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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The run-up to the state championship had been tense. We’d had little time for anything other than rodeo and, as luck would have it, a month passed before we saw Lance again. We just never seemed to be attending the same competitions on any given weekend. Then, at the finals themselves, there had scarcely been time for more than a quick hello, as we met him in passing. But now, the rodeo season was over for the year, and both Elizabeth and I were finally able to enjoy some well-earned downtime. 
 
     It was good to be home. While we lived for the excitement of rodeo, life on the road was exhausting. Constantly driving from one city to another, sleeping in the trailer, eating fast food, and taking care of two horses had a way of taking its toll on a person. After all the chaos, the peace and quiet of our little ranch felt like heaven. For a month, we had scarcely been to town. 
 
    Now, October was drawing to a close. The leaves were falling and the flights of geese and cranes trailed out across the vast western sky in mighty V’s heading south for the winter. I lay in the long grass under the cottonwood trees next to the creek with my eyes closed, enjoying the feel of the setting sun on my face. I could hear my horse, Buster, grazing contentedly a few feet away and the rustle of the dry leaves in the trees above, mixed with the happy gurgle of the water as it made its way over the rocky streambed. The occasional fly buzzed quietly through the whispering grass. I couldn’t remember ever having felt so content. 
 
    At long last, I roused myself and gathered Buster’s reins. It was time to head back. I checked the cinch, then, placing my left foot in the stirrup, I grabbed the horn and stepped into the saddle. I sat for just a second with both hands on the horn in front of me, watching the sun creep ever closer to the horizon, before squeezing Buster into a walk and pointing him toward home.  
 
    “Let’s head for the house, boy,” I said to him. 
 
    The shadows lengthened and the crickets began to chirp as I rode up the familiar trail toward the ranch house. The only other noises were the creaking of the saddle and the sound of Buster’s hooves shuffling through the fallen leaves that covered the soft ground. Without the warmth of the sun, the air had turned chilly, and I turned up my collar against the cool breeze that blew insistently at my back. 
 
    Cresting the hill, I could see the porchlight twinkling across the pasture. Lizzie always turned the light on for us when we were out after dark. Spotting it, Buster broke into a trot, eager to be home, and I pulled him up gently, forcing him to walk. 
 
    “Easy boy,” I said softly. 
 
    Buster fell obediently to a walk once more, and we arrived home without incident. I pulled up next to the barn and dismounted. Leading him through the big door, I felt for the light switch on the wall and flicked it on. The barn was immediately bathed in light. 
 
    Draping the rein over my shoulder, I loosened the back cinch, then proceeded to undo the front cinch. Passing in front of Buster, I stopped to scratch his forehead before moving to the other side to secure the two cinches in their keeper. I then reached up and, grasping the saddle horn, pulled the saddle and saddle pad off in one motion. Tipping the saddle up carefully onto the horn and swells to take the strain off the tree, I left it on the bare dirt next to the stall door. 
 
    I led Buster into his stall, where I rubbed him down briefly with a handful of straw. For some time, I lingered with him, talking lowly and scratching his ears before finally closing the stall door. After giving him a scoop of oats and a pitchfork of hay, I put my tack in the tack room. I switched off the lights and closed the barn’s main door before turning to walk to the house where my wife waited. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    When I opened the back door, my nose was greeted by the savory aroma of roasting meat. Lord, I was hungry, I realized to my surprise. I hung my hat on the hook in the entryway and reached for the bootjack. Pulling off both boots, I arranged them neatly along the wall and then put the bootjack back in its place. Lizzie hated it when I left my boots lying in the entryway. Happy wife, happy life, I smiled to myself. 
 
    Walking into the kitchen, I saw Elizabeth bent over the open oven, unaware that I was there. For a moment, I watched her carefully basting the chicken she was making for supper. She stood barefoot in a simple cotton dress with an apron. Her red hair was secured with a bandana. The quintessential rancher’s wife, I thought. She really was quite lovely. 
 
     Careful to make no sound, I snuck up behind her. Once I was within striking distance, I reached out with no warning and grabbed her by the waist, pulling her rapidly backwards into my arms. She shrieked like a banshee, completely taken off guard by my assault. 
 
