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	Chapter 1

	After all our fantasy sessions, Peyton had waited long enough for me to decide whether all this talk about her finding a Bull with a big cock to fuck was just talk, or leading to something more. We had been playing with this idea of her becoming my Hotwife for years. She was ready to make it a reality, even if I still had reservations.

	 

	Chapter 2

	We had an arrangement! We would go to the bar, she would invite the guy to go fuck in the parking lot, then she would bring him home so I could watch them fuck all night long. All those careful plans lie in ruin as she drove off, smiling at me through the rear window. What was I supposed to do now?

	 

	Chapter 3

	After her first experience at being my Hotwife, Peyton wanted to do it again. She arranged for me to meet her Bull, Trent, at the country bar where it started. If all goes well, she wants to go back to his place, to be fucked by her men. I was so ready for that.

	 

	Chapter 4

	My newly released Hotwife had fucked her Bull as soon as we walked into his apartment. Now she was ready to fuck her men for the entire weekend. I steeled myself for her loving reactions to Trent’s big cock. But I knew she needed this, encouraging her to let go. What followed shocked me.
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Chapter 1: She Was Tired of Waiting for Me to Decide. She Wanted to Get Laid Now!
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	“Come on, Peyton. We need to talk about this more. Such a big step.”

	 

	My wife turned away from the mirror to stare at me in surprise. She was standing there, finishing her makeup and outfit. Her hair, still brunette at 42-years-old, accented a bare touch of cosmetics. She didn’t need it.

	 

	Peyton was a beautiful woman, with deep brown eyes and just a touch of wrinkles around the eyes that I continued to love. Those signs of her age gave her genuine character, in my mind, and did nothing to hide the high cheekbones and tight chin of her still thin face. My wife had always focused on keeping her ‘girlish figure’, as she always called it, despite having 3 kids.

	 

	Her top showed so much cleavage I thought she might fall out of it if she danced. She disguised that cleavage with a necklace that traced the inside of the gap, emphasizing that luscious valley more than hiding it.

	 

	The material was as thin as tissue paper because her prominent nipples were broadcasting her arousal to both of us. This beige top complemented blue jeans so tight they looked molded to her still thin hips.

	 

	“Kenny, I’m tired of waiting. You have been pushing your fantasy at me for… what… 10 years? At least that. Every time we make love, you paint these erotic stories that get me so excited. It’s time. I want to do it!”

	 

	“What are you going to do? Try to pick someone up?”

	 

	“No. Of course not. I’m meeting Trent. He’s the one. You know that.”

	 

	My growing uncertainty blossomed as I thought about the guy she had been chatting with on a website for hookups in recent weeks. She would never let me read the chats, though I saw the pics he posted. The guy was big, muscular, and, if we were to believe the pictures, handsomely endowed.

	 

	“Peyton… him?” She could see the insecurity bubbling to the surface.

	 

	My wife smiled, coming up to hug me. “I’m not leaving you for him, silly. He’s just going to fuck the shit out of me. Isn’t that what you wanted… for me to be pleasured in new ways? That’s what you have been telling me, at least. Has my cuckold changed his mind?”

	 

	My eyes turned sharply away, embarrassed by my desire as her hand traced down my hard shaft poking out of my jeans. The denim grew increasingly tight with the bulge pushing at the front.

	 

	“That’s what I thought,” she giggled. “You’re planning to come, aren’t you? Like you wanted? Or will this be a solo trip?” The look on her face told me she didn’t mind either way.

	 

	The scenarios I painted for her were usually the same. She would pick up some guy at a bar, then I would watch her pleasure them in the parking lot. If things went well, she would make a ‘game time’ decision on whether to take them back to our house. That look told me she had every intention of taking it further tonight.

	 

	Pleasuring the guy in the parking lot was a major hurdle for my conservative wife. She did not want to get caught or have someone take a video, plastering it all over social media. Truth be told, I had inserted that part to keep her from doing it, thinking she would never get past that barrier. When she finally agreed to go ahead, it was obvious she had become so aroused she no longer cared.

	 

	“I wouldn’t miss this, babe,” I assured her.

	 

	“Good. Trent is going to meet me at Vinewood. They have that big parking lot that faces up to the National Forest. He suggested parking his Ram 1500 at the back of the lot, next to the trees. It’s black, by the way. Should not be hard to find. That should give us plenty of privacy.” They had already been talking about how to do it?

	 

	“What should I do?” I asked nervously.

	 

	“Come and watch, of course. Your wife is going to be the brazen slut you have always wanted. I am going to be all over him while we dance and drink. When we’re ready to head out, I’ll go to the bathroom to send you a text. He thinks I want to go out on my husband for a quick humping.”

	 

	Her mischievous smile sent chills through me. Our eyes locked. “I’m going to be just the cheater you want, my cuck.”

	 

	She turned to the mirror, making the final touch-ups to her appearance. Her head turned to me, another saucy grin causing my cock to throb, as she dramatically took her wedding ring off, placing it on a dish she placed there.

	 

	I shuddered as I watched. To my knowledge, she hadn’t taken that ring off since we were married over 20 years ago. The reality sank in. My wife was going to do it. Go to another man and get him to fuck her!

	 

	My god, she was hot! All the chatting and sexual talk with her new bull had my wife on edge. That obvious excitement bled into my very soul as I quivered next to her.

	 

	“Shall we go?” she teased, palming my ass with a hard squeeze. “I am so looking forward to being the slut you want me to be.”

	 

	I grabbed my keys as we walked out the door. I could barely speak all the way to Vinewood, a country bar on the other side of town. Peyton had no such problems. She told me all about her chatting with Trent.

	 

	He was apparently a construction supervisor in town for only a few more weeks. They were working on a bridge off the Interstate. His company expected to complete the project soon, Trent had told her.

	 

	I asked her where he was from. She demurred, saying she shouldn’t say. A violation of his privacy, or some shit. This really shook me. Was she planning a trip to wherever that was?

	 

	***

	 

	Vinewood was a new club. Despite its Midwestern location, the club owners had obviously spent a lot of money to make the place look like an old Texas icehouse, complete with sawdust on the dance floor and peanuts everywhere. And it paid off.

	 

	Country music fans packed the place every night. It had become the go-to spot for dancing and enjoying a longneck bottle of beer. The owners brought in bands from all over the region to provide entertainment.

	 

	When we pulled into the parking lot, my eyes went immediately to the black pickup backed into the stand of trees at the far end. I told Peyton that I would wait for her near the trees when they had finished.

	 

	As we got out of our SUV, it occurred to me… “If you’re cheating on me tonight, then he doesn’t know I’m going to be here, does he?”

	 

	“No, of course not. So don’t come barging up to us like some jealous husband if you can’t handle what’s going on. You need to let this go all the way to the end. It’s your fantasy, after all.”

	 

	My loud burst of laughter caught my slut by surprise. “My fantasy?” I laughed. “This has gone way past MINE, don’t you think?” Now it was her turn to look away, embarrassed. “That’s what I thought. No need to pretend this is something you are doing for me. We’re both getting what we want out of this.”

	 

	The sudden appearance of pink on her face told me I had hit the mark. “It started with you, at least,” she giggled. “Who can blame a girl for wanting to taste an enormous cock like Trent’s, especially if my husband approves?”

	 

	That made me laugh. “Okay, sweetheart. Your husband gives you permission to enjoy him anyway you like. Hope he brings you the pleasure we both want you to have.”

	 

	She opened the back door, pulling out a straw cowboy hat she had hidden behind her seat. I burst out laughing. “Where did you get that?”

	 

	“Seemed the right accent for my outfit.” That it was. I smiled. She looked the very image of a hot country music lover, ready to hit the dance floor.

	 

	She looked toward the entryway. “You go in, get a place at the bar. I’ll follow in a couple of minutes. That way, he won’t see us walk in together.”

	 

	I nodded, moving ahead of her to pay the cover, still a modest $10.

	 

	The owners really had done a great job building that icehouse feel. The long bar on one side had a big Vinewood in bright red lights above the bar, with a painting of a bull behind it. I ‘saddled on up’ to the bar, trying my best to act like a cowboy, ordering a longneck. The bartender didn’t even ask me what brand. An ice cold bottle of Lone Star Original appeared in my hand.

