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Chapter 1



“Come on, Hon, I gotta go. Muster’s at 0800.” I was standing at the front door, waiting for my driver to pick me up. My ship sailed today for its next six-month deployment.

Angela came running down the stairs, wearing nothing but what God gave her! She dropped to her knees in front of me, grabbing at my uniform slacks. Her luscious tits bounced as she came down the stairs. Oh, I was going to miss those…

“What’s this?” I chuckled, looking at her in surprise. I had my full-dress whites on with shoes spit polished for the first day back on board, cover in hand. Didn’t want to show up in a wrinkled or stained uniform, so I pushed her away briefly. I needed to get my slacks off.

She smiled, looking up at me, yanking my underwear off as soon as I returned. Her mouth found what she wanted.

“You looked like you needed a proper send-off, something to think about while you were gone,” she giggled. “What kind of sailor’s wife would I be without giving her man a bon voyage?”

Her mouth found my already stiffening shaft.

“A proper send off, huh? Maybe his slut just needs to get one last poke before he goes.”

“She does… she does…” my wife smiled, staring up at me as she licked my shaft to life.

My hand gripped her hair on the back of her head, shining in all its auburn glory, forcing my shaft down her throat. She loved it when I controlled her like this. She’d begged me to do it ever since we started dating when I was at the Academy and she was at the University of Maryland. Angela loves to suck cock, and I love those lips wrapped around me.

One of her unique desires is that she really enjoys the feeling of being ‘forced’ to do it. It gets her boiling for step two, she had told me many times. ‘Forcing’ myself down her throat seemed a smile price to pay, am I right? I just hoped I still had some gas in the tank. We had done it three times last night as a last go before my heading overseas.

We went to bed in the early evening. Let’s just say we didn’t get much sleep.

By the time she had me fully down her throat, sucking with obvious enthusiasm, I was slamming my meat down her throat, using her hair for leverage. Her moans drove me wild with need; all ‘gas shortages’ long forgotten.

Not sure whether she learned this from a past boyfriend or it came naturally, but my wife could take a serious cock all the way down. Not that I’m some kind of porn star sized, but I was a good 7-8 inches and relatively wide. She never struggled to handle my fully erect shaft.

I yanked her off her knees, pushing her face into the hallway chair, her ass pointing upward toward me. She reached around, spreading her ass cheeks. Surprisingly, her opening looked wide, like someone had already been in there. Of course, I had been there last night!

“Fuck me, Berk… I am going to miss you so much. I need you to fuck me!”

Her wish to my loins! I slammed myself home. Lube would not be a problem. I pounded into her.

“This pussy belongs to me, and to no one else,” I barked at her as I gave her everything I had.

“Yes… yes… all yours…”

“And your cock enters only me,” she whimpered, in between thrusts.

“Always… always.”

It didn’t take long for my beloved to find that peak she sought. Angela shivered as her knees wobbled, the release visibly sweeping through her body. I grabbed onto her hips for support since mine wasn’t far behind.

She groaned loudly as my seed found a home in her warm sheath. Loud grunts filled the entryway.

“Oh god, I love feeling you cum in me,” she cried out.

As I steadied, trying to get some breath back, she pulled off me, ran into the hall bath, grabbing a tissue to catch my offering before it dripped down her leg.

While she sopped up our mess, she leaned down, licking my shaft clean of both our juices. My wife definitely had a nasty side!

“What brought that up?” I laughed, trying to find my slacks again. The driver was going to be here any minute. “You seemed ready for me.”

“I was lying in bed, getting myself all excited with Big Red.” So that’s why she was so open. Her pink dildo… Who names their dildos? She sheepishly reached down to pick up a pair of panties she had thrown on the side when she ran down the stairs. “I wanted to give you a soaked going away present,” she said.

“I decided… why not take advantage of the real thing while you are still here?” she laughed.

I took the pair in my hand, making a show of taking a deep sniff of her essence. It wasn’t much of a show. The smell was glorious, reminding me of the fun I had sampling that essence with my tongue just last night.

We always made love frequently the last week before a deployment. But the morning of departure, in the hallway as I walked out the door? This was a first.

Her arms flew around my neck as she pressed her lips against mine. “Don’t forget me, Berk. You know what they say about horny sailors in port…” she grinned at me, stuffing the panties in a plastic bag she grabbed from the kitchen.

I shook my head. That was her standard line every time I left. And I always gave her my standard response. “Not a chance of that. You know that. I’m a one-woman man. Always have been… always will be.”

My muscular arms lifted her off the ground, spinning as her laughter filled my heart with joy. Her head nodding at my words made me even happier. She knew it was true.

Angela and I got married the summer after I graduated from the Naval Academy… shit… was that already 8 years ago? I had never cheated on her. Never will. And I had absolute faith that she had been true in exactly the same way, despite the long separations.
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These stretches away from family were the worst thing about being in the US Navy, for officers and crew alike. Everyone knew it. Some of the single guys didn’t seem to mind, but the married ones ALL did.

I came out of the Academy with five close friends. Only four were still in the service. Unfortunately, two of them had married and divorced already. Their wives simply couldn’t stand the constant time apart. Another had stayed with his wife, despite her confession of an affair while he was on his last deployment. He had requested a transfer to a land billet to patch things up. I sure hoped they could work it out. The last had quit after his five-year commitment. His wife had essentially given him a choice between the Navy and her. He chose her.

Angela wasn’t like that. She claimed it wasn’t a problem. Her career at the bank and large circle of friends seemed enough to hold her through the loneliness. She also kept busy with the Navy Wives Club and her favorite kid’s charity in town.

She has told me often of her pride at my serving our country, supporting my choice to make the Navy a career.

That’s not to say the separations didn’t challenge her resolve. My wife had… how do I say it? She has NEEDS! She loves sex in all its forms. Always had. We spent half of our limited connection time while I was on the ship talking about sex… specifically, discussing what she wanted to do to me when I got home!

Funny, you might think she’d worry about me being in a volatile region where tensions had picked up in the last year. The threat of violence. But no…

As I stuffed the panty-filled plastic bag in my case, I smiled at her. My wife always had a fun sense of humor. She knew I wouldn’t bring them back, just wanted to leave a little reminder. I chuckled to myself, wondering what our cleaning crew would think when they found them in my trash.

A honk came from the driveway. The Seaman was here to take me to the Naval Station Mayport, often referred to as the ‘Jacksonville Naval Base.’ I stuck my head out, waving to the driver. He came up to the front door.

“Good morning, Commander Evans,” the Seaman said.

“Please take the bag, Jeffrey. I’ll be out in a minute.”

“Aye, aye, Commander,” he said, taking the bag toward the car. His startled look made me look backward. Angela was still standing there. Still naked. The seaman definitely got a real eyeful. I turned my attention back to Angela.

“Angela? Come on…”

She just smiled. “Take care,” she said, with a little tear in her eye, and a wicked grin that caught my heart. “Be careful, okay?”

“I will. You, too. We’ll do a video call once we are out at sea,” I said. “Remember, we’ve finished installing the long-awaited Wi-Fi system on board. Should be able to make video calls from the ship. It’ll be fun. Maybe I can watch you make use of Big Red this time.”

“I’d like that, but it’s no substitute for you inside me, my love. I’ll miss you.”

“Me, too,” I said, kissing her one last time. “Now, I need to go. I’ll keep you posted.”
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“Well, Jeffrey, ready to sail?” I said, getting in the back seat.

He smiled at me in the rearview mirror. Any embarrassment about seeing my wife naked was clearly gone. “Yes, sir. So exciting. The Chief said we were heading toward the eastern Med. I want to visit Istanbul.”

I chuckled. “Looks like you’ll get your chance. Captain Deffa says NATO wants a show of strength in that area.”

“Sir, can I ask a question?”

“Of course. What’s up?”

“Is it true they’ve installed Wi-Fi on the Barry, sir? My Chief was telling me it got installed during our dock time.”

“Yes, it’s true. SpaceX and the Navy have an experimental program. We are lucky to be one of the five Navy ships to take part in the program. You will have access to their Starlink global broadband system anywhere we go. All crew members will get tablets to access email and videos… when you’re off duty, of course.” I chuckled.

“Of course, Commander. That’s exciting, isn’t it? Should shrink the distance from home, right?”

“It will certainly help.” Thoughts of Angela still filled me. “You have a friend you’re going to miss?”

“Nah,” Jeffrey said. “Had a girlfriend back home, but she went off to college, met some geek. Hey, what can you do?”

“Nothing,” I smiled. “Gotta move on.”

Jeffrey smiled, shaking his head. “It’d be hard for me to move on from Mrs. Evans, sir, if you don’t mind my saying so. She is a handsome lady.”

“Thank you, Jeffrey. Though it might be best to keep those thoughts to yourself in the future. Not proper. You shouldn’t have seen what you did. Understand?”

“Yes, sir. Sorry, sir. Meant nothing by it, sir.” His eyes darted away from the rear-view mirror.

Luckily, the base entrance came at that awkward moment. I settled back in my seat, showing my ID and Jeffrey drove on in silence. He was a good kid, but needed to learn to control his mouth a little better.

He was right, though. My wife was hard to leave. The prettiest on the base; everyone said so. With her perky nose, sparkling green eyes, mid-back auburn hair, and voluptuous hips… She was, indeed, hard to leave.

The rest of the way to the USS Barry was in silence, thankfully. All I could think about was Angela… and Jeffrey’s thoughtless comment. He’s right. I knew it. Leaving her by herself for months on end… as sexual as she was… If that’s not a recipe for disaster, what is?

If I needed any proof of that, my wife gave it just this morning. Angela wanted to hump almost every minute of my last week home. At 29 years old, she was feeling the need, and she talked about her ‘biological clock ticking’ constantly. Shit, sounds like some kind of bomb!

And for me, it just might be. The incidence of Navy divorce goes up sharply when there is a child involved. The burden of being a single mother with a part-time dad becomes overwhelming. I have seen too many divorces with my own eyes to not believe it is a risk.

For now, the worry is mainly her sex drive. She’s got a strong one. How many more extended deployments can she handle before she either leaves or seeks occasional company elsewhere? Angela claims she won’t… and I believe her… for now, at least.

If there’s one thing I have learned in my Navy days, it’s that reality always trumps what you WISH were true. When an enemy is chasing you with weapons hot, you must be prepared for the real world.

This past week, she had spent what seemed like hours going on and on about this mythical biological clock. What made that surprising was that I never resisted the idea of having kids. In fact, I quite encouraged it.

Then why was she on me about wanting to get started? All this did was increase my concern about her needs. Stressing babies seemed a proxy for making it. What else could it be? She could stop taking the pill whenever she wanted.

Still, as I watched the rows of ships along the docks, the worry grew. Why now? Why is this becoming so important lately? I had been on the Barry for two years, ever since they promoted me to Lieutenant Commander and head of the Communications Division on the ship. Before that, I was head of First Division on a destroyer out of Norfolk. Time away had always been a ‘thing’ we dealt with as a couple.

Lately, it seemed closer to a life question. Would we have a life together if we didn’t address this need she had? I wasn’t sure.

The challenge was my career. If I wanted to command a ship of my own, I needed to stay on the water. A land billet would not get me there. Keeping my Navy ambitions alive while maintaining a relationship with the woman I love looked more difficult every year.

A choice was coming. And I certainly would not like the alternatives. There was no question Angela had to be the most important consideration. If she needed me to get out because of the separations, I would do it. There was always Training Command, or Systems Procurement at the Pentagon. Neither were attractive as career steps, though viable options.

But for now, duty called. Jeffrey pulled up at the gangway to my ship. The USS Barry (CG-99) was a guided-missile cruiser. The fifth ship in Navy history to bear the name of the ‘father of the US Navy,’ John Barry. Our complement of 330 officers and crew had become an important part of the modern US Navy. Should they be needed, our critical armaments - including cruise missiles, drones, and tomahawks - would be the first point of attack.

I shook my head, trying to get my head away from all the worries. I pulled my bag out of the car, waving Jeffrey a thank you. The gangway to the USS Barry stood in front of me.

“Welcome aboard, Commander,” the 1st Class of the Watch said, saluting smartly.

Thoughts of Angela and her needs had to wait. My job had its own need for a clear, focused mind.

“Thanks, Terry,” I said to her, saluting back.

Sebastian Turner whistled down from the Bridge. I waved up. He was my No. 2 in the Communications Division. I couldn’t run the Division without him. He had joined the Navy after getting his computer science major from Boston University. There was no chance of his making it a career like me. He was too much a ‘loose spirit,’ constantly braying against the bureaucracy and rigidity of the Navy.

Even so, he had become a close friend and colleague. We had shared a cabin ever since we both reported to the Barry two years ago. He must be checking the equipment, getting ready for departure. I better get up there myself. There will be time to think about this life stuff later.


Chapter 2



The first week out at sea is always the busiest. The teams needed to get back into the groove of working together. Every sailor knows the Navy mantra: ‘There’s the right way, the wrong way, and the Navy way! We do it the Navy way!’ We had to update all our procedures and evaluate the systems to ensure they were ready when needed. Luckily, Sebastian was an experienced hand now. He knew what to do. Our combined efforts and the excellent crew on our team made sure everything was ready for action.

Though it made for some long days. Each night, we would collapse in our cabin, bushed from the constant work. Ships operate 24 hours a day, so Sebastian and I would switch off being ‘on duty’ for routine requests.

This trip, we had another system issue to deal with. Getting the crew connected to the new Wi-Fi system. My staff had already been through all the training, but with 330 personnel on board, we still had lots of work to do. By the time we got tablets distributed to the crew, sign-ons completed, and everyone trained, we were already halfway across the Atlantic.

The new Starlink program allowed the crew to have connectivity much as they did at home. For the first time, personal emails, video calls and text messages to loved ones were available no matter where we went in the world. It even allowed us to offer a full-range of TV programming for off-duty crew. The distance from home never seemed shorter.

I had never seen the crew this enthusiastic about a new system onboard. It was hard walking down a passage without someone thanking us for making it possible. We appreciated the kind words, of course, though it was the Navy that had decided to include us in the experimental program.

Okay, maybe a little responsible. I had submitted the Barry to be included in the program. The Captain and I lobbied hard with Procurement at the Pentagon because we knew our scheduled deployment was coming soon.

Thankfully, the tech worked just as advertised. So well, Captain Deffa had to put out a warning to all hands that this was for off-duty use only. Several crewmembers were caught paying attention to their tablets and not their duty stations. Orders quickly followed, banning tablets while on duty.

We had discussed this at the officer’s meeting the night before, knowing this outcome was likely. Young people today are so used to a phone in their hand that it seemed natural to make that tablet a substitute for the phone. But on a warship, lack of attention to the task at hand could have catastrophic results. Everyone just needed a reminder. They accepted the new restriction, no matter how grudgingly, because they knew where we were sailing.
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As soon as we got away from land, I returned to my habit of visiting the ‘stern’ of the ship every night. This is the back-end of the ship for those of you not accustomed to nautical-speak. The front is called the ‘bow.’

Watching the glistening stars. Listening to the soothing sounds of the ship moving through the water, the white wake trailing behind. Feeling the cool breeze blow across my face. It seemed the perfect ending to every day at sea. I did it nearly every night the weather permitted.

And I wasn’t alone. Many of us stood back there, chatting about the day. It seemed soothing somehow, especially after a long day of work. In these casual settings at sea, rank had little meaning. We would laugh and joke, enjoying the fellowship of the sea. We had calm weather this crossing allowing us to enjoy the crystal-clear skies and soft water nearly every night. The site of the Carrier Battle Group crossing in our formation never ceased to impress me.

Thankfully, this new connectivity helped with my uncertain feelings about Angela. It allowed me to talk to my wife almost every night. I gave her plenty of views of the churning white wake and the surrounding blackness of the ocean. Mesmerizing… I had never been able to show it to her live before.

Making this connection would be harder as we got further away. The eastern Mediterranean was seven time zones ahead of Jacksonville. Our evening calls would not be as convenient. She’d still be at work in my evening hours. Still, as long as we could, I loved making the connection.

As we approached Gibraltar at the entrance to the Med, Angela surprised me. I had taken my tablet out on the stern to send her a video of the water. She answered my call in a sheer piece of nothing that made me put the tablet to my chest, making sure no one else could see what she wasn’t wearing. I took a close glimpse. She leaned close to her laptop, edging the top down, teasing me with one breast.

“I thought you might be interested in watching me give Big Red a workout,” she giggled on the screen, placing the top back in place. “Maybe you could do your thing at the same time.”

“I’d love that, babe. Let me get back to my cabin. I’ll call right back as soon as I’m there.”

“Don’t take too much time, I hear Big Red calling to me…”

I cut the connection, scurrying down the passageway toward my cabin. Smiles from sailors as I hurried past told me they must have known what I was doing, even heard part of the conversation. Or maybe they had done the same thing for themselves. Crew did not have private cabins like officers. Privacy must be a challenge for their own version of this.

Unfortunately, when I opened the door, Sebastian was sitting there, watching a movie on his tablet. I sent her a text. ‘Sorry, babe. Sebastian’s in our room. Schedule another time?’ She sent back a pouty-face emoji. Followed by ‘Your loss.’ No kidding! I really wanted to watch that!

I slumped in my chair, staring at the now blank screen.

“What’s up with you, Berk? Seem kind of depressed.” Sebastian put the movie on pause, staring at me.

I told him what happened out on the stern, amongst the other crew members.

He burst out laughing. “Why didn’t you let them watch? They would have enjoyed that… made you the talk of the crew.”

I laughed at his obvious joke. THAT was not gonna happen. Not ever! I slumped against my desk. He could tell something was on my mind.

“Come on. Out with it. We’ve got six months in here together. I don’t want you moping the whole time. Out with it.” He was talking to me, but his swiping on the screen told me he was on social media at the same time. The guy’s restless mind could never slow down.

“It’s just… Remember when Derek left the Navy because his wife couldn’t take the separations anymore?” He nodded. It was only four months ago. How could he forget? “I’m beginning to wonder about Angela.”

“Has she said something?” he asked, now paying attention. He sat the tablet down.

“No… nothing specific. But that lady has NEEDS!”

My face heated abruptly as I imagined what he must be thinking, immediately regretting what I said to my friend. We had talked a lot over our years on board, but not about sex with our wives. That just seemed too much…

“Why do you think that’s a problem now?” he asked. “Never seemed a problem before?”

“I know, it’s probably all me… a growing insecurity. She’s never said a thing. It’s just…”

“Berk, we’ve been friends for a while now. You can trust me. I won’t tell anyone what’s going on.”

I took a deep breath, knowing he was right. If I could choose to tell anyone, it would be him.

“I love my wife more than I can say. And these periods of separation from her hurt me every time we go out. It even made me wonder whether I wanted to continue being in the service.”

Now it was Sebastian’s turn to gasp. I had made it clear to everyone I was a ‘lifer,’ loved being in the Navy, and planned on making a career of it.

I barreled on. “She loves sex, Sebastian. The week before I leave is almost a marathon. Knowing we won’t be able to touch, she seems desperate for contact. I can’t help but wonder how long it will be before those needs force her to do something about it.”

“You think she would cheat on you?” Sebastian said, with surprise on his face.

“No… not that. It’s just…”

“Let me put that thought to rest right now,” he interrupted. “She never gave me that impression.”

“That’s what they all say, up to the minute they are heading out the door,” I commiserate. I knew I was being too harsh. Angela had never given me even the slightest concern she would do that. Still…

“That woman is not a cheater. No,” Sebastian said with absolute certainty. “That’s not the issue. I’ve known a lot of cheaters in my life, even had a few cheat on me. That’s not her thing. And Chloe would agree with that. She’s asked her to go out for drinks to a local bar many times. Angela always turns her down, even though they have lunch regularly. Angela doesn’t want to be seen doing… well, she’s made it clear to Chloe many times that even the hint of the possibility is out of the question.”

“I know… I know… it’s all me. I just wish I could be in both places at once.”

“Maybe you can be,” Sebastian said, looking at me with a grin I had never seen before.
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Sebastian stood up and pushed the door to our cabin, ensuring its seal.

“We’ve never really talked about this stuff before,” he started. “Maybe it’s time.”

“Time for what?”

“Umm… I want you to promise me this will never go outside this cabin. Just between the two of us on this ship.”

“Jesus, Sebastian, did you really have to say that?” This was genuine outrage. I had never given him a reason to think he couldn’t trust me.

“I know… It’s just… what I’m about to say is different.”

That got my attention. Different from what?

“Chloe and I… we have a little secret. An arrangement, some might call it.” He paused for a long moment, staring at the floor. I could see his head spinning with what he should say. “My wife doesn’t go… without. I’m just not in the room when she has sex.”

I stared at him. “Does that mean what I think it does?” He simply nodded again.

“She has to tell me when she does it… and with who. Sometimes… I even get to watch.”

My open-mouthed stare brought a chuckle to his lips. “You should see your face… so funny!”

“She does this with your permission?” He nodded again. “And you don’t mind?”

“On the contrary! It makes me so aroused I’m glad you’re on duty! I pull my pud until I explode everywhere.” What the fuck! He wasn’t kidding outside our usual boundaries.

“How do you watch? Before Starlink, we only had…”

Oh, shit… of course. Sebastian’s my lead tech in the Communications Division. The ship has always had connectivity. We had to communicate with the fleet and headquarters. We just didn’t share it with the crew. But the lead Tech could use it… whenever he wanted.

“Are you going to put me on report for unauthorized use?” he chuckled.

“A little late for that. Especially now that we have Starlink. How do you do it? I didn’t think we had enough bandwidth for full video. Someone would have noticed.”

“Someone did…” he smiled. “Me! She records it, then sends it encrypted, attached to an email.”

“And the other guy agrees to that?”

“Sometimes…” he snickered. “Chloe’s not a stickler for the finer points of privacy and disclosure. Two deployments ago, I wired our entire house with cameras connected to a server at home. Whenever a new video goes into the folder, I have a cron job that creates an email and sends it to me automatically.”

I chuckled more. “Now I know why you asked about privacy with me ahead of time. Do you know how many regulations you’re breaking?”

“Used to break! That’s all in the past now. With Starlink, I use the public Internet and watch whenever I want. Plus, I’ve got to watch live a couple of times.”

I almost choked. “Live… you actually watched the guy doing it with her?”

“So hot… maybe that would be a solution for you and Angela, too?”

What? Allow my wife to play with other men while I’m away? Not a fucking chance. That was completely out of the question.

He must have seen that on my face. “A new concept of marriage, for sure. Just think about it. Talk to her, see if she would be willing. Hey, you never know?”

Would she be willing? I was sure that would bring an absolute rejection. While my wife has never been a prude, the idea of going outside our bedroom… I just couldn’t imagine it.

“Pretty sure I know the answer to that one. A flat no!”

“Couldn’t hurt to ask. She might surprise you.”

Abruptly, the intercom broke through. “Lieutenant Commander Evans to the Bridge.”

I shook my head. “That’s my out. You’ve had some crazy ideas before, my friend. But this has got to be the weirdest.” Sebastian smiled as I walked out the door.

No matter the conversation I was having, or how important it might be for the future, when the Captain calls, you go!

I laughed about the subject of Sebastian’s calls all the way to the Bridge. They sent me on to the Captain’s Quarters. It turned out to be nothing. The Captain couldn’t get his tablet to play a movie on Netflix. Why couldn’t we solve all of life’s problems so easily?

Yet, Sebastian’s news had set my mind spinning in all kinds of unfamiliar directions. I didn’t want to talk to Sebastian anymore, especially about THAT! Instead, I returned to my perch on the stern, watching the stars and water. But it never quite left me.

Imagine it? Watching your own wife making it with another man. I could barely process the possibility.


Chapter 3



As the cruise continued, Sebastian and I rarely chatted about it. In his mind, my rejection of the idea was so adamant he must have thought the discussion was over.

Angela and I got several chances for some quality time with Big Red in video sessions. It was pretty hot, I’ll have to say that. I told her what to do with her large, pinkish-colored dildo, as if I was doing it. And she responded just as she would if I were there. That kept the potential of her playing with others in the back of my mind. Far back there, at least…

Watching her with a dildo was one thing. Her dropping her clothes in front of another man? My heart ached just to think about it. Yet, curiously, the more I thought about it, the harder I would get when I did.

The risks kept me from taking it much further. What if she fell in love with the guy? Or what if he was a better lover, and she chose him over me? Even if he isn’t ‘better,’ his being there and available all the time made a big difference. I’ve also heard that people can get addicted to sex. What if she had a constant flow of guys into her bedroom? Would she give it up just because I returned home?

And then there are the old standbys: sexually transmitted diseases and pregnancy. She’s on the pill, but those don’t work 100%. Would I come home only to raise someone else’s child?

I shuddered at all these uncertainties, yet the possibility still hung in the air. I brought it up with Sebastian a month later. He answered all my questions openly. He and Chloe had found this to be the right choice for them. She got what she needed, and he ‘took part’ by watching her in action. It worked for them.
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My resistance to the idea changed four months into the tour. We were sailing off the coast of Israel on full war footing. The middle east had gone into another of its periodic blow ups. We were just hoping it wouldn’t erupt into full scale war.

For the first time in several weeks, Sebastian and I were in the cabin, relaxing. I was still in uniform, just coming off watch, reading the latest situation report on the current political turmoil, when Sebastian leaned closer to me. He had already changed into a loose T-shirt and Boston U gym shorts.

“Ya wanna watch?” he asked. The excitement in his tone was unmistakable.

“Watch what?”

“Chloe… and her latest conquest.” He wanted me to watch her do it?

“Sebastian, are you sure that’s a good idea? Does she know I’ll be watching?”

“Of course she knows. My wife isn’t timid. She loves to show off. I spoke to her about our discussion. She would even be willing to talk to Angela if you want her to.”

“Not sure that would be a good idea, either,” I said, almost choking. Her convincing Angela? Still, curiosity had me. “Who’s she doing this time?” I asked.

“A very large black guy that has become her current fave. He really gives it to her.”

“He comes to your house?” I asked, shocked.

“Haven’t wired the whole town, have I? He has to come there.”

I guess this was his attempt at a joke. He had me there. For him to watch, it had to be in front of one of his cameras.

“You’re gonna get the real thing. Live!” he bragged.

“No shit. A video call?”

“Not a call exactly. More streaming,” Sebastian warned me. “Before it starts, Chloe turns on my system. That gives me access to all the cameras in the house. That way, I can switch from camera to camera wherever they go.” He showed me the tablet and the app with the camera buttons on the side of the screen. There were 26 separate camera buttons! My high-tech friend wasn’t going to miss any of the action.

“Does the guy even know about the cameras?”

“That’s up to Chloe. I don’t care, just as long as I get to watch.”

In the end, I couldn’t resist. The possibility of seeing Chloe naked and in the throes of passion had me hungry to watch them do it.

She and Sebastian were a couple of years younger than Angela and me. His wife had the beautiful and shapely part down pat. Especially with her dirty blond hair and sparkling blue eyes. Chloe was relatively tall for a woman; about her husband’s height. Maybe 5-feet-8 or so. Visions of her wrapping those gorgeous legs around some stud had me hungry to watch.

Sebastian stared at me for a moment. A long stare of understanding. He must have known what I was thinking. “Hard to resist, isn’t it? The pull of it makes me hard as stone.”

I turned away from him so he didn’t see I was hard as well.

“Well? Want to join?” he asked, finally.

“Okay,” I said. “For a bit.”

“Once you start, you won’t be able to pull away. Trust me on that.” He looked at his watch, then hit the connect button. “He’s supposed to be there any minute now,” he said, tapping the screen.

[image: ]


When the live feed came on, we were looking at the empty kitchen of his house in Jacksonville. Angela and I had been in that room many times. Chloe was nowhere to be seen. We didn’t wait long. A doorbell caught my attention. I could hear movement. Chloe’s head appeared right in front of the lens.

“You ready, Seb?” she whispered to the screen, giving him a wink, then she stepped back to give us a look, spinning around, making sure her husband could see everything.

Sebastian did not reply. Chloe had on a dark blue lingerie set with no bra. The panties she wore were barely a thong, covering almost nothing. She was just on the lower edge of curvy with large, pendulous breasts that swung with her movements, and wide hips. It was a quality HD image. I could see the bumps around her areolas and the stiff nipples pointing at the camera. Just looking at her, I knew this woman was going to give that guy the ride of his life. She had a body made for sex!

“Don’t worry about talking,” Sebastian chuckled, turning a lighter shade of pink. “I have the system on mute so he can’t hear us. I can sometimes be a little noisy.”

“You beat off while she’s doing it?” I asked. This gets kinkier every time I think about it.

“Can’t help it… you’ll see.”

“Hey, babe,” she said on the screen.

A monster of a black man stepped in the door, pulling her in his arms. Their lips could not find space to talk more.

WHAT THE FUCK! “Isn’t that Chief Hoban from Base Vehicles?” He’s helped me with my cars many times.

“Yes, it is. Ray has been doing her for several weeks now. So hot… His cock is… as big as he is!” I could see Sebastian rubbing his own cock to prepare for what was to come. I sat back in my chair, now wondering where this was going.

Chloe dropped to her knees, shifting a little to her side.

If you didn’t know better, you would have thought she was just getting comfortable down there. Since I knew about the cameras, her subtle shift in position told me she was making sure her husband could see everything. They really were doing this together.

“I love this cock. Want it in my mouth right now!” she said, yanking at Ray’s gym shorts. I almost stepped back. The fucking thing was a LOG! Uncut with a brownish head. The log threatened to fill her entire mouth. It had a thick black shaft that needed both her hands to stroke, while her tongue licked at the tip.

“You like that, don’t you, my little slut?” Ray said in that booming voice I knew so well. “Bigger than the old man?” She giggled, taking a quick, hidden glance at the camera.

“Listen up. She does this taunting thing. Really gets me going,” Sebastian said, leaning forward as if he wanted to hear it all. “I love this part.”

“So much bigger. Yours fills me like his never could. I come so much harder.”

Sebastian pumped his fist in the air, dragging his elbow back like Stephan Curry had just hit a winning three-pointer. That left me a little confused.