    “Bill!” she admonished. “What do you think you’re doing?! I nearly had a heart attack!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Baby!” I laughed. “I just couldn’t resist!” 
 
    “Well, maybe you should try harder in the future, mister!” 
 
    She stuck her tongue out at me, then hurried to shut the oven door. I couldn’t help but admire her cute backside as she raised up on her tiptoes to stir the green beans simmering on the back burner. 
 
    “Dinner will be ready in about 10 minutes. Why don’t you set the table?” 
 
    “Aye aye, Cap’n!” I came to attention. 
 
    “Watch it, smartass, or you’ll be jerkin’ off to internet porn tonight!” 
 
    Feigning horror, I scurried toward the silverware drawer. Lizzie laughed happily at my antics. 
 
    My mouth was watering from the aroma emanating from the oven as I set out plates and flatware. The meal smelled mouth-watering. Roast garlic chicken and mashed potatoes with carrots and green beans. It was one of my favorites and Lizzie knew it. In the back of my mind, I couldn’t help wondering if there were some ulterior motive behind all her hard work. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    After dinner, which, as expected, had been delicious, I helped her clean away the dirty dishes and then went to take a shower. I leaned against the shower wall, letting the scalding spray wash the trail dust from my body, to go swirling down the drain. The warmth of the water was relaxing after the slight chill of the evening air. As I stood under the running water, I heard the shower door open and close behind me and felt my wife’s cool hand touch my back. 
 
    Turning, I put a hand on each of her hips and pulled her naked form to me. Our lips met as her little hand snaked downward across my abs. Finding my penis, she cupped me in her hand and gave a gentle squeeze. I sighed and slid my own hands up her slender torso to catch her firm little tits. Taking the bar of soap from the holder, I began to soap her tight, athletic body. 
 
     “So how was your ride today?” Lizzie asked as I grew in her hand. “Did you have a good time?” 
 
    Kissing her wet neck, I moved to soap her wonderful ass, answering, “It was beautiful, with the leaves changing and all. It’s starting to turn colder, though. Before long, I’ll have to get off my butt and cut us some firewood for the winter.” Turning her away from me, I reached around her and soaped her slit, fingering her as I talked. 
 
    Each year, I promised myself that I wouldn’t procrastinate with the firewood. I’d go out early this time and have a woodpile to last all winter by the time the leaves began to fall. But year after year found me traipsing through the snowy woods with a chainsaw, wearing a parka. And I had managed to uphold the tradition once more. 
 
    “Yeah,” Lizzie said meaningfully, turning back to face me and raising an eyebrow. “That’s just one of the things you’ve been putting off.” 
 
    I’d walked right into it. I felt my dick give a little jump. 
 
    “You know,” she pressed, “it’s only a few weeks until Thanksgiving. If we’re going to take Lance up on his offer to spend the holiday with him, we need to let him know. For that matter, we need to let him know if we’re not coming!” 
 
    I knew she was right. I had been putting this off. I just didn’t know what I wanted to do. Actually, that wasn’t true. I knew what I wanted, but admitting it to myself was more difficult. The thing was, if we went, this wasn’t going to be your average, run-of-the-mill Thanksgiving holiday. Far from it… 
 
    A chance happening at a rodeo dance this summer had resulted in me watching my innocent wife seduce another man. And that man had been Lance. Seeing them together that way had, without a doubt, been the most exciting and erotic experience of my life. A deeply powerful, but also somewhat confusing experience, lust and jealousy intertwined. She had enjoyed it. I had enjoyed it. To be honest, I was still just a bit confused about how much I actually had enjoyed it! 
 
    That had been four weeks ago, and she and I still had yet to really talk about what happened that weekend. Sure, we had been busy, practicing and competing, but deep down, I think we were both a little frightened by the intensity of that night. So we had simply gone on about our lives, each of us waiting for the other to make the first move. 
 
    Our sex lives had improved dramatically since that night. There was a new sense of passion when I made love to her. Though she never mentioned him, I constantly found myself wondering whether she was thinking of him when we were intimate and the idea drove me crazy with lust. Even my dreams were haunted by the image of her writhing beneath Lance, her slender legs rising up to caress his sides as she opened herself to him. 
 