	 

	Couples doing the Texas two-step were already swirling around the dance floor. The diversity of the crowd amazed me. Every color seemed to be represented. There were even some guys and girls dancing in same-sex pairings. Welcome to America, I chuckled to myself. Everyone likes country music now days!

	 

	I was so into my rubber-necking I almost missed Peyton coming in. She looked around a bit until she saw an arm waving up near the stage. Her friend had found a high-top table up close. Of course, he would, I thought, finally resigning myself to the inevitable.

	 

	The guy she approached was enormous. Well over six-feet with a chest and arms that stood above the surrounding crowd. He looked chiseled out of a block of the same concrete he put into his bridges. I almost lost sight of my wife as she flew enthusiastically into his flannel-covered arms. His shaved head and huge beard almost made me gasp. If her goal was to get someone different from me, she had succeeded.

	 

	The passionate way they kissed, like old lovers long separated, made me shiver, despite the hard shaft I had to hide against the bar. My wife had just kissed a man that wasn’t me!

	 

	We were jumping straight into this little game, weren’t we?

	 

	He had already ordered her a drink. Before long, the band launching into the strains of an old George Strait song, Trent and Peyton were twirling on the dance floor. I’ll be frank, I didn’t even know my wife knew the Texas two-step. She certainly had never done that with me.

	 

	Every once in a while, our eyes would catch as she made a move. My eyes couldn’t believe what I saw. She was doing the two-step, but with each move around, their hips would touch. She took no pains to avoid her arm or hand grazing across his lap.

	 

	Once, while she looked at me, I saw his body jerk as she grasped his shaft through his jeans. He chuckled, pushing her hand away. I saw him whisper in her ear as she went back to dancing. As she spun away, I was sure I would remember that twinkle in her grin for the rest of my life!

	 

	An hour passed. They occasionally came off to rest and take a few swallows, even ordered fresh drinks, but mostly they were on the dance floor. Slow and fast, they were out there. They even line danced! When did my wife learn to line dance?!

	 

	I was rigid as a post most of the time, except for the slow dances. The way she melted into his arms, grasping him close, put me on edge. Our frequent eye contact disappeared as they groped each other on the slow ones. Her eyes were closed tight. I could see their hips grinding together. Shit…

	 

	***

	 

	The arousal of before became something else at that moment… a base jealousy. A feeling of danger rose from my chest.

	 

	I knew if I stayed watching them like this; it threatened the whole evening. Hastily paying my tab, I practically ran outside. A few deep breaths later, I leaned against the side of the building. I chuckled to myself, wishing I had a cigarette. Not really. They’re disgusting. Never smoked. But taking a deep draw seemed appropriate to the angst I felt.

	 

	A text startled me out of my despair.

	 

	[Peyton]: Where’d you go?

	[Kenny]: Sorry, outside. Couldn’t watch you slow dance.

	[Peyton]: Sorry about that. He was a good dancer. ;)

	[Kenny]: How much longer? Should I order another beer?

	[Peyton]: No need to wait any longer. We’re coming out. Get ready.

	 

	My heart thumped hard in my chest. This is it!

	 

	I didn’t reply, hustling out to our SUV, looking for a stand of bushes to hide behind his truck. A sudden thought. I ran back, grabbing my car blanket out of the SUV. I smeared it in some leaves to make it look like it had been there a while, then put it near the back of his truck, for her to kneel on. I wondered with a smile on my face whether the guy would notice it was already there.

	 

	Soon I saw them stumbling out the door. Peyton clung to his arm like she needed the support, though I was pretty sure that wasn’t the case.

	 

	Trent had his arm around her. I could see the touch of his fingers on her side boob as I slunk down to make sure they couldn’t see me.

	 

	As they got further out into the parker lot, near his truck, no one was around. His fingers became more aggressive, grasping and pinching her nipples. She pretended to push his hands away, though the way she thrust her chest out told me the truth of what she wanted.

	 

	By the time they got to his truck, all pretense was gone. His hands were all over her chest, grabbing at her crotch. Her openly stroking the rod tenting in front of his jeans told me of her own desire.

	 

	They came around the back of his truck. She glanced around to see where I might be, smiling, knowing I had to be there somewhere. He pulled the gate down, reaching for a blanket in the back, flinging it to the ground. So much for my idea!

	 

	He forcefully pushed her onto her knees. Poking his crotch in her face. He said something to her I could not hear. His message was obvious. I couldn’t believe how rough he was being with her! Or how much she was enjoying it, going along with every demand.

	 

	Peyton frantically pulled at the guy’s belt and pants, until his thick shaft bounced on her face. Both hands rose to grip him. The guy was gigantic! Had to be 9 or 10 inches long and thick as her forearm.

	 

	The next moment sent shivers straight to a rod that was already hard-pressed against my jeans. She looked up at the guy, licking the tip. His eyes were hungry, watching for the event he had been hoping for all night.

	 

	She positioned herself so he was sideways to the truck. This allowed me to see what was going on without his being able to see the trees. My wife tilted her head slightly. I knew she was searching for me. I moved out a little until she caught the movement, but not enough to attract the guy’s attention.

	 

	She took the cock in her fist, holding it in front of her face, to make sure I could see it, then gently pulled it into her mouth.

	 

	It was so big there was no way it would go all the way in. She gradually stroked it as her mouth went back and forth on the top part, at least. Her hands did that twisting thing she always did on me.

	 

	Then she surprised me. She pulled back, yanking the blouse off her shoulders, the necklace jiggling along with her flopping breasts. I almost gasped out loud. Her bare nipples, hard as erasers, swayed in the dim light, before she leaned forward, burying the rod deep in her throat.

	 

	What the fuck? She never took me that deep, and I wasn’t near as big as this monster.

	 

	She went at that cock with all the lust that had built throughout the night. My wife was simply on fire!

	 

	She pinched her breasts a couple times, then leaned her head back so I could clearly see the shaft as it went in and out. She pounded her mouth down onto the rod while pinching and pulling her nipples.

	 

	I yanked my cock out of my pants, frantically stroking it. This was the hottest thing I had ever seen. My wife was giving Trent the best blowjob of his life.

	 

	Her hands came off her nipples, as she began stroking him with her hands and mouth, each move supplying a twist of the wrist to increase his tension. The groans coming out of his mouth became more intense as his hips rotated. I could tell he was close.

	 

	She suddenly pulled him out of her mouth, staring straight up into his face, licking the head. He exploded all over her; the spunk flying everywhere. This guy had not cum in a while. White strings sprayed across her face and chest as she stroked him, trying to pull out every bit of his release.

	 

	“Oh, babe… we are going to have some fun tonight,” he chuckled, reaching down to help her up. He used the blanket to soak up most of his discharge as I heard him talking clearly.

	 

	“That was a good warm-up. Ready to go back to my place?”

	 

	All she did was nod as she reached for the blouse on the ground, shaking out the leaves that had collected. She didn’t even look at me as Trent helped her into his truck.

	 

	He got into the driver’s side and I stared dumbfounded as they drove off. Her stare at me out the rear window took my breath away. That wasn’t the worst part. She winked at me as they disappeared down the road.

	 

	My wife had just left me standing in the bushes while she drove off with another man! It didn’t take a genius to know what they were going to do.

	 

	Something was seriously wrong. This wasn’t part of our plan!

	 

	 


Chapter 2: I Was Still in Shock After Watching My Wife Drive Off with Her New Friend
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	I still couldn’t believe it. We had a plan! My wife and I had gone to Vinewood, a local country bar, so she could meet her online friend, Trent. This monster of a man had been everything she wanted, with his enormous size, chest and arms that looked chiseled out of a block of granite, shaved head and large dark brown beard. Their active dancing and talking during the night left no doubt this was the guy for her.

	 

	She had gone out to the parking lot with him, as we had agreed, giving him a first-class blow job. That was supposed to be the end. She had agreed only to make a ‘game time’ decision about whether she would go further, but that was only to bring him back to our house so they could fuck.

