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Chapter 1

The heat was a physical presence in the house, a thick, soupy blanket that clung to the skin and made the air feel heavy enough to cut. Upstairs, in the cavernous quiet of our bedroom, the only relief was the weak, listless stirring of the ceiling fan, its blades chopping the hot air into slightly less hot slices. I stood by the window, the sheer curtain a flimsy barrier against the glare, my hand resting on the sill, the polished wood warm and smooth beneath my palm.

Below, in the sprawling current chaos of our backyard, were the sources for a truly remarkable assortment of noises. The rhythmic, harsh, grating sounds of a cement mixer, clearly on its last leg, the high-pitched whine of a sawzall cutting through rebar, the dull but loud thuds of some kind of pump struggling to pump something and clearly failing, and the shouts and laughter of a crew of young men, working hard and having a good time doing it. The crew was a swarm of tanned, muscular male bodies, a colony of worker ants transforming our neglected backyard, truthfully, nothing more than an expanse of dirt, weeds, and patches of forlorn grass, into something structured, permanent, and beautiful.

At the center, the eye of the storm, if you will, was Calliope, my wife.

She wasn't a fragile flower to be protected from the sun or the grime or the sweat, or even the men, for that matter. She was Queen Ant, the general, the ruler of this particular domain.

She wore a simple white tank top, lined, that clung in the heat, and a pair of modest denim shorts that had seen better days but looked incredible on her. Her hair, a cascade of dark curls, was pulled back in a messy bun, but stray strands had already escaped to frame her face, damp with perspiration. She held open a roll of blueprints, tapping a finger against them as she spoke, her expression one of intense concentration. She was speaking to the contractor, but he only half-listened. I didn’t blame him. Calli is quite fetching.

The contractor’s name is Jesse, and I know that because I’ve seen it on the side of his truck. To me he looked no older than twenty-five but built like he’d been carved from tan granite. He sported a fop of unruly brown hair on his head and piercing green eyes. He was shirtless, of course. They all were. It was too hot for shirts, a practical decision that felt like a personal gift to me.

You’ll learn why I feel that way in a minute.

No, I’m not gay. I understand my description of the young man makes me sound like I am, but I’m not. Be patient.

His skin tone was a deep and even bronze, glistening with a sheen of sweat that made the intricate play of muscles across his back and shoulders when he worked stand out in sharp relief. He had one of those perfect V-shapes, narrow hips flaring to a broad back, and his jeans hung low on his waist, revealing the tantalizing dip of his spine and the top curve of his ass. He had everything a woman could physically desire, and I wanted my wife to want him.

I’ve read every piece of hot wife and cuckold erotica online that I can find. I’ve watched every porn movie of the same genre. I have loved the idea of watching every girlfriend I’ve ever had get fucked by a big, hard cock, and now that I’m married, I love the idea of watching my wife get fucked by the same. She doesn’t know that. None of them ever knew that. I’ve kept my kinky fantasies to myself. My wife is no prude, but I worry that these thoughts go too far. 

Calliope was pointing to one of the wooden stakes that marked the edge of a future walkway. She was leaning in, her body angled towards him, her voice too low for me to hear but its tone clear even from a distance. It was firm, authoritative. I thought she was negotiating, but this sounded more like correcting, possibly even scolding. Jesse listened, nodding, his green eyes fixed on her face. He ran a hand through his sweat-damp hair, a gesture of casual confidence, and then he replied, a smile curling his lips. It wasn't a mocking smile, or a condescending one. It was a smile of genuine respect, of acknowledgment to the truth of what she’d said. She was right. She was smart. He and the boys had made a mistake and he would fix it.

One of his crew, a younger guy with a wiry build and a shock of unkempt blond hair, walked over with a clipboard. Jesse glanced at it, then back at Calliope, and he gestured to the walkway, outlining something with his hands. Calliope watched him, her head tilted. She was so bright, so capable. She understood things I never would. She has vision. She can see the finished result before we ever even start. She sees the angles, the physics, the potential for disaster in every new feature we paid for. I just see a bunch of guys getting paid to ruin my quiet afternoons.

But that wasn't all I saw.

I watched Jesse's eyes occasionally, almost imperceptibly, flick from her face to her body. It was quick, a snake’s strike, there and gone before it could be called out. It wasn't lecherous. It was appreciative. It was admiration. It was the look of a man seeing a woman he respects and finds attractive. My wife either missed his glances completely or misunderstood their meaning. Sure, she might stand a little taller, maybe push her shoulders back, maybe unconsciously lift her chin to present her throat, long and elegant. She was unaware of the effect she had, which only made it more potent.

This was one of those scenes I have played out in my mind a thousand times. This was one of those fantasy times.

It is no simple thing, this desire of mine. It wasn't just about wanting to see her with another man. It was more complicated, more twisted, more intense. It was about their mutual wanting. It was about seeing her wanted by him, but also seeing him wanted by her. It was about the effect his penis, which in my dreams is always bigger than my own, has on her. In my fantasies my sweet Calliope, always modest, always reserved, transforms into a cock-loving slut. It was the intoxicating, terrifying thrill of knowing that this incredible, brilliant, beautiful woman I had somehow managed to marry was an object of desire to other men, men like Jesse, men who were younger, stronger, more primal than me. I, with my soft hands and my job as an author with my walls of books, was a creature of comfort and intellect. These men were creatures of the earth, of sweat and muscle and raw, unthinking action.

The fantasy is a secret garden in my mind, a place I tend carefully in the dark of night, lying beside her as she sleeps. In that garden, she gives into that primal need. She lets her hair down, lets the formidable intellect and sharp wit take a backseat to pure, animal instinct. She would look at a man like Jesse and not see a contractor, but a man. A man who could take her, right there on the fresh, wet concrete, under the blistering sun, with his crew watching or not, it didn't matter. The fantasy was about her surrender, not to him, but to her own desire. A desire so powerful it would obliterate the rules, our vows, our married life together. I would let it happen, to encourage it, to watch from this very window, my heart hammering against my ribs, a cocktail of agony and ecstasy coursing through my veins.

But how do I tell her all that? How do I turn this fantasy into a reality without shattering everything? How do I look at the woman I love, the woman I respect more than anyone in the world, and tell her I’d love to see her get fucked? I feel like such words would be poison to her. They would sound like a rejection of our faithful marriage, like I didn't want her, like I didn’t love her because if I did, how could I wish another man to touch her?

In the yard below, I saw her laugh at something Jesse said. It was a real laugh, a throaty, genuine sound that carried on the hot, still air. Jesse’s smile widened, and he laughed too, a deep, easy rumble. Another of his crew, a huge, broad-shouldered burly man with a thick beard, called something over to them. He was shirtless too, his chest a matted forest of dark hair, his stomach a solid, rounded slab of muscle. He looked like a bear. Jesse waved him off, turning his attention back to Calliope.

My wife is not blind and she is not frigid. All those men had to be affecting her. To her, the vow she made to me was sacred. She was being the best wife possible by denying any sexual feelings that might arise while surrounded by all these rough studs.

My throat felt dry. I wanted a drink. Something cold and strong. But I couldn't move. I was rooted to the spot, a voyeur to my own life.

The fantasy was so clear in my head. I could see it all. The day's work done, the concrete setting. Calliope would offer them all cold beers from the cooler on the patio. The sun would begin to dip, painting the sky in shades of orange and purple. Jesse would hang back while the others loaded their truck. He'd thank her for the job, for being so hands-on. He'd be close. So close. Too close, but she wouldn't move away. She'd look up at him, and in that moment, the air would crackle. He'd lean in, just a little, testing the waters. She would let him. She would meet his lips with hers, a hesitant first kiss that quickly turned deep, her hands sliding up his slick, muscular arms, his hands tangling in her long, dark, curly hair, pulling her closer, claiming her mouth.

I would be here at the window. Watching. Watching it all. My hand would drift to my crotch, a frantic pressure building as I watched my wife being devoured by another man. The pain would be exquisite, a sharp, clean slice through my heart. The pleasure that accompanied the pain would be just as sharp, a dark, forbidden heat that would consume me. It was the ultimate paradox, the most beautiful self-destruction I could imagine.

But it was just a fantasy. A story I told myself. Because Calliope was loyal. She was good. She loved me. I cherished that, yet a sick, desperate part of me hated it. I hated the safety of it, the predictability of it. The part of it that was a lie, a facade, an act. Denying those feelings of lust was a sacrifice she made to our marriage, but a sacrifice I did not want. I wanted to see the wildness I knew was in her, the passion she kept so carefully contained. I wanted to see her lust set free.

Jesse nodded one last time and turned away, barking an order at his crew. The mixer roared and a wheelbarrow was pushed towards the wooden forms. Calliope watched the men for a moment, then unrolled the blueprints again, her brow furrowed in concentration. She was already moving onto the next problem, the next detail. She was in her element, the master of her domain, the master of herself. I sighed. My fantasy receded, leaving behind the familiar ache of want.

The house was filled with the muffled sounds of construction outside. The men wanted her. They all looked at her every chance they got. If they knew she was busy with something, distracted, they ogled my wife. She was dressed like a farm girl but there was no hiding that naturally dynamite body. For now, I had to placate myself with thoughts of what might have been, and hope for what might yet be.


Chapter 2

The house was quiet, except for the rhythmic humming of the struggling air conditioner. I let out a long exhale and closed my office door. Earlier, the backyard had been a disaster zone, a chaotic swirl of sawdust and shouting voices, but now, inside the house, in the sanctuary of our bedroom, all that felt miles away.

I entered our bedroom and I immediately smelled the scent of lavender soap and fragrant shampoo. Calliope showered. I walked across the large room, my footsteps muffled by the carpet, drawn toward the sound of rushing water. The bathroom door was ajar, the steam billowing out in thick, white clouds that clung to the ceiling like a veil of clouds. I leaned against the arched frame, just for a second, just to breathe her in. The mirror was completely fogged, but I didn't need to see my reflection. I wasn’t eager to see me. I was eager to see her.

The shower was running hot, maybe hotter than usual, the water cascading down the glass walls in a continuous, heavy stream. Through the blur, I saw her flesh-colored figure. She was under the spray, rinsing her long hair. She stepped to the back of the shower, preparing to suds her body, and I saw her wet hair plastered to her back in dark, slick strands. The water sluiced over her, funneling between her large breasts, running down her long, toned legs, washing away the day, but it was doing something else for her, too.