Isn’t that kind of insulting? I thought to myself. I’m not a monster cock like that one, but I’m clearly above average. This thing was WAY off the charts. Compared to this guy, Sebastian, with his small body size, had to be tiny. Why did my friend get so excited listening to her say stuff like that? Did she know he got off on it and that’s why she did it? Seemed that way.

“So good,” she groaned as her mouth struggled to get even a part of it down her throat. “I love the way it fills my throat. So much bigger than his can.” Her moaning filled our cabin as I stared at her, lavishing her attention on that shaft. This lady really got into her sucking!

“She made him cum one time, just like that,” Sebastian said, looking back at me. “He had so much seed, it looked like he had smashed her face with a cream pie. I begged her to do that again, but she didn’t like it going up her nose.”

His enthusiasm about the whole idea made me sit back in my chair, though my eyes were still glued to Chloe. My friend’s wife ignored everything but that shaft. Loving every inch.

I wondered what Angela would look like doing that? Would she enjoy it as much as Chloe obviously was?

Ray roughly pushed her head off his shaft, yanking at her top. It quickly flew across the room as he lifted her up, pushing her chest onto the kitchen table. Her legs dangled over the side. Chloe was panting with her arousal. Still, she shifted slightly, moving to the center of the table. Sebastian hit a button on his tablet, switching to another camera positioned right between her legs.

Where was THAT camera located? I chuckled, moving closer to the screen. We could see his erect member poking straight out, ready to do some damage. From that angle, it had to be right behind and below him.

Sebastian noticed. “It’s on the chair bottom right behind him. Didn’t you notice her moving the chair out of the way before he arrived? It always starts this way with him. She wanted to make sure I could see the entry.”

“Fuck me with that monster… right now,” Chloe whimpered into the room, pulling her ass cheeks apart.

He stepped up, wiping her lips for some moisture, working it in carefully with every plunge. Chloe was quivering on the tabletop, each inch driving her higher. I had never seen a sexual act this close-up before. His enormous balls swayed underneath him as her pussy lips caved to the pressure.

When he was all the way in, Chloe was gone. A screech of pleasure filled the air as her first release of the night shook her body. That seemed the signal Ray needed. He started pounding into her, giving that pussy every inch with all the power he had.

I thought it would hurt being stabbed that hard. Clearly, Chloe had a different perspective. She groaned, whimpered, mewled, and cried out with his power. Her cries of orgasmic pleasure were impossible to conceal.

“Sorry, buddy,” Sebastian said. “I can’t wait any longer.” He pushed his shorts down, pulling his T-shirt off, stroking his shaft. For a moment, I glanced at his stroking. Yep, much smaller.

Ray’s shaft may be bigger, but that didn’t matter to my friend. He was still just as hard. I stood, taking my uniform slacks off. I worried my precum would leak through the underwear, to become visible.

What the hell? If he’s doing it, I might as well. I pulled the underwear with it, moving my chair closer to watch, stroking mine at the same time. Sebastian turned, smiling at me. “Told ya. Hard to resist.”

The strangeness of what I was seeing on the screen didn’t compare to the weirdness of my sitting in a chair right next to my naked cabin-mate… while we were both stroking ourselves!

My friend kept hitting buttons on the tablet, switching between a side view of his fucking her, and the under view of her pussy giving into that plunge. Those lips fought his outward move every time Ray pulled back.

Sebastian was right about one thing. This might be the hottest thing I have ever witnessed. And not just because of the pornographic images. This was no fake porn actress pretending. Chloe was going out of her mind, thrashing with this hard treatment. She loved every thrust forward.

I started suddenly as Sebastian grunted loudly, leaning back. His seed flew out of his cockhead. It must have been a while. He had a lot to unload.

As if Ray knew Sebastian had just cum, he pulled out, picking Chloe up in his arms, walking toward the stairs. His rigid shaft glistened with her moisture as it bobbed in front of the camera.

Sebastian frantically pushed at the tablet with his left hand. His seed covered his other hand. The next camera angle was the stairs. We saw her cuddling in his arms, yet waving to the camera she knew was at the bottom of the stairs.

By the time Sebastian got to the new camera position… he had to clean himself off first… Ray was lying on top of her, plunging with all he was worth on their bed. She had her legs wrapped around him, fingers digging into his back. But her eyes were only on the camera at the side of the bed. Chloe was enjoying the touch, yet I knew somehow… She was putting on a show, letting her husband know this was as much for him as her. I couldn’t believe that Ray didn’t notice.

That took me over the edge as I did my own softer grunting, spilling my white cream all over my stomach and lower chest. Fuck, that was hot.

When I looked up again at the sound of her whimpering, she was on her hands and knees, taking everything Ray had to give, crying out again and again.

As soon as I came, I suddenly felt a little weird, naked with my roommate, beating off together. We were close, just not in THAT way. I sensed I was intruding on their time together. I tapped Sebastian on the shoulder, telling him I was going to bed. He pulled out his headphones and moved to his own bed.

I’ll give this to Sebastian. What he wanted to achieve with me had succeeded. I knew now what he meant by having sex, just not in the same room. While Ray was delivering the pleasure, she spent as much time staring at the screen as she did at Ray. She was sharing her pleasure with her husband.

Thoughts of doing the same with Angela took on another dimension as I wondered if she would willingly do this. As I drifted off to sleep, I unexpectedly hoped so.

Occasionally, I would wake up to the glare of the screen in the darkness. Before the night was up, I heard my cabin mate grunt twice more. The last time, it was almost three in the morning.

Ray really could give it to her, and Chloe clearly wanted/needed every minute of what he had to give. Another worry filled me as I struggled to get back to sleep.

His wife may share this with him, but those releases and wanting to do it all night long told me she had left Sebastian behind long before the night was over. Her husband could never replace what Ray was giving her. That had to be a worry, at some deeper level. It had to be, didn’t it?


Chapter 4



The rest of the tour, playing with our wives dominated our conversation. He had me hooked. Was this the right choice for me and Angela, too? I couldn’t know without talking to her, of course. But the possibility had me in its grip.

We watched Ray and Chloe twice in the last two months of the tour. That guy really knew how to give it to Sebastian’s wife. And she loved having him do it. I didn’t join him in beating off in front of the screen again. That just seemed too ‘out there’ for me.

But we talked about it incessantly. As we sailed for home, we got into the nitty-gritty details. Mainly about the video system and what rules they used for how she behaved. She was still his wife, right? Apparently, she gets to play whenever she wants, though only at the house, and only while being recorded. Chloe sends him a text to let him know she is going on a date and she always turns on the system when she returns with the ‘bull.’

I was learning a whole new language. Hotwife, cuckold, bull… who knew all this was going on so frequently that it had its own vocabulary!

Chloe goes out about monthly, he told me. When I worried about Ray being a little too ‘regular,’ Sebastian assured me it was only for pleasure. Apparently, he’s not the only one. She finds them online, goes to bars, and even met one at church. Sebastian chuckled about that one. The Assistant Minister.

My friend didn’t want to have a career problem, so Ray was the only one allowed from the Base. He didn’t want word to get around about her… and him.

“You’re not concerned about him bragging to his buddies at the garage?” I asked one time.

“No,” Sebastian chuckled. “It turns out Ray’s other play toy is the Base Commander’s wife!”

“Admiral Harrington? Holy shit… Sue is a handsome woman, though she’s got to be in her late 50s, right?”

“Quite the nasty lady, according to Ray. And the Admiral knows about it. Ray ties her up on the bed… a full X-position… and fucks her until he can’t do it anymore. She demands he leave her tied there for hubby to find. Apparently, she loves to be bound while waiting for her husband to come home, and the Admiral provides ‘clean up’ duties.”

He had to explain that meant licking the cum out of her pussy. Gross! Not sure I could ever do that, but Sebastian had done it many times. ‘Drives her crazy,’ he assured me.

“How often does she do this?” I asked.

“Not really sure. She’s supposed to do it in the house so I can watch, but I know she does it outside sometimes. I’ve called her early in the morning, and she didn’t answer at home.”

“That doesn’t bother you?” I asked, surprised he would allow that.

“She likes to play… what can I say?” His shrug of resignation told me so much about his situation. This wasn’t all for him.

As we sailed across the Atlantic, on our way home, I needed to decide. Should I discuss this with Angela or leave it be? Frankly, I wasn’t sure I could watch my own wife make it with someone else. Watching Chloe and Ray was hot, but becoming comfortable with Angela doing it, even excited like Sebastian? That seemed like a stretch for me.

One night, a week out of port, I came into the room after my watch. Sebastian was sitting there in workout clothes. But when I looked at the screen, Chloe was there by herself, sitting at the table, drinking coffee at the other end.

It took me a moment to realize she was sitting there naked, just having a casual conversation with her husband. Her breasts swayed gently with each sip from the cup. She smiled when she saw me enter the frame, raising her cup in greeting.

“Hey Berk. Want to chat for a bit?”

I was surprised… at least a little. Even when Angela and I had our special sessions with Big Red, she seldom pranced around the house without clothes until the session began. Taking them off in front of me was part of the fun. Chloe seemed comfortable letting me see her that way. More than comfortable. Her nipples poked hard at the camera as if Ray was about ready to walk in the door. Being on display like this really got her going.

“About?” I asked, taking my uniform blouse off, hanging it in the closet. I sat in uniform slacks and an undershirt, pulling the chair up to the screen.

“Sebastian said you’ve been talking about doing the hotwife thing with Angela. Thought you might like to hear the female perspective.”

“I’d like that. I’ve decided to at least talk to her about it.” Shit… I found myself very nervous about discussing my plans with her naked like that. “My chief concern now is bringing it up. How did you guys do it?” I included Sebastian in that question as well.

“We had been talking about his coming deployment, my dislike of the long separations, and my needs,” Chloe said. “Sebastian is excellent with his tongue, but… sorry, sweetie… his tool is not the biggest.” Sebastian shrugged his shoulders at me, in a ‘what can you do?’ fashion.

“After that, he showed me…” Chloe started.

Sebastian finished the sentence. “… a porn video of a guy watching a woman being taken apart by a big dick.”

Chloe smiled. “I asked him if he wanted me to do that. It started a conversation that went on for several weeks. Then one night, I brought a guy home. I met him at a bar in Atlantic Beach. I figured, if this is what my husband wanted, why not?”

“That first guy had some experience in doing hotwife situations,” Sebastian added. “As soon as they were in the door, he stripped her clothes off and ordered me to do the same. This is when I learned I liked the taunting part. I resisted at first…”

“… until I walked up to him,” Chloe started again, finishing the story. “I said if he wanted this to happen, he better get used to the guys making fun of him. I stood back from him and waited. My man never took his eyes off me, but his clothes were soon on the ground. His stiff rod told me all I needed.”

The story was getting me aroused, too. They looked at each other over the connection, almost dreamily. This had worked well for them. It was a fond memory.

“He just took you right then, while Sebastian watched?” I asked.

“Pretty much. That first night, we didn’t go into the bedroom. We went into the living room and he fucked me across the back of the sofa. On my hands and knees. And then in his lap. He fucked me good, for sure. Cumming that first time, with my husband watching… it did something to me. The climax was incredibly powerful.”

“And you enjoyed it as well?” I asked Sebastian.

“I was hooked. After he left, I fucked her longer and harder than I could ever remember. Even though he was so much bigger, she could barely feel me inside her. I could feel his cream in her used pussy…” Sebastian shuddered, telling me that story. He must have REALLY enjoyed it.

“And I liked it just as much,” she said. “It seemed to deepen our closeness. I got what I needed, and he could enjoy it, too.”

While she was talking, as if she couldn’t help herself, Chloe turned toward the camera, spreading her legs. Her bald snatch was glistening in the light, clearly aroused. Her finger circled slowly on the swollen clit at the top.

“It sounds hot,” I confessed. “Just not sure I could handle watching her.”

That led to a lengthy conversation between the three of us. How he reacted. What it was like with her doing it with different guys. The decision to do the camera system. Chloe found she liked the guys and the pleasure, but she really enjoyed doing it in front of her husband.
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During the conversation, Sebastian abruptly stood up, mumbling something like “have fun,” then left the room. “Heading for the gym,” he said. That left me in the room by myself, facing his naked wife. They had clearly planned this in advance.

“Did you enjoy watching me with Ray? He’s quite energetic, isn’t he?” Her legs spread even wider. I wished I knew how to use his camera controls. I wanted a closeup of her finger playing with herself.

“This must be making you horny Berk, how about you join me?”

I couldn’t believe I was doing this… with my best friend’s wife! But I did, stripping my clothes off, joining her by stroking myself right in front of the tablet screen. Sebastian clearly knew what she had planned. That was why he left the room.

“Nice cock there, Berk. Lots of girth. I’ve definitely discovered I like the girth as much as the length. Though having both, like yours, is the best.”

I didn’t know what to do, just kept stroking myself, wondering about Angela…

Chloe pulled me straight back to her, reaching to the next chair, pulling out an enormous black dildo that made Big Red look like a play toy. She placed it against her opening, groaning as it slowly found a home.

“Imagine I’m your wife… Can you imagine Angela doing this for you, but for real? Reaching out, grabbing the big cock of a guy standing there. Your hungry eyes can’t wait to see it enter her.”

She plunged the dildo into herself aggressively, groaning with each plunge.

I couldn’t stop pounding my shaft, soon spraying cum all over my stomach. Fuck! I knew it was Chloe in front of me, but all I could think of was Angela doing this.

“And imagine Angela doing THIS at the same time…” she said, as she once again reached off camera. This time pulling Ray by his cock and taking him into her mouth. He had been there the whole time. She sucked him aggressively in front of the camera until he sprayed all over her face. She clearly worshiped the feel of his seed, moving her head around, making sure his ropes of white covered her entire face.

“I love that, babe,” she said to Ray. “Thanks.”

Chloe looked nervously at the screen, as if she just realized what she had done.

“Please don’t tell Seb I did this, okay? He keeps begging me to do it in front of him, but… This is something I do just for me. Because I really love it.”

The eroticism of the entire experience evaporated in an instant. All the plans, all the openness, everything I had thought about doing with my wife… None of it mattered any longer.

I nodded. I wouldn’t say anything. “You’ve given me some things to think about,” I said, hitting the disconnect button.
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I cleaned myself up, put on some gym shorts… my usual sleep wear… and crawled into bed, turning my back to the door so Sebastian would think I was sleeping. Regrettably, I was far from that. All I could think about was Chloe and her begging me not to say anything. If she was keeping this hidden from her husband, what else was she hiding? Was her relationship with Ray more than she was professing?

He must know about the cameras and her putting on the show for her husband. That explained why he said nothing when she mysteriously stared into space while they made it. I wondered if Sebastian even knew about that?

My worries about mentioning this to Angela, already high, suddenly found a target. Before, it seemed that Chloe and Sebastian had found an ideal compromise to solve the pressures of Navy life on a marriage. She could satisfy her need for more, while the sharing kept it focused on the two of them. Now, I knew it wasn’t like that at all. She was doing this mainly for herself. Sure, she enjoyed the show for her husband, but she kept most of it only for herself.

The hard part was understanding what it meant. Was that really so bad… leaving some piece of it for herself? Unless you were a mind reader, didn’t every relationship include hidden thoughts and emotions? Maybe Chloe had married Sebastian for love, not realizing his small size and constant time away would be such a problem.

Maybe she saw this hotwife approach as a way of delivering on the two things she wanted most. A satisfying sex life and staying married to Sebastian. Without it, she would have needed to cheat openly or simply divorce him. This was a better approach for her, wasn’t it?

But to bring it up with Angela? I was no longer certain it was the right thing for us.

All I felt now was anger! Anger that she would do this to my friend. Anger that she would hide it from him. And worst of all, an anger that I had to keep it a secret from him now. She had roped me into being a co-conspirator against my best friend and colleague in arms!
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Thankfully, when I woke the next morning, the anger had dissipated, replaced with a sadness about his situation. I was certain now that this was more about Chloe’s needs than for them as a couple. This woman needed more than Sebastian could provide. He had convinced himself that it was a fun activity for him as well. And maybe it was. From what I saw, he had really enjoyed it.

Would it be that way for me, too? Would Angela get so into it, I convinced myself this was the best we could do? The pleasure of watching Chloe and the fantasy of watching Angela do the same became tainted with something else… WORRY!

This might be hot… really fucking hot. But was I opening a door to the destruction of my marriage by allowing all these conflicting emotions and desires to change what we had together?

Sebastian seemed to sense the change in my attitude. The rest of that week, as we approached home, he never brought it up again.

He stood beside me in our dress whites as we pulled into port. Rows of officers and crew stood firmly at attention for the arrival tradition. The sight of the crew’s family and friends, with girlfriends and wives often in skimpy outfits and holding signs, always brought me joy. Especially when I saw Angela in a low-cut sundress.

My heart pounded as we met on the dock. I swept Angela into my arms, spinning her with the joy I always felt at seeing her again. I tried to be reserved in front of the crew, trying to be dignified with my spouse. Yet, all the talk and thinking about her doing very nasty things made me want to throw her to the ground and fuck her right there.

This woman was the love of my life. I couldn’t possibly roll the dice on our future, putting all we had at risk… Could I?


Chapter 5



“I have missed you so much,” I said over and over, in between our lips locking.

I tried to be reserved in front of the crew. But seeing her in front of me… with all that had happened on this cruise… I couldn’t help myself. Besides, nobody noticed. Every crew member that had someone waiting was too busy with their own reunion.

Angela wiggled out of my arms, pulling me toward the car. “Come on, big guy. You have some much-delayed business to take care of.”

“Oh, I do…” I chuckled. “Mowing the lawn… taking out the trash… working on the car?”

She joined in the fun, listing all the maintenance little nothings that had gone undone in my absence. All I could think about was how beautiful she was.

Before we got to the car, I heard a whistle, someone calling my name. Sebastian waved to catch my attention. Chloe was right behind him. They were weaving through the cars in the lot, trying to catch us.

“Hey, Angela,” Sebastian said. “Got your man back in one piece again,” he smiled. “But just barely… there was this woman in Istanbul…” He couldn’t even finish before he burst into laughter, all of us joining in.

“Good to see you too, Sebastian,” Angela said, giving them both hugs.

“We’re having a welcome home BBQ next weekend,” Chloe said to her. “You two should come. Saturday night, our house.”

“We’d love that,” my wife replied. “But now, I need to take my man home. We have some business to take care of,” she said, winking at Chloe.

Chloe looked aside, and it seemed like she was embarrassed. I didn’t quite know what to make of that. Was she nervous about her friend finding out about the little ‘show’ she put on for me last week?

No, that wasn’t it. Chloe reached over to hug me, whispering in my ear. “Glad we had some time to get better acquainted.” When she pulled back, she winked at me. My wife looked surprised at this reaction. She didn’t hear the words, but knew she had said something.

I shook Sebastian’s hand, and we pulled out of the lot, headed for home.

“What was that about?” Angela asked.

“What?”

“That bit with Chloe. Whispering in your ear, winking…”

I chuckled. The truth was always my best defense.

“We had Wi-Fi connectivity this trip, remember? Well, I walked in on them having a video session of their own. Let’s just say… I saw more than I should have,” I smiled. “They quickly covered up, but Sebastian and I have been laughing about it ever since.”

Okay, maybe a version of the truth. I saw her naked, and we laughed about it. That Sebastian wasn’t in the room at the time… well, that never came up.

“I’m glad your roommate didn’t walk in on us,” Angela said. “That would have been a little awkward.”

“Not really,” I chuckled. “Just life. One of those things that happens.”

“You wouldn’t be upset if one of your friends saw me completely naked?”

“It would depend on the circumstances, right? If I came home and you were naked with one of them lying in our bed, that would be one thing. If they looked up at you in a window, catching a little boob, does that really matter?”

Her puzzled look caught me by surprise. “I can’t believe that wouldn’t upset you. And just so you know, no one has been in our bed except you.”

“Come on, babe. It was just a joke, okay? Not like I was having an affair with her from 6,000 miles away! It was more embarrassing for me than for her. She didn’t seem to mind at all. According to Sebastian, she quite enjoys showing off.”

“You talked about their sex life?” Now she was really confused.

“You don’t talk to your girlfriends about sex?” I asked.

“Yes, but…”

“But you never got a chance to see their husbands naked. I get it. Don’t think anything about it, Angela. I haven’t… except her tight ass looks soooo fine…” I drew out the words, leering at her.

Her shocked look finally broke the tension as we laughed at my obvious joke.

“She does have a nice body,” she said.

“Luscious,” I grinned back, knowing where this was going.

“I’ll choose the adjectives,” she offered back, laughing. This exchange had become a running joke between us. We picked it up from some long-forgotten movie we watched together when we first started dating,

“Though, I’ll have to say, the way Sebastian talks about her, she’s quite the randy lady. Just like you,” I winked.

Angela slapped me on my arm. “You told him about my hallway antics before you left?!”

“No, of course not. He only mentioned that she’s an enthusiastic lover, and doesn’t mind being watched. You kind of like that too, right? You liked me watching while you and Big Red renewed your acquaintance?”

“That’s NOT what he meant… what does she like doing in front of him?”

“You should ask her that,” I said. “Maybe she’ll tell you.”

My obvious attempt at trying to avoid an answer caused her to get quiet for a moment. Luckily, she shrugged it off, moving on to other topics. Her knowing grin kind of caught me by surprise.

The rest of the way home, she caught me up with things happening around Jacksonville and with other Mayport base news. One of them was bad. Another of my friends from the Academy announced they were divorcing. Angela had received a call from his wife.

That almost made me jerk as I thought about the connection between that divorce and what Angela and I had been joking about. Would these long separations be the end of ‘The Evans’ before we even got a family started? Maybe the ‘hotwife conversation’ needed to be done sooner than later.
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Even before the garage door closed behind us, Angela was out of the car, pulling her top off. “I need your touch, Berk. So much…”

I got my bag out of the trunk, following her into the kitchen. By this time, she already had her shorts and underwear off, standing naked for me.

“So you DO have a little exhibitionist in you,” I smiled, pinching her nipples gently. She groaned at the sensation.

“Only for you, babe… only for you.”

I picked her up in my arms, throwing her over my shoulder. She wiggled with this surprise move, trying to get away… though not really.

“Woman need fuck,” I said in my best caveman voice.

She stopped struggling, laughing now. “She so does… please…” My hand was all over her ass and slit, already glistening with arousal.

Moments later, my uniform was on the bedroom floor and I was pounding away at my favorite slut. I needed this just as much as she did. Memories of Ray giving it so hard to Chloe inspired me to really give it to my wife as a ‘welcome back’ gift.

I had never treated her this roughly before, as I bent her legs back, jackhammering into her. She cried out at my surprising aggressiveness. But when she came hard only a few moments later, I knew this was just what she needed.

My wife gave herself to me after that, letting me do whatever I wanted. And I wanted a lot. I have always been able to last long enough for her to cum. This time, I remembered how Ray had kept Chloe going while keeping himself just on the edge. He pulled out just before he came, teasing her until he settled down, then plunged back in.

Angela didn’t know what had happened. Three releases later, she was gasping for breath, rising to another powerful blast.

“Go, give it to me… yes… I love it when you fuck me hard.”

“I’m just getting started,” I barked at her.

Pulling out, I flipped her onto her hands and knees. She shrieked with the unexpected change, despite going along with it. I roughly pushed her head down to the sheets, leaving her ass jutting out at me. I drove back into her warm sheath before she even knew what had happened.

This time, there was no hesitation or attempt to delay. I was ‘using’ her for my pleasure, not hers… just the way Ray had done.

My wife grunted at the power she no longer controlled. Her howls of pleasure filled the room.

“Fuck me… fuck me… oh god…” Another wail of release escaped her throat.

“This what you wanted, my slut, to get seriously fucked?” I hammered into her, using every bit of hip strength I had. My hands gripped her hips tightly to provide more leverage.

“Yes… yes… more… please…”

A slap landed on her ass. She jerked in surprise. I had never done anything like that before. Angela only moaned in response, sticking her ass higher for more. I gave her two more hard slaps on each cheek.

The only sound in the room now was her mewling on the bed and the hard sound of our hips colliding.

“Fuck… I’m cumming again…” she cried out. I could see her trembling body as the power of her climax pushed through her. I wasn’t far behind, holding her hips steady as I pumped load after load into my wife’s cunt. She groaned again, feeling my splash filling her with extra warmth.

Angela collapsed on the bed, heaving for a breath that wouldn’t come. I rolled onto the bed, pulling her body into a tight cuddle as I softened against the crack of her ass. My arm came across the top, a hand gripping her heaving breasts, pinching her hard nipples. She purred her satisfaction.

Long moments went by as we enjoyed the glow of our lovemaking, and the renewal of what had always been our strength as a couple. The deep love we shared.

Eventually, she rolled onto her back, maintaining the close contact.

“What got into you, babe? Had some pent-up, did we?”

“You said you wanted a hard fucking. Not what you had in mind?”

“Oh, yes… you can do me like that any time you want!” she giggled. “It’s just… you’ve never treated me roughly like that before.”

“Too much?”

“No, not at all. Loved it. Just a surprise is all.”

“Thought you might like it.”

“I did,” she said, kissing me gently. “A great welcome home present.”

I nuzzled my nose into her hair, smelling the lavender scent of her shampoo. All I could think about was Ray… watching him take Chloe apart like a master craftsman. I had tried to be as much like him as I could. My surprise was how much Angela liked it.

We made love for much of the night, my cumming three more times before we both collapsed in exhaustion. After that first, I went back to our gentle lovemaking of before. She responded as she always had. Warm, loving, responsive. But the blasts of her release were nothing like when I hammered into her.

That got me thinking more about what to say to her.
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Before we went to Sebastian and Chloe’s BBQ the next weekend, I needed to talk to my wife about what I had seen, and learned, about our friends. The way Chloe so openly talked to me in the parking lot, I knew she would not hold back if she got a few drinks in her.

I took her out to dinner the Wednesday night before. Still struggled with what to say…

After the server delivered the food, I reached over to touch her hand. “I found out something very interesting about Chloe and Sebastian this trip,” I started. “Want to hear about it?”

“What? She likes anal or something?” she giggled. When I nodded I knew that, she sat back. Now I had her full attention.

“It turns out they have a kinky relationship,” I said. “VERY kinky.”

She giggled. “This must be about her being a hotwife.” My surprised look made her giggle even more.

“You knew?”

“I think you’re the only one on base that didn’t know about it. She brags about her conquests every time we get together.”

“She does?”

“Especially her latest. Ray, you know the Chief on base… she REALLY likes what he does for her.”

“And you don’t mind?”

“Why is it my business? She can’t last six months without pleasure, told me as much. It was this or splitting up, and she didn’t want that. According to her, Sebastian enjoys it, too. It works for them.”

“When I told you about seeing her naked? They were apparently talking about her latest session with Ray. Confessed what they were doing. The Chief had just left the house, he told me.”

“It works for them,” she repeated.

“Would you want to do that too?”

Now it was her turn to be shocked. “Me? No…” Her hesitation when she responded made me wonder.

“Are you sure?” Her eyes turned away from me. There was something there. “It’s okay, babe. I want to hear what you’re thinking.”

“No. The answer is no. I would not be interested,” was all she said.

“I would not be mad if you were. Just curious is all.”

“We have a good relationship. Why would I want to screw that up by sleeping around?”

“Does that mean you’ve thought about it?” I asked. Now I have her. She wouldn’t have said that without having considered it in the past.

“I’m sorry, babe. Do we really need to talk about this, especially after you’re just back from being away for six months?”

“When better? It seems to work for them. Sebastian is good with it, at least.”

“That’s what you think, is it? That it works for them?”

“It doesn’t?”

She got up abruptly, walking toward the restroom. The conversation was over, I guess. Was there something Sebastian and Chloe failed to share with me? A signal I missed? It all seemed okay to me. But I’m sometimes clueless about interpersonal stuff.

When she came back to the table, Angela had a stern look on her face. “That wasn’t fair, babe. I’m sorry. You deserve to know why I reacted that way. Sebastian and Chloe are good with it, that’s true. But you need to know why that is. She told me one time when we got a little tipsy at the house during last year’s deployment.”

“About Sebastian being a cuckold?” Her startled look told me she was surprised our discussions had gone that far. “He told me.”

“Did he tell you about his premature delivery issues and his small size?”

I looked straight down. No… he did not, though I had seen his small size in our jacking session.

“I didn’t think so. Chloe started doing it because she wanted to save her marriage. She loves Sebastian. But she needs to have releases, too. He can’t deliver them for her. They apparently talked about it for a couple of years before he finally agreed to let her.”

“She asked him?”

“‘Told’ would be a closer description, according to Chloe.”

So many questions about their situation suddenly became clear. His willingness to let her do anything, especially leaving the cabin when she wanted to blow Ray in front of me. She had told him to do that. His talking about being able to watch every session she had even though he had no control over when and where. She was clearly in charge.

Angela must have figured out what I was thinking. “Is that what you want me to do? Sleep with anyone I want, letting you watch an occasional video to make you feel like you’re included somehow?”

My face heated at those words. She noticed.

“You do?” Her look of surprise turned to anguish. “No… the answer is not only no, but…” She got up, walking out of the restaurant. She hadn’t even finished eating.

I caught the attention of the server, paid the check, then rushed after her. Angela was sitting on a bench in front, tears in her eyes.

As soon as I walked up, her hard stare made me hesitant to approach. “Is that what you want? To become my cuckold? To do whatever I want?”

“Well, no… not really.”

“I didn’t think so.”

We drove home in almost complete silence. Thankfully, the radio was on. This conversation had certainly not gone the way I thought it would.

But when we got home, she dragged me into our bedroom, tore her clothes off, and laid on the bed.

“Come to bed, my love. All this talk has made me incredibly horny. Your slut needs a good boning from her husband.” I smiled at her, taking my clothes off as she spoke. “Maybe you can give me one of those rough specials like the first night. I would like that.”


Chapter 6



That night, I fucked her like a mad demon, ready to deliver my devil spawn. I didn’t allow her any say in what we did or how. Short of anal, which she’s never liked, I gave her openings a punishing treatment. By the end of the night, when I came one last time, I pulled out of her at the last moment, yanking my cock as I sprayed cum all over her face.