	 

	That plan lay in shambles as I pushed my cock back in my pants. I had been stroking it, while hiding in the trees, watching her deepthroat that monster cock! My shaft had grown as hard as one of those tree limbs, and not cooperating. It was difficult stuffing it back in place.

	 

	Watching her suck on that cock may have been the most erotic thing ever! I still couldn’t believe she took him all the way down. Peyton enjoyed oral sex, always had, but she often struggled as I pushed deeper, and I’m smaller than that guy! Well, not that much smaller… How did she do that?

	 

	You are so funny! That little ego fantasy made me laugh at the absurdity of the situation. He was lots bigger. Just what she wanted.

	 

	Exasperation and uncertainty filled me. Yet that smile grew broader. A happiness found its way into my thoughts. Sure, she went off with him by herself unexpectedly. Did that really matter? Having her do it in front of me would have been hot. I’ll give you that. Though not what I wanted for her… not really.

	 

	I loved this woman more than I can describe. In my heart, what I wanted was for her to be pleasured in ways I couldn’t. It’s that simple. I’m not a bad lover. She cums easily with me, and we were still active even after all these years. She didn’t need to go elsewhere to get satisfied. No, I WANTED her to.

	 

	That truth sunk in deeper. This was not about my pleasure. What I wanted was for Trent… with his massive cock and total dominance… to give her much, much more! I wanted this for her, not for me. As I emerged from the trees, that realization washed away all remaining uncertainty.

	 

	Still, no matter how happy I was that she got the dick she wanted, her leaving had caught me by surprise. What was I supposed to do now? That wink as she pulled away in his truck wiped away much of the certainty of our 22 year marriage. I was no longer sure what our future would be like.

	 

	Did my wife just run off with that guy for good or just for the night? Would one good humping be enough? Or would she need a regular diet? I know he’s leaving town soon, but I’m not even sure what that means any longer. Would she be going with him?

	 

	Near tears, all I could think of was to walk back into the bar, ordering another longneck. Actually, the Lone Star beer was pretty good. My first try with that brand.

	 

	For the next two hours, I sipped on beers, watched the people, and listened to the music. Even had a couple ladies hit on me for dancing. Oddly, I turned them all down, feeling like I was cheating on my wife.

	 

	Talking about absurd! Here I was feeling bad about cheating, when my wife… probably right now… was getting humped something fierce by her new friend. Emotions swirled, a battle between fear and happiness, leaving me tugging on even more beers.

	 

	All the slow songs ended up being sad ones. In my condition, staying would only make me tip to the morose side. I didn’t want that. Need to go home.

	 

	I walked out to our SUV, sitting behind the wheel. Certainty returned. That guy was going to give her as much as she could take, if size had anything to do with it. Plus, the way they had been dancing and carrying on at Vinewood all night, I was also certain she liked him. That enthusiastic blow job in the parking lot told me a lot. She was eager to do much more.

	 

	But to leave me here… running off with him?

	 

	I started the car, heading for home, my head shaking with astonishment at her brazen action. There was nothing to be done now. As I drove, my thoughts became more philosophical, or at least more accepting.

	 

	She had been reluctant to do the whole Hotwife thing, thinking it would cause problems with our relationship, but I wouldn’t give up. Had been after her to do it for years. Probably the last 10 years of our 20-plus year marriage. The thought of her humping some massive cock drove me crazy with lust.

	 

	Now, all her concerns about damage to our relationship had become my new reality. Not hers… oh no. The way she went at that monster cock, I knew she was at his place, getting railed, good and hard. I doubted she would be back for quite a while.

	 

	As I entered the interstate, a text went off on my phone.

	 

	[Peyton]: Having fun yet?

	 

	What the fuck? The SUV swerved on the road as I tried to get my phone out of my pocket. Just to be safe, especially with all those beers in me already, I pulled over to the shoulder.

	 

	[Kenny]: Not really.

	[Peyton]: Me neither. I’ve been waiting at home.

	 

	At home?

	 

	[Kenny]: You went home?

	[Peyton]: Wasn’t that the agreement?

	 

	Oh fuck!

	 

	[Kenny]: On my way.

	 

	I pulled back onto the highway, breaking every speed limit as I rushed home, kicking myself with every mile. That WAS our agreement. If she thought she was ready, they would go home to do it there in front of me. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Why didn’t I go straight home after she left?

	 

	When I pulled into our driveway, she was sitting on the porch waiting. Of course, I laughed to myself. She didn’t take a purse with her, couldn’t get in the house.

	 

	I rushed onto the porch as soon as the SUV stopped, pulling her into my arms. The joy I was feeling threatened to bring those tears back, until the aroma of something strange assaulted me. I shuddered knowing. It was him! His smell was all over her. I almost pulled away from our embrace as emotions surged inside.

	 

	That didn’t matter to her as she pressed her lips against mine, pulling me tight. She seemed almost desperate to reconnect.

	 

	I had to know what happened. Gently pulling her back, I took a long look. That girl had definitely done it. Her disheveled hair and bright red lips told me both had been in active use. She looked freshly fucked!

	 

	Curiosity would not let me continue. “How was it?”

	 

	“Oh god, Kenny… he fucked me so good.”

	 

	I had to forcibly stop myself from shaking. “Tell me about it,” I said, unlocking the front door, guiding her in.

	 

	Before the door even closed, she was ripping into my clothes, yanking her own off her body. I was glad the kids were out with friends.

	 

	I could see the marks from where he had manhandled her breasts… the minor scrapes on her thighs… She dragged me up the stairs to our bedroom, locking the door behind her. My rigid shaft told of my reaction.

	 

	As if the last few hours had not even happened, she dropped to her knees, swallowing my cock as if it was the sweetest lollipop ever! I was caught up in her need, grabbing her head, shoving that shaft deep into her throat. Now that I knew she could take it, I no longer paid any attention to her comfort.

	 

	She shuddered, allowing me to do it. Her hands grabbed onto my hips, giving me open permission to take her as I wanted. I fucked her face until spittle flew out, following every thrust. My god, this was so hot! My wife had just come back from making it with another man, and I couldn’t have been hornier.

	 

	Peyton pulled back before I could cum. She knew all the signs. I helped her up, moving toward the bed.

	 

	“Get on your back,” she whispered.

	 

	I pulled the bedclothes off, finding the center, as she crawled up, impaling herself on my waiting man-meat, hungry for just this.

	 

	A groan escaped her lips as she settled down. Fuck! I could feel the cream he left behind! Or was that just her being so aroused?

	 

	I pushed my hips up, trying to gain some friction. She squeezed my hips with her knees, stopping my motion. “Slow down there, cowboy. Story time,” she said.

	 

	***

	 

	“Tell me… Tell me…” was all I could get out.

	 

	Her hips rotated slowly as the words came pouring out. “I have a confession to make, my love. Trent knew about you all along. Knew you were at the bar, even that you were watching in the trees.”

	 

	The surprise on my face caused her to roar with laughter. “You should see your face, my cuck! So funny…”

	 

	“Why did you hide it from me?” I asked.

	 

	“That was your fantasy. I knew it from the start. You wanted me to cheat on you, to get pleasure you didn’t think I got from you. You are a silly man if you think our lovemaking is not totally satisfying to me, but I knew you wanted me to get even more. So I found Trent online. He had some experience with hotwives, was happy to play my little game for your benefit… and mine.”

	 

	“You little minx,” I chuckled, grabbing onto her nipples playfully. Her grimace made me pull back.

	 

	“Sorry, Trent really liked my breasts, liked to pull and suck on them. Roughed them up pretty good. They’re a little sore now.”

	 

	My wife leaned forward, allowing me to see a closeup of the red and swollen nips. I caught the feint remains of hand prints all over both sides.

	 

	She noticed. “He liked to slap them while I bounced on him.”

	 

	“You liked that?” I asked, surprised.

	 

	Grinding her hips on my cock, she panted with the memory. “Oh yes… He did it once while I came. So intense!”

	 

	“Tell me what happened.”