She reached for the liquid soap pump. Her hands moved with a languid, deliberate grace that always makes my stomach flip. She pressed the top, white foam coating her fingers, and she began to massage it into her flat stomach. From there her slippery hands rose, cupping the bottoms of her full breasts, sliding higher to rumble over her nipples, causing them to rise. She had not noticed me yet and now I worried I would embarrass her when she finally did. The moment to say hello had passed. Her head tilted back, exposing the long line of her neck.

She sighed.

The change was subtle. One moment she was washing herself and the next she was doing something more than that. Her eyes were closed. I wondered what thoughts ran through her head. What was my wife imagining?

Her hands gradually moved lower, sliding down wet skin. I saw the way the water made her body shine, highlighting the curves of her hips and the slopes of her shoulders. She may have been washing away the dust and grit from the backyard remodel, scrubbing at her arms and legs where the working men had inadvertently splashed her with dirt, but her movements were becoming less about getting clean and more about the thoughts in her head.

A low, breathy moan broke through the hiss of the showerhead.

My eyes widened.

I leaned closer, pressing my hand against the damp arch to steady myself. My heart started to race. As her hands moved between her legs, my heart began to hammer. She was standing away from the spray now, letting the water hit her calves. Her fingers were busy, moving with desperate need.

I remembered her in the backyard. I remembered the crew of men Jesse had hired. I remembered the way they’d look at her, the way they’d grunt and strain as they lifted beams or bags of dry concrete. I remembered how they moved with raw, masculine energy. She had been out there with them all day, answering questions, suggesting changes and offering new ideas. I knew the men could not get enough of her. Did she feel the same about them?

I hoped so.

She was washing away the physical dirt, but the memories were still there, coating her like a second layer of sweat. Was she touching herself because of them? Was she pleasuring herself thinking about the shirtless men she’d spent all day with?

The roar of the water filled the room, but all I heard were the sounds of her self-pleasure. Her breathing grew shallow and ragged. Her head fell back against the tile wall. Her mouth dropped open, a gasp escaping her lips that was swallowed by the steam. Her hips bucked slightly, grinding into her own hand.

I felt a surge of heat rush through me, low in my belly. It wasn't just voyeurism; it was hope, hope mixed with primal arousal. I wanted to replace her fingers with mine, to replace her fingers with my writhing tongue. I wanted to crack open her skull and know what thoughts drove her.

I suddenly realized this was the first time I’d ever caught her masturbating. We’d done all sorts of things in bed, but in all our years of marriage, she’s never been so turned on she couldn’t wait for some alone time. The voice in my head warned me about hoping too much. She could be picturing anything, anyone. We watched The Witcher last night. Henry Cavill could occupy her mind at the moment, a fantasy figure and nothing more. I stood frozen, my hand still pressed against the cold archway, watching my gorgeous wife pleasure herself. I was torn between hope and disappointment.

The sound of her moan pulled me back.

Calliope looked like she was in another world. The water now cascaded over her shoulders, running in rivulets down her back and over her ass before disappearing down her legs. She had her head tilted back, her neck exposed, a long strand of dark hair plastered to her cheek. Her hands were busy between her legs, moving in a slow, deliberate rhythm.

My breath caught in my throat. My wife has always been beautiful, but there was something undeniably erotic about watching her like this, something vulnerable, something uninhibited. She was consumed by her own pleasure. I realized the extra appeal for me came from the fact I was not involved in this pleasure. This was Calliope experiencing bliss without me. I found that thrilling, and I knew why.

Her fingers slid through her inner folds. She moaned softly, a sound that seemed to vibrate the air around us. It was a low sound that sent a jolt straight to my groin. I saw the muscles in her thighs tense and relax as she shifted her weight, her toes curling against the textured floor of the shower.

I was overheated by the sight of her. She moved her hands a little faster, her hips bucking slightly. She looked down at her fingers, watching them work, then looked up at the ceiling, her dark eyes dark with lust. She closed her eyes again.

One hand drifted up to massage a wet breast. She pinched and pulled her nipple. She sent that hand around the back and pushed a finger up her ass, gasping at the penetration. One hand fucked her pussy while the other pumped her tight little asshole. Her gasps came frequently now, and I realized I was about to witness my wife orgasm, orgasm without me. A rush of blood made my cock rise. She looked beautiful, sexy in a new way, a way I’d never seen her before. I felt like a kid in high school spying on the girl’s locker room. My voyeuristic side ignited and burned. I wanted to masturbate too, to jack off to the sexy show my wife unwittingly provided, but I feared getting caught. This was her moment. This was not for me. I would embarrass her terribly, and I had no desire to do that. I would wait and watch and witness her climax and then I would slink away and never tell her what I saw.

Calliope stepped under the spray, the water splashed against her full, firm tits, stinging her nipples. She tilted her head back and closed her eyes, hands working fast front and back. Dark, damp hair stuck to her throat and head and shoulders, giving her face a deep chocolate halo.

She groaned again, louder.

She parted her legs slightly, the water running between them. I felt my pulse quicken. It was a private moment, one I was stealing, and the thrill of it made my blood race. Over the hiss of the shower, I heard the wet, slippery sounds of her fingers moving. Her head fell forward, her chin resting on her chest, her eyes squeezed shut tight as she focused entirely on the sensations. Her hands moved faster still, the fingers in her pussy curled inward as she pressed against a spot that I knew so well. Her spine bowed beautifully and then her back arched, pressing her chest out toward the spray of hot water.

She was close. I saw it in the tension of her body, the way her muscles coiled tight like springs. Her breathing became fast and uneven, her chest heaving with every breath.

She let out a long, low moan, her fingers pressing hard against her center. Her hips rocked back and forth, fucking herself in both holes. Her body suddenly shuddered violently, and her eyes flew open, wide and unfocused, staring at nothing in the steamy stall. She cried out, a sharp, broken sound that peaked and faded and peaked again, stronger. She came, her body trembling and convulsing as she rode out the waves of pleasure. Her fingers pumped their frantic pace, rocketing her through the mist, through her private thoughts. I was so pleased.

Soon her hand movements became soft and gentle as she teased herself through the aftershocks. She slumped against the tiled wall, letting the water wash over her, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Her expression was pure bliss. Whatever thoughts had driven her, they’d driven her to a place of satisfaction. I watched for a moment longer, memorizing the look of paradise on her face. I stepped back and then turned. I carried her secret, and I’d never tell, but I prayed I had caught a glimpse, even the tiniest of glances, into a part of her mind I’d never seen. Calli had fantasies just like me. We’d never discussed the thoughts that drove us but seeing her overtly sexual display gave me hope that, if I made her feel safe and respected, it might lead to something more, something brave and real. I had no idea where to begin.

I headed down the hallway and opened my office door. I’d pretend to work until she came looking for me. We’d watch a show, most likely The Witcher again, so she could get her dose of Henry, and then we’d crawl into bed. I had a pretty good idea that any sexual advances I made would be well received. I had a little time before she dried off and dressed, so I opened my favorite hotwife porn and watched a lovely dark-haired wife suck the cum out of a big veiny cock. The woman’s husband sat close and watched, kissing his wife fiercely as the stranger exploded inside her with a gallon or so of sperm.

Perfection.


Chapter 3

Three days later I was working in my office and decided to step away from the computer to take a break. Writing is hard. I poured some old coffee from the morning pot and wandered through our house. Calliope was at work but would soon be home, so I was without distraction as I tried to imagine a plot twist in my current book. My meanderings took me to a window on the side of the house where I could look out on the path that led around from the backyard. The French window ran floor to ceiling with an arched windowed top. We had a lot of trees and shrubs growing there behind the high fences, and Calli had turned the area into a bird sanctuary with feeders and pavers.

At the moment, however, it was the secluded area where all the workmen from Jesse’s crew shed their dirty clothes and used the garden hose to rinse off before dressing in street clothes and heading home. The energy efficient reflective film on our windows, along with the bunching of trees and shrubs, kept them from seeing me, but I easily saw them. I faced a wall of hard male bodies and swinging dicks. The guys laughed and joked and shoved each other, jostling the way guys do.

My first thoughts were centered on Jesse and the young man with the blond hair and wiry build. Those two had more than ample fleshy pipes dangling. Good Lord. Their soft cocks were about six or seven inches long and about two inches wide. Both of them. The other guys looked on the bigger side too, but I may have just been in shock.

My second thoughts, following immediately on the heels of the first, were how I could maneuver Calliope into this same spot at about the same time tomorrow, so she would see them, and position myself to see her reaction.

Not the typical husband response, I know.

But I wondered: what would she do?

If I was right about her reasons for masturbation in the shower, the scene before me right now would ignite a fire in her. Or so I hoped.

The guys aimed the hose over their heads, taking turns, scrubbing grit and dirt and sweat from their tanned bodies. How long would Calliope stand and watch? They talked casually, like locker room jocks, utterly unaffected by their own nudity. Seemingly, this was something they did often together. Jesse grabbed a stack of dingy towels and tossed them around. I sipped cold coffee and watched. I was outwardly calm but inside I raged. I imagined my wife standing here, taking in this panorama of male flesh. I looked around but there was no place for me to hide in this long hallway. Our home does have interior and exterior security cameras, but they were aimed at points of entry. Perhaps they could be moved? They were already installed when we bought the house, so I was unsure of their limitations, but a quick trip up the stepladder would answer everything. I sat my coffee down and got busy.

Thirty minutes later, everything was in place. It was too easy. The base of the camera was a small-toothed cog. I loosened the wingnuts, aimed the camera where I wanted, and tightened the screws again. I checked the monitors in the closet where all the gear sat and discovered my view of that spot was perfect. I knew from experience I could sign into the security system remotely, so I would hide in my office pretending to work and watch my wife to see her reaction when she got home. I would leave some unopened mail in front of the window, as if it had dropped as I walked down the hallway. Calli would see it and go pick it up and then she’d see the show.

I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 4

Life rarely goes according to plan, but it did this time.

It almost didn’t, when Calliope sent a text warning that one of her employees might not make their shift, and Calli would need to work late, but that fear evaporated quickly. The girl showed up and Calli sent another text she was on her way.

