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Chapter 1

Dawn was still twenty minutes away. Outside, a light pink hue floated in the darkness. I stood at my kitchen sink and raised my coffee cup to my lips. There's nothing like that first sip to awaken the brain. My wife, Jessica, or Jess, to those who know her, fumbled in the bathroom. I heard the water run in the sink and then she yawned. Soft footfalls padded down the hallway.

"Anything yet?" she asked.

"Not yet."

I'd poured a cup for her too and she carefully lifted the hot liquid to her mouth. I took the opportunity while she was distracted to ogle her petite body. She sleeps in one of my gym tank tops every night and her sexy body always spilled out everywhere. Her nipples were covered, purely by chance, but I was greeted with a lovely variety of feminine curves and smooth skin. I saw the butt cheek curves at the small of her back.

"If you're finished gawking at your wife," she mumbled. "You can help me watch Larry's house."

"Right."

She never admits it, but she loves the way I lust for her. I'm like a high school boy. She's hot without trying, one of those women that was just born with tits and ass and a pretty face, no effort required.

Two months ago, while standing at this same sink, I noticed Carol, a neighbor from several houses down the street, leave Larry's house before the sun came up. Larry's an older man, widower, retired military and lives alone. He's a stand-up guy, always helping neighbors, always completely trustworthy. He has a key to our home and the alarm codes and always offers to watch our place when we vacation or leave town on one of our road trips. Our Labrador, Noodles, loves him. Maybe more than us. No, Noodles loves us more, but it's close.

Carol is married with three kids. She's a member of the home owner's association, and I know that sometimes requires she visit homes in the neighborhood, but always in the evenings, once we're home from work. The early hour of her departure caught my attention. Two days later I had spied her again. I told Jess and since she was up for work anyway, she joined me. We didn't see Carol that time, we saw Linda, another neighbor, married with kids.

Our interest was piqued.

I started paying greater attention to Larry's place and soon noticed on separate occasions Teresa and Sandy, more neighborhood moms, sneaking to Larry's place, only this time their visits took place after midnight. What was going on? Jess suggested he was dealing drugs but I know the guy and no way.

The lights were off at Larry's place but I noticed the front door quickly open and close.

"I see something," I said.

Jess and I focused our attention.

"Is that Skylar Sellers?" my wife asked, shocked. "She's like early twenties and hot. What is she doing at Larry's place?"

"Maybe your comment about selling drugs is right."

Skylar jogged across the man's lawn, sticking to trees and shrubs to hide herself. She reached a row of hedges and darted behind some parked cars before finally reaching her home. She slipped in through a side door quietly and without any lights. Jess and I looked at each other.

"Something's going on, Evan," my wife said. "Find out."

"How?"

"You're friends with Larry. Ask him."

"I can't do that. He'll know we've been spying on him, watching his house."

"Be sly about it," she said. "Pump him for information. Mention you think you saw a prowler around his place. Warn him next time you'll call the cops. See if he tells you not to bother because he had a visitor."

I had to admit that was smart.

"I'll borrow his posthole digger on Saturday," I said. "That will give me the chance to talk to him."

"Good."

I returned my eyes to my sexy wife. I lifted a strap of my tank top, exposing areola and nipple. She let me, a slight smile curling her lips.

"Baby," she said. "We've been married twelve years. You can't possibly still think I'm sexy. I appreciate the gesture but come on. My body must be boring to you by now."

I shook my head.

"Women don't get it," I replied. "I saw my first set of breasts when I was eight and I was amazed. I've seen a million boobs since then and I'm equally amazed every time. I've seen your breasts hundreds, maybe thousands of times and I am always equally amazed. Men love boobs."

She checked to see if I was sincere and then slid the other strap off too.

"We have time," she murmured.


Chapter 2

Two nights later I was setting the trashcans at the curb and thought I saw movement. I played it off like I'd noticed nothing and returned to the house, calling softly for Jess to join me. I killed the light.

"Activity," I said, to the question in her eyes.

"Awesome," she answered.

We took our spot at the kitchen sink, watching intensely from a dark room.

"There," she rasped. "By the Riddell's garage. Back of the truck. See the leg?"

I did. The leg moved and a nervous Sandy appeared, crouching and creeping towards Larry's home but trying to avoid detection.

"At first I thought Carol was cheating on her husband," Jess whispered. "I thought she was having an affair with Larry. But there are too many women visiting too frequently. No guy could keep up with all of them. That's why I thought drug sales. Probably weed or Molly. They use it and come back for more. Skylar was the nail in my cheating coffin. She's young and hot. She's a newlywed. Her husband, James, is young and studly. No way Skylar turns to Larry for sex when she's got a James at home. She's sexy. James probably bangs her every night. Her visiting Larry makes no sense."

"You've thought a lot about this."

"I have. I sit at my desk at work and avoid making calls. Instead I think about all the possibilities for the clandestine activities across the street."

We chuckled.

Sandy continued to sneak across lawns, glancing all around.

"The night has a thousand eyes, Sandy," Jess muttered.

The woman slipped behind a stand of trees and emerged on Larry's lawn. She climbed the railing on the porch and moved to his front door. All the lights were off at his place so mostly we tracked her by the backlighting she blocked. We heard a soft knock on his front door. The door opened but inside his house was dark. Sandy slipped in and the door closed. A window on the side of his house lit.

"They're in his den," I said.

"Go look in the window."

"What?"

"Sneak over. Spy through the window."

"No way. I'll get caught and need to explain. I'm not doing that to myself. This isn't The Burbs."

"I loved that movie."

"Me too, but I'm not doing it."

She pouted for half a second.

"Tomorrow's Saturday," she said. "Remember to go see him."

"I will."

We went to bed.


Chapter 3

In the morning, I ate breakfast and got ready. I saw Larry out front working on his roses so I told Jess I was making my move. I knew she'd watch.

"Those American Beauties are beauties," I said, crossing the street.

Larry stood and stretched his sore back.

"Thanks," he said. "But I'm not sure how much longer I'll be able to tend them myself. I may need to hire a landscaper. Working in the garden wrecks my spine."

"How old are you, Larry? Sixty?"

He laughed.

"I wish. Seventy-one."

"You look great."

"Thanks. I stay active."

"Speaking of a sore body. Can I borrow your posthole digger? I have a couple trees to plant."

He gestured towards his garage and started walking that way. I followed. He truly did look great for his age. His face and skin were seventy but he'd kept his body lean and trim. He still had some muscle definition from his military days.

"By the way," I began. "Have you noticed any prowlers around? I swear I've seen people out and about late at night and early morning. I'm thinking maybe I should call the police, get them involved. Anything gone missing?"

We entered the garage and he lifted the digger from a hook on the wall.

"No," he said. "But I'll keep my eyes open. There are a lot more young people around since they built that huge shopping center last year."

He was utterly unruffled. I'd caused him no concern at all. My gambit had ended in a quick failure. I returned home with the digger. Jess asked what happened and I told her, adding that now I had to plant a couple new trees. She grunted, frustrated.

"You're welcome to try," I said. "Maybe you can get more out of him but he's no dummy. He's worldly. He's not easily duped."

"Grab the six-pack of Corona from the refrigerator," she said. "I'm going to thank him for always loaning us gardening tools when we need them. Then I'm going to engage the man in conversation and wring him dry."

I scoffed.

"Good luck," I said.

She took the beer from me and headed out the door. I watched from the kitchen window as she entered the man's garage and called out his name. She hesitated as he'd already gone inside, finished with his roses. Jessica called his name again and stuck her head in the house. He must have heard her and called out because I saw her go inside. I watched the house and waited. Five minutes became ten which became fifteen. Finally, she left the house to enter the garage again, still carrying the beer.

"What happened?" I asked. "Why'd you keep the six pack?"

She looked shaken.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

She put the beer in the refrigerator, keeping a bottle, and sat at the dining table.

"It's eleven a.m. on a Saturday," I said. "Maybe a little early for beer?"

She ignored me.

"The big garage door was open so I entered," she said. "The door from the garage to the house was open too. I called out but heard nothing so I tried again. You were just talking to him so I knew he wasn't sleeping or anything like that. I called his name and announced I brought a gift and walked in. I expected to see him cooking or maybe he was folding laundry. I've walked into his house a hundred times."

"Where was he?"

She twisted the cap off the bottle and drank.

"In his bedroom," she said. "Stripping to get in the shower and wash off the dirt from pruning his roses."

"Oops. Did you see anything?"

She took a swallow of beer. She sat the beer bottle on the table and held up two hand, palms facing each other about eight inches apart.

"That long," she said. "Soft. Just hanging there." She circled her beer bottle with thumb and forefinger. They did not reach all the way around, leaving a half-inch gap. "I'd guess he's about that thick. He never saw me peeking around the corner. He just slipped off his T-shirt and socks and started the shower. He just stood there, casually, with a cannon dangling from his crotch. Larry has the biggest dick I've ever seen, Evan. Nice one, too. Good shape. Symmetrical. Smooth and pink." She took another drink. "I was shocked. Nice body too, for an old guy. He's sexy."

"He's seventy."

She shrugged.

"Helen Mirren is seventy-eight," she said. "You'd fuck her. Jane Seymour is seventy-two. Raquel Welch was over eighty when she died. You would have fucked her in her seventies. You admitted as much."

"Maybe I'm paranoid," I replied. "But it sounds like you're saying you'd fuck Larry now that you've seen him naked."

"No."

"Sounds like it."

My wife chuckled.

"Honey, I would have fucked Larry before I saw him naked. Larry is a ruggedly handsome man. He's masculine and attractive. I'm saying now that I've seen him naked, I'd definitely fuck him."

I laughed. She did too.

"You still think the neighborhood ladies are going to his place to buy drugs?"

"No, I do not," she said. "I think Larry has become the local stud. I think Larry is banging those married women with no strings attached. He's perfect for them. One of them fucked him first, maybe Carol, and then gossiped about how good it was. Word spread. Now the slutty little hoes are lining up."

"Their husbands have no idea."

"Probably not, but maybe. I had a boyfriend after high school, Tony, that tried to get me to flirt with other guys. He always wanted me to dress risqué and show a lot of skin. He asked me to skip bras and panties all the time. He said I could fuck someone else if I wanted."

"Wow. Did you?"

"No. Almost. One guy. Tony said he wanted to watch or at least have me take pictures and that freaked the guy out. I did give him a blowjob though."

"Did you tell your boyfriend the details?"

"No. I should have. He would have loved to hear them. But I wanted to avoid encouraging his fantasy. I was young and his crazy ideas made me nervous."

"Do you think any of these neighborhood husbands know their wives sneak away for a quickie and they condone it? Like they get off on hearing the details?"

"Maybe. Maybe there's one husband that does. Maybe two. It's a common fantasy. I'm seeing more and more of it online. Larry is up to at least four women so there's bound to be at least one husband in there that likes it."

"I've seen those hotwife and cuckold videos on porn sites and always wondered how the husbands felt. Some are involved in the action but some allow their wives to be with a lover and then come home and share details. How could a man stand that? I'd go crazy knowing you were out with some man for the purposes of sex. How can they just sit around and wait?"

"That's what Tony said he'd do. He had elaborate fantasies where he imagined I was out getting hammered by some big cock, a cock bigger than his anyway. The men had to have big cocks. He said that was critical to his excitement."

"Did the guy you gave a blowjob have a big one?"

Jessica laughed.

"Yes," she admitted. "Tony knew him from the gym and had seen him naked in the showers. We all met for drinks but of course the dude had no idea what our plans were. He thought we were at the bar to watch some football. Tony pretended to get a call from work and left us alone. Gym guy gave me a ride home. That's when I blew him and lied to Tony. It was hot. The sucking, not the lying."

"Hot because he was a new lover?"

"That, yes, but also the excitement of cheating on Tony, the excitement of being such a naughty slut. Of course, pulling a big one out of his pants was hot too. Big ones carry an extra charge when a girl sees them. Like, oh, what have we here? Taking a cock out is like Christmas morning. Maybe that's why they call penises packages? Girls never know what they're about to unwrap. Pussy are all basically the same, differences too small to notice or matter. You guys know how big our tits are well before you undress us. Men get no surprises. Girls do. Girls have anticipation. Girls have hope. We never know what we're about to find. Down go the pants and then boom, the moment of truth. Johnny, tell her what she's won."

I laughed.

"I never thought about the woman's point of view. Did you feel guilty about hiding what you'd done from Tony?"

"Yes. I felt guilty about everything. I felt guilty for sucking that guy's dick and guilty for hiding the truth and guilty for enjoying sex with a new lover. I regret all the guilt I felt. I wish I'd taken Tony up on his fantasy. I could have had a wonderful loving emotionally satisfying relationship with him and new dick whenever I wanted. I could have experimented. I could have sampled every kind of sex. I was young and dumb and wasted the opportunity. Too bad you're not into that kink."

"I think the neighborhood wives are not wasting this opportunity. Larry is busy."

"I'm happy for him," she said. "He's sweet and generous."

I saw her genuine affection for the old man. Then a thought occurred.

"Wait," I said. "You aren't sneaking over to Larry's place behind my back, are you? I'm not one of the neighborhood husbands we've been talking about, am I?"

She laughed.

"No, Darling, you're not."

I was joking, of course, but for a split-second I'd wondered.

"I always thought of our neighborhood as boring American suburbia," I said. "But now it seems to be a far more exciting place than I realized."


Chapter 4

One week later we were off on vacation again. Our destination this time would be Yellowstone National Park, in Wyoming. Jess and I use every minute of vacation time we get to travel and see the world. She offered to go ask Larry to watch Noodles but I pretended that idea made me nervous and said I'd ask him myself. We both got a laugh out of it.

I'd pondered Jessica's confession about her ex and wondered what it would be like to be him. I admit imagining Jess hunting new dick and the excitement I knew she'd be experiencing turned me on some. I got hot picturing her turned on. Knowing that arousal was caused by another man made her more sexual. It made her a more lusty and sexual woman in my eyes. That lust would be independent of her love and feelings for me. That lust would be all hers and I liked thinking of her aroused.

I found a hotwife video online with a woman that looked like her and jerked off to it, allowing myself to experience, even a little, what such a moment might be like. Intense is an understatement. I came hard. I came so hard I had to question if sharing her was something I actually wanted but was too frightened to look at. I reached no conclusion, tucking the idea away to think about later.

I crossed the street and asked Larry to dog-sit Noodles and he said no problem. I came home and Jess and I packed up the car. Larry brought us a large picnic basket oozing delicious smells before we left. I went for it immediately but he stopped me.

"This is for lunch, later," he said. "Try to wait as long as you can before diving in."

