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Chapter 1 
 
    Lord, I was tired. Bone tired. But if we were going to gain enough points to qualify for the state championship, we needed to hit as many rodeos as possible this month. I’d driven all night, through the unbroken monotony of the Texas Panhandle, but now we were finally here. Surprisingly, the fairgrounds were well-marked and, arriving early, we had our pick of spots to set up our portable corral.  
 
    Our winnings from the rodeo in New Mexico would more than pay for our entry fees for tonight’s event, and if our luck held, we might actually leave town with a tidy little sum. Provided, that is, that I caught my calf and tied it fast enough and Elizabeth didn’t knock over a barrel. 
 
    Putting the truck in park, I killed the engine and glanced over at my wife, curled up in the passenger seat, fast asleep. Her long legs were tucked adorably under her perfect little butt, just a hint of her tiny socks peeking out from under the cutoff shorts she always wore when we were driving. Her fiery auburn hair framed her gorgeous, pale face as her chest rose and fell in an even cadence. Even after five years of marriage, I was still fascinated with my petite young wife. 
 
    For just a moment, I watched her sleeping, regretting that we hadn’t had any time for one another in the last few days. Maybe tonight…  
 
    We had been high school sweethearts who married young, just out of school. We met when we were both 16, two skinny farm kids, both into horses and rodeo. The attraction was immediate and strong and blatantly obvious to everyone around us. Our friends in school would hum the wedding march every time we walked past. We gave a new meaning to the word inseparable, doing everything together. Well, almost everything. 
 
    Both of us needed some time to work up the courage to take that final step. There had been plenty of passionate kissing, and hands had roamed on more than one occasion, but we also stopped short of full-on sex. But ultimately, our need for each other overcame our shyness, and one spring evening, parked in a hayfield under the stars, after half a bottle of sparkling wine drunk from red plastic cups, we had given our virginities to each other on a soft blanket laid out in the bed of my rusty old pickup. It was the most beautiful night of my life, and Elizabeth felt the same way. I proposed to her the next day and we had been together since then.  
 
    Neither of us had ever been with anyone else. In my case, even if the opportunity had presented itself, no woman could ever compete with Lizzie for my affections. She was my world, my soul-mate, a beautiful, sweet goddess whom I worshipped with every fiber of my being. I loved her with an incandescent intensity. 
 
    Lizzie was a little flirty. Always had been. It wasn’t even intentional; it was just who she was. She laughed and batted her eyes, and very much enjoyed the attention this brought her. In my heart, I knew it didn’t mean anything. She never showed the slightest interest in taking things further than flirting, and I trusted her implicitly. But there were times when, watching her touch some other man’s arm or laugh at one of his jokes, I felt a little shiver of excitement run down my spine. I didn’t dwell on it or really even think about it, but it was there, deep down. I liked her flirting. 
 
    The honk of a car horn abruptly jolted me back into the present, and I blinked, shaking my head to clear it. Beside me, Elizabeth seemed oblivious to the jarring noise, still sleeping soundly. It was a crying shame to disturb this vision of feminine beauty, but we had things to take care of, so I reached over and gently shook her awake. “Baby, wake up. We’re here.” 
 
    Her blue eyes fluttered open and then focused on mine as a smile played across her full lips. “Hi, Sweetie!” she said warmly, stretching both arms above her head, innocently silhouetting her smallish breasts beneath her t-shirt, “What time is it?” 
 
    “About 6 o’clock,” I answered, tearing my eyes from her divine chest. “You want to go get our numbers, while I unload the horses?” 
 
    “Sure thing. Just point me in the right direction,” she said as she opened her door and slipped on her boots. “Are we going to the dance tonight?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Baby. I’m really bushed from driving all night,” I complained. I got out and closed my door. She knew I hated to dance. 
 
    “Well then I suggest you try to grab some shut-eye between now and then, Mister,” Elizabeth threatened playfully with her hands on her hips, “Otherwise, I might have to find someone else to go with!”  
 
    With a little giggle, she twirled on her heel and bounced off to the announcer’s booth, her magnificent ass swaying seductively with each step. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    When the dust had settled that night, Elizabeth and I had both won buckles in our events and our wallets were just a little bit thicker. Back at the trailer, we fed the horses and went into the living quarters that were the front half of the trailer to clean up before heading to the rodeo dance.  
 
    When the chores were finished, Elizabeth got in the shower while I finished shining our boots. Once the boots were buffed to a brilliant shine, I laid out my jeans and shirt, then brushed the dust off my black hat while I waited. Suddenly feeling playful, I decided to join her in the trailer’s tiny shower stall. 
 
    She giggled as she felt me squeeze in behind her. “Bill!” she squealed, “You’re going to make us late!” 
 
    “Come on, Baby! It’s been almost a week,” I implored as I started to soap her perfect little titties. “Why don’t we stay in tonight? We’ll go dancing tomorrow night.” 
 
    “Uh-uh, cowboy,” she scolded coyly, “that’s the third time in a row I’ve heard that line! This little lady wants to shake her moneymaker tonight!” 
 
    As my wandering hands found their way to her neatly trimmed little bush, I pressed a soapy digit between her slippery folds and began to finger her tight little hole. I felt my manhood stiffen against her round little butt and made one last appeal, “Please! Baby, you’re killing me! I need you so bad!”  
 
    Twisting to face me, she reached between my legs and grasped my now fully erect penis in one hand. With the other, she began to slowly run her fingernails over my scrotum.  
 
    “Oh, you poor thing!” she teased as I twitched in her hand, “Does someone have a case of blue balls?” 
 
    “Oh God, yes! Please, Baby? There are some condoms in the medicine cabinet. It’ll only take a second, I swear! Just wait right here!” 
 
    “Nope!” She laughed, sticking out her tongue as she suddenly pushed me out of the shower, “No pussy for you until I get to go dancing!” 
 
      
 
    There were two kinds of cowboys in the room when I walked into the dance hall with Lizzie on my arm an hour later: those who openly stared and those who tried to hide it. More than one gawking man fell victim to a well-aimed slap from his significant other that night. Not that I could really blame them. Elizabeth could have given a dead man a boner.  
 
    Her deep-red, perfectly coiffed hair framed her flawless face beneath her black Stetson. A white button-up shirt was carefully tied above her belly button, accentuating her perfect, braless, little breasts while providing a delicious view of her flat, toned tummy. A flared denim skirt hugged her rounded hips, stopping mid-thigh to showcase impossibly long legs ending in a brand-new pair of Tony Lama boots. The overall effect was exquisite. She was easily the most attractive woman in the room. 
 
    As soon as we were inside, I went to get us a couple of beers. As I was standing in line, I saw my wife heading to the dance floor with a cowboy in a plaid shirt. She really loved to dance and it wasn’t unusual for her to dance with several other guys when we went out. I was the one who always took her home, so it really didn’t bother me. Once I had our drinks, I found one of the empty tables along the wall and waited for my wife to reappear. 
 
    When the song ended, I saw Elizabeth moving through the crowd looking for me and stood up, waving to get her attention. Spotting me, she waved back, an enormous smile on her face, and started toward me. It wasn’t until she had almost reached me that I realized that she was bringing her dance partner along. And looking up, I realized that I knew him. The man who had been dancing with my wife was none other than Lance Corbin, the bronc rider. Just what I needed! 
 
    I didn’t really have anything against Lance. He was friendly enough and a damn good cowboy. In fact, he too had won a buckle tonight. And Lance was always a perfect gentleman around us. He pulled his weight and was more than willing to lend a hand if you needed help. It’s just that, well, the kid could be awfully impressed with himself at times. 
 
    Now don’t get me wrong, rodeo is no sport of shrinking violets. More than once, I’ve heard it said that the reason cowboys drive pickup trucks is so that they can haul their egos around with them! But Lance took this to a whole new level. In addition to being a self-proclaimed “bronc stomper” who could “outdrink any man alive”, he also considered himself to be quite the ladies’ man. Rumor had it, he had bedded half of the barrel racers on the circuit and more than a few of the queen contestants. Lance was what we called a “poon hound”. Not exactly the first man I would’ve chosen for my wife’s dance partner! 
 
    To make matters worse, Lance was built like the proverbial brick shithouse. His broad shoulders and muscular limbs made him stand out in any crowd. Add to this a face like Steve McQueen and a crooked, infectious smile, and even I had to admit that the man was a beefcake. 
 
    Lance’s father had passed away a few years ago, leaving him a 5000 acre ranch in Texas, along with an undisclosed fortune in oil revenue. So, while the rest of us were rushing from rodeo to rodeo, trying to make ends meet, Lance had it made in the shade. Rodeo was a hobby for him, and he liked to pursue that hobby in style, with first-rate tack and a twin-engine private plane that he piloted himself. It was no wonder the girls were throwing their panties at him. 
 
    For her part, Elizabeth had always liked Lance and would hear nothing ill said of the man. She dismissed the rumors of his extracurricular activities as being highly unlikely or excused them with statements like “boys will be boys” or “he just hasn’t found the right woman yet”. And when I brought up my concerns about him hitting on her, she had laughed at me outright. “You have nothing to worry about, Sweetie! I get all the loving I need right here at home with you!” And now, she was bringing the guy to our table. Perfect! 
 
    “Hi Sweetie!” Elizabeth chirped as she leaned in to kiss my cheek, “You know Lance, don’t you?” 
 
    “Sure! How’s it going, Lance? Man, you sure made one hell of a ride today! Congratulations!” 
 
    “Thanks man! You did pretty well yourself. Hope you don’t mind me dancing with Elizabeth,” Lance said nervously. “She said you’d be okay with it.” 
 
    “No problem,” I said. “She knows dancing’s not really my thing. So she keeps an eye out for other victims.” 
 
    Laughing dutifully at my little joke, he seemed to relax. 
 
    “Don’t you have a date tonight? What’s the deal?” I kidded. 
 
    “I was actually planning on bringing Carol Ann,” he explained, “but she cut it a little close coming around that third barrel and had to go to the ER for stitches on her knee. I was actually thinking maybe I should just call it a night and go back to the motel.” 
 
    “You’ll do no such thing,” Lizzie insisted. “It’s bad luck not to properly celebrate after winning a buckle, and besides, you’d actually be doing Bill a favor by staying here and dancing with me. Isn’t that right, Bill?” she demanded. 
 
    “Sure, pull up a chair,” I offered, trying my best to sound sincere. 
 
    What the hell was I supposed to say? My original plan had been to spend just enough time at the dance to get my wife in the mood, then take her back to our trailer and get my fuck on. Instead, I was stuck making small talk with Lance Corbin. And now that she had a willing dance partner, I was pretty sure my wife was going to stay put until they kicked us out of here.  
 
    As the night progressed, my prediction proved partially correct. I was indeed stuck in the dance hall, but at no point did it become necessary for me to make small talk with Lance. Except for the occasional trip back to our table to grab a drink, my wife kept him on the dance floor the entire time. 
 
    At first, I was relieved. I could sit quietly, left to my own thoughts and sip my beer as I admired my gorgeous wife swaying seductively to the music. The band played a mix of two-steps and waltzes and she really was quite stunning, dancing in the arms of this young Adonis and beaming happily at me over his shoulder. I had to admit, they made a good looking couple, moving fluidly against each other in perfect time to the music. But, with each successive dance, the distance between them seemed to close until they were dancing cheek to cheek.  
 
    A frown creased my brow as I began to study them more closely. Her tiny hand stroked his muscular back. They turned and glided elegantly across the floor. Some unheard remark from him brought the peals of her laughter to my ears. She blushed, molding her body to his as they danced on.  
 
    Occasionally, his hand would seem to stray down her slender back to brush her ass, but never lingered long enough to cause me any real concern. Once I thought I saw Elizabeth run her hand over the back of his tight jeans and felt a sharp stab of jealousy. But, when I saw them again, her hand rested innocently in the center of his broad back. 
 
    I thought about cutting in, but I didn’t want to be an ass. After all, I had encouraged him to dance with her and maybe it wasn’t intentional. Hell, maybe I was imagining things. We had been drinking, after all. But as I pondered the best course of action, I couldn’t help but notice my wife grinding subtly against him. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, her hips moved up and down along his thigh, gliding along him. 
 
    When they turned with his back facing me, my wife lifted her head from his shoulder and stared straight into my eyes, biting her lip. I’d seen that look a million times… she was getting aroused! Enough was enough! It was time to retrieve my wife.  
 
    Maintaining eye contact with her, I stood up, intending to cut in, when the strangest thing happened… 
 
    I was still 15 feet away from them when my wife’s eyes suddenly shot open. With an audible gasp, she took a stumbling step backwards from Lance.  
 
    “Oh! I.. I’m so sorry, Lance! But I… we have to go now!” she stuttered as she hurried toward me. “Thanks so much for the dance! Umm, see ya around!”  
 
    And snatching my hand, she pulled me through the door into the cold night air. 
 
    “Baby! What the hell just happened?” I demanded. “Why did we have to leave so damned quick?” 
 
    “Oh my God, Bill!” She croaked. “Not here, Sweetie! Just get me back to the trailer, and I’ll explain everything!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    I don’t remember ever seeing Lizzie walk so quickly. It had taken us a good 10 minutes to walk across the fairgrounds from our rig to the dance hall earlier. We now covered the same distance in half the time. When we reached the trailer, she ushered me inside, closed and bolted the door, and leaned back against it, her face flushed and breasts heaving as she fought to compose herself. 
 
    “All right, Baby! Tell me!” I pressed. “What was that all about? What happened?” 
 
    “Sweetie, it wasn’t my fault!” 
 
    “What wasn’t your fault?” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to… I didn’t realize…”she uttered, shaking her head. “God, Baby, please don’t be mad!” 
 
    “Mad? Baby, I’m not mad. I love you. Just take a deep breath and tell me what happened.” Concerned, I knelt in front of her and stroked her hand softly. “Come on, Baby, you can tell me anything.” 
 
    “You really won’t be mad?” She entreated, her big blue eyes now filled with tears. 
 
    “Of course not, silly! Now, let’s hear it. What’s all the fuss about?” 
 
    “Well, I was dancing with Lance and I was looking at you, when all of a sudden I bumped into it! I… I didn’t mean to dance that close to him. I didn’t even realize I had done that to him. I certainly didn’t mean to, honest!” She rambled. “Oh God! You hate me now, don’t you? I’m so sorry, Bill! I didn’t mean to!”  
 
    And then the tears came, rolling down her cheeks in giant, crystalline droplets. Standing up, I pressed her to me, kissing her cheeks as I stroked her hair.  
 
    “No, Baby! I don’t hate you! I could never hate you! I love you! You’re my everything!”  
 
    Wiping the tears from her eyes, I kissed her again.  
 
    “It’s all right, Lizzie. I swear. But I still don’t understand. What do you mean you ‘bumped into it’?” 
 
    “Well… I bumped into it. His… his thingy. You know.” 
 
    “You mean his penis? Good grief, Sweetie, as many men as you have danced with, this surely isn’t the first time this has happened to you!” I said, laughing. 
 
    “But… But you don’t understand. He was hard, so hard!” She protested, displeased that I wasn’t taking this as seriously as she thought I should. 
 
    “Well, I should think so! After all, he was dancing with the hottest woman in the tri-state area,” I teased her. “So you gave him a boner. I don’t see what the big deal is.” 
 
    “That’s just it, Mr. Smarty-Pants!” she exclaimed, now getting aggravated at me. “It was a very big deal! Huge!”  
 
    “You mean…?” 
 
    “Let’s just say Lance is the perfect name for him! Because that’s what it felt like!” Finished, she stood with her arms crossed, glaring defiantly at me. 
 