I was seated at my office desk when my wife got home, kicked off her high heels, and spotted the fallen mail. She strolled that way while looking at messages on her phone. I worried she might never pull her gaze away from that damned device, but she plucked the letters from the floor and stood. Her eyes rose. Her phone slowly drifted down, forgotten, as she gazed through the tinted window. Jesse was holding the hose against his rippled abs, rubbing his stomach and the smear of mud there with his free hand.

Calliope stepped closer to the glass. She was fully aware of the tint and knew she could not be seen, and she took full advantage. She stared at each of those men but came back to Jesse again and again. She stepped even closer and I felt blood flowing to my dick.

My wife was mesmerized.

Then, she knelt, bringing her face even with his swinging cock. I saw her head move slightly as she followed Jesse’s movements.

Just think of it: my wife had dropped to her knees.

I groaned softly. Watching her watching him made my cock swell. I risked opening my fly and pulling my cock out. I’d have plenty of warning if Calli came looking for me. I stroked my growing erection and scrutinized every move my wife made. She soon got to her feet to move a little and see the other guys too. I noticed they had set up a little tarp or sheet to block the view from anyone coming around from the backyard, but they apparently figured the trees and shrubs gave them cover from the tinted window. Or maybe they felt the tint worked both ways: they can’t see in and we can’t see out. Who knows?

Calliope shuffled her feet and moved to another vantage point. She suddenly remembered the phone in her hand and raised it, snapping pictures of this naked entourage. Perhaps it was my imagination or simply my fantasy rearing its head, but it seemed to me she lingered while looking at Jesse and the wiry blond. She certainly took more pictures of those two. Her interest made my dick throb. The guys were laughing and talking, and my wife was mere feet away from their naked bodies, ogling their dicks. My arousal grew and I was sure hers did too.

Eventually the guys dried and dressed and Calli entered the kitchen. I calmed down and tucked my penis away, ended the connection and left the office to join her in the kitchen. We discussed what to make for dinner. I studied her discreetly, looking for any obvious sign she was turned on, but women are tricky. They learn to hide things from an early age. By the time they are adults, that shit is locked down. We agreed on dinner and I got started while she went to shower after a day at work. I wondered if she’d masturbate again but she was in and out quickly. We ate our meal and watched The Witcher and went to bed. I was about to make a move, but Calli beat me to it, kissing my chest before kissing my lips and then ducking her head under the covers. I watched the lump move slowly lower, feeling her lips against my skin as she descended. Her hair tickled my stomach in a sexy way and then I felt her hot breath on my penis. After the time I spent watching her stare at those hot young men, I was ready to get hard and did so rapidly, which pleased her greatly.

“Somebody missed me,” she joked.

I opened my mouth to say something, but her mouth wrapped around me and all thought left my head. She pushed lower, taking every inch before I got too hard, and I groaned loudly. The suction she applied was extreme, like she was straining to pull my sperm out of me. She had no time to wait for me to reach orgasm. She craved my seed now. Of course, her lust only turned me on more. I believed she was feeling this way because of what she’d seen out that window. That’s what I told myself. That’s what I wanted to believe. I got wildly excited thinking she was attacking me because those big cocks had turned her on. I wanted that, desperately wanted that to be the truth.

That probably explains why I said what I said next.

“By the way,” I croaked, fists filled with sheets. “The guys rinse off after a hard day’s labor. Be careful by the French window.”

She stopped sucking. In fact, she stopped doing anything. She spit my dick out of her mouth. Her head traveled back up my body, popping out from under the blanket like a groundhog.

“You saw them?” she asked.

“Yesterday. Late afternoon. Before you got home.”

“A little warning would have been nice.”

“Why? During the week they finish before you get home. Keep sucking. Why did you stop?”

“They didn’t today.”

I played dumb.

“You saw them?”

“Yes. I was so embarrassed.”

“I’ll tell them they can’t do that anymore. Sorry, Baby.” I drew a cautious breath. This was what I truly wanted to ask. “What did you see?” I said, casually. “I bet they were filthy.”

I tried so hard to act nonchalant. I was ready to cling to every word she said. I hoped she spilled her guts in the most descriptive ways. She rested her cheek on my stomach, thinking.

“Well,” she began, tentatively. “I can tell you Jesse is hung like a goddamn donkey. So is Trevor. Most of the guys were manly men and yes, they were filthy.”

Music to my ears. I savored the moment. Hearing my wife describe another man’s big cock was a magical moment.

“Is that right?”

“Yes. They used our garden hose to rinse, which I don’t care about. The cold water probably felt great after working in the sun like they do, but they left the grass all muddy. Thank goodness the fence is high enough that the neighbors can’t see in.”

“Did it upset you?”

“What?”

“Did it upset you to see those men naked?”

“It shocked me. It surprised me. I wouldn’t say it upset me.”

“It had to be exciting. At least a little.”

She lifted her head to look at me.

“Why would you say that?”

“Because they’re handsome young men. Rumor has it you like men.”

She laughed.

“Yes, I do.”

“I’m thinking goodlooking, young, attractive men probably do something for you. I know you do something for them.”

She lightly pinched my stomach.

“Stop,” she muttered. “I’m old enough to be their mother.”

“That may be true, but I know what I saw. They don’t care how old you are. They think you’re hot. Are you saying they don’t check you out?”

“I don’t know if they do or don’t. I don’t pay attention to that.”

“You paid attention long enough to notice their donkey dicks.”

“Felix!”

“I’m just saying. You’re a bright, observant woman. How can you notice one thing but not the other? It doesn’t make sense. I think you’re being demure, either to protect my feelings, which is obviously unnecessary, or to maintain some good-girl image.”

“Okay. Yes. When I get involved in the various projects on the weekends, I do notice the way they look at me.”

“You must enjoy that.”

“Who wouldn’t?”

“You said Jesse is hung?”

I knew the answer. I just wanted to hear her say it again.

“Yes. Trevor, too. None of them seemed to care about being naked in front of each other. They all just talked like they always do.”

“It’s like that inside the boys’ locker room. You gotta be cool about other dudes naked.”

She shook her head.

“The girls’ locker room was very different. We hid from each other. We were never completely naked. The girls with small breasts hid from the girls with big breasts, and the girls with big breasts hid from everyone. Nobody walked around casually nude. These guys do.”

“Did you stop to stare?”

This wasn’t advancing fast enough. I needed to push. She hesitated.

“I guess so. I guess I did.”

“Now I know why you came after me under the covers like that.”

Her expression turned anxious.

“I’m sorry, Baby,” she said. “Honestly, I never made the connection until now. I was just in a mood. I just wanted you. I never thought about them.”

I saw the opportunity and I took it.

“Fine with me if you did,” I said, keeping things lighthearted. “I love the idea of some hot stud turning you on.”

She made a face at me.

“Really?”

“Yes.” I stopped. I wanted to say more but I was unsure how it would land. Was this the right moment to confess my fantasies? Would she recoil in disgust and disappointment? Then I remembered she came into the bedroom hot and ready to go. She stuffed my cock in her mouth as soon as she could. “In fact,” I continued, my mouth suddenly dry, “I’d let you touch him. I’d love to see him touch you.”

Her jaw fell open.

“You can’t be serious.”

“I am.”

“I thought you loved me.”

“I do. I love you more than my own life. You’re my whole world, Calli. I just also have these sexual fantasies about you, and I always have.”

She sat up taller.

“Why am I only hearing this now?”

I shrugged.

“Maybe because you mentioned how hung they are, like that matters to you. It sure matters to me. It seemed like the right time to confess a little.”

She studied my face.

“You’ve always had fantasies like this about me?”

I nodded.

“Always. All the way back to college. All the way back to when I first started thinking about girls.”

“I can’t believe you kept that secret all this time.”

“Well, it’s an intense fantasy. Your reaction now tells me I did the right thing. I don’t know why I love the idea. I’ve always loved the idea. Even before I met you, with ex-girlfriends, I always got turned on by the same idea.”

She made a pouty face.

“Who have you done about it? Which ex did you watch?”

“None of them. I was way too young and insecure to blab about watching them fuck someone else.”

“You’ve never done anything about it? You never acted on it? You never even told anyone?”

“Just you. Just now.”

“You said watching them fuck. I thought you were drawing the line at touching, like kissing or maybe feeling each other up. Fucking is a big leap forward. Are you saying you fantasize about watching me get fucked?”

There it was. Right out in the open.

“Yes.”

She leaned way back. I never felt so exposed in my life.

“Fucked by whom?” she asked. “Have you picked out a man for me?”

I shook my head.

“No. I don’t do the picking. You do. I want them to be someone you greatly desire. I want you to be incredibly horny. It could be anyone.”

“Anyone?”

“Yes. Wait. My fantasy does have a few requirements.”

“Like what?”

“Their dick must be bigger than mine. Okay, make that one requirement.”

She settled down between my legs, elbows on my thighs, fingers laced to support her chin. She stared up at me. I had no idea what to say next. I’d kept that secret for so long I’d never thought about what I’d do once it was out. Her mind raced. A slight smile curled her lips.

“Just so I’m clear,” she said. “You dream about watching a big-cocked stud fuck my brains out, and this man is one I’ve chosen for myself? Is that right?”

That sounded absolutely terrifying.

“Yes.”

She turned thoughtful.

“Thank you for telling me,” she said. “That couldn’t have been easy. The fact you kept that secret your whole life shows me how hard it was to say. I doubt it is something I could ever actually do, but I love that you shared your deepest, darkest thoughts and feelings with me.”

I felt the wind drop out of my sails. I doubt it is something I could ever actually do was a death sentence.

Just like that, my bubble popped. I cussed myself. At least when I had my secret fantasy hidden, I could imagine it was something she might do. Now, I feared she never would. Devastating.


Chapter 5

The room was dark, the only light filtering in through the thin curtains to paint faint, silvery stripes across the floorboards. I lay on my side, the coolness of the mattress contrasting sharply with the heat radiating from Calliope’s body pressed against my back. She was asleep, breathing slowly and rhythmically against my shoulder.

Beneath the covers, my world was entirely different.

I shifted slightly and the sheets rustled. I felt the subtle movement of her hand. Calliope didn't wake; she simply adjusted her position, pressing her chest more firmly against me, her legs tangled with mine. Her fingers, warm and slight, slipped beneath the elastic band of my boxers. A shiver ran down my spine, not from cold, but from anticipation.

"Hey," I whispered into the dark silence, my voice rough with sleep.

