet to reach their destination. The time difference between that part of Mexico and Los Angeles is two hours; that meant they would be arriving there at one o’clock local time, if all went as scheduled.

		So I wasn’t expecting any texts or phone calls from Michelle until at least eleven, my time. One still photo, however, came in at nine-thirty, and it was a beauty!

		Ed was obviously holding the cell phone out away from his body with his left hand, shooting downward. He’d captured Michelle in mid-head bob over his big cock, with the porthole window of the plane right next to him!

		It wasn’t the only one he sent me. The whole blowjob was eventually transmitted to my phone.

		I had taken all my clothes off—the kids having been safely delivered to my folks’ house last evening and I having told the office that I wouldn’t be coming into work that day until around noon—and I was lying on our bed, stroking my hard on as the lewd pictures kept drifting in. I glanced up at the top of our dresser as I languidly beat off, while I watching my wife suck another man’s cock, and I saw her wedding and engagement rings gleaming there.

		“Oh, God, Michelle, you’re so fucking sexy and you’re such a fucking slut!” I moaned out the words just as I got the photo of Ed spunking her mouth. My own jism started to spurt up into the air as I glanced from my phone’s screen to the rings and back again.

		

		****

		

		The second message of the day was a text: We’re here. House is fantastic, overlooking the ocean. It and the swimming pool are both spectacular!

		About an hour after that I received a short snippet of video on my phone. Michelle was naked, her long body gleaming with suntan oil, and she was riding Ed’s fat cock, sitting in his lap.

		They were on a chaise lounge in the shade next to the house. He had on a goofy-looking straw hat—the kind you see at the beach—and he was sipping on what looked like a frosty daiquiri as my lovely wife glided up and down on his impaling dick. He was beaming at the camera and Michelle’s eyes were heavy-lidded with arousal as she fucked him.

		It’s going to be a long four days, I thought as I looked at the image, reaching for my once more hard cock. My dick’s going to be sore from jacking off if this keeps up!

		

		****

		

		The pictures stopped coming. I didn’t know whether to be glad about that or not.

		Michelle sent me a normal text at around dinner time in Mexico: Eating in tonight. Lots of sex, probably; will video if possible.

		I put the phone down and opened myself a beer, having just gotten home from the office. Tomorrow was Friday, thank God, so I’d have the weekend to myself to slink around the house and wonder how hard and how often Ed was fucking my wife; lucky me!

		The next burst of video came in at ten my time; midnight in Mexico. Ed’s well-lubed cock was sliding in and out of a very familiar asshole and Michelle was cooing in a raspy, sex-laden voice, “Ooh, that’s it, you stud! Fuck me hard right up the ass…harder…fuck me even deeper!”

		It was only about thirty seconds of video. I kept waiting for more to arrive, but none did.

		I jacked off to it anyway; replaying the obscene images again and again, imagining him violating Michelle’s tight little backdoor with his huge cock. When I finally came, my spunk shot halfway across the bedroom, in spite of it being the third time I’d come that day; the fourth, if you counted our early morning, good-bye fuck…

		

		****

		

		I was sitting at my desk the next morning at about eleven when her next text came in. It said: Oh, God, baby, he’s fucking me a lot! He won’t leave my poor ass or pussy alone! Having a great time; wish you were here!

		“Bitch,” I whispered fondly, grinning ruefully at her candor, wondering if she was going to send me another still or a chunk of video.

		None came, so I went back to work, trying valiantly to ignore the persistent hard on her lewd text had caused. At noon, I bowed to the inevitable.

		Waiting until most of the office had gone to lunch, I crept down the hall to the men’s bathroom. Finding it empty, as I had hoped, I went into a stall, locked the door, got out my rigid dick and—replaying the butt fuck video from yesterday, as well as looking at the blowjob pics from the plane flight—I proceeded to jack off into the toilet bowl.

		Feeling like the pervert I was, I wiped up, flushed the evidence of my lust down the toilet, and went out to a solitary, lonely lunch. Throughout the meal, I kept checking my phone, hoping for another text, a picture, or perhaps a video; no such luck!

		Uncharacteristically for me, I stopped off at a neighborhood bar on the way home from work that evening. After all, there was no one waiting for me at the house as there usually was, what with the kids being at my folks and my wife busy “entertaining” Ed down in Mexico!

		Even though it was a Friday night, the bar wasn’t quite full yet. And since they had two bartenders on duty until the next shift change, both of them had time to schmooze with the customers.

		The one working my end of the bar was a lady in her early thirties. She was an attractive redhead, with dozens of cute freckles, porcelain white skin, and flashing blue eyes.

		“Hey, I haven’t seen you in here in months,” she greeted me warmly, no doubt remembering me from the last time I’d visited the place with a down-the-street neighbor a while back.

		That night, we had been celebrating the defeat of a proposed slate of changes to the CCR’s affecting our neighborhood. The stringent new rules would have made it a fine-worthy offence to park a car overnight in your own driveway! We’d both gotten a little drunk and I’d tipped the bartender very well as we’d left that evening.

		“What’s the occasion?” She now asked, placing a napkin in front of me and awaiting my order.

		“Wife’s out of town,” I said somewhat glumly.

		I’d been vacillating between euphoria and depression over Michelle’s long weekend down in Mexico with Ed. When the pictures and the video snippets had come in, I’d been glad she’d gone: when I was all by myself and wondering what nasty tricks she was up to with him right then—like I was now—I got to feeling sad and a little sorry for myself.

		“Most guys would be okay with that,” the professionally upbeat bartender told me with a smile, “unless you have to get home and baby-sit the kids tonight all by your lonesome.”

		“Nah, they’re at my folks for the weekend,” I told her.

		“Well, looks like tonight is your night to howl, then,” she said in a cheery voice. “What can I get you?”

		“Something strong, I think,” I said, reflecting on it. “A boilermaker sounds about right. I’ll have a shot of Crown Royal with a Stella back.”

		“You got it,” she responded brightly, pouring the Canadian whiskey and a draft of Stella Artois beer.

		I downed the ultra-smooth liquor and chased it with a few swallows of the brew. She asked, “Where is your wife?”

		Not knowing if it was the rush from the booze or how shitty I was suddenly feeling about Michelle being down in Mexico with another man, I rashly answered, “She’s out of town with her boyfriend. He owns a big house in Puerto Vallarta, and they’re down there…fucking!”

		She gave me a smile and a look that said she didn’t believe me. The Crown Royal really hit me at that moment, so I found myself whipping out my phone and showing her one of the stills of my naked wife riding Ed’s huge cock in the shadows by his hacienda.

		The bartender’s blue eyes shot open. She said, “Man, she’s something else! And that dude is really hung!”

		Glancing up at me as I put the phone back in my pocket, she asked, “Aren’t you worried that she won’t come back to you at all? I mean…that guy has a real horsecock!”

		I drank the second Crown Royal that she had just poured me down on one big gulp. Downing another few mouthfuls of Stella to chase it with, I said, “Not really, see, we kind of have this understanding. I’m okay with her playing around a little, providing I know all about it.”

		I patted the suit pocket holding the cell phone and added, “As you can see, I not only know about it, I get pictures and videos, too. It’s almost like being there.”

		Her expression had undergone a subtle change as she looked at me. With a tiny little smile born of pure flirtation, she said, “You sound like an interesting guy. A man who knowingly lets his wife fool around with a guy whose cock is huge like that…I bet you’re pretty special in bed yourself, huh?”

		I finished my beer without replying, my eyes sweeping up and down the bartender again, lingering on her bigger-than-average breasts, the hour-glass figure displayed by the tight black trousers she wore, and her cute face. When I still didn’t speak, she leaned closer and said, “I get off at six; maybe we could go somewhere and…talk?”

		It was a quarter to six, according to the bar clock. A scenario hit me from out of left field; I saw myself fucking the cute bartender in our bed while my wife was fucking Ed down in Mexico!

		I shook my head, as if to clear it. Did I really want that? Was that what this was really all about; my having a hall pass to fuck around on Michelle while she was out of the country fucking around on me?

		The bartender was damned attractive, and she was clearly interested. I’ll admit; I was tempted, just for a moment…

		Reluctantly, I decided that extra-marital flings weren’t for me. Some strange pussy might have been great tonight, but how would I feel about it when Michelle got back in town and the kids were home?

		“Maybe some other night,” I said hesitantly, with a big sigh, finishing my beer and tossing some bills from my wallet down on the bar top.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Abrupt Return

		

		I had a couple of more shots when I got home and two more beers. Rustling around in the fridge, I found some left overs and made a meal of them, eating over the sink, not even bothering to warm anything up.

		In my current, more than half-drunken state, I felt like I didn’t need hot food. I decided what I really needed was another shot and another beer!

		After I’d consumed them, I resisted the temptation to have one more of each and instead climbed the stairs to our bedroom. It was empty, of course, and I had second thoughts about that cute redheaded bartender as I shucked out of my suit and doffed my shirt and tie.

		The bed looked inviting, since I hadn’t slept much last night, fretting about Michelle and what she might have been up to with Ed. I pulled off the rest of my clothes and--clutching my cell phone in case another text message, photo, or video came in that night—I proceeded to stretch out on the bed.

		When I woke up about midnight, feeling slightly hung-over already and with the driest of mouths, I checked my phone. Sure enough, there was one text: God, babe, that was a really good one! Thot you might like some snaps of it!

		Eagerly--like a drug addict about to get a fresh “fix” of his poison of choice--I opened the second message and was greeted with a picture of Ed’s big cock embedded in my wife’s shaved bare pussy. My drunken mind reeled: what shaved bare pussy?

		As if she had been reading my mind, a text soon followed that said simply: Ed prefers a girl who is entirely shaved—so I obliged him!

		“Of course you did, you flaming tart!” I bellowed into the empty bedroom. “You’d do anything for old Ed and that mammoth cock of his, now wouldn’t you?”

		My traitorous prick didn’t seem to care what a tramp she was. It got hard almost instantly as I stared at those petite pink lips, now so fully on display, without the usual fur surrounding them.

		Jesus, that guy’s thick, I told myself as I studied how stretched out she looked around his wide prick, berthed so deeply up inside her.

		Another transmission came in just then, a video this time. It turned out to be about two minutes long and it featured that same fat cock lunging furiously in and out of Michelle’s very bare-looking twat.

		I groaned and took my rigid dick in my fist, jacking it furiously. Michelle was screaming that she was going to come, and Ed’s dick was banging up and down inside her cunt as I watched.

		Suddenly, a huge glob of white spunk appeared around that flying cock and I knew he was coming inside my wife’s cunt! I too screamed, as a large wad of jism rocketed out of my well-fisted dick and arched up into the air.

		I shot rope after rope of come as I watched helplessly while Ed Livingston filled my Michelle’s once-tight little slit his pearly cock cream as she whimpered and cooed out her own pleasure…

		

		****

		

		I awoke the next morning with a raging hang-over and a very limp cock. Groaning, I remembered jacking off twice more last night, while watching the obscene footage of my wife getting creamed by another guy again and again before finally passing out.

		Lurching to my feet, I took a shower and tried to sober up. I felt like shit, both physically and mentally.

		While in the shower, I recalled that the last time I had jerked off last night, I hadn’t been daydreaming strictly about Michelle and her well-hung lover anymore. Just before I’d erupted that time, I had thought fleetingly about that bartender, being in our bed with me, while Michelle watched, aghast, as I fucked her!