    I stood staring at her, my mouth open, as I thought about what she was telling me. A minute ago, I thought the whole situation was funny, but this somehow changed things. I was no longer dealing with a laughable case of girlish prudishness. She had been shocked to feel his manhood, but rather by the sheer size of his manhood. I felt intimidated and jealous, but also strangely excited. 
 
    “And that’s why you ran away?” I asked softly. “Because of how big he was?” 
 
    “Yeah. I mean, I guess that’s why,” she whispered, suddenly shy again. “It’s just that…” 
 
    “Go on, Lizzie. Tell me, Baby,” I murmured, stroking her ear with the back of my hand. “Why did you need to get away from him?” 
 
    “It’s just that…umm, well… I sorta… liked it,” she breathed, looking at her boots. “For just a second, I leaned into him and felt him against me, and I liked it…” 
 
    “Why, Elizabeth? What did you like about it?” I asked breathlessly. 
 
    “I liked that I had done that to him. I liked that he was hard and that he was big. And that he wanted me,” she answered, then suddenly realized what she had said. “Oh God! I’m so sorry, Bill!” 
 
    “It’s okay, Baby, I understand,” I reassured her, pulling her to me in a tight embrace. 
 
    Suddenly, her eyes flashed open and she bit her lip to keep from smiling. “Bill,” she asked softly, raising an eyebrow, “why do you have a woody?!” 
 
    Surprised, I looked down and quickly took a step backwards, instinctively covering my crotch with my hands. I hadn’t even realized, but she was right. I was hard. It was absurd. Here I was consoling my wife, listening to her talk about another man’s cock, and I had an erection!! I was instantly embarrassed. “Umm, I don’t… I mean…” I stammered. “Honestly, Lizzie, I have no idea! I’m sorry, Baby, I…” 
 
    With the cutest grin, she took a quick step forward, knocking my hands away as she grabbed me by the belt buckle. She began to grind her pelvis forcibly into mine and kissed me passionately. She came up on her tiptoes and placed her lips to my ear as her little hands worked to open my belt. “I think I can guess,” she breathed sultrily. “You like the thought of me making another guy hard, you naughty man!”  
 
    And with that, she dropped to her knees in front of me, taking my jeans and underwear with her. My 6 inch cock sprang free, slapping wetly against my stomach, as hard as an iron bar in front of her. With an audible moan, she immediately engulfed me with her scalding-hot mouth. Her hands grasped my heavy balls, her nails playing seductively across my scrotum, causing a shiver of excitement to shoot up my spine. I groaned as her tongue teased the underside of my shaft, descending rapidly downwards to flick at my aching balls as she took my entire length. Then suddenly, she withdrew from me and nibbled her way back up to the tip, swabbing the head and playfully lashing the hole in the end with her hot little tongue, capturing the pre-cum that now flowed from me. I couldn’t believe this was happening! 
 
    Elizabeth had never really been a fan of fellatio. It wasn’t that she never blew me, but it wasn’t something she had ever really been passionate about. But tonight, something was different. In five years of marriage she had never serviced me like this. It was incredible. She was like a woman possessed. Sucking and tugging at me with an urgency that made my head spin, she cupped and kneaded my bloated testicles as she pleasured my throbbing member. My dick was so hard it hurt.  
 
    And then suddenly, an image flashed through my head of my wife doing this to Lance. Oh my God! My beautiful Lizzie on her knees in front of his chiseled form, worshipping his oversized member. A pang of jealousy shot through me, causing my heart to beat faster. She was mine! No way did I want that arrogant bastard touching her! But at the same time, a familiar tingle began to work its way through my swollen balls, and I realized there was something about the thought that excited me. I gritted my teeth, trying to force these obscene thoughts from my mind, and concentrated on my wife’s lips around my cock. My cock! Not Lance’s! I reminded myself that I was no longer thinking about that, as I fought to stave off my impending orgasm.  
 
    My hands found the back of her head and, winding my fingers in her beautiful red hair, I pulled her down onto my shaft, craving the intense warmth of her mouth. Looking down at my beautiful wife, kneeling between my legs, I saw that the knot at the front of her shirt had come loose. I found myself wondering how many of the cowboys at the dance tonight had watched that little knot while she danced, praying that it would come undone like this. It had certainly crossed Lance’s mind, I realized with a shiver. Bending down, I flicked the thin shirt from her narrow shoulders, exposing her twin peaches, and whispered, “Let me see them, Lizzie.” 
 
    With an excited whimper, she clenched her shoulder blades together and thrust her chest out at me, letting the shirt fall to her slender waist. Her small breasts jutted out lewdly from her ribcage, rippling gently as she worked on my cock, her nipples swollen and diamond-hard with excitement. I bet Lance would have killed to see her this way… I suddenly needed to have them, to touch them, taste them. I needed to be between her long legs, inside her, to make her mine. In a supreme act of willpower, I stepped back and pulled my hypersensitive penis away from her. Protesting, she shuffled forward on her knees, trying to take me in her greedy little mouth again. 
 
    “No Baby!” I shook my head. “On the bed now, Baby,” I smiled down at her. “My turn!” 
 
    Wearing her best pouty face, she crossed her arms over her chest and stuck her tongue out at me. My God, she was cute! Then, up she hopped and moved toward the bed as I went to fetch a condom from the medicine cabinet. I returned just in time to see her shimmy out of her tight skirt, her lovely flared hips moving seductively side to side. Looking at me, she bent, stiff legged, to slide her sopping wet panties down those gloriously long legs of hers. As she crawled onto the cool sheets, she looked back over her shoulder at me, pleading in her eyes.  
 
    “Come on, Baby,” she implored, “I need you.” 
 
    Rolling onto her back, she raised her legs, knees together, then suddenly let them fall apart. Her pale, long legs akimbo, she spread herself wide, flashing me the damp little patch of dark fur between them. Raising her butt off the sheets, she held out her hand, beckoning me to take my place in her lap. I couldn’t help but groan at this glorious sight of female arousal. And a small voice in the back of mind told me that this was because of Lance. 
 
    Stopping at the edge of the bed, I tore the package open with my teeth and began to roll the condom down my steely shaft when a strange sound made me look up. To my amazement, I saw that Elizabeth was playing with herself. She’d always been too shy to touch herself in front of me, but now she was unabashedly stroking her weeping slit as she waited for me to join her. I had never seen her so excited before, legs spread wide as her tiny hands explored her hungry little pussy, her hips involuntarily rolling upwards off the mattress, seeking contact, desperate to extinguish the flames of desire burning within her. And deep down, I knew that it wasn’t all my doing. 
 
    I eased myself onto the bed and, pushing her hands away, ran my tongue slowly along her puffy slit, tasting her arousal. My fingers stroked her bush, playing through the wiry hair that surrounded her hole. 
 
    “No Bill!” Elizabeth pleaded. “Not tonight… ooohhh… I need… Oh God!... need your cock!”  
 
    Ignoring her, I fluttered across her opening with my tongue, moving ever closer to her clit, only to abandon it at the last minute to plant kisses along the insides of her trembling thighs. Again and again, I teased her like this, bringing her to a frenzied state of arousal. She whined in protest each time and thrust her sex up at me. Finally, I took her little button carefully between my teeth and lashed it with my tongue, tearing a screaming orgasm from her before crawling up to lie between her outspread legs. 
 
    “Hey Babe!” I teased, kissing her. “Did you miss me?” 
 
    “Oh fuck, Bill,” she moaned as her tiny hands found my hardness, “I need you inside me!” With that, she split herself on the head of my cock, sheathing me in her snug warmth as she took me all the way to the root. It was like sticking my dick into a vat of hot butter. She was wetter and warmer than ever before and I loved it. 
 
    “God, Baby,” I murmured with a grin as I pulled back and then thrust myself up once more into her wetness, “what’s gotten into you?!” But we both knew. 
 
    “Unghh!” she grunted, arching her back as I penetrated her. “Oh fuck! Oh Baby! I don’t know either! I can’t believe how much I need it right now! Oh shit! Fuck me, please!” 
 
    I mauled her cone-shaped breasts, worshipping their delicate perfection, showering them with kisses and lightly chewing her angry little nipples as she gasped against my ear. I quickly rubbed the palms of my hands across the hard little points, then swept my hands downward along her trim white waist to grasp a firm butt cheek in each hand. My balls boiled as I pulled her to me, forcing myself into her tight hole until our pubic bones kissed, and ground against her, stimulating her clitoris as I reveled in the raspy feel of her pubic hair against me. 
 
    “I think we both know why you’re so excited tonight!” I taunted her as I began to saw in and out of her. She had teased me with it earlier and now it was time for a little payback. 
 
    “No… no… don’t!” she whined as she mashed her pelvis up at me. “You can’t…!” 
 
    “You’re thinking about Lance’s big cock, aren’t you, Baby?” I pressed as I increased my thrusting. 
 
    “N… noooo! Please, Sweetie!” 
 
    “You’re fantasizing about another man’s penis while your husband is inside you!” I hissed as I pounded her even harder, my own words suddenly filling me with intense jealousy. “I’ll bet you wish this was his cock instead of mine, don’t you?” I yelled, my balls churning with need.  
 
    “Oh my God!” Elizabeth shrieked, grasping my butt and pulling me deeper as her entire body went rigid. Throwing back her head, she thrust her wonderful titties up into my face, the pale skin of her chest flushing a deep crimson as she orgasmed explosively around my dick, her vice-like grip around my cock triggering my own release while she clawed my pumping ass. 
 
    My orgasm was like no other I had ever known. It seemed to start at my toes and shoot up my legs to my crotch, where my penis swelled even more and then exploded, spitting long, powerful spurts of semen into the condom that I wore. It seemed to come from my very soul and go on and on forever, so intense that it was excruciating. I groaned and shook as I spurted, grinding myself desperately into her snug, wet sex as we writhed against each other, both unable to speak. 
 
    I lay between her beautiful legs for some time afterwards, before I regained enough strength to make my way into the bathroom to dispose of the condom. When I returned, she started to speak. “Baby, I’m…” she started, but I silenced her with a kiss. We would need to talk about what had happened here, talk long and hard, but I wanted us both to be awake and clearheaded for that discussion. 
 
    “Tomorrow,” I said, stroking her cheek tenderly. Then, I turned out the light and instantly fell asleep with my wife in my arms. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    The next morning, I was up before daybreak. Once the horses were fed and the portable stalls put back on the trailer, we loaded our gear, filled the hay nets for the horses, and said our farewells to the other contestants. There was another rodeo two weeks later in a town about 75 miles south of here that we needed to make to collect a few more points, and we would probably see a lot of these people there. I briefly wondered if Lance would be there, then shook the thought out of my head. Neither of us mentioned the events of last night as we double-checked the trailer. There would be time enough for that once we were on the road. 
 
    Ten minutes later, as the sun was peeking over the horizon in the east, I turned the truck onto the highway and set the cruise control. Looking over at Lizzie, I could tell she was nervous. Her knees were drawn up and her hands fidgeted in her lap as she stared down the road, chewing absentmindedly on her lip. 
 
    “So, last night…” I began hesitantly. 
 
    Lizzie jumped like she had just touched a hotwire fence, her wide eyes leaping up to meet mine before shyly focusing on the floorboard of the truck. “Yeah,” she whispered. 
 
    “Lizzie, last night was incredible’” I continued, “the best sex we’ve ever had.”  
 
    “Yeah,” she giggled, somewhat relieved, “I guess it was pretty amazing!” 
 
    “So, tell me. What was going on with you? I mean, I’ve never seen you like that!”  
 
    She was silent, chewing her lip, eyes still firmly fixed on the floor.  
 
    “Please, Baby. Because whatever caused it, we need to bottle some of that! We’d be millionaires!” I kidded, trying to keep the mood light. 
 
    “I don’t know, Baby. Just everything,” she deflected, shrugging her shoulders slightly. “You just really turned me on yesterday. You were hot, okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” I ceded with a chuckle, “but why yesterday? Why not last week or last month?” 
 
    Now, she was really starting to squirm. “I don’t know, it was just…” 
 
    “So it had nothing to do with Lance and his big cock?” I interrupted. 
 
    “Bill! I’m a happily married woman!” 
 
    “That’s not an answer, Elizabeth!” I stopped her. “Look me in the eye and tell me you weren’t turned on by him. Tell me that’s not what got you wound up last night.” I invited. 
 
    “But I’m not… we’re not supposed to…” she pleaded, her eyes never leaving the floor. I could see the conflict within her etched on her beautiful pale face. “I don’t know… I mean… it wouldn’t be right to…” 
 
    “It’s alright, Liz,” I came to her rescue, “it was the same for me…” My voice trailed off at the end, my eyes staring straight ahead as I struggled to swallow. Why was I suddenly getting nervous? “I was thinking about it, too,” I confessed. 
 
    “Wait, REALLY?!” Elizabeth gasped. Her crystal blue eyes searched mine, her mouth open, trying to understand what I was saying. “But…but, Baby, that means… I mean, you were so hard last night, Bill. Because of what I told you about Lance?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said quietly, “but tell me about you. What was going on inside that cute little head of yours last night?” 
 
    “Honestly? I… I did have a hard time getting it out of my head after what happened,” she began. “Yes, I guess I was pretty excited by his size. And I may have thought about it while we were doing it, but just a little. But… doesn’t that bother you?” 
 
    “No… I mean, yeah… I don’t know,” I admitted, to myself as well as her. What kind of freak gets turned on by the thought of his wife and another dude? “I mean sure it bothers me. It makes me crazy jealous that he turns you on like that, but the thing is, in some weird way, it also turns me on. And last night, I kept having this image of you doing all those things to him instead of me. And it was kinda hot, you know what I mean?” I shrugged, uncertain how she was taking this. 
 
    “Oh God, Baby, I’m so glad to hear you say that!” she gushed, grabbing my knee. “I was actually kinda freaked out by some of the things I was thinking. I just knew it would crush you that I was fantasizing about him. But you’re telling me it turns you on?” 
 
    “Yes, Lizzie,” I nodded, “so help me God, it does turn me on! Not that I would ever want it to go further than pillow talk, but imagining you with him is exciting.” 
 
    “No, of course not!” she answered quickly. A little too quickly, I mused. “I’d never want to do it for real!” 
 
    Her hand crept up my denim-clad thigh to my groin where the truth of what I was saying became immediately obvious. I shifted to give my stiffening cock more room and looked at my wife. Her eyes were locked on mine as she once more bit her lip. She began to lightly stroke my bulge through my jeans. 
 
    “You know he’ll probably be at the rodeo two weeks from now, too,” she breathed, “and it’s a two day rodeo, with a dance both nights.” We could both feel my member twitch with excitement at her words. “Maybe I should tease Lance a little! Would you like that?” I groaned in reply and took her hand off my crotch to avoid having an accident.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    For the next two weeks, Lance became an increasingly large part of our sex play, and there was a lot of sex play. We were like teenagers again, fornicating in every room of the house. We even did it in the barn, up in the hayloft, with Elizabeth teasing me about him as I pounded into her from behind. And God was it good! My wife was insatiable, teasing me incessantly with Lance’s size, asking me if I thought she would be able to fit him in her mouth or “other places”…  
 
    Sometimes, I couldn’t stop myself from wondering just how big he actually was. I mean, my wife’s description made him seem big, but how much could a person tell through a pair of jeans. Maybe he wasn’t really that big, I reasoned, one of those things that got better in the retelling. But in those moments when she mentioned him, the image that popped into my mind was huge… inhumanly so. It was a terrifying thought, this giant phallus menacing my wife’s virtue, but it was one I found difficult to banish. 
 