    And now, Lance had invited us to spend the Thanksgiving holiday with him at his ranch. And Lizzie and I both knew what would happen if we took him up on his offer. It was as certain as the rising of the sun in the east. If we said yes, she was going to wind up in bed with him again. 
 
    “Do you want to go?” I asked, trying to sound confident. 
 
    “I don’t know. Only if you do,” she put the ball back in my court. 
 
    “You know, we never really talked about what happened with him.” 
 
    “I know,” she said quietly, looking at the shower drain. 
 
    We’d put this moment off for weeks. Now, we were going to talk. I turned toward the wall and turned off the water. 
 
    “Why don’t we continue this discussion in bed?” I challenged with a smile. 
 
    “Why, Mr. Allen!” Lizzie grinned, giving me a playful squeeze. “I thought you’d never ask!”  
 
    Giggling, she hopped out and, snatching her towel from the rack, ran down the hall to the bedroom. I could hear her in the other room as I dried myself, moving around as she quickly got ready. Then, the bedsprings creaked loudly as she jumped into bed. Laughing to myself, I tied the towel around my waist, ran a comb through my still-damp hair, and walked down the hallway to join her. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    All the lights in the room were turned off, the only illumination provided by two flickering tapers in candlesticks on each nightstand. Their soft glow revealed the smiling face of my beautiful wife, lying beneath the comforter. She patted the bed beside her. 
 
    “Come on, Sweetie. I’m waiting!” 
 
    My hand loosened the towel around my hips, letting it slide down my legs to lie in a heap on the carpet. I pulled back the covers and slid in next to Elizabeth, catching a brief glimpse of her nude form in the shadows before she was once again covered by the bedlinen. We lay on our sides facing one another and I leaned in, planting a gentle kiss on her round little forehead. I drew back and stared into her sapphire eyes, waiting for her to speak. 
 
    “So, Lance…” she began hesitantly. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “What do you want to do?” she continued. 
 
    I wavered, unsure if I should speak my mind. Once articulated, my thoughts could set us on a course from which there might be no return. I stroked her auburn hair away from her pale little face and made my decision. I had denied the truth long enough. 
 
    “I think we should go,” I said simply. 
 
    “You do? Really? You’re sure? Even after what happened?” she spoke rapidly, excitedly, giving me no time to answer.  
 
    I put a finger to her lips, “Lizzie, I liked what happened.” 
 
    She stared at me, eyes wide, “You did? It’s just that…well, it seemed like you were into it at the time, but then, when you didn’t mention it afterwards, I thought maybe you wished it hadn’t happened.” 
 
    “I’m glad it happened. I’ve tried to deny it, to pretend it didn’t excite me, but the truth is, I can’t get it out of my head!” 
 
    “Oh God! Me either! I was just afraid to say anything. But I loved it! I never want to hurt you, Bill. You’re everything to me!” 
 
    “I feel the same way, Baby! I think that’s why it was so thrilling. I love you so much, and watching him give you so much pleasure was… amazing!” 
 
    Her lips parted as her warm fingers found my cock beneath the covers. I was starting to get hard. 
 
    “So, you liked watching me with him?” she cooed.  
 
    My penis jumped at the thought. 
 
    “Ooooh!” she remarked. “Guess I’ll take that as a ‘yes’.” 
 
    “Yesss!” I hissed. “God yes! It was so hot, the way he stretched you with his big cock!” 
 
    “You liked that he was big? Bigger than you?” Her other hand now snaked up between my thighs to hold my testicles. 
 
    “Yes!” I admitted. I was now fully erect. My 6 inch boner pulsed excitedly in her stroking hand. “That was a big turn-on, the fact that he’s so much bigger than me. That he could give you more.” 
 
    “Aaaww! That’s sweet, Bill,” she gushed, wrinkling her nose at me. “Just look how hard you are, thinking about him giving me that big thingy of his! If we go, are you going to let him have me again?” 
 
    “Oh God! If that’s what you want!...Aaaah!...Do you want him to have you?”  
 
    “We’re not talking about me, Bill,” she admonished, rubbing me faster. “The question is, whether you want it. Tell me the truth, Baby, do you want Lance to fuck your wife for you?” 
 
    “Yes!” I practically shouted. “Oh God, yes, Lizzie!” 
 
    “Me too, Baby! I can hardly wait for him to do me in front of you again!” 
 