She didn't answer with words. Instead, she shifted again, maneuvering herself until she was positioned between my thighs. I felt the mattress dip as she moved, heading under the blankets again, and then, the warmth of her face near my groin. The anticipation was maddening; a coil tightened in my gut.

Under the covers, I heard the soft sounds of her breathing, muted by the fabric. I felt the first tentative brush of her tongue against the tip of my soft cock. It was electric. I let out a low groan, my back arching slightly. Calliope took that as a signal to go deeper. She wrapped her hand around the base of my penis, her grip firm and familiar, and lowered her mouth all the way down on me.

The sensation was overwhelming. The darkness amplified everything. I felt the heat of her mouth, the wet suction, the way her tongue swirled around the sensitive head. It was an intimate, enveloping intimacy that felt like a second skin.

She started to move up and down, a slow, steady rhythm that had my head spinning. Every time she took me all the way in, she swallowed, the muscles of her throat rippling around me, creating a friction unlike any other. I tangled my fingers in her hair, my grip tight, not wanting to guide her but unable to help myself. The silk of her hair contrasted with the heat of her scalp. All these sensations were driving me insane.

I watched her through the darkness, though I could barely see. I saw the shadowy bobbing of her head, but I felt the way her lips stretched around my girth. The sheen of her saliva caught the faint light and that sight made my cock throb even harder, a feedback loop of pure lust.

"God, Calliope," I breathed, my voice barely a whisper. "You feel incredible."

She hummed around me and the vibration sent shockwaves straight to my core. She knew exactly what she was doing, knew the rhythms that drove me wild. She picked up the pace slightly. Her hands worked in tandem with her mouth, stroking as she sucked, and playing with my tight balls.

I closed my eyes, surrendering to the sensation. The world outside: the bills, the work, the mundane details of life, all fell away, replaced by the overwhelming focus of her mouth on me. The heat, the wet, and the suction all combined into a drug, producing intense sensations.

I felt the tension build, the familiar tightness in my balls, the heat spreading through my groin. I tried to hold back, hoping to prolong it, to savor every second, but she was too good. She knew exactly when to apply pressure, when to swirl her tongue, when to take me deep and hold.

"Baby," I warned, my voice straining. “I’m gonna cum. Go slow.”

She didn't. Instead, she doubled down, her mouth becoming an inferno of sensation. She took me as deep as she could, her nose buried in my pubic hair, and she swallowed hard, over and over and over.

That was it. The dam broke.

I arched my back, a guttural moan torn from my throat as the orgasm crashed over me. It was intense, white-hot, and absolute. I felt the first pulse shoot from the base of my cock, hot and slippery, and then another, and another. Calliope swallowed it all, her throat working effortlessly to take every drop, her hands milking me until I was spent.

I lay there, panting, my heart hammering against my ribs. I felt the aftershocks rippling through me, my body trembling slightly. The room felt different, the air was heavier, charged with the remnant of our intimacy.

Calliope lifted her head, breaking the seal of her lips. A string of saliva and cum connected her mouth to me for a moment before snapping. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, a small, satisfied smile playing on her lips in the darkness.

"How did I do?" she whispered, her voice husky and full of affection.

I pulled her up, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her close. I kissed her forehead, then her nose, then her lips, tasting myself all over her mouth. It was a primal, private taste, and I loved it.

"You were amazing," I said, my voice still a little shaky. "You’re always amazing. You haven’t done that in a long time."

We lay there, tangled in the sheets, the covers pulled up around us, sealing out the world. The silence was comfortable now, filled with the sound of our breathing and the lingering warmth of the moment. I stroked her hair, feeling the weight of her body against mine, grateful for the quiet magic of the night and the woman who knew exactly how to make me feel alive.

I waited a moment or two to calm down and then rolled her over and returned the favor. She was soaked before I even started.


Chapter 6

That she was so aroused she desperately needed to suck cock was not lost on me. The wall of young swinging cocks she’d faced, combined with my confession regarding my fantasies, had turned her on so much she couldn’t wait. I was depressed she had shot down my sexual dreams in reality, but I loved these little hints that deep down the idea excited her.

I got little work done the next day. I was too agitated. I’d revealed my deepest, darkest secret, locked away for decades, and the result had been nothing. Sunrise had brought with it just another Thursday.  Calliope had dressed for work, kissed me, and driven away. I’d shuffled off to my office, plinking away at the keyboard without inspiration. Time passed slowly. I finally hit a stride late in the day, but it quickly ran dry. I glanced at the clock and was relieved to see Calliope would be home soon. She had drawn the curtains on the French window before leaving for work, so I expected nothing sexy would ever again happen on that front. By closing the curtains, she had made her position on the work crew and my fantasies perfectly clear.

So, I was surprised when I noticed the little picture-in-picture on my monitor that when she got home, Calliope had entered the house and walked directly to the French window. She parted the curtains carefully, looking over her shoulder and listening intently, making sure I was still working in my office. I expanded the view on my monitor. What was she up to?

For work today she’d worn the white dress with the zipper down the front, and she loosened that zipper now, drawing it low enough to free her gorgeous tits wrapped in a white bra. She scooped her hand inside, caressing herself while she stared through the glass.

I jumped the picture onto an outside camera. Most of the work crew was already gone for the day. Only Jesse remained. He held the hose over his head, bathing his scalp in the cool water. He stood tall and shook his head like a dog, sending water drops everywhere, and then kicked off his work boots and shoved down his pants. He sprayed his torso.

I jumped back to the view of my wife.

Calli teased a nipple between fingertips, gawking at the young stud half her age. Her free hand rubbed her pussy through the front of her dress.

I jumped to Jesse.

He aimed the hose at his cock, stroking, rinsing his balls and butt crack.

I jumped to my wife.

Calliope was on the move. She had straightened her dress and headed for the double doors leading to the backyard. Would she confront the young man? Would she tell him we can see everything he and his crew did from inside our home? She slowed as she exited the house and rounded the corner. Outside cameras showed me how she carefully pulled back the edge of the sheet they’d hung for privacy. Jesse was now nude, garden hose on the ground as he wrung the water from his hair. His back was to Calli. She stopped to stare, admiring his strong back and muscular ass. I waited for her to announce herself. She waited for him to turn around.

He did.

My wife’s eyes met his and then dropped to his cock.

He jumped, startled, and tried to cover himself with his hands.

I cursed the lack of audio.

Calliope spoke and Jesse replied, nervous, embarrassed. My wife spoke again and Jesse let his hands fall to the side, revealing himself to my wife’s hungry eyes. She removed her shoes and walked over to him. No, she didn't just walk. She glided, her hips swaying with a feminine grace that always makes my head spin. Jesse wiped the water from his face with the back of his forearm. His eyes widened as Calliope drew closer. She reached out and brushed a smudge of dirt from his chest, her fingers lingering on his skin.

I leaned forward in my chair, my body tense. What was she planning? Jesse grinned, a boyish, charming expression that seemed to melt my wife a little. She laughed at her own nervousness. I sensed she was testing my comments about her attractiveness to them. I’d warned her these guys looked at her with lust, but she’d not fully believed me. I think now she was trying to determine if I’d spoken the truth, or if I was blinded by my love for her.

God bless the power of youth.

Jesse’s big cock began to rise immediately.

Caught by surprise, Calliope straightened and smoothed her dress, calmly watching as Jesse grew erect. Her eyes gained a mischievous glint. Jesse swelled rapidly, at first curving down towards our lawn, then straight out like a spear, and then curving upright, aimed at the sky or perhaps my wife’s face. She spoke, apparently asking a question, and Jesse answered with a sharp nod. My wife stepped closer and slipped a palm under his cock. She lifted slightly.

I groaned. My balls felt tight, almost rock hard.

Her free hand swooped in to cover the head of his cock and her other hand slid down the length until she cupped his large balls. How could this be happening? She said this was something she could never do, yet here she was doing it. Jesse lifted her chin to kiss her, and I guess that was too intimate for a married woman because my wife turned her face away. He insisted, bringing her face around. He planted his lips on hers and my wife melted. Her shoulders sagged. Her body leaned into his. He pulled her long hair out of the way and, with the urgency of youth, pushed her head down towards his cock. I gasped. This was where she would smack him for being too aggressive. I waited for it. Her head dipped half an inch and then she straightened, standing tall, squaring her shoulders. She said something to him, and he removed his hand from her head, sliding it affectionately around her waist.

She wanted to stroke him and that’s all. She wanted to feel the weight of him in her hand. I wanted her to suck his cock as badly as he did, possibly more, but she obviously felt that was too much, too fast. My wife studied his large erect penis and hefted his fat balls and got to know his equipment. I was thrilled to see it. This was much more than I ever expected. Jesse kept his hands to himself and simply accepted whatever she wished to give. She was married, she was older, and she was his boss, so the man counted his blessings and kept his mouth shut. Calliope stroked his length and squeezed the shaft to test how hard she’d made him. She rolled his hot balls around and admired his manhood. If she wouldn’t suck him, I at least hoped she’d jack him off, but that was too much too.

After a while my wife released his penis and took a step back, eye-fucking the beast but controlling herself. Damn it. Jesse stood there doing nothing to cover himself, trying his best to tempt my wife into more. Her resolve remained and she backed all the way off and slipped her shoes on again. They exchanged a few words and waved goodbye. Calliope turned to enter the house again. I closed the picture-in-picture.


Chapter 7

The silence in my office is usually the kind of thing I cherish. My office is a sanctuary from the chaos of the outside world, replaced by the howling chaos inside my skull. I sat back in my chair, the expensive leather creaking softly, and stared at the monitor on my desk, my mind running through the images I had just seen. I needed to collect myself before Calli knocked on my office door.

My wife did not knock.

My wife burst through the door, face flushed, eyes wide.

“Felix!” she croaked. “Oh, my God!”

She looked down at her two hands turned palms-up. I tried to act surprised.

“What, Baby?”

She was rooted to the doorway, unable to take another step.

“Jesse,” she rasped.

“What about him? Is he hurt? Does he need help?”

I felt bad about my little drama act.

She lifted her hands to show them to me.

“I touched him. I played with him. I played with his cock, Felix. He’s so big! I hope you were serious about your fantasy.”

Hallelujah, at last something was out in the open. I came out of my chair to take her hands.

“Tell me everything,” I purred. “How big is he? How did it make you feel? Wait. Did you suck it?”