    One night, I awoke in the middle of the night to find her masturbating next to me. I pretended to sleep as she brought herself off not three feet away. The glow from the yard light streamed in through the bedroom window, providing just enough illumination for me to watch her. Lizzie’s head tossed from side to side, her deep red hair bouncing gently against the pillowcase as she played with herself beneath her short gown, eyes clenched tightly. The squishy sounds emanating from between her legs betrayed how wet she was. And just before she climaxed, I heard her whisper faintly, “Oh yes! That’s it Lance! Do it inside me while he watches!” 
 
    I nearly fainted with arousal at her words. This was so much naughtier than any of the role play we had done together! And some perverse part of me liked the idea of her excluding me. There was something deliciously wicked about lying next to her, knowing she had just fantasized about Lance taking my place between her legs. And here we were, her satisfied and drifting off to sleep and me with a raging boner just like in her fantasy. Jealous and frustrated, I had never been more insanely turned on. 
 
    I never confronted her. On some depraved level, I liked the idea of her fantasizing about Lance’s big cock. Some part of me liked that she had this secret. It made her seem naughty, a slutty little wife who thought about fucking another guy. I realized she was probably thinking about him even more than I had known, apparently much more. And so, I ratcheted up the dirty talk in bed. 
 
    We started to role-play. She was herself, of course, the innocent, happily married wife. But I was “Lance”, the cocky young stud. I’d come to her in the middle of the night, raise her short cotton nightie, and ravish her. She’d beg me for my “giant cock” and I’d remind her not to say anything to “Bill”. She especially liked the idea of “Lance” having her in her husband’s bed. And, I had to admit, the sheer illicitness of that idea was somehow a thrill for me as well. 
 
    I could feel us becoming obsessed with this kinky new idea. I knew we were playing with matches, but I didn’t care. It was just too exciting to resist. Though I never mentioned it to her, I too was beginning to imagine a world in which this dirty fantasy became a reality. I found myself wondering what it would be like to watch her with him for real, to see him pleasure her. And ever so gradually, I began to think that maybe, just maybe, we should try it.  
 
    As the day of the next rodeo approached, Elizabeth once again turned to the topic of teasing Lance. Nights would find her twisting and turning in front of the mirror, holding first one blouse, then another against her slender torso and evaluating the effect. And naturally, she needed my opinion on which one I thought he would like best. In a way, it killed me, knowing that she was considering dressing to impress another guy, but my dick remained obstinately erect, a fact she took great pleasure in pointing out. I began to wonder which of us she was going to be teasing more, Lance or me… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Lance was there when we pulled up, tipping his felt hat and walking over to the truck, a wide smile on his handsome face. To his credit, he was as friendly as could be, never mentioning Lizzie’s disappearing act of two weeks ago. Deep down, I think he knew why she had bolted, and he seemed determined not to embarrass her further, although he made a point of asking Lizzie to save him a dance before he strode off to pay his entry fee. When he was gone, she shot me an embarrassed little smile, blushing slightly, and then went to get her mare ready for her run. 
 
    Neither of us did terribly well at the rodeo that day. To tell the truth, I think we were both still too preoccupied with other matters. Even as I backed Buster into the box and gave a quick nod to the chute man, I was thinking about Elizabeth touching Lance tonight at the rodeo dance. Needless to say, I missed my calf spectacularly, throwing my loop much too far forward and into the dirt. But even as I coiled my rope, Buster sighing beneath me in equine disgust, I realized that I wasn’t overly upset. Somehow, it just didn’t seem that important at the time. 
 
    Lizzie fared no better than I. Off to a good start, she knocked over barrel number two as she rounded it and the penalty put her out of the money. She too seemed strangely nonchalant about her lackluster performance and I began to realize that she was just as distracted as I was. Both of us were thinking only about what was going to happen tonight at the dance. 
 
    As soon as we could get away, we rushed back to the trailer, fed the horses, and then started to get ready for the dance. Men have it easy: a button-up shirt and a new pair of jeans, felt hat and freshly shined boots. I was ready to go in 15 minutes. Lizzie took almost an hour, but it was worth the wait. 
 
    Tonight, she had opted for jeans, and Lord what a pair of jeans they were! Light blue with sequined back pockets that drew your eye to her fabulous ass, they looked like they had been sprayed on, tightly hugging every curve of her perfectly formed legs. Her top was a purple backless midriff number that showcased her cute bellybutton, while leaving no doubt about the fact that she was once again braless. Instead of a hat, her dark red hair had been pulled into two pigtails, wrapped in delicate little ribbons that matched her top. The overall effect was part “farmer’s daughter” and part “bad girl” and it was dreadfully sexy. For the first time, I was really looking forward to the dance! 
 
      
 
    No Fred Astaire, I had never actually arrived early for a rodeo dance, but we were among the first through the door that night, and the band was still setting up amps and checking lights on the little stage that took up the north end of the corrugated tin hall. Rows of heavily scratched and beer-stained folding tables lined both sides of the building, with a big open space left in the center to form a dance floor, over which hovered an ancient disco ball suspended from a rusty I-beam. Elizabeth and I found a table near the entrance and sat down to chat as we waited for things to get started. 
 
    Reaching across the narrow table, I took her hands in mine and said, “So, I’ve been thinking.” Lizzie raised an eyebrow and waited for me to continue. My thumb caressed her wedding ring as I began. “You know how we were planning on teasing Lance?” 
 
    “Have you changed your mind, Sweetie?” asked Lizzie, a look of obvious disappointment immediately appearing on her face. “I don’t have to if you don’t want me to.” 
 
    “No, no, it’s not that, Baby. It’s just that, well, everyone knows us here. Maybe it’s not such a great idea for all of them to see you dirty dancing with Lance Corbin.” 
 
    Her hands slipped out of mine to rest in her lap. She looked down at the scarred table. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess you’re right. People do like to talk,” the dejection in her voice made my heart ache. “Guess I just kinda got caught up in the excitement of it all.” 
 
    “I’m not saying I don’t want you to tease him, Lizzie,” I offered, “I’m just saying, well… maybe we should take it somewhere a little less public. You know… like our trailer.” 
 
    “You mean…” she began haltingly, trying to understand what I was suggesting. “But Bill! He’ll think I want to…” 
 
    “He’s a decent guy, Lizzie,” I cut her off. “He knows that ‘No means No’. We’ll just go back to the trailer, have a few whiskeys and you can ‘accidentally’ flash him a little skin, sit on his lap, run your hands over his unit, whatever. And afterwards, we’ll send him on his merry way and I’ll fuck your brains out!” 
 
    “You’re serious!” exclaimed Elizabeth, shaking her head in shock. “Bill, we can’t…” 
 
    But I could see the wheels turning as she thought about it, excitement slowly winning out over hesitation. Her eyes burned as she looked up at me, beaming from ear to ear. 
 
    “What a naughty, naughty man you are! You’d really let me do that?” 
 
    “Sure,” I answered. “Hell, it’s not like I won’t benefit from ole Lance getting you all fired up for me!” 
 
    “But Baby, you know how much he gets to me! I mean for the past two weeks, I haven’t been able to think of anything else. What if I take things too far? And what if he wants more? Heck, what if I want more? Don’t you realize what could happen?” she worried, shifting restlessly in her seat. “Maybe we should just go before he gets here!” 
 
    “Relax, Lizzie,” I reassured her. “I’ve actually given it a lot of thought, and I’m fine with whatever makes you happy. I just want you to enjoy yourself tonight.”  
 
    She smiled at me appreciatively and reached to grasp my hand tightly again.  
 
    “Besides,” I teased, “if things get too out of hand, there are always plenty of condoms in the medicine cabinet!” 
 
    “Oh my God, you’re bad!” she scolded, laughing loudly as she shook her head. “A horrible, horrible man!” 
 
    “I’m just saying! We’re all adults and stranger things have been known to happen. I just want you to know that I love you no matter what. Always have, always will!” 
 
    “You really are the sweetest man ever, Bill. I…” 
 
    Suddenly, Elizabeth looked up and stiffened, her hand instinctively adjusting her already perfect hair. Turning in my seat, I followed her eyes to see Lance’s svelte form coming through the door alone. Apparently, Carol Ann was still too laid up to dance. “Guess I’d better go get myself a beer to keep me company,” I joked. “I’m sure you two will want to catch up on the dance floor.” 
 
    Elizabeth leaned down and placed her full lips close to my ear. “Actually, Sweetie” she sighed, “maybe you should hold off on that. A quiet drink in the trailer suddenly sounds a lot more fun than dancing.”  
 
    She straightened up and, with a self-satisfied smile, turned to leave. I watched her perfect little butt sway rhythmically from side to side as she made her way toward Lance, who saw her coming and flashed her a row of astonishingly white teeth as he moved to meet her. The band was still getting ready as she led him back to our table and took a seat across from me, beside Lance. 
 
    “How’s it going?” Lance greeted me as he sat down. 
 
    “Great! You?” I asked politely. 
 
    “Can’t complain. Listen, Bill,” he started with a nervous glance at Elizabeth, “I wanted to apologize for embarrassing Elizabeth the other night. I hope you know, it wasn’t intentional. I mean, she’s your wife and I would never…” 
 
    “Never?!” Elizabeth interrupted him. “And here I thought you liked me!” she teased. 
 
    “Ummm… I… that is to say…” Lance squirmed uncomfortably in his chair, uncharacteristically unsure of himself. 
 
    “Relax,” I rescued him, chuckling. “Lizzie’s just pulling your chain, Lance. She was just a little startled, is all. Nothing to worry about. Besides, I’m really not the jealous kind.” 
 
    “Honest? No hard feelings?” he asked. 
 
    At that, Lizzie burst out laughing, slumping onto the table as she chuckled hysterically. Lance and I both looked at each other, trying to figure out what was so funny, but we had to wait for her to compose herself so she could explain it to us. 
 
    “Guys, really?! HARD FEELINGS! Get it? Hard feelings is what caused all the ruckus last time!” she chirped, delighted with her wit.  
 
    Lance blushed deep red, but we both burst into laughter. It took several minutes for all of us to calm down. 
 
    “You guys are crazy!” Lance smirked unable to suppress a chuckle. “Why don’t I buy you both a drink?” 
 
    “Actually,” my wife volunteered, placing her soft white hand on Lance’s thick bicep, “we were kinda thinking about going back to the trailer for a little drink. Hubby here has a pretty good bottle of whiskey under the sink and I, for one, would love to have some company. What do you think, Bill, will there be enough to go around?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m pretty sure there’ll be plenty of everything to go around!” I observed wryly, winking at Lizzie as my heart pounded rapidly in my chest. 
 
    “Really? That would be great!” said Lance. “I really wasn’t in the mood for dancing tonight anyway.” 
 
    “Awesome!” Lizzie giggled like a schoolgirl. “Let’s go!”  
 
    As soon as we got outside, she squeezed between us, hooking an arm through ours with a man on each side as she started marking us in the direction of our rig, parked at the far end of the fairgrounds. I felt odd with her between us, sharing her with him. 
 
    “I feel kinda bad, though,” Lance turned his head to look at Lizzie, “I mean you went to so much effort to look nice and all, and here we are leaving before you even get to dance.” 
 
    “You’re looking at it all wrong, cowboy,” she countered, “I’m leaving the dance with two virile young men before the band has finished setting up. Seems to me, it was effort well spent!”  
 
    With that, she bumped his hip with hers and gave a girlish giggle. My heart nearly stopped. Lance shot me an uneasy look, but I could tell he was enjoying himself. 
 
    “Don’t look at me, Lance!” I quipped, trying to sound more confident than I felt. “If I could get her to behave in public, we wouldn’t have to drink in a damned horse trailer!” 
 
    That seemed to relax him a little, and we soon reached the trailer. I had purposely parked as far from the other rigs as possible.  
 
    “Ladies first!” I announced, bowing dramatically as I opened the door for her.  
 
    From the corner of my eye, I watched Lance as Lizzie mounted the steps into the trailer, swinging her hips just slightly more than normal. His eyes were positively glued to my wife’s butt cheeks as she passed through the door into the darkened trailer. He was definitely attracted to my wife. I felt a sudden stab of jealousy, coupled with a very prominent stirring in my pants. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Closing the trailer door behind me, I turned to see Elizabeth offering Lance a seat next to her on the love seat beside the bed. The living quarters in a horse trailer like this were always cramped. The addition of a third person did little to remedy that. I turned to my left and knelt to remove the bottle of bourbon I’d been saving for a special occasion from beneath the sink. A peal of laughter came from behind me and I wondered what he had said to amuse her, oddly annoyed at the attention he was getting. I found the glasses and turned back to join them. 
 
    I sat down across from them, pouring three glasses of dark brown liquid into the cut-glass tumblers my wife had given me for my birthday and lifted my glass to propose a toast. “To our horses and our women and the men who ride them!” I offered sonorously, eliciting a giggle from Lizzie and a blank stare from Lance. I tossed the whiskey back and reached for the bottle to pour everyone another round. 
 
    An hour and several drinks later, Lance had relaxed considerably. The conversation was flowing well and Lizzie hung on his every word, inching closer until their thighs touched and frequently placed a hand on his pecs or biceps anytime he said something even remotely witty. I too had recovered from my earlier misgivings and found the interaction across from me immensely fascinating. 
 
    Elizabeth looked absolutely radiant as her flirting progressed from subtle to overt. Each toss of her head caused her pigtails to bounce adorably and, with no bra to interfere, her breasts were threatening to poke through the thin top that did little to hide them. Lance’s initially apprehensive glances had convinced him that I was okay with what was going on and he gradually grew bolder, placing a hand on her slender knee and occasionally whispering in her ear. 
 
    Outside, I heard one of the horses neigh excitedly, to be answered by another horse on the other end of the lot. “I’d better go check on them,” I said, getting to my feet. “I’ll be back in a jiffy.” 
 
    “Want me to come help you?” offered Lance, sitting forward. 
 
    “Nah! You guys sit tight! It’s probably nothing!” And with that, I ducked out the door, flashlight in hand. 
 
    As predicted, there was no emergency. The horses were just talking back and forth across the lot, but I’d seen too many horse accidents over the years to take any chances. I rubbed my gelding’s forehead, talking reassuringly to him for a minute as he munched on the alfalfa hay I’d fed them earlier. Elizabeth’s mare walked over and nuzzled my arm, also eager for some attention. So I scratched her ears for a bit before deciding to go back inside. 
 
    I couldn’t help but wonder what I would see when I opened the door. Would they still be sitting innocently next to each other? Would she be between his knees, worshipping his manhood with her hot little mouth? I felt slightly ill as my shaking hand reached out to turn the knob. Steeling myself, I pulled the door open and stepped inside. The image that greeted me would stay with me forever. 
 
    Elizabeth now sat in Lance’s lap, her back toward me, with one of his large hands slowly massaging each globe of her extraordinary derriere. Her little hands were busy in front of her, working feverishly to unfasten his big belt buckle. My heart began to pound in my ears as my cock rose to attention in my jeans. As soon as she heard the door close, she looked over her shoulder at me, smiled, and said, “Hey Baby! Was everything alright with the horses?” 
 
    “Shit!” Lance yelped, tossing her to the side as he refastened his belt. “God, I am so sorry Bill! Honestly man, I don’t know what happened! We were just talking and then… Shit! I’m never drinking again! I…” 
 
    “It’s okay, Lance,” I smiled, holding up my hands. 
 
    “Excuse me?!” 
 
    “It’s okay! Really. Like I said, I’m not the jealous type. Besides, what red-blooded man could resist an ass like that?” I chuckled, trying to keep my voice from trembling. “Lizzie’s just been terribly curious about that matter that ‘came up’ when you were dancing with her. You might at least let her have a peek at it!” 
 