I thanked him and set the basket in our backseat.

I must admit I saw the man differently now. Jess did too. I'd catch her looking at him with eyes gone soft. To her he was no longer the sweet old man across the street. She knew too much to keep that view. Now he was the hung stud servicing any woman that wanted it. She wondered what those other women were getting. I don't know if she wanted to fuck him too but she was burning with curiosity about what went on behind closed doors. We knew of four women but there might be more.

Skylar was the one that got to me. She's a young hot little thing. A cheerleader type, all bubbly and high energy. Her youthful body is gorgeous and her face is too. That a girl with so many options continues to visit Larry enhances my opinion of Larry.

"Thanks for watching our dog," I said. "Noodles is too old to go on trips like this anymore. He'll just lie around and wait for food."

"I don't mind," Larry said. "I usually bring him to my place and dote on him or stay at your place so he knows his surroundings. He's a good boy."

I tried to mention where we were headed but Larry stopped me.

"Tell me about it when you return," he said. "I don't need to know before you go."

I found his request odd but let it go. Jessica joined us on the driveway, ready to hit the road. She told him lunch smelled fantastic and gave him a hug, and we drove away to start our latest adventure.

We were looking at about a twelve-hour trip if we drove non-stop, but that's not our style. We like to breaks things up, move along slowly, adding adventures and encounters as they happen. We're never in a hurry. We'd head east for about four hours and then spend a day and night in Spokane. We'd visit the parks and art museums and enjoy dinner downtown. I'd booked a nice hotel for our first leg. To learn a place one must spend time down in it, walk the streets, meet the people.

Eager to get on the road we'd eaten a light breakfast, so the smell of Larry's lunch basket became irresistible. Jess mentioned how hungry she was. I saw a sign for Moses Lake and took the turn off. We found a viewpoint that looked across the great flat plane of freshwater and Jess ran around to the back seat.

"He cooked us filet mignon," she said, surprised. "Red potatoes, buttered asparagus. Jesus, he can cook too? What a man."

I spied a park bench.

"Let's sit there and eat," I said.

She continued with the contents of the basket, amazed.

"Real silverware," she continued. "Cloth napkins. Horseradish. Dijon. The man's an angel. Hang on. What's this?"

She'd found a small woven basket filled with muffins and covered with a checkered cloth. Under the muffins she'd discovered a small wooden box about the size of a bar of soap. She held it up for me to see. She tried to open the lid.

"It's locked," she said. "Why hide it under the muffins?" She handed it to me. "Open it."

I sat the box on her empty car seat and tested various ways to open the lid. At last I felt a small catch under one of the edges. I pulled with a fingernail and heard a click. I pried the lid back. Inside was a silver key, long and narrow.

"This is weird, Evan."

"No argument from me."

I examined the key and saw numbers etched along the shaft.

"Call him," I said. "He may have put this in here unintentionally and is now wondering where the hell he set it down."

"No, it was intentional. I saw the way the muffins were placed around the box. He was careful. He wanted us to have this but maybe not find it so soon."

"All right. I guess we hold it for him."

The food was delicious, tasting as good as it smelled. We were all alone and the sun felt great so Jess decided to go topless. She caught me staring at her bare breasts and tapped small dots of horseradish on each nipple. I laughed and swooped and Jessica yelped. I sucked the sauce off with a strong vacuum and swirled my tongue. She gasped.

"You like that?"

"I love it," she said.

I sucked harder and dragged my tongue over her sensitive nub. I bit the erect nipple softly, enjoying the spicy flavor. I moved to her other breast and did the same. My wife moaned softly, tilting her face to the sun overhead. I had grown hard and my pants hurt, cutting into my skin. We were too public to fuck out in the open but I was suddenly intensely horny. I glanced around to make sure we were alone and took her hands, moving her to the picnic table and then pushing her back onto it. I began working on her zipper and button fly.

"You going to fuck me, Evan?" she teased. "You gonna fuck me under an open sky, in front of God and everybody?"

I didn't answer. I got her pants open and tugged. She lifted her hips to assist and I yanked them down, leaving one foot still in the pant leg.

"What's got you so hot, Baby?" she taunted. "You like my spicy tits?"

I hooked her panties and pulled them down too. She keeps her pubes trimmed close and my eyes landed on her labia, pinched closed from being inside her underwear. I lowered my mouth and slithered my tongue up the length of her slit.

"Jesus, Evan, you really are horny." She gasped when I pushed my tongue inside. "I love it."

I ate her cunt and felt her grow wet fast. I worked on my zipper and freed my erection while bent over eating her pussy. When I straightened, she saw my hard dick aimed at her opening.

"I don't know what's going on but I love it," she muttered, spreading her knees. "I love it when a man needs to fuck me. You want your hot wife, Baby?"

I moved in, maneuvering around the bench and bringing my cock closer. I brushed her labia with the tip. I did not understand my sudden need either. My urgency drove me. I shuffled my feet closer, close enough I could plunge half my cock in if I wished. She rocked her hips trying to capture me.

"Did you think I'd stop you?" she asked. "Is that what you expected? No way. Not this girl. Fuck me like a slut. I love it."

I was dimly aware that she was doing all the dirty talk so my brain concluded I needed to join in. I needed to say something hot and sexy too.

"I bet you wish this was Larry's big cock," I said.

She froze. I froze.

Goddamn it.

Why my mind selected those words as the hottest possible thing I could say, I'll never know. She searched my face, desperate to know my thoughts. I was instantly ashamed I'd even uttered such words so I told her to close her eyes. I did not want her looking at me in that moment. She closed them. I gazed at her body beneath me, naked and so willing. Her temperature had skyrocketed. Her lips had parted. Her breathing was shallow. I guided her hand to my throbbing erection, unsure how to proceed but recklessly determined to do so. She curled her fingers around my hot shaft.

"Can I guide him in?" she murmured.

Heat fried my brain. She was playing along.

"If that's what you want."

I had no idea what I was doing. I had no idea if my tease would upset her or turn her off. I just wanted to do something hot and sexy, something equal to the moment of fucking your wife on a park bench out in public. I was making this up as I went.

She squeezed my hard cock and pulled me forward, splitting her own labia with my pulsating spear and drawing me into her body. Her tunnel was soaked and a thousand degrees. I pushed, joining my weight to her tug, and my cock sank deep. She moaned at the invasive penetration and I leaned over her body to kiss her. Her legs curled around my hips and locked behind me. I buried my face in her neck, kissing her throat but also to avoid looking her in the eye. I began to pump my hips, encouraged that she wasn't kicking me off, given what I'd said.

"You can learn what those women already know," I murmured, trying to extend the fantasy. "Old Larry knows how to fuck. Now you're a Larry bitch too. Now you'll sneak away from your husband to come visit me and my big cock. I'll send you home overflowing with hot jizz."

I had no idea where this was coming from but Jessica kept responding so I kept talking. I let my imagination roam, saying any hot and nasty thing that entered my mind.

"I'll tell your husband we're fucking so we don't need to hide. I'll fuck you every day. I'll bring my big cock into your house and fuck you in the bed you share with him."

Jess cried out as an orgasm ripped through her. I continued pumping my hips, feeling her vaginal walls flutter along my length. What would Larry's cock do to her if they actually fucked? He's longer and much thicker. She'd feel stuffed. I realized in that moment that her orgasm with him would be even stronger than her orgasm right now with me, and blood surged to my dick. I almost spurt. I wasn't ready but anyone could see us. I couldn't let this last all day. I began pumping my hips faster. I nibbled her earlobe.

"You love that Larry dick, don't you? I can feel how wet you are. I can hear your passion. You are stuffed with new cock and love it. Tell me I'm wrong. Tell me what you want, Jessica."

"Cum in me, Larry," she said, her voice deep and gravely with barely contained lust. "Ram that big cock all the way up in me and spew your hot old man seed. You're such a stud. Fuck me like you fucked all those other women."

I was close. My nuts were hard and tight.

"I'll tell Evan everything," she continued. "We won't hide. You'll fuck me right in front of him. I'll fuck you both at the same time. I'll wake you with my mouth, bringing that gorgeous piece of meat to life. I'll swallow every drop you give me. I'll– "

She stopped talking because I groaned loudly and began to spewing semen into her tunnel. She clawed at my body trying to pull me deeper but she had every inch. I was jolted by the realization that if she pulled on Larry like this, she'd feel his cock plunge deeper. He'd reach much further up inside her than I can. That thought ignited dynamite in my head and I roared a deep growl and sprayed all I had. I drained my balls and all my energy too, collapsing on top of my wife. She waited only a minute before kissing my cheek and nudging me aside.

"Someone will come, Baby," she muttered. "We must get dressed."

I was made of lead. I pulled away, too ashamed to look her in the eyes, and withdrew my softening penis. I tucked it away and zippered my pants. She struggled to reach her underwear around her ankle so I helped, sliding them up her legs, and then assisted with her pants too. She was beaming, glowing, delighted and thrilled.

"Look at me," she said, and I did. "That was fantastic. That took a lot of trust and faith. I love you, Evan."

"I love you too, Jessica."

She moved into my arms and kissed me.

"I hope there's more food."

There was, and we spoke no more about what we'd done.


Chapter 5

We stopped many more times before we reached Spokane but only for bathroom breaks and sight-seeing. I tried to talk about what we'd done or, more specifically, the things I'd said, but Jess wouldn't have it. She maintained it was a hot and spontaneous encounter she'd carry with her to the grave. She felt we'd done something magical, something so honest and real that she refused to taint it with apologies or explanations.

"Just let it be," she said. "Let's not dissect it."

I gave in. If she was fine with it, what could my worries be?

We checked in at the hotel and called Larry to check on Noodles. I asked about the key and he was surprised we'd found it so soon but refused to explain.

"Let's talk about that when you get home," he said. "And don't tell me where you are or where you're going. I don't need to know. The mystery is kind of fun."

I was about to hang up and take a shower when Jess intercepted the call and took my phone.

"Take your shower," she told me. "I want to talk to Larry for a minute."

I hesitated and she made bug-eyes at me so I left. What the fuck did she need to talk to him about? I showered and dressed for a casual dinner. Jessica showered after me and I watched ESPN until she emerged from the bathroom.

Good Lord.

She wore a lacy black dress that hugged her body and showed delightful cleavage. The seams were tailored down the back to flow snugly over and around her ass. Her arms were bare and her hair and makeup were perfect.

"You're gorgeous," I exhaled, only dimly aware I spoke.

She floated across the room and kissed my lips.

"Let's eat," she said.

I was so proud to have her on my arm. We left the hotel room and walked next door to the Adirondack Lodge. A bit rustic for the way she was dressed but the place was highly recommended on Google. We enjoyed a scrumptious dinner and then moved to the attached nightclub for drinks and live music. Jessica turned heads everywhere we went and I stood tall. She's with me, y'all. A few couples danced but there wasn't truly a dance floor, just the space between the band and the dining tables. Neither Jess or I are dancers so we grabbed a table and ordered drinks. The lead singer was a young girl with an angelic voice. Her long white hair was streaked with blue and purple and red and her short skirt and small top displayed her sexy body.

"This band doesn't belong in this town," Jess said after a minute of listening.

"No," I agreed. "It's like they're just passing through and this was how they paid for room and board. They're excellent but must be on their way to someplace else, someplace far more urban."

They finished that song and began another. The singer made eye contact with me and then Jess and then back to me. A sly smiled spread across her lips.

"I think she wants to fuck us," I said.

"I think she wants to fuck you," Jess said.

I looked the girl up and down. She was hot, and if I wasn't already married, yeah, definitely. She smiled at me again and continued the song.

"Would you?" Jess asked.

"Would I what?"

"Would you fuck that girl? You know, if not for me."

I watched the little hottie strut the stage, her pretty voice soaring.

"Yes," I admitted. "I would. Wouldn't you?"

"I would in a heartbeat," my wife admitted. "Thank you for your honesty. This has been a great day for us. I feel close to you."

"Me too."

I glanced around the tables. The singer's voice had drawn people in from the restaurant to stand and watch. My admission left me feeling a little exposed so I asked Jess if there was anyone in the band she would fuck.

"No," she said. "Too young and grungy. However, that silver-haired gentleman that keeps glancing my way would be in for the night of his life."

I wanted to spin and gawk at this man who so intrigued my wife but I maintained my cool, pausing several heartbeats before casually scanning the room and taking him in along with everyone else. He leaned against a column and sipped from a beveled glass tumbler. He wore a perfectly tailored suit to match his expertly styled hair.

"He's a little bit too Bond, James Bond, don't you think?"

"Normally I'd agree with you," my lovely wife said. "But that shit works on him."

Well. Jess often points out men she thinks are handsome or well-dressed but an admission of lusty desire was something new. I suspected our earlier escapade and my naming of Larry and his big cock had opened that door a crack, allowing Jessica to be more forthright and honest. Following on the heels of that thought came the concern that if that were true, what else was she keeping to herself? Did Jess feel like there were things better left unsaid? Not that she was hiding things from me but her sense of what was appropriate and inappropriate dictated what she shared? I did not like that idea. I wanted my wife to know she could tell me anything.

"Did I upset you?" she asked, concerned.

"Not at all," I said. "I was just thinking how you've never admitted feelings like that before and how I think you should."

"I don't want to disrespect you."

"I get that, but if you think it, you should be able to say it. I think we'd feel more intimate if we could fully express our thoughts and feelings."

She smiled broadly.

"Oh, Baby," she said. "I completely agree. I'd love for us to share like that. We won't always like what the other person says but hopefully we are mature enough to handle it and talk it through."

She leaned over and kissed me. When I opened my eyes the singer was grinning at me. The song had ended.

"Sweet love birds," she said into the microphone.

Half the room turned to see what she meant. Jess realized and blushed. I did too.

"We'll take a short break," the singer said. "We're the Rejects."

"Now's your chance," Jess teased.

"My chance for what?" I asked.

"To score the hot lead singer. She's cute. Invite her over for a drink."

"Are you pushing her at me because you want to talk to Silver-Mane?"

She laughed.

"Maybe. I'll go use the little girl's room. Buy the songbird a drink."

She kissed me before I could protest and floated away. The singer wedged the microphone in the stand as her bandmates exited the stage. She looked at me and smiled faintly and I impulsively waved her over. I checked on Jess but the crowd had swallowed my wife. Silver-Mane was gone too. The singer approached.

"You must be parched," I said, fumbling for what to say.

"Parched?" she smiled, eyes laughing. "Big points for the use of the word parched. Way better than thirsty."

I stood and moved a chair, offering her a place to sit. She melted a little at my thoughtful gesture.

"Older men rock," she said.