Her eyes darted to mine.

“Was that an option?”

“Hell yes,” I said. “Did it turn you on?”

She was assessing me, studying my reaction, recalibrating. She put both hands on my chest and pushed me backward. I staggered and she followed. I dropped into my big chair, and she opened her legs and straddled me, pulling her white dress up around her waist. She reached for my zipper.

“Let me show you how it made me feel,” she growled.

I was already hard. This was fantastic. I got turned on watching her with him through the monitor. Now she was going to fuck me in my office chair? Hell yes. I unzipped the front of her dress and pulled her tits free from the bra. I feasted on her sensitive nipples, and she pulled her panties aside and rubbed my cock head around her opening.

“You’re already hard,” she said, clearly pleased.

“I told you I fantasize about shit like this.”

“I just couldn’t believe you,” she said, lifting her ass.

She lowered herself onto my stiff dick and we moaned together. Our kisses were hot and fast and intense.

“How big is he?” I asked. “Be honest.”

She hesitated, unsure, worried she might hurt my fragile male ego.

“Is he bigger than me?”

She pushed her soaked pussy down my length.

“Yes,” she groaned.

I sent a surge of blood into my dick, expanding inside her. She gasped and looked me hard in the eyes.

“Much bigger,” she whimpered.

I sent another surge. She bit her bottom lip and circled my neck with her arms. I nibbled her nipple and then sucked hard on it.

“Go on,” I rumbled, forcing myself to expand again. “Tell me more.”

She was beginning to understand.

“His cock is twice the size of yours, Baby,” she muttered. “I got so turned on by it. You asked if I wanted to suck it and I’m sorry, but I so did. My jaw ached from needing him in my mouth. I’m sorry. He’s young so he got so much harder than you do. I love you and I’m glad we’re growing old together, but that young hard dick looked and felt so good. He was like pink iron. I couldn’t even squeeze him. He leaked a drop of precum and my mouth watered but sucking would have been too far. Now I wish I had.”

“I wish you had too,” I grunted. “Next time,” I added.

I lifted my hips to drive the rest of my dick up into her. She grabbed a breast and fed me the nipple. I licked all around and sucked on the fleshy nub.

“I got so wet,” she confessed. “I swear I could almost feel that big hard dick pushing into me. I wanted that, Honey. I wanted him to fuck me. I’m a terrible person, but it’s true. He’s so cute and sexy and his hot dick made me crazy.”

“Fuck him,” I groaned. “I’m saying you can. Fuck him and tell me everything. Tell me every detail. Tell me how good he felt inside you, how hot he made you, how many times you came all over that thick cock and how it felt when he swelled even bigger and shot you full of cum.”

Calli groaned like I was torturing her.

“He’s allowed to cum in me?” she groaned, scarcely believing my words.

She rocked her hips back and forth, grinding on me, inching towards climax while riding my dick, but thinking of his. I loved it. Use me. The only thing better would be his actual cock up in her.

“Baby,” she whimpered, resting her forehead against mine. “Baby, I think I might. I might actually do it. Are you sure, Felix? Tell me. Say the words. Say it.”

I circled her waist with my hands and pushed my dick deep.

“I’m telling you to fuck him, Calli. I’m not asking, I’m telling. I want you to do it. That would be a dream come true. You’d get me so hot, Baby. I’d stay hard for days and days.”

She groaned, an orgasm approaching.

“No condom,” I said. “Take his cock bare. Let yourself get as turned on as you possibly can. No guilt. Your husband is telling you to fuck that young man.”

She was there. My words sent her rocketing skyward. Her head fell back and her jaw dropped and she screeched as her body turned rigid. I pictured it so easily because I knew that’s what she truly wanted. Masturbating in the shower, sucking my cock after he turns her on, fondling his dick in the backyard: everything pointed in the same direction. Calliope wanted to fuck this young man.

Her pussy clamped down around my dick like a fist. She rode me hard, her nipples stiff and pointed at the ceiling. She rubbed her clit against my body and orgasmed like thunder. I wondered if she’d retreat from these feelings once the excitement drained away and she came down.

“Tell me you’ll do it,” I said. “I know you want to. Tell me you will.”

She was still cumming too hard to speak but her head nodded yes over and over and over.


Chapter 8

I expected a long conversation about what the rules were and what kinds of things would be out of bounds, but that did not happen. Perhaps she wanted to avoid limiting herself before she even started, or perhaps talking about it would make it all too real. Regardless, after we caught our breath, she showered and I ordered pizza. We ate in front of the television set, watching Henry Cavill slice and dice monsters of all sorts.

“I’d fuck him,” she tentatively admitted, after watching the man sit in a bath. “Are actors allowed?”

I kissed her hand.

“You choose who’s allowed,” I said.

My heart was a big banging drum. I’d gone from depressed just days ago because I knew this would never happen, to being elated because now it looked inevitable. My chest felt tight. My balls felt hot.

She snuggled close, tucking her body under my arm and holding my hand. We watched the show in silence and then she spoke softly.

“Not Jesse,” she said. “Too close to home. He knows too much about us. He’s met family and friends when they’ve stopped by.”

Disappointment flared.

“Who then?” I asked, feeling the dream slip away already.

“We go out,” she said. “We get dressed up and go to Monty’s By The Bay. We enter separately, like we don’t know each other. You take one seat at the bar and I’ll take another, away from you but within sight. I’ll pick a man that interests me and make him come over and talk to me. You can watch your wife flirt, and maybe more than flirt.”

“What if something starts to happen? How can I be involved? How can I watch you with him?”

“Maybe come introduce yourself after?”

“I’ll scare him away.”

We settled into silence; each lost in their own thoughts.

“I thought this has been your fantasy all your life,” she said.

“It has.”

“I figured you had all these details mapped out already.”

I shook my head.

“My mind jumps straight to the sex,” I chuckled. “I see a big cock entering your mouth or pussy. I don’t see an address or a room number on the door.”

She leaned back.

“That’s a great idea,” she said. “There is a hotel across the street from Monty’s. We rent a room in advance, and you wait in it, hiding. I tell my lover to come back to my hotel room, since I’m only in town for one night, and he agrees. Doesn’t that sound exciting?”

Lover. The word lover had just fallen from her perfect lips. My cock started to rise again.

“It does sound exciting,” I admitted.

“Plus,” she continued. “I feel safer knowing you’re right there. If anything goes wrong, you can bust out of your hiding place.”

I examined the idea from every angle. It also gave us a shield of anonymity. We could pay for the room and arrange the furniture, including the bed, to our liking, giving me the best possible view. I took her hand and placed it on my crotch. My erection surprised her.

“Again?” she said. “Already? So fast? You do love this idea.”

My body temperature was climbing fast. She squeezed my dick.

“Saturday night,” she said, trying to act sexy and succeeding. “I’ll wear something slutty. I haven’t dressed provocatively in ages. I think it will be fun. I hope I don’t embarrass myself. What if no man hits on me? God. I’d want to die.”

I laid my hand on top of hers.

“Trust me,” I said. “I was right about Jesse and his crew wanting you and I’m right about this. You give yourself too little credit.”


Chapter 9

We ate dinner at an elegant restaurant first and then drove to Monty’s. The place was packed with the well-dressed and good-looking downtown crowd. I snagged a velvet booth in the corner while Calliope took a high-backed chair at the bar. I was familiar with this scenario. I had read enough erotica and watched enough hotwife porn I knew what to expect. I had a commanding view of the whole bar, but I couldn’t get comfortable. My leg bounced beneath the table, a restless energy vibrating through me that I couldn’t quite quell. I sat with a half-finished scotch in my hand, my gaze locked on the far end of the room, where the crowd parted like the Red Sea whenever Calliope moved.

She was breathtaking, even from this distance. The emerald silk dress she wore was scandalously short. The thin material clung to her hips, and the deep V neckline exposed the swell of her breasts in a way that made my mouth turn dry. She was laughing at something the man beside her said, a sound like wind chimes that tickled my balls. He was handsome and exactly her type, meaning he looked nothing like me. Tall, with longish dark hair and an easy confidence that suggested he knew exactly what he was doing.

Far more men hit on her than she expected. She’d received their attention one at a time. She’d looked flustered as she deflected their advances, flustered but oh so pleased. One by one she’d turned them aside until she finally offered the seat next to her to this man.

I watched her raise her glass of chardonnay to her lips. She wasn't just drinking; she was performing. Every movement, every toss of her head, every glance she cast at the stranger was calculated to drive the man wild. She wanted to be alluring. She wanted to feel sexy. She’d accomplished all that way beyond her hopeful expectations.

I’d managed to quiet my heart a little. I watched her like a hawk, fully aware that each laugh, each spoken word, each smile was all part of an unfolding drama designed to lead to her taking new cock. I’d quiet my heart just to see her laugh at something he said and feel it ricochet all over the place behind my ribs again. This was a magic moment. I’ve dreamt of this fantasy all my life.

He took her hand and kissed the back, and I felt a jolt of electricity shoot through to my groin, tightening my balls, electrifying my cock. The sight of her with another man, her attention entirely consumed by him, sent a rush of adrenaline through me that was intoxicating. I loved Calliope, God knows I do, but there was something primal about watching her engage in the hunt, or, perhaps more accurately, being hunted. I again felt like a voyeur to my own life, and the thrill of it made me harder than ever.

The stranger leaned in, keeping his voice low, and she nodded, her eyes locked on his. The air between them seemed to crackle, a visible tension that hummed through the room. She opened her clutch then, pretending to check messages on her phone: the agreed upon signal that I should head for the hotel room and get in place.

We’d prepared the room in advance, discovering that the balcony had a cupboard on each side to house the folding doors. There was plenty of room for me and a perfect view of the room and huge bed. She stood and smoothed the front of her dress. She did not look over at me. She didn't need to. She knew I was watching. She knew I was dying to see this happen, and she knew I would make haste to get to that room.

She took the man’s hand, her fingers interlacing with his, and they turned toward the restroom. I saw the flash of her hotel key card in her hand before the heavy oak doors swallowed her. My heart was going wild. This was truly happening. Days ago, I was ready to abandon my fantasy forever. Now, my cock throbbed in my pants, harder than I’d ever been. I downed the rest of my scotch in one burning gulp, the alcohol doing nothing to cool the fire raging in my veins. I stood up, smoothed my jacket, dropped a tip, and slipped out the front door.