		“You miserable prick,” I chided myself aloud now, as I shut off the shower and began to dry off. “You really don’t know what you want anymore, do you?”

		I got out of the shower and shaved my face over the bathroom sink as soon as I’d dried off. Then I went into the bedroom and dressed casually for the day.

		Thoughts kept churning through my mind. I wished I’d scheduled a round of golf for that Saturday morning, to help fill the time I had on my hands.

		No, I’d just embarrass myself, I admitted, knowing I couldn’t keep my mind on the game, not when Michelle was doing God knows what with Ed’s big dick!

		I went downstairs and made myself some breakfast; just a big bowl of cereal and a piece of buttered toast. Not wanting to make a whole pot of coffee just for myself, I banged around in the kitchen cabinets until I found an old jar of instant coffee.

		“Jesus, this stuff is awful,” I said aloud as I poured what was left of the vile brew down sink at the end of my meal, “no wonder we don’t use it anymore!”

		I thought about what I wanted to do next, to help pass the time. A visit to the zoo with the kids popped into my mind, but I dismissed that thought as quickly as I’d had it.

		Michelle and I were supposed to be out of town together; at least that’s what my parents thought. It wouldn’t do to have me show up in their driveway this morning, asking to take the kids on an outing to the zoo, now would it?

		I briefly toyed with the idea of waiting until one or so and dropping into that bar once more, just to see if my newfound bartender friend was working today. As I mulled doing that over, I dismissed it as a fantasy, born of boredom and desperation.

		Even if she was there, she probably wouldn’t get off until six again. What would I do in the meantime, stay there and drink?

		If I did that, I realized, I’d be too drunk to maintain a hard on by six anyway; even if I could talk myself into cheating on Michelle. I pushed the friendly, sexy young bartender out of my thoughts and checked my phone once more; just to see if any new videos or stills had been sent.

		There hadn’t been any. I put the phone back in my shirt pocket and picked up my car keys, intending to go for a long drive, to help kill some time.

		I drove around Los Angeles aimlessly for two hours, thinking about Michelle and Ed and what he might be doing to her right at that very second; basically driving myself crazy. I ended up in Santa Monica, meandering toward Venice Beach. I lucked out in finding a parking place when I got there; one that had a good view of the beach and its bikini-clad denizens.

		After nearly an hour of watching the body builders and scantily-dressed young beauties saunter by, I realized that seeing all of these lovely, half-naked female bodies on display was making me horny again. I checked my phone once more and saw that I had no updates from Michelle.

		Sighing, I started the car and headed back into town. It was just past three-thirty and I was feeling just as rudderless and bored as I ever had.

		I reached our part of town by four-fifteen or so. Passing a movie theater multiplex where my wife and I often took the kids, I spotted an action movie listed on the marquee. It was one I halfway wanted to see, so I parked and walked over to the ticket booth.

		Normally, I would have waited for a movie like that to reach one of our premium cable film channels before watching it. Michelle hated what she called “blood-and-guts” movies like this one, so we rarely viewed them together, and such a movie was much too violent to share with the kids.

		Checking the show times, I discovered that I was in luck; the film that I vaguely wanted to see started in fifteen minutes. So I bought a ticket and went inside.

		

		****

		

		The movie was only okay. It was full of mindless acts of violence and car chases and special effects, but the plot was practically nonexistent. At least it distracted me for a little while.

		I got home from the theater at six-thirty and thought about dinner. But I had filled up on movie popcorn and a big soft drink, so I wasn’t that hungry.

		Opening the booze cupboard, I remembered last night’s debacle and closed it again. I told myself I could get through being alone tonight without whatever dubious aid liquor might provide.

		I told myself that Ed was doing whatever he was doing to my wife right at that moment down in Mexico, and there was little I could do to change that, no matter how drunk I got. I eased my cell phone out of my shirt pocked, checked it quickly, and then returned it.

		There had been no new texts, no photos, and no videos since I had last glanced at it in the theater, an hour ago. I had known already that there wouldn’t be: but I found myself checking it anyway.

		At just after seven, I went into the living room and flipped through the zillion and a half channels we got on cable. I was looking for something that would occupy me until it was time for me to turn in for the night.

		When I finally went upstairs, I intended to take one of the sleeping pills that my doctor had prescribed a couple of months ago, when I’d suddenly been plagued with a bout of insomnia. He had written the prescription for ninety days, but I hadn’t taken but a handful of them, so there were still plenty left in the bottle.

		I found a so-so western on one of the cable channels and I settled in to watch it. The movie was one I had seen a few years back, when it was new and in the theaters, so I watched it with flagging interest, my eyes flicking over to my cell phone every few minutes, hoping for another transmission from south of the border…

		

		****

		

		Nine-thirty came and went; the movie ended, and there were still no new texts, photos, or videos. I debated whether I should go upstairs and take that sleeping pill or try to find something else on television I could watch.

		At just that moment, I heard a key turn in the front door lock, and then I heard the door open. Since Michelle and our housekeeper/nanny, Brenda, had the only other keys to that lock besides mine, I was mystified as to exactly who was out in our foyer right at that moment!

		I knew my wife was in Mexico—probably with Ed’s big dick buried deep in her pussy—and I couldn’t imagine what Brenda might be doing here, late on a Saturday night. She knew the kids were at my folks’ for the weekend, after all.

		Arising from the couch, I padded over to peek cautiously around the corner, into the entryway. There stood Michelle, in just a sundress and flat shoes with no luggage, no coat; just her purse.

		“What are you doing home?” I asked her, dumbfounded by her totally unexpected arrival.

		My wife’s normally composed, extremely sure of herself face dissolved before my eyes into a mask of relief, fear, and humiliation, as she blurted, “Oh, God, babe, it was just awful! There were all of these men…and he wanted me to…to fuck all of them, while he watched!”

		She began to cry uncontrollably, her shoulders shaking, huge tears streaming down her cheeks. I rushed into the foyer and gathered her in my arms, whispering, “It’s alright now. You’re safe at home, with me…”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Mexican Disaster

		

		I just held her for long moments, stroking her long black hair reassuringly and whispering that I loved her and that it was all okay, now that she was home. As she calmed down a little, I guided her into the living room and sat her down on the couch.

		Sitting next to her, I once again held her and comforted her. As soon as she stopped crying, I got up and went into the kitchen and poured us each a big snifter of brandy. I rejoined her on the couch and handed hers to her, saying, “Here, drink this. It will help, I hope.”

		We drank in silence and I finally asked her, “Where are your suitcases, your clothes; you’re jacket, for God’s sake?”

		She took another big slug of her brandy and said, “Still in his house, in Mexico, I guess. I excused myself to go to the bathroom, picked up my purse, and walked out the front door and hailed a cab. It took me directly to the airport, and I caught the next flight back to LA.”

		“Jesus, you mean you left all of your stuff there?”

		Michelle shot me a wry look and said, “I didn’t take any of my good jewelry with me, so it’s just clothes, make up, and crap like that, plus the two suitcases. I can replace all of it easily enough.”

		I took another drink of my own brandy. Ed was kinky as hell; I knew that from her past experiences with him, but what on earth had he done this time to warrant such an extreme reaction on her part? And who were these men, that he’d apparently wanted her to fuck?

		I asked her softly, “What made you run away like that and just leave everything behind?”

		She took a deep breath, and then let it out in a huge sigh. Looking over at me, she said, “You remember how I told you Ed does some business down in Mexico and that he was going to throw a dinner party for a bunch of his trading partners down there?”

		When I nodded that I did, she went on with a tiny snort of anger, “That was supposedly one of the reasons why he wanted me to go along with him on the trip; so he could show me off to his business pals…kind of like I was his trophy girlfriend?”

		I nodded again, remembering when she’d said that, too. She took another deep breath and plunged ahead, saying, “Well, that turned out to be only partially true. Ed does do a lot of business down there, and he did invite his friends to a dinner at his villa late this afternoon.”

		She shuddered as she went on to say, “But it wasn’t like I was his girlfriend, and he was showing me off to them. Oh, no, I was supposed to be dessert, after the dinner was over! He told me just before they all got there that he expected me to…entertain them all, and him, too, while everyone else watched!”

		My mind went numb with shock. I stammered, “You…you mean…he expected you to…?”

		Michelle finished her brandy in one big swallow, and then said, “Yeah, he expected me to fuck them and suck them and do God knows what else with them: it was supposed to be a ten man gangbang, with me as the centerpiece! You know Ed’s tastes: I’ll bet he had some really off-the-wall things planned for me and his nine amigos!”

		“All nine of them,” I repeated hollowly. I still did not quite believe what I was hearing, “plus him!”

		We just stared at each other for long moments. Finally, I asked her, “How did you react; when he told you what he had in mind for you, I mean?”

		She gave a mirthless little laugh and said, “I played along, of course; I acted as if my fucking nine men all night long--in addition to him--was no big deal to a whore like me!”

		Again, she shuddered as she went on to say, “God, you should have seen some of these guys, darling! Not only were some of them old and ugly and fat; the way all of them leered at me made my blood run cold!”

		I held her in my arms again and comforted her some more, relieved that she had gotten away so easily from a truly desperate situation. I mentally wrote off the two suitcases and the clothes, glad to have her back in my arms and safe!

		

		****

		

		We had one more brandy and then went straight up to bed. I tucked her naked body in next to mine after turning off most of the lights in the bedroom.

		I held her close again, asking, “Had he done or said anything up to that point that made you nervous?”

		She laughed and said, “You know Ed! He made me do some really nasty, kinky things while we were down there together; before tonight, I mean.”

		Michelle stopped talking abruptly, as a thought clearly hit her, and sprang out of bed. She returned, seconds later, clutching her cell phone.

		“I could show you; I…uh…shot a lot of video from our times in bed together,” she said, looking over at me hesitantly. “Some of it will be…pretty rough for you to watch. I was really slutty with him on this trip, honey.”

		I’ll be damned if my cock didn’t start getting hard immediately! What the fuck was wrong with me?

		This Ed guy had made my wife behave like an out and out tramp before the camera and I still wanted to see it! He had almost made her play the whore for a bunch of creeps she didn’t even know, and yet I still wanted to watch her in illicit, obscene action with him!

		But I couldn’t deny, even to myself, that I wanted to see it. My hard on wouldn’t let me!

		I did want to see that video, God help me. I couldn’t seem to hold myself in check!

		“Let’s just watch a little of it,” I murmured, totally ashamed of my own behavior.

		She gave me a rueful, understanding smile and said, “You perv; you love seeing this stuff, don’t you?”

		I merely nodded that I did, unable to meet her eyes with mine, too appalled at the depth of my own depravity to trust myself to speak. She scooted in close to me and whispered, “Hey, it’s okay, really!

		Heartened by her tone, I risked looking up at her. She was blushing, but she was smiling ruefully as well.

		“I…I sort of liked all of those nasty things he did to me, too,” she murmured ashamedly. “It wasn’t like he ever had to force me to do any of them!”

		The seconds ticked by and she further admitted, “And I loved showing off for you on video! It’s like I was proud of what a slut I’d been with him, somehow. When I found out it turned you on—all of the gross things I’d done with him—and when the two of us had super-sex after watching it together …that was just the…best!