    My manhood now twitched with arousal, dangerously close to cumming. I pushed her away from my crotch and then brought my hands up to hold her face tenderly. I looked deep into her eyes and softly kissed her lips. 
 
    “Just promise me you won’t fall in love with him,” I implored, suddenly needing reassurance. “I couldn’t bear it if you left me for him!” 
 
    “Never! Oh Bill, never! Baby, I love you! Only you!” 
 
    “God, I love you, too, Elizabeth!” 
 
    Her eyes brimmed with emotion, the candlelight dancing across them. She reached for me, her delicate hand caressing the side of my neck, travelling upwards to play along my ear. Leaning forward, she kissed me, her tongue darting quickly, passionately into my mouth. Then she settled back to gaze into my eyes once more. 
 
    For a long moment, we stayed like that, two lovers sharing a tender moment. No more words passed between us. None were necessary. A sense of satisfied peace now presided. The topic that had gnawed at us both these past few weeks had been broached, and ultimately, we had discovered that we both shared the same desires. We were alright. And we were now poised to embark on a new and exciting adventure; one that we would share together. 
 
    “You seem to be pretty fond of ole Lance as well,” I teased her at length, trying to lighten the mood before she cried. 
 
    “That’s different. That was just sex.” 
 
    “Just sex?” I raised an eyebrow. “I remember it being pretty good sex!” 
 
    She punched my shoulder and rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Okay, so maybe it was good sex! Really good sex!” she giggled, thinking back. “But he could never replace you. He’s no threat to our marriage.” 
 
    “That’s good to hear,” I smiled. “So, you really want to go? Should I call and accept his invitation?” 
 
    She bit her lip shyly for just a second before nodding rapidly, “Uh huh! I do!” 
 
    “Alright then, I’ll give him a call in the morning. But for now, Mrs. Allen, I guess I’d better hurry up and make love to you while there’s no well-hung stud around to hog all your attention!” 
 
    She giggled in delight, producing a condom from beneath her pillow. Closing her teeth on the foil package, she quickly tore it open and tossed it to the floor next to the bed. Then, practiced hands smoothed the thin latex barrier down my already very stiff penis. Now that I was safely sheathed, she smiled sweetly and turned onto her back, waiting for me to take my place between her legs. 
 
    Rolling onto her, I felt the sensitive head of my cock bump her slippery opening. I pressed down and felt her open around me, accepting my shaft into her depths. I sighed at the feeling of her familiar heat enveloping me. Her arms rose and her hands found the back of my neck as I humped up into her, burying my full length in her welcoming folds. 
 
    I pulled back until only the head remained inside her, then slowly forced myself home. Holding still, deep inside my wife, I relished the sensation of her snugness around my rod, pausing to steal a kiss from her soft lips. I lowered my head to tease her small breasts with my lips and began to saw myself in and out of her tight opening. Raising up on my arms, I thrust myself ardently up into her silky wetness again and again, my balls bouncing rhythmically off her round butt. 
 
    At one point, role play had been an important part of our lovemaking. Many a time, we had pretended that I was Lance, taking her in front of her husband. But after our adventure at the rodeo, both of us had been hesitant to go there. It had just all seemed a little too real. Now, with the air cleared between us, Lizzie once more felt like being a little naughty. 
 
    “Oh, that’s it, Lance!” she gasped beneath me. “Show my husband how it’s done! Fuck me!” 
 
    “Aaahh! I’m so glad he finally brought you over for another session,” I played along. “I wasn’t sure he’d let you come back.” 
 
    “Unngh! Don’t worry about Bill. He knows I need your big cock, Baby!” 
 
    Her words were turning me on like crazy. Hearing her use his name jumpstarted my imagination, and I began to envision all the naughty things he would do to her during our visit. My dick was so hard it hurt. I laid into her for all I was worth, causing her to squirm with excitement under me. 
 
    “You missed my big cock?” I asked her, jabbing my cock forcefully into her pussy. 
 
    “God, yes!” she shouted, grinning up at me in the dim light from the candles. “I missed it so much, Lance!” 
 
    There was no way I was going to last. The dirtiness of talking about the man she had fucked in our trailer, the man she was going to fuck again, was too much for me. I could feel that familiar pressure building in my balls. 
 