Across the street, the windows of the hotel glowed like amber eyes in the night, promising intimacy and secrets. I headed around the corner and entered through the side, taking the elevator and hurrying down the carpeted hallway. Moments later I eased into my hiding spot for the night. I’d read about fantasies like this a million times but now it was really happening, and it starred me. I checked the view one last time and heard myself quietly moan. My body trembled. This was a level of arousal beyond anything I’d ever experienced. I had no idea how to contain it, how to handle it. The wheels were turning. I was as much a passenger on this train as Calli. Neither of us knew where we were headed, we just knew we’d get there together.

I heard the three sharp beeps of the door being unlocked, and then my wife and her lover entered the room.


Chapter 10

The air in my cramped space was growing stale quickly, smelling faintly of lemon polish and old cedar. I pressed my back against the folded balcony doors, my breath held tightly in my chest. My hands were clenched into fists, a physical anchor to keep me grounded in the moment. This was my fantasy, and my fantasy was finally coming true. Tonight, I was a voyeur by design, a ghost haunting this hotel room and our perfect marriage. I waited for the curtain to rise on Calliope’s adventure, already so excited I could barely breathe.

They entered the room laughing, the happy couple having fun. He spun her around and gathered my wife into his arms, kissing her. She melted into him, arousal written all over her face. They kissed passionately, two people hungry for each other, and then he trailed kisses down her throat to the twin curves of her breasts. I stifled a gasp as he tenderly kissed one and then the other, displaying an older man’s restraint. Calli cupped his head with both arms, holding his mouth to her bosom. His hands went to her hips. I caught a whiff of her perfume and my cock surged.

After a few moments, he lifted his mouth to hers again. How strange it was to watch my wife kiss another man. A knife twisted in my guts, but the angst fueled an arousal unlike any other. I wished I had the space to stroke myself while I watched. A detail I’d need to arrange next time.

Calliope slid her hand down his body and cupped his crotch.

He moved up to kiss her earlobe. My wife got busy with his tie, quickly moving on to the buttons of his shirt. He let her undress him as he continued kissing every inch of her exposed flesh. He kicked his loafers away. My wife dropped to her knees to finish removing his clothing. I held my breath. Her face was level with his crotch. She hooked fingers in the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down. His cock, already rock hard, sprang up, just missing her chin.

My wife stared at his erection. His totally normal, totally average erection.

She hesitated. I saw it. He did not, but he doesn’t know her like I do.

She kissed the head and he pulled her to her feet, kissing her mouth as he began to open her dress. He drew the zipper down in back and eased the thin silk off her shoulders. Open air hit her gorgeous tits and her nipples stiffened. A few more skilled moves and my wife was stepping out of her dress, fully nude before this handsome stranger. She reached for his face to kiss him again and then pulled his mouth down to her tits. Her eyes closed as his hot mouth enveloped her nipple, but I saw on her face that something was wrong. She let him suckle at her breasts for a long while, reaching down to stroke his dick while he sucked.

He tried to nudge her towards the big bed, but she resisted. He sank to his knees and pushed his face into her crotch, and she let him do that, balancing herself with her hands on his shoulders. She gasped a few times as he licked her cunt, lifting her leg and resting it on his shoulder. His hand joined his tongue and soon my wife was moaning. Then, something clicked. She stopped moving, stopped moaning, and stared at the ceiling.

“Nevermind,” she said abruptly. “I can’t. I’m so sorry, Travis. I can’t do this.”

He looked up at her. My heart sank.

“Too much guilt?” he asked, genuinely concerned for her.

She nodded.

“I’m so sorry,” she said again.

He stood and wiped his face with both hands. He ogled her naked body.

“I understand,” he said, and meant it, disappointed but empathetic. “You are a gorgeous woman, and I very much would have loved fucking you until sunrise, but not if you can’t.”

“I’m so, so sorry.”

“Don’t be, Darling. Your husband’s a lucky man.”

He took her into his arms and they hugged, his stiff cock poking her stomach. I was terribly disheartened, but I was much more concerned about her mental wellbeing. This was my fantasy, not hers, and I hated to think she was only doing this for me. I wanted her to want it for herself and clearly, she did not.

He broke the hug and started dressing. Calli did too. They picked up an earlier conversation about work to hide the awkwardness they felt about a failed tryst. Soon they were fully clothed, and Calliope walked him to the door. He handed her a business card and suggested she call if she ever changed her mind again. My wife promised she would. They kissed again and she closed the door, waiting a moment or two before throwing the bolt. She turned to face my hiding spot, and I opened the narrow panel. She hurried to my side. I expected tears but she wasn’t crying.

“It’s okay,” I said, comforting her, wrapping my arms and holding her close. “It’s okay. You don’t want to and you don’t have to. Let’s go home.”

She squeezed me tightly.

“I’m glad you at least gave it a try,” I said. “I understand it’s not your thing, it’s my thing. Don’t feel bad about your decision.”

She squeezed me tightly again and lifted her face to look at me.

“That’s so sweet,” she said, gazing into my eyes. “But you misunderstand. It is my thing. It is very much my thing. I want to do it; I just don’t want him. I don’t want Travis. I want Jesse.”

My temperature rocketed skyward.

“What?”

“Travis is nice,” she said. “Travis is handsome. But Travis lacks fire. Jesse is pure fire. Jesse has a young hard body and a big cast-iron cock. I want to do this. I just want Jesse instead.”

“You said Jesse was too close to home. You worried about complications.”

“Fuck complications,” she chuckled. “If you’re going to cheat on your husband, doesn’t it make sense to cheat with the hottest big-cock stud you can find? I’ll fuck Jesse so well he’ll be careful not to mess things up.”

An inferno raged inside me. My dick, which had wilted at the first sign Calliope had changed her mind, came roaring back to life.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “Jesse always puts in an hour or two on Sundays, all by himself. You wait inside the house by the French window. You can see out but we can’t see in. I’ll fuck that young man’s brains out right in our backyard.”

She was beaming. Thrilled. I realized that the chance our scandal might be discovered actually excited me. Let Jesse slip up and reveal our secret to someone. I found the idea that one of our friends or neighbors might find out both frightening and exciting.


Chapter 11

I paced. Jesse was carefully placing pavers against the concrete they’d poured days ago. The young man is precise and meticulous, with great attention to detail. He was working in the area he and his crew typically used to hose down at the end of the day. I paused to look out the window. He was shirtless, working in the summer heat.

Calliope came down the stairs wearing a light pink see-through teddy. She had purchased that thing as a surprise for me on our honeymoon all those years ago. Now, she wore it for him. I gasped. She was stunning. Mouthwatering.

“Do you think he’ll like my outfit?” she asked, eyes dancing with mischief.

I opened my mouth to answer but only a dry croak came out. She laughed with delight.

“I’ll be fucking him and you at the same time,” she chuckled. “But only he will be touching me.”

I groaned. She giggled. She stepped close and I tried to kiss her, but she danced out of reach. She stepped close again, cupping my balls through my sweatpants.

“I’m already soaked,” she purred. “I can’t stop thinking about his cock. I love that he’s so much bigger than you. It turns me on.”

For a woman who’s never done anything like this, she sure was good at pushing my buttons. She reached inside my sweats to pull my erection out.

“You look as ready as me,” she teased. “Maybe someday I’ll put your erection right next to his and we can compare.”

I groaned again.

She left my erection waving in the air and kissed my cheek, heading for the back door. I watched her vanish. I faced the window and soon saw her reappear by the edge of the hanging sheet. She stepped into the secluded area and waited for Jesse to look up. He sensed the presence of another soon enough and lifted his eyes. I read his lips.

Woah.

Calli smiled broadly, clasping her hands behind her back, presenting her tits and pussy like an offering. Her head tilted with a question.

Do you like what you see?

Jesse was on his feet and on the move in an instant. He had a younger man’s lack of restraint and Calliope loved it. She loved his obvious lust and runaway need. He grabbed her shoulders roughly and kissed her fiercely. His calloused hand mauled her breast, twisting the sheer fabric.

I took my cock in hand.

Jesse filled his fist with her teddy and ripped it down the front of her. My wife gasped loud enough for me to hear her through the double-paned glass. He kissed her hard and then lifted a tit to his mouth, sucking ravenously, biting her nipple. She gasped again and started working on his belt buckle. He helped with his free hand and kicked his boots away. They worked together to get his pants down, freeing his big thick cock. He sprang up too, just like Travis had, but Calliope’s reaction was totally different.

My wife’s legs bent at the knees as she crumpled. Both hands brought his stiff cock to her mouth, and she sucked that fat head in, her eyes closed. She stroked a few times but then placed her hands on his hips, balancing herself, allowing the young man to fuck her face. He pulled her hair back because he wanted to see his cock sliding in and out through her red lips.

The sight was life changing. How many times have I craved this exact vision?

Calliope used one hand to stroke his long cock and the other to pull on his ball sack. Jesse tore away the rest of her teddy, freeing both tits. He ran his calloused palms over her smooth, pale flesh, roughly handling her perfect orbs. He pinched her nipples too hard and she flinched but that only made her force more cock down her throat. Her knotted brow was proof of her concentration and determination. She choked on him, far bigger than me, but kept going.

I devoured every detail, my heart rebounding off my ribs. I saw the bulging veins along his shaft, the way his muscles tensed as he pumped her open mouth, the way Calliope leaned in, offering her throat for his pleasure.

Any lingering worry she had that Jesse did not find her attractive, died. The young man was wild for her. He pulled her mouth off his dick, and I loved how she fought him, determined to keep sucking. He tilted his hips, presenting his big erection like a trophy he’d won. My wife actually fucking swooned at the sight of the thing before he rammed it back into her grateful mouth.

I desperately wanted to jack off as I watched but that could be disastrous. Anything could happen. He could prematurely ejaculate and end this wild tryst. She could suddenly change her mind, like she had with Travis, and march in here, horny as fuck and demanding I take care of her. I barely touched my penis, mostly just fingertips so I could feel myself throb.