		Neither of us spoke for long seconds. At last, I laughed and held her tight, saying, “God, but we’re fucked up, babe! It’s a good thing we’re married to each other. Who else would have us?”

		Michelle shrieked with relieved laughter! We chortled, as we clung together; we howled until tears ran down our cheeks, clutching each other’s naked body close.

		It was as if it was all out in the open between us at last--she had this incredibly slutty side to her nature, and I reveled in it! I absolutely loved it!

		“Let’s see what you did this time, kitten,” I said at last, still wheezing from laughing so hysterically, trying to catch my breath as we settled back onto the pillows.

		She emitted a naughty little giggle and then said, “Well, I think I really surpassed myself this time. Wait until you see…”

		

		****

		

		“Holy fuck, honey,” rasped as I watched the small screen on her cell phone.

		Michelle was in bed with Ed, licking from his ass cleft up to his prick tip, slowly, spreading a small river of her slick saliva in front of her wriggly tongue as she went. Along the way, she shoved that tongue as far up his ass as it would go, and wiggled it around for him as he filmed her.

		“I…I was kind of drunk by then,” Michelle offered in her own defense, “and I was so turned on! He’d just eaten me for, like, an hour straight, before this happened.”

		She turned toward me and whispered, “I came, like, a zillion times, honey. He’s really good with his mouth. I felt like I…owed him!”

		The Michelle on the screen was cooing as she sucked at his asshole. She moved her lips up his spit-slick perineum—the area between his anus and his ball sac—until she was nuzzling his nuts.

		Ed groaned with lust as she sucked his left one in and began to lick it as she nursed on his wrinkly sac. Michelle switched to the right one and began to hum as she sucked at it and lapped away.

		“You’ve got to do that to me,” I sighed, my eyes never leaving the screen.

		“Gladly,” she agreed instantly. “I’m usually not that nasty with you because…well…because you’re you!”

		I whipped my head around and stared at her. She colored and said shyly, “I never did all of the things for any guy that I’ve done for Ed before. I’d never met a man as nasty as he is, up until now, so I didn’t know I’d enjoy doing them so much!”

		She took a breath and then added, “I’ll do anything you want, babe. Now that I know I can; now that I know it will please you, and not disgust you!”

		My cock jumped and I was sure I was going to come without her even touching me. I found—much to my shock—that I didn’t care if I came or not!

		Such a loss of control in front of Michelle would have embarrassed me no end until now. But I abruptly realized that her times with Ed had erased all of the old barriers between us.

		There was no “right” or “wrong” anymore, not between us! If it felt good, we’d do it--our sex life had now become as simple as that!

		I kissed her passionately and she seemed to pick up on my joy, the utter ecstasy I felt at this realization. Our kiss was both exciting beyond belief, and tender at the same time.

		“I love you,” I murmured when we finally broke off the kiss.

		“Not as much as I love you,” she sighed, tears in her eyes as she looked at me.

		There was a choking sound from her phone and I looked over to see Ed’s huge cock bucking and spewing endless streams of jism onto her face and down her throat. I didn’t care: all of that was behind us now, and it didn’t mean a thing!

		

		****

		

		“That is so damned kinky,” I murmured, watching my wife’s lascivious performance onscreen. “How did that feel?”

		In the video, Michelle was naked and her arms and her long legs had been securely tied to a rough-looking wooden table. From its surroundings, I guessed the table to be located in Ed’s kitchen in Mexico.

		She was lashed down, on her back, her long legs dangling off the side and tied to the table legs. He was naked, too, and he was holding a plug-in vibrator with a huge ball-shaped tip against her shaved bare pussy, concentrating on her clit.

		My wife was screaming, tears of joy/pain running down both of her cheeks as she came and came, endlessly. Her big tits were pumped full and I could see her nipples peaking atop them as she quivered and bucked atop that table.

		“I came, over and over again, for…” her voice trailed off uncertainly, and then went on, “well, it seemed like forever.”

		“Was this before or after the hour-long pussy-eating session?”

		“It was the next day,” Michelle replied after thinking about it for a moment. “It was on the first night we were there that he ate me for so long, as well as fucking me in the ass and in the pussy nearly all night!”

		I couldn’t help it; imagining that—while I was looking at the exquisite torture/stimulation of her poor clit—made me harder than ever. I whispered to her, “Do you have some footage of that?”

		She smiled and said, “Tons of it. The camera was right next to the bed all night, both nights, and so there should be lots of video of me getting it in both holes; but first look at this!”

		Onscreen, Michelle had started to squirt! She shivered atop that table and her cunt spewed out jet after jet of clear liquid, and all the while she was screaming about how marvelous it felt to orgasm that intensely!

		My breath froze in my lungs as Ed reached over and calmly picked up an empty water glass. He held it in front of her gushing pussy lips while he continued to buzz her clit with the big vibrator in his other hand.

		“Did he…?” I left the question unasked as the glass slowly filled up to halfway full.

		“Yeah, he ordered me to drink it all, as soon as he stopped masturbating my clit with the vibrator,” She confessed in a soft voice.

		“And…?”

		“See for yourself,” she whispered, sounding defiant, a bit proud, and thoroughly ashamed of herself—all at the same time.

		I glanced back at the screen and saw Ed untying her upper body from the table. As she sat up, he handed her the glass, which was three-quarters full, and commanded her to drink it all down.

		She did, not taking a breath until it was all in her stomach, staring straight into the cell phone camera as she obediently swallowed it. With a wry little smile—as though she realized full well what a bad little girl she’d just been—Michelle licked the fluid from her lips, getting the last of it, and swallowed that, too!

		“It doesn’t taste as sweet as my pussy lube,” my wife commented, “but it’s not pee, either. It was hot and watery and slightly sweet; totally unlike urine.”

		I couldn’t believe the girl I’d slept with for going on eleven years now, the mother of my two children, was sitting here calmly discussing how the fluid she’d squirted during her climax tasted! But I had just watched her drink most of a water glass full of it, so I had to accept that she knew what she was talking about!

		“Swallowing my own come while Ed watched—knowing you were going to see it too—really turned me on,” she said simply, nodding toward the screen, “and it had the same effect on Ed; just watch.”

		Onscreen, her lover rapidly undid the ropes holding her feet and eased her limp body off the table. He propped her up against the nearby wall, with her sitting bare-assed on the red-brown kitchen tiles—and bent at the knees.

		Michelle, onscreen, tilted her head back automatically for him and let him slip his hard on into her lips and fuck her face full out! His long, hard dick disappeared into her sucking mouth--all the way up to his swinging nut sac--again and again as he held the cell phone off to one side, filming his brutal throat-fuck!

		“How…how did you feel, when he was using you like that?” My words were choked with emotion; illicit excitement, outrage at his treatment of my wife, and wonder that she seemed so…into it!

		“Part of me hated it,” she confessed. But then she looked over at me and whispered, “But a part of me loved it, too!”

		She nodded once again at the screen and murmured, “Look at how I’m sucking him; watch my tongue making circles around his cock head while he skull-fucks me!”

		God, he’s got one huge dick, I thought as rammed it in and out of my defenseless wife’s mouth and throat. And she’s taking it all!

		Ed suddenly gave out with a low moan and I heard Michelle swallow, hard. A torrent of sperm must have been jetting into her abused mouth, because it started to leak out of the corners of her lips as he continued to fuck her face as if there was no tomorrow!

		I watched her throat work frantically, and knew that she was gulping down all of the semen she could, but it was just too much for her. In the end, copious gouts of it oozed out of her lips and down onto her chin as he kept on reaming out her oral cavity, until his big balls had been thoroughly drained.

		Mercifully, the video ended there, at least for the moment. My dick was so hard by now that it ached, and Michelle seemed to know it.

		“Come on, sweetie, let me take care of that for you,” she said softly, reaching for my throbbing hard on. “My pussy is so wet from watching that nasty video; I really need a good fucking right about now!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Ed

		

		That was only the first of several times we fucked. We spent the whole night just cuddling and watching what an incredibly bad girl Michelle had been down in Mexico, before her hurried flight home.

		My dick just wouldn’t seem to stay down, but she was more than ready when it stiffened up once more. She was on me all night, sucking and licking and stroking me to even greater hardness before I plunged my cock into all her holes and unloaded.

		I came in her mouth, up her ass, and in her pussy. She loved it all as much as I did, coming furiously right along with me, nearly all night long!

		We dozed off in each others arms somewhere around four o’clock in the morning, I guess. It was just coming up on one in the afternoon when we finally awoke.

		“How about me fixing you some breakfast, stud?” Her voice was a sultry whisper.

		I didn’t want food as much as I wanted to fuck her again! I couldn’t seem to get enough of my sexy, cheating wife; I just wanted to plunge my dick into her all the time now!

		It was as if I couldn’t believe she was all mine again. I couldn’t quite grasp the fact that we were together, naked, in our big bed. It was as if all of those times with Ed were a nightmare; a bad dream we’d somehow shared.

		And yet, we both knew they weren’t. There was all that cell phone video, for one thing, to attest to its being real.

		In addition to that, there was this new feeling of complete intimacy between my straying wife and I. Michelle was capable of almost any sort of nastiness in bed: I knew it now and, rather than repelling me, it turned me on something fierce!

		She was what everyman secretly fantasized about; a loving, caring life-partner who was outwardly the perfect mother and wife. Yet once in the bedroom, she was a demon, a slut; an out-and-out whore who was more than will to do whatever her man craved in bed—no matter how kinky it was!

		“Breakfast sounds good,” I said, holding her close; my cock, improbably, firming up against her belly, “but you sound even better!”

		Michelle’s grey eyes twinkled with amusement, and with slight disbelief as she whispered, “God, I can’t believe you want more sex…not after last night!”

		But I clearly did, and so did she, as it turned out. We kissed passionately once more and rubbed our naked bodies against one another as we did so.

		In no time, I was inside her again. And she was so wet she was almost sloppy!

		That made sense. I must have come in her pussy at least twice last night and early this morning, and neither of us had showered.

		But it wasn’t entirely my own jism that was making her so slick inside. She was as on fire for me as I was for her as we fucked!

		“Oh, babe, I can’t get enough of your sweet cock,” she murmured as I rutted down into her.

		“It’s not nearly as big or thick as Ed’s,” I reminded her, grinning confidently.

		“He was fun,” she admitted, smiling up at me. “But this one is the one I really want inside me for the rest of my life!”

		

		****

		

		We had drifted back asleep for a while, after that last torrid coupling; then we’d gotten up, showered, and thrown on some clothes. After a huge breakfast consisting of a large, shared ham steak and eggs, toast, and orange juice, we’d sat around reading the LA Times Sunday Edition in the rec room, drinking coffee.

		It all felt so normal, you’d have never guessed how much sex we’d shared the night before; let alone suspected that my wife had just escaped from being the centerpiece at ten man gangbang down in Mexico! I looked over at her, reading the Calendar section, probably some movie review of a children’s movie we might take our kids to see.

		The front doorbell rang and she put the magazine down and went to answer it. I was somewhat engrossed in the sports page, so I let her.

		I heard a man’s voice, followed by two loud thuds on the tile floor of the foyer. Michelle was speaking, but she was far enough away so that I couldn’t quite make out what she was saying.

		Then there was the deeper sound a man’s voice once again. But I couldn’t understand his words either.