	 

	She giggled softly. “Did you like the way I left you in the trees?” That giggle became open laughter. “I told him to say loudly we were going to his place for some fun. I meant to ignore you altogether as we drove off, but I couldn’t resist a little wink.”

	 

	“You sure got me going. I thought our marriage was over, that you had run off with him.”

	 

	That brought another round of laughter as she ground herself on me more actively, teasing her clit with each movement.

	 

	“Get real! I ain’t leaving you for some big dick.”

	 

	As if she suddenly got the import of that statement, her face went still, all movement stopped. “Truthfully? You really thought I would leave you for a guy I just met online? Kenny… I don’t know how to react to that.”

	 

	“Sorry, babe. You really enjoyed your time with him at Vinewood. Then the excited blowjob… and sudden departure. In my mind, I thought we would go back to our place for you to do it. I didn’t know what to think.”

	 

	She leaned down, taking my face in her hands, pressing her lips to mine. Pulling back, a steel resolve captured me, even a tinge of anger. “I never want to hear that out of your mouth again. Never! Do you hear me? If you think our relationship is so weak, I’m going to run off with the first guy that hits on me…”

	 

	She moved her hands to the bed, obviously planning to get off me. I grabbed those hips, holding her in place, while I stabbed upward a few times. Moans followed.

	 

	“Don’t do that, Peyton. You just caught me by surprise, is all. What you intended, right?”

	 

	My wife leaned forward again, taking my chin in a fierce grip. “I am with you for life, Kenny. No matter what we do with sex. You never have to doubt that.”

	 

	“Okay… okay… never again,” I assured her. “Now tell me… you keep pushing the story off.” I gave her a couple more upward thrusts to emphasize my point, pushing her body back to the full sitting position. Her hip rotations began again.

	 

	“I was so excited watching you as we pulled away. Couldn’t resist looking back. You were right about this whole Hotwife thing. We should do it more often. Very arousing… for us both!”

	 

	“You liked it?”

	 

	“I yanked my pants down before we even left the parking lot. I couldn’t help myself. He had his finger inside me… Oh, babe. Giving him that blowjob while I knew you were watching me…” She shuddered on top of me. With a quick twist of her clit against me, she came hard, trembling as her eyes closed. The memory of what we had just done clearly took her over the top.

	 

	“Me too,” I chuckled, as I held her in position while she shook with her release. “Had trouble getting my cock back in my pants. I was so hard. Speaking of which… since when did you know how to deepthroat like that?”

	 

	It took her a moment to come back after her climax, but I could see her eyes trying to avoid mine. “Tell me…” I insisted.

	 

	“I had a boyfriend in college…”

	 

	“Jack something, right…”

	 

	She nodded. “What I didn’t tell you was about his size. He was a first-class jerk, but that cock took me to some great places.”

	 

	“Why did you pretend to struggle with my shaft?”

	 

	“I didn’t want you to think I was some slut that had been doing it with everyone she could. And once I did that a few times, I felt trapped, unable to tell you the truth.”

	 

	I smiled at her, pinching her nipple a couple times. No matter their soreness, she had to know that was unacceptable.

	 

	“We need to work on our communication, Peyton. No more pretending, okay?”

	 

	She nodded, but couldn’t stop groaning as I accented the pinches with upward thrusts. Her nipples have always been sensitive. Just didn’t know how important they were to her build-up. Good to know, I thought, nodding back.

	 

	“Where did you go?” I asked.

	 

	“I thought about going to his place… just wasn’t ready for a full solo yet.” On the word ‘yet’, she went up and down a couple times, playfully reminding me we were in this together, and that she fully intended to do it again.

	 

	“You didn’t have any trouble in the parking lot,” I teased.

	 

	“Nor in the park down the road,” she countered. That got my attention. “He had already found a secluded spot in the woods. His truck had tailgate lights on the back to give us just enough brightness to see. He pulled out a blanket, demanded I take his clothes off, moving onto his back.”

	 

	She giggled with a memory. “He waved his cock at me while he laid there. Said nothing else. I knew what to do.”

	 

	Peyton could not stop moving now. Her arousal at the memory found my own to match as I allowed my hips to accent her movement.

	 

	She closed her eyes, memory flooding her. “Oh god, Kenny… he was so big… even bigger than Jack. It took me several times to get him all the way in. When I did… I came moments later… barely can remember the next few minutes… I came often as he did whatever he wanted with me. Pinched and slapped by tits, held my hips as he plunged deeper, even put his finger in my rear… you know how much I love that! I came and came…”

	 

	That was all it took. I couldn’t wait any longer. She rode me like a bucking bronco as I relived the moment, slamming myself into her. I even slapped her breasts a few times. She couldn’t get enough of it.

	 

	Finally, she cried out with her release as I pumped my offering to join her bull inside. Sounds of my grunting and her moaning filled the room.

	 

	Fuck… that had to be one of our best orgasms ever!

	 

	I helped her off me as she cuddled close, trying to catch her breath.

	 

	“That was it?” I asked, surprised it was over so quickly. They had been gone two hours.

	 

	“Oh, no…” she giggled. “He took me again and again… on my hands and knees, leaning over his tailgate, even old-fashioned missionary. I couldn’t believe how much I wanted him to fuck me. Every time he would cum, we would cuddle for a brief period. That never lasted long. Both of us knew that wasn’t why we were there. I would suck him to full arousal, going right back at it. The guy had incredible stamina.”

	 

	My heart was thumping in my chest, and not from the recent activity! I was so happy that she had this experience. All thoughts of jealousy vanished.

	 

	She must have sensed it. “Thank you, babe,” she said softly. “That was quite an experience.”

	 

	When she was able, Peyton moved up on her elbow, her face only inches from mine. “But you know what I discovered? Even though you weren’t there, it was like I was performing for you… as if we were doing it together. I could feel your presence, your permission, if you will, in every move. By the end, all I could think about was getting home to show you what I had done.”

	 

	The quizzical look on my face made her smile. “Don’t you see? I was YOUR Hotwife at that moment. I had lots of pleasure… sorry, babe… more than I ever had before. He was an incredible lover. Yet, none of that mattered. All I could think about was my cuckold, and how much pleasure this was bringing you at the same time.”

	 

	“I guess that means you want to do it again…” I teased.

	 

	“More than want. Next Friday night, me and my cuckold are going to meet Trent back at Vinewood. Afterward, we are going back to his place… for a very active night of fun.”

	 

	My cock tingled, already beginning to recover.

	 

	She smiled, gripping the growing shaft in her fist. “I thought you would like that. He thinks you two should make a sandwich of me.”

	 

	“You don’t mean…”

	 

	“Yes…” she smirked at the shock on my face. “Didn’t think I had it in me, did you, my cuck? We have talked about anal before, just never did it. I love the way it feels when you use your finger back there while we make love. I figured, why not the real thing? Trent’s too big to go in my rear, but I know someone that would be a perfect fit, don’t you think?”

	 

	I didn’t know what to say. My cock had no problems. I was hard as stone again.

	 

	My wife rolled on her back, opening her arms and legs. “Your turn to do the work. I want you to use my body for whatever you want. Your Hotwife needs a solid humping. Interested?”

	 

	Fuck yeah! I could do that!

	 

	 


Chapter 3: Tonight, I Meet Her Bull in Person, And Maybe Share My New Hotwife
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	Peyton and I walked into Vinewood together this time. She even kept on her wedding ring. The illusion of her wanting to cheat on me no longer applied. Trent knew all about me.

	 

	I tried to do my best ‘cowboy’ for the event, wearing blue jeans and a western-ish shirt. None of it matched her new friend. Trent wore a flannel-shirt, jeans, and worn cowboy boots like he belonged in them. I… well… it looked like I borrowed mine.

	 

	As we walked up to her bull, I cringed at how much bigger he was than me, even though I was an average 5-feet-10. He was just so large I felt a little like a middle schooler approaching a teacher.

	 

	None of that mattered. All I cared about was that this monster of a man had everything she wanted. His chest and arms looked chiseled out of a block of granite. Even his shaved head and large dark brown beard seemed manlier-than-thou! That was good enough for me.