She sat and her short skirt rode up her thighs, exposing her bare pussy. I did a double-take. Yup, bald naked slit. So rebellious. She caught me looking and gave me a moment to stare before pulling her skirt in place again. She tossed her long white and colored-streaked hair over a shoulder.

"I'm Roxy," she said.

"Evan. My wife is Jessica."

"She's pretty."

"She is."

"Does she fuck girls?"

"Not that I've noticed."

"With a body like that she should definitely fuck girls."

"Do you fuck girls?" I asked.

She uncrossed her legs to lean her face close to mine. My eyes darted at her smooth triangle of bald vulva briefly exposed.

"I fuck everyone," Roxy said, tugging her skirt lower.

I laughed.

"I bet you do. You're gorgeous and smoking hot. Your voice is amazing. Who could refuse?"

She leaned back to give me an appraising look.

"Look at you," she said. "Trying to seduce me."

The waitress stopped at our table and I ordered a drink for all three of us. The waitress departed.

"Are you love birds swingers?" Roxy said. "Polyamorous?"

"Not at all. What makes you ask?"

"The way you both looked at me. That, and the way your wife was looking at the dude in the suit."

I glanced at the column where he'd formerly stood.

"Jess mentioned he looked appealing."

"Cool she can tell you that."

"I think so."

Our drinks arrived. She gulped her kamikaze. I talked about our trip to Yellowstone and she talked about life on the road. I was trying to keep up. Her quick mind darted everywhere. Her band was headed to Seattle for a month. I mentioned Jess and I lived there and we could show her the town and she suggested we swap phone numbers, so we did.

"Our gig ends in about an hour," she said. "Can I hang with you and Jessica?"

"I'd love that and she would too. We have a suite next door at the Radisson. Room eight-nineteen."

"I was thinking at the bar but sure, your bedroom is fine too."

I laughed.

"Sorry. I was just picturing a nice conversation. Bars are loud and our suite is quiet. If I was too forward I apologize."

She grinned ruefully.

"Older guys rock," she said again. "No apology needed but appreciated. It's cool you want to drag me to your bedroom. I gotta go sing."

She helped herself to my tumbler of whiskey and gulped that too. She angled for the restroom before returning to the stage. Jessica emerged from the crowd and made her way to our table, dropping into her seat. She noticed the empty glasses.

"You talked to her?" she asked, sipping her fresh wine.

"I did. She'll come to our suite after she finishes singing."

"You gave her our room number?"

I panicked a little. Funny how both women saw that as such a big leap forward.

"I thought a nice quiet conversation was better than shouting at each other at some bar."

Jessica patted my hand.

"Stay right here," she said. "I need to update someone."

I gave her a funny look and watched her weave through the crowd. Silver-Mane now leaned against the bar and Jessica walked right up to him. They spoke and he nodded, kissing her cheek before she returned to our table.

"What was that about?" I asked.

"That's my new friend, Alex," she said. "He intercepted me when I left for the restroom and we had a nice talk. I invited him to our suite after the show, just like Roxy."

I studied her face. Her expression was blank but her eyes danced and laughed.

"Are we going to do something with these people?" I asked.

"I don't know. Are we?"

"I'm suddenly nervous."

"Me too," Jess admitted. "But in a good way. This is exciting. We've never done anything like this."

"Roxy asked if we were swingers."

My wife laughed into her wine.

"Why?"

"She said the way we both looked at her. She wanted to know if you fuck girls. Do you fuck girls?"

She swung her attention to the stage where Roxy tapped a finger on the microphone. Her band mates were taking positions.

"I never have," my wife said. "But I can start with her."

We both watched Roxy get ready to sing. She ignored us, as she should, until the first words left her mouth.

"This song is called Whore," she said. "It's my villain origin story."

She began to sing and the band joined in. The song began slow but soon they rocked the stage.

"She's got nothing on under that short skirt," I told Jessica.

My wife's eyes narrowed as she studied the girl.

"That must be thrilling," Jess said. ""Elevated on the stage like that would prove to be a challenge. How exciting. She's a bold little thing. I can't wait to eat her, I mean meet her."

I laughed at her dumb joke.


Chapter 6

Alex and Jessica sat on the balcony overlooking Spokane. Roxy had taken a seat on the barstool so I'd grabbed the one next to her. This also allowed me to keep an eye on my wife. Jessica and I had discussed what we were about to do in the hour before our new friends arrived but no conclusions were reached. We admitted that we are sometimes attracted to others. We confirmed our undying love for each other. We reconfirmed out commitment to each other. Then Jessica suggested that maybe our relationship rules could be different while we are on vacation, which I said I was open to, but we never clearly defined how, exactly. That was when the first knock on the door came and I left our conversation to let Alex in, shaking his hand and introducing myself while directing him to the balcony where Jess waited. Roxy arrived before I could join them out there and so here we are.

There was sexual tension thick in the air.

Roxy looked even better in the full light of our suite. Her top was a little sheer, something I could not see in the dim light of the club, and she often moved her legs in ways that flashed that sweet little hairless pussy at me. Not hairless like she shaved, hairless like it had never grown hair. Her tight labia were as smooth as milky glass. Her general attitude towards life was to not give a fuck what other people thought. She and her band were having fun and living life. She'd been considering a solo move lately and worried how the guys would take the news.

"Seattle might be just the place I need to soar," she said.

"You can count on Jessica and I to help," I offered.

She melted a little.

"That's incredibly kind," she said. "Why are you so nice to me?"

"You are young and beautiful and talented," I said. "The world needs more people like you, full of music and adventure."

She placed a hand on my thigh and leaned over to kiss me. I expected a peck on the cheek and I think that's what she intended, but once her lips were close she planted hers on mine and we kissed for real. My dick began an immediate expansion. I checked on Jessica to see if I'd been caught and was surprised to see my wife locked in a similar kiss with Alex. Jess did the same as me, instantly checking to see if she'd been observed. We locked eyes and fear seized us for an instant, fear of what we risked, fear of loss, fear of hurting each other. We'd both gotten drawn into the excitement of the moment and touching someone new, and we'd crossed a line.

Gradually, the worry on our faces relaxed and softened. Jess smiled at me and I smiled back, a kind of green-light we both understood. She kept her eyes on mine as she deliberately leaned forward to kiss Alex again. My heart threatened to explode out of my chest. I held my breath, waiting for the world to end.

The world did not end.

Neither of us burst into flames.

A breeze stirred the drapes and a distant car honked its horn somewhere on the streets far below.

Life went on.

I lifted Roxy's chin and kissed her mouth. Jessica, my sexy and beautiful wife, grinned like a sly thief.

We understood each other.

Roxy lifted her hands to hold my face and kissed me with a deep passion. I ran my hands up her smooth youthful thighs and she gasped softly and it occurred to me for all her bold bravado, she was still young and possibly inexperienced in the ways of sex. Was performing on stage without panties a bold and confident move or was it an act of simple naivety? Perhaps she did not understand all she revealed?

I slid my hand higher, already feeling the heat from her crotch. She parted her legs slightly, showing me she welcomed how I touched her. My dick was cast iron by now and her hand left my face to find it. She squeezed my cock through my pants and quietly moaned.

"I want you to fuck me," she said. "Can you? Will Jess let you?"

I glanced at Jessica. How far could I take things?

My wife was now reclined in her chair, slunk down low. Alex knelt on the balcony and had his head under her dress, eating my wife's sweet pussy. Her face contorted with pleasure, her hands rested on his head. She opened her eyes to slits and found me watching and she worried for a second, but Alex had skill and his talent pulled Jessica away from me. My wife made no move to stop her new lover.

I decided if she can, then so can I. We'll sort things out tomorrow.

I left my barstool and took Roxy's hand, leading her towards the bedroom. I made this choice while Jessica's eyes were on me, so she'd know what I had planned and could raise a protest if I was going too far.

She moaned and lifted her hips to Alex's ravenous mouth.

In the bedroom, I turned Roxy to face me and took a step back. I drank in her young and vibrant sexiness. What an incredible body. What a gorgeous face. She was stunning and talented and yet still unsure of herself. Her vulnerability fed my lust.

"You are breathtaking," I said.

I began to undress her and she let me, keeping her eyes glued to my face, watching and enjoying my expressions of desire and admiration.

"I love the way you look at me," she muttered.

"You're one of the most beautiful girls I've ever seen," I replied.

"I don't care if that's a lie. What a wonderful sentence."

"Put it in a song."

I had her naked in moments and stepped back to admire all her feminine gifts. She turned a little shy under my intense scrutiny but then straightened herself and squared her shoulders. I shook my head in disbelief.

"Stunning," I said. "Your body is perfect."

"Mommy wanted an ice skater," she said.

My mouth literally watered to look at her. Her ass and legs were toned and strong. Her stomach flat, her breasts smallish, especially compared to Jessica, but firm and perfectly shaped with nipples sitting on high. She enjoyed my hungry eyes.

"My turn," she said. "Take your clothes off, Evan."

I undressed, down to my bulging boxer briefs.

"Stop," she said. "I'll take care of those."

She knelt. Her face was level with my crotch when she hooked her fingers and pulled my underwear down. My erection flew up, waving in her face, and she grabbed it with both hands, examining every inch. She inspected my balls too.

"You have a nice cock," she said.

"You're just flawless from head to toe," I said.

She bent my rod and aimed it at her open mouth.

"Wait," I said. "Let me burn this moment into my memory forever."

She laughed and held me an inch from her lips. She extended her tongue, almost touching the tip of my dick, and let me throb with need.

"All right," I moaned. "Do it. I must have you."

Corny, yes, but true. I craved her so badly in that moment. She heard my lust and ignored the corniness and closed her lips around my hard cock. Her mouth was a wet furnace and I groaned.

Movement at the bedroom door drew my eye and I saw Jessica lead Alex to the bed holding his hand. They were nude like us and he was erect too. My wife paused to kiss my lips as she passed and I glanced down at his dick, like any husband in that situation would. He seemed about my length, maybe a bit longer, but he was noticeably thicker and topped with a bulbous head. Two large balls rested at the base of the shaft. My breath caught in my throat. To me his cock looked like a threat, a menacing weapon aimed at my wife. Jessica reached the bed and released his hand, bending forward at the waist. She rested her elbows on the mattress, a clear offering of her wet and ready pussy to this man. She was smiling.

My mind flipped out.

He approached her slowly, enjoying the view of her ass and pussy from behind. He moved in slow motion, bringing his fat erection ever closer to my wife, aiming his naked spear at her swollen slit. I wanted to shout at him.

Roxy opened her throat and slid her mouth almost all the way down to my sparse pubic hair. I groaned loudly and Jessica turned her head to see why and so I was watching her face when Alex sank his unprotected cock into her pussy. Jessica's expressions ran through surprise, elation, delight, and bliss. Her legs turned weak, her knees buckled. She caught herself on the edge of the bed and pushed her ass back at the man to capture more of his new, thick cock. He leaned his chest and stomach on her back and held her in place on the front of her thighs. He pumped his hips, causing her tits to swing in time and soft groans to drift from her throat.

Roxy abandoned my dick and moved to the bed, assuming the same positon as Jess but at a right angle on the corner. She bent and set her elbows on the mattress and then leaned forward to kiss my wife on the mouth. Roxy lifted her ass to offer me her pussy and I stepped forward, my hard cock leading the way. I held the young woman's hips and sank my cock just like Alex. I began to fuck Roxy as she made out with my wife. Jessica palmed Roxy's tits and Roxy did the same to Jess.

I jumped between gazing at this gorgeous young thing stuck on my cock and the view of Alex fucking my wife. My heart hammered in my chest. It was excruciating to see him inside her, to hear the gasps and moans his cock gave her, to know he was driving my wife ever so slowly towards an orgasm. This was all so real. Veins rose along his cock as he moved in and out. My mind fluctuated between the searing eroticism of the sight and the knowledge that there was another man fucking my woman. My emotions were a mess but I realized I felt no anger. The sight seared my mind but I slowly came to understand I wasn't against him fucking her, my desire was that he fuck her well. This new awareness heightened my lust.

"Fuck her hard," I growled. "Make her love your cock."

Jessica heard me and moaned into Roxy's mouth. The younger woman was fascinated with my wife's much larger breasts but soon broke the kisses and fondling and pulled herself off my dick. She crawled onto the bed and under Jessica, assuming a sixty-nine position with my wife on top. She ate Jessica's pussy while Alex fucked my wife's tight hole. Roxy licked clit and veiny shaft alike.

Jessica gazed down at her first pussy. Roxy's little flower was pink and fresh and clean and Jess had a famished look in her eyes. She hesitated because this was one of those poignant moments in life where there's an everything before and an everything after. We'd forever talk about the first time she tasted pussy.

My wife lowered her head between Roxy's thighs. Her tongue eased out and licked from clitoris to asshole and Roxy moaned encouragement. Jess licked her lips, sampling the flavor of pussy and grinning her approval. She lowered her face and began a slow and deliberate self-education.

I was blown away. I crawled on the bed too and moved between Roxy's legs. I brought my cock into Jessica's view and felt her tongue swab my inches. This was my moment of truth. My wife saw me only inches away from penetrating another woman. Would she allow it? I crawled my knees forward and felt Jess nudge my dick with her nose, aligning me with Roxy's opening. Jess licked the length of my dick along the top and then pushed my cock into the girl with her chin. I fucked Roxy and Alex fucked Jess and the two women feasted on each other and the pumping dicks in their faces.

God! What a moment. Unbelievable.

Roxy began to whimper and I realized she was headed for an orgasm. Jess realized it too and doubled the tongue lashing she dealt. Roxy began a long low moan that built into a shriek as she climaxed on my cock and Jessica's tongue.

Our night had progressed so fast I never learned if Roxy was on birth control. I am an older, responsible, thoughtful man, so as my orgasm approached and then exploded, I whipped my dick free to spray all over Jessica's face. My wife lapped it up, holding her mouth open to catch all she could. Alex was hammering her pussy from behind and Jess lifted her head and closed her eyes, then squeezed them shut.

"Yeah," she whined. "Almost. Don't stop."

Alex was slamming his hips against her ass when Jess cried out and orgasmed. Her body went rigid and her hands became fists and she buried her face in Roxy's crotch as her climax raced through her. Alex was close behind, roaring his pleasure, thrusting his cock deep and holding in for a heartbeat before withdrawing and slamming it forward again. He was ejaculating inside my unprotected wife and my guts were twisting into knots. Over and over he shuddered and convulsed and launched another huge blast of sperm into Jessica.