    He slowly looked from me to Lizzie, who was now pouting on the couch, and then back to me. “Are you guys for real?” he asked incredulously. “I mean, Elizabeth is the most gorgeous woman I have ever seen, but she’s your wife! What gives? Are you guys swingers or something?” 
 
    “Actually, Lance, Elizabeth has never been with anyone else,” I shrugged. “But she can’t stop thinking about that big poker of yours and, for some reason I can’t explain, that kind of excites me. We’re not swingers and I have absolutely no interest in anything bisexual, but if you’d like to play with my wife tonight, you have my permission.” 
 
    For just a minute, I think he thought I was pulling his leg. Lizzie moved towards him as he turned to look at her, her arms encircling his waist with a languid, catlike motion. She leaned up, her hard little nipples pressing like diamonds into his muscular chest and whispered in his ear, “Please, Lance. Please! I’ll make it good for you! Please let me!” My cock was like granite as I listened to her beg him for his manhood. 
 
    “God, Elizabeth!” Lance sighed. “There’s no way I could turn you down! You’re the sexiest woman alive. But Bill… I mean, is he going to watch?” 
 
    “Is that okay?” she pleaded, her big blue eyes wide as her hand traced its way down his torso to his belt buckle. I could see his bulge becoming ever more apparent in his tight jeans. 
 
    Lance pondered the question for a second, his eyes flitting between Elizabeth and me. Finally, he grinned broadly and shrugged. 
 
    “What the hell! I mean, he is letting me sleep with his wife!” Lance replied as Elizabeth began to ease his jeans down his hips. 
 
    “Oh, thank you!” She grinned as she knelt before him. She hooked her fingers into the elastic band of his underwear and slowly pulled them down until his cock popped out to greet her. 
 
    Both of us had been thinking about this moment for weeks now, but neither of us could keep from gasping when we saw how big Lance truly was. His cock had to have been at least 10 inches long, heavily veined and easily as thick as Elizabeth’s wrist. It was a striking, imposing sight, utterly masculine in its chiseled hardness. 
 
    “Wowww…” she whispered breathlessly. 
 
    If possible, his balls were even more impressive. They were literally three times the size of mine and swung heavily below his enormous shaft in their wrinkled sack. 
 
    For several seconds, she simply stared at his formidable genitals, unable to believe the sheer size. Then slowly, she leaned forward and kissed his penis on its plum-sized head. Her hand looked almost doll-like as she reached for his pendulous balls. 
 
    I nearly panicked at that point, my mouth opening to stop her, but no sound came out. A shiver of fear and excitement shot through me as I stood there paralyzed with lust, watching my wife touch another man. My cock throbbed in my pants; my balls ached abominably. My chest was tight and I felt like I couldn’t get enough air as her mouth played slowly across his enormous shaft. What had I done? 
 
    Still clothed, Elizabeth now grew bolder, planting butterfly kisses along the length of Lance’s cock. In response, it swelled even more, towering above her as it reached its full size.  
 
    “God, it’s beautiful,” she whispered in awe.  
 
    Her hands shook as she played with him, rolling and admiring his shaft as her mouth paid homage to it. Even I had to admit, it was impressive. Long and thick, it looked like it belonged on a horse rather than a man. Slowly, she worked her way back to the tip and, flashing me a sweet smile, she opened wide and popped the head of his cock into her mouth as she looked into my eyes. 
 
    Lance moaned with pleasure as her warm mouth began to work its way down his oversized rod. He removed his shirt and kicked off his boots, allowing her to push his jeans and underwear the rest of the way off. Nude now, he leaned back on the couch, spreading his knees to give her better access to his equipment. 
 
    No matter how hard she tried, Lizzie couldn’t get much of him in her mouth. He was simply too large, causing her to gag with several inches still untouched. Giving up, she settled for nibbling along his shaft while her hands stroked and tugged at his enormous balls. His large hands encircled her pigtails like a pair of handlebars as he began to guide her playful mouth along his cock. It looked so obscene, I was afraid I was going to cum in my pants. Lord, I needed to play with myself, but there was no way I could do that in front of Lance. I closed my eyes and let the feelings wash over me: jealousy, excitement, lust, fear. It was a heady, complex mixture of emotions. 
 
    “Baby?” someone said. “Baby?!” Suddenly, I realized Elizabeth was talking to me. My eyes snapped open and I looked at her, kneeling between Lance’s outstretched legs, holding his angry-looking member in one hand as she spoke to me. 
 
    “Huh?” I croaked. “Yes?” 
 
    “Baby, do you mind?” she asked shyly, gesturing toward the bathroom behind me. 
 
    It took a split second for me to realize what she was asking, but then I jumped awkwardly to my feet and muttered, “Yes! Sorry! Be right back!” My wife was sending me to get a condom so that another man could fuck her in front of me! 
 
    Rushing to the bathroom, I tore open the medicine cabinet and quickly grabbed a condom. Taking a deep breath, I tried to calm myself. I then turned and walked back to the bedroom/living room where they were waiting. 
 
    Lizzie had removed her top in my absence. She now stood in front of Lance with her tits fully on display. My dick was positively throbbing. Never, in all my life, had I been so turned on! Lance was obviously also enjoying the sight. His menacing cock jutted out lewdly from between his muscular thighs, still wet with my wife’s saliva. 
 
    Unaware of my presence, Elizabeth kicked off her boots and unbuckled her jeans swaying deliciously from side to side as she worked them down over the swell of her hips and kicked them away. Her tiny purple panties followed, leaving her nude. She did a sweet little pirouette in front of him, letting him see her. 
 
    “Awesome!” he exclaimed. “You’re so beautiful!” She smiled proudly. “But, would you mind putting your boots back on?” I heard him ask her quietly. 
 
    “My boots?” she asked, puzzled. 
 
    “Yeah,” he continued, “the only thing hotter than a naked woman is a woman in nothing but cowboy boots!” 
 
    “Oh, you are a bad boy!” giggled Lizzie, quickly pulling her boots back on. “Like this?” 
 
    “God Elizabeth!” he proclaimed. “No offence, but you look like a wet dream!”  
 
    I had to admit, he was right. She did look better in boots. They had tall heels that accentuated her glorious calves. And there was simply something dirty about the fact that she had nothing else on. Wet dream indeed! As I watched, she knelt again and showered Lance’s cock with kisses before noticing me standing in the hallway. 
 
    “Thanks Baby!” Lizzie sang, bouncing happily over to me. Taking the condom from my hand, she leaned in and whispered excitedly into my ear, “Isn’t it sexy, Baby? It’s so big! Thank you so much!” Then, with a quick kiss, she returned to him and, tearing open the condom, sank to her knees before the object of her fascination. 
 
    It was actually going to happen. Another man was going to fuck my wife and I was going to watch! I suddenly realized I was no longer jealous. Well, that wasn’t true. I was still jealous, but the main emotion I was experiencing was excitement. God, was I excited, really excited! I didn’t quite understand all the emotions I was feeling, but I knew that I wanted this, wanted to see him take her with that giant penis of his!  
 
    The more excited I got, the more impatient I became. I found myself wondering what the hell was taking so long. From my position, I could see her narrow little shoulders hunched over him as she worked to slide the condom onto him, but something was wrong. Curious, I took a step forward and peeked over her shoulder. She looked up at me with tears in her big blue eyes and wailed, “They won’t fit!” and threw the opened condom angrily onto the side table next to the sofa. 
 
     I looked at it, lying there on the table, then stole a glance at Lance’s cock. She was obviously right. There could be no question. The condom looked impossibly small compared to Lance’s giant cock. There was simply no way she could get one of these condoms even over the head of his penis. Shit! Now what the fuck were we going to do?! 
 
    “I’m sorry, guys,” Lance said, embarrassed. “I’ve had this problem before. If I’d known…” 
 
    I looked down into Lizzie’s teary eyes, pleading with me as she absently played with him. “What about a gas station?” She asked. “Please Baby, I really need this!” 
 
    Gas station? Yeah. I could do that. 
 
    “There’s only one in town,” Lance volunteered, “but it closes at 10 o’clock.” 
 
    “Damn it!” I hissed, rubbing my hair in frustration. There had to be something… 
 
    “What if he promised to pull out?” Lizzie suggested quietly, tears threatening to spill from her wide eyes, her face a mask of desperation. 
 
    “What?”, I choked, unsure I had heard her correctly. 
 
    “What if he promised to pull out?” she repeated timidly, looking up at me. 
 
    “You mean...” I began. 
 
    “PLEEEAASE, Sweetie!” 
 
    I stepped back and turned away, putting my hands on top of my head. I took a deep breath, filling my lungs to the bursting point. I needed to think. I could feel her eyes on me, feel her pleading silently with me as I paced. Turning it over in my mind, I was surprised and bothered by her suggestion.  
 
    I knew we should call it a night, say our goodbyes, and chalk it all up to bad luck. We’d be here for another night. Who knows, maybe we could set something up tomorrow. It could work! I could pick up some larger rubbers and we could get together when we were a little better prepared. But in reality, I knew that the chances of the stars aligning so perfectly again were practically nil. If this didn’t happen here and now, it probably never would. And so far, this was shaping up to be the hottest night ever! 
 
    We both knew it was risky. Even if he did muster enough self-control to pull out in time, some of his pre-cum would end up inside her. Elizabeth wasn’t able to take the pill, so we’d always relied on condoms as our sole means of birth control. Always. In five years of marriage, I’d never been inside her bare. And now, she was asking me to let Lance enjoy a privilege I had never known. I burned with jealousy, but the thought of her giving him something so intimate, something that should be mine, was uncomfortably thrilling. It would be there between us forever, the first man to take her bareback. How dirty. How delightfully dirty! A shiver ran down my spine. Turning around, I smiled at her and nodded.  
 
    “Okay, Baby,” I said with a loud sigh. “No condom.” What the hell was I saying? 
 
    “Really? Would it really be okay?” she asked, now worried that she had gone too far. “You wouldn’t mind?” Her eyes, like liquid pools of sapphire, searched my face. 
 
    “It’s alright, Lizzie. Honestly. Besides, we can’t leave the poor guy like this!” I joked gesturing to where Lance’s semi-hard tool bobbed in front of her. 
 
    “God, I love you!” she squealed happily. I could see the relief wash over her. Her face glowed as she once again returned her attention to him. Stroking his long staff, she tickled his balls with her nails. In no time, she had restored his erection to iron-like hardness. She moved onto the couch with him and his hands began to play with her breasts, brushing along their undersides to stroke her ribs before returning, diligently avoiding her pert nipples. Soon, she was panting with desire, rubbing her thighs together as they petted one another. 
 
    “Maybe the bed would be more comfortable than the couch,” I suggested, trying to sound nonchalant. “We just put new sheets on this morning.” 
 
     “But, Baby,” she murmured softly, turning her head to look at me, “that’s our bed…” I knew exactly what was going through her head. How many times in our role-play had she given herself to Lance in her husband’s bed? Even though this was just the bed in the trailer, it was still a bed we shared as husband and wife and the thought of bringing another man into it closely paralleled our fantasy play. 
 
    “It’s fine. You’ll have more room,” I offered lamely. But her knowing look told me that she suspected my motives were somewhat more complicated. 
 
    Releasing Lance’s hard shaft, she stood and walked to me, a radiant smile on her face. “Thank you, Sweetie,” she said for him to hear, then leaning in close to me, she cupped my crotch and put her lips to my ear. “Bareback and in my husband’s bed,” she moaned softly, “God, that’s sooooo sexy!” She bit my ear playfully, then turned around and strutted back to Lance, her hips swaying amazingly in her boots. She took him by the hand and, giving me a sultry look, led him to my bed. 
 
    Pushing him back onto the bed, Elizabeth once more assaulted his penis with her mouth. She couldn’t get enough of him, licking and kissing him to steely hardness, her ass wagging enticingly in the air as she pleasured him. I had a sudden urge to lick her, to run my tongue along her beautiful slit, to get her wet for him, but I kept my seat. This was their time and I was a spectator. I rubbed my insistent bulge as I watched. 
 
    Grabbing her by her slender waist, Lance lifted her effortlessly off his cock, his strong arms sliding her hips upwards along his rippled torso until she straddled his face. She gave the cutest little yelp as his tongue found her folds, surprised by the ferocity of his assault. His abandoned cock now waved lewdly in the air, bobbing and swaying, leaking pre-cum as he ate up into my wife. His hands clutched her beautiful white butt, pulling her to him as he lashed her mercilessly with his raspy tongue.  
 
    Turning her head, she looked at me and smiled sheepishly as Lance drove his tongue into her sweet little clam. “I love you,” she mouthed silently before turning her face away to gaze tenderly down at her lover’s handsome face between her thighs. Lizzie brought her hands to the sides of his head and pulled him deeper into her downy loins, moaning softly as she rode his face. Her head was thrown back, her twin pigtails cascading elegantly down her slim shoulders, bouncing softly as she climbed toward an orgasm on Lance’s darting tongue. Presently, her buttocks clenched and she ground herself into his mouth, her little boots shaking beside his chest. Her back went ramrod straight, her eyes clamped tightly closed as she sobbed through her climax.  
 
    As her body relaxed, I could hear Lance gently kissing her wet sex as he allowed her to recover. As soon as she stopped trembling, he began again, slowly, steadily building the tension once more. Twice more, he ate her to orgasm as her little thighs trembled. Finally, he relented and gently rolled her onto her back. Grabbing a leather boot in each hand, he pushed her ankles apart, spreading her wide and exposing her beautiful slit, glistening beneath her carefully trimmed pubic hair. He kissed his way up her legs from her boot tops to her pussy, then continued up her quivering belly to briefly suck her hard nubs, finally taking his place between her splayed legs.  
 
    Watching him lick her, I couldn’t stop touching myself through my jeans, rubbing my penis discreetly. I wanted so badly to cum, to take out my own cock and pleasure myself as I watched him with her. But there was no way I was going to play with my wiener in front of another man! Now, as he prepared to penetrate her, I forced myself to stop and cross my arms in front of my chest. Any stimulation at all was very likely to result in a mess in my pants at this point. 
 
    His naked penis approached her; I could see her moisture gleaming on her swollen lips. She was drenched, so completely, exquisitely aroused. And I loved it. When the head of his cock touched her, I gasped with her. Her hand snaked down between them, her wedding ring gleaming in the dim light as she pulled him up to her portal. Lance slowly leaned into her, pressing the broad head of his heavy cock insistently against her tight pussy, splitting her slick labia until, finally, they yielded, blossoming around his penis to engulf him in her warm wetness. 
 
    Her head tossed back-and-forth, her mouth open in a perfect ‘O’ as he began to enter her. She lifted her knees up to her straining breasts, thighs wide, as she offered herself to him. “Oh God! It’s so big! Oh! Go slow! Oh God, that’s good!” Her cries were almost too much for me. My heart was pounding like a jackhammer, threatening to burst from my chest. The room began to spin. I took a few steps back from the bed and turned to look around the trailer, hoping to clear my head by averting my eyes for a minute. 
 
    I tried to focus on something else. The calendar on the wall, the unwashed dishes waiting in the sink, anything but what was going on behind me. But the sounds from the bed were unrelenting. The sheets rustled. The springs squeaked and rattled. She panted and sighed, whined and purred. Each sound plucked at my heart, killing me. How many times had I heard her moan like this beneath me? And now, she was moaning for him! 
 
    Part of me wanted to stop them. To take her back from him. To throw him out into the night and have everything as it had been once more. But that was impossible now. Nothing would ever be the same again. 
 