	 

	He shook my hand as we approached. I steeled myself for one of those bone crusher handshakes big men favor, but found him surprisingly gentle and warm.

	 

	“Peyton told me you were a little upset about our leaving the way we did last weekend,” Trent said before anything else. “Really sorry about that.” He turned a leering eye to my wife, standing sheepishly beside me. “That was her call… against my recommendation, I might add.” He chuckled that last while giving her a hug, and me a wink. Clearly, he was teasing my Hotwife and reassuring me he had no hostile intentions.

	 

	Funny how things work sometimes. I came here all prepared to be jealous and wanting to dislike him for being so much better at pleasing my bride in bed than I was. But I didn’t. He turned out to be a genuinely nice guy who appeared to respect me as much as he did my wife.

	 

	Through the course of the evening, while we drank beer and he took Peyton out for repeated trips around the dance floor, it became obvious we could become close friends, if he only lived closer.

	 

	Closer, for him, would be a relative term. Trent is a construction supervisor for a bridge construction company headquartered two states over. That’s bad enough, but his job requires him to travel constantly for new projects. That’s how he ended up meeting us. He listed on a hookup website for finding company while on the road. That’s where Peyton found him.

	 

	He certainly caught the attention of my bride. Their time in the park last Saturday night, where they humped for two straight hours, had left her eager for more. The surprise for me, especially after we humped constantly the rest of the week, was that I wanted the same.

	 

	Anyone that could bring my beloved that much pleasure has my endorsement to do it as often as possible. Unfortunately, he leaves town soon, supposedly in the next 2–3 weeks. They were approaching completion on a bridge just off the interstate on the south side. He was off to Toledo when this one wrapped.

	 

	Tonight, we had come packed for the weekend, telling our kids we were taking a retreat at an unspecified resort. Peyton’s mother came to stay with them while we were gone. Initially, we had planned only a single night with her new bull. This quickly became an entire weekend as Trent, Peyton, and I talked during the week. She wanted more, and I wanted her to have it before he left town.

	 

	The only question was whether I could stand my wife having so many orgasms from another man’s efforts. Just kidding! I wanted her to have as many as he could give. The bonus this time was my presence, both to watch and join in.

	 

	Okay, you’re right. I will probably sit exhausted on the sidelines for much of the time, but I didn’t care after she told me about their first session. I vowed to make her pleasure the driver for my own this entire weekend.

	 

	***

	 

	But watching them dance like a Texas version of Fred & Ginger, spinning around the dance floor constantly, and cuddling so close on every slow song, challenged my vow.

	 

	Intellectually, I knew it was temporary. That he was only in town for a few more weeks, and she would not be going with him when he left.

	 

	Yet emotions have a way of going where they will. Mine kept gripping my heart as he reached down to raise her lips to his. These feelings came to grip my throat during the band’s rendition of Tim McGraw’s It’s Your Love. They kissed almost constantly during that one. I was almost in tears by the end.

	 

	My mind kept repeating a mantra over and over. It’s only for sex, it’s only for sex, it’s only for sex…

	 

	And we weren’t even to the sex yet! What would my vow to support her pleasure be like after watching them make tender love for an entire weekend? The more I thought about it, the more depressed I got.

	 

	Eventually, I needed a break, taking a stroll outside, just to ‘chase those blues away’. I had accumulated some serious blues by this time. The band had just started Rascal Flatts’ Bless the Broken Road. My two lovebirds were in full lip-lock even before the chorus. I couldn’t watch any more of it.

	 

	The walk, and some non-emotional fresh air, did me good. I knew she loved me, had no plans to go with him to Toledo, but did any of that matter? This was just our first try at her being a Hotwife. How many more would come before she found the one she WOULD go to Toledo for? Insecurity swelled in my chest.

	 

	I leaned against the wall of the club, trying to get my head around these feelings that wouldn’t go away. I’m not a poor catch. Still relatively thin for 45 years old. I had stayed in good shape, and my cock wasn’t small, just not HIS size.

	 

	I made a shitload more money than Mr Great Dancer inside. Had that going for me, I guess. Plus, our two decade history and 3-kid family had to count for something, didn’t it?

	 

	None of those positives allowed my brain to let it go, as I fought back the tears that tried to come. Self-incrimination filled me. It was ALL my fault. I pushed and pushed for her to do this. Now that she has, I’m crying like some baby… as if I wasn’t completely responsible.

	 

	I leaned back against the wall, closing my eyes, taking a couple deep breaths. I was trying to will my heart to slow, to find the courage to face this terror that was consuming me.

	 

	***

	 

	“Hey there, sleepyhead. Taking a nap?”

	 

	I startled to feel Peyton touching my arm; her smiling face melting my heart. “Sorry, the noise was getting too much for me.” Why did I feel the need to lie to her, just when real truth was needed?

	 

	This woman has been with me a long time. I couldn’t hide anything from her if I tried.

	 

	“The noise, was it?” Her skepticism caught me mid-thought.

	 

	I turned toward her. “I’m sorry, Peyton. You’re right. I had to get out. It’s hard for me to watch you and Trent… kissing and cuddling like that, but I didn’t want to interfere. Seemed easier to come out here, so I didn’t have to watch.”

	 

	“Are we doing something different from last week?” she asked, surprised.

	 

	“I don’t know why it didn’t bother me last week, babe. Now… I don’t know… something about knowing what’s coming with certainty… you two are growing closer… doesn’t feel like a game any longer. And the way you were lip-locked on the slow songs… just seemed more real to me.”

	 

	“It’s never been a game, Kenny,” she said, touching my arm softly. “This is you and me doing this together. This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To see me with another guy? To go back to his place and the two of you take me all weekend. That’s you and me going with him. Not just me.”

	 

	Sorrow threatened again. I pushed it back, a sudden resolve intervening. Too late for that, you jerk. You put her here. It’s time to let her be who she is.

	 

	I shook my head, deflecting the dark thoughts. She WAS doing what I told her, what I wanted her to do.

	 

	“Look, Peyton. I need to say something. Please don’t get upset… and let me finish.” She nodded she would. “I love you, never want to be with another woman.” I wrapped her in my arms, holding her face to mine. “You’re not like that, my love. I’ve always known it. You need this. The sexual stimulation. You came alive with joy while you do it.”

	 

	She gasped, yanking herself away from me. “What is that supposed to mean?”

	 

	“I want to set your soul free to play as you want.”

	 

	“Oh, I see… I’m some kind of flousy going where you tell me, needing your permission? I’m not doing this of my own choice?”

	 

	“Of course you are, but you have this war going on inside… between what you want to do… and the damage you see it causing our relationship. I see it every time you slow dance, with your furtive looks in my direction.”

	 

	“I’m enjoying myself,” she said. “Just don’t want you to feel bad, or think this is anything more than fun.”

	 

	“And I can see that. Your concern needs to stop.” I steeled myself for the implcations of what I was about to say.

	 

	“I want you to go back in there,” I said, taking her back in my arms. My resolve now hardened cement. “Don’t worry about me anymore. I will be here, love to take part later, and want you to have a great time with Trent. This is your time to let your desire go where it goes. Be who you want to be. I’ll be here no matter what.”

	 

	I turned away, worried about her reaction. She touched my arm softly. “You’ll do that for me?”

	 

	“Yes, my love. I will. I want you to have the time of your life.”

	 

	“Okay…” She couldn’t hide the skepticism. “You won’t mind?”

	 

	“Of course I mind. It rips at me. But none of that matters. I know what I want, and that’s for you to be set free. You are so beautiful when you let yourself truly go. I saw it last week. So alive. I want to see that again.”

	 

	She stared at me a moment, as if assessing what I had said. “Is this really what you want?”

	 

	“Yes, my love. Yes. Go…”

	 

	Peyton touched the side of my arm, a loving touch. “Thank you,” she said, turning back to the entrance. She looked at me until she turned, re-entering the club.

	 

	***

	 

	By the time I got back inside, probably a half-hour later, it was like my wife had been transformed. She spun around the dance floor like before, yet every movement spoke of more somehow. More fluid… and more focused. She seldom lost physical contact with Trent, often stroking him in quite lewd ways.