At last he was drained and backed his cock out. I expected we'd all separate but Roxy curled her arms around my woman's thighs and pulled her flooded pussy down to her mouth. My wife did the same to Roxy and the women ate each other as Alex and I staggered backward. He circled around to stand behind me. I watched his wet and gleaming cock as he walked. His girth made him heavy and he swung like a pendulum from thigh to thigh. His balls hung low now, empty, having deposited their load inside my wife. We watched the women feast. I worried his cock, wet with semen and my wife's juices, would touch my leg. 

"What a night," he offered, watching the women. "What beauties."

I took the opportunity of his distraction to stare at his dangling cock. That thick tube had just delivered a massive load deep inside Jessica. He sparkled with her wetness. I was mesmerized by his dick.

Jessica cried out in orgasm again and Roxy soon followed.

Now, at last, my wife was spent and rolled onto her back. Roxy wanted more and waved me closer. I joined them on the bed and Roxy began to tenderly lick and suck my deflated penis. Jessica joined her.

"I wish I could stay," Alex said. "But I must catch a flight."

We told him goodnight and then I leaned against the headboard and watched these two gorgeous women suckle my soft cock like it was hard candy. Jessica showed no jealousy whatsoever. In fact, she looked happy for me. Nobody spoke but the women stayed busy, sucking me and kissing each other. They moved from lips to breasts and I watched Jessica learned every inch of Roxy's body. It was so hot to see I began to engorge again and Roxy straddled my hips and held my cock upright with one hand. Jessica took the head and felt around for Roxy's hole and then guided me in, pressing the young woman's hips to force her cunt snugly around my shaft. For the hundredth time tonight, I could not believe what was happening. Jessica helped Roxy fuck my cock, lifting the younger woman's ass on the way up and pushing on her hips on the way down. It felt fantastic, of course, but the mental arousal dwarfed anything I'd ever known. Jess was filled with a stranger's sperm yet helped this hot babe fuck me. My wife ducked under to suck my balls one at a time and then moved up the bed to kiss my mouth. She pulled Roxy down and all three of us shared a kiss, tongues writhing in the open air.

"I'm gonna cum again," Roxy exhaled.

Jessica attacked the girl's breasts, licking and sucking as she ran her hands over sensitive skin. Roxy erupted with moans and I felt her tight pussy flutter up and down my length. My wife shoved the girl out of the way as soon as her climax subsided and took her place on my dick. Her cunt was a thousand degrees and filled with Alex's slippery sperm. His jizz ran down my shaft and dripped from my balls to soak the sheets. His semen was a lube for Jessica and she soon orgasmed again, hard. When I announced I was close she whipped her pussy away and both women sucked and licked my hard cock until I exploded like a volcano. They gobbled my semen like icing, sharing my sperm through French kisses and dancing tongues. I groaned loudly as I squeezed out every drop to feed their ravenous mouths.

They crawled up on either side of me, cuddling under my arms. Jessica cupped my balls and Roxy curled her fingers around my shrinking shaft. We fell asleep like that. My last thoughts before fading were about all that sperm Alex had pumped into Jess. His wiggling seeds sought her egg, swimming freely, undiluted and uncontested. He had been the only man to ejaculate inside a woman tonight.


Chapter 7

I awoke before sunrise. Roxy slept soundly but Jessica was gone. I slipped from the bed and found my wife standing naked on the balcony. Cool winds raised goosebumps on her skin and turned her nipples to diamonds.

"What are you doing our here?" I whispered.

There were tears on her cheeks.

"Don't be upset, Baby," I said. "That was just for fun. Roxy's no threat."

Her face softened.

"My sweet, sweet man," she said, moving into my arms. "I'm not crying because I'm sad. I'm weeping because I'm so happy."

I hugged her and she snuggled closer.

"Why are you so happy, Jess?"

"I've been feeling things for a while. I've been wanting more for a while. I love you so much and our relationship is so solid and trustworthy, I've been feeling lately like perhaps we can safely add things to it, exciting things I see other couples doing online. I'm getting older and I don't want to regret the things I missed out on because I was too afraid to try them."

"What kind of things?"

She turned to look at Roxy sleeping.

"Look at that," she said. "Have you ever seen anything so beautiful? Look at that gorgeous creature in our bed. We could go wake her for more sex and she'd throw herself at us. She's gorgeous and true. Alex was gorgeous too. I saw him and admitted to myself I wanted him but denied that desire because of our marriage vows. I beat myself up for even wanting him. Tonight changed all that, hopefully, forever. I don't know about you but I'd like to have nights like this on our menu, so to speak. Not all the time but as an occasional option. Is that possible?"

I considered all we'd done. I had a lot to think about but overall I was thrilled with what had happened. One thing stood out from all the rest.

"Alex came inside you," I said. "That freaks me out."

She touched my face tenderly.

"It's what I wanted," she said. "I told him out on the balcony before we joined you and Roxy in the bedroom. I'll take necessary precautions once we check out of this hotel. I wanted no restrictions on what he did to me. I wanted things to go all the way. I had no opportunity to discuss that with you so I just trusted you'd understand. Do you understand?"

"I do. It is a painful knowledge. He's inside you as we stand here talking. It's excruciating, but in a strangely exciting way. It's a little humiliating as a man but somehow also wildly arousing."

Roxy rolled over, pulling the sheets with her and exposing a leg and both petite breasts. Jessica and I stared.

"Fucking hell," I muttered.

"Right? Jesus Christ. Look at that stunning girl in our bed. Over the last year I'd begun to suspect there is a life we could be living and weren't. I started feeling a yearning, a longing for more but couldn't put my desires into words and without words I couldn't talk to you about what I was feeling, what I am feeling. I saw Larry naked and that got the ball rolling. I shared how that made me feel. Then you made those comments. You pretended to fuck me as if you were him and things crystallized. I began to see a path forward. Tonight, all those yearnings came together into something glorious." She jerked a chin towards a slumbering Roxy. "This is the deep sap of life, Evan. This is us living a life without fear. We can have so much more passion in our lives, so much more fun. If Alex was here I'd fuck him again. I'd fuck you both at the same time. I want to fill our lives with spontaneity and laughter and passion. Do you think you can do that too?"

I understood. Our lives had become a little mundane, a bit repetitive. We'd stood at our kitchen sink and secretly watched others chase what they wanted. We'd sipped coffee and watched from our safe home wrapped in our safe life.

Roxy rolled over again and threw a leg across the bed. Her puffy pussy and tight asshole were aimed right at us. Jessica gasped.

"Roxy is my first woman," my wife said. "Alex is the first man since you and I got married years ago. I loved it. I want more."

I turned my gaze over the sleeping city.

"Roxy is moving to Seattle," I said. "I promised we'd help with her career. She can stay with us until she gets on her feet."

Jessica shivered and not from the cool air.

"God," she said. "Are you serious? Roxy under our roof? You'll want to fuck her every day. I'll want to fuck her every day."

"I suspect she likes women more than men," I said. "I feel like I was an exception for her. Lucky me. If she stays with us, you'll enjoy her far more than me."

"How does that make you feel?"

"I'm not worried about it. You love dick too much for Roxy to steal you from me."

"That's true."

"Watching you with her would be a nice warmup for us. I'll fuck your brains out after seeing that."

"This keeps sounding better."

I faced my wife and took her hands in mine.

"This will take a lot of trust," I said. "If we are about to do what I think we're about to do, we will need absolute faith in our marriage, absolute faith in us as a couple."

"I already have it. I said until death do us part and I meant it."

I drew a deep breath. I felt like I stood on the edge of a high cliff, deep water below. We were about to jump.

"Do we agree?" Jess asked.

"We agree," I said, and kissed her lips.

We returned to bed. Roxy felt us moving and reached across my body to hug us both. Her hand found Jessica's breast and cupped the lovely orb. My wife looked at me and rolled her eyes, instantly ready to fuck again. She gazed at our sleeping companion and decided to let her rest. Jess closed her eyes and cuddled me and soon joined Roxy in sleep. Not me. This was crazy. I was sandwiched between two babes, one my accommodating wife who showed no signs of jealousy. My dick got hard, hard enough to drive nails. I laid there with my arms around both women and pondered what the future would bring. I felt its approach like a freight train.


Chapter 8

What did the future bring? The future brought sex.

Dawn streamed through the windows, illuminating our hotel room. I was awakened by a hot mouth settling into place around my morning-wood while a second hot mouth enveloped my balls. I was groaning with pleasure before I was even awake. The girls laughed with their mouths full. Then they got to work. Blowjobs feel amazing and if you think two mouths are better than one you're right, but I promise, you don't know how right you are. The pleasure isn't doubled, it's squared. They had me ready to ejaculate in minutes. I was throbbing hard and tightly wound and had to throw them off my dick or climax. I pushed them away and maneuvered Roxy on top of Jess, missionary, and then moved around between their legs, licking all around one pussy and then the other. I tasted Alex in Jess but instead of revulsion I felt inflamed. My wife had fucked another man last night and looked wildly sexy doing it. The goblin Jealousy threatened to rear his ugly head but I calmed myself, remembering all Jessica and I had discussed last night on the balcony and reminding myself to believe it.

Roxy gushed pussy juice. She loved my tongue in her and she loved looking down into Jessica's eyes. They kissed with deep passion. Roxy was the more experienced in girl on girl, while Jess was overwhelmed to finally explore her bisexual curiosities. Their hands caressed and teased and tenderly roamed smooth skin.

When Roxy moved into a sixty-nine with my woman I thought about offering my cock to her mouth. Instead I backed away and left the bed, dropping into a nearby chair to watch the two women together without me. Jess realized what I'd done and her lust shot through the roof. I sat and slowly stroked my hard dick as they devoured each other. Roxy orgasmed first but Jess came harder and longer. Roxy was so pleased with herself. My wife rolled Roxy onto her back and continued and soon both women climaxed again. They fell apart but remained touching, arms and legs tangled. Roxy lifted her head to look at me.

"Poor baby," she said.

Jess turned to see what she meant and found me masturbating to the sight of them together.

"I love watching men stroke," she said.

"Especially when they leak some precum," Roxy added. "A big drooling cock drives me crazy."

"I thought you preferred women," I said.

"I do. There's no decision to be made when it comes to a woman. I'll fuck them all. But I choose a man or not. Men are something I must think about and decide, case by case. Like you."

"I'm so pleased I made the cut."

"Bring me that dick," she said. "Let's empty those balls."

I checked on my wife. She was smiling and happy. Roxy's words had only delighted her. I saw no regret.

I left the chair and moved to stand beside the bed. Roxy bent my dick down to slip the head into her mouth. She is such a pretty girl. She gripped the shaft and began sucking and stroking. Jess watched. I carried a lot of sexual tension and I was quickly ready to cum. I warned her but Roxy only sucked harder and stroked faster. Jess did nothing but smile and watch. My orgasm built until I realized my wife was going to watch this hot babe swallow my load and that did it for me. I erupted, spraying hot jizz into Roxy's vacuuming mouth. My hips pumped as my load exploded and Roxy drank me down. Jessica looked thrilled for me and rose on her knees to kiss me while I ejaculated. How was I so lucky? How had my life taken such an amazing turn? Roxy brought her free hand to fondle my balls as I spewed and I forced every drop from my nuts. The girl gently swirled my head as I began to deflate until she let me slip from her mouth. She licked her lips.

"Delicious," she chuckled.

Jess left her kiss with me to hold Roxy's face and kiss her. Their tongue writhed in the open, churning my semen before locking lips again.

"Fucking hell," I mumbled.

I flopped onto the bed on my back. Jess and Roxy made out a moment longer and sat beside me.

"I'm famished," Jess said.

"Room service," I groaned. "One of everything."

Roxy clapped her hands and left the bed to grab the menu. She ordered eggs and bacon and pancakes for us and then announced she needed a shower. Jess said she did too and joined our new friend. I stayed put. Let them have their fun.

Hours later we were fed and dressed and saying our goodbyes. We'd swapped information and Roxy had accepted our offer to stay with us while she got settled. One of the guys in the band had a brother living in Seattle and they'd all crash at his place. Roxy was happy to have a place of her own. Their gig here would last all week but we would be home from Yellowstone by the time she arrived.

"I'll set up one of our bedrooms for you," Jess said.

"I thought we'd all just share one big bed," Roxy joked.

We began missing her as soon as we drove away.


Chapter 9

We traveled along the Spokane River for a while before crossing the border into Idaho. We were slowed by roadwork and listened to music, signing along and acting silly. A weight had lifted from us. A weight we hadn't known we carried. Suddenly life seemed filled with possibilities and not just sexual. Adults typically go through life worried about their health, their finances, whether they'll get fired or get the promotion. We want to buy new things and worry that we can't.

All of that was gone.

Jessica and I had tapped into a higher level of trust. There was nothing life could throw at us that we couldn't handle together and that understanding made all of worries evaporate. We felt light and unburdened.

Traffic slowed to a stop. Road crews ahead were laying asphalt and a flagman stood in our way. We didn't care. He's just doing his job.

"He's handsome," Jess commented, as we drew closer.

I sized the man up, aware Jess was now free to express such thoughts. More than that, she was free to act on such thoughts. The man caught Jess looking and smiled. A foreman from his crew signaled all clear and the flagman stepped aside. We drove on, crossing Idaho through the Coeur d'Alene National Forest and entering Montana about an hour later. Before too long we stopped for gas in a small town called Saint Regis and I filled the tank while Jessica cross the large dirt lot and entered a bar called Little River Bar and Grill to use the bathroom and buy some snacks. Tank filled, I waited in the car for her return.

When too much time had passed, I parked the car behind the gas station and walked to the building, noting for the first time a long line of Harley Davidson motorcycles parked outside.

Inside the place was dim and musty, generations of spilled beer soaked into the faded carpet. Faint country music played from somewhere. A long bar ran from right to left with a gap at the end to access the room behind. I saw no Jess. I heard the clack of billiard balls. I gave the bored bartender a nod which he ignored and circled the end of the bar to see the back room, discovering three red felt pool tables and a gathering of tough looking men around them. I saw a buck knife on every hip and guns on most. Jess held a cue stick and leaned over one table, about to make her shot. Her shirt was draped over a chair and she played in her pants and bra. Her opponent, a bearded man with arm tattoos and a red bandana, played in his boxers. She met my eyes for an instant but showed no reaction so I followed her lead, acting like I didn't know her. I passed them all on my way to the bathroom. My assumption was they'd goaded my wife into a game and then goaded her into wagering articles of clothing. She clearly had won the first games but must have lost at least once. I sailed by and took a stall, wondering what my next move was.

I had no move. I could confront her and lead her out of that place, risking the ire of a dozen hard men all intent on seeing fresh titty, or I could wait and watch, a casual bystander curious about the outcome of the little drama unfolding before me. That would at least buy me time to think of a better idea. I flushed and washed my hands and reentered the billiards room.