		Michelle cut him off, her voice rising in what sounded like anger. Curious by now, I rose from my easy chair and went to see what this was all about.

		Ed Livingston closed the front door confidently and locked it behind him. He had an almost smarmy smile on his face and Michelle’s two suitcases were lying on the foyer’s tiles, on each side of my wife; the obvious source of the two thuds I’d heard.

		I recognized him from all the video I’d seen of him. He was wearing clothes now, but I still knew exactly who he was!

		“Well, this must be the cuck,” he said contemptuously, glancing in my direction. “Don’t bother to introduce us.”

		What the hell was a “cuck”? I asked myself the question, when all of a sudden it hit me: “cuck” was short for cuckold!

		I exploded with anger, starting towards him. Ed Livingston was taller than me, probably six-three.

		He was also lean, with lots of ropey muscles. I’d seen his naked body on film often enough to know just how he was built!

		I guessed we weighed roughly the same, about one-eighty. Though I was out of shape compared to him, and he was probably stronger than me, I thoroughly intended to kick his ass!

		After all, this was the guy who’d made Michelle his bitch! This was the guy who used her every way a man could use a woman! This was the guy who…

		“Hold it right there, Galahad,” Ed said disdainfully, holding up a DVD he’d just slipped from inside his sport coat pocket. “You’d better watch this, before taking a swing at me.”

		Stalking right past me when I stopped in mid-lunge—as if this was his house, not mine—he went into the living room and over to the DVD player below our big screen television. He slid the disc in and crossed the room to the coffee table, where he found both the DVD controls and the TV remote.

		“Here, I think you’ll find this interesting,” he said, firing up the screen and starting the player. “Scratch that--I know a guy like you will find it fascinating.”

		Michelle’s naked body was suddenly on the big screen. Ed’s massive dick was down her throat and she was devouring it eagerly.

		He fucked her mouth like it was a pussy for long seconds and you could see the head of his prick moving up and down her throat as she lashed at him with her tongue. The bulges made by it against her hollowed-out, sucking cheeks were apparent.

		The color, resolution, and general quality of the DVD were far superior to those offered by the cell phone video she’d showed me. This was almost cinematic; this was similar to a Hollywood production!

		“I have video cameras hidden carefully all around my house down in Mexico, in case you’re wondering,” Ed said in a superior, condescending tone, obviously very pleased with himself. “I have hours of video down there of your wife, just like this one; even dirtier than this one.”

		He went over and sat down on the couch, putting the two remotes down on the coffee table again. Smiling up at us, he said, “I intend to make copies of this soon, and send them out to guys I know to be clients of yours.”

		Jim was looking at Michelle as he said that. His grin deepened and took on an obviously cruel cast as he added, “It ought to be fun, watching them drop you like a hot rock, baby, once they see what a slut you are in your spare time.”

		He chuckled and then added, “Or maybe some of them won’t. But I bet they want their cocks sucked in return for staying with you!”

		His laughter evolved from a light chuckle to a full-on belly laugh as he said, “Yeah, you might even add some client base as a result of my little mail-out…but all of them will want a turn with you in the sack, Michelle. That tight little pussy of yours is going to be very busy in the coming months!”

		She gasped audibly at the thought of that, and I draped protectively my arm protectively over her shoulders. Michelle was shivering with dread as she asked, “What…what do you want?”

		“Well, for starters, I think I’d like you naked, right now, bitch! He all but screamed the demand at her, morphing from a nastily joking prankster to a flat-out psychopath right before our eyes in just seconds!

		This guy was close to the edge, mentally. His eyes were crazy, like he could lose it totally any second.

		“And then I’d like to put you through your paces—with the cuck, here, watching and making no move to interfere with our fun, of course,” he continued; his manner suddenly becoming calm once more. “And then I’ll want you down in Mexico, about this time next month for a few days.”

		He shot her a dirty look and said, “I was able to mollify my guests last night in your sudden absence by making a quick call down into town, to some local girls I know. They were kind enough to come right over and…take care of my guests after your unexpected departure.”

		Ed Livingston made a “tut-tutting” sound and went on to say, “My business associates weren’t particularly happy with that arrangement, of course. I’d had those same girls over to entertain them a few times before, and they were so looking forward to some spectacular gringa pussy…especially after meeting you.”

		His face brightened as he added, “But that will just make next month all the sweeter; all the more exciting! Anticipation, after all, can be quite an aphrodisiac.”

		“What if she doesn’t agree to all this,” I blurted out, my heart sinking as I imagined Michelle, on her knees and naked before ten leering men, sucking their cocks, letting them do anything they wanted to her lush body!

		“That’s easy,” Ed replied; his eyes as devoid of feeling as a shark’s, “I’m going to ruin your lives totally. Copies of a special version of this DVD, with my face pixilated out but with my cock left intact, will be going out to all of your clients, Michelle, as I said before.”

		He turned his dead eyes my way as he assured me, with a tiny, taunting smile, “And to your firm’s advertising clients, too, cuck. I already have a list of most of them, just from asking around. I’m sure the ones I’ve missed will make themselves known soon enough. Everybody wants to see a sex tape containing naughty images of someone they know or of his wife; just look at Kim Kardashian and Paris Hilton.”

		I realized that he was right! If he made good on his threat, all of the southern California business community would be all abuzz with gossip about Michelle and me, practically overnight!

		Everyone would want to see that footage—our live would be ruined in days, hours, maybe!

		I looked around at our very nice, very expensive house, at the fine furnishings, at the sophisticated electronics. Glancing at the big screen, I saw Michelle was now down on her hands and knees, next to the sparkling pool water, and that a huge cock was being thrust deep into her perfect ass as she moaned, “Harder…deeper…!”

		Was there anyone, anywhere, who wouldn’t want to see that? I assured myself morosely that there wasn’t.

		“Someone is bound to put it on the net,” Ed said, as if reading by bleak thoughts. “It will go viral practically overnight. Michelle is a stunner. And the fact that she’s a respected, successful businesswoman and the mother of two adorable kids, living in suburbia? That will be merely the icing on the cake! Within a week of its being posted, millions of people will witness her acting like a total slut!”

		I thought of our kids, suddenly ostracized by their friends’ parents—who suddenly wouldn’t want our tainted offspring playing anywhere near their precious children—once that video was released on the web. An image of the four of us living in Albuquerque, New Mexico, or Ames, Iowa, or Timbuktu, under new names, doing God-knew-what to earn a living, suddenly popped into my head and I couldn’t seem to shake it.

		In that instant, I knew we had no choice: we would do whatever this monster wanted. He seemed to realize that too, saying calmly, with an infuriating little half smirk,

		“Strip for me; right now, Michelle.”

		For long seconds, nothing happened. And then, her hands crept up her blouse, where her shaking fingers began to undo the top button.

		“Wait,” Ed commanded.

		His malevolent gaze turned to me. His eyes blazing with triumph, he said softly, “You, cuck, why don’t you strip your wife for me, so that I can enjoy her right in front of you?”

		I grimaced but, after a moment more of considering our options and realizing again that we didn’t actually have any, I did as he asked…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		Total Domination

		

		Ed Livingston had arrived at our house with the two suitcases at around four in the afternoon. He didn’t leave until four the next morning.

		In between his arrival and his departure, I witnessed my wife committing every depraved sex act you could think of with another man. It started out right there in our living room, on the couch, with the DVD playing in the background.

		With trembling fingers, I undid the button on Michelle’s top and removed it. She was now dressed only in her light bra, and a pair of shorts, and thong panties underneath.

		“All of it, cuck,” Ed said impatiently, standing up once more and starting to shuck out of his sport coat and casual shirt.

		I reluctantly stripped off the rest of Michelle’s skimpy attire, leaving her naked before our leering “guest”. He was down to his under shorts by then, and they vanished along with the last of her garments.

		God, that thing looks even BIGGER in person, I told myself, stealing a glance downward, at Ed’s massive “equipment”.

		He fisted his oversized cock as he stared at her and then turned to me once more, saying, “You, too, cuck; take all of your clothes off. I want to see how you react while I degrade your wife!”

		I felt my heart sinking to new lows. My dick was already half-hard, God help me, and I didn’t want Ed to see that; to witness what a true pervert I really was!

		But his hard blue eyes were unrelenting, so I slowly removed my shirt and the old pair of walk shorts I had donned to wear downstairs to breakfast. I was soon down to my boxers but it was already obvious that I had the beginnings of a hard on.

		He laughed and pointed at my tenting shorts, saying, “I knew it! Michelle said you really got off on her being with me!”

		Mortified, I slipped my boxers off and revealed my growing wood, casting a forlorn glance in my wife’s direction. She was blushing with shame; clearly sorry she had ever said anything to this cruel bastard about me and my little…eccentricities!

		“It’s okay if you stroke it, cuck,” he said magnanimously, sounding as if he was dealing with an inferior life form. “I intend to put on quite a show for you with your little wife!”

		He glanced over at Michelle and said in a commanding tone, “On your knees, bitch! Let’s show hubby how much you like my big dick, shall we?”

		As her lips moved near the head of his semi-hard cock, he cautioned her, “You’d better please me, with this little performance. No holding back, just because hubby is looking on in person.”

		She looked up at him in a mild panic, realizing that he was ordering to be as slutty right now as she had been on those videos, as he added, “That’s one thing that has always set you apart, Michelle; how willing you were to act like the raunchiest slut alive when you were with me. I’d hate to lose that.”

		He glanced over at me as I sat in my recliner, nude, with a growing hard on—despite my best efforts to stay soft—and an anguished look on my face. Livingston said with a sneer, “I’m sure the cuck would feel cheated, too. You said he really got off on what a bad girl you were. It would be a shame to disappoint both of us now!”

		Telling myself again what was at stake here, I once more concluded that she had to do this! And she had to please this perverted wretch!

		I steeled myself to what I knew I was about to witness and gave her a curt nod of acquiescence, letting her know that I understood what she was about to do; that it was okay with me if she just let herself go with this animal. That one nod conveyed to her my total acceptance of the necessity of her being as nasty as possible with this man.

		She nodded back to me almost imperceptibly, and turned to face Ed Livingston’s rapidly-hardening dick straight on once more. Michelle leaned forward slightly, kissing the reddened tip, and then laving it with her tongue.

		Its owner looked over at me in undisguised exultation as his cock got a thorough tonguing from my kneeling wife. He said, “She’s really good at this, isn’t she? Your wife likes sucking cock as well as any slut I’ve ever met!”

		Michelle’s body trembled when he said that, but he didn’t notice. He was too busy laughing at my discomfort.

		She sucked his cock head into her mouth and began to lick it even more intensely. He looked down at her and said softly, “That’s it, baby; you know what I like!”

		My wife’s head tilted backward as more and more of the burgeoning prick entered her mouth and, eventually, her throat. Her tongue never stopped moving as she blew him, and soon her lips were going all the way down to the base of his long cock with each head lunge.

		I could see the outline of his massive prick tip in her throat as he bottomed out in her mouth. Still, the ever-moving tongue circled him, caressing, teasing; licking up his pre-come so she could swallow it for him as I watched.

		“Oh, yeah, this bitch is special,” he sighed, looking over at me again as her lips continued to worship his swollen manhood. “Don’t worry. I’ll let her suck me all the way off before I leave, so you can see how much she likes to swallow my come, cuck.”