    “Does your husband…uunngh!...Does your husband fuck you like this?” 
 
    “No…aaaahh!...No way, Lance!” she moaned, close to orgasm. “He’s much too small to fuck me like you!” 
 
    That was it. I exploded. My balls drew up against my shaft and my dick pulsed so hard, it felt like it was detaching itself from my body. Moaning and sobbing, I spurted forcefully over and over into the condom, climbing Lizzie’s heavenly body in an effort to get deeper as I came. 
 
    Lizzie was right there with me. Her entire body went stiff as her orgasm hit her. Mouth open, eyes rolled back into her skull, she grunted loudly then began to wail, her slender legs held straight out to the sides, shaking like reeds in the wind. She clutched my butt, drawing me deeper as she spasmed around me. 
 
    We lay, tangled in each other’s arms, until we regained our breath, then I went to the bathroom to dispose of the condom. When I returned, my wife was sleeping already, her chest rising and falling in an even cadence. I pulled the comforter up over her nakedness, then blew out the candles and joined her in bed. As I snuggled up behind her sleeping form, I couldn’t help but wonder just how much truth there had been to my wife’s naughty words. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    It was still dark when I awoke the next morning. Just the slightest hint of red was peeking over the eastern horizon. Elizabeth was already up. I could hear her in the kitchen, singing quietly to herself as she fixed breakfast. The smell of coffee and bacon frying drifted down the hallway, causing my stomach to rumble. 
 
    I swung my legs over the side of the bed and reached for my phone on the nightstand. I’d put it off long enough. It was time to call Lance. I took a deep breath and cleared my throat as the phone rang. 
 
    “Hello,” a voice answered. 
 
    “Lance? This is Bill.” 
 
    “Bill! How the hell are you, man?!” 
 
    “Great! We’re doing great. How about you? Congratulations on winning the state saddle bronc championship!” 
 
    “Thanks! Thanks a lot. Looked like you two did pretty well, too.” 
 
    “Not too bad. Lizzie came in third in the barrels. I made second in the calf roping.” I offered. Why was I shrugging? He couldn’t see me through the phone! 
 
    “That’s great! Tell her congratulations for me. I was actually just thinking of you two.” 
 
    “Yeah, we were talking about you last night.” 
 
    “All good, I trust!” he laughed. “Listen, have you guys given any thought to coming down to see me over Thanksgiving?” 
 
    For the briefest of moments, I hesitated. This was it. I took a breath. 
 
    “Umm, if the offer still stands…” 
 
    Lance cut me off, “Oh, it still stands! Seriously! Nothing could make me happier!”  
 
    “Well, alright then,” I said, “just tell us when and where.” 
 
    “Awesome, Bill! Awesome! You guys won’t regret it!” promised Lance. “Tell you what, how would you feel about coming out for the whole week? Say from Saturday morning through the following Sunday? That way, we’ll have enough time to enjoy ourselves: swimming, horseshoes, riding, quail hunting, barbecue, whatever.” 
 
    More time for ‘whatever’, huh? I felt a shiver run down my spine at his words. 
 
    “Sure, we can do that,” I found myself agreeing. “Why don’t you text us directions to the ranch, so we can find it.” 
 
    “Actually, I’ve got a better idea! Isn’t there a landing strip a few miles from you guys?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I answered. “There’s a little airport a couple of miles out of Glenton. It’s about 15 miles from us. Why do you ask?” 
 
    “Why don’t I fly up in my 421 and pick you guys up. It’d save you a day of driving! Besides, I’ve kinda been lookin’ for an excuse to take the old bird out for a spin. What do you say?” 
 
    “421?” I drew a total blank. 
 
    “Sorry! My airplane. My twin Cessna.” 
 
    Airplane! Of course. God, I’d totally forgotten about Lance being a pilot. He was offering to fly us out to his ranch. 
 
    “Geez, Lance! I don’t know what to say. Are you sure?” 
 
    “Absolutely! Tell you what, be at the airport at, let’s say, 8 o’clock Saturday morning and I’ll pick you up!” 
 
    “Alright. Okay, sounds good!” 
 
    “Okey dokey! See you then!” 
 