He withdrew again and she pressed a kiss to the tip of his cock. He squeezed the shaft, forcing a large droplet of milky precum to ooze. My wife pounced, sucking so hard her cheeks dimpled. I groaned. She savored the bead of fluid that had gathered there. She worked his dollop around inside her mouth and then began stroking him. Her lips closed over the head and just like that, she was back to orally worshiping his meat. Jesse placed his hands on her head and closed his eyes, tilting his head back. My wife was savage, attacking him. She played with his balls while one hand stroked and her vacuuming mouth tried to pull the sperm out of him. I prayed she would succeed. I prayed I would get to see it happen.

Then, it did.

Much too soon, in my opinion, but I could not blame the young man. Jesse’s hips bucked and Calliope held on tightly. His hips began to convulse, erratically jerking forward and back. He was erupting, spraying her teeth and tongue with fresh, young, boiling sperm. My wife has never sucked so hard in her life. She gulped his salty load right from the source. He poured himself into her belly, jerking and almost falling. She held his cock in her mouth after he finished, nursing on him, vacuuming out any last drops to let them slide down her throat.

Oh, youth.

Jesse stood with legs spread wide, clearly dazed by his powerful orgasm, but his cock wasn’t finished. He stayed every bit as hard as he had been. When Calliope realized what she’d found, her eyelids fluttered and she sucked harder.

Jesse bent down and swooped my wife into his strong arms. He carried her off the pavers he’d been working on and laid her on our lawn. She opened her legs at him but too slowly. He impatiently grabbed her ankles and split her like a wishbone, his big, curved cock aimed like a weapon at her pussy. Calli lifted her head to stare at the thing and then grabbed him with both hands, pulling him forward. She placed the head at her slit and Jesse flexed his ass, driving that meat spear deep. My wife cried out, arched her back and lifted her hips. I saw his huge ball sack moving closer to her ass until he’d buried almost every inch of his dick. He had more cock than she had pussy, but she ground her hips anyway like she was still hungry for more, despite being stuffed. He began to thrust back and forth. Calli pounded the grass with her fists and then grabbed her big tits, roughly massaging them, tweaking her nipples.

This was everything I hoped it would be and more. I knew I would never forget these images, never forget the look on her face or the sight of his thick dick opening her tight tunnel. I felt tectonic plates shifting deep in my psyche. Calliope loved fucking this young man. She would never again back away from this. I knew in my heart I would watch her get fucked over and over. There was a line of men in our future, waiting with big hard dicks.

Jesse released her ankles to bury her under his body. Calli welcomed Jesse by curling her arms and legs around him, pulling him in and pulling him deeper. She disappeared in a knot of intimacy, kissing and nuzzling as his cock stroked in and out. It was glorious. I watched her toes curl into fists and her back arch as she orgasmed, hard, grinding her pelvis against his. A droplet of precum oozed from my dick. To see Calliope orgasm was pure icing on my cake. His cock did things to her I simply could not. She looked so sexy.

He pulled back until just the head remained inside her and then pushed and pulled her legs until he rolled her over. He took her hips and pulled her to all fours, reaching under to play with her tits while he gradually sheathed his cock in her womb again. She writhed beneath him, overcome by the blissful sensations. He pushed her face into the grass, and she assumed a head down-ass up position, submissively offering her pussy without reservation. She was his to do with as he pleased. He lifted himself higher and deep-stroked her cunt, planting his manhood deep in her belly before dragging it out of her again. Over and over he pumped his cock deep until my wife clawed the grass and shuddered in a second climax. He fucked her all the way through it and then he slowed, leaving his cock buried balls deep. Calli could not stop her rotating hips.


Chapter 12

Movement caught my eye. My head snapped around. Three guys: Trevor, the big burly older guy, and a skinny dude I only saw one other time, all from Jesse’s crew, stood just inside the gate, watching their boss bang the shit out of my wife. Nobody laughed. Nobody even smiled. That’s when it hit me: hanging a sheet for privacy and using our hose to rinse before heading home was nothing more than a ruse. For any other job they would shower at home. For this job, the job with Calliope present, they gambled on getting caught nude.

Well played, lads.

Trevor, the blond with the wiry body and huge dick said something. Jesse and Calliope turned to see and instantly understood. My wife struggled to cover her nakedness, but Jesse had her pinned. He waved some vague instructions at his men and they began to strip. Jesse lifted Calli, turning her so my wife could watch the men take off their clothing. I watched her carefully, looking for signs of reluctance or resistance.

There were no such signs.

One by one Calliope ran her eyes over these now naked men. She shivered with anticipation. The guys played with their cocks while gawking at her and slowly drawing closer. Jesse whispered something in my wife’s ear and Calli nodded almost imperceptibly. Jesse lifted Calli, moving them both as one, keeping his hard cock buried in her. He sat on the grass and leaned way back with his legs spread before him. Calli was crouched, still impaled on his cock when Trevor approached her face, offering his thick pink cock to her mouth. Jesse let her know it was okay and Calli opened wide, accepting Trevor’s dick between her lips while Jesse still owned her cunt. She looked glorious. Two! Two big dicks using her.

I swear I almost fainted. This was far better than anything I ever expected.

Another man, Big Burly, also offered his cock to her mouth, and my wife began splitting her time between them. She started bouncing her ass lightly on Jesse ’s lap, fucking herself on him while sucking both men.

I couldn’t stand the wait. This was too erotic, too exciting. I had to do something. I took my erection in hand and stroked myself slowly, eyes glued to my woman, absorbing every detail. This fantasy come true would fuel my dreams for the rest of my life.

Jesse whispered something again and Calli nodded. He leaned back and Calli rotated on top of him, now riding Jesse cowgirl, leaning over his face to offer her swaying breasts. Jesse sucked and licked those perfect orbs and the men approached her face together, all three this time, pointing their erect penises at her mouth. She greedily sucked them all, stroking with both hands the two she wasn’t sucking at that moment.

I wanted to hear her. I wanted to hear the ways they spoke to her and what they said. I wanted to hear her responses, her moans and gasps. They looked so focused on each other I decided to risk open the French window a crack.

“Give me your cum!” my wife croaked. “Spray it down my throat!”

Sweet Jesus. I don’t know what I was expecting, but I wasn’t expecting that. Calliope had transformed into a blatantly sexual creature. I noticed she spent more time with Trevor’s big dick than she did with the others, and I jerked off faster. If my wife has a big cock fetish, we are going to have a lot of fun for the rest of our marriage.

“I want to fuck her,” Trevor said. “Move away, Jess.”

Calliope didn’t wait for Jesse. She pulled herself up and off his cock, which fell back on his thigh with a wet splat. Trevor got down on the grass and laid on his back, holding his erection upright with one hand. He waved Calli over. My wife straddled him, gazing down on his stiff pillar of man flesh, and lowered herself. We all watched Trevor’s cock head smush and then penetrate. The inches of his rigid meat slowly vanished inside her.

Burly and Skinny offered their dicks for her to suck again. Jesse had other plans. He moved around behind my wife and I held my breath. What was he doing back there? He spat on his fingertips and smeared the head of his slippery cock, and then he crouched behind her. He placed the tip at her asshole. Calli stopped sucking when she felt the first nudge. Her head snapped around to look over her shoulder. She looked worried. Jesse gave her no time to think about it.

“Unnngh!” she groaned as his cock penetrated her puckered hole.

“Put a cock in her mouth too,” Jesse ordered.

Big Burly grabbed her head with both hands and forced his cock so far in, she gagged. Jesse fed more inches through her sphincter and Trevor grabbed her hips and pulled her down onto him. In an instant, my wife was stuffed with cock in every hole. She squealed and writhed but did her best to take them all. Her movements were awkward and inexperienced, but nobody cared. She was handling all their dicks. She made no effort to get away or stop them. It was intense, the most intense thing she’d ever felt, but she didn’t want it to stop. Skinny pawed her hanging tits.

“Mer guwd!” Calliope screeched, orgasming so hard her fingers and toes curled into fists.

Her body shook wildly. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her mouth was stretched around a fat dick just like her pussy and her asshole.

I spurt semen against the French window. I couldn’t hold back. I didn’t orgasm. I just spurt. My body was filled with so much sexual tension, I was so incredibly aroused, that my testicles took it upon themselves to do something about it. I caught myself quickly and got back under control, barely, but I was ready to explode.

Jesse filled his hands with Calli’s butt cheeks and began to slowly pump in and out. Trevor took over fucking Calli from below as my wife was out of her mind, shrieking into Burly’s cock, whimpering and moaning. She’d lost control of her body, suffering either one long crazy intense orgasm or a staggering series of continuous orgasms that would not let her go. Her nipples could have cut glass. Her arms and legs went limp but a cock in every hole was more than enough support. They kept her pinned between them, fucking the life out of her.

Long minutes ticked off. The guys drew incredible pleasure from her body. Skinny started to whine about wanting his turn so Trevor bore down, squeezing her thighs and grinding his cock up inside her body. He soon grimaced and Calli whimpered, feeling the young man explode deep inside, flooding her womb with sperm. I released my cock or risked cumming again. I stared, burning the moment another man ejaculated inside my wife into my memories forever.

After a minute Jesse pulled Calliope up against him, kissing my wife’s lips over her shoulder. He fucked her asshole faster and then pulled out and shoved his cock up her pussy. He pushed her onto all fours and pounded her slippery cunt hard and fast before roaring like a bull elephant and exploding inside her like Trevor had. Jesse grunted and gushed over and over.

“Cum in me!” Calli howled, not that her mouth was free of dick. “Fucking shoot your cum in me!”

Jesse pumped until his balls ran dry.

Good God. My wife now carried sperm from two men.

Skinny moved into position as soon as Jesse started to back away. Skinny wedged himself behind my wife and pushed his cock all the way in, parting the semen she already carried. He was the youngest of the crew and he lasted hardly anytime at all, fucking my wife fast, his hips a blur, until he groaned and erupted. Calli laughed manically, throwing her head back and slamming her hips against his. Burly was quick to shove Skinny away and rammed his cock into her pussy too. He grabbed her hair by the handfuls and pulled her head back, jabbing his cock like he hoped to hurt her, but she was way beyond that. His rigid inches gave her nothing but more pleasure, ripping another orgasm from her before he grunted and doubled over and shook fiercely, inseminating my wife just like all the others. He finished emptying his balls in her and shoved her butt, pushing off and away, rising to stand over her like the other men.

Only Burly’s cock began to deflate.