My loving wife, who had only seemed to want tender lovemaking in the past, shrieked with delight the entire time. She came and came, mewling only for more, the rougher I got.

When we were both spent, lying together, cuddling as we always did, she looked up at me, near tears.

“Don’t you see, babe? I don’t want to have a cuck for a husband… a weak man who will do whatever I tell him. I want you to be strong, just like you are. Your friend is not like that. He needs Chloe to make the decisions for him. She went out with those men because he couldn’t give her what she needed. Is that the way you feel about me?”

“No, of course not.”

She sat up on the bed, pressing her knees against my body, gently stroking my skin, occasionally stroking my flaccid shaft.

“Then why would you ask me to do that?” she asked, near tears again.

“Because I’m afraid, babe. So many of my fellow officers are getting divorced. You know it’s the long separations of Navy deployments. The wives can’t take the loneliness. I don’t want that to happen to us.”

“So you think me getting an occasional cock on the side will make me not be lonely for you?” She said it like she couldn’t believe I would even think that way.

“When you put it like that, it seems silly. But you are a very sexual woman. I love that about you. And don’t want you to be any different. I just don’t want your frustrations to get so strong that… you need to go out anywhere else.”

Her mouth smothered mine. A kiss of pure desperation. “I don’t want anyone else. I want you. Why can’t that be enough?”

“It is… it is… it’s just…”

“Okay,” she said, cutting me off with a growing anger, “tell me how we would do this? Me going out.”

“I don’t know. There’s no plan. I just heard about it myself a month ago. I had to look up what it all meant. Hotwife and cuckold and bulls. I had no idea what those words even meant before this.”

“So now you do. You’re the planner. Tell me how we would do it. You’re away for your next six-month deployment. You give me open permission to sleep with whoever I want while you’re away?”

My face must have blushed with a red closer to anger than arousal.

“That’s what I thought. So how will we do it then? Find a guy at a bar. Send you a text. Hope you’re not on duty at that moment? And who would I go with? Any random guy, or pick up a regular like Chloe and Ray, humping one of them whenever I want?”

The truth suddenly pushed at me. She’s thought about this…

I sat up, pulling her into my arms. “I have no idea about any of this shit, Angela. But if that’s what you want, what you need, then I think we should talk about it.”

My wife almost choked on that response. She hopped out of bed, tears running down her face. She grabbed her robe, flying down the stairs. I heard glasses tinkling before I could get my robe and follow her down.

“Come on, babe…” I said, chasing after her. “It’s not like that. I’m not asking you to. Just… well… it was a surprise that they did that. I wondered if it would be the answer for us, too.”

Angela was in the kitchen, standing next to a very full glass of wine. My whiskey was in a tumbler right next to it.

“So talk…” she said sharply.

“Look, I don’t want this to become a thing between us.”

“It already is, so talk…” she said, taking a big gulp of her wine.

“If that’s your attitude about it, then the talking is over. You are forbidden from ever considering it,” I practically screamed at her, grabbing my drink.

I walked into the living room, sitting on the sofa. She’d follow. I knew that. All this anger from her told me only one thing. She HAD been thinking about it, like I had guessed her deep, dark secret.

By the time she followed me in, her wineglass was half empty. “Why would you want me to sleep with someone else?” she asked.

“I don’t ‘want’ you to. But I don’t want you to leave me out of sexual frustration, either.”

“What kind of slut do you think…” My frank stare caught her short.

“Only the kind I love and want to stay married to. But you’re a slut. You love sex, Angela. Why try to hide it? Turning that off for six months at a time is not possible. It must be very hard on you. And don’t tell me it isn’t. I know the truth. I’ve seen you and Big Red going at it.”

She sat back on the sofa, staring at me. “Do you really want me to sleep around?”

“No, babe. Nothing like that. You know me. I need more structure than that.” I leaned closer to her, stroking her chin, lightly grazing a nipple under her robe. “But I don’t want you leaving me either.”

That night we stayed talking until nearly three in the morning. About her needs and mine. About what we both wanted out of our marriage. In some weird way, our talking about sleeping with others was bringing us closer together.

When we finally went to bed at that late hour, Angela wanted a defined end to the night. She sucked on me until I was hard, pushing me onto my back and mounted my stiff rod. I loved the look of her tits bouncing as she got into position.

“You want to know what made me think about Chloe’s lifestyle, wondering if I could do it? A story she told me. Promise not to say anything to Sebastian. I don’t think he knows about this.” I nodded in agreement.

“She picked up a guy at a bar. Went back to his place.”

She ground herself on my rod, scraping her clit against me. I marveled at her powerful need, reacting in a way she didn’t expect.

“I know, she’s not supposed to do it outside the house… the cameras… but she goes out fairly frequently on her own now. Needs it just for herself, she says…”

My fear of playing resurfaced at those words, knowing that while I was at sea, there was no way for me to even know what she was doing.

“Anyway, she connected with this guy. He took her back to his place. His two roommates were there when they arrived. Her friend didn’t hesitate, undressing her right in front of them. And she let him. Without asking, the guy offered to allow his roommates to join in the fun. Chloe was surprised, but didn’t say no. She told me she stayed there all night. Claims she never said no to any of them the entire night.”

“You’d like to be at the center of all those cocks?” I asked, punching upward with my hips. She shuddered at the combination of sensations and mental image.

“Is that bad? That I find the idea so arousing?”

“Only if you did it without me being able to take part?” I chuckled.

She groaned loudly, leaning down to kiss me, slamming her pussy down on my shaft. This fantasy really got her going! I wondered if she would like it as much in reality.

Right then, I was nothing but a stiff rod for her needs. I wrapped my arms around her, whispering in her ear. “Imagine all those cocks… in you at the same time… unable to stop cumming…”

She held me tight, moving her hips for maximum stimulation. My wife screamed out twice with massive orgasms before I couldn’t hold out any longer, burying myself deep for a final blast of the night.

As she collapsed on top of me, I rolled her over onto my side, pulling her close in my arms.

Once she could breathe again, she looked up at me. “I don’t want to become a hotwife, babe. Please don’t make me.”

“You seemed to like the idea of it only moments ago.”

She shuddered against me, burying her face in my chest. “Don’t you see? That’s why! I don’t want to go anywhere else. I love what we have. No matter how erotic it might seem, it has damaged Chloe and Sebastian’s relationship. She thinks nothing of hiding things from him now, and discusses him with open disdain. I can’t do that… I WON’T do that. You and me… that’s what I want.”

“I wouldn’t worry about those two. He knows she does things outside the house. Told me so. She’s been doing it for several years now. If they were going to break up because of her playing around, it would have happened already. They both like it the way things are.”

She shook her head in disbelief, but by this time, the hour and our actively playing all night took its toll. She was fast asleep. As I slowly moved to slumber, all I could think about was her thinking I was pushing her.

Was I doing that? Forcing her to go in that direction? NO! That was not my intention. She could go at her own pace, or not at all. I just didn’t want to find out she had taken another lover at some later date.

Even that thought filled me with shame. Did I really think she was right on the edge of cheating on me? The harshness of that judgment alone filled me with regret. I needed to make sure she understood that was NOT what I was thinking. This was about her happiness, not me thinking less of her.

The next two days were busy for both of us, though I had time to tell her I was sorry if she felt like I was pushing. That wasn’t my intention at all. I loved and trusted her implicitly.

The challenge, I told her, was that our friends were divorcing at an alarming rate. I didn’t want that to happen to us. Didn’t want to come home from deployment to find the house empty because she needed something more than an absentee husband.

She understood my concerns, she told me, though there was something missing in my thinking. Respect for her. She was quite firm about that; angry even. She was a grown woman and knew what the life of a Navy wife was going to be like. Had already experienced it for eight years.

Even if she had needs, she was not some out-of-control slut willing to throw her life away for another cock. Sure, she got aroused at all kinds of things. She assured me there was a big difference between fantasies and willingness to act them out. She would never go out on me, or leave me… not for that reason. Not ever.

I should have felt better after those words of reassurance. And I did… kind of. Unfortunately, we’d been married for a long time already. There was clearly more here than she was saying. My angst only grew stronger with her comforting words, not weaker.

Knowing she had thought about it told me those sexual needs were on her mind more than she was letting on. True, she had been successful at fighting the temptation up to this point. How long would that last? Eventually, we would need to deal with that need… somehow. But was becoming a hotwife the right answer? I wish I knew.


Chapter 7



By the time we could return to this conversation, we were on our way to the Turner’s for their BBQ party the following Saturday. Sebastian told me quite a few officers from the USS Barry would be there, plus some friends they had off base.

He wasn’t wrong. The place was packed. They had a small pool out back with a deck. The overflow of people drinking adult beverages and talking headed out there. The smoke of ‘charred mammal flesh’ filled the air. I loved the Coneheads!

It was a typical hot and humid summer day in Florida. All the guys were in T-shirts or polo shirts with shorts. The gals had pretty revealing outfits, with various levels of tops and shorts, exposing as much as they wanted.

Even Angela seemed to come with an outfit more revealing than her usual. A tight tank top, thankfully with a bra, put her handsome chest on full display. And those shorts… where did she get those? They seemed so high up her leg I caught her butt cheeks a few times! Her hands constantly pulled at them, to keep that exposure to a minimum.

“So glad you could come,” Chloe giggled, giving us both a hug when we arrived. “You know where everything is. Have fun,” she said, greeting another couple following right behind us.

Chloe had no such concerns about her outfit. She wore a sundress without a bra. It was short enough we could see the thong underneath when she bent over. And she seemed to do that a lot. Shameless was the word that came to mind.

Indeed, most of the officer corps of the Barry seemed to be here, including our captain, Omar Deffa. He seldom comes to these junior officer social events. It is tradition, in these private affairs, that you don’t call other officers by their rank.

“Good to see you, Omar,” I said. The Captain tipped his non-existent cover to Angela, as I re-introduced my wife. He had met her before, but only once.

“Good to see you again, Angela. Got a good man here. He’s a valuable member of the crew and a good leader. The Navy is looking for big things from him.”

“Thanks, Captain… oh, sorry. Omar,” she caught herself. The Captain just chuckled. He didn’t care one way or the other. A small crew like ours was rather informal about rank and address. ‘Within the family,’ as they say.

“Haven’t seen you at many of these in the past,” I asked the Captain.

“No, not typically my thing. My wife, Bennu, wanted to come.” He pointed at her, helping Chloe with snacks in the kitchen. “She works with Chloe in Base Communications. Good turnout, though. Have you both recovered from the cruise?”

“Pretty uneventful, really. For both of us,” Angela said.

“Much better than I expected, considering the situation over there,” I added.

“We were lucky, no question there.”

We chatted a little more. It was obvious the Captain was ‘working the room,’ making sure he saw all the officers and chatted with them. As soon as it seemed polite, he moved onto the next grouping. THAT is a skill I need to work on. Leadership is so simple when you think about it. Just make sure everyone gets their touch.

Sebastian was having a great time. A bunch of our fellow officers, and a few people I didn’t recognize, were in the family room. A group was playing a shooter video game. He had multiple paddles, and they were battling each other in some World War II scene. A crowd had formed, cheering and booing as the game went on. I got engrossed in the competition, joining in with the cheering when either side landed a key target.

By the time I looked up again, my wife had disappeared. I went hunting, spotting her talking to Chloe and Chief Hoban out in the backyard. Ray certainly hadn’t shrunk since I left. I was not small, at six-foot-two, but he made me look like a middle schooler. A truly big man.

“Ray, how’s it going?” I said, when I walked up to the three of them. They were murmuring in a corner by the garage. Ray’s hand was casually stroking Chloe’s arm, and I got the distinct feeling, by his rapid hand movement, that he had been doing the same to Angela until he saw me walk up.

“Fine, fine… enjoy the cruise?” he said, shaking my hand.

Angela reacted strangely to my sudden appearance, shuffling between us like she didn’t know how to behave.

“Yes, I did. Very… informative,” I chuckled. Ray laughed loud enough to attract the attention of many around us. He knew what ‘informing’ had taken place!

Angela seemed a little confused about that, but let it go. I wasn’t confused at all. Chloe winked at me as she looked at Angela, slightly nodding her head toward Ray. She wanted to get them together and needed me to approve it. Fuck, I wasn’t ready for that yet. I shook my head firmly with a hard stare. That didn’t affect her a bit.

“Gotta get back to the party,” she said. “You three have fun.” She smiled as she walked away, giving Ray a flip of her dress, showing that tight ass. Ray smiled at her. She left Angela and me with Ray.

“How’s the vehicle shed treating you?” I asked. Ray turned back to me. No, he turned back to Angela.

“Fine, fine…” His hand moved closer to my wife, then he stopped at my hard stare, pulling his hand back. That stare told him my wife would not be an easy mark like my friend’s. Or was she?

As he seemed to pull away, Angela reached out to touch him on her own, pulling him back into whatever they had going before. He relaxed a little, smiling at the confused look on my face.

“We were talking about Sebastian and Chloe’s plans to take out a beach house for the coming holiday weekend,” my wife said. “Ray was asking if you and I wanted to join them.”

“Just the five of us,” I said curtly.

“No, Ray is planning to bring a friend. He used to play football at Florida State. Isn’t that what you said?” she asked him.

I almost chuckled at his confusion now. My hard reaction and her soft one had him suddenly uncertain.

“Yeah, Jackson went to FSU. Friend from high school. He enjoys a little beach action,” he added, thinking he was back on track.

“We’ll talk about it and let you know,” I said. I tried to make my tone as noncommittal as I could. He smiled, seeming to understand the situation now.

“Good to see you again, Commander. Looking forward to some fun beach time, if you decide to come. You’ve got quite a prize here. Worth making plans for.”
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He walked off, a smirk on his face that had my blood boiling. Angela must have seen the scowl on my face. She pulled me to the side door of the garage, slipping inside.

“What is your deal, Mister? I thought this was what you wanted.” She was angry now.

“What the fuck, Angela? Two days ago, you were crying about me not forcing you to do this. Now, one look at Ray and you’re ready to rip your clothes off? What am I supposed to think about that?”

She flushed a bright pink, turning her head away. “I’ve been thinking about it… maybe warming to the idea a little.”

“I can see that. Mr. Big Dick got you ready to go?”

“Oh Berk… please… you’ve got me so worked up about all this. When Chloe asked me about the weekend at the beach, I… With Chloe and Sebastian there, I figured this would be a comfortable way for us to have our first time.”

“Stuck in a beach house for a three-day weekend with a couple of giant black guys? That’s your idea of a ‘safe’ first time?”

She shuddered at my words. I could see her trembling, though I wasn’t sure if it was from how angry I was or at the idea of getting fucked by Ray and Jackson. Or both at the same time! My wife was sexual, but what the hell?

“Don’t you think we should have discussed it BEFORE making the plans? Now, I’m going to look bad because I called it off.”

She gasped. “You don’t want to do it?” Fuck, clearly she did!

“Been REALLY thinking about it, have we?” I rushed forward, trapping her back against the garage wall. She shrieked as my hands went down her shorts. What the… She was sopping wet!

“Tell me… tell me how you see this playing out?”

She groaned as my finger went past her slit, into her soft warmth. Her silky wetness made the insertion smooth and easy.

“Tell me,” I barked.

“Chloe thought we could go together, let Ray and his friend do what they wanted with us, and let you guys watch.”

My anger was turning into something else… something darker, more controlling. I reached down, pulling my cock out of the zipper, forcing her hand around the rod, now stiff as a wooden pole. She looked up at me, surprised at the difference between my words and this hard response.

“Tell me…” I forced my finger further inside, jamming it upward. Her groan became a moan as I flicked my thumb across her clit.

She looked up at me tentatively, as if she was thinking of how to calibrate her words to what I wanted.

“Don’t pay attention to me,” I said. “Tell me what YOU want.”

“I want to feel his cock inside me,” she whispered. “To watch your face when he takes me from behind.” She leaned back now. No longer there because I forced her. Her legs spread, allowing me more room. “I want to have him take me while I suck on you at the same time.”

My thumb slashed across her clit again as I sawed in and out. She grabbed my arm, trying to support herself.

“Isn’t that what you wanted?” she whispered, her breath now ragged with arousal. “To watch your wife taken by another man… right in front of you?” I groaned as she buried her nails in my shaft. “Ever since you came back from the cruise, you’ve talked about nothing else.”

I was on her now. Lips, hands, pushing harsher inside.

In between groans, she looked up at me again. “Tell me… what do YOU see happening?”

She thrust her hips forward, daring me to be even harsher. I obliged, yanking her shorts down to her knees, leaving her fully exposed. My other hand gathered some moisture on the middle finger, pushing into her rear bud all the way to the knuckle.

Angela thrashed under my control of her, struggling to keep her hand fastened on my cock.

“Concentrate,” I barked. “Two at once is going to be a lot more than just me.”

She gathered herself, allowing me to use her as I wanted. Her firm grip returned, this time stroking as I used her openings below.

Abruptly, she gasped. A furious climax scorched through her as both of my hands pistoned in and out of her. She buried her face in my chest to keep her cry of pleasure from leaving the garage, shuddering with the aftermath of that monstrous release.

My wife pushed my hands out of her, falling to her knees, gripping my shaft with both hands. Her tongue shot out, licking the tip.

“Now it’s your turn,” she purred, her lips only inches away. “Tell me what my cuckold wants to see his wife do.”

That word pierced my heart, as if I was being forced to accept something I didn’t really want. Yet when her mouth drove onto my throbbing cock, taking me all the way to the base as she always did, I knew…All the sudden, I knew it was true. I wanted her to make it with him.

“I want you to cum so many times you can’t breathe.” Grabbing the back of her throat, I forced myself deeper, just the way she liked it. “I want you to give up everything to those men, allow them to do whatever they want.”

She was sputtering, choking, as I hammered into her throat. One of her hands left my shaft, going down to her clit. Fuck! I had her now. “I want to see you on your knees, while they both jack themselves off, spraying your face with their seed.”

The sound coming around my cock, slamming into her throat, was a groan like I had never heard from my wife. Total surrender. Her hand furiously dug at her clit.

I pulled out hastily, jacking myself. She knew what was coming. Without thinking, she pulled her tank top off.

“Open wide,” I said. She hung her head forward, mouth held wide open. Our eyes met as her hand went back to her crotch.

I was only a few strokes away, blasting a ridiculous amount of cum straight at her mouth. Most of it would have made it there, except she came as the first ropes splashed across her now moving face. But she held her mouth open, making only grunting sounds as her body shook from the dual torment. The white cream sprayed everywhere. All over her face and chest, even in her hair.

My breath steadied as I looked around the garage, finding a roll of paper towels on a cabinet. I reached over for it, wiping my jizz off her. Angela trembled on her knees, those luscious eyes never leaving me.

As I wiped her off, the truth settled in. We had just gone somewhere different. I knew it to my core. We had taken an alternative path with our relationship… with Ray and Jackson our first steps on that journey.

All the arousal and need that had controlled us over the last few minutes quickly transformed into the worry of being caught. I reached for her tank top, handing it to her. She could barely get it on. Her hands were trembling so much.

Looking around, I glanced at the door. Chloe stood there, looking in the window. A broad grin showed on her face, nodding her approval. She was ready for us to join her on that path.

My friend’s wife had set this whole thing up to get us over any resistance that remained. In that, she had succeeded. Angela seemed eager now to become a hotwife like her friend. Her husband? He was suddenly not so sure again. Things were moving too fast for my taste.

Before I could get her off the floor of the garage, Chloe was long gone. Angela buried her face in my chest, her arms wrapped firmly around me.

“I guess we’re heading to the beach. You good with that?” I asked.

All she did was nod her head against me.

“I’m sorry, babe. The days of nodding and ‘subject understood’ are over. If we’re going to do this… stuff. I need you to tell me what you have in mind. Openness is going to be our primary rule.”

Angela pulled away from me, straightening her clothes. She reached for her small clutch that had dropped on the garage floor. She grabbed a brush, running it through her hair. It felt like she was keeping herself busy while she gathered her thoughts.

“Yes, I’m good with it, but only if you are. I don’t want to become like Chloe, running off whenever I want, leaving you behind. Okay?” She hugged me close, reaching up to kiss me. “No matter how much pleasure these other men might bring, or how aroused I become, YOU will always be my priority. We can only do this as long as you believe that.”

I nodded I did, pointing to the door. “We need to get going. People are going to get suspicious,” I chuckled.

“Let them,” she said, stepping toward the door, looking back at me. “I just did one of the hottest things ever… with my husband. I don’t care what anyone else thinks.” With that declaration, she opened the door, strutting out, her head high. I scrambled to follow.

When we came out of the garage, walking back to the party, Ray was nowhere to be found. Chloe was busy as the party hostess. We barely saw her or Sebastian before we left.

One curious development was Captain Deffa. When we walked back into the house, he looked at me with a knowing grin. I swear! It was like he knew exactly what we had been doing. Did he? They said Admiral Harrington’s wife was active with Ray. Maybe the Captain’s wife had her own thing. None of that mattered. His stare gave me the chills, knowing my career risk had taken a leap higher. I will be under a new level of scrutiny from now on.

Angela didn’t notice. It was like she had just broken out of jail. She knew many of the people here, but at larger parties, she tended to be reserved and relatively quiet. This time, she flitted from person to person, chattering away.

Maybe she HAD broken out of ‘jail.’ In one sense, at least. She had always been so careful to be reserved and proper in everything she did. Suddenly, our decision had given her permission to be freer, looser. My wife was going to take full advantage. I think I’m going to like the new Angela.


Chapter 8



The holiday weekend was a full month away, but it seemed all we could talk about was the coming event. Ray had confirmed his friend Jackson would be there. And Chloe took Angela to lunch several times, talking about what she had planned.

Curiously, my wife wouldn’t tell me what that was. She said that Chloe thought it would be hotter if I thought about what ‘might’ come, adding to the arousal when it actually did. Not sure I bought that logic, though I didn’t press the issue.

Sebastian seemed just as excited. I saw him every day on the ship as we handled our regular duties. Unfortunately, ‘scuttlebutt’ (rumors in Navy-speak) spread that we might need to deploy earlier than our normal rotation. The Middle East had erupted in full war again. The conflict was threatening to spread. Nothing official had come from the Pentagon yet. All we had was an email from the Captain of the Barry. It seemed only a matter of time. ‘Get ready,’ he warned all hands.

When I told my wife, I got the first of a long line of surprises that would come in the next six months. When I told her about the war and the USS Barry’s possible involvement, she seemed much more concerned about the impact on our beach weekend than any risk to me.

What was I to make of that? I had given her permission to be a little more active. She’s taken that to heart. Better get used to it, I guess.

As the weekend approached, I noticed sexier clothes in her closet and an increased interest in touching. My wife had never been one of those wives with headaches or ‘just did my hair.’ She had always been an affectionate partner. But this was something more. She had become an ‘energized’ affectionate partner.

We also discussed what was allowed and what not. Mainly about her nervousness regarding what she could do without me losing respect for her.

That whole concept of ‘respect’ seemed very important to Angela suddenly. We had a unique partnership in our marriage. We both knew that. In some conceptual way, she saw me as the ‘head of household.’ Had said many times she wanted it that way. Yet, we never made decisions without discussing and mutually agreeing on them. It was very much a partnership.

Except in bed. Increasingly, she needed/wanted/demanded the rougher treatment I had used when I returned from deployment that first week. She wanted to be controlled and pushed to her sexual limits. That last week before the weekend, she even started talking about anal. We had NEVER done that before. I wondered if she thought the guys might want to do it. ‘Should she?’ she kept asking.

I thought a lot about what ‘respect’ meant in this context. I suspected she didn’t want to lose that close partnership outside the bedroom, more than inside. She worried I would look at her differently once I had seen her let loose with some strange cock.

Angela saw this weekend as a first step in her actually becoming a hotwife after I deployed. She wanted to talk about it constantly and demanded rules for how to do it. It was important to define what’s allowed and what’s not, she would say over and over.

Thankfully, I had Sebastian to lean on. He hinted at limits they had, though I took all of those as ‘loose limits,’ at best, knowing Chloe broke most of them.

My uncertainty grew the more we discussed what was going to happen. I wondered how long any ‘rules’ would last for my wife. I trusted her with my life. No question there. But she was a very sensual person. This new ‘permission’ had allowed that sensuality to blossom in a new direction.

Would she really put herself in a situation to play, then pull back at the last moment if her partner wanted something outside those rules? The more we talked about it, the less likely that became to me. It certainly had gone that direction with Chloe.

Our preparation for the weekend was a perfect case in point. She seemed to want a stronger hand in my behavior. She had me scrubbing her in the shower, shaving her pubic hair off, choosing her outfits. The works. She even had me eat her out while telling me about her getting fucked by ‘the guys.’ It was hot, I’ll give her that. SHE certainly came hard with that experience. Regrettably, all these actions increasingly made me feel like the proverbial ‘third wheel.’

She was going there to get fucked by Ray or Jackson, or both… I was no longer sure what was going to happen. That I would be there seemed less important as each day went by.

I was no longer even sure what I would do while they did it. Watch, like Sebastian preferred? Stroking myself? That was very arousing when I watched Ray take his wife online. But doing that while I’m in the same room as her? Would I be willing to get naked in front of them as these two guys plowed into our wives? I wasn’t sure.

My sexual model had always been actively taking part. Now, I had to rethink that completely. This weekend, I would need to hold back, allowing my new hotwife the freedom to play. That seemed the only answer. Still… an entire weekend? I’d likely get very frustrated before it was over.
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Angela was excited as we drove down to St. Augustine Beach. Chloe had found a house near the beach, isolated from the neighbors. She wanted that so she and Angela could be naked as much as they wanted. Not being on the water disappointed me. My wife didn’t care. I’m sure she didn’t expect to spend much time outside, anyway.

“How do you want to do this?” Angela asked, as we pulled into the driveway of the house. It was surprisingly large, clearly meant for family rentals during the season. The surrounding trees gave the house the privacy Chloe wanted. Three other cars were already there.

“Do this?” I asked.

“You know… get started.”

“Not sure, babe. I doubt I’ll have much to say about it. The guys will probably set the pace, don’t you think?”

“Can I confess something?” she asked me, ignoring my statement. I nodded. “I’m really nervous.”

“No kidding,” I laughed. She was all of that and more!

“Been a long time since anyone but you has seen me naked. I worry they won’t find me attractive.”

“You can put that to rest right now,” I laughed. “You are gorgeous, my love. Those large breasts will attract a lot of attention, though I suspect a willing attitude will be more of what they are looking for this weekend, don’t you?”

“Will you mind if I’m… openly willing?”

“I’m here, aren’t I?”

“Come on, Berk… you know what I mean. Will you still love me if I do that?”

“Yes, Angela. I want you to have the time of your life. Let yourself go. Don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine… and we’ll be fine. Go in, rip your clothes off, never put them on again… drop to your knees… that’s up to you. This is your weekend to see whether you like the hotwife lifestyle.”

“You’re sure I can do anything? Chloe wants us to do some things… that are… I don’t know, kind of mean!”

I nodded, knowing what she meant. “Sebastian calls it ‘taunting.’ Both Ray and Chloe apparently tease him about having a small tool, and how he can’t get it up. That kind of thing. We both know that is not true for me, but is for him. I’ve thought a lot about how well I’ll tolerate that. To be frank, I won’t be as accepting as he is. Not even close. But here’s my promise to you. If that kind of shit gets too much for me, I’ll say so. I promise not to harbor any ill-will for later. Fair enough?”

She leaned over, kissing me passionately. “Nothing that happens in there will change how much I love you. Okay? It’s very important that you understand that.”

“I do,” I said. “Just having fun. That’s all it is to me.”

I opened the door, pulling our suitcases out of the trunk. Not sure how I missed this before. My wife didn’t have a bra under her sundress. Her sensitive nipples were poking out like missiles ready to launch. Worse, as she leaned over to pull up the suitcase handle, I noticed she had gone commando as well. Yes, indeed. She was ready.

As we walked up to the house, my hand slid across her bare ass, giving her a light tap. “You ARE ready to go. Have fun. Let yourself be free to do what you want.”

She giggled at my touch, leaning in. “Thank you for this… for talking me into it. It’s been quite arousing.”

I knocked on the door. A very large black man came to the door. “You must be the Commander,” he said, waving us in. “And you are the lovely Angela. Ray was not wrong about you.”

Without hesitation or even letting us in the door, he had my wife in his arms, pressing his lips against hers, hands pulling up the dress to grab her ass. My wife simply melted into his arms, not putting up any resistance.

I chuckled, doing one of those ‘coughs’ to get attention. “Might want to let us in first.”

Before he could break their lip lock, Chloe came out of another room. Well, she’s ready! She was completely naked; her face a little flushed. The guys must have been keeping her busy before the second guest arrived.

My wife stumbled back, out of breath, staring nervously at me. Her face joined Chloe’s in blushing.

“You must be Jackson,” I said, extending my hand. He took it. Those meat hooks were huge, though he wasn’t any taller than me. Stocky and solid, instead. His T-shirt stretched across his massive chest and bulging arms. The gym shorts did nothing to hide his arousal at whatever Chloe had been doing before we arrived. Yes, indeed. This man was going to give my bride the rough ride of her life.

Sebastian and Ray were standing in the kitchen, discussing the coming Jacksonville football season. They made it to the playoffs last year. Everyone was hoping for a better than usual showing again this year.

Chloe directed me to one of the four bedrooms, taking my arm, guiding me back into the kitchen. Her nakedness was very distracting. I reached up, pinching a nipple. She giggled.

“You ready for some fun?” I asked.

“Always, my friend. Always.” Her wry grin definitely left me wondering what wicked scheme she had cooked up for Angela.

Ray and Sebastian were standing near each other. Jackson had Angela in his arms, tracing his hand down her chest. I came in just before he dropped to the good part. My wife jumped back, as if I had caught her doing something wrong.

I just laughed, patting her on the ass as I reached for the whiskey Sebastian handed me.

Before I could take a sip, Chloe pulled Angela into the middle of the room, turning her to face the guys. She leaned over to whisper in her ear. Angela giggled at whatever she said, nodding her approval.