Jess had lost again and now played topless. I ordered a beer like any man would who suddenly encountered a pair of gorgeous tits and wanted to see more. She wore her sneakers and long pants but her breasts wobbled freely for all to see.

"What's the stakes?" I asked the ruffian next to me.

"She came in talking smack," he rumbled. "Wanted to play for money. Dylan called her on it. Said if she's so cocky maybe she should bet an article of clothing per game. She almost had him naked but he'd played her. He's a shark. He let her get him down to his skivvies before running the table. Now she knows she's in it and trying to find a way out. This bitch will be naked inside of ten minutes. She might get a train run on her if she's not careful."

"What's a train?"

He waved his mug of beer vaguely at all the men.

"She loses and strips. Then we get her on the table, naked, and every one of us fucks her."

"Guess I'll hang around," I joked.

"I would if I were you," he said. "Look at her. That body is something."

My mouth went dry. I wasn't surprised Jess had tried for a quick game. She's skilled and highly competitive. Ego hooked her into the second game and by then she thought she'd win.

We watched them play. Tension built as Jess slowly realized her fate. The man was nearly an expert. What had started as a playful challenge had grown into a serious battle. Dylan lined up his shot, ready to see her pants hit the floor. He locked eyes with my wife and intentionally sank the cue ball, forcing himself to lose. All the men laughed like they were in on the joke.

"Looks like you won," Dylan said.

"You lost," Jess said. "Drop your boxers."

"I'll pay up. Don't worry. But give me a chance to redeem myself. How about double or nothing? One last game. I'll play it naked to honor your win but if I beat you, one gotta play me another game as naked as me. Give the boys a show."

Something was up. I glanced around the room at the gathered faces and saw anticipation. Dylan was saying more than she realized. I suspected Dylan and his gang had run this con before, probably many times. I doubted they had a woman as sexy as Jess to play against but they would not let this opportunity pass them by.

"All right," my wife said.

Dylan extended a hand and they shook. The man stepped away from the table to the cheers of his troops and shoved his boxers to his ankles. He raised his hands like Rocky on the steps of the Museum of Art in Philadelphia. He slowly turned, showing the room what he had. They already knew. They cheered and laughed. Dylan continued around until he faced my wife, his large dick hanging. The joke was on Jess. My wife stared at his cock for a moment and began to rack the balls.

"She'll be too distracted to play," my new ruffian friend said. "Works every time. If a woman ever tells you size doesn't matter to her, she's lying. Watch. You'll see."

Jess circled the table, cue ball in hand. She placed the orb where she wanted and blasted the assembled balls, sinking two. She moved around for her next shot and Dylan got in her line of sight. He lifted his thick and heavy cock and flopped the tube of beef on the edge of the table, directly in line with her shot. Her eyes rose from her cue stick to his big dick.

"Every time," Ruffian murmured, chuckling. "Bitches stare at that damn beast every time."

Jessica was unnerved. Dylan circled the table on each of her shots and stood in her line of view. He'd rest his dick on the table's edge or stroke his big cock while she tried to concentrate. She couldn't. His constant self-fondling combined with my pretty wife's eyes glued to him caused him to swell, providing even more distraction for Jess. Her concentration went down in flames. Tension filled the room. They liked her naked tits but they liked the way she looked at Dylan more. She missed, and Dylan ran the table on her, winning easily.

"Pants," Dylan said. "Shoes and underwear too."

Jessica sent her eyes around the room, looking at every man and the lustful anticipation she saw on their faces. She treated me like one of them, studying my face before moving on. She was nervous. I saw it. But pride and ego made her refuse to back down. She placed her cue stick on the table and opened her fly, removing her shoes before shucking pants and underwear down her legs.

She was now nude before a room filled with horny men.

My mouth was a desert. I couldn't swallow. I had no idea what would happen next but my gut told me I wouldn't like it. How had all this happened so fast? Jessica came around to this end of the table and rested on her cue stick.

"I'll rack 'em," she told Dylan. "One last game, both of us naked."

He chuckled, nodding, admiring her impudence. Hungry eyes roamed her arms, her legs, her firm ass and upright breasts. Dylan drove the cue ball forward, breaking the tight triangle apart and sinking one. He moved on to his next shot. Nobody cared about the game anymore. All eyes were glued to my nude wife circling the table.

When her first shot arrived, she bent and aligned her cue. All eyes behind her went to her ass and the perfect diamond formed by her butt cheeks and inner thighs bracketing her slit. Several men grimaced, nodding approval. One man rubbed his crotch. Jess was affecting them all.

"What's at stake?" my wife asked, sinking her first shot. "What's on the line for this game? Hm? What's the wager?"

"You know," Dylan said. "It was talk like that what first got you into this trouble. Maybe you should hold off on the arrogance."

Jess played innocent.

"Trouble?" she said. "Am I in trouble?"

She sank her next shot.

"How about this?" Dylan suggested. "You win and I'll give you a thousand dollars. I win and you give me a blowjob."

"No blowjob. I'm a happily married woman."

Dylan lifted his hands.

"Where's your husband? I don't see your man. He don't need to know what you did at Little River that day. I know he's not one of my boys. Is it this fella right here?"

Dylan pointed at me with his cue stick. Jessica lined up her next shot.

"No," she said. "It's not that poor man. I'm alone."

"Then what your husband don't know won't hurt him. That's my offer. A grand against a blowjob. Seems more than fair to me."

Jess sank her next shot and circled the table, preparing to shoot again. All eyes followed her. She bent to sight along her cue stick and four heads dipped to get a better view of her pussy.

"Besides," Dylan continued. "Don't you plan on winning?"

"I do."

"Then you got nothing to worry about."

Jess sank her shot, leaving only a few balls on the table. She took aim and Dylan leaned over the table and flopped his big spongy cock onto the red felt. The fucking thing bounced a little. The men laughed.

"But don't let me break your concentration," he said.

My wife stared directly at his meat. I could not read her face. She made her shot, narrowly missing his beefy tube, and moved around again, standing close to him for her final shot. She met his eyes and looked down at his meat again.

"Eight ball, side pocket."

She intentionally poked the cue ball just a few inches, giving him another chance.

"Oops," she murmured, petulant. "Looks like you've got a shot."

Dylan turned serious. He scanned the table, calculating what he needed to do to win. Bang, bang, bang: he sank his final three shots and took aim at the eight ball. I realized I hadn't drawn a breath in a while so I did. Dylan took his final shot, sinking the eight ball, and placed his cue stick on the red felt.

"I win," he said, leaning his butt against the table.

He turned his hips to present his cock to my wife. Now every man in the place held his breath, not just me. Jessica took two steps towards Dylan and sank to her knees. She held her hands behind her back and used only her mouth, opening wide enough to take his plum head and a few inches. She closed her lips and Dylan gasped.

"Goddamn, girl," he said.

Jess sucked hard and pulled her head away, stretching his cock like rubber. She ducked in again, crawling her lips down his length, taking more. She sucked hard again, pulling his swelling appendage away from his body.

"They always suck," Ruffian muttered to me. "He ain't never spent that thousand dollars. I think some of them lose on purpose."

"I think she just did," I muttered.

Jessica's head began a slow bob. He quickly gained enough rigidity to support himself and her mouth began to slide over his inches instead of taking them along. A loud slurp echoed around the room.

"Let's get her on the table," a man with two long braided pigtails said.

"That's right," said the man that had rubbed his crotch earlier.

Dylan ignored them, gazing down his stomach to the pretty woman on her knees. He was fully erect now and Jess could only take about half. Her hands were still behind her back but now we began to see her tongue darting out to swirl under the head and along the shaft. She ducked her head under to lick his hanging balls.

"All right," Dylan said at last. "She wants it."

He lifted my wife under the arms and she went along. He moved her to a corner of the pool table and bent her forward. He lifted one of her legs to make her lie flat and then took his thick cock in hand.

If Jess was going to protest, this was her last chance.

I had no chance. These men were wolves, hungry, and I was on their turf. Dread filled my heart for what was about to occur but I was paralyzed, not merely for my own safety but for Jessica's safety too. She'd taunted them and teased them and given every indication this was exactly what she wanted. Who was I to intervene? Husband or not, they'd kick my ass seven different ways from Sunday and throw me out in an alley, and then fuck her brains out anyway. No, this was going to happen. I could only choose to watch or not. I could leave. I could leave Jess to the mess she'd created or I could stick, standing by her as all hell broke loose and watch it all unfold. I saw on the faces of the men present exactly what that hell would look like. Every man there rubbed the front of his pants. Sweet Jesus, Jess, what have you done?

She was about to fuck them all.

Dylan pulled her butt cheek away and placed his cock head at her opening. Jess drew a quick breath and sent her gaze around the room, watching the enthralled faces of the men. Dylan flexed his ass and the head eased into my wife's wet cunt. Jessica hissed in pleasure as the air left her lungs, surprised by his girth. Dylan never slowed, forcing her expanding pussy to take his inches. I watched his balls move closer and closer. At last he stopped and gave her a moment, but only a moment. He withdrew and then sank his cock deep. My wife groaned with heartfelt satisfaction.

"She's soaked," Pigtails said. "I can hear it."

He moved around in front and opened his pants, holding Jessica's head with one hand and his cock with the other. He brought his dick to her lips and rubbed the tip around and after a heartbeat or two, Jess opened her mouth and let him in.

That was the sign they needed. They'd clearly done this kind of thing before and recognized when a woman signaled submission. She'd comply. Jess had shown them she wanted it. Pigtails pushed his cock deeper and Jessica steadied herself with a hand on his hip. He began to fuck her mouth. Dylan began to fuck her cunt. The other men took out erections and jerked off as they watched. Pigtails pulled her head farther off the table and Dylan grabbed her hips. Pigtails forced his cock into her mouth, gagging and choking her but Jessica only moaned. The men began to fuck her at each end.

"You gay?" Ruffian asked me.

"What? What the fuck? No. Why would you ask me that?"

"You ain't got your dick out. We all got our dicks out. You gonna get yourself some of this or not?"

I saw his point.

"I'm married," I said, showing him my ring.

"This little lady right here," he drawled, gesturing at Jessica. "She ain't gonna say shit about her time at the Little River Bar and Grill. She's wearing a ring. She's married to some poor fool who don't know the real her. You should get yourself some hot pussy while she's handing it out. Ain't no harm. Use her mouth if you got scruples. Blowjobs ain't cheating."

I did not agree with his logic but I said nothing. I glanced around and saw other men had noticed my reluctance too, and that made them nervous. That made me an outsider, a possible witness who could identify them. I was making them uneasy and they were armed so I unzipped and moved to stand near Jessica's face. Pigtails blasted a load down her throat and Jess moaned like he was licking her pussy. He pulled his empty dick away and another man took his place, jamming a fat cock in her mouth.

This was a real-life biker bar gangbang, and it starred my pretty wife.

The moment was surreal. Dylan held her hips and thrust faster, building towards a monumental orgasm. Jessica cried out around the cock in her mouth, climaxing before Dylan could. Her orgasm set the room on fire. They were fine using her to satiate themselves but an orgasm meant she not only consented to their rampant lusts, she welcomed them, she liked what they did to her, a lot. An orgasm was unspoken permission. An orgasm was a vocalized blessing to continue. The men swarmed like flies, circling, waiting for pussy or mouth to become available and then swooping, filling her openings with hard cock. There were erect cocks everywhere. I took a turn too, tilting her chin so she could see it was me. I gazed into her frenzied, lust-filled eyes as I fed her my dick. I held her face while I fucked her skull and Jess melted.

She loved being used. She loved being the object of so much uncontrolled male desire. She'd made every dick in the room hard and was determined to drain them all. I soon sprayed her tonsils with sperm, just like one of the boys, and she gulped it down.

The man in her pussy roared with delight as he emptied his nuts inside her and then the next man pulled her away from all of us to lay her on the floor on her back. He got between her open legs and Jessica reached for his fat erection, guiding him in. He fucked my wife especially hard, roughly pounding her hole until she shrieked with yet another orgasm. I staggered away to lean against a pool table and watch. Jessica was breaking loose from her social moorings. It dawned on me this was perhaps a fantasy of hers, long bottled up and hidden. Maybe this was what she meant when she spoke about things she'd seen on Internet porn. She responded to every man there the moment he laid hands on her. She was ravenous, hungry for sperm, or maybe she just wanted the satisfaction of forcing a man to orgasm.

"Her cunt is squeezing my cock," a man with a long braided beard said. "Fucking hell that feels good."

The men that had already fucked her laughed. She'd done the same to them. I remembered Jess telling me how Kegels were always part of her morning yoga routine. She now used those pussy muscles on some strangers, clutching their cocks to milk their loads.

"Her cunt's got a tight grip," Long Braided Beard said.

She wanted his sperm in her. She wanted all our sperm in her. What other fantasies did she keep hidden from me?

At last the final man grunted and ejaculated inside her. He withdrew his cock and gush of semen followed him out. They all stepped back to watch the slut writhing on the floor, ready for more.

"Go get a towel from Roscoe," Dylan told a younger man. "Let's get her cleaned up and on her feet."

A man plucked her panties and pants from the floor. Another retrieved her bra and T-shirt. I did nothing but watch. She'd been thoroughly fucked at both ends but was delighted and eager. She chuckled at all the limp penises dangling around her, pleased with herself. A man returned with a towel and Jess climbed to her feet, wiping her face and body, dabbing at her dripping cunt. I was surprised when my dick began to awaken, excited by this side of her, aroused by the sight of her wild infidelity. I zipped my pants and shuffled towards the door. Nobody cared.

I sent her a text from the car: Slip away. I'm parked behind the gas station.

I started the engine and waited. Five minutes, ten minutes. My gut said she was blowing some guy a second time, maybe a couple of them. At last she stepped into the sun. She waved to someone behind her and jogged my way, adjusting her clothing. Nobody followed. They were probably congratulating each other on the hot pussy they'd scored. She climbed in and I used the gas station to shield our getaway, taking the highway onramp and getting the car up to speed.

Where do I begin? What do I say to my suddenly wild and unpredictable wife?

I never got the chance. Jessica lowered her head to my lap and freed my dick. I got hard again quickly, which pleased us both. I was deeply thrilled that after all that, after all those men, she still wanted more. My wife was a far more sexual woman than I knew. Years of dating and then years of marriage and I'd somehow never asked the right questions. I was sure much of her present attitude had arrived in recent years. We change as we grow older. But I'd been unaware of those changes too.

"You're so hard," she muttered.