		He grinned and added, “But right now, I want to feel that talented little tongue of hers on my balls; maybe up my ass! And then I want to fuck her, hard and deep, while you watch! How does that sound?”

		It sounds like torture! I wanted to scream that back at him. I wanted to pick up the nearby fireplace poker, and bash his brains out with it!

		But I said nothing and made no move to arise from my recliner. My dick was completely hard now, as I watched Michelle begin to tongue his huge balls.

		She now seemed lost in the moment. My wife slurped and sucked at the bald nut sac eagerly, her tongue going wild on both of the hanging, tangerine-sized ovals, before she popped the left one into her mouth and began to noisily suck on it as she stroked his hard cock in her fist.

		She’s really doing it; the thought entered my numbed mind. Michelle is gobbling up his balls as if she can’t get enough of them, as if she really WANTS to do this!

		I sat, too stunned to move even if I had wanted to do so. Michelle continued to attack his scrotum, licking and sucking frenziedly, her wet kisses loud in the otherwise silent living room; and all the while, her hand went up and down the impressive cock shaft, her saliva making it slick and juicy-sounding as she stroked it.

		“You like seeing that, cuck?” Ed Livingston chortled. “Doyou like it as much as I do, when your little slut of a wife goes nuts over my balls and my big cock?”

		I shuddered but didn’t say a word in return. My eyes shifted back down to Livingston’s crotch where, when he slid his feet further apart, Michelle knew just what he wanted.

		Wordlessly, she licked from his balls down to his ass cleft. She teased him with her tongue tip until he finally said, moaning slightly: “Shove it in, babe! You know what I like; suck my ass for me and tongue-fuck it!”

		Michelle only made a tiny mewling sound as she moved her head further down between his spread legs as he stood there in our living room, like some sort of obscene Colossus of Rhodes, his feet far apart to give her greater access.

		I gasped as I saw my wife lick all around his anus and then noisily kiss it. Breath refused to enter my lungs as she began to do just as he’d asked; sliding her tongue up into his asshole, fucking it like a small, limber pink cock!

		Her hand never ceased its relentless pistoning up and down on his towering erection as he sighed, “Oh, that’s it, honey, lick out my butt hole for me, before I toss you on that couch and rag doll the shit out of you!”

		My mind seemed frozen in shock. I’d seen her do this on film a few times, so I knew she’d done it for him.

		But seeing it in person sent a wave of nausea through me, accompanied by a raging horniness! I couldn’t believe that the mother of my children, my wife of ten years was enthusiastically licking out another guy’s anus, right here, in our living room!

		Time seemed to stop. I finally took a ragged breath as I watched his cock jerk in her flying fist.

		“Enough,” he gasped, “that feels so nice…so nasty that I just might come if you kept on doing it. But I want to fuck you first!”

		He reached down and lifted Michelle to her feet, his hands under her arms. She seemed limp, pliant in his grasp now; ready to do acquiesce to anything he might demand.

		Jim Livingston took two steps toward the couch, shoving her down onto it. I saw that her pussy was positively gleaming with lubricant, and so did he.

		“Hah, you little slut,” he chuckled, kneeling down beside her, “you’re so turned on by being a dirty girl, you can take this easily!”

		He was hefting his fully erect cock as he spoke, aiming it at her glistening entrance. With no further fanfare, he shoved it inside my wife all the way to the hilt and began to violently fuck her.

		I now knew what he’d meant by the term “rag doll”. Michelle’s long, lush body was hammered repeatedly by his thrusting loins, his massive dick spitting her open again and again.

		She bounced up and down on the couch under his savage assault as if he was fucking her on a trampoline. Her big breasts were flying all about, shimmying and jelling wildly, her grey eyes closed tight, her lower lips clenched between her teeth as he ravaged her body again and again.

		I thought at first that he might be hurting her, but then she gasped and her eyes flew open. After a brief, guilty look in my direction, she closed them again and murmured, “Oh, fuck me hard, you bastard! Fuck me hard and make me come!”

		Without me even touching it, my cock jerked sharply as I realized that she was enjoying this—ALL of it; even the ass rimming and the tongue-fucking of her rapist’s butt hole!

		Moaning, I watched as he rammed himself balls-deep into her juicy, willing pussy endlessly. She twisted and sighed beneath him, obviously on the edge of a huge orgasm.

		She opened her eyes and looked piteously at me again and started to jerk beneath him. Michelle gasped, “I…I’m coming! I’m sorry; darling…I just can’t help it!”

		Ed Livingston laughed like a maniac and pummeled her spasming pussy even harder, if that was possible. She shrieked out her intense pleasure and came and came under his thrusting cock.

		When she was done, he dragged his engorged manhood from her very wet cunt and knee-walked up the couch to her head, demanding in a low, guttural voice as he looked over at me tauntingly, “Suck me off now, bitch! Swallow it all for me, while hubby watches!”

		He fed his shiny prick head and half of the shaft into her lips, where she dutifully tongued him and slobbered all over his invading cock. His eyes never left mine as he fucked her mouth, just as he had her pussy; only softer, more sensually.

		After a minute or two, he gasped and reached down, holding her head in place. He reamed out her lips and I saw her begin to swallow frantically trying to keep ups with the deluge of ball juice with which he was clearly inundating her mouth.

		“Oh, man, it feels good to come in her mouth,” he sighed contentedly as she drained him. “When we’re done here, we’re going to go upstairs, to your bedroom, cuck, where we can get really comfortable.”

		He laughed and continued, “I’m really going to put her through her paces, then! There’s nothing this little bitch won’t do, if I order her to! You’ll see…”

		A cold fear gripped my heart as he spoke and I watched Michelle suck down and swallow the last of his semen. But my cock stayed rock-hard!

		

		****

		

		“I’ll do whatever you want,” she said to me at four-thirty the next morning. “I’ll move out, file for divorce. You can keep the kids, or I’ll take them with me.”

		We lay, cuddled together and somewhat shell-shocked in the bed in the spare bedroom. Neither of us wanted to sleep in our bed; not after what Ed Livingston had done to Michelle earlier in that room.

		The two of us were freshly showered. We both smelled of toothpaste and mouthwash and we wore fresh pajamas.

		“What the hell are you talking about?” I asked her, totally blind-sided by what she’d just said.

		“I wouldn’t blame you if you never wanted to see me again,” she said miserably, on the edge of tears, “not after what you saw me do tonight…with him!”

		“You did what you had to,” I said as comfortingly as I could. “We both know that.”

		Sobs racked her chest as she blurted, “Yeah, but I didn’t have to enjoy it so much! I must have come with him a dozen times tonight, while you watched!”

		A tightness gripped my chest as I admitted, “I came, too, remember? I couldn’t help it, honey! You were just so…impossibly…HOT!”

		She laughed—which is hard to do when you’re crying—and blubbered, “God, you’re such a perv!”

		I laughed, too, relieved at the levity, in light of all we’d been through tonight. I said, “Well, you can’t blame me. I’m married to the sexiest girl in L.A. and she really put on a show for me tonight.”

		Michelle wiped her eyes and said, “Yeah, with one of the biggest assholes in L.A.!”

		She stared at me and said resolutely, “I don’t want to do that again! I don’t care what it costs us; I don’t want to do that again, EVER!”

		My wife shuddered and she went on to say, “And I’m definitely not going down to Mexico with him next month! God knows what he’d want me to do with his…amigos down there!”

		“I don’t want that, either,” I said simply. “I won’t allow it.”

		She laughed bitterly and said, “Oh, and just how are you going to prevent it?”

		“I know a guy I think can help us,” I said mysteriously. “I’m going to go see him tomorrow…”

		A half-assed, wild plan had popped into my mind as I had watched Ed Livingston totally dominate my wife for the last few hours. I did know a man—a man whose past included bouts of lethal violence—who owed me a favor.

		After watching Ed ream out Michelle’s asshole until it was red and stretched out unrecognizably, after witnessing him make her tongue-fuck his own ass pucker endlessly, after seeing him totally degrade her; I intended to call on Ramon Vega tomorrow!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		Ramon Vega

		

		The next day was Monday. Michelle wasn’t supposed to be back from her trip to the “east coast” with Ed Livingston until tomorrow, so she slept in.

		I had taken that Monday off, too, but I got up at around nine o’clock, went downstairs and made myself a piece of toast and a pot of coffee. As soon as I had downed one cup and had devoured the toast, I went into my den and fired up my laptop, searching for the number of an old acquaintance of mine.

		Ramon Vega was probably almost forty years of age by now. He’d been a lot younger when I’d first encountered him; a tall, soft-spoken, very muscular Latino with perfect manners and a movie star-handsome face.

		Back then, he’d just separated from the service, bought a run down old gym in a seedy part of L.A., and reopened it as Vega’s Gym and Health Spa. He’d had almost no money left after he’d finished modestly refurbishing the place, but he had known that he needed advertising to help boost his membership and make the gym a success.

		I’d just been starting out back then: I was right out of college. I’d gotten my first job as a junior copywriter at a small advertising firm and Ramon was one of the first potential clients I’d met with.

		After reviewing his operation, I had agreed that he could use a good print campaign, but I didn’t see how he could afford it. It was the oldest problem in small business: you needed advertising to build sales and attract customers, but you needed customers—and their money—to afford the advertising.

		Ramon had clearly been discouraged after our brief lunch, which I had paid for. But he wasn’t about to give up, and something about the attitude and the proud bearing of the military vet got to me.

		I remember saying, out on the sidewalk in front of the small café where we’d eaten lunch, “Listen; let me think about this for a few days. It could be that I could write some copy for you, on my own time. And I’ll see if I can talk one of the guys in the art department into doing some ad mock ups for you, too”

		The big Latino had tilted his head disbelievingly and said, “You mean, like, under the table; outside the agency where you work?”

		“Yeah, but you wouldn’t owe us anything,” I had hastened to assure him. “It’s not like that!”

		He’d looked more bewildered than ever after I’d said that, so I had hastened to explain, “You’re a war hero. I didn’t serve a day in the military.”

		I had looked away and added, “Like a lot of Americans, I’m quickly losing whatever belief I might have had in the Middle-Eastern wars. But I still believe in the guys who went there and bled for us. And I want to do something to help pay you back.”

		And so that was how one of my present partners, Tim Rice, did the artwork and I came to write the copy for Ramon’s first ads. We did it on the sly and swore him to secrecy, knowing that we’d be fired on the spot if our employer ever found out what we’d done.

		I contacted some guys I knew from college who had gone to work some of the newspapers around the area, and Ramon got a real deal on ad rates as well. It all paid off.

		Ramon’s gym business suddenly skyrocketed. Then I heard he’d gotten an infusion of money from a silent partner, and soon he was opening a whole string of very successful weight-loss, tone-up-your-body salons all across the Southland.

		In the ensuing ten years, he’d expanded even more. And he’d gotten quite wealthy

		I called him on his cell that morning—hoping that he hadn’t changed the number, now that he was rich—and waited as it rang. At last, he answered it, saying; “Brandon Willis, is it really you, man? Talk about long time no hear; this is unreal!”

		“Ramon, how are you?” I said, relieved to find he had kept his old number.

		“I’m good,” he said boisterously, “I’m so good it hurts, compadre! What about yourself?”