“Gentlemen,” Chloe said. “Let me introduce you to my partner in crime this weekend, the fair Angela.”

With that, she pulled the zipper down the back of my wife’s sundress, dropping it to the floor. My heart nearly seized at the sight of my wife naked in front of all these people. Or worse, it was hard accepting the nipples that made it clear how excited she was to be right here, showing off just like that.

Her nervous eyes met mine. I winked, letting her know I was fine. She relaxed as Ray and Jackson left their positions to surround her. Their hands were all over her naked body, pinching, prodding, inserting. My wife squealed at the sudden start of intimate touching, moaning when a light finger touched her clit. When I didn’t react badly, she relaxed a little, allowing them to do what they wanted.

[image: ]


Sebastian held his glass up to me for a toast. “To a hot weekend of pleasure for all of us,” he said.

I clinked back, smiling. “For some more than others,” I joked.

Angela heard me, looked over. She took Jackson’s hand, pressing it against her breast, encouraging more. He was happy to do it.

In some weird way, it was as if I had just left the room. Not for her. She kept looking over at me, doing things to show herself off and tease me. No, it was all about me. It might as well have been Ray and Chloe on the video screen, or me watching a porn. Somehow, I was no longer involved. This was now all about her.

The surprise was how quickly things started. I thought we would talk a bit, maybe have a bite. But no… The guys wanted dessert first, apparently.

Ray broke off from their attention to Angela, pulling a giggling Chloe toward the great room off the kitchen. Sebastian went with them. She was slobbering all over Ray’s massive log before her knees even hit the ground.

For the first time tonight, I actually cringed a little. Not for me, but for my friend. His wife had obviously done this many times before. Her tiny body had no troubles taking the entire shaft all the way down. And just as clearly, she loved doing it. Her husband might as well not have been in the room.

Angela was completely different. There was not only the uncertainty of a new lover, but her husband looking on. This made it more a show than Chloe’s clear worship.

Jackson intended to follow his friend’s lead, at least for the first night. He grabbed my wife by the arm, leading her to the space next to Chloe, gently placing pressure on her shoulders to go down on her knees. Angela shuddered. The entire experience suddenly became real as her naked body dropped to the floor.

He smiled at me as he undressed right in front of her. He was enjoying himself, stripping the clothes, staring down at her. I wondered at that moment whether he thought of himself as a ‘bull.’ Weird thought, right? Vocabulary? Especially as a man was pulling his cock out for your wife to suck.

It didn’t take him long. He only had on a T-shirt and gym shorts. Both Angela and I gasped when his shaft came into view. Fuck! I thought Ray was big. This guy was just as long, maybe even thicker. And he wasn’t even hard yet!

I was having an out-of-body experience, like I could read her mind. Her pulse was picking up, hands straining, wanting to reach out to it. She couldn’t take her eyes off the shaft. All thoughts of me had disappeared. Her tongue licked her lips, getting ready for the demand she knew was coming.

“Time for you to show your cuck what you really want,” he said to her. He winked at me, I guess trying to get me involved in what he was doing. It worked. I almost stepped forward to get a closer look.

“You ready?” he said, grabbing a handful of hair. That forced her head forward, near his hardening shaft. This entire process was clearly hot for him as well.

Angela trembled, nodding. Again, I could almost read her mind. She trembled both with the absurdity of the situation as this massive uncut cockhead was forced closer to her mouth, and with the desire she experienced in having him do it just this way.

Remember, my wife gets seriously aroused when being ‘forced’ to suck cock. Somehow, this guy had hit this kink right from the start. Or maybe he just wanted to do it and had lucked out with the perfect match.

“You, my little slut, are going to suck my cock. Do you know why?” My wife said nothing, continuing to stare as the cockhead moved closer.

“Because I want it. Because what you want is to please me, isn’t that right?” Angela seemed mesmerized, simply nodding at his question.

“You’re going to be mine for the entire weekend, just like your cuck wants, aren’t you?” Both of them turned toward me. Now, I was the one mesmerized, trying to figure out what to say. Our eyes met. Desire oozed out of her. ‘Go for it,’ I mouthed to her.

Jackson twisted her head back to him… that cock only an inch away. Angela’s tongue stuck out, licking the precum already forming on the tip. He had grown to at least three-quarters of his length. His hand came to her chin, pulling it up. She instinctively opened her mouth, hungry to take his meat down her throat.

“Do it,” he said softly.

And she was on that log, burying it down her throat, moving her hands up to stroke the shaft, still exposed. Her excitement had finally found release. While her mouth couldn’t accommodate it all at once, several attempts later, he was slamming himself down her throat.

The groans that rose from her chest made me sit down. The weekend had finally found its form. This guy had done this before. He knew when he had someone willing to do anything. And I could tell… as groans escaped her throat… that she would. He had her.

I sat down on the loveseat across from them. My own shaft needed some pressure release. Should have worn gym shorts, instead of these cargoes. These didn’t give as easily.

Angela kept up her efforts, giving him as much attention as she could. One hand gradually fell to her clit, as she always did with me. She fingered herself, wanting to cum with his shaft down her throat.

My mind found this constant in-and-out repetitive, so I looked over at Chloe. She was doing the same, except Ray was clearly controlling her actions. His grip on her hair was firmer, his thrusts deeper. He barked for her to keep her hands away from her body. She was to focus on him, not herself. She gladly complied.

Sebastian DID wear gym shorts. They were already on the floor as he stroked himself, doing his own version of ‘mesmerized’ at what his wife was doing. His need did not take long. Seed leaped from his cock, spraying across his hands and stomach as he grunted into the room.

Ray tapped Chloe on the side of the head. She must have known what that meant. She pulled off his shaft, crawling over to her husband, clamping her mouth onto his cockhead. He had just cum. I knew how overstimulating that must have been. She didn’t care.

He thrashed against her torment, trying to pull out. She stopped, using her fingers and tongue to gather his seed, putting it in her mouth. Their eyes never left each other as she collected every morsel.

Chloe crawled onto his lap, draping her satiny pussy across his flaccid shaft, then kissed him. Fuck… I could see her tongue moving, his swallowing. She was feeding him his own cum! He gobbled it down like the sweetest of nectars.

His gaze had shifted to Ray as he swallowed. My positive view of the Chief changed dramatically as he opened his mouth. “Glad you like eating cum, cuck. You gonna do a lot of it this weekend. Mine, yours, Jackson’s, maybe even your friend’s… if he ever takes his pants off.”

I could see a gentle nod against his wife’s kiss. Yes… he wanted to do that. What the hell?

Ray stepped up, lifting his hotwife off Sebastian’s lap, flinging her on the sofa. She knew what was coming next, moving to her hands and knees, wiggling her ass as Ray stepped forward.

I was so caught up in the action there I neglected my own bride. Jackson had done the same. Soon, Angela was right next to Chloe, laying across the arm of the sofa. He didn’t waste any time getting her wet. He knew that wasn’t necessary. Neither did Ray.

Sitting back in near shock, my wife cried out as he shoved that log inside her hungry box. She came only moments later, as she often did with me. She had always told me the buildup of her sucking never failed to ‘get her boiling!’

And with a log this big, it seemed even more so. Jackson took it to her, slamming that cunt like a pile driver. Angela cried out again and again, moaning at his abusive treatment, wanting more. Chloe was on the same trajectory, moaning as Ray gave her all she wanted.

I could only stare at what was happening. A deep funk fell over me. I knew at that moment, our lives together would never be the same. I wondered suddenly if that was going to be a good thing.


Chapter 9



Ray and Jackson pounded into the women for what seemed like forever. Both seemed able to last a very long time. The cries of the women cumming again and again had Sebastian and me doing our own groaning. Eventually, I couldn’t take it anymore, pulling down my shorts.

Jackson turned to look at me, nodding his approval. “Get used to that hand,” he said. “That’s all you’re getting while I have your woman.” I smiled back at him.

Did that shit work with other husbands? To me, it just sounded pathetic. There was no chance my wife would leave with him after the weekend. She was, at best, a short-term loaner.

“Don’t pay attention to me,” I said to him. “I don’t need any of that cuckold shit. Your job is to give her the fucking of her life.”

His eyes grew a little wider as he nodded his understanding. The pile driving of before became simply ferocious as he grabbed her hips, slamming himself home repeatedly. Angela groaned with sudden intensity, crying out with another release moments later.

My wife was panting now, having already cum 3-4 times, at least. Her head turned to me after the latest blast, smiling. My putting her bull in his place seemed to satisfy her that I meant what I said. She pushed her hands out, pressing her hips back against the cock using her viciously.

“Do it,” Angela cried out. “Fuck me… fuck me hard… give me all you have. I want to feel your seed.”

The strength of her outcry caught everyone’s attention. Chloe took her cue, pushing back harder, demanding Ray’s seed. She was ready.

I just sat back on the loveseat, my spread legs and cock hanging in the room as I did my own savage beating. Jackson’s grunting told me he was close. Despite his doing the plunging, my wife’s eyes locked on mine as I matched his thrusts with my own strokes.

I tried to time my blast with his… got close. As I exploded all over my stomach and hands, Jackson gave up his load. Angela mewled as another orgasm ripped her apart. She moaned as I watched Jackson’s balls pulse with each rope he was sending into my wife.

There was nothing left for me. That blast had consumed my excitement. I just relaxed into the loveseat as my cock softened.

Jackson slapped her ass hard. “You know what to do,” he said sharply.

Angela painfully got off the sofa, trying to get some feeling back in her legs that had hung over the sofa arm. She dropped to her knees, crawling toward me. I was past hypersensitivity, so she went to work gathering my seed into her mouth.

My wife looked hard at me. Her meaning clear: ‘Want it?’ My equally hard stare said: ‘No fucking way.’ She smiled, knowing that would be my answer.

Angela turned to Sebastian, crawling over. She mounted him just as Chloe had, whimpering as she scraped her clit over his still soft rod. My friend looked over at me nervously. I nodded for him to go ahead. He smiled, happy to take another offering, just as my wife’s lips came down on his. I cringed again, watching him swallow and her tongue movement. He really seemed to like the taste of cum. To each his own, am I right?

Before he could relax and savor the taste, a booming voice came across the room. It was Ray.

“You’re not done cuck. Clean her up.”

Sebastian apparently knew what that meant. He pushed Angela off him, swapping places with her. He pulled her hips out, spreading her legs right in front of his face. God, what a mess! Her juices and Jackson’s seed were smeared everywhere. My friend didn’t care. His face dove into her snatch, licking, sucking, stabbing.

Angela had experienced nothing like this! She moaned and pushed against him. He knew what to do. Stabbing at her swollen clit with each tongue pass. As the mess disappeared down his throat, my wife cried out with one of her strongest releases of the night, heaving for a breath as her body shook under his care.

He barely finished when grunting from Ray told us all his time had arrived. As had Chloe’s. They both moaned as he delivered what I knew to be a copious amount of seed as she came again.

Her head fell to the sofa, but her hips hung in the air… waiting. Ray stepped back. I expected him to do the same to Chloe. And he did, eventually. First, he went to Ray, licking up and down the shaft. Cleaning started with the source, I guess. Funny how I could tell this wasn’t to arouse. Only cleaning. An act of submission, not joy.

While I stared as Sebastian shifted back to his wife’s dripping snatch, Jackson surprised me, sitting on the loveseat next to me. It was a tight fit, with our legs touching all the way down. He pointed at his cock, apparently wanting the same service Sebastian gave.

His eyes grew wider again as I spoke. “That goes anywhere near my mouth. It will be the last time you see it attached to your body.”

He roared with amusement, reaching over the side, bringing a towel around to wipe himself. He knew I wouldn’t do it. Oh great, my wife’s bull had to be a comedian!

A cry of release brought all heads toward Chloe as her husband finished cleaning her with a flurry of stabs against her sensitive nub. Now, she could collapse on the sofa. Sebastian wrapped her in his arms.

Jackson got up as Angela walked to me, wanting to do the same. She buried her face in my chest, arms wrapped around me.

“Thank you,” she said. “That was something. I loved having you watch me like that. We should do that again.”

Jackson’s chortle caught her attention. “You can count on that, babe. I’m going to give it to you all night. You’re mine for the weekend.”

A deep sigh came off the sofa. Surprisingly, it came from Sebastian, not Chloe. “Who’s hungry?” he asked. “There’s a great seafood place only ten minutes away.”

All heads nodded in agreement. The two men left for their rooms. I grabbed my wife, heading to ours. Moments later, we all emerged, dressed for a nice dinner out. Chloe returned in an outfit that I was sure would get her arrested in some states. It left little to the imagination.

My wife had simply changed into another sundress, this time with a thin bra and matching panties. I suspected going commando into a restaurant would NEVER be her style. At least, it never had before. Now, after what I just witnessed, I wondered if she had abandoned all her past adherence to propriety.
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Sebastian grabbed my arm. “Let’s go. I’ll drive.”

Both Angela and I were unsure, but Jackson took her arm. Chloe followed Ray. They walked out together, though Angela kept looking back at me, obviously wondering if she had stepped over some line. They got into Ray’s car, driving away. What the fuck? My wife just left with this guy!

“Are they going to the same restaurant?” I asked Sebastian as we followed them.

“Of course,” he smiled. “I just thought they could use the time to get friendlier. So far, it’s only been fucking. To last an entire weekend, they need to get past that.”

He seemed reluctant to say anything. All I could see was my wife necking with Jackson in the back seat of the car ahead of me. I could see his shoulder moving. His hand must be active as well. She had to know I could see them!

“How’d you ever get comfortable with all this?” I asked, as we followed them down the A1A.

“I like it.”

“Come on, Sebastian. Eating cum off dicks? That seemed forced to me.”

“Not my favorite thing, but Chloe asked me to. I do whatever she wants.”

He said that so freely, I almost gasped. Of course, doesn’t everyone?

“Whatever she wants?”

“Yes,” he said, without hesitation. He suddenly seemed embarrassed. “This won’t hurt our relationship on the Barry, will it?”

“Of course not,” I laughed. “It’s a little tough for me to come down on you while I watch my wife do the same thing.”

His face grew into a big smile. “Then the truth it is. I enjoy all the playing, watching her that way. We’ll have some time to talk later. We can discuss the lifestyle more then, okay?” What did he mean by that?

We pulled into the parking lot right behind our wives… and their boyfriends? Shit, I didn’t even know how to take this latest turn.

The restaurant was right on the beach. Ray found a table for six near the window. Ray and Chloe sat together on one side, with Jackson and Angela on the other. Sebastian and I sat at the ends, separate.

Whatever resistance Angela had before vanished in the car. She giggled and touched her new friend with open affection. An occasional look at me was all I got. True to his words, Sebastian seemed comfortable as ever. The discussion went through everything from football to politics to base happenings, though I seldom joined in.

My thoughts had turned inward, wondering what kind of monster I had opened in our lives. Would we ever have a ‘normal’ relationship after this? In one sense, maybe Jackson’s taunt about ‘getting used to my hand’ was a true forecast of our future. After a few sessions with guys like Jackson, would she ever want me again?

I excused myself to go to the restroom. When I came out, Angela was standing next to the Men’s room.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

“Just a little hard to take, that last, watching you necking on the way to the restaurant.”

“Okay for him to hump me, but not kiss?” She smiled, clearly trying to tease. She’s right. My uncertainty was misplaced.

She pressed herself against me, looking nervously down the hall to make sure Jackson couldn’t see her.

“You told me to let go, do what I wanted. Was that not true?”

“Yes, of course, it’s just…”

She interrupted me, a little pique in her tone. “It’s just that the first time I actually do it, you change your mind? Which is it? Do I need to worry about your reaction again?”

No matter how hard this was, I had to let this weekend play out. We could reset the rules later. Now it was too late.

“It won’t happen again, okay? You have fun. I’ll be fine.”

I patted her on the rear, walking back to the table. She didn’t follow, heading to the ladies’ room. She must have told Jackson she left for the same reason.

By the time she got back, we were all laughing about a guy on the beach trying to get his umbrella down. Why he had waited to do that in the dark had brought many outrageous suggestions. Angela nodded at me. Her firm nod said she accepted my words and would not bring it up again.

She turned to Jackson, reaching her hand in his lap, squeezing his cock through his pants, winking back at me. That woman never ceased to amaze me. Openly brazen… just for me.

I finally got it. She had agreed to do this because she thought I wanted her to. Now that she had, she found she actually liked it. Her openness with Jackson was her testing me back. I said I wanted her to try it. Well, here it is. Can I handle it? The answer was no, but I wasn’t about to tell her that.
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The ride back in the car with Sebastian was noticeably quieter than the ride down. His excitement about the playing had apparently ended. This time, when we pulled in behind the car ahead, Jackson was driving and Chloe was clearly humping Ray in the back seat, already naked.

And that was only the first shock. My wife got out of the car… also naked. She had apparently removed her clothes on the way to the beach house. Only her stilettos graced her body. Angela giggled at something Jackson had said, running into the house as fast as feet with 4-inch stilettos could go. Tits flopping in the breeze. I followed them, but waited on the porch, watching, as Sebastian stayed with the car until Chloe emerged.

There was something about Sebastian’s shoulders that put me on edge. Slumped. Resigned. His face pliant and tight. Like he knew what was coming.

When I got into the kitchen, my wife was already on her knees, sucking her now naked friend back to hardness. He was casually drinking a beer, seemingly indifferent to what she was doing. That really offended me for some reason. My wife was giving her all and he could give a shit?

I can only assume he saw the displeasure on my face. He stepped back, displaying his hard shaft… clearly he had been involved… as the other three came back into the house.

Chloe ignored her husband altogether, dragging Ray toward what must have been his bedroom. With that as his signal, Jackson pulled Angela into his arms, walking toward another bedroom right next to it. I walked in that direction to follow them. Sebastian just sat down, sighing.

Jackson had dropped Angela on her feet in the bedroom. As I approached the door, she smiled at me, a wicked smile I had never seen before, shutting the door in my face. I looked over. The door to Ray and Chloe was already closed.

What the fucking hell was that about? It took every bit of control I had not to smash that door in and drag my wife out of there!

I turned back to look at Sebastian. He only shrugged. ‘What can you do?’ that shrug told me.

“What was that all about?” I said, walking over to him. There was no mistaking the anger in my tone.

“They’re going to fuck all night. What else?”

“With the door closed, leaving us out here?”

“We’re the cucks, remember? They get to do whatever they want.”

“Our wives are sleeping with them tonight?”

“Yes,” he smiled. He was definitely taken aback when I asked that question. “Not what you expected?”

“Fuck no.” I turned back toward the door, rethinking the idea of smashing the door in.

Sebastian touched my arm before I could move in that direction. “Grab a drink,” he said. “Let’s go out on the deck. Sometimes it’s too hard to sit in here and listen to it.”

I understood, finally. His quiet in the car, that resigned shrug. Watching was one thing, being left alone so she could have her fun… For fuck’s sake! The reality of his life suddenly set in. He’d been doing this for years!

I turned to look back at the door. Sounds of groaning and squeaking beds filled the space between us. Our women were not missing their husbands, that’s for sure.


Chapter 10



Sebastian had gone back into his bedroom to change back into his standard ‘cuckold’ costume of T-shirt and gym shorts. Easier to relax that way, I suspected. I did the same.

When I grabbed my drink, heading outside, Sebastian seemed truly relaxed out on the deck. It was a beautiful Florida night. Steamy hot, yet calm. And he was right about coming out here. Closing the door to the house also closed off the noise of copulation. That constant reminder of what they were doing had become unbearable.

We clinked tumblers as I sat down next to him. A sadness for this life he led caught me in a vulnerable spot. I sipped the whiskey, suddenly feeling emotional about my future, too. Was this the way it was going to be? She has her fun, and I’m left literally ‘outside’ while she does it? How could he have tolerated that all these years?

As if he knew what I was thinking, Sebastian reached over, touching my arm. “It gets easier,” he said. “Sometimes, she lets me watch in the room. Those are nice.”

“But not usually?”

“No… not usually. She says there’s something about me staring at her. It doesn’t allow her to let go, or some such.”

“You watch her all the time on the cameras. I witnessed it myself. She was always looking for the right camera angle, wanting you to see this or that. How is this different?”

He shrugged again. “I’ve often thought this ‘not in the room’ thing was just another form of her taunting.” He settled back in the deck chair, taking a sip of his drink. “It’s all a mystery to me, too. Not sure why I like her calling me insulting names so much, despite struggling with being excluded like this.”

“Why don’t you tell her how much it hurts you?”

He looked at me with genuine surprise… as if he hadn’t done that.

“You have, I take it. She didn’t care?”

“Probably why it hurts so much,” Sebastian confessed. “When we first started, it was like we were in it together. You know about my performance issues. This seemed a great way for us to stay together and still give Chloe what she needed. For a while, it seemed like the perfect solution. She was finding new ones all the time, and it was like we were exploring this new life together.”

“What changed?”

“1st Class Eric Dillard. Pilot on one of the base’s tugboats… the Spence. You know him?”

I nodded I did. “That fat slob. He’s an asshole. How’d she end up with him?”

“Big guy, true, but a really massive cock and a forceful manner that she… I don’t know… responded to? She picked him up through an online site. She claimed not to know he was in the Navy when they first got together, and didn’t know I knew him. We only figured it out when I saw him on the video. The disrespectful prick used the name of his boat as his online handle. Can you believe that? Called himself ‘Spence.’ We were down in Central America when it happened… When was that? 2-3 years ago? Got pretty busy for a while. By the time I could download some videos, they had already been together several times. Too late after that. She was hooked on his cock.”

“Too late? When you objected, she wouldn’t stop?”

He gave another resigned shrug. “Nope. But she invited me to watch them when we returned that fall. That was when I knew we had turned a corner. He really enjoyed fucking an officer’s wife, and that the officer couldn’t do anything about it. He was the guy that taught Chloe about taunting and denial. Seemed quite experienced with cuckolds. I liked it… at first. Seemed all part of the game. Later, it was obvious he was using it for other reasons. Tried to break us up.”

“What the fuck? And she went along with it?”

“Well, no. I guess there’s that. But the taunting stayed even after she broke it off. He had forbidden her to go online and find other guys while they were together. She got used to a steady boyfriend. Then she found Ray. Been with him ever since.”

“At least he doesn’t treat you disrespectfully,” I said.

“In his way… but his constant presence, and superior performance, has driven a wedge between Chloe and me. More and more, she chooses him over me. And these overnighters are proving difficult to handle.”

“I understand that. The idea of going to bed, knowing my wife is in the next room humping away… I’m not sure I can do it.”

“Only two choices, really,” he said, obviously resigned to the fact. “Go in there, demand she leave with you. Or let it play out. Chloe has made it clear that ‘demanding’ would not be a welcome approach. Maybe Angela will be different.”

Sebastian and I talked deep into the night, with a few drinks, to buttress our hurt feelings. In the end, I became more… how to say it… ‘philosophical’ about the situation. I opened this door. Now I had to let it go where it went, at least for the weekend. Though I knew one thing for certain. I could never accept being treated like Chloe treated Sebastian. My wife would find a fierce and unpleasant reaction as I walked out the door.

But for now, I needed to sleep. I thanked Sebastian for the company. On the way back to ‘our’ bedroom… a bitterness filled me when I thought about sleeping alone with my wife only feet away. I stopped at their door on the way by. All I could hear was my wife whimpering at whatever Jackson was doing. Fuck, it was 1:30 in the morning. How much stamina did that guy have?! Or my wife, for that matter.

For now, it was time for sleep. Regrettably, I was right next to Ray’s room. That woman was not just whimpering. And Ray had no trouble with stamina.

I crawled into bed, listening to them go at it. You can probably guess it took me a while to fall asleep.
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“I’m sorry, my love. Please forgive me.”

I came out of my sleep groggily. Angela was on her knees next to the bed, openly sobbing like she had just lost her mother. It took me a few moments to realize where I was. Still at the beach house. But what was she doing here… with me? What happened to Jackson? Last I heard, she was whimpering away…

“It’s okay, babe. I’m here,” I said, rolling out of bed, pulling her into my arms. She buried her face in my chest, the sobbing going deeper as she desperately held onto me.

An anger began to burn. What had he done to her? I’m going to beat the shit out of that motherfucker!

“Please. I want to go… let’s go home. Right now,” she begged me.

“Sure, babe. Whatever you want.”

I was wide awake now, grabbing my clothes, stuffing the extras back into the bag. I looked at her, noticing she was still naked.

“Where’s your clothes?”

“In the car…” Her hands went back to cover her face, the sobbing now growing fierce. Shame had taken control of her.

“We’ll get them on the way out. Here, put this on.” I reached into the suitcase, handing her a sundress. It was pretty revealing. I chuckled to myself. She had brought no other underwear, only what she left in the car last night.

I hooked our bags together, wanting to make it in one trip without her having to carry anything. Truthfully, I had never seen her so distraught, but that simmering anger grew as I thought about what he must’ve done.

When we came out of the bedroom, Jackson was standing there staring at her. He was still naked and clearly just coming out of sleep himself. What the fuck? The bastard. Showing off like that after what he did? Whatever that was, I suddenly realized.

Angela grabbed my arm, pulling me towards the door. She didn’t want to face him. It was time to leave. I glared at him on our way by.

By the time we got to the front door, Chloe and Ray were watching us out of their door, with Sebastian looking down from the loft bedroom upstairs.

“We’re going to go now,” I said to the room. “We’ll talk to you all later.”

Frankly, I didn’t know what else to say. It was as much a mystery to me as it was to them.
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Thankfully, we saw the lights flash on Ray’s car. He had unlocked it for us with the key fob. I reached inside, scooping up her clothes from the front seat.

By the time I got the bags in the trunk and sat in the driver’s seat, Angela had started crying again, face in her hands, quivering as her sobs filled the car.

“It’s okay, babe,” I said. “We’re leaving now. He can’t do anything else to you.”

Somehow, those words cut through the haze.

“He didn’t do anything,” she said.

“Then what?” If not that, then I had no idea what was going on.

We drove for several miles before she could talk again. Thank goodness the crying had stopped. She simply stared out the window of the car as the miles flew by.

As we reentered Jacksonville, turning toward home, she looked at me.

“I don’t want to sleep over again. Okay? And I’m so sorry for shutting you out of the room. Chloe said that cuckolds like that. I knew it wasn’t true for MY cuckold, but I went along anyway. That was so wrong… Shouldn’t have done that. Can you forgive me?”

“Hold on… forgive you? I don’t even know what’s going on here. Seemed like you were enjoying what he was doing last night!”

That made her smile for the first time since she closed the door in my face.

“Oh, he did that. Don’t be hurt, babe, but I think I had more orgasms than I ever had in one night.”

Now I was really confused. “Then what happened?”

Ignoring my question, she started talking. “I’m not sure I’m cut out to be a hotwife. I enjoyed the sex. It was… incredible. That guy really knew how to get me worked up. I came and came. But waking up…”

She shuddered, turning inward again, fighting the urge to cry. She stared out the window, thinking about the night. Finally, she started again.

“But waking up… feeling his arm around me… cuddling close… I don’t know what it was. Shame filled me. It hit me hard. What was I doing sleeping with another man?”

“You… you… didn’t want to sleep with him?”

She sighed deeply, trying to gather her thoughts. “The sex was fine. More than fine. Fantastic! All the playing around, doing it in front of you was so exciting. I loved that, really did. But… but…”

The tears threatened to return. She pushed them back, turning to me. Her hand on my leg.

“But he wasn’t my husband and I don’t want him to be. I suddenly realized I shouldn’t be sleeping with anyone but my husband.”

“Okay, then what happened?” I asked, trying to understand. That hand on my leg grew firmer, more of a stroke than a touch.

“I don’t care who’s dick’s been inside me. Sleeping is only for you. For the love of my life.” The firmness of her tone caught me by surprise. “No matter what we do in the future, I don’t want to sleep there, coming back to you the next morning. This is something we do together, or not at all.”

“Of course, babe, if that’s what you want.”

Memories of the conversation with Sebastian last night came unbidden. Angela had rejected Jackson for me. I imagined Sebastian and Chloe had had a similar conversation. And it held true… until it didn’t. Until the situation pushed them in a very different direction.

“Always. I never want to sleep over.”

“So what’s next?” I asked.

“Let’s go home. I need some of that reclaim sex I read so much about in those stories you sent me.”
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She wasn’t kidding. As soon as she walked in the door, her sundress was on the floor. My wife dropped to her knees, pushing my gym shorts down, sucking me. She was wild! Hungry for my rod. If that didn’t get me going, nothing would.

Angela stood, dragging me to the living room sofa by my stiff shaft. I was putty in her hands at that point. She pushed me onto the sofa, impaling herself on my lap. We didn’t talk. We didn’t cuddle. All we did was fuck!

When I woke up the next morning, I realized it was still Saturday. The weekend had certainly taken a different turn. I wondered if Sebastian was still up in his loft, listening to Chloe and Ray play.

I reached for my phone. It was already past 10 o’clock. There were dozens of messages from Chloe and Sebastian, and even one from Ray. They were just as surprised as I was. All were concerned for Angela. Ray conveyed apologies from Jackson if he had done something. He did not know what happened.

I did. It wasn’t Jackson at all. He had given her everything she wanted, except the love she needed. In the end, the act of sleeping with him had been that proverbial ‘bridge too far.’ Her heart saw it as a betrayal of the powerful bond we had built over the last eight years, no matter how strongly her body yearned for one more go.

I heard a noise from downstairs. She was in the kitchen. Probably starting coffee or fixing breakfast.

Before I went down to see her, I sent a text back to Ray, telling him Jackson was blameless. It was just her first time. I followed that with texts to Chloe and Sebastian, telling them she was fine. We will talk later.

I got up, putting my robe on. Time to assess the damage.


Chapter 11



Angela had on the slinky robe I had bought for her in Italy last fall. It fell only to mid-thigh, and she clearly had nothing underneath.

“How you doin’, babe?” I asked, wrapping my arms around her from behind.

She leaned back into me, hugging my arms with hers. “Better. Tough night.”

“Seemed to be.”

I took a cup out of the cabinet, poured some coffee, and sat down at the kitchen bar.