	 

	It was obvious she had changed. I didn’t even recognize it before, but did now in its contrast. I remembered the stiffness when she saw me staring at her… The whispers of trying to position herself so I could see… Even the hesitancy in the slow dances.

	 

	All of that was gone. What emerged was a spring flower blooming for the first time on a warm spring day. A butterfly coasting in the breeze. She had internalized my permission.

	 

	Trent looked over at me from the dance floor, a quizzical look on his face. ‘What just happened?’ I could see written there. I just smiled, nodding for him to continue.

	 

	Soon the band took a break. Trent ran to the restroom while she returned to the table. She wrapped her arms around me. “Thank you, Kenny. I’ve decided to take you up on your offer.”

	 

	“I could tell,” I chuckled, smiling. “Like a totally different experience, isn’t it?”

	 

	She pulled my face to hers, a kiss of such passion my toes curled!

	 

	“I didn’t realize it would be like this,” she told me. “Thank you for allowing me this freedom. It somehow feels right now. The niggling guilt underneath gone. You gave me that, sweetheart.”

	 

	I smiled, nodding my approval.

	 

	She sat back, a look of resolve greeting me. “I want to say something… for you… for us.” Taking my hands in hers across the table.

	 

	“I consider what you have done for me as only a weekend pass. I want to be an outrageous slut, give myself to his cock… and yours… whenever I want. No holding back. But I want you to know this doesn’t mean I will start running around on you. I know the limits of the gift you have given me. And you never have to worry about my running off with Trent… or any future guys we find. I know where I belong. Is that understood?”

	 

	My smile, and nodding acceptance of what she said, must have convinced her, because she leaned back, grabbing a gulp of her drink. The twinkling eyes that came back to me seemed like a new person. On fire. Hungry. I really had given her permission. The reality of what that meant finally soaking in. I could see her mind stacking up the things she wanted to do with this freedom.

	 

	Trent came back to the table before I could say anything, as Peyton made her own trip to take care of business. “Let’s go before the wild woman gets me so tired I won’t be able to continue,” he said. “You coming?”

	 

	“Of course, but why don’t you have Peyton ride with you? I know the way. I’ll follow. She seems eager to get started.”

	 

	“That she does…” he chuckled. “What happened outside? She went out to find you and came back a different person.”

	 

	“I gave her permission to be the slut she wants to be. With you.”

	 

	“Just now? Thought you had settled that before we started?”

	 

	“No… we struggled to get everything in the open. Emotions interfered along the way. We’re good now. I told her she could do anything she wants, including have me leave, if that’s what she wanted. This weekend was her free space to thrive and enjoy herself with you.”

	 

	He shook his head, with a wry grin emerging. “Not interested in taking her from you. You see that, don’t you?”

	 

	“I do,” I nodded to him. “And I want you to know that you have the same permission I gave her. Don’t pay too much attention to me this weekend. Give her everything she wants. And take everything you want. I think the two are much the same.”

	 

	He was aggressively smiling and nodding, knowing this slut was hungry to be fucked. He was ready.

	 

	Peyton returned to the table. Her nipples were stiff, broadcasting her thoughts to both of us. Trent paid the tab, and we headed out.

	 

	Without asking, I walked to my car. Trent wrapped his arm around my wife, pulling her toward his truck. I forced myself not to look back at them.

	 

	By the time we hit the road, I could see my slut already on her knees in the front seat. Her face in his lap, body bobbing up and down. I smiled, seeing this through the rear window. She was indeed ready.

	 

	***

	 

	I waited in the parking lot outside his complex for another half hour to let them have some space to get started. I couldn’t help but chuckle when I entered his apartment. My wife was already naked, on her knees in the middle of the room.

	 

	Trent hid his own nakedness behind the door as I entered, whispering an apology for starting early. She wanted it.

	 

	‘Don’t do that again,’ I whispered back, with a soft grin. ‘Apologize like that. Do whatever you want. Whatever she wants. That’s why I stayed out there.’

	 

	He nodded, walking straight back to my naked wife on the floor. His entire body transformed in front of me. Her bull had been let loose as well.

	 

	Trent grabbed her hair, shoving his cock deep into her throat. She startled at first, an eye casting toward me, worried about my reaction. I nodded my approval.

	 

	Whatever bit of resistance that remained cracked apart as she surrendered to her desire for this man. I could see it in her shoulders, the way she opened wider as he viciously plunged back and forth. She had finally given herself permission to let go.

	 

	The next hour was a whirlwind of lust and climaxes. Eventually, he yanked her off the floor, pushing her front across the kitchen table, legs dangling off the side. I could see the moisture glistening across her labia just before he slammed himself inside. Her groan filled the room as she pushed back against him, wanting more.

	 

	After her first cry of release, moaning with the pleasure of his jackhammering into her, I settled back in a chair to watch. He came finally, after her second or third orgasm… I lost count…

	 

	Then he did something unexpected. While she was recovering on the table, her legs quivering over the side, he reached down, spreading her ass cheeks apart, giving me a clear view of the mess the two of them had made.

	 

	He smiled at me, before burying his face in her soaking mess of a pussy. His cum and her fluids were everywhere. Trent licked his cum out of her while slashing across her clit.

	 

	My wife came off the table, startled at the sudden intensity of the pleasure. An incredibly powerful orgasm took control, shaking her like a leaf in the wind, her cry of release almost a scream.

	 

	He looked over at me. “You should try this next time I cum. Look how she reacted to me. Imagine what you would cause?” I must have cringed at the thought of sucking on his cum. He just smiled.

	 

	Peyton was exhausted, still laying flat with her breasts planted on the table, whimpering at the memories of pleasure that intruded while Trent massaged her ass and legs.

	 

	He winked at me, giving her a sudden sharp slap to the rear. She jerked in surprise. What followed was rain of hard strikes. She had never been spanked as a child, and I had certainly never done it.

	 

	The shock was her reaction. Her head sank back to the tabletop. Hands coming to the edge, gripping it tightly, as she pushed back, wanting more. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

	 

	By the time he stopped, her ass was a mass of pink with a few handprints still clearly visible. She shuddered, that fierce grip on the table releasing in a loud moan. Whatever he did, it opened something in her I had never seen before. Her pussy visibly throbbed.

	 

	She turned her head to me. I almost stepped back at the look. HUNGER… Something had happened inside while he spanked her. That inner slut I knew was there had finally taken control. She wanted much more!

	 

	He used his hand to guide me closer. My hand went straight for her sex, teasing her as she trembled on the table. “I think it’s time for our slut to get what she wants, don’t you?” I said to the room.

	 

	Peyton only responded with whimpers as Trent pulled her into his massive arms, carrying her down the hall to the bedroom. I followed quickly, removing my clothes as I went.

	 

	Oh yes, I thought to myself. She was ready for a serious fucking.

	 

	 


Chapter 4: She Went with Us to Her Bull’s Apartment, Ready to Learn What Free Use Meant
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	It was the look on her face that shocked me as she cuddled into Trent’s massive chest. I could see her eyes out his side, staring at me while I followed them into the bedroom. He was carrying her there after she already had a serious humping on the kitchen table.

	 

	I almost stepped back. HUNGER was written there! That spanking he gave opened something up inside. The inner slut I had suspected was there had finally taken control. She wanted much more!

	 

	Trent had already prepared the room, with soft lighting, slow music, and bedclothes pulled aside. My eyes snapped to the bottle of lube on the nightstand. That was for me! Her bull had promised to share her with me while they went at it.

	 

	My wife had always loved a finger in her rear when she was on top. It added to the climax, she told me many times. Though we had never gone all the way to full anal. Today, Trent intended to make good on his promise to me… and to her.

	 

	He laid her on the bed. She quivered there, her eyes going back and forth between her two men. Trent laughed. “We gonna fuck you till you can barely walk… using every hole. Is that what you want?”

	 

	She trembled on the bed, her eyes filled with the need. “Yes… please… I want that very much… Take me anyway you desire.”

	 

	Peyton said that to him, but she kept her eyes locked on me. A wild stare of open lust. It was as if we were having a telepathic moment. Her eyes implored me… is this what you wanted? Mine replied with a nod, Yes!