		I took a deep breath and then said, “Well, overall I’m good. But I lately I’ve run into a problem that I’m hoping you can help out me with. Can we meet? I’d like to run it all past you and see if you have any suggestions as to what I should do.”

		There was no answer for several seconds, and then Ramon said, “You sound very uptight, old friend.”

		“I guess I am,” I admitted, letting out a deep, heart-felt sigh. “I’m really agonizing over this…problem of mine, and I have nowhere else to turn.”

		Again, there was a long silence and I thought for a moment that he was going to blow me off. But then he spoke once more, sounding just as relaxed and good-natured, as he said, “Well, you’ve picked a great time for it. My wife is visiting her family down in Mexico; she always takes the kids and goes down there for a month, just before school starts.”

		He paused a beat and then said, “Why don’t you come out to the house for lunch today, and tell me all about this whole situation? I’ll have the cook make something special—you do still enjoy Mexican food, don’t you?”

		“More than ever,” I said enthusiastically.

		“Great, I’ll see you around noon today, if that’s alright. Let me tell you how to get to the house…”

		

		****

		

		Ramon lived in a twenty room mansion in Rancho Palos Verdes, a very upscale seaside community south of Los Angeles. His house was magnificent, overlooking the Pacific Ocean, with an incredible swimming pool and spa area out back, surrounded by black wrought-iron fencing.

		His housekeeper met me at the door and escorted me through the Spanish-style showplace, across the red tile floors, and out onto the sprawling patio. Ramon sat at a table, drinking coffee, he rose when he saw me, a huge smile on his handsome face, as if I was his favorite person on earth!

		His arms swept around the fabulous home and he said, “This is a lot better than that dumpy one bedroom apartment Maria and I were living in when I first met you, no?”

		I remembered that cramped little space, up a flight of stairs, in an old, run-down, shoebox-shaped apartment building just on the edge of east L.A. It had been worlds removed from this lush setting, overlooking the ocean; pristine and perfect.

		“Yeah, it is,” I commented as the housekeeper poured me a cup of coffee from an insulated carafe sitting nearby on a silver tray.

		“Now, what’s got you so uptight, my friend?”

		I stared into Ramon’s dark, almost black eyes while the housekeeper went silently back inside. Easing a DVD case from my sport coat pocket, I said, “I need you to watch this, to get an idea of what I’m up against. Is there someplace we can view it in private?”

		“Sure, I have a media room, like a home theater,” Ramon said affably, drinking more of his own coffee. “We can go in there after we finish this and watch it, if you’d like.”

		I wasn’t sure “like” was the proper word to use in this instance. The last thing I wanted to do was show Ramon video of my wife getting fucked every way there was to get fucked by another man.

		But there was no way around it that I could see. He had to know just how damning that video was: he had to know how serious a hold Ed Livingston had on Michelle and me before he could help us!

		

		****

		

		Our blackmailer had taken back the original DVD he’d showed us in our living room yesterday afternoon before he’d left early this morning. Instead, he had made a great show of presenting us one wherein his face had been “pixilated” beyond recognition in all of the scenes: it was one of the copies he intended to anonymously mail out to our client lists, if we didn’t continue to do just as he wanted.

		Michelle’s gorgeous face was clear as a bell, however. You could see every expression register on her features as she eagerly sucked Ed’s huge dick and licked his balls; as he fucked her exquisitely in the ass, in the pussy.

		“She’s incredible,” Ramon sighed, his eyes never leaving the huge screen, “flawless; and so incredibly…HOT! Who is she?”

		“That’s the problem; she’s the woman I’ve been happily married to for ten years now, the mother of our two kids,” I murmured, staring at my wife’s onscreen antics numbly along with him, my face no doubt beet-red; my dick stiff as it could be underneath my slacks.

		I turned to face Ramon and said, “You never met Michelle, my wife, back in the day. I’d just started dating her when I met you, so I never introduced you.”

		“That is YOUR wife?” He said; his voice a blend of disbelief, admiration, and heart-felt commiseration for the way she was so blatantly cheating on me with another man.

		I rapidly launched into an explanation of our little experiment with hotwifery and how wrong it had gone; explaining how Ed had totally fooled Michelle with his “I’m a nice guy!” act for so many years. He nodded, smiling wryly, without saying a word until I had finished up with a quick, shorthand description of what yesterday’s visit by Ed had been like!

		Ramon nodded again, the smile leaving his face as he said, “Ed Livingston, huh? Tall, skinny, blond-haired dude; I think I met him a couple of years ago at some civic thing that Maria insisted I attend. It cost me five-hundred a plate, if I remember correctly, to hobnob with the mayor and a bunch of other suits.”

		I laughed nervously at his comment. At well over six feet, with a tiger’s litheness and coiled-spring intensity lying just below the surface—as well as biceps, pecs, and abs that would make most bodybuilders jealous—Ramon thought everyone who wasn’t built like him to be either “skinny” or “out-of-shape”.

		His smile deepened as he said softly, “So, what should we do about Ed Livingston? Should we kill him; should we make him disappear, permanently? Or should we just relieve him of all of the video footage he has of Michelle and let him go on his merry way?”

		Most people would have thought he was joking. But most people didn’t know the wealthy gym-owner’s past the way I did.

		He had just gotten out of the army when I’d met him ten years ago. He’d been in both Iraq and Afghanistan, and he’d been a Ranger at first, and later a Green Beret. He had both the Silver and Bronze stars for conspicuous bravery under fire.

		My mind flashed back to those nights at his place; the little cracker box apartment. In between beers and ad campaign ideas, he’d regaled me with tales of all the violent things he’d done as a warrior for his country.

		If Ramon wanted to make Ed Livingston disappear, Ed Livingston would simply vanish! And I knew it.

		Ramon laughed, breaking the tension that had suddenly arisen between us. He said, “Relax, man. I’m not some kind of hitman. But I am confident I can help you out of this situation you’ve gotten yourself into.”

		He looked back at the screen, at Michelle who was sucking Ed Livingston’s cock as if she couldn’t get enough of it. He came in her mouth just then, and she began avidly swallowing oceans of come.

		“Two things, compadre,” Ramon sighed, his eyes never leaving Michelle’s working throat. “I want to meet her right away; she knows the layout of both the house up here and the one down in Puerto Vallarta, and that will be critical to our success.”

		He tore his eyes away from the screen and looked at me, saying, “And there’s the question of my fee for all of this.”

		I glanced around at the state-of-the-art media room, with its theater-like seats and all of the latest bells and whistles when it came to electronics. Smiling wryly, I said, “Well, Ramon, I could offer you money, but I suspect you have a lot more of that than I do.”

		Ramon laughed and said, “I bet I do, too, my friend. No, I don’t want cash.”

		He turned and looked at the screen once more, where in this scene Michelle was riding Ed Livingston’s pussy-stuffer of a cock cowgirl-style, her big breast bobbling this way and that, her head thrown back, eyes closed. She was clearly on the brink of ecstasy once more…

		“I want to spend a few nights in bed with her,” Ramon said softly, “that what I want for helping you two. She’s magnifico, hombre!”

		My own reaction surprised me. I felt intense resentment, anger at his presumption that Michelle would do what he wanted, and that old, forbidden sensation of wanting desperately for her to do just that!

		“That would have to be her decision,” I answered somewhat stiffly after a long pause.

		“Of course,” he said magnanimously, “I understand that, amigo.”

		“What would Maria say about that?” I couldn’t help but ask, hoping that bringing up his own wife would forestall his intentions toward mine.

		“She’s not here,” Ramon countered, still smiling. “She’s down in Mexico, remember?”

		He stood up and went over to the DVD player and removed the disc. Handing it back to me in its case, he said, “Besides, I intend to tell her all about it, if Michelle is willing, that is. We tell each other everything. That’s the secret of a long and successful marriage such as ours.”

		I tucked the case back in my pocket as he said, brightening, “Let’s have lunch, and talk about all of this some more. Elena, my housekeeper and cook, has prepared some delicious Mexican dishes for our pleasure today…”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

		Michelle Meets Ramon

		

		“Oh, God, how could you do this without even asking me?” Michelle said worriedly, pacing the living room. “This is a nightmare! Now this Ramon character knows all about what I’ve done, too!”

		She stopped pacing abruptly and whirled to face me, saying, “This just keeps getting worse and worse! Soon everyone in L.A. will know what a slut I’ve been!”

		Thinking fast, I replied, “That’s exactly what bringing Ramon into this is designed to stop. He’s a pro at handling situations like this. He can help us; he really can: you’ll see when you meet him.”

		The doorbell rang at that moment and I breathed a sigh of relief. Now that Ramon was here, all of this would soon settle down.

		She’d like him--and trust him to help us--or she wouldn’t. Either way, the outbursts of nerves she’d been experiencing after my return this afternoon from Ramon’s house would cease.

		It was seven-thirty. I had invited Ramon over to our house for drinks and to meet Michelle, and he was right on time.

		“Well, aren’t you going to answer the door?” She demanded; her anger still palpable. “This Mexican thug is your friend, after all!”

		I shook my head, hoping fervently that this would all work out, and went into the foyer. When I opened the front door, Ramon Vega stood there wearing a very expensive bespoke suit with a white, custom-made shirt and an appropriate necktie, holding a huge bouquet of flowers, a big smile on his handsome face.

		We shook hands and I motioned for him to come in. I cut my eyes toward the living room as I whispered, “I’m afraid she’s not in a very good mood tonight, Ramon. She’s taking all of this rather badly.”

		He assured me confidently, “Let me handle that, amigo. I’m very good with women.”

		“And you must be the lovely Michelle,” Ramon said, striding past me and into the living room. “These are for you, but they don’t really do you justice. You are too exquisite a creature for any flowers to be pretty enough to pay homage to you!”

		“Oh, my goodness, they’re fabulous,” Michelle said, beaming as Ramon bowed at the waist while presenting them to her.

		He then kissed her offered hand, rather than shaking it, and she blushed with pleasure and gushed, “I’m so pleased to meet you, Mr. Vega.”

		“Ramon, please,” he said softly, smiling back at her, “no need for last names among friends.”

		“Let me put these in water,” Michelle said, still obviously overwhelmed by Ramon’s good manners and incredibly handsome appearance.

		She looked at me and said, “Why don’t you come in the kitchen with me, and fix Ramon a drink, darling?”

		Once safely in the kitchen she said excitedly, “Why didn’t you tell me he was so…so…?”

		“Dashing, so debonair and great-looking,” I asked her wryly?

		Michelle blushed again and turned to look under the kitchen sink for a vase suitable for the large bouquet. She said over her shoulder, “He’s not at all what I expected! He seems so nice; so civil. He’s not a Rambo-type…like some mercenary soldier of fortune!”

		“So, the fee part of the deal doesn’t strike you as being so obscene now?”

		Her blush deepened as she admitted, “He’s very handsome and quite buffed.”

		“And I take it you wouldn’t mind going to bed with him, if he somehow frees us from Ed Livingston’s clutches?”

		Michelle’s eyes were downcast as she said coyly, “We all have to make sacrifices in life, dear.”

		

		****

		

		“Try to remember any sensors you saw, at either house, Michelle,” Ramon urged her.

		It was nine o’clock and we were sitting in the living room, sipping our cocktails while Ramon questioned her about the general layout of both of Ed Livingston’s residences and made notes on what she said. I was sitting in my recliner and Ramon was seated next to her on the couch.