"Fucking hell, Jess. That was the hottest thing I've ever seen. I had no idea you were capable of something like that."

"You're not jealous?"

"Are you kidding? Of course I'm jealous. I'm wildly jealous. I'm insanely jealous."

"Then why are you so hard? You never get this hard."

"I guess jealousy fuels my cock. That was so hot and nasty. You were a complete slut for those men."

She sucked on me for a minute.

"I never intended any of that," she said. "I went to pee and grab some bottled water. Dylan barked a challenge and I thought I would play one game, run the table, and shut him up. You know how men brag. It would have been such a cool dramatic scene: sassy bitch shoots down the biker. But he's a smooth talker. He knew how to push my buttons and piss me off. One challenge led to another and then another and before I realized how deep I'd gotten myself, I was peeling my bra and T-shirt off. After that I did not try to control the situation. I let it happen. I've long fantasized about a gang of men many times, all of them hard and eager to fuck me. All my girlfriends have. We've discussed the idea over wine. This reality was better than my fantasy. I stink of sperm. I'm sticky with it. I got a gangbang baptismal."

I forced her head down and she obediently gobbled my dick again. I drove for miles enjoying her mouth.

"How many men came in my pussy?" she asked.

"I have no idea."

"I thought that would be something you paid attention to."

"There was too much going on. I'd guess maybe four or five? Six?"

She moaned softly at that news and attacked my erection. She slipped a hand between her legs to masturbate while she blew me.

"Tell me what you saw," she said. "Tell me everything."

I did. I let the movie play in my head and described how the scene unfolded. I told her what each man looked like and how I knew he was eager to fuck her. I described how they stroked their cocks and waited their turn. I described one man's cock, a dude with arm tattoos and a thick uncircumcised member, and she wanted to hear about all of their cocks. She wanted to hear about their bodies, their facial expressions, the comments they made about her while they stood in line. I shared everything and she brought herself to orgasm near the end.

Retelling the story got me hot too and I filled her mouth with yet another load of sperm for her to swallow. She kept me in there, tongue playing with my penis, circling the crown, wiggling into the hole at the tip. I was discovering a new Jessica and she was too.

"Would you like to stop for a shower someplace?"

"No," she said. "Those guys drenched me in sperm, inside and out. I like it. I like the smell. I like the tacky feel on my skin. My pussy is soaking my pants. This may sound weird but I want to live in this moment for a while. We'll soon be back to mortgage payments and figuring out what to make for dinner. I want to enjoy every second of this."

I drove in silence a long time.

"Some of those guys were big like Larry," she said, at last. "I could feel the difference. It felt so good."

"The big ones felt better?"

She nodded, contemplative.

"I apologize for using your penis as an example but most, like yours, I feel mostly at my pussy's entrance. All the sensations come from there. Don't get me wrong, Baby, I love your cock. But the bigger ones I felt going deeper. There were a couple of men in that group I felt going all the way up. I didn't like it when they poked my cervix too hard but when they'd just nudge or press against it, and my pussy was stuffed all the way down to the opening, that shit felt fantastic. In those moments, I'd feel an orgasm come rushing at me. There was nothing I needed to do to help myself cum. Those moments forced me to think about how I was getting fucked by a big cock. It was extra exciting. Those few guys seemed so manly, so male. Those big dicks added something extra."

Her comments stung a little. I was happy she felt such pleasure but pouted a little over my average dick. She felt my tension.

"Honey," she said, patting my thigh to reassure me. "Understand you are in a class by yourself. I love you with all my heart. I have a powerful emotional connection to you and your penis. You and I make love. Those men were essentially a form of masturbation. I hope you understand that."

"I do."

"Good. I used them and their bodies. They used me and my body. It was fun and it felt amazing but it was purely fun. It carried no real weight."

I was relieved to hear her say it. I stroked her head and felt a glob of dried semen in her hair. I brought the hair around to show her and she took the lock from my hand and stuck it in her mouth, wetting the crunchy lump and sucking it out. She tossed her now wet hair over her shoulder and slipped my soft dick in her mouth again.

Outside the car beautiful meadows and hills covered in trees slowly crawled by. Inside the car, my wife leisurely sucked my soft dick. I admit I carried residual concerns about her biker moment, but I decided all's well that ends well. Let it go. With time and distance my worries would recede.


Chapter 10

We stopped in Wye, another small town, for a meal. Jess grabbed some clothes from her luggage and visited the bathroom. She emerged wearing a short wool skirt and a crop top. She crossed the restaurant to join me in the booth I'd selected and the wobble of her tits under her top told me she'd abandoned her bra.

"Feeling free?" I asked.

"Is it that noticeable?"

"Yes. Easily."

"Perfect."

I swallowed a laugh. Who was this woman?

We ordered burgers and fries and Jess added a chocolate milkshake. We ate and talked about everything except the gangbang. I was halfway through my burger when it struck me how she was carrying those men inside her. Right now, seated in the booth across from me, my wife's womb was filled with semen from several men. My hands began to tremble a little. My dick began to expand. Jessica sensed the change in me and studied my face.

"What's going on?" she asked.

I told her my sudden realization. She grinned.

"That's funny," she said. "I had the same thought while changing clothes in the bathroom. Isn't it wild? I got horny all over again. Each passing hour makes me more amazed I did what I did. I've never even had a threesome, Evan. I've always only had one man at a time, usually with long stretches of time between. Now I might be carrying six different men, and none of them are my husband. I can feel them in there fighting, hunting, searching for my little egg. It's wild. My whole body feels warmer."

The woman glowed. She was thunderstruck about the turn her life had taken. I was filled with doubts and fears, yes, but also a strange arousal. Neither of us knew what the fuck we were doing. Fresh images of Jessica on her back with some biker between her legs filled my head. I was in deep, dark waters. She was too but seemed to love that fact, utterly content with this lusty new version of herself.

I plucked my phone from the tabletop.

"Missed opportunity," I said. "I should have recorded what you did with them."

"If they'd allowed it. I think video would have made them uncomfortable. You don't want to make that group angry."

I called Larry to check on Noodles and make sure all was well. He assured me everything was great. The sun was setting as Jess and I finished our meal and headed for the car. She turned heads on the way through the parking lot. Men noticed how her tits swayed and her short skirt barely covered her ass. She made a point of packing items in the container attached to our roof, lifting her arms and raising her crop top high enough to expose her breasts. Guys tried not to stare but they all did.

I got us back on the road. The day had been warm and we drove with windows down. There were two lanes in each direction separated by a wide median of grass. Jess leaned her seat back and stretched her legs. She may have ditched the bra but she still wore panties. I noticed a big rig coming up on our right.

"If you spread your legs just a little wider," I told her. "This truck driver will get an awesome view."

She lifted and turned, figuring out what I meant.

"Is that something you'd like me to do?" she asked.

"Sounds fun. Yes."

She leaned back again and opened her legs. She tugged her skirt a little higher, exposing a little triangle of panties covering her pussy.

"Raise your arms," I said. "Lock your fingers behind your neck. Let the whipping wind decide if he also gets a view of your gorgeous tits."

Her eyes were wide. She was into this idea. She slipped her sunglasses on and tilted her head to the side so she could watch his reaction without him knowing she watched. The gusts of wind lifted her crop top, flashing titties.

"Here he comes," I said, playing it cool.

I pretended to drive with a slumbering wife next to me. The truck approached and began to pass but then the driver noticed the view. He slowed to match our speed while gazing down on Jessica. My damn dick began to rise again. I maintained my speed and the guy gawked. That was enough for me but not Jess. My wife gave up the sleeping act and slipped a slim finger under her panties. She slid the sheer fabric aside, revealing pink pussy lips. Now the truck driver had an unobstructed view of her cunt.

"I bet he's rubbing his crotch," I murmured.

"I hope so," Jess replied, breathless.

We traveled like that for a mile.

"Play with your pussy for him," I said.

"Oh my God."

"Do it. Finger fuck yourself. Feel all that sperm in you."

"Oh my God, Evan."

I was going to make her orgasm for this trucker. She spread her cunt with two fingers and then slipped another in. She began to pump the digit in and out. I saw her finger gleaming from the combined semen of many men. Jess was on fire, instantly aroused. She fucked herself with one finger and used another to circle her clit.

"Should I cum for him?" she groaned.

"Yes. Fuck yes. He'll love it."

The wind blew her top up, showing the man her gorgeous big tits. Jess spread her legs as wide as she could and pumped faster. Her hand rubbing her clitoris was a blur. Her abs tightened. Her thighs clenched.

"It's coming," she hissed. "Fuck." Her back arched. Her face scrunched into a grimace. Her jaw clamped shut and then her mouth flew open. "Aaarrgh!" she cried, rubbing even faster. "Fuck! Unngh!"

The driver blew his horn, rattling our car and shaking us. That seemed to get Jess off even harder.

"Fuuuuuck!" she yelled, over the blaring sound. "Fuck!"

She collapsed, body trembling. Her thighs shook. I sped up and changed lanes in front of the guy, expecting to leave him behind. I wanted to find a place to pull off the freeway and fuck her. I know she wanted that too. But the man sped up to keep pace.

"He's following us," I told her.

She twisted to take a look. Then she turned to me.

"Let me blow him," she said. "Take an off ramp or find a rest stop or something. I want to suck his cock. I bet I made him hard."

We passed a sign informing us of a rest stop one mile ahead. I drove, signaling our intent well before the exit. He hit his clicker too.

"Oh my God," Jess whimpered. "He's following us."

I entered the huge parking lot and drove beyond the last car, all the way to the end. There were spaces down here for big rigs like his. I pulled up to the curb and the man pulled in lengthwise along the other side of the lot.

"Now what?" I asked.

She watched the big truck idle, smoke drifting from twin stacks. Her mind raced.

"Wait here," she said, opening her door. "I won't be long."

"What? What the fuck? Where are you going?"

"I'm going to his truck."

"You're going to go blow him in his truck?"

"Yes."

I was dumbfounded. When I said nothing, she stepped out and adjusted her clothing. She hurried across the parking lot to his rig. The passenger door swung open and Jess spoke a few words and then set her foot to the high step. She grabbed the handle and pulled herself up and in. She shut the door.

His truck had swallowed my wife.

Snakes writhed inside my belly. What the fuck was happening over there? I knew approximately what happened but my mind craved details. I had to free my dick, slowly stroking as my gaze burned holes through his door. Once again I found myself watching and waiting, just like I had outside the Little River Bar and Grill. Jessica was in his cab, sucking his cock, draining his balls down her slutty throat and I dutifully awaited her return. I found myself hoping he gave up his load quickly and then marveled at that sentiment. How far had we come? How fast? My stomach churned as I waited, my hot balls ached. She was too far away for me to see any details.

At last the passenger door opened. Jessica stepped down and waved back at the man. She shut the door and fixed her clothes and hurried across the lot, watching the other cars, wondering who had seen her escapade. She joined me in our car.

"What happened?" I quickly asked. "Did you blow him?"

She didn't answer. She leaned across the gap between our seats and planted a hot and sexy kiss on my mouth. Her lips were slippery and warm. Her tongue entered my mouth, playing with mine, and it was slippery and warm too. I tasted something like watery cinnamon. My tongue danced with hers and she grabbed my hard dick. At last she broke our kiss.

"Did you stroke your cock while I was over there with him?" she asked.

"Yes, I did."

She began kissing me again, French, hot, and slutty.

"What am I tasting in your mouth?" I asked.

She ignored my question for a moment to continue making out with me and then leaned away.

"Him," she said, bashfully.

"You sucked him off?"

She nodded repeatedly.

"But first I let him fuck me," she squealed, delighted. "He insisted. He showed me his hard cock and told me how hot I am, how he played with himself watching me on the freeway. I pulled my panties aside and climbed on his lap, facing him. I warned him there were men in me already but he just laughed. He sucked my nipples. Look, Baby, he gave me a hickey."

She palmed a breast to show me a faint bruise near the areola. Blood surged to my cock to see her marked by another man.

"He has a big belly. I rode his dick until I orgasmed and then knelt on the bench and sucked him until he exploded. He came a lot. He said it had been over a week since he'd jerked off and I got it all. His load was spicy. I've never encountered a man that tasted like him. Some are bad and some are okay but his was actually pleasant. I liked his flavor and told him so. He gave me his number."

She looked proud.

"I need to fuck you," I said.

She squeaked, thrilled to be driving so many men so crazy. She rolled backward against the passenger door and spread her legs at me.

"Where are your panties?"

"I left them in his truck."

Fuck! She was tying me in knots. I looked at her spread open like that and then checked on the rest area. There were benches and tables and trees and the sun was now low enough to throw a blanket of darkness over everything.

"Not in the car," I said, jerking my chin towards the rest area. "Let's find a place."

She looked where I looked and grinned. We left the car and held hands as we began to search for a table far from everyone else. It was easy to find. With sunset, the place had emptied except for a few. I took her hand and led her all the way to the back.

"Sit on this table," I told her.

She hopped up. The thing was shaped concrete, smooth all over and solid. I stepped closer, between her legs, and unzipped. She lifted her knees, found my cock, and guided me in.

"You like this new me?" she asked, grimacing as my erection sank deep.

"I love her."

"Vacation rules," she reminded me.

I began to fuck my slutty wife. She hooked her heels in the small of my back and pulled my hips closer. My gaze landed on the hickey and I circled her in my arms and pounded her cunt. She was sopping.

"Mind if I get some of that?" a male voice asked.

We turned. The trucker had seen us leave our car and followed.

"I'd love it," Jess answered, before I could get a word out.

She uncoiled her legs, making room for him. I withdrew my dick and shuffled backward. She was right, he had a belly, but his dick was rock hard and throbbing and she was hungry for it. He held his cock in one hand and moved closer. Jess grabbed him and guided him in just like she had me. I took another step back, somehow nudged out of the picture. He held her hips and pounded her pussy. I scanned the area to make sure we weren't interrupted.

"You're a hot little number," he told her. "You're a lucky man, Mister. My wife would never do something this adventurous. You're a lucky bastard."

Jess laid back on the table and lifted her legs to his shoulders. He buried his cock on every thrust, his balls slapping her ass. Jess reached out for me and I took her hand. She pulled me closer.

"Kiss me," she moaned.

I did, feeling her body shake each time he slammed home.

"Make me cum," she said. "Rub my clit. Play with it. Lick me."