“Any thoughts, now that you’ve slept on it… with your husband?” I grinned.

“You sure you want to talk about it?”

“Of course,” I said. “Best to get everything out in the open.”

“First, I never want to sleep over, even if you’re deployed. There’s just something too intimate about it. You are my husband. That is an intimacy I want to reserve for you, and you alone.”

“Works for me. But… there seems to be a big ‘but’ left hanging.”

“Okay. I hope this doesn’t hurt your feelings, but I really loved it. It wasn’t as difficult as I thought it would be to spread my legs for a stranger. Quite exciting, really. If you are still willing for me to do it, I would like to become your hotwife… without the sleeping over, of course.”

“With Jackson again?”

“Someday, maybe, but not right now. I don’t think I want to have a single boyfriend like Chloe and Ray. You saw them together. They are long past sex partners. I could see it in Sebastian’s eyes when he looked at them together. He knows it too. I don’t want to take that risk.”

“Then how?”

“Not sure. Online maybe. Bars. We’ll come up with something before your deployment.”

I nodded, reaching over for a refresh of my cup, intentionally scraping across her nipples. She cringed at the touch. I yanked the robe open. Swelling and bruising were already visible on her nipples.

“What the fuck? He manhandled my girls?” I said, with a little more scorn than I should have.

“Mmm,” she giggled. “He really liked that.” Her face turned bright red. “And I kind of liked it when he did it.”

“Oh, you did…” I said, pretending like I was going to squeeze one.

She shrieked, pulling away from me. “Not now! Still a little sore.”

I smiled, letting her know I was teasing. “So what does this all mean… for us… for your future as a hotwife?”

“I don’t know.”

“What do you think? Going to do it again?”

“I enjoyed what he did to me. But the emotions… they can complicate things so much.”

“Yes, they can.” I took a sip of coffee as an idea came to me. “Here’s a thought. Why don’t we ask Sebastian to wire our guest bedroom like he did his whole house? Just the bedroom. You can pick somebody up at a bar or online, bring them back to the house and do whatever you want with them in that room. That way, I’ll be able to watch you whenever I get a chance. Maybe even watch live sometimes.”

“You’d like that?”

“I enjoyed watching you get carried away with Jackson. Why not? Would suit both your needs, right? You’d be able to get a poke when you wanted and include me by… Let me think. By paying attention to the cameras. Since you know I’ll be watching, you simply look up at the camera whenever you want, as if I’m watching you. Because I will be.”

I moved closer to her, pulling her chin until our eyes met. “Anything you want me to see… look at the camera, point, move your leg. Over time, you’ll develop signs to catch my attention. I’ll learn to look for them. Would that work for you?”

“Not sure Sebastian would do that after this weekend,” she worried.

“Sure he would. Lieutenants always do what Commanders ask,” I smiled. “I’m joking, of course. Truthfully, I don’t know. Not even sure I want him to.”

“Why not?”

“Look, I know you like Chloe, been friends with her ever since her husband joined the Barry crew, but that girl has issues.”

“What do you mean? She’s always been nice to me. We get along very well.”

“The idea of shutting the door in my face, allowing you and Jackson to have alone time… her idea, wasn’t it?” The truth was all over her face. Of course it was. “She does that all the time to Sebastian… to her own husband. Ray will come over to the house. She’ll make Sebastian sleep in the guest bed so she can have her time with him overnight. Even forces him to fix Ray breakfast after a quicky the next morning.”

Angela gasped. “I can’t believe that. I thought she loved him.”

“Me too. Don’t be too hard on her about the ‘shutting the door in your face’ thing. You kind of liked it, didn’t you? It felt… really naughty. Isn’t that what you said?”

“But it was cruel to you and left you out there to listen to me wailing.”

“Yes, it did,” I chuckled. “Took me completely by surprise. Got me pretty angry, actually. Came pretty close to smashing the fucking door in.”

“Chloe told me you would…” She halted, staring at me. The realization hit. “She wanted me to be the same way with you as she is with Sebastian.”

“I think so. And just so you know. I’m not like him. I won’t meekly shuffle off to the next room.”

“Of course you wouldn’t. I wouldn’t expect… Oh shit. That’s what I did, wasn’t it? Expect you to shuffle off.” I nodded. “I can’t believe he’d do that.”

“He has issues I don’t. I won’t react well next time.”

“I’m really sorry. Shouldn’t have done it.”

I believed her. “That’s okay. First time for both of us. Look, for us to do something like this, we need to be open with each other. That means me telling you when I’m unhappy and you telling me the same in return. And you need to listen to me when I tell you what I’m feeling.”

She smiled at me. “I saw the look on Jackson’s face when he tried to get you to lick the cum off his dick. It was all I could do not to burst out laughing.”

“Yep. That’s a good example. You can trust me with that, Angela. After you put that door in my face, I swore I would always let you know what I was thinking going forward. Don’t do that again.”
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She got up to finish breakfast, tapping me on the shoulder on the way by. She wouldn’t do that again. Before she was done, there was a ring of the doorbell.

“Oh, shit… I don’t have anything underneath this.” She bolted up the stairs.

I walked to the door. I’m in a robe. Didn’t care. It was Sebastian and Chloe, anyway.

“Come in, come in,” I said, laughing. “She was in a pretty skimpy robe. Be back down shortly.”

“How’s she doing?” Chloe whispered to me.

“Probably a few mistakes made for our first time. Caught her by surprise.”

I looked at Chloe with a hard stare. There was no question about placing the blame. She must have known what was coming next.

“Probably shouldn’t have gone into that bedroom by herself. She wasn’t ready, and frankly, neither was I.”

Sebastian softly punched Chloe in the shoulder. “I told you… shouldn’t have done that. I struggle to handle it even now.”

“Truth is,” I went on, “it’s never going to be okay. Not for her. Not for me. I can’t believe you do it either. Disrespectful in the extreme.”

Chloe sat down at the kitchen bar, staring at the floor. Her face flushed. Fuck, I knew it. My opinion of her dropped another several notches. I could see it on Sebastian’s face as well. She went right back to Ray’s room and closed the door again as soon as we left. Sebastian just looked at me, shrugging his shoulders again in that resigned way he had.

I looked at Chloe again. She seemed to shrivel right in front of me. “Being alone is a tough thing when we go away. I get that. You need some touches. But marriage is not just about sex, Chloe. It’s about trust and respect. If you lose respect for one another, it’s over. Something better will come along. It’s inevitable.”

Both of them were sitting there, but my eyes were hard on Chloe. Her face hardened, looking right back at me. “Easy to say,” she said.

“No, you got me wrong there. I have no doubts how hard it is. Have learned it from my own experience. That’s true for every marriage, not just for Navy couples, or yours and mine. But if you want it to work, it’s worth the effort… for both of you.”

Just as I finished my little sermon, Angela came down the stairs in her typical summer tank top and shorts.

“Why are you two here? You left the beach house?”

“We were worried about you,” Cloe said.

“You shouldn’t have done that. I’m fine.” Angela was even more embarrassed now that they had cut the holiday short for her.

“Didn’t look fine when you were crying, running out the door,” Sebastian said. “Jackson thought he had done something.”

“Please make sure he knows it wasn’t about him at all. I quite enjoyed his… touches. It’s just… I shouldn’t have shut my husband out, or slept with him while Berk was in the next room. So bad on so many levels.”

Chloe flushed red again. All this talk was coming down as an indictment of her behavior. As it should in some ways, but I didn’t want it to destroy our relationship with them.

“Plenty of blame to go around. Just too much for our first time. We have made some decisions, though. Want to hear them?”

Both of them nodded. I looked at Angela, letting her take the lead.

“I’ve decided to become my husband’s hotwife when he deploys next. Sebastian, would you be willing to install a camera system in our guest bedroom so Berk can watch me like you do Chloe?”

“Sure,” he said. “It’s not even expensive. You have a computer, don’t you?”

“We do, but we want this one to be separate, with hard encryption and very tight security,” I told him. “We’ll buy new. Just tell me what we need. Go on, Angela.”

“We were just getting down to the details when you came,” my wife said, looking at Chloe. “I was hoping you could give me some tips on how to make connections online and maybe take me to a bar or two to teach me the ropes. I haven’t been ‘on the market’ since college.

“Love to,” Chloe said. “The online part is too easy. Lots of guys and only a few women. You will seldom have trouble finding someone, especially the way you look. The guys will be all over you.”

“And Jackson would love another chance,” Chloe said.

“Maybe someday. Too soon now. And he needs to know that I don’t want any of the guys to sleep over. I didn’t handle that very well.”

The wives continued talking while Sebastian and I went to the guest room, mapping out possible hidden camera locations. He really was good at this stuff. We left the girls at home while we ran to the local computer store to get what we needed. He was right. It didn’t cost much. The rest of the afternoon was spent knee-deep in wiring, cameras, computers, and software. Our inner computer nerds had lots of fun.

Late that afternoon, Chloe got a call to come back to the beach house. Ray and Jackson wanted to share her. She surprised us all, telling her boyfriend she was busy. Sebastian looked at me in shock. It had been a long time since that had happened.

After setting up the system, we all went out to dinner. Chloe and Sebastian told us stories about their early days of hotwifing and how much fun they had.

Notably absent was any mention of Eric, the tugboat pilot, and of Ray. Maybe there was hope for their marriage yet. At least Chloe recognized how hurtful she had been. That’s some progress, at least.
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Angela signed up for an online service two days later. We had a raucous time going through profiles and ‘swiping right,’ as they say. These services proved Chloe knew what she was talking about. Acceptance notices and follow-up emails flew in. Her good looks and large bust proved attractive to the guys on the service.

We gave our new ‘playroom’ a test run. We recorded ourselves making love in the guest room and then watched the video afterward. Now THAT was a seriously hot session.

That Friday night, she met a guy named Jesse at a bar a few miles from us. I watched her chat him up from the other side of the bar. He was about my height, stocky, with a little bit of a ‘dad bod’ going. Angela didn’t mind. She laughed at his jokes and found him very entertaining.

Or at least entertaining enough to bring him back to the house. I left the bar right before they did so I could hide in our bedroom before they arrived. I needed to get the system turned on and make sure the tablet connected to it. Sebastian had installed the same software he used on the ship. I had 12 camera angles to choose from and was already naked and on the bed when they arrived.

Angela chatted him up some more in the kitchen, with another drink, taking him up to the guest room when I sent her a text that I was ready.

I’ll give this to good old Jesse. He knew how to give my hotwife what she wanted. He had her in about every position the bedroom could accommodate and the stamina to match. She came and came.

Several times I caught her looking at certain cameras, letting me know what she was doing. She flexed her hips a certain way, causing him to grunt. I laughed so hard I thought he might hear me from the other room! Another time, she was on her hands and knees.

My favorite time was the last one of the night. She positioned him right in front of a camera, allowing him to blow his final load all over her face. We all seemed to enjoy that.

After he left, we fucked like randy teenagers as we watched her perform on the video. She especially liked the closeup shots of him taking it to her from behind. Sebastian had positioned a camera under the side of a chair. She positioned herself just right to get the shot from below. My wife giggled away, watching herself in action.

Everything seemed to be set for our adventures in the hotwife world. For the next couple of weeks, we planned to work on some basic ‘rules of the road’ to make sure we were both comfortable with what she would be doing. In the meantime, our own sex life had become more energized than anything we had experienced before.

Maybe this cuckold stuff wasn’t too bad after all.


Chapter 12



None of that happened. The morning after Jesse’s visit, the phone chain was triggered. The USS Barry was being called back to sea. Exploding tensions required a larger US presence in the region. The 6th Fleet was sailing for the Mediterranean within two days.

As soon as the call came in, I was packing and getting everything in order to ship-out. Unfortunately, that call didn’t mean we had two days together. That meant the ship was leaving then. The crew had to get the ship ready for action. The next 48 hours would be a hot mess with ‘all hands’ on board.

Angela and I made love frantically before Jeffrey arrived to take me to the Barry later that day.

“We haven’t had a chance to talk about the rules,” she worried.

“I trust you. Just use common sense. If you think I wouldn’t like it, don’t do it. Easy.”

A car honked in the driveway.

“Sorry, babe. Gotta go. Duty calls.” I signaled to the Seaman I would be out shortly. Turning back to her, I kissed my wife goodbye for an unknown schedule this time. Four years ago, similar tensions had kept us on post for almost a year. I hoped that would not be the case this time out.

“Be safe, okay? I want you to come back to me,” she whispered to me.

“We’ll be fine. It’s been a long time since the Navy has lost a ship at sea.”

Before I walked out, I thought I needed to say something about her playing around. I had already given her permission, but I felt like I should say SOMETHING!

“Don’t abuse this new freedom you have,” I chuckled. “Use it only when you really need it. And try to stay away from Navy personnel, okay? Makes it too complicated.” I closed by specifically forbidding her from seeing 1st Class Petty Officer Eric Dillard of the tugboat Spence.

She stared at me for a long moment. That was a name completely out of the blue. My bride clearly wondered who he was and why she should avoid him. I didn’t want to explain. Sebastian had asked me not to say anything. That got her laughing, at least.

Angela stood waving me goodbye as I got in the car.

“Good afternoon, Jeffrey. Ready for another adventurous trip on the USS Barry?”

“Yes, sir. Very exciting. You think we’ll actually see combat on this trip? Things are pretty hot over there right now.”

“I sure hope not, son. I sure hope not.”
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It took us two weeks to get into position in the eastern Mediterranean Sea. Thankfully, all across the ocean and the sea, our Starlink system worked flawlessly, though Angela and I seldom got many chances to talk.

War-time cruising differs from peacetime. We followed maintenance schedules rigidly. You never knew when you might need that equipment at a moment’s notice. It also meant 24-hour staffing for all duty positions.

After we arrived, the US declared the region of the conflict a ‘no fly’ zone, preventing bombing by either side. The carriers kept planes in the air constantly to enforce the ban. The hope was that cooler heads would prevail.

Sebastian and I seldom saw each other. Another feature of war-time cruising is the heightened traffic for my Communications Division. We had to maintain ‘officer of the watch’ 24 hours a day. Myself and two junior officers, including Sebastian, would rotate, trying to catch up on sleep and maintenance when we weren’t on watch.

During our rare chances to chat, my wife and I discussed mundane issues like her job, repairs on the house, and news from the States. We never continued our conversation about her becoming a hotwife. It’s not like we were avoiding the topic. Our short time meant we had to focus.

A full month went by without us even mentioning it. That drove her new cuckold crazy. Funny, isn’t it? I wanted her to do this, using the weird logic that her sleeping with other men would save our marriage.

But when she said nothing, my mind painted all these terrible scenarios. You know, bullshit like ‘She was doing it, but not telling me.’ ‘She had already found someone.’ ‘She had only been waiting for this chance.’ You get it. Outrageous insecurities emerged.

I couldn’t believe how far down that ugly path my mind wanted to go. For the first eight years of our marriage, I trusted her implicitly. I would never have even considered the possibility she would cheat on me. Now that I had given my permission for her to do so, that was all I could think about.

Every shift rotation, when I got a chance for some needed sleep, I would wake up and immediately grab my tablet, anxious about what I would find. That month seemed the longest of my life.

Then it happened. When I woke up, the video streaming software had the number 2 badge on the corner, telling me two streams were available for my viewing. My heart pounded as I looked around, making sure no one else was in the cabin. Silly of me. Sebastian was on watch. Even so, I put my earbuds in to make sure no one could hear what was going on.

A quick glance at my text messages confirmed what I would see. ‘Found one,’ was all it said.

All my worries had finally coalesced into open dread at what I would see. A realization set in. The event had already happened. I was about to see the video history of it. How was I going to handle this new cuckold world I inhabited?

Looking at the flashing badge, I reached for the screen. I knew she needed this, and that I had told her it was okay, but inside, I also knew my heart wasn’t ready. The ship had left too soon…

My love was certainly ready. Too ready. Little did I know how right that was.
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“Nice room, babe. You seem ready for me.”

The software displayed all 12 camera angles in tiny boxes on the screen. I could switch between them, or make one camera fill the display. Pretty cool software!

“I am, Kenny… so ready.” Angela closed the guest bedroom door behind her. She had on a new sundress. This one was so short it barely covered her ass. Without a bra, of course. One of the thin spaghetti straps had already fallen off her shoulder.

Kenny. Looked to be mid-40s. The man was not very tall, at least not by Ray’s or my standards. Muscular, though. Seemed to fill out his shirt and shorts. His light brown hair was too long for a guy in the service. I wondered where she found him.

“I knew you were going to be fun when you gave me your panties in the car on the way over, then showed me how excited you were with those lovely fingers,” he said. My bride blushed at those words, but said nothing, turning her face away from him, winking at a side camera.

My entire body quivered at what I was seeing and hearing. Angela had taken her panties off on the way to the house, spread those gorgeous thighs, and played with herself in front of him while he drove? What was I to make of that?

Quickly, I got up, locking the door to the cabin. Took my clothes off and got back into bed. My cock was already hard as stone. It had been a month since I came last. My needs had grown as strong as hers.

Kenny walked up, spinning her around as she giggled. She stopped with her back to him. His hands slipped the other strap off her shoulder, dropping the dress to the ground. Yep, no panties. He pulled the thong out of his pocket, waving it in front of her, tossing them playfully across the room. There she was. My wife. Naked in front of a new man without me in the room.

He spun her again to face him, hands pulling her close. Her bare breasts pillowed out against his chest. Their lips seemed like magnets, pulled by an irresistible force. They necked like that for long moments. His hands eventually were all over her, pulling her ass closer, reaching up to grab her breasts, leaning to suckle a nipple.

When he went down to the nipple, Angela looked straight at the camera, mouthing ‘So hot… thank you…’ to the screen.

Her hands were pushing at his shirt, trying to get it over his head. As soon as it was off, she dropped to her knees, and to his belt and zipper, pushing his jeans down. Those hands shook with the excitement of what she was doing as her mouth found a shaft already responding.

I groaned at the scene in front of me, stroking myself. This was going to be very erotic. Judging by the way she had gone after Jackson that night, or worse, the moaning coming from the room until we left, Angela was open to the sensual pleasures and whatever the man wanted. Without me actually there, I suspected she would let herself go completely.

Before I could even accept what was happening, Angela was on her back with his face buried between her legs. His eyes looked upward, hands continuing to massage her breasts, gently rolling her nipples, while his tongue went to work. She relaxed back on the bed, closing her eyes with the growing pleasure. I had left the room, as far as she was concerned. It was only her and the new man as a moan rose out of her lips. All from Kenny…

Abruptly, my emotions took a hard shift. A growing fear had joined the arousal that kept my cock hard as a post. The mix was a heady brew for my wife’s new cuckold. Something inside told me I had opened a window, allowing this new, more sensual person to emerge.

No, that’s not right. Angela had always been this way with me. I had just allowed it to come out with others. My fear told me it was more than that. This eagerness to rip his clothes off. To spread her legs for him. The desire for what was coming next. This was new… at least to me. Something was emerging out of my wife alright. A deeply buried wantonness she now felt free to explore. What have I done?

My internal thoughts had taken my eyes off the screen. Whispers of ‘please… please…’ caught my attention. Kenny scrambled up on the bed, driving his cock into her welcoming sex. Angela wrapped her legs around him, pressing into his ass. Her pulls encouraging what they both wanted. A moan filled the thousands of miles separating us. My wife’s moan… from another man.

I wildly poked at the screen, trying to find the camera at the best angle.

Old Kenny had what it took to please her. Not only did he have sufficient girth and length, his forceful manner was just what my new hotwife preferred. I found a camera that showed her hips flexing upward with each plunge, matching his eagerness with her own.

Missionary didn’t satisfy her new partner. He seemed to like frequent position changes. These seemed geared to extend his time before he came. The next hour found her on hands and knees, on top of him, and legs hanging over the edge of the bed while he used her for their mutual pleasure. In between, his lips were all over hers and her sex. He loved the willing feminine touch, that’s for sure. Eventually, he couldn’t hold out any longer, blasting his grunts to my wife’s joyful release.

For the first time, I noticed he didn’t use a condom. She was on the pill. No worries there. Just a safety issue. Wish she would have taken some precautions.

After he came, he maneuvered her onto her back, head hanging over the edge. His cock softened as she licked all their combined juices off of him. I switched to another camera, watching his seed dripping out of her.

Why was that so hot for me… seeing another man’s cum dripping out of my wife? No idea, but by god, it was. I whipped myself furiously until my seed covered my stomach and chest. I leaned back on the bed, trying to catch a breath. And wondering what I had gotten us into.

“You are a nasty girl. Will do anything for Kenny, won’t you?”

“Mmm,” she said, her mouth still around the shaft.

He pulled her up on the bed, cuddling close. Sadly, he turned out to be a ‘one-and-done’ guy. He seemed eager to sleep now, maybe rejoin the action later.

Angela jumped out of bed, moving toward the door. “You can’t sleep here,” she said anxiously. “We can make it as many times as you want, but then you must go home. My husband works the night shift. He’ll be home early.”

“Husband?” he said, clearly surprised. He grabbed her left hand. I gasped at the screen. No ring. Only that faint shadow of lighter skin where the wedding band used to be. “You fucking bitch. You should have told me. I don’t mess around with married women.”

“But you accepted my swipe…”

It was clear he wasn’t listening, pulling his pants on, yanking his shirt hurriedly over his head.

“Fuck… I can’t believe it.” His face shone with the red of his rage. “A cheater. Just my luck.”

“I’m sorry, Kenny,” she said, stepping around to the other side of the bed, putting some distance between her and her former partner. “My profile said I was married to an absentee husband, looking for some pleasure. Didn’t you read it?”

“Fuck off. Who cares now? I’ll see myself out.” With that, he walked out of the guest room door, slamming it closed as he left. The microphones picked up the stomping of his angry footsteps down the hall.

Angela looked up at a hidden camera, tears in her eyes. The screen went black.

All my concerns for my new cuckold status evaporated as I stared at the blank screen. Then I remembered there was another message. Clicking the button, I saw Angela by herself. She had put her sundress back on and was talking directly into the camera.

“I’m sorry, babe. Hope you got to watch the first part. Kind of fun. Didn’t end the way I expected. Could you believe it? He accepted my online invite yet never read my profile?”

She straightened up her dress, obviously gathering her thoughts.

“Need to be more careful with that next time. We had a drink at a bar in North Beach.” She looked down at her hand, a rising shame, looking back up at the camera. “Sorry about the ring. Felt wrong wearing it while I was with another guy. Please don’t be mad. We can discuss how to handle that when we chat next.”

My wife got up, pulling the sheets off the bed, stacking them in a pile. The sundress came over her head, joining them in the pile.

“I doubt I’ll wear that one again… ever! Bad luck,” she giggled. She sat back on the bed, naked. Her glance down her body seemed to bring a flush to her face. “I need to prep some questions that I’ll ask during the drinks. Make sure they understand about not sleeping over and that I’m married.” She looked down at her ring finger. “Sorry about the change to my profile. I was getting some push back when I said my husband might want to join. Most guys didn’t like that.”

The certainty of how much our lives had changed sunk in. There was no question she would do it again, despite the bad ending with Kenny. It was all about positioning and strategy now. How to make the selection process run more smoothly in the future.

“I thought about using Big Red to simulate a reclaim session with you. But I’m just too tired. He gave me a good workout. Hope that’s okay.” She pushed her breasts together, showing her nipples to the camera. “These miss you very much, my love. Wish you were here to celebrate with me.”

Angela stood up, moving very close to the camera, blowing me a kiss. “Hope you enjoyed my first attempt. I sure did, despite his being an ass at the end. Please let me know you got this and are still okay with me continuing. Hope you are. I like it.”

The screen went blank.

I reached over, grabbing tissues to wipe myself off. Lying back on the bed, my thoughts could not let go of how eager she took him in her mouth, and the way her legs pumped him for more. That session wasn’t some woman giving into a vigorous man. My wife wanted this as much as he did.

Panic filled me. My new reality was all over that closing video. She wanted it. Was going to do it again and again. I wondered what would be left for me by the time I got home.


Chapter 13



I thought about a quick call, but it was the middle of the night in Jacksonville. I sent her a text before hopping in the shower, telling her, ‘Got it. All good.’ That was the only action video she sent for another month.

Luckily, the conflict had been calming down in the region, even though we maintained our war-footing just in case. This slightly less intense schedule gave me and Angela a chance to talk several times. We discussed her experience, my acceptance of her doing it, and what she should do next. Whatever she wanted, I told her. Probably should have been more careful about my open-ended permission.

We talked about condoms, though. I knew she hated them, but I insisted, warning about STDs. Some could be just annoying, others life changing. She agreed to use them, though the look in her eye told me, if the guy resisted at all, she would gladly give them up. We were going to live with what life gave us, I guess.

Her next bull came a month later. This was a younger guy, looked early to mid-20s. A giant of a man. I found out later he was on the practice squad of the Jacksonville football team. His brunette hair and clear blue eyes told me why she liked him. Or maybe it was his chiseled frame and extra-large tool!

She told me in her after-action video that she gave him what he needed to get started, especially that she was married and that he couldn’t sleep over. He was just there for fun, he told her.

And fun he was! That guy gave it to her almost as hard as Jackson. Maybe harder, in some ways. She screamed so loud with each release I had to turn the volume down on my earbuds.

This time, my wife seemed more interested in me joining in the fun. She positioned herself to make sure I could see every step and found just the right angle when she was on top. She loved showing me her lips gripping his enormous shaft. I frequently caught her looking at a camera, winking, mouthing silent words to me.

But the most impressive thing was this guy’s stamina. Not so much that he lasted a long time, like Ray. More that he could get it up over and over. Every time he came, they would take a brief break, then Angela would encourage his renewed participation with her mouth and hands.

He responded to her encouragement deep into the night. I wondered for a moment whether we were going to need some additional storage on our server if all of them were going to last this long. The surprise for me was HER stamina. It didn’t matter how much he worked her over; she came back, eager for more.

In the after-video, where she told me about his being a football player, she marveled at how often he got it up, hoping all the future guys had the same skill.
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In our next chat, I asked her about repeats. We were never able to finish that discussion. I thought for sure Mr. Football would be on any ‘repeat’ list she would put together.

“You think I should?” she asked.

“Bit of a trade-off, I’d say. Sebastian told me Chloe tired of constantly finding new and learning what they like. Got tedious after a while. On the downside, there’s the risk of a situation like Ray and Chloe developing, where affections become misplaced.”

“Speaking of which, did you hear about Ray and Chloe? They’ve decided to slow things down. Ray wanted to get more serious. She refused.”

“Can’t believe it. The way she treated Sebastian, that seemed almost inevitable,” I said.

“That’s what I thought too,” she said. “After you guys shipped out, we had lunch. She told me how badly she had been treating her husband. And how you dressed her down in front of Sebastian that morning at the house. Made her think, she said.”

“Not splitting totally from Ray?” I asked.

“I guess not. She simply informed him it would never be more than it is. They still play occasionally, but he no longer sleeps over. He had practically moved into the house, she told me. Even took over some drawers and closet space. She’s even started looking for new guys again.”

“I’ll be damned. Didn’t think she had it in her.” It surprised me that Sebastian said nothing to me. “Now that I think about it. That should be a warning about your own situation. On the ‘repeats’ question, at least. Emotions go where they want. Even if you stay loyal to me, the guy may get more attached, creating problems down the road you may not want.”

“Even if?” she grinned. “This girl will never go down that path. You are my man.”

“I appreciate that. Really do. I’ll hold you to that promise.”

“Should I have it tattooed on my forehead?” she giggled.

“That may not be necessary. Your left breast for all the guys to see would be fine.”
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Truthfully, that was the last fun exchange we had about her playing after that. The football guy had given her a fresh surge of enthusiasm. I had proposed she become a hotwife to satisfy her sexual needs while I was away… a ‘pressure valve,’ if you will, when she felt the urge.

Now, after only doing it twice, I started wondering if I had unleashed something that could never be stopped, regardless of deployment. Angela REALLY enjoyed doing this. It was all in her tone. The enthusiastic way she talked about the next time. Her thoughtfulness about repeating. My bride was thinking about these for the future. We seemed to have stepped onto a path, putting our relationship in real danger.

The stretches in between playing grew shorter and shorter. By the third month of our deployment, she was bringing guys back at least every weekend. In another month, twice a week.

She was routinely looking for guys however she could. Online, local bars. She even brought home Lt. Danvers from the Ticonderoga after a visit to the Officers Club on base. I knew the guy vaguely, though not well enough for him to meet my wife. She covered all the photos of me before he came to the house.

After that, I asked her to avoid visiting the Naval base for her guys. Could become very difficult, even career suicide, if someone found out. She agreed. ‘Danvers wasn’t very good, anyway,’ she giggled.

Our live calls became more and more focused on her playing. She reviewed the good and bad ones. Told me which might be reasonable repeats. Went over what she would like to try next. I guess she continued working at her job and keeping up on whatever the house needed, but she never mentioned it. All she wanted to do was play… and talk about playing.

My wife also turned out to be an equal opportunity humper. I saw about every color on video during those active months. As long as the cock was hard, she didn’t care about the rest.

I’ll confess. It was exciting. No question there. Seeing her with all these different guys, the unique way she responded to each, and how easily she came under their care, had made me a genuine cuckold after three months of watching.

I looked forward to each video and was glad she had found such pleasure. My own ‘pud pounding’ while watching one of her shows became the highlight of most days.

Yet, the change in her was remarkable. When we had our calls, she frequently made them from the guest room naked, teasing herself with Big Red while we talked. It was as if her libido had received a shot of adrenaline, causing her to lose all inhibitions. My quiet and reserved wife of before had undergone a transformation right before my eyes.
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When she answered my call in the fourth month of our deployment, I knew my growing worry had been confirmed. She was sobbing, immediately apologizing. I said everything was okay. She should tell me what’s going on.

One guy she picked up at a bar had a spot outside he liked to use, she told me. He drove her there. They started kissing. One thing led to another. They made it in the car. Outside the bedroom cameras! She was so sorry… knew it was wrong… went on and on about it.