    I hung up the phone and put it back on the nightstand. From the kitchen, I could hear Elizabeth setting the table. She was almost finished. If I was going to get a shower before breakfast, I was going to have to get a move on! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Over breakfast, I told Lizzie all about my phone conversation with Lance. Her eyes lit up when I told her we were going to be taking an airplane ride. 
 
    “So, he wants us to stay a whole week?” she asked. 
 
    “More like 9 days, actually. He has a pool, hot tub, all sorts of things to do,” I explained. “Plus, I’m pretty sure he’d like to spend a little more time with you, if you know what I mean...”  
 
    I made my eyebrows bounce up and down like Groucho Marx, making Lizzie laugh. 
 
    “Hmmm,” she thought for a minute. “Sounds fun to me!” 
 
    “We’ll need to find somebody to feed the horses while we’re gone. Thought maybe I’d ask Tom down the road.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m sure he wouldn’t mind. We should also make a trip to town. I need to pick up a few things.” 
 
    “Oh?” I teased. “Gonna get some new sexy outfits to wear around Lance?” 
 
    “Stop!” she giggled. “Just some essentials: toothpaste, deodorant, stuff like that! Although, I actually do need to pick up a new bathing suit. You haven’t taken me to the pool in ages, and the one I wear when we go down to the creek is looking pretty ratty!” 
 
    I leaned forward and took her hand, my elbows resting on the table. “You know, maybe we should get you a few outfits for the trip. It's been a while since you bought any new clothes. I think I should take you shopping.” 
 
    “Really?!” her eyes sparkled like diamonds. “That does sound fun!” 
 
    “Well, I do want you to look your best for him!” I winked. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    A few days after my conversation with Lance, I found myself being dragged down the Main Street of Glenton from one store to another. Our ranch was about ten miles from Glenton, a town of about 8,000 people. While it could hardly be called metropolitan, it was large enough to support numerous clothing stores, and Lizzie seemed determined to visit each and every one. 
 
    Time and again that day, I found myself sitting self-consciously on a chair, holding her purse, as she disappeared into the dressing room with a stack of dresses, skirts, blouses, and various other female garments, the names of which I didn’t even know. After a while, she would emerge and do a little turn for me, asking my opinion. Dutifully, I gave each outfit an up or down vote, which oddly seemed to have little effect on what she actually purchased. At 10 o’clock, my belly started to rumble. By noon, I was starving, absolutely famished, and I was starting to get irritable. 
 
    Elizabeth could tell I was dragging and finally took pity on me. She dragged me into the local diner and set me up with a greasy burger and fries. It was the most delicious thing I think I have ever tasted. Ten minutes after it hit my stomach, I was like a new man. Oh, the roborative power of food! 
 
    As I sat, chatting with my wife in the diner’s corner booth, I gazed out the plate glass windows, watching a dusty, dented old Fairlane make its way slowly down Main Street, when my eyes were drawn to a sign on one of the shops opposite. “Lana’s Lace and More” was emblazoned above the display window, which sported two mannequins attired in gauzy white undergarments. That’s new, I thought. Catching Lizzie’s eye, I nodded toward it. 
 
    “Ever been in there?” I asked. 
 
    She turned to look over her shoulder and, realizing which establishment I meant, quickly spun back around. 
 
    “No!” she whispered, embarrassed. 
 
    “Why not?” I asked innocently. 
 
    “Bill!” she looked furtively around. “That’s a sex shop!” The last two words were scarcely even a whisper. 
 
    “Don’t be silly!” I chided, getting to my feet and taking her by the hand. “Let’s go check it out.” 
 
    I picked up the check, tossed a $5 bill on the table for our waitress, and made my way to the cash register. Lizzie avoided my eyes as I paid for our meals, but she was blushing profusely. Thanking the cashier, I held the door for my wife, then took her by the hand and started across the street. 
 
    “Bill, no!” Lizzie protested. 
 
    “Come on, Baby,” I urged. “Just a quick peek!” 
 
    She looked around and, finding no one watching, she matched my stride. Her blush hadn’t faded, but now I saw a spark of excitement in her blue eyes. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to go in…she just didn’t want anyone to see her going in. We reached the other sidewalk and stopped before the door, which sported a small sign stating “18+ Only!” She looked up at me, biting her lip, and then I opened the door wide, holding it as she quickly stepped past me into the store. 
 