Her legs left his shoulders to open wide and he took each ankle in hand, spreading her. I reached for her clit and rubbed and she liked that but her eyes pleaded for more. I rested my head on her lower abs and snaked my tongue out to tease her clit, carefully avoiding his plunging shaft and I moved closer. She groaned deeply. He hammered my wife, eager to cum and get on the road again. He cared nothing for her climax, pushing only himself to make it. I circled her clitoris with my tongue and sucked the little nub. He fucked her as hard and fast as he could and my extra stimulation got her there. She covered her mouth with both hands and howled as her body shook. He was close behind, spraying a load into her womb, her second from this man in the last hour. He withdrew before the last spurt and shot a blast on the sidewalk. He shuffled to the side. My eyes were drawn to her gaping pussy. A cum-bubble had formed at her opening. Her cunt was a darker spot in the dim light, slowly closing. The bubble popped and her labia gradually touched again. He stuffed his dick in his pants and quickly hurried away. I moved between her legs and sank my hard dick into a morass of hot and slippery semen. She was a mess, a glorious carnal mess. I thrust hard and fast like he had and felt the tightening of my balls.

"Give it to me!" my wife rasped.

I did. I groaned as the sperm exploded from my dick to fill her tight passage. She'd lifted her legs to my shoulders, allowing me to penetrated deeply, and I drove every inch in and sprayed. Christ, it felt amazing. I collapsed over her, breathing hard. Jessica was softly laughing. Our life was an insane circus now.


Chapter 11

We stopped at the first motel we found, a six-room hovel with bad lighting, bad paint, and oil stains in the parking lot. Jess showered, finally, and I did too. We tried to watch television and enjoy the pizza we had delivered but horny got the best of her and we made sweet, sweet love until midnight. We fell asleep on top of the covers.

We showered again in the morning and packed our stuff. My phone rang while I held it in my hand.

"It's Larry," I said, looking curiously at Jess.

"See what he wants. I hope Noodles is okay."

I answered with a hello and placed him on speaker.

"Is this Evan?" a female voice asked.

"Yes. Evan and Jessica. You're on speaker. Who is this?"

"Where are you, Evan?"

"Taking the Ninety to Yellowstone," I replied. "Why? Who is this? Is everything okay? Is Larry okay? Is Noodles Okay?"

"Tell them nothing!" I heard Larry shout in the background.

My heart sank. Too late, I remembered Larry's request to keep our destination quiet. I heard a loud smack and Larry cry out in pain.

"Who the fuck is this?" I demanded. "What are you doing to my friend?"

"They're coming for you!" Larry shouted. "Run!"

I ended the call. Jess was ashen and looked terrified. I was shaking. I immediately called the cops to conduct a welfare check. They said they'd send someone around but with no sense of urgency. I tried to convince them they should take my call seriously but failed.

"We must go back," Jessica said. "He needs our help."

"I agree, but what do we do with this?" I held up the silver key. "My gut says this is what they want. My gut says this is why he gave it to us and avoided learning where we were headed. He knew they'd show and beat the answer out of him."

"We must go back," she said again.

"We'll be taking the key right to them. He trusted us to keep it safe."

We stared at each other. I realized I was only playing devil's advocate and in truth wanted to race home and help him too.

"Forget what I said," I announced. "You're right. Let's go save Larry."

"And Noodles," she added.

We were on the road in minutes, racing down the freeway in the opposite direction. I tried the police again but they asked if I was calling to report a crime. I said I was worried one was being committed or about to be committed and they told me to call back when I knew for sure. Thanks for nothing.

"How long until we're home?" Jess asked, worry etched into her pretty face.

"About six hours," I said. "If we need to trade the key for Larry, I say we do it."

"I agree."

"Buckle up, Honey. I'll be driving at least eighty the whole way. We'll stop at our house for a quick second to grab my pistol. Then we'll sneak across the street and rescue Larry. They won't know we're coming. We'll surprise them."

"That's a good idea, Evan."

That was our plan. Simple. Direct. But that's not what happened at all. We flew down the freeway for two hours, burning through gasoline. We were forced to stop in a small town named Silverton to refuel. I heard the whoop, whoop, whoop of helicopter blades but thought nothing of it until winds began to gust. Dust flew everywhere as a sleek, jet-black, Bell five-twenty-five Relentless helicopter dropped out of the sky to land on the lot behind the gas station. Three men in dark green coveralls jumped out with guns drawn. One carried an automatic rifle aimed right at me. A fourth man, dressed in a dark suit, face covered by a black bandana and mirror sunglasses, stepped out and approached at an unhurried pace.

"Jessica and Evan, I presume?" he said, voice light and pleasant.

Several ideas raced through my head: lie, stall, confess. I thought about grabbing Jessica's hand and running, grabbing Jessica's hand and jumping in the car, and grabbing Jessica's hand and confronting the dude.

"Yes," Jessica said, narrowing my choices. "What do you want?"

"I want two things," Sunglasses said. "The silver key in your possession which does not belong to you, and both of you to get on the helicopter. My boss would like to speak with you face to face."

I eyed the armed men again. Having a gun in your face sucks. I still tried to formulate a way to fight back.

"How did you find us here?" Jess asked. "We randomly stopped for gas."

"Once you called Lawrence's phone from your own, I had you. You can't get away. Get on the helicopter."

Distressed, Jess turned to me. She was frightened. I was too.

"Let me move our car away from the gas pump," I said.

"Of course," Sunglasses said. "Just hand me the key first."

I was scared but I was also seething. I hate being controlled. We had to go along with them, for now, but I'd be watching for an opportunity to fuck them up. I drew the key from my pants pocket and handed it to the man, worried that the boss interview was a lie and they'd shoot us now that they had the key. The moment passed. I parked our car and grabbed our phones and locked everything, joining Jessica on the luxury helicopter. One man kept his pistol aimed at us but the others put their weapons away and buckled us in. The machine was fantastic on the inside, all chrome and green and white, with plush carpeting and state of the art electronics. There was room for sixteen people back here, plus two pilots up front. Absolute extravagance and comfort.

A moment later my stomach dropped when the helicopter shot into the sky. The machine banked sharply and the nose came around and then we were headed for home at a hundred and fifty miles an hour, the loud whoop, whoop, whoop of spinning blades in our ears.


Chapter 12

Jessica had worn a T-shirt and jeans for the drive home but I noticed now she wore no bra underneath. Her tits wobbled with each peak and trough the helicopter encountered. I noticed and the other men noticed too. Sunglasses had taken the copilot seat and shut the cabin door, oblivious to what happened behind him. He trusted his armed henchmen to handle the married suburban couple. My fear had retreated some and the same was true of Jess. She noticed that the men noticed her swaying tits and I saw her mind racing for a way to use it.

"Hey!" she shouted to the henchman next to her, over the loud spinning blades. "What do you do when someone needs to pee?"

He laughed.

"We usually just open the door and piss on the people below," the man seated next to me answered. "But you don't have a dick, so that won't work."

Jess shook her head.

"You're right, I don't"

"Ignore Seymour," the man next to Jess said. "The large panel with the green light hides a restroom. I'll go with you."

Jess unbuckled and the man joined her. They walked to the end of the helicopter and he punched the green button for her. My wife stepped in and disappeared behind a thin white panel.

"She'd hot," the man next to me said. "Must be a pain in the ass to have a wife that hot. Guys must hit on her constantly. I bet you watch her like a hawk, keep your bitch in line."

"If you need to watch your bitch that closely," I replied. "She's not your bitch."

He looked insulted.

"I bet she's cheated on you."

"No, she has not."

"No way, man. Think of all the dick she gets offered."

I let it go. The man was one of those guys angry all the time and just looking for someplace to plant it. I wasn't in the mood for his viewpoint. The panel opened again but Jess was shielded from view behind it. The man guarding her looked at something in the bathroom, probably my wife, and then dropped his eyes to look at something lower. Then he joined her in the bathroom, closing the white panel behind him.

"Ha!" the man next to me said. "I told you she couldn't be trusted. She's going to fuck him to save her own ass. You want to suck my dick so I let you live?"

"No."

"That's what she's doing."

We stared at the bathroom door together.

"Happens every time," he mumbled.

"What does?"

"We pick up a couple, maybe boyfriend girlfriend, maybe husband wife. They figure out that we are most likely going to kill them and drop their weighted bodies out at sea and the wife tries to save herself by using her body to seduce us and save herself. Every time. Me and Jeremy, we get laid a lot."

"By terrified, desperate women."

"Yeah."

"That doesn't count. You're not some studly Cocksman. You're Pathetic."

Anger flared in his eyes.

"Did you just call me pathetic?"

"Yes," I said. "I did. You prey on frightened women? You're not even a man. You're barely human. You're a gorilla with a gun."

He drew his gun and aimed it at my knee. He pressed the barrel into my pants.

"Boss says bring you," he growled. "Said nothing about bringing you in one piece. Keep talking shit and I'll show you pain."

A thump against the bathroom wall made us turn our heads. The first thump was followed by others, then a rhythmic pounding on the wall.

"She's fucking him," he told me.

"Knock it off, Seymour," the third man said. "Put your gun away."

He'd been silent and unobtrusive up to now. He'd buckled himself in away from the rest of us, watching. He was older than Seymour and Jeremy, calm and composed.

"Fuck you, Troy. You don't give me orders."

"Remember North Carolina?" Troy said. "You want a repeat? How long did that beating hurt? How many days before you could piss without blood?"

Seymour seethed but pulled his gun away.

The bathroom door opened. Jess emerged naked and leading Jeremy by his hard dick. She moved to an open seat and bent at the waist, aiming her delicious pussy at her new partner.

"This is better," she said. "More room. Put it in again."

The man's dick was already wet. She'd fucked him for a minute in that small room. Seymour looked at me and sneered and left his seat to join Jeremy, pulling out his cock as he approached them. Jeremy moved behind Jessica and spread her butt cheeks, showing us her swollen slit. He rubbed his dick head around her opening, mashing her outer and inner labia, and then zeroed in, pushing his cock inside her. My wife groaned with satisfaction. Jeremy held her hips and pumped his cock and leaned down to kiss the back of her neck. Troy left his seat to get a better view of Jeremy fucking my wife. Seymour moved closer to the action, ready to take Jeremy's place the moment he shot his wad. They all had turned their backs on me and I suddenly understood what Jessica was doing.

I grabbed the butt of Seymour's pistol from his holster and shot him in the back. He screamed and dropped. Jeremy cursed and spun and I fired again, hitting him in the thigh. I'm a terrible shot. Troy took a step back as Jeremy fell to the floor holding his wound with both hands. I raised the gun at Troy. He raised his hands.

"Give Jessica your weapon," I said. "If you try to grab her I'll shoot you in the face. Do it."

Naked Jess held out her hands and Troy placed his pistol on her quaking palm. She swung the gun at Jeremy and removed his pistol too. Now we had all three weapons. She moved back to stand with me. Her eyes were wide with fear and adrenaline. No doubt mine were too.

"Let me help Jeremy," Troy said. "You hit bone. I think his femoral artery is cut. He'll bleed out if I don't help him."

"Fine," I said. "But he doesn't deserve your help. He fucks frightened women before he kills them. Don't make a fucking move on us or I'll shoot you."

Color was draining from Jeremy's face. He tried to speak. Jessica looked away.

"Evan," she softly said.

Jess stared at her hands as Jeremy gurgled and fell over. Troy crawled over to place both hands over the wound. There was a lot of blood.

"I need his belt," Troy said. "Tourniquet."

I checked on Seymour. He laid on the floor without moving. His face was contorted with pain. I checked the cupboards while Jess held a gun on them and soon dropped a first aid kit at Troy's knee. I grabbed a barely conscious Seymour and dragged him to Troy as well

"Save them," I said. "If you can. But if they die, they die."

"You're a bastard," Troy said.

"The only reason you don't have a bullet hole in you is because you tried to control Seymour. Fuck you. Fuck all of you. What did you do to Larry? What will we find there? Did you hurt him?"

"He's alive."

"Who are you people?"

"I can't tell you that."

I turned to Jessica.

"Can you aim a gun at him and shoot if he tries any shit?"

"Yes."

"Good. Let me have the second gun. I need to talk to Sunglasses."

She lowered the barrel to point at Troy and then handed over the extra gun.

"Shoot him if he moves," I said.

"I will."

I believed her. I crept to the front of the helicopter. A wall separated the passenger area from the pilot's area with a small peephole in the door. I lined the hole up so light came through and then knocked on the door. When the hole went dark I knew someone stood in front of it and I aimed low and fired both guns, assuming Sunglasses and not the pilot would be at the door. A body thumped to the carpet on the other side and the helicopter lurched hard, quickly correcting.

I heard a gunshot behind me so I abandoned the door and raced to Jess. She stood over Troy. A new bullet hole had appeared on the helicopter wall near Troy's head. Jess fired a shot to make her point. She looked like she was ready to cry. She fought to control her breathing.

"My mistake," Troy said, clearly shaken.

"He tried to come at me," Jess said. "He didn't believe I'd shoot him so I shot the wall to prove I would. That got his attention."

"Well done, Honey," I said.

"I. Will. Shoot. You," she warned him.

"I got it." he said.

I returned to the cabin door and forced it open, shoving Sunglasses aside. He had a grazing wound along his ribs and my other shot had punched a hole in his belly. He sat dazed and in shock on the floor. A terrified pilot saw the gun in my hand.

"I just fly," he said. "That's it. No guns. No criminal stuff. I just fly."

"Relax. I believe you."

Sunglasses fell over to lay on the carpet.

"My wife and I control the helicopter," I told the pilot. "Do you want to live?"

"Yes!"

"Who are these people?"

"I have no idea. I run my own air-taxi business out of Sea-Tac airport. They hired me to fly them around. That's it."

"Take us back to Larry's place. He needs help."

"You got it."

I dragged Sunglasses out of the cockpit and searched him as he groaned in agony. I discovered the silver key in a pocket and took it. I dragged him over to Seymour and Jeremy and lined them all against the wall. I searched the other men too, and found car keys and cash, but no identification. I took everything.

"You guys have no idea what that silver key goes to, do you?" Troy asked.

"No," Jessica said, still naked and still aiming a gun at the man. "Larry gave it to us as we were leaving on vacation. What does it unlock?"

Troy shook his head sadly, like he couldn't believe what a cluster fuck everything had become.

"Are you two seriously just Mr. and Mrs. Suburban?" he asked.

"Yes," Jessica answered. "What of it?"

I noticed a black duffle bag stuffed behind a seat and opened it. Inside were more guns, three silencers, twenty-thousand dollars in bundled hundreds, duct tape, heavy gauge zip-ties, several pairs of handcuffs with the keys taped to them, a Taser, and a hand-held stun gun. I stuffed the money in my pocket and used the handcuffs, linking all the men to each other.