	 

	With that confirmation, she opened her arms to her lover. That’s all he needed. He flew across the room, slamming into her on the bed. Her initial gasp, then moaning, told me all I needed. Her legs came up, unable to reach around his large body.

	 

	He was holding himself off her. Because of his weight, I assumed. Her hands gripped his bulging arms, straining at keeping his body in the air.

	 

	The harder he pushed into her, the more she groaned. Finally, she didn’t care about breathing, needed him against her. She reached up, pulling his head down to kiss her. The pace of his thrusting slowed as the tender bull of the dance floor returned.

	 

	I might as well have left the room, as they made love. They were orbiting in their own world. He suckled her breasts gently, stroked her hair as his hips alternated between harsh and mellow. Her arms matched her legs, pulling him in tighter. Murmurs of pleasure filled the space between us.

	 

	All the worry from the club melted away as my heart soared! This was just what I wanted for her. The pleasure… giving herself over to her bull… letting go…

	 

	I scooted a side chair over from the wall, positioning right between his legs, so I could get a close look at his violating her needy cunt. The way the lips pulled outward as he pulled back for another lunge seemed to be her body protesting his departure.

	 

	My cock throbbed with arousal. I stroked my shaft, quickly gaining a rhythm with his thrusts, as if my hand was the one giving her the pleasure.

	 

	A scream rose from the bed as she came hard, shuddering against her partner. I saw his hips shudder as he came shortly after, holding still while he pumped load after load into my wife.

	 

	He rolled off to her side, cuddling close. Those jealous feelings returned with a vengeance as I stared at these two lovers basking in the glow of their coupling.

	 

	She lifted her head to look at me. I winked my approval. That was all she needed. My wife turned her attention back to her lover. Gentle touching led to more stroking, and they were back to kissing.

	 

	They needed some space, I thought, hoping they wouldn’t take my departure as something negative. I moved the chair out of the way, walking back to the kitchen. Their grunting and moaning trailed me down the hall.

	 

	I opened a bunch of cabinets before finding a fifth of Chivas Regal. But only paper cups. Oh well… I sat on the sofa in the living room, taking a swig. Leaning back, eyes closed, my mind painted a picture to match moans and grunts. Soon, I was rock hard again.

	 

	At that moment, I wondered if there was something wrong with me. Allowing my wife to hump that chiseled man… and enjoying it? Gotta be a screw loose up there somewhere. I no longer cared. I felt nothing but joy. For her, for him, for me. I knew when we returned home on Sunday, she would be all over me for most of the week. That’s what happened after her first run last weekend.

	 

	Drowsiness took me. The combination of beers at the club, the intense emotions and watching them earlier finally took its toll. I reached over for a throw he had over the top of the sofa, laying down to rest my head, and was gone moments later, still listening to the sounds of my wife getting what she needed.

	 

	***

	 

	“Hey there. Want to join us for a bite to eat?”

	 

	I came out of the sleep to see the eyes of my wife, her hand stroking my face. She had on the sheer gown we had brought with us. I glanced around the room. Trent was on the phone, calling for food delivery, dressed in t-shirt and gym shorts.

	 

	“I see you discovered my Chivas. Never tried it before. A little surprised. Balanced taste with hints of caramel. Pretty good for a blend.”

	 

	Our big friend was clearly a whiskey snob. He brought over a re-filled paper cup, handed it to me after I sat up. My wife sat right next to me, cuddling… oddly, like she and I had been the ones doing the deed.

	 

	We all chatted for a while. Trent updated us on the bridge progress, informing us the next weekend would be his last in town. Peyton gasped, not expecting it so soon. We sat in silence until the phone rang. The food was here.

	 

	As Trent went down to get it, Peyton pulled my face to hers.

	 

	“You still good?” She asked.

	 

	“Better than good. Hope you enjoyed yourself.”

	 

	“Thanks for giving me this. Letting me go the way you did. I felt comfortable with him for the first time. He really is an excellent lover.”

	 

	“You seemed to enjoy him,” I chuckled.

	 

	“I did, but I also missed you. Not going to join in?”

	 

	“I will… but not tonight. I think you need some alone time. Enjoy it. He’s only here for another week.”

	 

	She gave me another of those quizzical looks, like she couldn’t believe I was saying these things, then nodded acceptance.

	 

	I was still naked. Needed to get my clothes. I wrapped the throw around me, heading back to the suitcase we brought with us, returning in my own version of a t-shirt and gym shorts. By this time, they had the food set on the table. From a local Chinese place.

	 

	It tasted great, and the conversation flowed easily. She sat between us, but increasingly her attention was on Trent, not me. I saw movement under the table as her leg stretched to caress his cock through his shorts. She was ready for another round.

	 

	When she got up, walking out of the room, Trent turned toward me. “She said you didn’t want to play tonight. I hope it wasn’t anything I did.”

	 

	I chuckled at his words. “Well, kind of… but all good. You gave her all the pleasure she wanted. I think she needs some more of that. My presence just complicates things. I’m okay with it. I told you that. I’ll get plenty tomorrow. I think we should finish Saturday with total debauchery. I’ll be totally involved, fucking her ass while you do the rest. She’ll like that, I think.”

	 

	Trent didn’t know how to respond to that, just nodded. “Okay… your call. Just want you to know, you are free to join at any time.”

	 

	“I will. But tonight. Fuck her as long and hard as she wants. Give her everything you can.”

	 

	He smiled, getting up from the table. Peyton never returned. Halfway down the hall, Trent grabbed her in his arms, carrying her back to the bedroom. Happily, they left the door open so I could listen. Truth is, I would have been happy even if they hadn’t.

	 

	I tried to watch some TV while they went at it, though I didn’t last much longer, falling asleep on the sofa. Periodically during the night, I would wake with a startle as a loud groan filled the small apartment. My wife was getting everything I wanted her to have. I slept like a baby.

	 

	***

	 

	The sun came through the curtains, bringing me out of my slumber. It was already 9 o’clock. I walked back to look at the lovebirds. They were sleeping, cuddling close under the covers. I wondered how much sleep they actually got!

	 

	Putting on a pot of coffee, I pulled out my phone to check emails. The last time I woke to sounds, it was 3 in the morning. They might be awhile.

	 

	Around 10:30, I heard a sound from the room. And not of them being active. They were up and about. I walked back to find my wife brushing her teeth & combing her hair, a morning routine I had witnessed hundreds of times. She smiled as I came into the room. Trent brushed by me on the way to get some coffee.

	 

	Peyton and I said nothing, even though unspoken thoughts seemed to flow between us. The odd part was how good I felt. No awkwardness or hesitance. She clearly felt the same. She had gotten what I wanted her to have, and we were both comfortable with that.

	 

	Trent came back into the room, a smile on his face. He held his hand out to rest on Peyton’s arm, but did not look at her. Instead, looking at me. “I would like to make a suggestion… a suggestion to your wife. Is that okay with you?” I nodded yes.

	 

	He then turned his attention to Peyton, his hands now holding hers, as if he were about ready to ‘pop the question.’ “You willing to hear my idea?” She nodded yes as well. “Here it is. I want you to agree to do whatever we want the rest of the day. You are free to make suggestions if you like, of course, but only when you feel genuine need. Otherwise, I want you to service us… so to speak. We will tell you what we want, and you do it. And nothing else. Does that work for you?”

	 

	Her face flushed a deep pink. I could almost see the oozing moisture out of her sex down below. The new twist seemed to amplify those feelings. Yes, she nodded, “I would love that.”

	 

	“Then we’re agreed.”

	 

	All afternoon, Peyton was our sex slave. As promised, I joined in enthusiastically. I got as much as Trent did. We had her crawling around to suck on us, resting across the back of the sofa while we plowed into her as long as we wanted.

	 

	I even tried to eat her pussy after both of us had cum inside her. Ooh, not sure I was going to like that for a full-time thing, but the way it sent her up the orgasm pole was certainly something to consider for the future. She came repeatedly all day long.