		The two of them had gotten quite comfortable with each other during the course of the evening, and they were chatting and laughing quite amiably by now. Michelle had clearly gotten over the fact that I had showed Ramon the video of her doing all those nasty things with Ed down in Mexico.

		I got the feeling that she’d soon be doing them with Ramon, and I sensed he felt the same way. As the question and answer session came to an end, he leaned over and whispered something in her ear, and she blushed and giggled like a naughty schoolgirl.

		Struggling to make her face serious once more, she turned to me and said, “Why don’t you take a drive, darling? Ramon and I want to get to…get to know each other better. And he’d feel more comfortable if you weren’t here when that happened.”

		An electric shock shot through me. I was being asked to leave my own house so my wife could fuck another man!

		“How…how long should I stay gone?” I demanded in a shocked, slightly injured tone.

		She looked at Ramon and then said, “A couple of hours, at least, dear. You need to give us a little time to get better acquainted.”

		

		****

		

		I ended up in the little neighborhood bar, drowning my sorrows. It was now eleven o’clock and if I had one more drink, I’d definitely be too drunk to drive home, even though it was only a few blocks away.

		The redhead was tending bar, but it had been busy earlier, and we hadn’t had much time to talk. Now it was nearly deserted on this weeknight, and she came down and asked, “So, why are you here tonight?”

		I laughed bitterly and said, “Oh, my wife is entertaining her boyfriend at our place and they asked me to get lost for a couple of hours.”

		“The same guy she went to Mexico with, the one with the horsecock?”

		“No, this is another one, a new one,” I sighed. “She just met him tonight. I introduced them.”

		The bartender’s eyes went wide as she said, “God, that’s some life you two lead! No one would think of it to look at you; you’re just an ordinary guy from the neighborhood in a sport coat and baggy slacks!”

		“Looks can be deceiving,” I said knowingly, smiling somewhat drunkenly at her, tossing three twenties down onto the bar to cover my drinks for the evening.

		“No shit,” she said, taking the money and ringing up my tab.

		“Keep it,” I said, as she started to place the change on the bar.

		“It’s a big tip, mister,” the redhead said.

		“You’re worth it,” I replied, striving for gallantry and instead managing to sound drunk. “You always listen.”

		“Any time,” she called after me as I staggered toward the door. “I’m willing to listen to what you’ve got to say any time. You’re one of my most interesting customers!”

		

		****

		

		Ramon’s car was still at the curb outside our house when I got home ten minutes later. I was really feeling the several cocktails I’d had at home this evening, especially on top of the four I’d had at the bar.

		It was just after eleven and I felt as if I’d pass out if I stayed in the car. Even in my half-drunken state, sleeping sitting up in the garage didn’t sound good, so I shut off the engine, lowered the garage door behind me, and shuffled into the kitchen.

		Michelle’s low moan drifting down from upstairs helped sober me somewhat. I eased out of my shoes and took off my sport coat, hanging it over one of the kitchen chairs.

		Stealthily—I hoped—I made my way up the stairs, listening to her sighs and moans of growing ecstasy. Having been married to her for as long as I had been, plus listening to her with Ed on all of those videos, I knew exactly what I was hearing.

		The bedroom door was open and both nightstand lamps were on, turned down to their lowest setting. I stood just outside their glow and watched Ramon and Michelle in the middle of our bed, putting on a clinic as to how doggie-style fucking should be done!

		Ramon’s cock was enormous! It made Ed Livingston’s look average, and that was really saying something!

		Michelle’s eyes were closed and she had a sensual, thoroughly pleased smile on her face as he plowed the long, thick cylinder of hard meat into her juicy cunt again and again. Her big breasts were swaying back and forth as they hung down nearly to the bed’s surface, with Ramon tweaking her nipples randomly as he ravaged her.

		“Oh, God, baby, it’s so biiiiiiiiiig!” She moaned out the words mindlessly, plainly ready to come on his pistoning manhood.

		“Do you like it, chica? Do you like Ramon’s big cock?”

		“Yessssssssssssssss,” she hissed enthusiastically. “I love it!”

		“How about back here; would you like to try it back here, once Ramon has made you come?”

		He was toying with her asshole with his free hand, the one he wasn’t using to tease her nipples. Michelle quivered beneath him and murmured, “It’s so big! I’ve never had one as big as yours back there before! I don’t know if I can take it!”

		Ramon laughed softly and eased his big finger into her ass pucker as he continued to fuck her and toy with her breasts. My wife shuddered and said, “Oh, oh, God, I’m going to come! I’m going to come so hard—you always make me come so hard, Ramon, you devil, you!”

		He merely chuckled and fucked her faster. She screamed as she orgasmed around his thrusting cock and I heard the squishing sound of her very wet cunt receiving the pummeling of its life!

		He’s going to fuck her in the ass now! I couldn’t quite believe something as big as Ramon’s massive dick would fit up in that tiny hole, but I was about to see if it could or not; I knew that!

		Nothing could have dragged me away from that doorway at that moment. I stared mesmerized as Ramon made my once faithful wife climax like a crazy woman.

		He calmly reached down for the tube of sex lube on the bedspread and began to smear it deep into her bunghole with one finger while he withdrew his still steel-hard cock from her super-wet pussy. Ramon greased that huge spear of flesh up too and slowly withdrew is finger from her anus.

		I unzipped my slacks as I watched. I couldn’t seem to stop myself.

		The sight of Michelle down on her hands and knees in front of him, her ass all lubed up and ready, his huge cock poised at the entrance to her butt was too much for me to resist! I stroked my own, much smaller, prick lightly as he pushed just the head into her asshole.

		“Oh, fuck; its so wiiiiiiide!” She moaned as it slowly disappeared into her bowels.

		“Shhhhhh, be a good girl and take it all,” Ramon urged her softly, forcing more and more of his gigantic prick into her ass. “You know you want it, chica!”

		He pinched her nipples with one hand and caressed her soupy cunt lips with the other as he began to move inside her. Michelle groaned and quivered all over, but made no attempt to dislodge the meaty invader.

		God, that thing is HUGE! I had the thought as his dick picked up speed.

		He was powering it into my wife’s tight little asshole over and over, burying it all the way up to his curly black pubic hair with each thrust. Michelle was cooing now, instead of groaning, and I heard her whisper, “It’s starting to feel so fine up my ass, honey! Oh, fuck me; fuck me right up the ass and make me come again!”

		

		****

		

		When Ramon finally shot his load up her butt, I shot mine onto the hall carpet. Thick wads of come rocketed out of my cock as I stroked it, shuddering with how good it felt to watch Michelle getting fucked his way while I looked on!

		When all three of us were finished coming, I staggered over to the spare bedroom and went inside, shutting the door. I dozed on top of the bed, listening to them through the thin wall, as he continued to make her come over and over again.

		He didn’t leave until three in the morning. When I finally heard the front door shut, I heaved myself out of bed and went into the master bedroom.

		Michelle was lying on top of the bedspread, thick gouts of pearly-white semen escaping from both her asshole and her pussy. She had a dried wad of it on her cheek also as she looked up, still bleary-eyed from all of the intense sex she’d just experienced.

		“How…how long have you been home?” Her voice was hesitant, slightly guilty-sounding as she asked the question.

		“I got home at just after eleven,” I answered, stripping off my shirt and slacks, kicking out of my shoes.

		She glanced over at the clock and shuddered when she saw it was now past three. Looking up at me again, shamefaced, she said, “Then you saw…you heard?”

		“I saw everything, you little slut,” I murmured, reaching down and pulling her toward my nude body.

		“I’m sorry, honey,” she sighed, unable to meet my gaze, “but he was so…so utterly yummy! And he wanted me so much!”

		“Was he better than Ed?” I asked as I slid my hard dick into her sopping wet pussy, feeling a thick coat of Ramon’s jizz inside there.

		“Oh, he was so much better!” She gasped, as I pressed my hard on against her clit and fucked her harder. “You’re not…mad at me?”

		I kissed her jism smeared lips. When we broke apart at last, I asked, “Is he going to help us with Ed?”

		“Sure,” she said as if that were a settled issue.

		“Then why would I be mad?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

		Retribution

		

		Ramon’s plan turned out to be simplicity itself, and it worked flawlessly. Ed Livingston’s Puerto Vallarta house burned to the ground under mysterious circumstances a few nights later.

		While Ed was down there, checking into the causes of the fire, the same thing happened to his Bel Air residence. The Fire Marshall said the Bel Air fire was definitely arson: the way it had burned right down to the foundation so quickly left little doubt that it had been deliberately set.

		There were, apparently, lots of clues. But no usable clues were found.

		The fire in Bel Air had started in the master bedroom—where Ed kept the most intimate examples of his DVD collection, as well as the electronic gear he used to copy them—and it had spread rapidly into the rest of the house. Whoever had set the fire got lucky, according to the fire department: all of the servants were off that night and out of the house when it went up.

		The piece de resistance was the break-in at Ed’s offices the night after the Bel Air fire, wherein his safe was broken into and its contents all stolen. There wasn’t a fingerprint to be found, and all of the many surveillance cameras scattered throughout the building and the parking lot had apparently all failed at once; so there wasn’t an image of the thief to be seen!

		Ed Livingston didn’t get to be nearly a billionaire by being stupid. After the office break-in, he figured out who was behind this incredible string of misfortunes he was experiencing.

		He sounded livid when he called Michelle’s office, but Dolly wouldn’t put him through to her. Michelle had suddenly—inexplicably, as far as the secretary was concerned—cut Ed Livingston from her active client list earlier in the week and given Dolly specific instructions as to what to do if he called or showed up at the office.

		Michelle had thought she was being sly about it, but he’d still managed to catch her unawares two nights later, just as she was leaving work. She’d stood at the glass door in back of her building for several minutes, making sure that Ed was nowhere in sight before she opened the door and walked briskly toward her parked car. But he’d come roaring down the alley in his limo, his driver cutting her off as she got ready to pull out of the lot.

		Ed had come storming out of the rear seat of the limo and had motioned for her to put her window down. She wouldn’t.

		He’d been screaming so loudly that she’d had no trouble hearing him, even though her window had stayed up. He’d ranted and raved about how she had cost him hundreds of thousands of dollars with the two fires.

		Apparently, he’d had fire insurance, but it was proving woefully inadequate when it came to replacing things he considered priceless. The baseball card collection he’d started as a boy had gone up in the Bel Air fire; and it turned out that his Aztec artifact collection had been seriously underinsured down in the Puerto Vallarta house.

		He’d been practically jumping up and down with anger next to her car as he’d demanded that her husband and she repay him for his losses. If she didn’t, he’d threatened, he’d wring her neck the next time he got his hands on her!

		Michelle had heard enough. She backed carefully past the limo into the lot, whipped her Jaguar sedan around, and headed for the other exit and home, calling Ramon on her cell phone as she drove.

		“Don’t worry about a thing, chica,” Ramon had said calmly. “I’ll take care of it.”

		He added, just before hanging up, “Don’t forget about Wednesday night. I’m so looking forward to showing my house.”

		“Brandon says it’s lovely,” Michelle had answered.

		“He didn’t get to see the master bedroom, Chiquita, but you will, never fear.”

		

		****

		

		“How did it go?” I asked softly when she returned early Thursday morning.