"You guys are making a mistake," Troy said. "Those guys work for a guy named Reginald Sommers. He's bad news. I'm undercover FBI. We've been tracking these people a long time. You need to release me and let me call all this in. I can protect you. The people with your friend Larry will kill him if they think they need to. You've done well for yourselves so far, surprisingly well, but you need to remove these handcuffs."

I tore off a section of duct tape and placed it firmly over his mouth. I taped all their mouths although the wounded men didn't need it. The helicopter had a narrow closet and I found three folded blankets. I used one to cover their heads, blinding them. Jessica looked distraught but was toughing it out. She was still naked and in no hurry to cover up. She was probably in shock too. I'd entered some kind of robotic phase where I felt almost no emotion at all, moving through the various tasks that needed doing. We'd almost killed and been killed. I sensed the hurricane of emotions that would normally follow such dire events waited for us but for now I was all calculating business.

I returned to the frightened pilot.

"How long before we land?"

"About forty minutes. I took off from an open field near the house. With all the power lines and tall trees, that was safest. I will put us back there. Those men left cars behind. I will drop you off and get the fuck out of here."

"Sounds perfect. Don't call the police. These fuckers have my friend as hostage."

"You got it."

I returned to Jessica. She sat on a seat now but still held a gun on Troy and still wore no clothing.

"Let me have the gun," I said. "You can get dressed."

She nodded and handed the weapon to me. I'd used zip-ties on the man's ankles too. Jess moved to the bathroom and emerged dressed again.

"I say we sneak over to Larry's house and surprise them," she said. "Blast them with these guns."

"Blast?"

"Yeah, blast. Blast them to smithereens."

I studied my wife. She had adapted to this outlaw life quickly.


Chapter 13

The helicopter banked and flew away. Sunglasses, Seymour, Jeremy, and Troy all laid stretched out on the grass, handcuffed and gagged and bound at the ankles. The bad guys had left two black Escalades when they flew off to find us and we had the keys. I was sure the people in the house had heard the helicopter but they'd assume their henchmen were returning with Jessica and me, as instructed. We'd have a little time before they figured out something had gone wrong.

"Straight at them?" Jessica asked. "Or sneak around the back?"

"Sneak," I said, screwing the silencers onto our guns.

I handed Jessica her weapon. Our hands shook. We were afraid. Larry needed help and the police couldn't be bothered.

"How many do you think we'll see?" she asked.

"Not many. They came in two cars and four of them were sent to retrieve us. With luck, we'll only face two or three more."

"I pray Larry is all right."

"Me too. Noodles, too."

She smiled slightly.

"Do you think Troy is truly FBI?"

"I haven't thought about it and honestly, in this situation, I don't care. He had no ID. We'd be fools to release him and hope he was telling the truth. We're in the right. He said he was undercover and they'll probably leave him undercover. I think they are after bigger fish. Ready?"

She gave me a nod.

We know the neighborhood and all the ways around the houses. We cut through a few yards, avoiding barking dogs, until we arrived at Larry's. We approached from the back, stepping over the low rock wall he has running along the property line. We moved from tree to shrub always drawing closer.

Jess noticed someone ahead, hiding behind a bush.

"Carol?" my wife whispered.

Carol jumped out of her skin.

"What the fuck is happening here?" the older woman rasped, pointing at Larry's sliding glass door. "Who are those people? Why is Larry tied up?" She noticed the guns in our hands for the first time. Her eyes grew huge. "What the fuck?" she hissed. "Who are you people?"

"Carol, calm down," Jessica stated. "We are Jessica and Evan. You know us. Larry is in trouble and we are here to help."

"Call the police!"

"We did. Twice. They'll get here eventually but that will take too long."

Carol was a terrified mess. She'd be no help to us.

"This is crazy," she said.

"Go home, Carol," I told her. "Jess and I will finish this."

She looked at us like we were insane. She looked at our guns. She weighed her options and looked into the house again. I moved to follow her line of sight and saw Larry in his living room tied naked to a dining chair. A bored man in a suit sat by the front window, watching the front yard. An older woman in a business suit sat casually talking to Larry.

"You came here to fuck him," I said. "You never expected any of this."

"Yes! Jesus. This is insanity."

"Go home," Jessica repeated. "Call the police. We could use the help."

She nodded, slowly coming back to herself.

"You guys should wait for the cops," she warned, easing out of her hiding place and headed for the rock wall.

We watched until she was gone.

"Is she right?" Jess asked. "Should we wait for the police?"

"Maybe. Probably. But I'm afraid and fear has made me angry. Fuck these guys."

"Agreed. Let's shoot them right through these windows."

I gazed into the house. The lights were on in there and it was dark back here. I doubted they could see us at all.

"That never occurred to me," I said.

"You see it in the movies all the time," Jess said. "People on the outside, like us, always feel like they need to enter the house to confront the bad guys. I always wonder why they don't just shoot them through the glass."

"Because then you have no movie, no big final battle."

"Exactly. Let's avoid that. I don't want a big final battle. Let's just shoot them."

"All right. I'll shoot him and you shoot her."

"Such a gentleman."

I shook my head.

"When this is all over, you are going to need to explain to me how you're so calm and composed. Have you done this before?"

"When this is all over I'm going to collapse into wailing and tears. I can't even talk about how frightened I am. I can't think about it. I'm using humor to compensate but I'm terrified. I've been terrified for hours. Let's get this over with."

"All right."

We crept closer. She moved a few steps to the side for a better angle and less chance of hitting Larry and I drew a bead on my guy.

"Ready?" I asked.

"No, but okay."

"Fire on the count of three. One, two, three."

Roars filled the air. Smoke billowed and glass shattered. My guy spun around and tried to stand so I pulled the trigger again and then again, just to be sure. Jess was more careful. Her first shot slammed the woman in the back and launched her onto naked Larry. Jess waited for the woman to rise, utter shock and disbelief on her face, and then Jessica took two steps closer and shot the woman in the stomach. Both our targets crumbled to the ground, writhing in pain. We quickly entered, keeping our guns aimed. They were alive but in agony. Larry was absolutely stunned.

"Jessica?" he groaned. "Evan? What the fuck are you doing here?"

"Saving you," Jessica said.

They'd beaten Larry. He had a split lip and a black eye. They'd used a hot iron, his own, on his bare arms and legs. I realized he'd anticipated all this.

"That's why you wanted to stay ignorant of our destination," I said. "So they couldn't torture the information out of you. You hid the key with us."

"Guilty."

"What does that goddamn key open?" Jess asked.

"I can't tell you."

Jessica went to the kitchen and returned with a knife. She freed Larry and the man stood, rubbing his wrists. His large cock swung freely, forgotten in the stress of the moment. Forgotten by Larry, at least. Jessica took a nice long look.

"Is Noodles okay?" I asked.

"Yes. Hungry, maybe. They jumped me yesterday when I got home from feeding and playing with him. Six of them waited in my house for me. I can't wait to hear the story of how you guys beat them."

"We beat them," Jessica muttered. "Oh, my God, Evan. We beat them."

She started to cry. I did too. Larry stepped forward and gave me a hug.

"It's a story I'm happy to tell," I said, catching a teary-eyed Jessica staring at his naked cock again.

He turned and gave my wife a hug too. His fat cock pressed against her thigh. She cried into his shoulder.


Chapter 14

I pinned Jessica's wrists to the bed. Roxy stood over her face and slowly lowered her bare pussy. My wife locked her eyes to the small bald slit and licked her lips. Roxy placed her knees beside my wife's head and dropped her cunt the last few inches. Pussy lips mashed my wife's lips and I saw her tongue penetrate Roxy's cunt. What a glorious sight. Roxy began to grind on Jessica's face and then leaned over to passionately kiss me.

The cops did arrive, finally, and arrested everyone. It took a night to sort things out. Larry played ignorant, stating only that he'd worked for the Pentagon and these were probably foreign agents seeking documents. The FBI showed up and interviewed all of us again, praising the courage Jess and I showed, and then collected all the evidence and vanished. Troy vanished too which meant he probably was with the FBI. Oops, sorry for cuffing your agent.

A week passed and Roxy called. We prepared a room for her and she moved in, promising to make her stay brief. We assured her she could take as long as she wanted. Now, two nights later, Jessica and I are making love and Roxy slipped into our bedroom and joined us, and here we are.

Roxy took Jessica's wrists from me and I moved down the bed to eat my wife's pussy. She was drenched. I was eager to get my hard dick in there but I made myself wait, allowing anticipation to build. I left her pussy to suckle her breasts and took a chance, slipping a finger into Roxy's pussy from behind. The younger woman moaned.

"You guys have any toys?" Roxy asked. "This situation calls for a second cock."

I slipped from the bed and raised a finger to my lips, silencing Roxy. I left the two women along, grabbing my pajama bottoms on the way out. Now I was the neighbor sneaking to Larry's place late at night. I knocked on his front door and he soon answered, confused over my attire.

"Don't speak," I said. "Just listen. I know women come to visit you for sex. I know you're a stud. Jess has seen you naked and wants you, wants to be one of those neighborhood wives. I've got two hot babes in my bed right now, Jessica and Roxy, and they want a second cock. Are you the man for the job?"

He closed his mouth.

"Yes," he said. "But are you sure about this?"

"Absolutely. Jess is not the sweet innocent thing you probably think she is and Roxy, the other woman, is young and single. Come help me fuck them."

The man didn't even lock his front door. He just left his place behind and crossed the street with me.

"Let me go in first," I said. "Strip. Get hard. Give me a minute or two and then surprise them. They'll love it."

"Don't take this the wrong way," he said. "But I've always wanted to fuck Jess."

"Everyone wants to fuck Jess," I replied.

Noodles was delighted to see Larry. I reentered our bedroom. Roxy was still atop my wife's face but now arched her back and mauled her own tits. Hot. Jess, wrists free again, masturbated as she ate young pussy. I climbed on the bed and added my tongue to her fingers and she moaned around a mouthful of clitoris. I thought about stuffing her cunt with my cock but something made me want to give that honor to Larry. I moved the women into a sixty-nine, Roxy still on top, and signaled a waiting Larry. Neither woman knew he was watching from the doorway. I pointed at Jessica's empty pussy and then pointed at him, offer my wife. He hesitated. I waved him forward. His cock was long and thick and hard and Jess was going to feel it. The man crawled between her legs and brought his cock close. Roxy pounced on the thing without looking up then noticed the size difference and quickly lifted her head. I gave her a knowing smile and she returned it, wetting Larry with her tongue and lining him up to Jessica's hole. I held my breath. Larry leaned in, bending his back and forcing his fat cock into my wife. Jessica moaned loudly and then broke into words.

"Oh my God," she groaned. "What is that? Is that a dildo? It's warm."

Roxy dropped her face to suck Jessica's clit while Larry penetrated deep. My wife lifted her hips to help, gasping and moaning as that cannon filled her tunnel. Larry was one of those cocks she'd feel all the way up. He leaned over Roxy but fucked Jessica, strong and smooth and deep. My wife quickly wailed in orgasm, a flickering tongue and a thick tube of meat too much to resist. I watched for several minutes, enthralled by the sight, and then joined the threesome, pulling Roxy away for myself. Larry leaned over and gazed into Jessica's eyes and her expression turned to shock and then delight.

"I've wanted to fuck you forever," she moaned.

"I have always felt the same," he rumbled.

He curled his arms behind her head and they kissed and his hips began a primal rhythm. It stung a bit how she gave herself to him so completely but it also made my dick rock hard and I used that dick to fuck Roxy senseless. I fucked that hot young thing for almost an hour but then could hold back no longer. She rammed her pussy all the way down my dick and squeezed, milking my hot load, coaxing every drop out of me.

I was finished for a while but not Roxy. She left me in a chair and rejoined the lovers on the bed. Jess pushed Larry onto his back and propped him up with pillows. Both women met at his cock and my wife held him vertical for all to see. She squeezed his rod around the root and the head flared and Roxy stuffed the thing into her mouth. Jess lowered her face to suck the man's big balls. They attacked his impressive tower of flesh until he throbbed, rigid, raised veins running up and down like blue and red cobwebs. Jess pushed Roxy away and straddled the man and guided his cock into her cunt again. Roxy moved over his head and fed him her pussy like she'd fed Jess.

My eyes drifted across their writhing bodies, eventually landing on Jessica's stretched pussy pumping up and down that stiff pole. What a sight. My cock and balls felt hot and tight but I wasn't recovered enough to get hard again so I just watched, watched my wife fuck herself and listened to her constant flow of gasps and moans until she squealed and orgasmed again.

I remembered what she said about big cocks and how good they felt going deeper. I wondered if Larry nudged her cervix just right. I understood that when he shot his load, he'd be blasting directly into her womb. His big dick would plug her pussy. The tip would rest right at the door to her uterus. She'd feel sensations from deep in her body, sensations she'd explained highlighted the difference in size, and those sensations would feel fantastic. Her orgasm would get forced upon her. She'd said there was no way to stop them. Larry would rip a climax from her almost against her will. His cock was more masculine, more manly in my wife's eyes. His cock was extra exciting.

I couldn't wait to see it. I hoped he made her cum hard.

Thoughtful Roxy left them to come suck my dick for a while. My sexual tension was off the charts but I still was unable to get hard again. She stayed with me and we watched Larry take over, rolling Jess onto her back and then, after a time of deep love making, moving her to all fours. He grabbed her hair and pulled her body onto his dick like meat on a kabob. He manhandled my wife in ways she loved.

"Jessica loves being fucked by him," Roxy said. "She really, really loves being fucked by him. I understand why. He's got a nice cock. Just slightly too big for me."

"Too big?"

"Yeah. Way too big is no good. Hurts to fuck and a girl can't really suck it. Big like his is perfect. No woman wants to feel like she dominates the dick. We want the dick to dominate us. I've conquered dicks and it's disappointing. Losing to a big hard cock is awesome. Jess is getting her ass kicked and loving it."

My wife cried out in climax again.

"That was perfectly timed," I said.

Roxy chuckled.

"You're an amazing husband," she said. "I can't believe you let her have this."

"You should have been there for the biker gangbang."

Roxy's jaw dropped.

"Seriously? That sounds hot."

"It was. I blame you. After our time with you, Jess was a different woman. You're the only woman she's been with. You set something free in her. You awaken something."

Roxy got misty-eyed.

"Do you mean that?"

"Absolutely. It was always in her, growing as she aged, but you opened the door. She's never been happier. We are both happier."

Roxy kissed my mouth with real feeling.

On the bed, Larry groaned and thrust one more time before shortening his strokes. He was spurting in her. He pushed all the way in and Jessica groaned, feeling his hot jizz spewing straight into her womb. She shuddered from another orgasm, this one quiet and personal.

End.
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