    But another part of me loved it. Loved the torture of it all. Loved the sounds that bored into my consciousness and the jealousy they caused. Loved the fact that he was inside her and that she lusted after his big dick. I wanted to see more. I turned back to watch the scene unfolding on the bed. 
 
    Lance now pushed slowly, inexorably forward, burying more and more of himself inside her dewy sheath. Lizzie now leaned forward, trembling, her hands flying behind his neck as she pressed her pelvis up toward his invading member, determined to take all of him. Her beautiful body glistened with a fine sheen of sweat as she struggled to accept his unaccustomed girth. Then, without warning, she threw her head back into the cool sheets and moaned sharply, the heels of her boots digging forcibly into the mattress, orgasming from the intense stretching he was giving her.  
 
    As she spasmed around his cock, Lance palmed her hips and pulled her to him, thrusting his last two inches down into her tightness until his huge nuts slapped against her tight ass. Elizabeth howled at the added stimulation and immediately climaxed again, cumming harder than before. He was now inside her deeper than I had ever been. It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. 
 
    Lance held still inside her, letting her get used to his size. He tenderly showered her face with kisses as she trembled beneath him. Then slowly, cautiously, he began to roll his hips ever so slightly, gently moving in and out of her snug pussy. Lizzie moaned passionately, her arms snaking around his neck as she lifted her head to kiss his lips.  
 
    “Lance Corbin is fucking my wife!” my addled brain screamed. And the truth was, I was enjoying it. All of our fantasies paled next to this. Here was my lovely wife, impaled on another man’s massive cock and it was beautiful. I adored her more than ever as I watched her tightly stretched pussy lips cling to his cock, now slick with her juices. It was hotter than anything I had ever imagined. 
 
    “God that’s hot!” I uttered, giving voice to my thoughts. 
 
    Lizzie turned her head, peeking at me under Lance’s muscular arm, and grinned adorably, “You like?” 
 
    “Fuck yes, Baby!” I gushed, nodding rapidly. “You’re so gorgeous!” 
 
    “Awww! What a sweet thing to say!” she cooed, holding my eyes as Lance ground himself between her legs. It was all so ridiculously erotic, exchanging sweet nothings with my wife as she was fucked by another man! 
 
    “It’s true,” Lance chimed in. “You are the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever been with!” He brushed her pigtail aside and nuzzled her ear as she looked at me. He maintained a steady, slow rhythm, stretching her in preparation for what was to come. 
 
    “You guys are going to make me blush,” Lizzie murmured, turning her attention back to her lover. 
 
    “I’ll do more than that!” Lance challenged, starting to thrust faster now. 
 
    “Promises, promises!” she shot back, sticking her tongue out at him. 
 
    “Think you can handle it?” he dared her. 
 
    “Why don’t we find out?” she taunted, flashing him a smile and moving her legs sensually higher, dragging the heels of her boots up him until they drummed against his pumping ass. 
 
    With that, Lance started to fuck her in earnest. His log-like cock now pistoned in and out of her furry little snatch, as though punishing her for her playful impudence. His previous gentleness evaporated and the effect on Lizzie was dramatic. She gasped and clutched at his flexing biceps, moaning incoherently and spreading her legs even wider as he assaulted her married pussy like a man possessed. His pelvis slammed down into her with each stroke, mashing his coarse pubic hair into hers before retreating until only the bulbous head remained inside her clutching vagina. Then, he rammed himself forward once more. Her long legs bobbed alluringly with each savage thrust, sweeping along his legs and buttocks, caressing him with her cowboy boots. She went wild, wailing in passion as his massive balls bounced repeatedly off her tight butt.  
 
    Our lovemaking was always gentle and considerate, ardent but never rough. I had never been this forceful with her. And she was loving it. 
 
    “Oh Yesss!” she hissed. “Harder, Lance! Oh God, that’s so big, so perfect! Oh yesss…Fuck me!” 
 
    Lizzie’s hands found his ass and she pulled him deep, wiggling her crotch against his as her searing hot pussy gushed around his rod. It was as though she were trying to cram even more of him inside her. She begged him for his manhood, worshipping it with her body. I stood next to the bed watching, forgotten by the two lovers on the bed.  
 
    Time and again, I watched her cum for him. On my best day, I was able to give her one, maybe two orgasms. This was a different thing entirely. I lost count of the number of times Lance’s cock made her cum that night. It seemed he could go on forever, pounding into her, fucking her far better than I ever had. But rather than feel threatened by him, I felt a sense of elation. I loved seeing her like this, watching him bring her pleasure.  
 
    I was strangely thrilled by the way he was stretching her. I liked how willing she was with him, liked the way she needed his big cock. And I liked the fact that he was bare inside her. The sight of his big balls mashing up against her butt as his horse cock penetrated her far beyond my ability made me dizzy with lust. I wondered just how much sperm such monstrous organs would produce. 
 
    “Ohh…ohhh…unghh!” Elizabeth grunted as another orgasm began, her legs held stiffly up in the air, her boots quaking above Lance’s thrusting buttocks. She was oblivious to everything around her as the waves of pleasure swept her over the edge. She came and came and then came some more. I knew that it had been the biggest orgasm of her life. 
 
    “Shit, Lizzie!” Lance gasped, now borrowing my pet name for her. “I’m…I’m getting close! Maybe I better…unghh…maybe I better pull out!” 
 
    I don’t know if she heard him. Maybe she was still lost in ecstasy, maybe she had forgotten about the condom. Or maybe she felt he deserved it. I guess it doesn’t really matter, but instead of letting him pull out, her little hands clutched his butt in an iron grip, pulling him as deep as she could get him as he lost control. 
 
    “Lizzie! Oh FUCK! I…” he shouted in a last ditch effort to fulfill his promise and then it was too late. He began to cum.  
 
    From my vantage point, I could clearly see his enormous balls as they rose tight against his hard shaft, pulsing and jumping as he emptied himself inside my willing wife. I was overwhelmed by what was happening. I watched in horror as he ground himself against her sopping hole, grunting and gasping as his seed poured into her. It seemed like he would never stop. He filled her so completely that it began to squeeze out of her, running down his pulsating shaft to drip off his balls. And still he gave her more. The whole time, Lizzie held him firmly in the saddle, taking his gift as she bucked under him. I felt like I would faint from excitement and dread.  
 
    They lay, tangled in each other’s arms, trembling and gasping for breath. Her hands still pulled him into her crevice, as though afraid she might miss a drop. The silence was suddenly oppressive. I didn’t know how to feel. My emotions were all a massive jumble as I tried to make sense of it all. There was no denying that it aroused me, the question was, why? He’d fucked her like I never had and then inseminated her as I stood by with a boner! What kind of man got off on something like that? What the fuck was wrong with me? 
 
    Elizabeth had finally relinquished possession of Lance’s ass and he rolled off of her limp form. “Oh shit guys, I’m so sorry!” he stammered. “I tried to pull out, honest. I don’t know what happened! I’m so sorry!” 
 
    Well, I’ll be damned, I thought to myself, listen to him! He’s trying to be a gentleman and take all the blame for cumming inside her. We both know she wouldn’t let him, but here he is trying to make sure her husband doesn’t kick her ass out! Maybe there was more to Mr. Corbin than I thought. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I told him. “We’re all adults here. I think everyone just got caught up in the heat of the moment. Ain’t that right, Liz?” 
 
    She rose up on one arm, her legs still spread lewdly and looked at me. All of the sudden, her hand flew to her mouth and she laughed mirthfully. “I’ll say, Baby!” she snickered with delight. “Just look at your jeans!!” 
 
    “My what…?” I said, confused. Looking down, I was mortified to find a large wet spot on the front of my jeans. Without even realizing it, I had cum in my pants! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
     “Oh shit!” I muttered, trying to cover myself as Lance pulled up his jeans beside the couch. He cinched his belt into place and began gathering up his other clothes, obviously nervous about what had transpired. 
 
    “Aww, don’t be embarrassed, Billy! I’m glad you enjoyed it,” she teased me, still not bothering to cover herself. “God knows, I did!” she gushed. “How about you, Lance?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah…umm…I mean yes ma’am! God, yes, Lizzie!” he nodded, sitting down to pull on his boots. “It was amazing!” 
 
    He put his arms through the sleeves of his long-sleeved shirt without bothering to button it and crammed his hat down onto his head. “Um, thanks for a great evening, guys, but I better get some sleep. Don’t want to get bucked off tomorrow and ruin my streak!” he explained as he made his way to the door. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
    “I’ll show you out,” I offered, removing my hands from my crotch. What the hell, I thought, it’s not like everyone here doesn’t already know you nutted in your skivvies. Holding yourself is just going to draw attention to it. 
 
    As the door closed behind us, Lance turned quickly, a pained expression on his face.  
 
    “Listen, Bill, I’m really sorry about cummin’ in her! I sure hope you’re not mad!” 
 
    “Nonsense, Lance,” I said softly, offering him my hand. “I actually thought it was kinda hot,” I admitted, sheepishly. 
 
    He took my hand and shook it firmly. “That’s one very special little lady you got there, Bill. This may be a bit forward of me, but tonight was amazing! Now, if tonight was a one-time deal, I can surely respect that, but if you guys ever, ever want to get together like this again, please holler at me!” 
 
    “We might just take you up on that!” I winked at him. Then I turned around and opened the trailer door. I could hear his boots thudding softly away across the parking lot as I stepped inside. 
 
    The first thing I noticed when I entered the trailer after being outside in the night air was the smell. Not overpowering, but distinct nonetheless. Superimposed over the omnipresent scent of leather and horses, I could detect her perfume, his aftershave, and sex. The faint odor of sweat, semen, and a woman aroused. Elizabeth’s odor. 
 
    Looking at the bed, I was surprised to see that Lizzie still hadn’t bothered to cover herself. In fact, she was still lying there nude with her knees up, propped up on her elbows looking at me. As I drew closer, I shot a furtive glance between her legs. I could see her mound was streaked with sperm, Lance’s sperm. Oh my God! Swallowing, I looked back up quickly to find her watching me through half-lidded eyes. 
 
    “You don’t need to be shy, Sweetie,” she purred seductively. “You can look, if you like. I don’t mind.” 
 
    Normally, she was shy and reserved, but now she seemed to have no sense of shame. It was slightly disconcerting, but it excited me. I couldn’t help myself. I needed to look. Needed to see what he had done to her. I lowered my eyes once more, my mouth dry. I gasped quietly at the sight of her. 
 
    Her crotch was a devastated mess. Large pearl-colored droplets of Lance’s sperm hung glistening in her neatly trimmed bush. Her lips were angry and scarlet red, swollen from the fucking she had just received. Normally, her pussy closed up after sex, but tonight she stayed open. It was hardly surprising, considering Lance’s size, but it both bothered and inflamed me. As I stared, a thick dollop of cum slowly drooled from her gaping sex to slide down the crack of her ass to the sheets beneath her. I groaned. 
 
    “Oh fuck, that’s hot, Lizzie,” I growled. “He really did a number on you!” 
 
    “And in me,” she said softly. “Sorry about that, by the way. Didn’t really mean for that to happen.” 
 
    “It’s okay.” I placed a hand on her creamy white thigh. “I think, in a way, I wanted him to.” 
 
    “Wait, what?” she demanded. “What do you mean you ‘wanted him to’?” 
 
    I looked up to find her staring at me with one eyebrow raised. “Not at first, but…I don’t know. It’s kind of hard to explain. It’s just… I guess it’s kind of hot that he got to have you so completely!” 
 
    “But Baby, I’ve never even let you…” 
 
    “I know,” I whispered, looking down. I was suddenly humiliated. “I better get cleaned up.” I started to turn away, when Lizzie’s hand stopped me. 
 
    “No baby,” she pleaded, “stay here. Let me help you get undressed.” 
 
    Scooting to the edge of the bed, she lowered her feet to the floor and grabbed my belt buckle. As she pulled me to her, I once again found myself staring at her used pussy. Her change in position had caused more of Lance’s sperm to spill out of her and a large drop of him was now sliding sensually down her gorgeous leg, headed for her boot. I shivered and felt my cock jump in my wet pants, suddenly very erect. She felt it, too. 
 
    “Wow! I thought for sure you’d be done for the night,” she exclaimed. “But if you think you’re up to it, I’d really like for my husband to make love to me now.”  
 
    She hopped up to go get a wash rag while I finished undressing. When she returned, still nude, she positioned me on the edge of the bed and knelt in front of me. She began to gently bathe my cock and balls with the warm rag. It felt wonderful. I could feel myself slowly stiffening in her hands. Satisfied with her work, she got to her feet to take the wash rag back to the bathroom.  
 
    “Back in just a sec’,” she chirped as she wiggled her way across the room. From the corner of my eye, I spotted something shiny on the linoleum where she had knelt. Looking closer, I was momentarily puzzled to discover a small white puddle. Then it hit me. My wife was leaking her lover’s sperm. I was immediately hard, my dick slapping against my bare belly. Harder than I had ever been. 
 
    Elizabeth knelt before me again, forcing me to tear my eyes away from the puddle on the floor. “Wow, is this for me?” she inquired rhetorically before taking my throbbing boner in her mouth. Her little pigtails jiggled delightfully as she bobbed between my legs. I couldn’t help but think about Lance enjoying the same view earlier.  
 
    Thinking of him reminded me of the puddle, and my eyes sought it anew. As I stared at it, I felt Lizzie’s mouth leave my penis and her hands pressing against the tip, then stroking rapidly down the shaft. Suddenly, I realized what she was doing. My wife had just rolled a condom onto my dick! 
 
    My eyes jerked to my lap. Sure enough, my rock-hard prick was now safely encased in latex. When I looked up, Lizzie smiled sweetly back at me. Glancing hastily at the table by the couch, I no longer saw the condom that had been too small for Lance. What the fuck was going on? Surely this wasn’t the same one…! 
 
    “Lizzie, I…” I began to protest, but she placed a finger on my lips. 
 
    “Shhh, Sweetheart,” she whispered, “just make love to me now.” And with that, she took my hand and led me to the bed. The same bed where Lance had ravished her. 
 
    Turning me around, she pushed me back onto the mattress. When my shoulder blades hit the sheets, I yelped in surprise. There was a big wet spot where she had lain earlier. Damn it! She could have put on new sheets!  
 
    “Oops!” she squeaked bashfully, biting her lip. “Guess we made a mess.”  
 
    Lifting one leg, she grabbed her boot and started to pull it off. 
 
    “No. Leave them on. Please, Lizzie.” 
 
    Surprised, she searched my face. “Like Lance?”  
 
    “Please?” I smiled, a little embarrassed by my request. 
 
    “Alright, Sweetie,” she returned her foot to the floor and crawled languidly onto the bed next to me. 
 
    I turned on my side to face her and kissed her softly, stroking her cheek with the back of my hand as I nibbled at her lower lip. “So, I take it you enjoyed it?” I smiled. 
 
    “Mm-hmm,” she nodded. “I did.” 
 
    She opened her legs as she rolled onto her back, taking me with her. As I moved over her, I could feel the sticky wetness coating the insides of her thighs. My dick twitched as I realized why. Her soft hands closed insistently around my rigid shaft and pulled me to her sodden slit. 
 
    Elizabeth had always been very tight. Usually, it took a bit of gentle thrusting to penetrate her completely, Now, I fell into her up to my balls, her heat immediately enveloping me to the root. “Fuck!” I groaned. God, she was loose! But it was somehow electrifying, intensely wicked. I delighted in how foreign her pussy felt around me. Even through the condom, I could feel her heat and her phenomenal wetness, his wetness.  
 