		Michelle wasted no time in doffing her clothes and climbing into bed with me nude. She was smiling shyly in the soft light of the nightstand lamp.

		“Maria was home from Mexico. He didn’t bother to tell me that, before I showed up.”

		My heart raced. I asked fearfully, “Was there a scene?”

		Michelle giggled and shook her head that there hadn’t been, saying; “We all had dinner together. Their kids are a little older than ours but quite charming; and such good manners!”

		She snuggled in closer to me and whispered, “When the kids were in bed, all three of us went upstairs, to the master bedroom.”

		“All three of you,” I exclaimed.

		“You remember how Ramon said he and Maria pursued separate romantic interests from time to time, just to keep their marriage…interesting?”

		I nodded that I did. Michelle said, “Well, as it turns out, some of Maria’s…interests outside the marriage have been women. And she’s not opposed to sharing them with Ramon, provided the women are into that sort of thing.”

		“You mean…you and Maria?” I asked the question incredulously, remembering the very pretty young girl Ramon had been married to all of those years ago.

		“I did,” Michelle admitted smugly. “I never was into women before, but I sure am now!”

		My cock, which had been almost hard already, stiffened appreciably as I imagined my sexy Michelle naked and in bed with both Ramon and Maria at the same time. I cleared my throat and then asked, “Did you…did she…?”

		Michelle flashed me that naughty-schoolgirl smile and whispered, “I did, and so did she! Her pussy is delicious! It’s even tastier when Ramon is driving that huge cock of his into me from behind while I lick it!”

		I was on her after that, plunging my dick into her extremely juicy cunt repeatedly, ramming her deep as she murmured about how sweet Maria’s nipples were, as well, and how succulent Ramon’s cock had been! We fucked until the sun came up as she recounted all of the different ways Ramon had taken her, and Maria, all night long!

		

		****

		

		“You don’t think less of me, now that I’ve discovered my bi-sexual side, do you, darling?”

		I stroked her hair as I caught my breath. When I had regained some control over my breathing, I said, “Fuck, no! What man doesn’t imagine his sexy wife with another woman?”

		“Would you like to see that for yourself sometime?”

		I grinned over at her and said, “You know I would; especially if you were with a real babe like Maria!”

		A thought crossed my mind and I couldn’t help but asking, “I trust she’s aged well; she hasn’t gotten fat or anything?”

		Michelle rolled over and plucked her purse from the nightstand on her side of the bed. She got out her cell phone, saying, “I only took the one picture. I told them I was going to show it to you, just to give you an idea of what the evening was like.”

		She flicked the phone over to photographs and there was one of the most magnificent women I’ve ever seen naked, her head between my wife’s legs, her tongue going wild on Michelle’s pussy, while Michelle busily deep-throated Ramon’s big dick!

		“Holy fuck,” I sighed, enraptured by what I was seeing.

		“All night was like that,” Michelle said, sounding very self-satisfied. “Ramon fucked us both up the ass while we were sixty-nining each other. We came like crazy women, and then we took turns sucking him off.”

		“After his dick had been up your asses?” I asked the question incredulously.

		She lowered her eyes and said almost bashfully, “We were both in the moment. We just wanted to make him climax as spectacularly as he’d just made us come.”

		“And did you?”

		Michelle emitted a devilish chuckle and said, “Oh, I think we did. He started coming in my mouth, but I handed his spurting cock over to Maria and she finished him off. Then we girls kissed and traded come while we frenched each other.”

		She gave me a sexy little smirk and said, “He got so excited at the sight of that his dick didn’t even go soft! He fucked us both for, like, a half hour after that, trading off. I came so many times I couldn’t count them all. And so did Maria!”

		My cock was hard again. I couldn’t help it.

		Imagining those two show-stopping, dark-haired beauties in bed with insatiable, big-dicked Ramon was too overpowering to resist! Michelle didn’t seem to mind: she slid down and sucked me into her mouth eagerly…

		

		****

		

		A few days after that, I accompanied Michelle to the hospital to visit Ed Livingston. He had been moved out of intensive care, into a private room.

		His whole lanky body seemed to be one big cast. Both arms were broken, along with his collarbones, a few of his ribs, and one leg.

		He recoiled in fear as we entered the room, fumbling for the call button to summon the nurse. Michelle smiled and took it away from him before he could push it.

		“Hi, Ed,” she leaned close to him and whispered.” Do you still want to wring my neck?”

		His eyes grew wide and he gasped, “No, no, I won’t touch you, once I get out of here. I never want to see or hear of you again!”

		“That’s good,” Michelle murmured into his ear, leaning even closer, displaying a cruel side of her nature that I hadn’t even suspected of existing, “because if you ever change your mind about that…our mutual friend will be by to see you again. And he might not show as much restraint next time, if you get my meaning?”

		I’d have bet money that it was impossible for Ed’s eyes to get any wider, but they did! He shuddered under all of that plaster and bleated, “No, I won’t change my mind! You can count on that!”

		His voice sounded different than it used to, a bit higher pitched. Michelle patted him lightly on the right arm, making him wince, and said, “That’s so good to hear. From what I understand, those big balls of yours couldn’t stand to be kicked again, now could they?”

		Ed whimpered and twisted around on the bed. I knew that--from what Ramon had told us--once he’d incapacitated Ed by grabbing him from behind and breaking both his arms, he’d thrown him down in the parking lot and had systematically kicked him in the nuts until Ed had lost consciousness.

		It was a toss up as to whether or not Ed would have much further interest in sex when he got out of the hospital, according to Ramon.

		“Well, we just wanted to stop by and see how you were doing,” Michelle said sweetly, straightening up. “We’ll be going now; you take care, won’t you?”

		

		****

		

		“And you’re sure Ed never saw Ramon’s face?” I asked as we left the hospital.

		“No, he made sure to approach him from behind,” Michelle said. “Oh, and it was the strangest thing; all of the parking lot cameras died at the same time--just a minute before the attack—the same way they did when Ed’s office was burglarized.”

		“Fancy that,” I commented wryly as I slid into her Jaguar’s passenger seat. “What a coincidence.”

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		Our First Saturday Night At The Vegas

		

		Our kids were at my folks for the weekend again. Ramon and Maria’s were likewise at his brother’s place for the night.

		Maria had fixed us a great supper, which we ate out on the patio, gazing out at the blue Pacific. We had several cocktails before the meal, and two bottles of wine with dinner.

		“Well, I think we all know why we’re here,” Ramon said after the dishes had been cleared away.

		We followed him down a long hallway and into the master bedroom. Like the rest of Maria and Ramon’s house, the bedroom was magnificently furnished, with a king size bed, complete with a canopy.

		Michelle took me by the hand and led me over to it, pointing up. A full length mirror had been carefully fitted along the bottom of the canopy, allowing the bed’s occupants to watch themselves as they cavorted atop the mattress if they cared to do so.

		“I got to see Maria lick my pussy from a lot of different angles, the first time I was here,” she confided in me with a grin.

		Her grin morphed into a leer as she said, “Tonight, I bet I’m going to get to watch her suck your cock, you lucky boy!”

		I smiled nervously back at her as she began to remove her clothes. Glancing over at Maria and Ramon, I was somewhat shocked to discover that they were already nude and approaching the bed.

		“Come on, Brandon, don’t dawdle,” Maria said, her nice-sized breasts rolling to a stop as she came up next to me. “Michelle says you have a great cock and I’m anxious to see it!”

		“It’s not nearly as big or thick as Ramon’s,” I cautioned her, looking down enviously at that huge hunk of male meat which was slowly getting stiff.

		“That’s not important,” Maria said, helping me unbutton my shirt. “It’s what you do with a cock that counts, not how big it is.”

		She soon had me as naked as the three of them, and my prick responded by getting diamond-cutter hard at the sight of Michelle’s voluptuous body and Maria’s exposed nipples and cute little pussy lips. The raven-haired beauty who was Ramon’s wife dropped to her knees and began to lavish kisses on my hardness, her little tongue darting out and caressing its hot flesh as well.

		“I think Maria likes your dick, compadre,” Ramon said with a smile, folding Michelle into his strong arms. “Let’s trade for a while; your wife for mine.”

		That must have sounded good to Michelle, because she was soon on her knees, right next to Maria, sucking Ramon’s incredible length while Maria sucked mine. The two women would take breaks every once in a while to kiss and suck at each others tongues while they rubbed their naked nipples together.

		“Holy fuck, but that’s hot!” I whispered, looking down at them in awe.

		“I have watched Maria with any number of women through the years,” Ramon said. “And it never gets old!”

		The girls traded off dicks for a little while, Michelle sucking mine and Maria going to town on Ramon’s big tool. Then we switched partners once more as both women moved up onto the bed, flat on their backs, their asses on the edge of the mattress and their feet on the floor.

		I slid my hard on into Maria’s tight, slippery little gash as Ramon powered his into Michelle’s pussy. The two girls mewled contentedly as we began to fuck them, and they were lying so close together that they could turn slightly and make out with each other while we pounded our cocks down into them.

		“Oh, man, this is so fucking hot!” I exclaimed, reveling in the sensation of watching Michelle thoroughly enjoy herself with another man, at the same time I got to sample the little firecracker Ramon was married to. “I’ve never done anything this wild before!”

		Ramon laughed and clapped me fraternally on the back, still rutting down into my wife. He winked at me and said, “Stick with Ramon, my friend. Maria and I will show you two how to party, never fear!”

		And they did.

		Maria knew more little sex tricks than you can imagine and she taught some of them to Michelle over the course of the evening. Ramon and I fucked them both every way there is for a man to use a woman that night and well into the morning.

		After I had come three times, I was sure I couldn’t get hard again, but Ramon gave me a little blue pill and my dick got stiff rapidly and stayed that way. It didn’t seem to matter how many times Maria and Michelle fucked me and sucked me, it just wouldn’t stay down!

		And Ramon was like the God of Sex. His big cock got hard and stayed that way, even though I witnessed him creaming Michelle numerous times in all of her holes before morning.

		It was a night of debauchery such as I’d never even dreamed about having, but apparently it was just another Saturday night for the adventurous, swinging Vegas! As we sat nursing Bloody Marys beside the pool the next morning, Ramon said, “This is just the start, mi amigo! You and the luscious Michelle still have much to experience; much to learn.”

		He took a sip of his drink and winked at me, saying, “But don’t worry. We’ll be glad to teach you.”

		Behind me, Michelle was coming on one of the chaise lounges, Maria’s tongue deep in her pussy. I grinned, thinking, and I think both of us will be happy to learn…

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		This is a fantasy, a work of fiction. Because of that, a minimum amount of condoms or other forms of “safe sex” were used in this book. I have found that their use slows down the flow of the narrative during sex scenes. Should you choose to participate in such behavior, however, please use protection.

		If you enjoyed this book, or even if you didn’t, I’d still like to hear from you. I love keeping in touch with my readers. You may contact me at: ckralston@gmail.com with either brickbats or kudos.

		Longtime fans of my books will recognize Maria and Ramon Vega from past works. If you want to read more about them, you can do so in past titles such as Getting Lucky and Old Enough.

		Both of these, as well as many others, will soon be out with new covers, in a new edition that is much better edited than the older version. I urge you to watch for them in the coming months and to purchase those editions, rather than the previously published ones, if you have not done so before.

		

		CKR
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