But she didn’t promise it wouldn’t happen again, or make any assurances about the future. I felt like she had done this as a trial, to see how I would react. When I said it was okay, that I understood, she took that as permission to do that whenever she wanted. Maybe I should have phrased my ‘being understanding’ better.

And those excuses just kept coming. Though that was the last time she cried about it. Her video sends grew less frequent, even though I knew the playing did not.

In fact, it was the next video session that made me shudder about our future. When the video started, two guys came into the room, not one. She was very comfortable having them both there. I took that to mean she had done this before… off camera! Fuck! SO HOT!

My Angela had become a first-class slut by this time, her fifth month of being a hotwife. She knew how to give pleasure and how to receive it. They spitroasted her multiple times and kept her groaning with releases for a couple of hours, at least. Surprisingly, considering her willingness to try everything else, neither guy pushed for anal sex. Maybe she had discussed this in advance.

By the time they left, she collapsed on the bed. Her after-video report did not come until the next morning, as she got ready for work.

I realized at that moment that her husband had become a first-class cuckold along with her. Stroking myself constantly during this video, my cum was so hard my grunts filled the room. I came a second time toward the end, when she was riding on top of one guy while the second blew his load all over her face. She came with a wicked scream that pulled my cum right out of me.

Watching Angela get deeper into her play definitely aroused me. Yet every video, every after-video update, told me how much this was changing her. Increasingly, her contact with me was becoming halfhearted, something she felt obligated to do. Her after-video reports were shorter and less frequent. My heart knew where this story was going. What was she going to be like when I returned?

We had agreed she could do this only during deployments. The scuttlebutt was that we were returning in another couple of months. After this period of constant playing, would she even be able to stop, much less willing to? I saw so much of Chloe’s transition in what was happening.

Truth is, I could tell my wife no longer cared where the pleasure came from, just so it did. Another two weeks went by before the next video. This one was a genuine shocker. Ray and Chloe came into the guest bedroom, with Jackson and my wife following. I guess the split with Ray wasn’t permanent.

The four of them shared the bed, and each other, deep into the night. I even got to see a little girl-on-girl action between the wives. The guys seemed to know all about the cameras. They played to them, showing off what they were doing. Especially Ray. He would give me closeup shots as each of the guys entered my wife.

By the time the bulls were done, our wives collapsed exhausted on the bed. The guys left, leaving only Chloe and Angela cuddled in each other’s arms. Ironically, I thought to myself, she had finally decided to sleep with a play partner.

She and Chloe sent me an after-video report when they awoke the next morning. Turned out Ray and Chloe had agreed to just be play partners, without the exclusivity. That session with Jackson and Angela was the first time she had seen him in weeks.

He had certainly not lost any of his prowess… nor his desire to please Chloe.
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Sebastian had heard about that session from Chloe and asked if he could watch it. I gave him my tablet for my next watch. We had some time to talk about it the next day.

“That was sure hot. Watching the two ladies together got me going,” Sebastian said.

“Yes, it did.”

“Hope they do it again.then”

I nodded my agreement. “What do you think about the new arrangement between Chloe and Ray?” I asked.

He gave me that same resigned shrug. “We’ll see.”

“Not confident it will hold?”

“She still goes to him regularly, claiming she’ll stop when I return.”

“Don’t believe her?”

He looked away for a long moment. “My situation differs from yours, Berk. I can’t give her what she needs. Some outside play will always be required. That’s what she tells me, at least. Does it really matter to me if it’s Ray or some stranger off the street? Ray might be safer in some ways. A known quantity. But she’s still going to leave me in the guest room while they do it. She hasn’t allowed me to watch in person for a long time.”

I felt so sorry for the guy. Still so in love with her, yet unable to change the situation.

“Maybe it will be different now. Telling Ray it wasn’t going further had to be a big step for her.”

His depressing chuckle just made me feel worse. “She says it is. We’ll see when we return.”

“Can I say something that may be unpleasant?” I asked.

“You don’t have to say it. I know… need to stand up for myself. Don’t let her or the guys push me around. Wasn’t that it?” I nodded it was. “That’s another way I’m different from you. I really like her being in charge, to take the lead in our sexual relationship. Takes some of the pressure off my performance issues, and I genuinely like to watch her in action. I just wish she wasn’t so mean about it.”

“That’s where you draw the line, then. Let her know that’s too much. You like her control, with a lot less cruelty. Angela seems to think she’ll listen now.”

“We’ll see when we return. You think returning next month is still possible?

“That’s the scuttlebutt.”
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My next video call with Angela was not pleasant and presaged much of the conflict I saw coming when I returned. I had just come off my watch, so it was early evening in Jacksonville. Probably should have called in the morning when I wasn’t so tired. Things were said…

I told her about my concerns about what will happen when I return. Can she go back to the way it was?

“Does it have to?” Angela protested. Maybe it was just me, but her tone… That tone told me she didn’t want to.

“Not sure I’m up for you disappearing every evening for some new cock.”

“I can bring them to the guest room. We can play there; you watching in the office or bedroom. Maybe even join in. You know I like the threesome thing now. You’d like that, right?”

“What about all the outside sessions?” She turned away, still trying to pretend those weren’t happening. “I know about them, Angela. No reason to hide it any longer.”

“You’re not upset?”

“Just about you trying to hide them. Is that what you think of me?”

“It’s not like that,” she said coldly.

“Then how is it?”

“Sometimes it’s not convenient to get home. Sometimes the guy… I don’t want them in my house.”

“You’re going with guys you don’t trust in the house?”

“I don’t want to marry them, Berk. Just fuck them.” Holy shit… she’s really gotten bad. Any dick in a storm, right?

Angela sensed she had gone too far, just didn’t care. “I gotta go. Have a… an appointment.”

“Who’s this one?”

She hesitated, finally deciding full disclosure was best. “A new guy. Dexter. He found me online a couple of weeks ago. Going to meet him tonight. A little young, but he could be fun.”

“How young?”

“22, I think.”

“At least you’re not dipping into the college crowd.”

Her sudden quiet just made me laugh. No wonder she didn’t want to bring them all home.

“Looks like we may be returning next month,” I told her. “Pentagon planning to reduce the Naval presence as things settle down here.”

“That’s great news,” her mouth said, but her eyes said something very different. In some ways, I wish I didn’t know her so well.

“You have fun with Dexter. Hope he’s not a serial killer like the TV guy.”

“No,” she chuckled, “just a tech guy. Apparently doesn’t live very far away.”

“Looking forward to watching.”

She whispered, ‘I’ll let you know…’ as the video connection dropped.

‘Let me know?’ Man, things sure got out of hand fast. I suddenly had sympathy for Sebastian and his ‘resigned shrug.’ At that moment, it felt like we’d never get back to the way we were.

Fear filled me as I realized this was all my fault. It turned out just like she had warned in our first conversation. I had become the ‘weak cuck’ she said she didn’t want. Yet my bride no longer seemed concerned about that. Our last few calls had crushed all illusions I had about her returning to just ‘Berk & Angela’ when I came home.

I had started us on this path because I worried about her doing this on her own if I didn’t give her an approved outlet. Now, it appeared that the outlet itself had unleashed a monster closer to the wild Chloe than even my worst nightmare could have conjured.

Memories of her pleading that ‘I don’t want anyone else,’ and ‘why can’t that be enough?’ now rang so hollow. All the plans I had worked out with her, and Sebastian, and Chloe… even with Ray… were all wasted breath.

Angela had gone her own way in the months of this deployment. I just wondered if I was going to have a wife by the time I got home.


Chapter 14



We started the journey home nearly a month later. The Navy, in its infinite wisdom, decided to give us some recreational time on the way home. After the tensions of the last seven months of war-time cruising, the crew needed to blow off some of the steam that had built up. One of those stops was Reggio Calabria on the boot of Italy. They scheduled us for three days of shore leave.

We drew straws on those who had to stay on the ship. Regrettably for him, Sebastian got the short one. Putting on civilian clothes for the first time in months, two other officers and I took the ferry across to Messina. This ancient coastal city had everything this history lover could want. It had beautiful old cathedrals. Cobblestone streets of houses that looked centuries old. And an ancient world style that had always captured me. I had been to Messina several times since I joined the 6th Fleet.

Plus, I wanted a decent meal! After nothing but Navy food for the last seven months, I was eager to sink my teeth into one of my favorite foods in the world, a Sicilian Arancini di Riso! This heavenly combination of meat sauce, mozzarella cheese filling, and crunchy breadcrumb coating, all in a delicious, crispy, deep fried Sicilian ball of rice, had been one of my favorite foods since my first tour out of the Academy. So good! Truthfully, it was the main reason I had come to Messina.

Sailors filled the ferry since three ships had docked at Reggio for shore leave. The USS Barry, the USS Vinson, an aircraft carrier, and another cruiser like the Barry, the USS Chosin. All of them had sailors ready to pour onto the shore like beasts sprung from a cage.

I had seen this ritual too often not to know where they were headed. The sailors typically had drinking and female entertainment on their list. Though nowadays, with so many women onboard, you never know.

The Navy had issued their back pay in cash. Most had built a serious stash since we seldom went to port this cruise. As sailors are wont to do, they planned to spend as much as possible. They always did.

Have you ever heard the phrase, ‘spending money like a drunken sailor?’ It comes from just this situation.

The officers, at my insistence, went looking for the closest food outlet for my Arancini. The sailors… well… drinking was likely first on their list. We’d be doing some drinking, too, but not until our bellies were full!

We found a small family-owned place called Antonino’s, near the Basilica Cattedrale di Santa Maria Assunta. I felt like my tongue had returned to its rightful place as I sunk my teeth into heavenly goodness.

The owner’s wife kept coming over. ‘Good?’ she would say in her halting English. In between mouthfuls, I responded with more enthusiasm the more I ate. ‘Molto bene,’ I would say repeatedly. It was the only Italian I knew, even though we were in Sicily! But it was enough. She understood, bringing me three more. The other officers were laughing as I wolfed them down, though after their first bites, they joined me in praising how delicious they were.

Just as I was about to tear into my fourth, a voice from the past captured my attention.

“Look at you. The young whippersnapper has gone and grown up. Lieutenant Commander, I hear.”

I turned my head to the voice. What the…

“I can’t believe it, you old bag of bones. The Marine Corps’ still allowing you to besmirch that uniform?”

I jumped out of my chair, wrapping him in my arms. He hugged back just as tight.

“Gunny… Gunny… So good to see you,” I said, patting him on the back. “Surprised, but a happy one.”

As if the surprise of seeing him wasn’t enough, I was in civilian clothes for the holiday, but he was in full uniform, even with a cover in his hand. I pulled away, looking at the black ‘MP’ clearly displayed on his arm, and the Master Sergeant stripes.

For those of you not familiar with the Navy/Marine dynamic, since the founding of our country, the Navy and Marines have been joined at the proverbial hip. In some senses, the Marines are the ground troops of the Navy. Larger ships have small Marine contingents in case of a need for rifle carriers. And they also serve as Military Police, if there is a need for such.

One last thing, for obvious reasons, the casual address of a Gunnery Sergeant is always ‘Gunny.’ But no one called a Master Sergeant anything but ‘Master Sergeant.’ No one.

“Master Sergeant?” I smiled, nodding in appreciation. “The Marines must be desperate. They’ll let anybody have that rank nowadays.”

He burst out laughing at my teasing joke. We had always had a fun relationship with each other. I extended my hand in congratulations. If anyone deserved it, he did!

“I hope you don’t mind, but you’ll always be ‘Gunny’ to me!”

The Gunnery… sorry, Master Sergeant… smiled, understanding. “Stationed on the Vinson now,” he said. “We arrived the day before you did. Still on the Barry, right?” I nodded. “Lots of the sailors take the ferry to Messina. They helicoptered a group of us over early to get ready. Actually, been having a good time. Just trying to keep the sailors out of trouble with the locals is all. Mainly drunk boys, helping them get back to the ferry.”

“I still can’t believe you’re here… in Sicily, of all places.”

Gunny coughed gently with a polite nod to my fellow officers. Of course, he would be all about manners and protocol. I was still in shock at seeing him. I forgot all about my table mates.

“Gentlemen,” I addressed the table, “allow me to introduce Master Sergeant Maxwell Gibbons, of the US Marine Corps. When I was a green ensign just out of the Academy, we were stationed together in Norfolk. Sergeant Gibbons taught me a lot about what it really meant to serve our country. We became close friends.”

All the guys stood, shaking his hand. I turned back to Gunny.

“Still can’t believe it. You just happened to walk into Antonino’s?”

“Saw you get off the ship when the ferry disembarked,” he confessed. “I was pretty sure you were heading for a place to get your rice ball fix. There were only a few places near the port. This was my third stop.”

“Nothing gets by you, does it, Gunny?”

He smiled. Nope, not much.

Max was maybe early 50s now. He didn’t have the education I did, but this man had the street smarts of an alley cat. I learned so much from him. The Sergeant had taken me under his wing when I had my first posting in Norfolk eight years ago. He was the Gunnery Sergeant assigned to the same ship, in charge of the small Marine contingent. Not sure what it was, but this shy ensign from the Midwest and the burly black Marine from Newark found each other. I spent as much time with him as I did with my fellow officers. And I was the better for it.

“If you have some time, I’m coming off shift in a couple of hours,” Gunny said. “Let’s have a drink. Catch up a little.”

“Sounds great.” I turned to my fellow officers, a plea on my face to be excused from the plans already made. They smiled, waving me their agreement.

“Meet me at the Re Vittorio de Luxe hotel bar at 2100. Work for you, Commander?” He drew out that ‘Commander’ in almost a taunt. Max’s gruff way of congratulating me on the promotion.

The table erupted with laughter. Everyone in every branch of the service knew that the officers did not run the Marines like they did the Navy. Gunnery and Master Sergeants like Max were the real owners of Semper Fi! They got lots of leeway on breeches of military protocol.

He nodded, walking out the door. I wasn’t the only officer in the Navy mentored by a grizzly sergeant. They seemed to know more about the military, and about military life, than anyone else. My life, and my career, owed much to this wonderful man. I was looking forward to talking to him again.
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“Still can’t believe we connected… in Sicily, of all places.” I sat down next to Gunny at the bar. The bartender was already pouring a Glenlivet 12 year into a tumbler. He knew me too well!

“Master Sergeant, would you mind if I just called you Max? Save me having to correct myself every time I say ‘Gunny’ out of habit.”

“Of course. So tell me what’s been going on. Been a while.”

For the next hour, we drank and talked, catching up as old friends do. I told him about my ship assignments, that Angela and I were still together, and about what I did now on the USS Barry.

This was his last tour overseas, he told me. The Marines had already assigned him to Drill Instructor School at Parris Island. He expected to finish his 30 years there. I shook my head in disappointment at hearing that. The Corps would be a lesser place in his absence.

Max had entered the Marines as a snot-nosed 19-year-old, back when juvenile defenders were given the choice of jail or the Marines. He chose what would become his lifelong commitment.

Several drinks later, when we were both getting pretty tipsy, Max really surprised me.

“I need to confess something, Berk,” he said. That got my attention. “Ray sent me looking for you.”

“Ray?” I asked.

“Chief Hoban, from Mayport.”

Maybe it was still the surprise of seeing my friend clear over in Sicily, or the drinks, but making the jump to THAT Ray was a leap too far.

“What about him?”

“Ray and I knew each other in Norfolk. He was stationed there early in his career. Surprised you never ran into him.”

Norfolk is the largest Navy base in the world. It’s not surprising there would be an enlisted person I wouldn’t know.

“What about him?” I repeated.

“He wants you to know what’s going on with Angela.”

“Angela?!” I struggled to put the pieces together. Ray? Max? Oh, shit… Angela… Ray… How would Max know about what was going on?

“Angela and Ray?”

“Ray called around. Found out the Barry was going to stop in Reggio. Then he called me. He didn’t think you would listen to him. He’s a little concerned he may not be your favorite person right now.”

I ignored that. “Come on, Max. Quit stalling. What about Angela?”

“Before I tell you, gotta give another confession. I was quite the ladies’ man back in the day. Especially when we were in Norfolk. I specialized in entertaining officers’ wives while their husbands were deployed. That’s how I met Ray. He was bringing one of his wives to a bar I was at. The wives knew each other. Got fearful about being discovered. They left together. Ray and I ended up closing the bar down.”

“Okay… sorry, Max, but who cares? What about Angela?”

“They forced Ray to leave Norfolk when he became a regular with the Executive Officer’s wife. He wasn’t as forgiving as Chloe’s cuck. Ray got busted in rank and transferred to Mayport. It’s taken him nearly nine years to get back to Chief.”

It felt like he was avoiding the question, so I played along. “But he didn’t stop playing around with the wives, did he?”

“No… kind of addictive. I didn’t stop until my first tour in Afghanistan. Decided it wasn’t worth the risk anymore.”

“Martha didn’t mind?” His late wife had become very close to Angela in Norfolk, despite their age difference. She died of cancer five years ago. We had flown up for the funeral. His wife had stayed with him all those years of lengthy overseas deployments and apparently through his ‘other’ interests, too.

Max’s expression hardened a little. He nodded, recognizing I knew Martha, too. “We had one of those arrangements you read about. Open Marriage, they call it nowadays. I was away so much I had to let her go.”

“That makes sense, even though I find it a little surprising. You two seemed so close… so in tune with each other. Angela always marveled at that. She and I had to get over some shit early on, adjust to each other, as I frequently complained to you at the time. You two never seemed to have that problem.”

“When you and I met, Martha and I had been married for 15 years, numbnuts!” He laughed. “You were newlyweds. Big difference. We had the same issues. Everybody does. Ours were worse because the Corps kept having other places for me to be. By the time we met you, Martha had suggested the open arrangement. It had been… by the time I met you, we had been open for five years, at least. That took some of the pressure off.”

“So you know about Ray and Chloe?” I asked. “Her husband is one of my lieutenants on the Barry. The two of them have been pretty cruel to him.”

“I ain’t making excuses for the boy, but some cucks like that stuff.”

“Ray ‘ain’t’ a boy anymore. He’s a decade older than I am. He should have known better. Sleeping at his house… forcing the husband to sleep in the guest room. Jesus, Max. I sure hope you never did that shit.”

He only went back to that hardened look. Shit, he had. I had to shake off my remembered anger at Ray, figure out what was going on.

“Sorry, Max. This just seems so far-fetched. Ray called you to track me down in Sicily?”

“Not really. Sicily was just a lucky break. I was planning to call you before you got home.”

I took another big swig of my Scotch, waving to the bartender to bring another.

“Okay. You’ve got me. Enough delaying. Tell me about Angela.”

He took a sip of his own drink, looking at me with those hard, but sympathetic eyes I knew so well. He had used that look on me every time I did a bone-headed thing on the ship.

“She’s found a new beau. Someone named Dexter.”

I must have blanched white because Max reached over, putting a hand on my shoulder to support me.

“Dexter, the new kid? But they just met,” I protested.

“Not just… According to Ray, they’ve been going at it hot and heavy for a while now. Don’t know the boy, of course. A geeky white kid, Ray tells me. But the kid’s got a gigantic cock and a quite dominating manner. He’s captured the attention of your wife. Ray just didn’t want you to be surprised when you got home.”

“Do you know what’s going on?” I asked.

“No firsthand knowledge, you understand. But Ray says she’s with him almost every day. He has done some group things with them, he and Chloe, he told me.” Why didn’t she tell me? “How long has it been since you talked to your wife?”

I thought about it for a minute. With all the busyness of preparing for the return and the shore leaves, it had been a while. Now it made sense. She hadn’t called me either, or sent any video messages.

“Three weeks, I’d guess.”

“You didn’t think to wonder why she hadn’t called you?”

“Just got busy. You know how war-time cruising is.”

He nodded. “Maybe it’s time to give her a call.”


Chapter 15



Max and I talked a long time that night. He gave me everything he knew, which wasn’t much. I thanked him, staying over that night in the hotel I had already arranged. The next morning, I checked out, caught the next ferry back to Reggio, and spelled Sebastian so he could get some time off.

As soon as Sebastian was off the ship, I sent a text to Angela:

Berkeley


Give me a call when you get a chance.




Her response came surprisingly fast.

Angela


What’s up?




It’s just been a while since we chatted or I’ve received any of your special messages.




Things have changed.




Moments later, a bing came off my tablet, a video call coming in. It was Angela. I took a couple of moments before I answered. I didn’t want to give away what I knew. Shit, what has happened to us? I’m working on strategies to catch her lying to me?

“Hey, babe. Been a while,” I said. It was still early in the morning in Jacksonville. She was in a very revealing baby doll top with nothing underneath. “You said something had changed?”

She looked away, seemingly embarrassed. “I’m not going out every night anymore. Things have settled down.”

“You’re not playing anymore?”

“No, not that. Remember our conversation about finding a guy to be steady with, instead of constantly hunting for new?” I nodded. “I found one. Remember me mentioning a new date with a guy named Dexter?”

“The kid? Tech guy or something.”

“He’s a kid in age, but not in pleasure. I really like what he does to me.”

“So he’s become your Ray, is that it?”

“Kind of…”

“What should I think about this, especially thinking about how long it’s been since you sent me a video?”

“I keep forgetting to turn the system on.”

“Forgetting… I’ll bet. Are you sleeping with him? Does he stay overnight with you in that room?”

She hesitated in answering. Too late to lie now, she must have figured. “Sometimes.”

“Jesus, Angela… You’re having an affair, aren’t you?”

“What does that even mean in the world we’ve created, Berk? That you insisted I create, by the way.” A growing anger in her tone made me sit back in the chair, wondering whether we would even survive my return. “Am I fucking him? Yes. Sleeping with him occasionally? Yes. Planning to divorce you for him? Absolutely not.”

“Okay… then why hide it from me? It’s been three weeks since you’ve sent a video or even an after-action report. Is that how long you’ve been with him?” She said nothing. It must be!

“We’re about three weeks out of Mayport,” I said. “One more day here in Reggio. The current plan is for another stop in Palma de Mallorca. Only one day there. Then the crossing.”

She reached off camera, grabbing her phone. It was as if she was calculating something in her head.

“Do you want to watch?” she asked.

“You with your new boyfriend?”

That word touched her somehow, bringing a smile. I guess she had already started thinking of him that way.

“Yes, from the room.”

“Do I want to? Or will I regret it?”

“Just need to give you a fair warning. We’re different together.” She was trembling. Thinking about how great he was? Or about my reaction?

“How so?”

“It’s more about me WITH him, than him, really. He’s very… dominating. I can’t help but give into him.” Jesus, I could see the flush on her face, her hand dropping to her crotch.

“Tell me about it. Use Big Red to show me.”

She nodded, standing. She removed the baby doll top, pulling Big Red out of its drawer. The pink dildo quickly found its rightful location. Angela was panting as she worked it into her depths.

“Tell me…” I whispered to the screen.

“Almost from our first date, he has been in control of what we did. I don’t know what it is. His manner…” she plunged the dildo more aggressively with each phrase. “His need… his luscious tool… Sometimes I cum so hard I almost pass out. He loves edging me until I beg for him to make me cum.”

“Does he let you then?”

“Not always,” she smiled, clearly not upset with it. “His denial just draws out the pleasure longer.” Hard plunges of Big Red accented her memory of his edging her. It must be very arousing.

“Pull it out of you now,” I ordered. She did it immediately, panting heavily. Her hips were rotating, trying to reach the needed stimulation, but her hands kept it just out of reach.

“Does he whip you?”

She shuddered again. “No… but I wouldn’t say no if he asked.”

“Fuck yourself again. Hard. You may not cum.” I was winging it now. Had read a lot of Dominance/submission erotica over the years. This was the first time I thought about using the approach on my wife.

She rammed it home, her hips twisting with each thrust. Moans filled the space between us.

“Tell me about him.”

In between gasps, her words came out so softly I could barely hear them.

“He uses me… for his pleasure. I get so aroused when he does it. Like every part of me has promised to obey him. And if I do it, I gain so much pleasure for myself.”

Her plunging dildo stopped her from talking. I knew from countless sessions watching her like this that she was close.

“Stop, but don’t pull it out. Hands under your butt.”

She did it. Pulling her hands away, lifting her hips to sit on them. I couldn’t believe the way she reacted. How easily she followed my commands. This was a different woman in front of me, not the one I remembered. That guy really had done something to her.

Now, I changed the camera, getting a closeup of the dildo buried in her sex and the arousal that coated it. I just noticed. She hadn’t used any lube!

“Go on…” I said.

I could see her sex clinching at the intruder, wanting it to move. For now, I just wanted it to torment her.

“His cock is… as big as Ray’s, with the same staying power. He puts it in me and I never want it to leave,” she moaned. “Oh god, Berk… I’m sorry. I don’t mean to hurt your feelings. It’s just…”

“It’s just…” I encouraged her to continue.

“I can’t explain it… He just knows what to do with it. I cum and cum and…”

“Fuck yourself again. Cum for me.”

Her hand went right back to work. With every plunge, she went higher, cresting over into an explosive release that I knew had this new guy at its center. She wasn’t imagining me as she fucked herself. It was HIM and what he did for her. I knew at that moment that Ray and Max were right. Our relationship was in trouble.

“I have…” I started, but she caught me by surprise on the screen. Her eyes locked on the nearest camera as she started viciously slamming Big Red into her need again, wanting another release.

“I’ve never felt more wanton… or free… as I do with him. He makes me feel like the most precious thing on earth.” The pounding grew more frantic as a finger found her clit. Yet, her eyes stayed on me, wanting me to know. “His cock… so big… so hard… always so hard. He forces me to worship it with my mouth until my jaw aches.”

She reached over to the nightstand, pulling out a second dildo, ramming it down her throat while she took herself over the edge. In my heart, I knew I wasn’t in that room with her. She just wanted me to see what he did to her.

Her wail of pleasure brought tears to my eyes. She thrashed on the bed, both hands using dildos to push her need. Finally, as the waves settled down, she yanked them both out, throwing them aside. Even during the release and the aftermath of warmth, her eyes had never left me.

“He took my ass, Berk. My ass!”

Jesus, she had always denied that to me, saying it would hurt. For this guy, everything seemed acceptable.

“Did it hurt?”

“Some, but he worked up to it with butt plugs. In the end, I kind of liked it.”

“Gotta go, babe. I have one more day in the cabin by myself. I want you to have a session in the playroom with him.”

“Oh, babe… are you sure that’s a good idea? I’ve been afraid for you to see me with him. You might get the wrong impression.”

“Or the right one?” I taunted.

All the warmth seemed to disappear. “Okay, but it’s on you. I warned you. I don’t want it to come back in a fight later.”

“Does he know about the cameras?”

“No, of course not.”

“Good, don’t tell him.”

“I hope you know what you’re doing?” she questioned, hitting the disconnect button.
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She texted he was going to come over at about 7 her time. Thankfully, Sebastian was still in Messina. I set the alarm to be ready. When I had the tablet in place, she already had the system on. I saw only the empty bedroom.

My thoughts wandered back to what this all means. The big-cocked Dexter had pushed all the other guys aside. I knew he was younger than most of her other guys, with staying power and endurance to give Angela something she didn’t know existed. Something that she now craves.

As I sat staring at the empty room, it occurred to me she had never spoken about the other men like she did about Dexter, no matter how pleasurable they were. This man had captured not just my bride’s body, but something inside as well.

The door opened suddenly. My wife was naked, face flushed. Her nipples are hard pebbles, broadcasting her need into the room. They had already started off-camera. And there he was. Dexter. Still fully clothed.

I could see why she liked him. A very handsome man. Astonishingly good looking, really. Like a rugged model for a romance novel. Slightly shorter than me, maybe six-feet, but he brought the full masculine package with him. An athletic build. A thick shock of black hair, kept long in the back. Dark brown eyes that seemed focused on only one thing at this moment. My wife.

“Show me,” he barked, beginning to take his clothes off.

Angela knew just what to do. They had obviously done this before. She moved to the bed, dropping on her back. Her arms hooked under her knees, spreading them wide to give him a full view of what she offered. I zoomed in closer. She was already glistening with moisture, and slightly open. His fingers must have been getting her ready downstairs.

“Now what am I supposed to do with you?” he asked, as the last of his clothes hit the floor. She wasn’t kidding about that cock. It was already hard and enormous! Thick and long. A full 8-9 inches with the girth of her forearm. That could definitely give her what she needed.

But it was the words she uttered at his question that sent chills down my spine.

“Anything you want,” she said.

This was some kind of mantra that he required of her.

“Tell me,” he insisted. Dexter was on the bed between her legs. He leaned forward, pushing her legs further back, lifting her hips off the bed, her glistening sex now pointed straight up to him.

She groaned with anticipation… words flowing. “I want you to fuck me. As long as you want. Whenever you want. I need you inside me.”

“And that you shall have.” He pushed her legs further back, plunging his dick into her wet box. She never let her legs go. Held herself open for him. He was on his knees, flexing his hips to drive deeper.

The shock had just settled in when she cried out into the room, groaning at the first wave of pleasure for the evening. But there was something more. Pain!

Dexter continued pushing on her legs. He had her completely bent in two, ankles by her head, as he pounded into her. Angela didn’t care. It was as if the discomfort added to the pleasure. Her arms were no longer needed, so they came up to the headboard, pushing against it, wanting to increase the leverage to bring her fully down his shaft.

Repeatedly, he pulverized her pussy as she came and came. She was right about how long he lasted. I switched cameras, looking at him from behind. His firm ass flexed with each thrust. Angela moaned into the room.

Another camera switch brought me closer to her face. Her head flopped side-to-side, absorbing each crash into her with a moan of sheer ecstasy.

I stood up, yanking my clothes off. My cock had shriveled at the start, seeing how much she wanted him. As the session progressed, I couldn’t help myself. It was hard as a post. I stroked myself at the same pace he used on my wife.

Regrettably, my stamina was not like his. I soon blasted my seed all over my stomach.

A loud grunt filled the room. I could see his balls contracting as he emptied himself into my wife’s hungry womb. I guess she gave up on the condom idea with this one.

You had to admire his performance. Dexter knew how to get the most out of my wife. Angela was already flushed with the repeat orgasms, struggling to catch a breath. He let her legs down… surprisingly gently considering how they started. He cuddled up, pulling her into his arms.