    It took just a moment for our eyes to adjust to the dim light of the store after the brightness of the sunlit street. But when they did, we were astonished by what we saw. One half of the store seemed to consist of lingerie, tastefully arranged on racks or displayed prominently on seductively posed mannequins. There was erotic clothing in every conceivable form, from demur bridal sets to delicate lace to slutty fishnets and aggressive leather outfits that seemed designed more to instill fear than arousal. 
 
    The other half, located at the rear of the shop and separated from the front by a low wall, contained a large variety of sex-related products. Enormous glossy posters mounted high on the wall showed vampish porn stars in alluring outfits. From our vantage point in the front, it was impossible to make out many details, but there were long racks of x-rated videos and what were obviously vibrators and dildos of various size. A large magazine rack near the front of the section openly displayed an assortment of pornographic magazines. 
 
    I stood agape, mesmerized by the sensual sights that surrounded me. Suddenly, clothing shopping with my wife had become very much more interesting… 
 
    “Oh! Oh my!” Lizzie exclaimed at my elbow. 
 
    Tearing my eyes from the diaphanous attire before me, I looked at my wife. She stood, much as I had, with her mouth hanging open as her pretty eyes darted from one rack to the next. Her right hand now pressed insistently against her chest above her perfect little breasts as she studied a silk corset. Her breathing came in ragged little gasps as she reached out with her left hand to gently stroke the smooth fabric. 
 
    “Oh God, Bill! Have you ever seen anything so beautiful?” she whispered to me. 
 
    I moved closer and bent my lips to her ear, “Why don’t you try a few things on?” 
 
    “Oh no, Bill!” she shook her head. “I just couldn’t!” 
 
    “Come on, Baby! For our trip… for Lance!” 
 
    Her face turned to me, her eyes now glazed with lust. “Is that what you want, Bill?” she whispered excitedly. “Would you like to buy me some lingerie… for my lover?!” 
 
    I nearly came in my pants. Now it was my turn to blush, my cheeks burning like a roman candle. I swallowed hard as I looked into her eyes, then began to nod rapidly. 
 
    “Yes, Lizzie! Please!” 
 
    “Alright then, Sweetie! Why don’t you go check out the section in back, while I put together a few things here. Give me about 15 to 20 minutes. Okay?” 
 
    With a quick peck on the cheek, she shooed me away. I nodded mutely and shuffled toward the back of the store. Without her by my side, I felt like everyone was watching me. I was very nervous, avoiding the cashier’s eyes as I entered the rear section. But, as I began to look around, I soon forgot my embarrassment. 
 
    Passing an endcap filled with massage oils and lubricants, I walked down the aisle, looking at the videos on display. Glossy DVD covers advertised films depicting sex in all its myriad forms. There were films showing group sex, lesbians, interracial couples, and various other kinks. It was all very exciting, but nothing really piqued my interest. Then, at the end of the aisle, I discovered a section that took my breath away. 
 
    Here, in neat little rows, there was a collection of perhaps 50 videos dealing with naughty wives. I felt my heart beat faster as I picked up first one, then another, rapidly reading the descriptions on the backs. I was surprised to find that my own personal kink was apparently shared by a great many men; men who became sexually aroused watching their wives in the arms of another man.  
 
    I felt a sense of exhilaration as I looked at these videos. I was enthralled. When I found one starring a woman that resembled Elizabeth, I knew I had to have it. Plucking it quickly from the rack, I hurried to the cash register, eager to pay before Lizzie saw what I was doing. As I stopped in front of the counter, I looked up and was surprised to see a large dildo behind the cashier. A dildo that looked shockingly like Lance’s equipment. On a whim, I pointed to it. 
 
    “And that,” I said to the pimple-faced kid manning the register. 
 
    He nodded, bored, and placed it on the counter next to the video I had selected. His fingers tapped nimbly on the keyboard in front of him, adding the items efficiently. He gave me my total and I fished out my wallet. As I counted out the bills, he put my purchases in an opaque plastic bag. I muttered a thanks and turned away from the counter to see Lizzie coming toward me with a large plastic bag of her own. 
 
    I walked toward her, smiling, and kissed her cheek, “Hey Baby! Did you find something nice?” 
 
    “A few things!” she said. “What did you get?” 
 