These men had been working on our home for weeks, drooling over Calli, lusting after my wife. Just her presence was enough to turn them on. Her pretty face and gorgeous body drove their fantasies so that now, with her naked and willing, they stayed hungry for more. Calliope lifted her head to scan the circle of men. She pushed her hair out of her face. She eyed their mostly hard dicks.

“Take me inside,” she said. “Fuck me in the bed I share with my husband. Don’t worry about him. He wants me well fucked.”

The guys all glanced at each other. Smiles spread. I scurried away, not ready to face Jesse and his crew. She’d shared my fantasy with them, and I felt some shame about that. I moved to the kitchen to listen. I heard them all enter the house and head for the master bedroom. I paced the tile for a while, embarrassed that they knew my secret. I heard water running and muffled voices and my curiosity grew. When I could no longer stand the wait, I climbed the stairs too.


Chapter 13

Jesse was the first one I saw clearly. Calli was on her back, on the bed, and he was straddling her chest, his knees planted on the mattress on either side of her head. His cock was a magnificent beast, thick and veiny, hanging down like a heavy rope. Calliope’s hands were busy, grasping his shaft, her mouth opening wide to take the head between her lips. She was gagging slightly as he fed her more, her eyes rolling back in her head. She looked like she was starving for it, her body arching off the mattress to get closer to him.

Trevor was on the bed with them, between her legs and pushing his cock into her pussy, bracing himself with an arm on Jesse’s back. Calli grunted as Trevor worked his thick cock deeper. She was already filled with the sperm from four men, but his girth was still enough to make her gasp. She dropped Jesse’s cock to claw at the sheets, her fingernails digging deep into the fabric. Trevor grabbed her waist with one hand, slowly gaining speed and power as he thrust in and out. She was losing herself to his rhythm, trying to pleasure Jesse’s cock in her mouth but drifting away as Trevor’s fat dick cast a spell over her.

Burly, a mountain of a guy, and Skinny, watched from the sidelines, playing with their dicks. The contrast between Burly’s rugged, hairy body and Skinny’s pale, bony frame, was striking. Skinny dragged his fingernails along the arches of her feet, tickling her, but also adding to her sexual arousal. My wife writhed under their combined attention.

Calliope was truly losing her mind. Her hair was a tangled halo around her face, damp with sweat and water from the brief shower they’d all shared. She muttered incoherently around the dick in her mouth, saying things that made no sense. She reached around and grabbed Jesse’s firm young ass and pulled him forward, forcing more of his cock into her mouth and down her throat. She choked but only pulled harder. Trevor began to long stroke her, bowing his back as he avoided Jesse but managed to get his big dick all the way inside my wife. Burly moved to the side of the bed closest to her face and draped his soft dick across her forehead, but Jesse shoved him away.

“Wait your turn,” Jesse snarled.

My wife giggled with delight to have men quarreling over their chance with her. She reached for Burly and took his cock in hand, jerking the man as she sucked Jesse. Skinny told Trevor to hurry up and cum so he could have a chance and Calliope spread her legs wider. Trevor ignored Skinny, taking his time with the older woman who had made him jerk off so many times over the last few weeks.

Jesse’s cock had risen again, and he now fed his hanging balls to my wife’s open mouth. He dragged them across her lips and tongue.

“Arty’s right,” Jesse said. “Hurry and cum, Trevor. I want more of that sweet pussy too.”

Trevor pumped his hips faster, working towards climax.

I watched, mesmerized. My wife was unraveling. These men could not get enough of her, and she could not get enough of them. She lifted her hips to help Trevor orgasm, and it worked. The young man sucked air and then drove his cock deep. He groaned over and over, pumping out youthful sperm.

“She’s squeezing me,” he groaned and I knew exactly what he meant.

Skinny, who I now knew was named Arty, tried to wait until Trevor finished but grew too impatient. He pushed his friend away while Trevor’s big dick was still spewing. I saw the last few spurts fly from the tip and land on Calli’s stomach. Arty took Trevor’s place between her legs and shoved his dick in, covering her tainted belly with a corner of the sheet.

“Squeeze his cock like you did mine,” Trevor said. “Let’s see how long the virgin lasts.”

“Not anymore,” Arty snapped.

He immediately groaned. Calliope was clamping her pussy around the young man like a warm wet, velvet fist. Arty thrust quickly, trying to get as much fucking in as he could before she made him ejaculate. He tried to hold back his orgasm but easily crumpled, hips jerking as he emptied his balls in her. He started to collapse on top of my wife, but Jesse growled at him to get the fuck out of the way, which he did, shuddering as he pulled his dick out of her. Jesse walked his knees around to the end of the bed and came up between her legs.  Calli lifted her head to watch him approach, drawing her legs back to open her pussy to him.

“Put it in you,” he said, offering her his hard dick.

She grabbed his cock and pulled it down to her opening. She pulled harder, drawing him into her. She softly gasped as he slid deeper and leaned over her body. They kissed and she curled her legs around his waist, locking him in. They stopped kissing and she looked at Burly, beckoning him closer. He moved in, dropping his soft cock into her waiting mouth. Calliope slid a hand down to rub her clit, sucking one dick while fucking another. She would orgasm, again, soon. So would Jesse, filling my wife’s womb with another flood of sperm. I feared if I even touched my dick I would explode. I’d been hard for so long my cock and balls ached. Trevor finally noticed me watching and waved me into the room.

“You should fuck her too,” he suggested. “She should have every man in the place, even you.”

I stepped closer. Jesse was thrusting hard now, pursuing a massive climax. Calli was lifting her hips to meet every thrust, helping him to get there. My wife noticed me in the room and pushed Burly’s cock out of her mouth.

“Turn me over,” she croaked. “Fuck me from behind while I suck my husband. Come here, Baby. Bring me that hard dick.”

This was my dream come true. After a lifetime of wanting, I had received everything I’d ever imagined. Calliope was a far more sexual creature than either of us ever realized and I knew today was merely the start of an unpredictable erotic adventure.

I brought my erection closer to my wife’s eager lips.


Chapter 14

The air in the room carried the unmistakably scent of sex, sweat, and the musk of male exertion. It clung to our bedroom walls, it was slowly stirred by the ceiling fan, it soaked into our blankets and sheets. I stood at the edge of the bed. My heart hammered a frantic rhythm against my ribs and my cock pulsated in time. Calliope waited for me with an open mouth.

Extreme arousal held my body in a fierce grip, a coiled spring aching for release. Calliope looked drunk on cock, blissfully saturated with sperm. Our bedroom was a disaster. A chaotic, beautiful mess of arms and legs and bare asses, of naked flesh and hanging dicks. Jesse continued his slow in and out, pumping his cock into my wife right in front of me and grinning about it.

Calliope was the center of this salacious universe, sprawled across our bed, her body glistening, her expression changing into a slight grimace each time Jesse buried himself fully in her. She looked wrecked, but in the most delicious way possible. Her hair was a dark, tangled halo around her face, damp with perspiration, her own and theirs, and her skin was flushed a rosy pink that seemed to glow from within.

She waited for my dick, like I was one of the guys.

Burly dropped into the chair I use every morning to put on my socks and shoes. His bare, sweaty, hairy ass smashed a pile of Calliope’s panties, forgotten clean laundry not yet put away. Arty moved around the bed to get a better view of Jesse’s thick cock sliding in and out. Trevor smiled at me.

“Your wife is so fucking fine,” he said. “We leave here every day raving about how hot she is and how much we’d love to fuck her. This is so cool. This gig has been the best job ever.”

I sent my gaze back to my wife. She reached a greedy hand for my cock.

“Tell me her phone number,” Trevor said. “I’ll remember it. Me and Jesse can send her pictures of the cocks she loves. You guys can call us when she needs a hard fuck again.”

My mind was on fire. What Trevor suggested guaranteed Calli would be fucked regularly, right in front of me. No hiding in small closets or spying from across the room.

“I’ll make sure you have it before you leave,” I said.

Something was shifting inside me. I reached for her chin, eager to feel her hot mouth wrapped around me, but I hesitated. I wanted to join the rotation, to be one of the men ravaging her. It was an instinctual need, a primal urge to be part of the pack. But some insistent voice was demanding I listen.

I’m not one of the guys.

Calliope whimpered and stretched her neck, trying to reach my hard dick. My wife was intoxicated, high on lust. She didn’t care that it was her husband’s dick. She only cared that it was a hard dick.

Jesse’s relentless thrusting had her inching towards another orgasm. I watched her expression change. I saw her focus on me fade, pull away and refocus on the intense pleasure growing between her legs. Her ass lifted, helping him plow deep. She began to moan. I was watching him slowly bring her to climax, and that’s exactly what I was there to do.

I realized something profound at that moment.

I wasn't there to join in. I was there to witness. This had started as my fantasy but only because she was unaware of her own. Now we know better. I wanted to watch, and she wanted to be watched. She wanted her husband to see the dirty slut she’d kept hidden all her life. That girl was free now, and I was the privileged observer.

The realization hit me hard, yet it only heightened my excitement. It was a shift in perspective that unlocked a whole new level of eroticism for me. Being the voyeur. Being the husband who stands back and lets the world see how much his wife can take, and how much she loves it. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through me.

“Nevermind,” I said.

I retreated a step, letting my hand fall to my side, and found myself a spot just a few feet away. It was the perfect vantage point. I saw everything. I watched the way her muscles rippled across her body as Jesse thrust into her from behind. I saw the sheer size of him as he pulled back, glistening with her fluids, the crown of his erection stretching her wide before he buried himself again.

I started to stroke myself slowly, savoring the sight before me. I watched, mesmerized, as Calliope closed her eyes and buried her face in our bed, wailing and orgasming hard.

This was how it should be.

Calli and I would make love once these other men were gone. We’d kiss and fall asleep and wake up to a ravenous breakfast. We’d talk and go about our lives, closer and more in love than ever before. Then, when the mood returned, and it would always return, we’d call Jesse or Trevor and invite them back for more.

She opened her inebriated eyes and tried to find me. Jesse was thrusting faster now, his own orgasm building. Calli smiled weakly, seeming to understand my reluctance to join the other men.

“Fuck!” Jesse hissed. “She’s squeezing my cock. Her pussy is gripping—”

That’s all he managed. Calliope was using her favorite trick on him, milking the sperm right out of his balls. My wife and I shared an intimate gaze, her eyes locked on mine, as she coaxed his load out of him. He threw his head back and roared as he gushed, but my wife never took her eyes off me.

End.
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