It took a bit for me to notice that something was missing. Maybe I was just too caught up in the hot beginning. When she turned her full attention to the man lying next to her, it became glaring and obvious. Not once, in that entire time, had she even glanced at a camera. With the other guys, she had done that repeatedly, as if she was teasing me with what they were doing.

Not with Dexter. I shuddered, understanding now why she had never allowed me to watch them before. He had her full attention. Despair settled in as I saw why. This wasn’t a quick fuck, or even a session of domination, the way she had described it.

The hard sex just primed them for what was to come. They were making love. The kissing was now romantic and delicate. She caressed his body. He did the same to her. This was intimacy, not just hard sex.

No wonder the other guys had fallen off. Her affections had found a new home. Tears rolled down my face as the realization hit me. I no longer knew my place in her world. There wasn’t a single chance in hell that she was giving this up when I returned.

Soon, he was recharged, and my wife was ready for him to start again. They were still going at it when I had to go on watch several hours later. They couldn’t have been making it constantly for all that time, though I wasn’t sure. I had fallen asleep during the session, waking at her periodic cries of release. The cameras would preserve whatever happened for me to watch later.

When I walked out of my cabin, uniform in place, I finally saw what she meant by domination. Dexter didn’t pull out any ropes or paddles, but there was no doubt he was in control. He dictated every action she took, and she wanted it just that way. In our bed… at that moment… she had given herself to him, just as she had warned me.

I had to fight back the growing panic as I closed the door. Dexter had just pulled my bride on her hands and knees to start another round when I turned the tablet off.

All the worry about what we had started came back in a furious wave of regret and panic. In this man, Angela had found her sexual soul mate. Someone that touched her deeply and delivered everything her body craved. Where did our marriage fit in this new world she had found? I was no longer sure.


Chapter 16



No after-video arrived, even the next morning. I was pretty sure he had stayed the night. My fear grew even stronger as three more days passed without a message of any kind.

This deployment still had a little over two weeks left. I never left the ship for the rest of the cruise, taking all the watches so my colleagues could get some time ashore. Not even the Basílica de Santa María de Mallorca, one of the most spectacular Catholic cathedrals in all of Europe, could pull me away from my need to get something on that goddamn tablet!

The message didn’t come until we were already on the water, heading for home. It was still early in Jacksonville. She was calling me before she went to work.

“Where’ve you been?” I asked. Regretted it immediately. I shouldn’t have been so terse, but it had been five days since her last call.

“I took a trip,” she said. Her tone ate into my chest. So matter of fact, so uncaring about my reaction. “Dexter took me to Savannah for a few days.”

“Hope you had fun.” I tried to keep my voice calm, but the growing bitterness seeped out.

“Oh, we did. I came so often it seemed like…” she stopped suddenly, as if she was looking at my face for the first time. I couldn’t hide the sorrow I was feeling. She must have seen it in my expression. “I’m sorry, babe…”

“You’re not really with me anymore, are you?” I asked simply.

“Of course I am. Why would you say that? Dex took me because he knew we wouldn’t see each other much after you returned.”

“Is that true? Going to give him up while I’m in town?”

“Will that be necessary? I thought we could do like we did with Jackson. You can watch us in person… maybe even join in.”

“I will not sleep in the guest room, babe. Or wave goodbye while you leave to spend the weekend with him.”

That caught her by surprise. I was sure she knew sleeping in the guest room was out, but why wouldn’t I allow her to go to him?

“I thought you liked me to go out with the guys. You liked it when you were deployed. Why would being here be different?”

“Do I really have to answer that for you? This isn’t ‘out with the guys.’ Just one guy, over and over. You saw what that did to Chloe and Sebastian. I’m still in shock that you told him about me… about you being my hotwife?”

“I had to tell him,” she said with an exasperated tone. “Hard to hide when there are pictures of you in uniform in the house, and that we could not sleep in our bed. What was I supposed to say… that you were my brother? He asked me.”

“That was considerate of you to be so open with him.” Bitterness had found a home. Even if I had been the one to suggest her playing in the first place, giving up my wife to another was never what I envisioned.

“What are you mad about? Because I took a trip?”

She was calling me from the kitchen on her phone, dressed in work clothes. I glanced at her hand on the cabinet top. No ring there. “How long’s it been since you’ve worn your wedding ring?”

“I don’t wear it while I play, you know that.”

“How long?”

“I don’t know… 3-4 weeks, I guess.”

“Since you met Dexter, you mean…”

“What is it with you? Now suddenly I’m cheating on you? You’ve known about everything I’ve been doing.”

“Not everything. Savannah is just the latest example, isn’t it?”

“I’ve sent you the videos when they come over.”

“Been a while, hasn’t it?” I asked. “Before the Dexter session… oh, what a surprise? 3-4 weeks.”

“So that’s it… I can fuck whoever I want as long as I send the videos? That’s your requirement?”

“It always was, babe. You sobbed over the connection the first time you did it outside of the room. I guess the fact that I was understanding gave you all the permission you needed. Your becoming a hotwife was supposed to allow you an outlet for your sexual needs and give me something to think about, too. That last has been set aside for young Dex, I think.” I didn’t dare point out how she never looked at me when he was in her bed.

“Is that what this is going to be now that you’re ready to come home? Hating on me because I slept with the guys?”

“It’s not ‘guys’ anymore, babe.”

“What difference does it make whether I do it with one instead of many? It was just like you said. Got tedious to keep starting over. Fun for a while, but got boring.”

“What am I supposed to think about Dexter? This is long past a sexual partner. Don’t try to deny it. I saw it clearly on the screen. You are lovers.”

My wife stared at the screen, not even sure what to say. She knew I was right.

“I need to get to work.”

Angela reached over to a dish on the cabinet, picking up her wedding ring. She held it right in front of the screen, putting it on. “Is that better? Satisfied now that you still own me?”

“I’ll be home in two weeks. You’ll have to decide by then.”

“Decide what?” As if that statement just sank in, she reached over for her purse. “Jesus, Berk… I’m going.” Hitting the disconnect button.
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At least one thing changed after that. All the way across the Atlantic, I got a steady stream of videos. Always with Dexter, of course. Though he seemed to add more guys to the sessions. There were several threesomes and a couple swap with Ray and Chloe.

Maybe it was just my attitude, but Ray didn’t seem happy about being there. His ‘body language’ sent off very unpleasant vibes. I caught Dexter staring at him a few times, like he was concerned Ray might lash out at him. Dexter wasn’t small by any means, but compared to Ray, he looked like a miniature. He and Chloe didn’t stay long after that session. It was like he had only gone because she demanded it. I can only assume he had talked to Gunny after our conversation in Sicily.

Another thing became obvious. Only one of those sessions, the one with Ray and Chloe, actually came from our guest room. The rest of them were live streamed from the camera app on her phone. It went to the server so I could watch later, but it was fixed in one position while they went at it. Obviously a call with a single phone camera.

When I asked about that, she got furious, screaming at me over the call. She resented my implication. Besides, she screamed, ‘why does it matter where I do it, as long as you get yours? Isn’t that the requirement?’

I knew what these calls meant. She was staying at his place full time now. I wondered if she would even be at the ship for our traditional ‘hot reunion.’

Three days before arrival, Sebastian dragged me into the cabin.

“We need to talk,” he said.

It seemed like a long time since we had sat down and talked, despite our return to peacetime cruising. Maybe it was my terse manner with the crew that got his attention.

“So what are you going to do when we get to shore?” he asked. There was no need for him to add the ‘about what.’

“You know all about him, too?” I finally told him about Gunny in Sicily, about our hard conversation.

“Yep, Ray is not happy. He seems to have accepted his reduced position with Chloe, though I think he resents having to go there when Angela has allowed Dexter to do the same thing.”

“Not the same. Not to me. There will be no closing doors in my face, or running off to be with him once I return.”

“What? Oh man, you’ve got issues. That’s not what Angela is telling Chloe. She thinks you are going to join them or watch from your room.”

“She heard what she wanted to hear in that conversation, obviously,” I said.

I told him about the latest videos, only coming from some other room. I assumed it was his bedroom.

“Chloe thinks she’s staying with him until you return. Maybe she thinks this is her last chance.”

“Until I watch from the other room, right?”

Sebastian saw the grimace on my face. “What’s happened? I thought you enjoyed watching her.”

I ignored his question. “Tell me about him. Has Chloe told you anything?”

“A little. Early 20s. Some kind of tech genius at Darden Manufacturing. Maintains all their robots. VERY well endowed. Chloe showed me some videos. As big as Ray and able to stay hard for long stretches.”

He got quiet for a bit, probably wondering how much he should say.

“He’s been active in the local ‘lifestyle’ community for a couple of years. Those folks rarely appreciate unattached guys, but he wrangled his way in somehow. Apparently, he’s gotten quite popular with the wives. Something about his dominant manner that gets them going. He’s taken Angela to some of those sessions. Put her in the center of the room, telling everyone they could do what they wanted.”

“And she did that?”

Sebastian nodded. “Quite enjoyed it, she told Chloe.”

“You’re right. I’m in real trouble, aren’t I?”

“I don’t know. Chloe’s come back to me in a way I never thought she would. She still goes with guys, but it’s different now. Like she includes me the way she used to… at the beginning. Maybe when you return, Angela will remember what you had. Come back around.”

The day before our arrival, I called Angela. We were in the same time zone by then. It was lunchtime for her. She answered, but quickly regretted it. I was in a dark place. She had to go sit in her car so no one would hear us.

“I want you to tell me everything about this guy, and what you’ve been doing with him. Hold nothing back. You know I’ll find out from someone else. If you want our marriage to survive, now’s the time for truth, babe.”

“What do you want to know?”

“Start at the beginning…”

So she did. About how they met through an online service. Dexter took her back to his place and gave her an incredible amount of pleasure. All the guys before just seemed like amateurs. She’s not sure how he got so good, considering his age, but he ‘played my body like he knew me better than I knew myself.’

About how she stopped looking for other partners after that. The sex was intense, even savage, she told me. The orgasms he gave were so ferocious, she needed more. I saw that in the videos. She gave him no resistance to anything he demanded. My wife had become his play toy.

“What about the outside play? All those threesomes. His doing, too?”

Now she felt embarrassed. This was outside even our discussions at the beginning.

“Dex took me to a party. ‘Lifestyle’ gathering, he called it. Mainly older people of all shapes and sizes. All there to enjoy some kinky fun. He actually called it that… kinky fun… so funny. I had already gotten used to doing whatever he wanted. Midway through the party, all the playing got me seriously aroused. I was hanging all over him. Instead of taking me to a side room, he told me to take my clothes off, to mount a large ottoman in the center of the room. On my hands and knees.”

“You did that?”

Her face was red with shame, but there was something else. An excitement, a wildness I hadn’t noticed before.

“That was the first time I had so many guys at once. For the rest of the night, I had shafts in my pussy and mouth. He had to carry me out. I was so exhausted.”

“Liked it, did you?”

“Is that bad? For me to enjoy trying new things?”

I ignored that. “After that, he started bringing more guys around?”

She shook her head no. “He had to get my last opening available before then.”

“Jesus, Angela. You always said that was off limits. Not for him?”

“Do you want me to tell you, or are you just going to throw shit at me?” I needed to hear it, so I told her to go on. “He had some special butt plug that started small, then got bigger with a dial. He used it on me for a week, until he thought I was ready. It wasn’t too bad. Hurt at first. Now I quite like it.”

“Had some chances to find out, did we?”

That frown returned. It looked like she was ready to explode again. She just said, “Yes.”

I had had enough of the history. “So what now? Going to move back into our house?” She stared at me in shock. “Not much of a secret, babe. The videos you sent weren’t from our room and it was always dark outside. No chance you would get up and go home every night, not the way you described what he did to you.”

“Yes, I will come home. I’m sorry, Berk. Wasn’t sure what you would say. I wanted to get as much of him as I could before you returned… just in case.”

“Will it make any difference what I say when I come home?”

“Don’t be an ass,” she said. Anger, more than shame, painting her face red. “Things have gotten carried away. I get that. But it’s not just my doing. We’ll need to figure out how to make this work now that I’ve tasted something… wilder.”

“You want him to continue offering you to his friends for some fun, even after I get home?”

“It wasn’t like that. No need to be mean.”

“I look forward to hearing how it wasn’t JUST like that. You really think he was only wanting to give you pleasure? Really? Looks to me like he’s pimping you out to his friends.”

“You fucking asshole!” she screamed at her phone. The connection went dark.


Chapter 17



After that name calling, I wondered whether Angela would even greet me on the pier when the Barry returned to Mayport. I felt bad about what I said. Not really fair to accuse her of that. It just seemed awfully convenient that he worked her with a butt plug and then had friends ready to go.

She had gone from conservative wife to randy slut in just the seven months of my deployment. But once Dexter was on the scene, the randy slut became someone willing to do literally anything he said. Even the loose rules against sleeping over and showing me the action were thrown aside. I saw that last week when she returned from Savannah. She had to consider who she should stay with.

The convoy that included the USS Barry came across the Atlantic with only one incident. A Marine on one ship disappeared during the night. Fearing he had fallen overboard, the entire convoy spread out in a single line, retracing our path for the last 12 hours. They never found the body.

It reminded me of my own near disaster, when I was an ensign on my first assignment. A destroyer based in Norfolk. We were out at sea when a pretty heavy storm caught us in the middle of the ocean. And I did something so stupid, it almost cost me my life.

I needed to get to the other end of the ship for some forgotten reason. It was faster to do that on the main deck outside. Without considering the stormy seas and the water lashing at the deck, I opened a forward hatch, went up on the main deck, and started walking back to the rear.

One of those massive waves caused the ship to dip forward. A wall of water crashed over the bow, hurling me across the deck, straight into the side rails. Only a lucky grab of the rail wire on my way over saved me from the same fate as that poor Marine.

Let me tell you, I never EVER want to get dressed down by the Captain of a ship like I did that day. Holy shit, he was PISSED! Now, all these years later, I understood that anger was mainly fear of nearly losing a crew member. In the old days, I probably would have gotten 20 lashes with a cat-o’-nine-tails just for being stupid.

The point of this story is that it delayed our return by a day. I just hoped that Angela was home enough to get the phone chain call. If she didn’t show up at the pier, I wasn’t sure what I would do. The statement this would make… Too clear, I’m afraid. It would mean she had chosen her new bull over me.

Sebastian and I stood on the quarterdeck, standing proudly in our traditional dress whites. The crew, everyone in sparkling white and dixie cups, stood at attention in a ring around the main deck. Captain Deffa surprised us all, playing ‘Sloop John B,’ by the Beach Boys, over the intercom as we pulled in.

Our crew lost all decorum, cheering at the music. We could see the Captain laughing at his joke and the success of it. The crowd on the peer caught on, singing along and cheering, waving to loved ones as they saw them. Boatswain’s Mates secured the ship into our home for the next few months.

I repeatedly scanned the crowd, looking for the only one I wanted to see. Tears came to my eyes as I saw her holding up a big sign that only I would understand: BIG RED NEEDS A REPLACEMENT! It was all I could do not to burst into tears. Sebastian clapped at the sign, knowing how much this meant to me.

It took us a while to disembark, since the ship had to be secured for the skeleton crew that would man it for the first two weeks. The families and friends were used to the ritual, waiting for us.

As soon as I got off the gangplank, Angela threw the sign to the ground, running into my arms. I had never wanted her touch more in my life! Her hungry lips confirmed she was here for me.

“Let’s get home, Berk. I have needs,” she whispered to me. I wanted to ask about her new boyfriend, but thankfully refrained.

The next two days, we rarely got out of bed. Not only did I have a lot of pent-up needs of my own, but the cessation of the last months of active playing had created a deeper well of desire for my bride. Surprisingly, she never mentioned Dexter.

I always took two weeks of leave after returning from deployment. The bank she worked for understood this pattern, and gave her time off to spend with me.

We didn’t camp out in bed the entire time, but we seldom left each other’s side. We shopped, went out to eat, worked in the yard, and took several trips down the Florida coast, finding fun spots to just be together.

All my worries about my wife and her changed loyalties disappeared. I suddenly felt guilty about the accusations I had thrown at her. In one sense, she deserved them. Angela did a lot of things she didn’t tell me about, yet the truth of my having given her permission to do those things colored my disappointment.

I left in such a hurry that we didn’t get a chance to discuss acceptable behaviors. As far as I could see, nothing between us had changed, except for wanting sex even more than she did before. It surprised me she wasn’t eager for a reunion. She didn’t even bring him up.

We went to dinner with Sebastian and Chloe one evening. Those two had found their relationship again. It was all in the body language. They touched frequently and laughed openly in ways that had disappeared before. Gone was all the residual tension of her time with Ray.

Yet, the playing hadn’t disappeared. They regaled us with a story of some guy they had picked up. He had a tremendous tool, but could barely get it up. Sebastian ended up dominating him more than the opposite. They already had another new play partner lined up for the weekend.

And Ray was still a visitor, they told us, though less frequently. She even let her husband watch them in the same room since his return. Her former ‘boyfriend’ had finally accepted that her loyalty remained with Sebastian.
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Angela and I went out one evening during the second week since my return. Everything had gone so well between us I thought it was a good time to confront… what’s the old saying: ‘the elephant in the room?’ Dexter had been so important to her for the last month. We needed to talk about what that meant for our future.

There was still something going on between them. Regularly, her phone would bing with a text. She’d glance down at it, frowning at what she saw. I decided not to ask what the messages were. Pretty sure I knew. After a while, she turned off the ringtone for her text messages. I guess she didn’t want me knowing he was sending them.

Yet she seemed so ‘with me’ right now… and only me. Since I returned, our relationship has felt exactly like it was before I left. We had to figure out where to go from here.

I touched her hand after we finished eating. “Why don’t you tell me about Dexter, and how you left it with him?”

It was as if all this bottled-up tension came exploding out of her. Tears filled her eyes while she gripped my hands.

“I am so sorry, Berk. I shouldn’t have let it get out of hand like that.” She seemed on the verge of sobbing.

I held her hands tight. “It’s okay, babe. No harm done. I was just afraid I had lost you.”

“That ‘pimp’ comment really hurt, kind of mean,” she smiled through the tears. “Truthfully, though, it got me thinking about the future… and about Dexter. The week before we left for Savannah, he brought groups around almost every night. I enjoyed them. Really did. But I couldn’t help wondering why? If he liked me as much as I thought, why wouldn’t he want to spend the time we had left with just me? It was like he knew things were going to change when you returned.”

“Have they?” I asked, still not sure what the reply might be.

“Silly, of course not. My loyalty was always with you. He gives a lot of pleasure, but leaving you for him and that lifestyle? It makes me shudder every time I think about how close I came.”

“How close was that?”

“Too close!” She turned her head away, trying to get her emotions under control. “Dexter… that guy has my sexual number. Sorry if that hurts your feelings, but he does. Like no one else before. I can’t even explain it. I just melt when he’s around. My being a smart, independent woman just disappears as I fall to my knees, begging to suck him. It’s kind of embarrassing how submissive I am with him.”

So much to unpack in that comment. “Maybe it’s time for me to meet your Dexter.”

“Babe… I don’t know. You think that’s a good idea? I told him I wouldn’t come back to him without your approval. And after this week… We’ve had so much fun. Now, after this refresher on how much I loved you, I’m not sure I want to. The constant tension between us isn’t worth it.”

“Then why does he keep texting you?”

“Why do you think? He’s addicted to my pussy as much as I am to his cock.”

I looked around the restaurant, making sure no one heard that colorful description of their relationship. I paled as the truth of ‘am’ sunk in. Not ‘was.’ She still wanted him.

“Do you want to do it again?”

My heart felt a pulse of regret at asking the question. I could see it in her eyes. The hunger had never left. She simply pushed it aside for the greater good. At least, that’s what I hoped it was.

“Don’t ask me that, please…”

“Look, you haven’t told him to stop texting. That must mean… deep down… you want it to continue. Tell me if I’m wrong. If so, I’ll never bring it up again.”

“Of course, I want it… My sex aches for him every day. Oh god… I can’t believe I just said that…”

She bolted out of her chair, running to the restroom. I could hear her sobbing as she crossed the room. Everyone around us looked at me with accusing stares, wondering what I had done to set her off. I signaled to the server for the check, slowly walking back toward the restrooms. Luckily, they were the single-occupant style.

I could hear her sobbing through the door. I tried to get in. She had locked the door. Tapping softly, I spoke to her through the wood. “I’m sorry for bringing it up, Angela. But we need to talk about it. You know that. It’s changed you. HE has changed you. Pretending otherwise doesn’t do either of us any good.”

“You’ll reject me. I saw it on your face when you watched us.” That caught me by surprise. She must have gone back to look at the video later. As far as I could tell, once he started during that session, she didn’t pay attention to me at all.

“In my defense,” I said. “I had never seen you make love to someone else. All the others were just sex. He’s different. We both know that. Please come out. We need to get through this, or those texts are going to keep eating away at you.”

The latch turned. She opened the door, handing me her phone with the text window open, closing the door again. All his messages painted a picture of her need, too. It wasn’t just the graphic things he described he would do to her. It was also her responses. Carefully worded phrases meant to incite, not deter. Several times, she told him she couldn’t come to him. I was sure Dexter had no trouble picking out the message left unsaid: she had the same desires.

Yet it was the last few lines from earlier today that I was sure she wanted me to see.

Dexter


You know you want to.




Angela


Of course I want to. Please don’t ask me again. I just can’t.




I’ll stop when you tell me to go away. Is that what you want? For me to leave you alone.




No.




That emphatic ‘No’ shook me. Emotions welled up. Unbidden, unwanted… and unstoppable. She still wanted him. I didn’t want her to see me so close to sobbing myself.

Setting her phone on the floor next to the door, I told her I was leaving. “I’m going to wait for you in the car. Leaving your phone here. Come out when you’re ready.”

I paid the check on my way out. Before I could get to the car, the emotional turmoil could not be held back any longer. I stopped, leaning against a car in the parking lot, tears flowing down my face, at the loss of my wife… and of the life I thought we both wanted.

In my very bones, I knew there was only one response, no matter how much it might hurt or the risk to our relationship. I loved her too much for there to be any other. I had to let her go, to be with him if she wanted. Leaving her tormented like this was not an acceptable option, no matter how much it would hurt. The hopelessness of that choice drove my tears out of control.

As I tried to get myself under control, a hand tapped my arm. It was Angela.

“Were you serious about wanting to meet him?”

“Should I? Those texts, babe… Maybe it would be better to do your regular thing with him… by yourself. I’d only complicate things between you.”

Angela reached up, wiping the tears off my eyes. “I love you, Berkeley Evans. Nothing is changing that. I won’t even consider returning to any guy, much less Dexter, if you think our love is at risk.”

She pulled at my arm, toward the car. Her own tears had finished. A quiet resolve taking its place.

“We need to go home… to OUR home. I don’t care what my body screams at me. I never want to live in a home without you in it. It wouldn’t be MY home if I did.”

I let her lead me to the car. “I don’t understand. Those texts… you still want him…” I said, pulling out of the parking lot for home.

“So what? I love sensual pleasure. You’ve seen me with lots of guys that can provide that. You give me plenty.”

I shook my head. “Not like that, I don’t. Remember, I’ve watched you with him several times. He gets inside your needs like I never have. Kind of hot to watch. It would be the best porn ever if I didn’t know it was my wife he was stealing away.”

“That’s where you’re wrong,” she said, touching my leg. “He’s not ‘stealing me away.’ Despite what you saw, or how much I enjoyed the sex, there’s something different about it. Not like what we have. We have love… tenderness… respect. I married you for all of those and more. He doesn’t have any of those. I don’t want to marry this guy. Just have him fuck me until I can’t breathe.”

I gasped at those words. She really meant it. “When I watched you the first time, I might as well not have been there. Surprised you even saw the turmoil on my face.”

“That’s it, don’t you see? That’s what he does to me. When he takes me, there’s nothing else in the world. No other priority than to please him. By giving up control like that, I feel so free… the desire… oh, babe… it explodes out of me. Sexual sparks fly everywhere.”

She stroked my leg a few more times. “But that’s nothing compared to what we have. I love you more than anything else in life. If you tell me not to do it with him, I would obey. YOU are my priority. But…” she reached further, stroking my rod through my slacks.

“I knew it,” she smiled, gripping the rod that was already throbbing hard against her hand. “You want to watch him take me, don’t you?”

All this talk had gotten me aroused to see her so free… so explosive… I had been her cuckold for over six months by this time. Maybe I was rationalizing now, but why was watching her and her boyfriend any different from all the other guys?

“Can you still be MY wife if he has more access to you? Seems like it got awfully close before.”

That ‘wife’ in question stared out the car window as the city flew by. I could see her mind churning. Could she let herself go with me in the same room? Or would it have to be separate, with me watching on the screen?

“It’ll be different,” she finally said. “You will be here to remind me of you. I’m sorry, babe. I know you are worried about it, but it was more about your reaction than mine. There was never any risk of me leaving you for him. I got so deep because I didn’t have the contact with you to pull me back. You are here now. Should be fine.”

“Should I classify that under the ‘Famous Last Words’ category?” I smiled.

As if Angela didn’t even hear me, she completed her thought. “And if you want to be in the same room with us, that would be okay… as long as you let me go while he takes me. I’ll confess, I have little control once he gets started.”

Her pleading eyes turned to me. I wanted to bring up the ‘Famous Last Words’ again. Thought better of it. If I truly loved this woman, then making her happy should be my top priority. Those eyes told me an obvious story. About need… and how deep it went.

“Okay, babe. Set up a dinner. If things work out, you can come back to the house and play with him. I’ll watch in the room, or from the office. I’ll make that a ‘game time’ decision.”

The words didn’t so much as come out of my mouth when her phone was in her hand. Typing furiously.

“How about tomorrow night?” she asked. “You can meet him, and that will leave the rest of the night open.”

I nodded my approval. She shrieked, pounding away at her phone. “You won’t regret this, my love. We are going to have so much fun.”

The rest of the night… shit. I sure hoped I wasn’t digging my own grave. Her, him, the bedroom all night. For the first time in our nine years together, I was feeling actual competition for my beloved’s affections. She said it wasn’t like that, but no one makes love with someone like they do without powerful feelings.


Chapter 18



“Good to meet you, finally,” Dexter said, extending his hand as I rose from the restaurant table. Angela had already leaned forward, hugging him, before introducing us.

We filled the next hour with nothing but small talk. His job with robotics and computers. His graduation from the University of Miami only two years before. My career path from Naval Academy to the USS Barry. How Angela and I met. The typical everything and nothing of new acquaintances. We didn’t talk about Angela much. After so many weeks together, they already knew each other.

He was just as handsome live as he had been on the screen. Shorter than me, barely six-feet, but very athletic. That build was weight-lifted, not from hard work. He spends a lot of time in the gym. But it was his longish hair, dark brooding brown eyes, and hands that touched Angela constantly that gave me all the information I needed. If my wife had a ‘type’ that she preferred, this guy was it. He was far away from her tall, lanky husband, with his close-cropped military haircut and rigid demeanor.

There were a few times I almost leaped out of my chair, smashing his face with my fist. The first time, when he placed his hand on her chin, pulling her attention to him. Or when his hand landed on her thigh under the table. I could tell he did it when she gasped and turned bright pink. He just smirked at her… and at me.

His arrogance was off every known chart. That the woman’s husband was sitting right next to her mattered little to him. Dexter knew who was in control here, and it wasn’t me. Angela was in charge. That I had agreed to meet with him told him where I stood. She had ‘convinced’ me to allow them to continue.

Okay, that wasn’t far from the truth. Her imploring had its needed impact on my choice.

Truth is, I came into the evening on an edge of discomfort, looking for everything that could go wrong. The restaurant he chose didn’t help with my attitude. It was an out-of-the-way place, long on lowered lights and private booths. Plenty of touching could go on here with no one seeing.

Or maybe it was the scandalously skimpy outfit Angela picked out to wear. ‘How do I look?’ she had asked as I stared at her already rigid nipples through the thin blouse. No bra, of course. I reached over to lift the pencil skirt. No underwear, either. My wife was eager to renew her ‘acquaintance.’

As we neared finishing the food, I decided to get some things in the open. “So tell me about your getting involved with the ‘lifestyle’ community at such a young age. I thought those folks were notorious about rejecting single guys.”

“I got in through a couple who had taken me in as their regular bull. They told the group about me.”

The arrogance of this prick! I’ll say this for him, he was certainly confident. I still marveled it was so high, at his age! He had just turned 23. Only been out of college for two years. How did he know so much about married couples, hotwives and cuckolds?

“Once in, open invitations after that? That’s the way it works?” I asked, surprised.

He chuckled. “Not exactly. After that, the wives insisted.”

Both he and Angela guffawed at this half-joke. I had seen him in action. He was THAT good. But to be such a braggart about it? Every instinct I had told me this guy was a selfish narcissist that could not be trusted. He would do whatever served him the best, no matter the cost to others. I marveled my wife couldn’t see that.

Now it was time to get ready. “What’s our plan for later?” I said.

“Take the babe back to your house and do whatever I want with her. That’s what I always do.” So matter-of-fact.

“She doesn’t get a say?” My look at Angela caught her by surprise.

Dexter didn’t even answer that one. My wife did.

“No. I’m good with whatever he wants.”

His smug grin, equal parts cocky and condescending, brought my own hard grin in return. It must have been a good one. For the first time, he stopped all the overt flirting and attempts at controlling the situation. I was a good 40 pounds bigger with years of Martial Arts training since I joined a Taekwondo club at the Academy. We both knew he would fold like a paper bag after the first punch.

He sat back in his chair, looking at me. I could see a calculating mind kicking into gear. “Does that fit with your approval?” he asked, with just that right amount of deference to assuage the bruised ego of the hubby. Words meant nothing to him. I knew that. He had the upper hand for the night. It was going to be his dick in the lady before long, not hubby’s.

I took a page out of Sebastian’s cuckold playbook. “Okay then, why don’t we go? Angela, you ride with him to the house, show him the way.”