    “Oh wow!” The effect wasn’t lost on her. “Baby, you feel so small now!” Then realizing what she had said, her eyes snapped to mine. “Oh! I didn’t mean… I’m sorry! It’s just… Well, he was kinda big.” 
 
    “Yeah. I noticed.” I started to grind my hips side to side, wallowing in her looseness. “It’s kinda sexy!” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” she hissed. “You like that? Pervert!” she wrinkled her nose at me. 
 
    She was so full of cum. It lubricated our coupling, incredibly slick and silky, frightfully nasty. Every time I thrust into her, our loins made a delicious squelching noise, impossible for either of us to ignore. In no time, my entire groin was coated with their combined juices. I was too horny to care. 
 
    “It is kinda raunchy, isn’t it?” She whispered as she raked my back with her nails. “I can barely feel you, Baby.” I shuddered at her words, plunging savagely into her gooey vagina. 
 
    “Does that turn you on?” 
 
    “Fuck yes!” whined Lizzie. Her hands now moved to her chest and she began to play with her own nipples. “I like that he was bigger!” 
 
    “You naughty little slut!” Lordy, she was pushing my buttons! 
 
    “What else is a girl to do?” she teased as her boots rubbed up and down my legs. “I mean, if my husband can’t get the job done, I just have to find someone else to do it!” She stuck her tongue out and wiggled her hips against me. In spite of the lack of friction, I could tell she was getting excited. 
 
    “Ungh! Fuck! He sure got the job done, though, didn’t he, Lizzie!” 
 
    “Oh God yes, Baby! He was incredible!” my wife raved. “Incredible!”  
 
    The more we talked about him, the more excited she became. She was getting off on the idea of how naughty she had been. And, to tell the truth, discussing the man who had just been between my wife’s legs was getting to me, too. The excitement of the situation was overwhelming. My wife had fucked another man and now I was screwing her in the same bed. On tangled sheets still damp from her tryst. I couldn’t have been more turned on. 
 
    “Would you want to do it again?” 
 
    She ignored the question, closing her eyes and turning her head away to chew on the clammy sheets beneath her. I felt a little tremor run through her lithe form. 
 
    “Elizabeth,” I pursued, “do you want Lance to fuck you again?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Baby. Maybe it’s not such a good idea. Wouldn’t you be jealous?” 
 
    “Probably”, I pondered as I pounded her for all I was worth. “Yeah, Lizzie…mmph!..., but watching you take that monster was the most amazing thing ever! You looked, so…I don’t know… so slutty.” 
 
    “Aaaah!... And you liked that?” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “So you…uungh!... you want me to do it again? Let him have me again?” 
 
    Oh God! Did I? What were we doing? Did I want Lance to screw my darling wife again? I could feel the answer burning in my balls. 
 
    “Yes, Baby! Yes! I do!” I admitted. “So help me, I do! I want to watch him fuck you again and again!” 
 
    “Ooohhh Bill! I’m Cummmming! Oh God!” screamed Lizzie, her cute little boots digging into my ass as she pulled me into her creamy depths. 
 
    I was right behind her, bucking and lurching between her glorious thighs as I emptied my balls into the condom. My cock jerked and bobbed inside her as I squirted over and over until I had nothing left. Exhausted, I collapsed against her sweaty belly and lay there breathless. Finally, I rolled off to lie beside her. 
 
    “Whew!” Elizabeth sighed loudly. 
 
    “Yeah!” I chuckled. 
 
    I got up, carefully removing the condom and went to the bathroom. Opening the toilet, I emptied the contents into the bowl and then pulled the lever, flushing away my seed. I threw the condom into the wastebasket beneath the sink then got into the shower.  
 
    As the hot water flowed over me, I thought about everything that had transpired. I realized that my words to Lizzie hadn’t simply been spoken in the throes of passion. I really had enjoyed the experience. And my jealousy was strangely part of the excitement for me. Another man taking my woman. It turned me on. I turned off the water and grabbed a towel. 
 
    When I opened the shower door, Elizabeth was waiting by the sink. She squeezed past me and turned the water back on. Through the frosted Plexiglas, I watched her standing beneath the running water as she undid her pigtails. Shaking them free, she shampooed her auburn hair then, taking the bar of soap in her hand, she began to soap her arms, followed by her gorgeous tits. Her hands moved downward to wash her cute little belly, followed by her butt and thighs. When she reached her pussy, I saw her wince. Carefully, gingerly, she soaped her pussy, washing away Lance’s cum.  
 
    The moment seemed somehow intensely intimate. Suddenly, I felt like an interloper, invading her privacy. Embarrassed now, I left the bathroom and put on a t-shirt and sweatpants. 
 
    There were already clean sheets on the bed when Elizabeth came out of the bathroom and I was just putting the finishing touches on a couple of ham sandwiches. 
 
    “Thought you might be hungry,” I handed her a plate. 
 
    “Famished,” she said, “Thanks.” 
 
    We sat down at the table and ate in silence, lost in our own thoughts, occasionally glancing self-consciously at one another. Neither of us knew what to say. We needed to talk and talk we would, but we were both too nervous to begin. When our sandwiches were finished, I reached across the table and took her hand. 
 
    “So,” I began. 
 
    “So,” echoed Lizzie. 
 
    “That was certainly some good clean family fun!” I joked, relieving the tension. Lizzie snorted and began to laugh.  
 
    “So, you’re not upset? You don’t regret what happened?” 
 
    “Of course not, Liz! I wanted it too!” 
 
    “And that talk about doing it again? Was that just pillow talk or were you serious?” 
 
    “No Baby. I meant what I said. I can’t explain it, hell I don’t even really understand it myself, but I liked watching you with him and I definitely want it to happen again!” I reassured her. 
 
    She looked at me for a minute, studying my face. “This isn’t just some trick to get me to let you fuck other girls is it, Bill Allen?! Because I have no intention of…” 
 
    I raised my hand, cutting her off. “Nothing could be further from my mind, Elizabeth. Don’t you know I worship you? You’re the only girl for me and seeing you enjoy yourself like you did tonight makes me the happiest man on earth!” I looked at her earnestly. 
 
    For just a moment, she stared back at me with wide, shocked eyes. Then, a giant smile broke across her beautiful face and she began to cry, pulling my hands to her lips to shower them with kisses.  
 
    “Oh God, Bill,” she sobbed. “How did I ever get so lucky? You are positively the best husband a woman could ever have! God, I love you!” 
 
    When she had settled down once more, I continued, “Tonight was the most amazing thing we’ve ever done. But there are a couple of things we should talk about. Now I’m not complaining or trying to give you a hard time, but if this is going to work, I think we both need to be completely honest with one another.” 
 
    “Alright, Sweetie,” she nodded soberly. 
 
    “Okay. So, first off, what was it like? I mean, he’s obviously better endowed than me, and I’ve never seen you like that. Was there that much difference?” 
 
    “Oh hell yes!” she blurted before she caught herself. “I mean, yeah, it was different. Lance stretched me so much I felt like I would burst. It hurt at first, but then it was good. REALLY GOOD! You know how much I love sex with you, Sweetie, but he can reach places you can’t.” 
 
    “Is that why you made me wear a condom after he had already cum in you?” 
 
    “Oh Bill!” Lizzie protested wide-eyed, obviously startled. “You and I have always used them! And I already told you, it was an accident with him!” She continued haltingly, “Wait! You didn’t think…that I wanted his in me… but not yours, did you?! Baby NO! Oh God! How stupid of me! I’m so sorry!” 
 
    “Well, the thought did cross my mind. I mean, he’d just shot you full of his babymakers and then you put a condom on me; the same one that he was too big for, I might add!” I chuckled. “But the weird thing was, once it happened, it started to sort of turn me on.” 
 
    She cocked her head, confused. “What do you mean, Baby?” 
 
    “In some perverse way, I thought it was hot that you wanted his sperm instead of mine,” I confessed. “Pretty fucked up, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah,” breathed Lizzie licking her lips nervously. “But kinda sexy.” She fell silent, thinking. 
 
    “You know, by the way,” she said seriously, “that it was too late in my cycle, right?” 
 
    “Huh?” I said, not catching her meaning. 
 
    “He can’t get me pregnant right now, Bill. My period starts in a few days,” explained Lizzie as though talking to an imbecile. “I just didn’t want you to worry about me having a little bronc rider inside me!” 
 
    “Oh,” I muttered, “well that’s kind of a relief!” 
 
    “I should think so!” she snorted. 
 
    “So,” I began cautiously, “if I were to invite Lance over for another drink tomorrow night…” 
 
    “Bill!” she scolded, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “…it wouldn’t be absolutely necessary for me to go pick up some of those Magnum XL condoms for him,” I finished. 
 
    “Bill! Good Lord! What the hell has gotten into you! It wasn’t intentional!” 
 
    “But it happened,” I persisted. “It happened, and it was hot. He was the first one to ever give you his sperm, Lizzie. Not me, him. I’m so jealous I could scream, but it also turns me on like crazy. I like the fact that he’s inside you. I want to watch him fill you again!” 
 
    She was silent awhile, surprised at my honesty. “It’s just so taboo, so naughty,” she whispered at length. “Letting Lance cum in your wife.” 
 
    We were both silent for a while; reflecting on what had been said. 
 
    At last, Elizabeth said, “I guess you are right, though. It really wouldn’t make any difference if he came in me again.” 
 
    My heart beat faster. 
 
    “Speaking of cumming,” she began slyly, “I can’t remember you ever losing it in your pants before!” She gave me a knowing glance, lips turned up in an impish grin. “Just how did that happen, husband of mine?” 
 
    Now, it was my turn to be off guard. I really didn’t want her to bring this up.  
 
    “Well…umm…Hell, Lizzie. Honestly, I don’t know. It was all just so exciting, so unbearably, breathtakingly arousing. I guess I just couldn’t take any more. One minute, I was watching him nut in you, wishing to hell I could play with myself, and the next thing I know, my shorts were full of goo. And just for the record, it was humiliating!” 
 
    “No need to be embarrassed, Sweetie. In a weird way, it was flattering that I was able to excite you that much.” 
 
    Not surprisingly, I hadn’t thought of it like that. The shame of having spooged in my jeans had been my main focus. From her perspective I guess it would be flattering. That made me feel a little better. In fact, this entire conversation left me strangely at ease. In some remarkable way, sharing her with Lance seemed to have drawn us closer together. 
 
    “And as far as masturbating goes,” she squeezed my left hand, “if that’s what you need, go ahead! I’m certain Lance won’t think any less of you, and God knows it would turn me on like crazy!” 
 
    I was touched by her concern for me. Standing up, I pulled her to me, kissing her softly. “We’d better get some sleep, Baby. We still have a rodeo tomorrow.” 
 
    We crawled into bed, both of us exhausted. I turned off the lights and lay there, listening to the night sounds. Whereas Lizzie dropped off quickly, sleep for me was slow to come. Just before I nodded off, I heard her faintly murmur in her sleep, “So naughty…in your wife.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Daylight streamed in through the window of the trailer as I awoke alone. The alarm clock showed 9 AM. Shit! I hadn’t slept this late in years! Then again, I had never had a night like last night! Outside, I could hear horses and boots walking past. I changed out of my sweats, putting on a new pair of jeans and a long-sleeved shirt. Cramming my hat down over my ears, I checked on the horses and then set off in search of a hot cup of coffee. 
 
    The concession stand next to the announcer’s booth was serving scrambled eggs and sausage and, more importantly, coffee. I sat in the shade of the south bleachers and ate, trying to focus on the day’s tasks. Lizzie had apparently already fed both horses, as they were munching happily on a large pile of alfalfa when I had looked in on them earlier. I needed to warm up my gelding and maybe throw a few practice loops before the gates opened this evening.  
 
    I also needed to locate my wife. She would probably want to take a few turns around the arena herself to make sure her mare was ready. No doubt she was off visiting one of the other barrel racers. They were a pretty tight bunch outside of the ring. Always willing to help one another with anything that came up. But when the arena gate closed… watch out! It was every girl for herself! She was probably yakking with one of them and had lost track of time. I’d take a little stroll through the lot and find her. 
 
    Ten minutes later, I was on the far side of the lot. I’d talked to several people who had seen her and pointed me in this direction. Up ahead I saw a familiar hat behind a 4-wheel-drive with no trailer. Lizzie. As I got nearer, I could see she was talking animatedly to someone, laughing and joking. She wore a tight t-shirt and a tiny pair of cutoff shorts that were a surefire cure for celibacy. When I rounded the front of the truck, she suddenly leaned forward and kissed the guy! What the fuck!  
 
    Breaking the kiss, she saw me and waived, starting toward me with the man she’d just kissed in tow. Only then did I recognize him. Lance. She’d gone looking for Lance! Interesting… 
 
    “Hey Baby!” Elizabeth beamed at me. “Did you sleep okay?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, Sweetie. You?” I stammered. “Hi Lance!” 
 
    “What’s up, Bill?” 
 
    “I was just telling Lance that we probably wouldn’t be going to the dance tonight,” Lizzie explained. “And that he was welcome to stop by for a nightcap if he didn’t feel like going either!” 
 
    Lance’s eyes came up to meet mine. He knew exactly what Elizabeth was suggesting, but he still wasn’t sure whether I was cool with it. 
 
    “Sure!” I said with a grin, “There’s still a little whiskey left over from last night and if we run out of that, I’m sure we can think of something to do.” I winked at him. 
 
    A huge smile appeared on his face. “Really?! Awesome! I wouldn’t miss it for the world!” he gushed. “Any particular time?” 
 
    “Let’s say 10 o’clock. That way we can get the horses fed and get a shower. Sound good?” 
 
    “Sure thing!” he practically shouted. 
 
    “It’s a date, then!” Lizzie chimed in. 
 
      
 
    Saturday, we both did well in the arena. I tied my calf in under 8 seconds and, as luck would have it, the two leaders from last night both missed. That put me back in the running. Lizzie clocked her best time ever, leaving all three barrels standing. But we both had a little trouble concentrating. We were looking forward to 10 o’clock. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Lizzie’s second time with Lance would be different. Unlike last time, we all knew what was going to happen tonight at 10 o’clock. And in some ways, that made it more difficult. Last night had been unscripted, spontaneous, and, in a lot of ways, a surprise for all three of us. But when Lance knocked on our door tonight, he would be there for one reason: to fuck my beautiful wife. 
 
    There were fresh sheets on the bed and scented candles placed throughout the trailer. Jim Reeves crooned softly over the sound system. It was 9 PM. Freshly showered, Elizabeth now stood in front of the closet, wearing a bath towel as she tried to find just the right thing to wear. Her hair was carefully braided; twin copper-colored plaits draped luxuriously down her exquisite back. In mild amusement, I watched as she fussed and fidgeted, rejecting one outfit after another, until I couldn’t take it anymore. 
 
    Crossing to her, I placed a hand on the small of her back and leaned to kiss her shoulder. “Let me help you,” I said as I opened her underwear drawer. Digging to the bottom of the drawer, I found what I was looking for and arranged it carefully on the bed. A fancy, white lace bra and panty set with matching garter belt and lace stocking. Then, I ducked into the far corner of the closet and came out with a pair of white high-heeled, lace-up boots with sheer lace sides and a silk dressing gown. 
 
    “But Sweetie,” Elizabeth protested, “I can’t wear that! Those are the things I wore on our honeymoon!” 
 
    “I know,” I replied with a wink. “It will be hot!” Grasping her towel, I peeled it away from her gorgeous body. I picked up the bra and held it in front of her by the straps, inviting her to put her arms through them. 
 