	 

	By early evening, we ran out for a quick something to eat. When we returned, Trent pulled me aside. “You ready? Going to give it to her hard all evening. Much more than we have done so far. You still good with that?”

	 

	“Going to hit her or something?” I asked, now a little nervous, remembering his spanks of last night.

	 

	“The goal is not pain for this. It is submission. We want her to give herself completely to us. You’ll see. The orgasms will grow so intense she might pass out. A fun thing to watch.”

	 

	“I’ll go along. You haven’t steered us off course yet.”

	 

	***

	 

	Moments later, we took turns in the shower. She scrubbed us both, on her knees, paying especially close attention to our cock and balls. When we were done, we all crowded into the small shower, with Trent and I scrubbing our slave.

	 

	Trapped between us, our hands did whatever we wanted. Peyton got more aroused with each touch. My hands found her sex and clit while Trent pulled and pinched her nipples. She came so hard we had to hold her up.

	 

	I’ll say this about Trent. He knew how to work my wife into a frenzy. By the time we got her back to the bed, she was fairly panting for a good fucking.

	 

	He sat her on the edge of the bed, coming up behind her. He traced the edge of her body with light streaming fingers… across her shoulders… down her sides. I could feel the shiver of anticipation now roiling inside.

	 

	Trent enjoyed her reaction, though I could tell this was only a warm-up. His hardness betrayed only a calculating mind ready to spring, as he pulled her onto her back.

	 

	He moved up onto the bed, his hands walking up her body, briefly holding, fondling her breasts, before he swiped the tip of his cock across her mound, moistening himself with her flowing juices, and drove himself into her throbbing sex. Peyton literally came off the bed.

	 

	He drove into her, vicious stabs of lust. The power made me cringe, thinking it would hurt, but she only moaned louder, wrapping her legs around his hips, pulling him in tighter. Peyton was simply on fire with the pleasure, mewling with each thrust. Her hips bucked up against him, her hands digging into his back for more, more.

	 

	I didn’t want to wait any longer. Scrambling on the bed, I tapped Trent. He helped me pull her off the bed, flipping her on her knees. I pulled her hips high while pushing her face back down to the bed. This left her throbbing sex fully exposed.

	 

	I thought of trying to replicate Trent’s vicious entry, but knew I didn’t have it in me. I moved above her, swiped myself across her lips, then slowly entered, pushing deeper. I moved around to get my position right, then moved for real. Here I could do most of Trent’s damage, pounding into her.

	 

	After her first orgasm, I started slapping her ass cheeks with each thrust. She liked it when Trent had spanked her earlier. She REALLY liked it now, crying out with each slap, pushing her ass back at me. She came once more. This was so fucking hot I didn’t even know what to do next, just kept slamming into her.

	 

	Trent tapped me on the shoulder. “It’s time,” he said. I wasn’t sure what he meant, but he pulled me out of the way, lying next to her on his back. He whispered in her ear, telling her to impale herself on his cock.

	 

	Then he nodded to me. Oh shit, this is it. He wants me to take her ass!

	 

	Peyton must have thought the same thing as I reached to the nightstand, pulling over the bottle of lube. I lathered my cock. Her moan grew louder, Trent pulling her down on his chest, spreading her ass cheeks open.

	 

	“You want him to take you, don’t you, my slut? Your husband to fuck your ass while you give yourself to us?”

	 

	She whimpered in his grasp, feeling the cold of the lube touch her rear bud. My wife had given in to us completely. “Please…” she said. “Do it… I want to feel you both inside me.”

	 

	I moved one lubed finger slowly inside, allowing her to adjust around it. A second followed, with a third shortly after. I was moving all three fingers in and out, plunging to get her ready.

	 

	Peyton was panting now. Whatever nervousness she felt at first now replaced by the sensations of a cock in one hole and my fingers in the other. I stopped plunging abruptly, positioned myself at her rear bud, then pushed inside.

	 

	Peyton grunted with the stretch, gasping out loud, gripping her hands around Trent for support. But I did not stop, pushing relentlessly inward. Suddenly, I could feel my partner through that thin barrier separating her two openings. I moved slowly at first, with increasing power as she stretched to accommodate me. Soon, we developed an alternating rhythm of pushing in and pulling out, trying to coordinate plunges.

	 

	She collapsed on Trent’s chest. Once I was fully inside, he pulled her lips to his and they started kissing like the lovers they had become. Soon, even that was impossible, as our alternating invasions drove her higher than she had ever gone before.

	 

	Her orgasms started coming and would not stop. It felt like one continuous run, her gasps of the power betraying the surge before I felt her clasp my cock with each release. It wouldn’t stop as the waves crashed through her, like a tropical storm through a grass hut, unable to stop the wind.

	 

	I could not take much more. Nodding to Trent so he knew what was coming, I grabbed her hips, offering an epic blast of cum, deep into her rear canal. Trent did not cum, but moved with the action. She trembled with the power of her own release that followed mine, shuddering on top of him.

	 

	As I pulled out, he rolled Peyton onto the bed. Her breathing came short and harsh. I ran into the bathroom to scrub anything extra she had left behind on my shaft, then returned to the bed. He moved Peyton onto her stomach, positioned his legs on either side of her hips, driving himself back into her sex from a full sitting position. Peyton moved with him but was too far gone for vigorous movement. Trent did not seem to mind as he pushed himself into her depths.

	 

	Then, he surprised us all. He started talking as he slowly moved himself back and forth inside her.

	 

	“That was fun, right?” he asked us both. Peyton did not answer, just gave a deeply satisfied whimper as he continued his torment below.

	 

	Her moans started instantly. The orgasm, when it eventually came, was a wonder to behold, a firestorm of intensity that shook her very core. The build-up was slower than before. It clearly needed a runway to gain momentum after all her climaxes. But when it did, she roared with the power; her scream startling me with its depth. Her whole body shook as he drove into her.

	 

	We all collapsed on the bed after that, our arms draping each other. Trent reached over to the side, pulling up a blanket to spread across us. I got up for a washcloth to wipe her now cum-covered body. We were all asleep in minutes. Peyton had moved herself to cuddle with me, like we always did at night. Trent just laid there, soon snoring with exhaustion.

	 

	***

	 

	We spent all of Sunday with our slut in whatever sexual torment we could devise. Trent was much more inventive than me. At one point, he moved the kitchen table closer to the cabinet. He draped her across the table with her head on the cabinet, leaving just enough of a gap so her breasts hung free between the two.

	 

	Once in position, he told me to get on the floor and do whatever I wanted to her breasts. Be rough, he suggested. She really likes that.

	 

	Trent moved to the back, slamming into her as I did all the pulling, pinching, slapping I could think of, exactly the way she had described her treatment on their first session together. Shit… she loved this! She screamed her releases as we went at her for a long stretch.

	 

	We even repeated our double penetration another time. She seemed to like it better the second time, taking part in our movements more actively.

	 

	But all good things must end. We had to go home. There were kisses and tears, yet we knew this was the inevitable end to what we had agreed.

	 

	***

	 

	The rest of that week, Peyton was insatiable. Nearly every night we were fucking. We had turned a switch on for my slut. She needed more and more.

	 

	Friday, when she returned from work, I greeted her at the door with a suitcase already packed. Walking her back to her car, I helped her back into the driver’s seat. Puzzlement still filled her as I placed the suitcase in the back.

	 

	“I told the kids you were going back for a college reunion. Be gone the rest of the weekend. A certain someone is leaving Sunday night. He is feeling lonely and looking for some company his last weekend in town. I told him I thought I might know someone willing to ease his loneliness. Do you know anyone?”

	 

	She opened her mouth, but no words would come out.

	 

	“No need to say anything. Just get over there and be his for the last weekend. With my complete blessing.”

	 

	“Thank you, my love. I don’t know what I can ever do to repay you for all this freedom you have given me.”

	 

	I smiled at her as I tapped the car for her departure. “Oh, I think I can come up with something.”

	 

	She grinned, nodding she understood. Pulling out of the driveway, she waved at her cuckold, who was eager for her to get the cock she wanted.

	 

	Our life as Hotwife and cuckold had officially begun.

	 

	THE END
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