“I know the…” he started, before Angela interrupted him.

“That would be great,” she cut in quickly.

I saw Dexter calculating again. There was something going between the babe and hubby. Best to let that play out before we leave, he must have thought.

“Let me go to the restroom, then we can take off.” His hand stroked along Angela’s shoulder as he passed by, causing her to shudder at his touch.

As soon as he was out of hearing range, Angela looked at me. Excitement sparkled in her eyes. “Why do you want me to ride with him? You think I should start playing now… like we did with Ray and Jackson?”

“Thought you did whatever he said?” I laughed.

“I will. Just want to make sure it’s okay if we start a little early… in the car.” She blushed a darker pink. Her hard nipples told me she would do whatever he said, no matter where it was.

“That’s why I did it. Just so you know, I consider playtime to have started as soon as we leave the restaurant. You are free to do whatever he wants. Not sure you noticed, but I placed your car out on the street at home, in case he had you in a state that might not be best for the neighbors to see. Tell him to pull into the garage and shut the door behind you.” I reached into my jacket pocket. “Here’s the garage door opener.”

We had already paid the check, and were standing near the entrance when he came out, walking toward us. Angela leaned against me. Our eyes met.

“Thank you, Berk. Tonight might be uncomfortable for you… in some moments. I promise you it shouldn’t. Just be the cuckold you want to be. WE are not at risk. Okay?”

“Understood. Have all the fun you want. If I become uncomfortable with something, you can count on me saying so.”

She smiled back just as Dexter walked up to us. He took Angela by the arm. I followed them out a good two paces back. I wanted him to understand I had given him control of my bride. Probably didn’t need to. He was much more experienced in these situations, despite his young age.

As we came to the back of the parking lot, between our cars, he stepped in front of my wife, twisting her around to face me. “Take your top off.”

I almost said, ‘Here?’ Holding off only at the shock of Angela responding before I could get the words out. She wasn’t kidding, obeying him. In this public parking lot, she didn’t hesitate to do whatever he said. She was in full play mode now. Her nipples showed hard in the moonlight as her chest rose and fell with excitement. It was a relatively cool night. Goosebumps up and down her skin added to her exposure.

“Get on your knees. Take his cock out. Suck on him until I tell you to stop.”

The sight of her dropping immediately to her knees, reaching for me, her tongue already licking her lips with anticipation, brought me out of my shock.

“Let’s get this straight right now. I’m not one of those submissive cuckolds to be ordered around. Your control does not extend past her. Is that clear?”

I had taken a step closer to him to emphasize my point, my crotch right in her face. I could feel her hands trying to get my belt undone. It was as if she hadn’t heard a thing I said. But he did, gulping at my very strong words.

I grabbed her hands gently. Helping her off her knees, handing her the blouse from the tarmac. She did not put it on.

“Let’s go home, babe,” I said. “You’ll be more comfortable there.”

Her eyes were wide saucers. She turned to Dexter, looking for guidance. He nodded toward the passenger side, telling her to get in.

His eyes had become flinty and hard. I stood in front of him. The challenge unmistakable.

“Are we going to have a conflict tonight?” he asked.

“Just don’t include me in your fun without my permission. No taunting or calling me names. Nothing. Your job tonight is to please my wife. I expect you to focus on that, not me. We good?”

The uncompromising nature of my tone made his choice simple: to say yes, or get my wife out of the car and go home. He wasn’t about to do the latter. He simply nodded his understanding and got into the car.

I followed them home. Aside from her not having a top on, they could have been any couple coming home from dinner. I thought he would have her giving a blowjob on the highway, or at least leaning over, displaying herself to him. He didn’t do any of that as far as I could see. They simply chatted all the way there.

A wave of uncertainty welled up inside me. In what world could I have thought letting him back in our lives would be a good idea? Too late. My wife was in full submissive mode now.
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They pulled straight into the garage. I came in moments later. No one moved until the door closed behind us. When Angela got out, she was completely naked. I could see the glistening moisture on her fingers. They had clearly been active during the drive. I guess he had her doing more than I thought.

“Go up to the room. Get into position. Berk and I are going to have a chat.” Angela almost bolted for the stairs, so eager to get started.

“A drink?” I asked. He nodded. “We have beer, Scotch or wine.” He asked for a beer.

Before I even got the beer out of the fridge and my Scotch bottle down, he came around, nearly touching me.

“Look, Berk. We might have gotten off to a tough start. Angela scolded me in the car for it. That wasn’t my intention. Some of your comments have told me you are nervous about your wife’s loyalties. Let me put that to rest right now.” He took a sip of his beer. “I am not interested in taking your wife from you. I’m just a horny kid who has learned that some women respond well to my dominant style.”

“Seemed pretty possessive in the restaurant, with all the touching and thigh stroking.”

“They love that stuff.” He winked at me like we were co-conspirators in taking care of women. That this was my wife he was talking about meant nothing.

“Why’d you have her staying with you so much while I was deployed… or take her to Savannah? To practice your dominance?”

“Man, waking up with a beautiful babe like that every morning? So hot. We always had some of our best sex after that. She’s very receptive to touching in the morning, isn’t she?”

That she was. At least with me. I nodded.

“Savannah was a work trip. Darden has a plant up there. I spent a few hours one morning fiddling with robots. Left my little slut with the two guys that came with us. They treated her right all morning. I had to wake her for the afternoon playtime. Pretty wiped. We had already gone all night, then more all morning. Your wife loves the dick. Can’t get enough.”

I stared at him, a growing hardness clearly on display. He looked confused, as if he couldn’t figure out what would set me off this time.

All I could think about was this little fucker and what he’d done to my bride. Two guys came with them? She had left out that little detail. I knew nothing could stop tonight, but me and this ass are going to have a reckoning… someday real soon… and he ain’t gonna like it!

He took another swig of his beer, moving back to stand next to the cabinet. “I would like you to join us, if you’re willing. Angie loves to be taken by multiple cocks. She cums and cums.”

He almost had me until he dropped that fucking ‘Angie’ bit. She hated to be called that. It was just another sign of his dominance over her.

We took our drinks up to the bedroom. I grabbed a bottle of water, just in case ‘Angie’ got thirsty. When we arrived, she was kneeling on the bed. She pressed her chest to the sheets, with her ass pointing toward the door. A bright blue piece of silicon covered her rear bud. Must be a butt plug. She folded her arms behind her back. This must be the required ‘position.’

“You’re free to do whatever you want,” Dexter told me. “Join in, watch, leave the room. No matter to me.” I excused myself for a restroom break. Instead, I walked into the office, turning on the camera system. I figured we could watch it together after he leaves.

By the time I got back to the guest room, I could tell. This was no longer my wife. This was his ‘Angie,’ now ready to do whatever he wanted. From that day forward, I always thought of her as ‘Angie’ when discussing her playing with him.

Angie was on her knees in front of Dexter, sucking his cock as if it was the sweetest of lollipops. I had seen this before. My Angela loved a stiff cock, especially a big one like Dexter’s. I had seen her suck too many rods on videos. She REALLY liked it!

I stood right next to them, watching her take care of her ‘boyfriend.’ There was no question in my mind that he had taken a higher position over every other guy not named Berkeley. And even that one was questionable now, as I saw her absolute dedication to giving him pleasure.

“Join in whenever you want,” he said again.

“Yes, please,” Angie agreed. “I want you to.” She reached for my belt again.

I just smiled, stepping back. “Pay attention to your man, not me.”

She didn’t protest, nodding. Her full attention went back to his log. She took it all the way to the base. He held her head there until she started struggling for breath. His pull out was only temporary. She only got a couple of breaths before he was back in. He would not allow her head to retreat, no matter what she did.

My wife loved to be ‘forced’ to suck cock. We played this game many times. But this seemed more, somehow. Not a ‘forced’ game. Not pretend. He was controlling her mouth, her breathing, her every action. And just as obviously, my wife loved it. No matter how long he held her before she could breathe, she came back for even more.

I pulled back, removing my clothing, sitting on the chair I had placed near the bed. Angie smiled at me. A plan was coming to mind. All those erotica stories I loved to read gave me lots of ideas.

Before he came, he ordered her onto the bed. He was going to give it to her. And I knew showing off his ‘prowess’ was first on the agenda.

As soon as she was on her back, I scrambled up on the bed, pushing her halfway into a sitting position, fully leaning against me. I yanked her arms behind her, trapping her in that position.

“Spread your legs.” She obeyed, spreading them wide. Angie pulled against my hold on her arms. Not to get away, but to test my resolve. She found plenty. “Your man is going to use that pussy as long and as hard as he wants. Offer it to him.”

Angie was panting at this unexpected turn. Her husband was forcing her to spread her legs.

“Do it. Tell him,” I barked.

I winked at Dexter. He caught the game, playing along.

“I give my pussy to you,” she whispered, barely able to get it through the panting.

“That’s it? One hole? He wants more than that. What do you give him?”

“Every part of my body, every hole,” she cried out. “Whenever you want it.”

Dexter got on the bed, placing his cock near her sex, not in. His tone was pure ice. “Put it in yourself, hungry girl. Show us just how much you want my cock. I will not help. Neither will he.”

Trapped with arms behind and limited possible movement, she groaned, trying to flex her hips to get closer. It wasn’t enough. I pushed down, moving her back closer to the bed without releasing her arms. This got her hips closer, even if not high enough. Her moaning grew louder as her comical efforts to get her pussy near that target proved unsuccessful.

He inched closer. His cockhead grazed her clit. That moan grew stronger as she hungered for him to be inside her. I pushed her down a little more, maintaining my grip on her arms. Now she could leverage on those arms, lifting her hips. She positioned her sex in front of him, pushing forward, capturing the cockhead.

It was just enough. He drove into her hard, burying himself in one thrust. Her cry of relief filled the room as he jackhammered every inch into her.

I used my body as a backstop, forcing her to absorb the full force of his blows.

“He is going to do whatever he wants with you. And I told him he had my permission. No limits.”

She was panting for real now. The combination of my words and his thrusting took her closer to the edge. I pushed her fully back on the bed, trapping her arms underneath her body. My legs continued to hold her in place.

I reached up, pinching a nipple. Then the other. Soon, I was yanking on them, as she flailed at the sudden loss of all control.

Angie screamed into the room as her first orgasm found its release. She thrashed under her twin tormentors as her body shook uncontrollably, pressing against my body. Dexter gave her everything he had. He didn’t look close to cumming.

“That’ll do for a starter,” I said. I kissed her lips softly as she stared back at me, wondering what was happening. She panted heavily at what had happened.

“All yours,” I told Dexter. Grabbing my clothes off the floor, I walked out. It wasn’t my job to pleasure her. It was his.

Somewhere in the middle of all this, I came to terms with my wife having a ‘boyfriend’ relationship with Dexter. He may be a selfish ass, but he gives her pleasure like no one else. Time for me to allow her to enjoy what she gets from him.


Chapter 19



I didn’t leave the house, of course… went straight to the office, turning on the screen. Those two didn’t miss me at all. For the next two hours, he edged her with denial or forced her to cum, constantly keeping her expectations off balance. I had to give the guy credit. He really knew what she needed at every moment. He had an incredible talent.

I walked in to watch live several times. It was as if ‘Angela’ had fully become ‘Angie.’ I could see it in her immediate obedience of every command, and the way she constantly looked into his eyes for approval. There was something about the way this guy gave it to her that brought a deeper satisfaction from the pleasure. Way more than she got from me.

When he left later that night, I thanked him for what he had done for my wife, then took her to our bed. She slept until noon the next day, waking sore and asking when we could do it again.

While continuing their relationship got off to a rocky start, mainly because of me, as the next few weeks went by, I saw what he did for her and came to appreciate how much she enjoyed her time with him. If this guy could bring her this amount of happiness, I would be good.

We worked out a schedule on how often they could play and for how long. I expressed discomfort at her sleeping with him, so that became the one inviolate rule they had to accept. Otherwise, I became increasingly flexible about what she did with him.

I also got the joy of being her cuckold because, whenever possible, Dexter brought her to the house to play in the bedroom. I would sit and watch for a while before leaving them alone. To my knowledge, he never learned about the cameras or where I went when I left them to play.

Angela deserves credit for maintaining this delicate dance of desire we had begun. She was always careful about including me and making sure I didn’t feel left out.

We had plenty of time to spend together, even made love frequently… maybe even more often than we did before this started. She planned all of her Dexter activities in a way that they did not interfere with our local interactions with neighbors, her work, or our volunteer work for the larger Navy community.

She also didn’t treat Dexter as an exclusive arrangement. Sebastian and Chloe invited us to a reenactment of the beach house weekend. This time, Jackson and Ray gave it to the women hard all weekend, without any of the bullshit of closing doors in faces and sleeping in the wrong rooms. The two wives ALWAYS slept with their husbands, and those loving cuckolds got the pleasure of watching their wives cum repeatedly. What could be better than that?

Occasionally, I would even approve a weekend. Dexter took her to Savannah, Atlanta, and Key West over the next few months. I was welcome to go on each of those trips… they said, at least. Instead, I knew they would prefer the time away. This was about her, not me. So I let them go by themselves.

I had become a dedicated cuckold, and would fall deeper into that, as they played over the next six months.
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I know what you’re thinking. This must end badly as she finally falls for him, eventually leaving me. And you might have been right if he had stayed with only her. She developed potent feelings for him that made me increasingly uncomfortable. Thankfully, his own lustful nature needed more than Angie could provide. That certainly contributed to the way things turned out.

His ‘lustful nature’ required Angela to get more ‘out there’ every week, with increasingly large groups and more aggressive playing. Some sessions had gotten so rough, I had to put ointments on her skin afterward. She would complain about soreness for days afterward.

Surprisingly, she never told him to stop. Saying ‘no’ to him was no longer an option. Maybe I should have seen THAT as the first sign of trouble.

But I had my own pleasures now. Watching her being shared at his ‘lifestyle’ parties became one of my favorite things. I always went with her to those. She would let loose, yet always kept her eye on me when she took a new man inside her. Angie proudly displayed what she was willing to do for her loving cuckold and her boyfriend.

Seems odd when I look back on it. Angie seemed more focused on me at those parties than Dexter, even though we went at his invitation.

And lest you think I just stood around. No. Strapping young military men were a welcome addition to those parties. While my wife was getting her fill of what she wanted, I was ‘working the room’ in my way, giving as much hard cock as I could.

All my concerns about her leaving me for him slowly evaporated. Yet there remained a hard edge to my relationship with Dexter. Not that we came to blows, or anything close. Just that I didn’t like his selfish behavior and his constant need to push the edge of my tolerance.

By this time, I had been a naval officer for nearly a decade. Crewmembers on every ship tested limits. I suspected it was the nature of the male animal. They needed to push their boundaries. And we want them just this way. The Navy seldom cracks down hard on aggressive behavior because you want guys like that when the hardest push is required. But officers learned how to nudge and influence, to take the edge off their aggression.

I used all those nudging and influencing techniques against Dexter over the period we played together. Not sure if he ever caught on, but it kept his behavior in check.

That was… until it didn’t.
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Six months passed. I will always remember this as the hottest period of sexual pleasure either of us would ever have. His using her in front of me and my chance to watch her in groups had created a focus on this ‘lifestyle’ that was probably too much… in retrospect.

But the party was about to end. At least, for me. Venezuela was making noise about attacking an island just off its coast. Word came out that our next deployment was going to be heading south. The Pentagon decided it needed this ‘show of force’ to dissuade any aggressive behavior. And the way the two countries down there were exchanging heated rhetoric, it was likely we would leave soon.

A growing uncertainty rose as I approached that deployment. It was one thing for me to always be here, helping Angela stay in the real world. I suspected Dexter’s influence on her had gotten too strong to keep her homebound. Without my presence, her ‘Angie’ desires, fed by Dexter, would likely overwhelm everything else.

I knew as soon as I left, they would be back to sleeping together. It would not surprise me if she actually moved in with him.

I know what you’re thinking? If she’s so close to leaving me for him, why did I stick around? And you’d be right, except I didn’t want to stop playing either. I loved the cuckold aspect of our relationship. Watching my wife being brought to orgasms repeatedly had become my own sexual pleasure.

And there was something about Angela herself. I saw it in her. The loving way she held me when we cuddled at night. The way we talked about our future. Somehow I knew. Dexter was not in that future. We were just as strong as ever, despite her needs.

But I was leaving for another six months. Dexter wasn’t in the Navy. He would remain behind to take care of her needs. All of them. Could I trust him to maintain that fine line between a play partner and a lover? Not a chance. Angela was clearly deep in her need for more play and I had seen it too many times not to understand how submissive she became in his presence.

One afternoon, I decided a decision needed to be made.
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“Man, that was fun,” Dexter said, sipping his beer. Two guys had just left after an entire afternoon of the three of them, giving my wife all the pleasure she could handle. I even joined in, adding my load to theirs, at the very end. So hot…

“It was,” I told him. “Put her to a serious workout.” My lover girl was taking a nap in the guest room, trying to recover.

We had come downstairs to let her rest. This had become our tradition after a group session. We always allowed Angela some much needed rest afterward. I would sip my Scotch and listen to his plans for what he wanted to do next.

This time was no different. I had a robe on; he had his usual gym shorts and T-shirt. We often woke her up with another round of hard dicks before he left.

“I think she’s ready for a larger group,” Dexter said. “There’s a swinger convention in Tampa every year. Brings hundreds of people. She could be one of the ‘free use’ girls, open to everyone for the weekend.”

“Hundreds of people for the entire weekend? Seems a bit much, don’t you think?”

“Nope. She’s ready, even eager. I’ve talked to her about it. She wants to do it.”

“That’s not the impression I’m getting. She enjoys the groups, but without you there… not sure she would like that.”

“I’d be there, just having my fun on the side.”

There was something about his tone. The way he made it clear he was doing his own thing, too. SHE would not be a priority. I looked at the date he mentioned. The USS Barry would likely be under sail by then.

“Not sure I like that idea,” I told him. “Especially without me there to look after her.”

A spark rose in his eyes at the implication that he didn’t have the final say. I took a sip of my Scotch, staring at him.

“What difference does that make?” he said, louder than before. “She can’t decide for herself without ‘Daddy’ giving his approval?” His open derision took me aback. Dexter had always been very careful to maintain that fiction of my being involved.

“That’s a joke, coming from someone who loves to dominate women,” I scoffed. “Got a little bit of ‘Daddy complex’ of your own. I only care what’s best for her.”

“Well, let me tell you. My loyalties are to her, not you. If she wants to do it, we’ll do it.”

I clenched my fists, struggling to control the rising anger. My hard stare found only his continued confidence that he held the upper hand. That fucking asshole! He knew she would do whatever he wanted. And without me interfering by then, I no longer had a say.

Before I shot back an angry reply, my bride saved the asshole by coming down the stairs, dressed only in the sheer robe I loved.

“Loyalty to what?” she asked, touching me on the way by, ending up hugging her lover. I could hear her whispering to him how much fun she had this afternoon.

My insecurities blossomed in a way they hadn’t since I first met him. I winced at their affectionate hugging. Suddenly, her casual touch with me as she walked by became an afterthought in my mind, something she did out of obligation, not love.

My coming deployment captured those uncertainties, making them seem even more important. She’d be with him without me there as a moderating influence. Would I even have a wife by the time I returned? For the first time during this home stand, I wondered if ‘Angie’ was really more loyal to him than to me?

“He made it clear he is more loyal to you than to our marriage,” I said.

“That’s silly,” she said, pulling back from him. “Why would you say that?”

His confidence tried to barrel through, no matter what she said. “We were talking about the Tampa lifestyle event, and how you said it would be fun.”

“I did… but now that I have been thinking about it, it might be too much. I can handle two or three at a time, even the small groups at your parties. One that large? Just not sure.”

“That’s what I told him,” I stuck in.

Angela walked to the fridge, grabbing a bottle of water. She looked at us. My clenched fists and his negative reaction to her Tampa change told her something had happened.

“What’s going on here?” she asked.

Dexter didn’t hesitate, like he knew the ‘true’ score. “He’s afraid when he deserts you again that you’ll decide to stay with me.”

Angela started at his words, but didn’t seem to care. She took a step closer to me. Our eyes met. “Do you think I would do that too?”

“That’s not what I said,” I protested. “But he knows you’ll do anything he asks, so he probably…”

She cut me off. Her own deep anger was now clear to everyone. He had stepped way over whatever boundary remained in her heart.

She looked at him. An icy stare I had never seen her point in his direction.

“I’m trying to figure out… what made you think… I cared about your opinion. My HUSBAND…” His jaw dropped open, and so did mine. I had never heard her speak that way, either to or about him. “… is not deserting me. He is an officer in the US Navy and I am a proud Navy wife. That he cares about something besides himself must be foreign to you.” I could see his white knuckles on the beer bottle at his dressing down.

“Babe, I didn’t mean…”

“Don’t babe me, you asshole. I know EXACTLY what you meant. Because I like the pleasure you give me, and that I find arousal in being submissive with you…” She stopped, shaking her head. “Fuck, you are an asshole.”

She walked over, inserting her arm around mine. Her focus was all on him. “Your pleasure is fun, ‘babe.’ But this man is my life and will always be. My loyalty is to HIM.”

“What the fuck? Him? After all we’ve done together… all the pleasure I’ve given you… this is what I get in return?”

She looked up at me. I could see the feeling of shame that was growing. “Dex, I love playing with you. The pleasure is simply exquisite. But I thought you understood where my heart is. I am Mrs. Berkeley Evans and no matter who else I might fuck, I’m not looking to change that.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. All my uncertainties had painted me as the eventual loser in this battle of wills. All afternoon, she had cum and cum, mewling at his every action. There were other men involved, but nothing matched her response when he entered her, or touched her breasts, or kissed her. She had become HIS as far as I could tell.

Angela ignored him completely. Standing between her two men, she faced me. “I am so sorry, my love, if you ever thought all this playing had changed my heart. It hasn’t. I belong to you and will stop all this willingly, if you tell me to. I hope you won’t, because I really enjoy it, but I would.”

Dexter flew up the steps, a string of expletives trailing in the air behind him. He came down moments later with his clothes and the toy bag he always brought with him.

“This is your last chance, Angie. If you stay with him, we’re finished.”

She looked at him for only a moment, turning her eyes up to me. “You know, I never liked that nickname ‘Angie,’ anyway.”

Her message was clear. Dexter stomped out of the house, slamming the door on his way.

“I guess that’ll show us!” I chuckled.

Angela fell into my arms, sobbing at the sudden turn in our situation. She knew Dexter would not be back. “I love you, Berk. You never doubted that, did you?” she said in between crying bursts.

“No, my love. I never did.”

Okay, maybe I did a little. She had sure been focusing on that guy a lot the last month. But I never did again.

The rest of the evening, and deep into the night, we had a conversation we probably should have had before we started. About what we wanted out of all this playing. About how she should behave when I’m on deployment. And about how much I enjoyed being her cuckold.

Before the night was up, we were in bed together, making love. Just the two of us. Afterward, she confessed how much she enjoyed playing. I even confessed my growing insecurities and how nervous I had been about the coming deployment.

“Never think I would leave you like that, simply moving in with someone else,” she told me flatly. “No matter what happens, I will always be honest with you about my feelings.”

“Dexter certainly thought your loyalties had changed,” I said, half wanting her to affirm again that wasn’t the case.

“Young men only think with their cocks,” Angela giggled. “Arrogant Big Dick guys like him even more so. They think everything revolves around them. And I’ll confess, I will miss what he could do. So much pleasure…”

She cuddled close, holding me tight. “But nothing compares to this, Berk. What we have. What we’ve always had. Your dick is plenty for me. And I want to start a family soon. Can’t be doing that while sleeping around, can we? Out of the question. Having a family with that jerk? My god, think of what his kids would be like?” That got us both laughing.

“Do you want to continue playing, even without him?” I asked.

“Someday. For now, best to give it a pause for a bit. You never know, Dex might come around. No one delivered orgasms like he did.”

I laid my head back on the pillow, discovering how real being her cuckold had become. Her comment about his giving her more orgasms than me should have hurt, embarrassed me for not being as ‘manly’ as he was. But I knew that wasn’t the entire story. I gave her plenty. His talent was just on a different scale.

My mind drifted to the Jacksonville football player Angela had when she first started. I played some intramural football at the Academy. Not that good at it. That didn’t make any difference. I still played. Even that lowly practice squad player was likely better than I would ever be. I wasn’t jealous of him for being better. I appreciated his talent and was glad he had found an outlet for it.

Dexter was much the same. His skill at arousing my wife left me far behind. I long ago gave up any jealousy of what he could do for my wife. He was a better lover in every demonstrable way. Yet, here I was… still with the girl.

As I had told Chloe in my rant in our kitchen, marriage wasn’t just about sex. It’s about trust and respect. I had earned both from her for nine years. I knew she wouldn’t leave just for a better dick.

Leaning over, I pulled her into a tight cuddle on the bed. “Well, if you decide you want to start again, you have my blessing. Even with Dexter. He’s always been a bit of a hothead. He’ll cool down later, come to his senses.”

“I sure hope so,” she giggled, reaching down to stroke my shaft for another go. “Want to get the laptop, and watch that time he had those two studs from his factory come for an afternoon?”

“Yes, I would,” I chuckled, getting up for the equipment. My randy wife still had her needs, after all. And her equally randy cuckold knew just how to give it to her.


Epilogue



Dexter

Those motherfuckers! How could she betray me like that? After all I did for her?

I tore down the street, barely controlling my anger enough to drive the car. That flowerbed in their front yard will never be the same. I made sure of that. All the way home, all I could think about was the sting of her words.

I’m trying to figure out… what made you think… I cared for your opinion.




My HUSBAND is not deserting me. He is an officer in the US Navy and I am a proud Navy wife.




Don’t babe me, you asshole. I knew EXACTLY what you meant.




I love playing with you… but thought you understood where my heart is.




I gave her fair warning that it was me or him. And the bitch chose him!

I drove faster, trying to keep the tears back. I was such a fool for falling in love with her. Only to have her reject me like this. Right in front of HIM!

It was her fault I loved her. She manipulated me. Intentionally fed that love every time she fell into my arms. Day after day, I whispered it to her while we made love. And those blessed weeks when she slept over every night…

That she never answered she loved me back wasn’t really anything. Was it?

I thought for sure his coming departure would be my chance to yank her away from him, that she’d move in with me full time after that.

Shit! She’d fallen for all that military bearing and bullshit about service. He’s just using that to keep her away from me.

But I’ll show them. They’ll pay for this. Especially now that I know their secret. The dumb shits thought they could hide it.

I noticed all the cameras the first time she had me over. I never let on I knew about them. They still think they fooled me. One time when she was sleeping, I went searching for the server. It was in his office, of course. In his fucking closet. Such an amateur. She even kept the password on a piece of paper on her desk. So careless.

There were some interesting things to see as I went through the folders. That was for sure.

Hope they enjoyed creating them because I will use them to pull her away from the jerk. Next time he’s out of town, I will get back with her. I know I will. She can’t resist me.

They’ll see, especially now that I have access to their entire system. The new backdoor I set up will allow me to see all the files they create in the future. And just in case, I copied all the ones on there now to my cloud storage.

I’ll own them by the time this is over, god dammit. Fucking OWN THEM!
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CUCKOLDED BY MY BEST FRIENDS

Morgan and Zachary, inseparable friends since their childhood days, find their relationship evolving beyond the platonic as they navigate the tumultuous waters of adulthood. Their love for each other grew stronger. Yet, Morgan was afraid if they allowed the relationship to become intimate, it would ruin what they had as best friends.

Their bond faced its ultimate test when Morgan introduces an unconventional element, inviting Zachary into a realm where voyeurism and desire intertwine, letting him watch her with her boyfriends, while never allowing their own friendship to develop into anything more.

Later, when Zachary gets married, a revelation from his past with Morgan sets the stage for a complex exploration of love, lust, and loyalty. His wife, Kimiko, intrigued and perhaps enticed by the unconventional paths her husband and Morgan have traversed, contemplates whether such an arrangement might also liberate her own desires.
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THE EVOLUTION OF MARRIAGE | SEASON TWO

These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path. These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey. In Season 2, we find unexpected paths, kinks long hidden, and desires waiting to be unleashed. This 6-book series examines these different paths. Even though the route is unique for each, the results remain explosively erotic!
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ONE MORE SECOND CHANCE: THE WISHING FAERY CHRONICLES

A brand new erotic urban fantasy franchise from two of ACHE's best-selling authors begins...

In “The Wishing Faery Chronicles,” love, temptation, and the allure of second chances intertwine in a magical journey. Jonah and Marla, bound by a 30-plus year marriage, confront the weight of past regrets. Jonah’s success as a lawyer and absences from the family have left Marla feeling isolated, despite her own thriving career. When the couple are presented with the extraordinary opportunity to revisit their past, they find themselves caught in a whirlwind of old flames, unfulfilled desires, and hidden regrets. This magical twist of fate presents them with the chance to live a life without regrets. But they soon discover even wishes come with a cost. Embark on a mesmerizing journey where the lines between fantasy and reality blur, revealing profound truths. Witness the resilience of love as it navigates life’s unpredictable turns, proving that even amidst challenges, true bonds only grow stronger. Dive deep into “One More Second Chance,” an adult urban fantasy that will keep you turning the pages all night long. One More Second Chance features explicit scenes of an adult nature, with wife-sharing and domination themes.
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THE HOTWIFE KEY PARTY: ROWAN: Parker and Rowan had been experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle for over a year. Then they get a mysterious invite to a party in Malibu. All expenses paid to ‘satisfy unfulfilled fantasies.’ Neither of them were sure what that meant, but a close friend assured them the invitation was genuine.

Enter 'Casa Del Grande Toro', a celebrity villa perched high on the bluffs above the Pacific Coast Highway. Here, they find a glamourous array of hotwives, sexy husbands and an eccentric collection of handsome and hunky single strangers.

What Rowan and Parker don't know is that they've been drawn into a secret celebrity sex club, a hedonistic society exploring everything erotic. When their mysterious hosts draw out keys in the fashion of the fabled swinging key parties, they must decide how far they are willing to go.
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