    “Oh, so now you’re going to dress me for him?” taunted Lizzie as her hands slipped through the straps. The lace fell into place over her firm little titties, transforming them into framed works of erotic art. She spun around and held up her braided hair while I snapped the bra’s back. She wiggled her rounded butt at me, laughing as she looked at me over her shoulder. I slapped her ass playfully. 
 
    “Hey! That’s not nice!” 
 
    Turning back to the bed, I picked up the garter belt and stockings. I held the garter belt while she stepped into it, her little patch of fur staring me straight in the face. Looking down into my eyes, she smiled sadistically and shimmied seductively to pull it up over her hips. Elizabeth sat on the edge of the bed as I knelt before her and slowly slid one stocking and then the other up her long legs. After I had securely fastened their tops to the garter belt, I reached for the boots, which I carefully laced onto her diminutive feet.  
 
    Feeling frisky, I leaned forward without warning and planted my face in her bush, lashing at her slit with my tongue. I wanted to taste her before Lance had his way with her. Elizabeth yelped and twisted away from me, breaking contact and jumping to her feet. 
 
    “No!” she said firmly. “That’s his tonight!” 
 
    I stood up and stared at her, stunned. “You don’t mean…” 
 
    Her face immediately softened. “No, Sweetie! I was just teasing you. You’re my husband. I couldn’t do that to you.” 
 
    I was silent as I thought for a moment. 
 
    I smiled sheepishly. “It might actually be kinda hot, you know.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “If only he got to have you tonight.” I muttered softly. 
 
    “Wouldn’t it be terrible for you, Baby? It would be like I was his!” 
 
    I immediately popped a boner. Carbon steel between my legs. She noticed. 
 
    “You’d want that?” 
 
    “I don’t know, maybe,” I admitted. “Not always. But I guess it could be hot if just for tonight you gave it all to him.” 
 
    She moved closer and reached out to run her nails along my bulge. 
 
    “You really are a pervert, aren’t you, Billy,” she teased me. “I guess, in a way, that’s what this little fantasy of ours is about, isn’t it? Me giving him what’s supposed to be reserved for my husband?” 
 
    I moaned. 
 
    “Is that why my honeymoon lingerie was in the closet of the trailer?” 
 
    I looked at the floor while she continued to massage me. I knew I was busted! 
 
    “Alright, Sweetie,” she cooed. “If that’s what you want! My pussy is now officially off limits to you! Now, why don’t you finish dressing your wife before Lance gets here?!” Hooking a finger through the tiny panties lying on the bed, she turned and held them out to me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    Lance’s knock on the trailer door seemed loud as a gunshot. On the couch, we both flinched in unison, nerves on edge. Standing up, I started to hurry to the door, then thought better of it. 
 
    “Why don’t you let him in?” I smiled at her wickedly. 
 
    Lance was speechless when Elizabeth pushed the door open. A more alluring image he had never seen. A silk gown hung lazily from her slender shoulders, untied in front to provide a tantalizing glimpse of the treasures beneath. Even in the dim light, he could make out her stocking tops and frilly panties. She was a vision of beauty, a willowy sex goddess in white lace. 
 
    “Um, Hiya Lizzie…er, Elizabeth!” he stammered, catching himself. He stood holding a bouquet of flowers, mouth hanging open as he drank in the seductress silhouetted in the doorway before him. 
 
    “Lance!” she grinned, shifting sensually from one leg to the other. Her hips caused the loose silk gown to ripple and fall even further open. “I thought maybe you’d changed your mind!” 
 
    “N…No…No, ma’am! Hell no!” he grinned. “Wild horses couldn’t have kept me away! God Elizabeth! You look amazing! Just amazing!” He was rapidly recovering his wits and obviously pleased with what he was seeing. “Here, I brought these for you!”  
 
    Lizzie was thrilled. Flowers were something she dearly loved. And I never seemed to think of bringing her any. It wasn’t that I didn’t love my darling wife, it just never occurred to me to buy flowers for her. Lance was clearly somewhat more considerate. 
 
    His thoughtfulness was by no means wasted on Lizzie. She blushed, smiling broadly as she accepted his sweet gift. She’d always been shy. A gangly youth, she had been a late developer, only blossoming after high school into the gorgeous woman that now stood in the door of the trailer. But she still saw herself as a knock-kneed, freckle-faced farm girl. She seemed wholly ignorant of the fact that she was always the prettiest woman in any crowd. 
 
    Naturally, I had told her she was beautiful a thousand times, but I was her husband. In her eyes, I had to say that. With Lance it was different. He was wealthy, hot, and hung. He could have any woman he wanted. And he wanted her. Nothing had ever made her feel so sexy. 
 
    “Why don’t you come on in?” insisted Lizzie, clutching the bouquet happily to her lacy breasts and moving aside to let him past. 
 
    I greeted him with a handshake and handed him a tumbler of bourbon. “Welcome back, Lance. Here’s to another interesting evening!” Our glasses clinked and we both sipped the smooth amber elixir. I could hear Elizabeth in the kitchen behind me, putting the flowers in a vase of water.  
 
    “Please have a seat,” I gestured toward the love seat. 
 
    His butt hadn’t even hit the fabric before Lizzie was next to him. Her hands went to his biceps as she snuggled in close, laying her head on his shoulder with a contented sigh. I plopped down in my armchair across from them. 
 
    “Thanks again for inviting me back,” Lance said. “I was really hoping you guys would be okay with what happened last night. I surely don’t want to cause any hard feelings…” 
 
    Lizzie once again snickered, hiding her face in his beefy shoulder. 
 
    Lance rolled his eyes, a huge grin on his face, “Guess I’m going to have to stop saying that, huh? If I’m going to keep hanging out with such a dirty-minded girl, that is!” We all had a good laugh. 
 
    “Actually, Lance, we talked some after you left, and we decided that we had both really enjoyed it. In fact,” I met my wife’s eyes, “we’re thinking about doing this more often. If you’re interested, that is!” 
 
    “Interested? Lord Bill! I’d sell my soul to the devil himself for another night with your wife!” 
 
    “And you don’t mind me watching?” 
 
    “Actually,” he tipped his hat back and gave me a sheepish look, “it kinda made it more exciting for me!” His eyes went to Lizzie. “No offence, but taking a women in front of her husband is beyond naughty!” Lizzie hid her face in her hands in mock embarrassment. 
 
    “Here’s to naughtiness,” I raised my glass. 
 
    “Oh, and I just want you to know:” Lance remembered, “tonight, I came prepared!” 
 
    “Prepared?” 
 
    “Yeah. The quick trip down the road had condoms in my size. So that won’t be a problem.” 
 
    My eyes moved to my wife and I found her watching me. Raising an eyebrow, she gave an almost imperceptible shrug. 
 
    “Actually. That was another thing we talked about. It’s not really a risky time for her. You don’t have to wear one if you don’t want.” 
 
    “Really?!” he sat forward, pondering my words, “I just didn’t think you’d want…” 
 
    Now it was Lizzies turn to join the conversation, interrupting Lance mid-sentence. “He gets off on it,” she explained, nuzzling his neck as her hand began to stroke the inside of his leg, “my hubby here liked the fact that you came in me.” 
 
    Good grief! Hubby? I was mortified by her frankness. But, even as I felt myself blush, my cock gave a lurch. Lance looked me in the eye and a slight smile curled his lip. 
 
    The couple on the couch now turned their attention toward each other. Lizzie attacked him like a lioness, straddling him and pawing at his shirt with a primal need, tearing it from his muscular chest. Her fingernails played in the short hair that covered his torso, while his hands snaked beneath her gown to knead her firm ass. She kissed her way up his chest and neck, finally locking her lips onto his, moaning deeply as their tongues dueled with each other. 
 
    From my vantage point, her silk gown obscured almost everything. I could see only the bulges of his hands beneath the slick fabric, touching and caressing my wife’s body. I heard the hiss of the fabric as they moved against each other, but I saw next to nothing. It was maddeningly erotic. Presently, I heard the rasp of his belt passing through the belt loops and Lizzie tossed it to the floor. Lance reached up and pulled her gown down to pool around her waist, exposing her back and shoulders to my view, before moving to the clasp of her bra.  
 
    His finger deftly unsnapped the clasp, then moved away, leaving the lace to hang loosely. I was confused at first. Why unfasten her bra, if he had no intention of removing in? But when he spoke, it became clear to me.  
 
    “Show me your titties, Lizzie,” he growled, “but no hands!” 
 
     It was a diabolically sexy little twist, and I loved it! Sure enough, she submitted to him, shaking her slender little shoulders to let the diaphanous material slip down to her lap. His use of my pet name for her was now somehow thrilling. He seemed to intuitively understand that she was his tonight. I had to adjust my cock in my jeans to give it more space. 
 
    “Stand up and let me look at you,” he ordered. He was apparently over his bashfulness and now being more forceful with her. 
 
    Once more, she meekly obeyed. Her bra and gown fell away, leaving her to stand before him in her garter belt and translucent lace panties, vulnerable and exposed. I found myself panting rapidly as I watched. His newfound assertiveness and her submission were exhilarating. I rubbed my crotch discreetly. 
 
    “Give me a little turn, Lizzie,” he made a circular gesture with his finger. “Let us have a look at you.” 
 
    With her hands behind her back, she slowly turned. As she came around to face me, her proud little boobies jiggled obscenely with each step. It was delightfully sexy. Completing her turned, she stood before him waiting. 
 
    “Nice! Very nice! Did you pick it out yourself?” 
 
    She shook her head and gestured toward me, “Bill did.” 
 
    Lance gave me an impressed nod and a thumbs up, “Thank you, Bill! You have excellent taste!” 
 
    I felt strangely bashful when he talked to me directly. 
 
    “Thanks,” I muttered. 
 
    “It’s the lingerie from our honeymoon!” blurted Elizabeth unexpectedly. 
 
    What the fuck! She wasn’t supposed to tell him that! That was going to be our kinky little secret. My face burned with shame as I looked into Lance’s eyes. Oh God! 
 
    “I see,” he said meaningfully, his eyes never leaving mine. “The blushing bride.” At this point, I think he was beginning to understand our kinks a little better. 
 
    He gave me a smile and then bent forward. Pulling off his boots, he slid his pants and skivvies down his knees. He was now completely nude, his thick cock springing into view. He was already erect. My wife and I both stared at it, hypnotized by its menacing presence. 
 
     Looking up at her, he held out a hand and curled his index finger. “Come here, Lizzie. It’s time.” 
 
    She walked resolutely to him and fell to her knees, crawling between his knees to grasp the root of his enormous member. He leaned down to kiss her once more before leaning back onto the sofa. His hands clasped behind his head, he stared at me as my wife began to lick and kiss his erect cock. 
 
    A shiver ran down my spine; my cock throbbed. The situation had taken a completely new turn. It no longer felt as if I were allowing Lance to play with my wife. It felt more as though he were taking her. It frightened me, but it was incredibly hot. I broke eye contact with him to stare at my wife. Her cute little butt wiggled enticingly as she sucked him. She fellated him loudly for several minutes, before he pulled her off of his cock.  
 
    Kissing her once again, he said, “Why don’t we get you out of those panties now?” 
 
    Obediently, Elizabeth got to her feet and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. Lance held up his hand.  
 
    “Not you, Lizzie,” he stopped her.  
 
    She stared back at him, not understanding.  
 
    “Him,” he pointed at me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    I nearly died. Lizzie looked back over her shoulder at me and whispered plaintively, “Please, Sweetie!” 
 
    In shock, I moved to her and placed a hand on each hip. Elizabeth bent at the waist and began making out with her lover as I curled my fingers through the elastic of her thin panties. I knelt and began to pull them slowly down over her smooth hips. The feel of the flimsy material gliding down her lace-topped stockings was breathtaking. My cock was so hard it was agonizing. When I reached the floor, she stepped daintily out of them. 
 
    “Thanks, Baby,” she smiled down at me. 
 
    I placed a kiss on her butt cheek, “Have fun!”  
 
    Rising quickly, I walked to my seat, taking her panties with me. I heard her whispering to him briefly and, turning, saw them walking hand in hand to the bed. Her curvy ass swayed to and fro with each step, exquisitely framed by the garter belt and stocking.  
 
    The bedsprings creaked quietly as he lifted her onto the bed and knelt between her thighs. He slowly planted kisses up her legs, beginning at her boots, his lips moving across the shiny nylon like an inchworm climbing a branch. She gasped loudly when he impishly bit the tender, exposed flesh between her pussy and the tops of her stockings. Then, he judiciously avoided her crotch, continuing up her body. He kissed her belly button and licked her ribs, stopping to swirl his tongue around a straining nipple before nibbling his way up her neck to her ear. 
 
    They whispered privately for just a moment before he once more began to descend along her body. A sharp pang of jealousy shot through me at their shared intimacy. And once again, I found myself inexplicably aroused. Lance finally reached her pelvis, where he kissed a circle around her now weeping pussy.  
 
    Elizabeth whined with frustration, begging him to lick her. Instead, he teased her pubic hair with his fingers, petting and stroking her as he nibbled the tender flesh of her inner thighs. I could feel the tension as he taunted and tortured her. 
 
    “Please!” begged Lizzie. “Lance, Please!” Her hands clawed at the sheets, her pelvis thrusting up at him, trying to force him to touch her pussy. 
 
    Finally, he gave her what she so desperately wanted. Moving back up, his hands pulled her lips apart as his rough tongue dove inside her, fluttering up into her hole to lick at her very core. She screamed, her hands flying to the back of his head as she began to cum. I was in awe of his skill. Never in a million years could I have made her cum so quickly and so hard. 
 
    As she came down from her orgasm, Lance moved up her body. He placed his dick along her belly up to her garter belt, nestling his balls against her soaked slit. He began to slowly slide it back and forth across her triangle-shaped thatch of dark red pubic hair, relishing the raspy feel of her trimmed hairs along the underside of his member. 
 
    “Look at it, Lizzie,” he said to her.  
 
    Raising herself onto her elbows, she gazed down on the huge log dancing slowly across her flat stomach. She whimpered and writhed in excitement.  
 
    “See how far I’ll be inside you?” 
 
    She nodded soberly, her face radiating need. 
 
    “Are you sure you want this in you?” 
 
    “Oooh… yes!” she hissed. “Please!” 
 
    “But you’re wearing the lingerie you wore on your honeymoon! Shouldn’t that be reserved for your husband?” 
 
    She was going crazy with lust, trembling all over. “Pleeease!” she whined. 
 
    “I don’t know, Lizzie. Maybe we’d better ask your husband first.” 
 
    Turning her head to look at me, she held out a hand to me. Beckoning me to her. I dropped her panties on the couch and moved to her. 
 
    Taking my hand she begged, “Please Bill! Baby, please ask Lance to fuck me!” 
 
    My embarrassment was intense. Watching him pleasure her was one thing, but being asked to interact with him made me extremely uncomfortable. My stomach was full of butterflies as I watched his cock move along her skin. The effect of seeing how far up inside her he would be was a devastating blow to my ego. No wonder she loved his cock. No wonder he held such sway over her. Even I felt a sense of wonder and intimidation as I looked at his huge weapon.  
 
    “P…Pl…Please, Lance,” I requested. “Please. Please fuck my wife.” 
 
    “But William,” he answered, looking me coolly in the eye, “I’m not wearing a condom. Are you sure you want that?” 
 
    I nodded rapidly, looking down at my wife’s pleading eyes, “Yes, Lance. Give it to her!” 
 
    With a wink, he pulled back and held his cockhead down into her wetness as he pushed forwards. As wet as she was, she still had difficulty taking him. Her grip on my hand tightened, squeezing me like a vise. I watched with dread fascination while his beefy organ inched its way inside my wife. Each time he drew back, her lips clung insistently to his fleshy shaft, now glistening with my wife’s juices.  
 
    It was so sexy to be this close, to be touching her as he penetrated her. I was insanely hard, quivering with erotic tension. My underwear was soaked with pre-cum as I watched Lance force more and more of himself up my wife’s tight hole. 
 
    “Help him, Sweetie!” said Lizzie suddenly, eyes clamped shut. “Hold my legs.” 
 
    I dropped her hand and reached beneath her stockinged knees, pulling her open for her lover. She moaned and wept as he crammed more and more of his log inside her married pussy and I relished every second. In my hands, I could feel her little legs shiver and quake as his invading penis made its way inexorably into her snugness. This was far better than any porn I had ever seen.  
 
    From here, I could see her flat little belly quiver as he worked himself in and out of her obscenely stretched folds. I held my wife’s legs open, offering him to her as he finally sheathed his entire shaft within her. His huge balls slapped against her ass, making her squeal loudly, drawing my eyes to her face. Through luxuriant long lashes, her beautiful eyes glowed up at me with passion. She licked her full lips. 
 
    “Oh, it’s so good, Bill! So…unnngh!...so big!” 
 
    Releasing her legs, my hand found her cheek and I stroked it lovingly. I bent and kissed her as Lance began to slowly fuck her. 
 
    “God I love you!” she grunted. “Thank…oooh!...Thank you for this.” 
 
    “Why don’t you show him?” Lance asked her. 
 
    A look of confusion crossed her face. “Show him?” 
 
    “Yeah, you know! Help the poor guy out!” he nodded toward the tent in my jeans. 
 
    Understanding, she released my hand and unbuckled my belt buckle, pushing my jeans and underwear down until my cock and balls flopped free. I was embarrassed to be exposed to his view, but I was also ridiculously hard, pointing straight up in the air. Lizzie bent me downwards and, closing her eyes, took me in her wet mouth as her body shook from Lance’s fucking. 
 
    “I’m jealous, man.” 
 
    “Huh?” I looked at Lance. 
 
    He nodded toward Lizzie’s mouth wrapped around my cock, “I’ve never really had a proper blowjob. No girl has ever been able to fit me in her mouth!” 
 
    I groaned at the implications, feeling suddenly self-conscious about my size. My eyes shot to where my wife was impaled on his rod. Compared to him, my average-sized penis looked small. Without further comment, he returned his attention to his conquest of my wife’s hot little snatch and her warm, sucking mouth soon made me forget my insecurities.  
 
    I loved feeling her moan and whimper around my cock as her lover reamed her cheating pussy, stretching her more than I ever could. As he fucked her through another orgasm, I had to grit my teeth and pull out for a moment to keep from losing it. 
 
    “Wanna swap ends?” Lance asked me as he let her settle down. 
 
    Immediately, Elizabeth took her mouth off my penis. My balls drew up tightly as the air hit my wet cock. My wife turned to look at Lance. 
 
    “No!” She told him, still struggling to catch her breath. “I don’t want him inside me tonight. Only you!”  
 
    I couldn’t believe she was telling him about this! Another of our little secrets shared with him. I was upset and now appallingly horny. My dick throbbed and hopped in the cool air, excited by the humiliation of her revelation. 
 
    “Sorry, Baby,” she smiled up at me, running her tongue playfully along the underside of my bobbing penis. “I told you earlier: This is Lance’s pussy tonight!” 
 
    Lance looked at me, frowning with surprise. I shrugged my shoulders bashfully. Slowly, his face softened. He nodded silently. His plump cock began to saw in and out of her again. He knew now; knew that I was turned on, not so much by sharing her with him, but by her wanting him instead of me. 
 
    Without another word, my wife went down on me again, smacking and slurping noisily as she assailed my rod. Her ministrations were more energetic, more passionate than before. She was clearly aroused by telling him that I was being excluded. She was a naughty, teasing little bitch, and I loved it so! 
 
    Suddenly, Lance pulled out of her. Lizzie whined at the sudden feeling of emptiness. She abandoned my cock to look at him questioningly. 
 
    “Up on all fours!” he smiled affably, kissing her knee as he moved back. 
 
    Lizzie nodded dutifully and rolled over, rising onto her hands and knees. In this position, her braids drooped cutely down over her narrow shoulders, drawing my eyes to the little cones that hung down adorably from her chest, swaying seductively in the soft light of the trailer. Her curved back seemed impossibly long and slender, tapering beautifully before flaring into wide, womanly hips. God, she looked sexy! Looking back over her shoulder, she presented her shapely hips to her lover. 
 
    Lance placed a strong hand on either side of her slim waist and bent to kiss her damp back. Lizzie sighed. Straightening, Lance reached between his legs to lift his heavy cock to her opening, then placed a hand on each hip. Strong arms began to pull her back onto his rigid shaft. Her mouth shot open in a silent scream, forming a perfect circle as he mounted her, her sex yielding to the invader. In one slow, determined stroke, Lance buried his entire length in her welcoming pussy, his enormous balls kissing her swollen clit. 
 
    After a few slow strokes, Lance began to establish a rhythm, fucking my wife firmly with a steady cadence. Her carefully plaited braids now became handlebars and he used them to advantage, preventing her escape as he pulled her tightly to him. I watched in awe as he took her. Gone was the gentle Lance of yesterday. He now fucked her with abandon, slamming against her ass forcefully, the supple flesh rippling delightfully with each manly thrust. 
 
    For some time, he rode her like that, his fists gripping her hair tightly as he thrust himself into her molten pussy. Time and again his cock advanced and retreated, his scrotum slapping her sensitive little bud on each stroke. Elizabeth went wild, trembling and bucking as she was suddenly overcome by an orgasm. Releasing her braids, Lance bent once more to gently kiss her back and nuzzle her ear as she sobbed and convulsed around him. When she had recovered he began to thrust anew. 
 
    Noticing me again, Lizzie beckoned me forward. As I stood before her, she once more welcomed my turgid spike between her lips. Each of Lance’s thrusts pushed her sharply forward onto my cock. I could feel the force of the intense fucking he was giving her, feel him pound into her. It was enormously exciting and I knew I wasn’t going to last long. 
 
    As though sensing my thoughts, she removed me from her mouth to stare up sweetly at me, hugging my wet penis to her cheek as her lover drilled into her dripping snatch. “Sweetie, would you bring me my panties?” She released my dick, nodding toward the couch. 
 
    “Uh, sure,” I stuttered, surprised by her request. Was she going to put them back on? Did she plan to wear them after he finished in her, to trap his semen inside her? The thought made me dizzy with lust. I quickly crossed to the couch and retrieved them, hurrying back to the bed, where she moaned 
 
    “Thank you, Sweetie!”  
 
    She took the lacy garment from my hand, wrapping it around my cock as she returned me to her mouth. The slight roughness of the lace stimulated my shaft as she rubbed her panties along it. This was sexy, too! 
 
    Then, she unexpectedly popped me out of her wet mouth and held the thin panties up in front of me. She gestured with her eyes at the lacy fabric spread upon her upstretched palms. 
 
    “Do it here,” she commanded. 
 
    “Wha…?” 
 
    “Squirt on my panties while Lance cums in your wife!” 
 
    Oh God! The nastiness of her words was like a stab to the gut. It was so perverse, so wrong… and so perfect. Glancing up, I met Lance’s eyes looking at me over her back as he palmed my wife’s soft ass. 
 
    “Do it,” he said simply, nodding. 
 
    In a trance, I began to stroke myself aiming the purple head of my aching cock at the scrap of fabric in her hands. My head swam with the depravity of the situation. My wife and her lover were forcing me to masturbate for them, to waste my load in her undies so that he could fill her pussy with his own seed. And that deviant thought filled me with a kind of twisted exhilaration. As my hand flew back and forth across my penis, I quickly reached the breaking point. 
 
    My back arched and I gasped and moaned as I began to cum. My balls tightened and the base of my cock began to pulse as my semen rocketed up through my iron-hard shaft to shoot out into Lizzies hands. Over and over, my cock pulsed and spurted forcefully. Soon the fabric of her panties was saturated with my offering, but still I squirted. My wife and I both watched in fascination as I emptied my balls for her, both of us surprised at the force of my ejaculation. Finally, my contractions began to subside and the flow of sperm slowed to a trickle before finally stopping. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Lizzie exclaimed. “You’ve never cum so much! I can’t believe what this does to you, Baby!” 
 
    “Oh wow!” was all Lance said. 
 
    With a satisfied smile, I stumbled back from the bed, my knees shaking. In the aftermath of my orgasm, I was suddenly self-conscious. I found my underwear on the floor and slid it up my legs, covering my wilted penis before taking a seat again. 
 
    The scene on the bed was rapidly approaching its end. Lance had obviously been turned on by the spectacle he had just witnessed and was pounding into Elizabeth’s hips with reckless abandon. She gasped at the ferocity of his onslaught, her chest heaving as the panties slipped from her hands to lie forgotten in a pool of my sperm on the floor next to the bed. 
 
    She climaxed before him, shrieking in passion, her arms collapsing. Her head fell to the wrinkled sheets; her graceful hips stuck lewdly into the air as her lover labored behind her. A huge grimace creased her face as she grunted and ground her splendid ass back at him, welcoming him deeper into her fiery crevice. 
 
    “Unngh!...Aaah!”, she moaned, her face smashed into the mattress, “Cum for me, Lance!...Fill me in front of my husband!” 
 
    And after everything that had transpired, he was more than ready to unburden those massive testicles of his. And her dirty talk pushed him over the edge. Every muscle went taught as he grasped her waist, pulling Lizzie’s wonderful hips tightly against his groin, and began to shoot. Throwing his head back, he bellowed like a bull, stabbing at her pussy with his enormous member as his semen flowed into her, flooding her pussy with a massive amount of his sperm. It seemed to stretch on forever. His muscular body hunched into her repeatedly as he seeded my wife with his magnificent cock. Finally, he slumped over her back, exhausted, and then released his iron grip on her waist. His heavy cock slipped noisily out of her brimming hole, slapping wetly against her inner thigh. 
 
    “Wheww!” Lance hooted, smiling at me as he moved off her. “That was intense!” His deflated cock still dwarfed mine. 
 
    “I’ll say!” I exclaimed, standing up. “It looked like you really filled her!” 
 
    “That’s what the lady wanted!” Turning to her, he ordered, “Hold still. Your husband needs to see this.” He gestured toward her still upraised buttocks. 
 
    I couldn’t resist. I quietly made my way to his side and gazed on his handiwork. I had to admit, it was impressive. Her vagina was distended, gaping open impossibly as her raspy pubic hair peeked out beneath it. I found myself wondering if she would ever be tight for me again and shuddered with excitement. In spite of the fact that her hips were up, some of Lance’s massive load was leaking out of her, spilling down the insides of her pale thighs to soil the tops of her virginal white stockings. There was something frighteningly beautiful about the sight of his seed drooling from her conquered hole. I felt myself growing hard again. 
 
    “Have you ever put that much cum in her?” he asked me smugly. 
 
    Elizabeth answered for me before I could speak. “He’s never cum in me.” 
 
    Raising an eyebrow, Lance gave a low whistle, “I see…In that case, this really is a special honor. Thank you. Thank you both.” 
 
    I think the sudden gravity of her statement was a little intense for him. At any rate, he quickly found his clothing again and dressed as we made small talk. Elizabeth rose from the bed and shrugged into her gown. She escorted him to the door and they shared a private moment, touching, cuddling, and whispering to each other for a while with their foreheads touching beneath his Stetson, before she opened the door for him. She gave him one last passionate kiss and then, with a wave to me, he was gone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Watching their intimacy at the door had done nothing to relieve my new boner. When she walked back to me, she noticed immediately. 
 
    “Looks like somebody had a good time!” she stroked me through my underwear. 
 
    “Yes!” I replied quickly. “It was even hotter than last time.” 
 
    “What part, Baby?” She continued to rub my erection. Her gown had fallen open and her breasts were on display in front of me. 
 
    “I liked how forceful he was with you; the way he took charge tonight. I wonder why he was so different...” 
 
    “Silly boy!” she laughed. “Lance and I had quite a long talk before you came to find me this morning. I told him about some of our fantasies and turn-ons. So he had a pretty good idea just which buttons needed pushing tonight!” 
 
    “You told him?!” 
 
    “Well, of course!” She pushed my shorts to my knees so she could play with my penis. “I wanted him to know what he was getting himself into.” 
 
    I moaned and looked at her perfect breasts, reaching out a hand to stroke them beneath her gown. “I sure liked the way he got into you!” 
 
    “Was it what you wanted, Baby?” 
 
    “God, yes! And so much more! I love watching him fuck you!” 
 
    She blushed at my crudeness, “I’m glad. I like doing it in front of you. I can feel your eyes on me. I know how jealous you are; how much you wish you were the one between my legs. It makes me feel so sexy!” 
 
    “And you like the fact that he’s hung. I can tell.” 
 
    “Yes,” she admitted. “That is a part of it. It feels amazing to be stretched like that. He can make me cum so easily. But…to tell you the truth, his size is exciting for another reason.” 
 
    “Another reason?” I croaked, her hand on my cock making it hard to concentrate. 
 
    “Yes, Baby,” she cooed in my ear. “I like that he’s so much bigger than you!” 
 
    “Oh God!” my hips began to buck, humping her hand as she teased me. 
 
    “And you know what else?” 
 
    “Aaagh…Whatttt, Baby?” 
 
    “I like that his sperm is inside me, instead of yours!” she hissed wickedly. 
 
    “Aaagh!” I cried as the semen rocketed out of my cock. I spurted all over her hand and wrist as she milked me. When I was finished, she patted my flagging penis lovingly before pulling up my shorts. 
 
    “Why don’t you hop in bed while I clean up?” she suggested as she walked toward the bathroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    When I awoke the next morning, I found Lizzie sleeping soundly beside me in a short cotton nightie. She was a vision of virtuous beauty, her sweet face encircled by her thick red hair. There was no outward sign of the debauchery she had so enjoyed last night. I kissed her shoulder, rousing her. 
 
    “Morning, Sunshine!” 
 
    “Oh, Baby! Good morning!” She stretched. “We’d better start getting packed up.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I agreed, swinging my feet to the floor. “I’d like to get on the road by 9.” 
 
    As I stood, my eyes were drawn by a white envelope next to the door. Curious, I walked over and picked it up. 
 
    “What is it?” Lizzie asked me, rubbing her eyes. 
 
    “It looks like a letter of some sort,” I answered, turning it over in my hands. Finding no markings, I opened it and pulled out a business card and a single sheet of paper. Scrawled across it, in a distinctly masculine hand were the following words: 
 
    Dear Bill and Elizabeth, 
 
    Thank you so much for your hospitality over the last two days. It has meant more to me than you will ever know. Sorry that I couldn’t say goodbye in person, but I had to leave early to take care of some urgent business back. 
 
    I hope this isn’t too forward, but if you guys aren’t doing anything over Thanksgiving, I’d like to invite you to come visit me at the ranch. It gets kinda lonesome in the big house around the holidays, now that Dad has passed away, and I would sure enjoy the company. I have plenty of spare rooms and we could barbecue, play horseshoes, swim in the pool, whatever you feel like! 
 
    Anyway, just thought I’d make the offer. The phone number is on the card. 
 
    Thanks again to a very special lady and her generous husband. 
 
    Your friend always, 
 
    Lance Corbin 
 
      
 
    I read the letter to Elizabeth and then looked up. She smiled broadly and raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “You know,” she began, “I sure do like barbecue…” 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