    “I’ll show you later.” 
 
    She took my hand and I led her to the door, then out into the sunlight. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Once we were home, we went to the bedroom, where my wife refused to show me her purchases. Instead, she kissed me lightly on the cheek and carried her bag into the walk-in closet. There, she carefully arranged her new lingerie in her underwear drawer and closed it.  
 
    “They’re for Lance, Baby,” she teased, “not for you!” 
 
    I groaned at the naughtiness of her words and pulled her to me, kissing her sweet lips. Then, I pulled the DVD from my bag. My wife gasped, covering her mouth with her hand like a college coed.  
 
    “You bought porn?”   
 
    I nodded sheepishly, placing the case in her hand. She gasped as she read the title: “Do My Redheaded Wife! Part XVI”. One look at the woman on the cover and she knew… I had chosen it due to the actress’s resemblance to my wife. 
 
    “Let’s watch it!” she said excitedly. 
 
    Taking the case from her, I opened it, walked to the DVD player, and put it in. When I turned around, Lizzie had turned down the bed and was sitting, covered to the waist by the comforter, leaning against the headboard in her bra. Her blouse and skirt now lay in a heap beside the bed.  
 
    Removing my own clothing, I surreptitiously moved the bag, with the dildo still inside, to the floor and snuggled up next to her. I pressed the button on the remote and we both turned our eyes to the screen. 
 
    The movie opened with an interview of a strikingly beautiful redhead named Nancy and her balding husband, Bob. Apparently, their fantasy was for Nancy to be taken by a well-endowed man. Bob, if possible, seemed even more eager than his wife to see this fantasy become a reality.  
 
    As they finished speaking to the interviewer, a large, muscular man with a rather large bulge in his boxer shorts entered from the side and began kissing the woman’s neck from the rear. From there, things progressed rapidly. The couple engaged in a variety of highly erotic and obscenely acrobatic sex acts that culminated in a wet and very graphic conclusion. All the while, the husband sat watching in a chair beside the bed. 
 
    The scene then switched to another, equally attractive and long-legged redhead and her husband. Once again, the wife was pleasured by another man while the husband watched. This time, the husband in the scene actually masturbated while watching. It was incredibly exciting! 
 
    Then, came the woman shown on the cover; Elizabeth’s Doppelgänger. God, I was hard! I couldn’t help rubbing myself as I watched. 
 
    Next to me, I could hear my wife’s breathing get faster and shallower. Her eyes were firmly riveted to the screen as her hands strayed across her torso, fingertips absently encircling her own breasts as she rubbed her thighs against one another, seeking pressure against her clit. As usual when aroused, she began to bite her bottom lip. Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. Her hand reached under the comforter, down between her legs, and she began to rub herself through her panties. 
 
    “God, Baby! This movie is hot!” she gasped, eyes glowing with passion as she stared at the TV. 
 
    Inching closer, I nuzzled her hair and began to gently plant kisses up her long, pale neck, starting at her exposed shoulder. My tongue quickly flicked her earlobe, eliciting a gasp, before starting back down her body. I unlatched her bra, letting her perfect little breasts spill out, as I licked and kissed my way down her slender side. 
 
    Shifting around, I slipped under the covers in front of her. Pushing her hands away, I pulled the crotch of her panties aside, her moist slit winking at me. I leaned in and licked her slowly, inserting a finger as she watched the TV. 
 
    “Oh Yes!” Lizzie hissed, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me in tightly. “Oh, that’s perfect!” 
 
    My darting tongue teased her as I reached over the side of the bed and quietly retrieved the dildo from the bag on the floor. Lizzie was far too entranced by the film to notice. Spitting on my hand, I wet the dildo and, as my tongue flicked at her clit, I began to press it into her. At first, she thought it was my finger again, but as the head popped inside her, she moaned loudly. 
 
    “Oh my God! Oh, Bill!” Elizabeth gasped. “What are you doing?! Ooohh!” 
 
    I pushed firmly, burying the full length of the rubber cock in her to its molded balls. In and out I worked the dildo, delighted by the sight of her pussy stretched tightly around it, feeling her excitement vibrate through its flexible shaft. In no time, her thighs began to shake as her orgasm approached. Her body went stiff as she came loudly. As soon as she was finished, she threw back the comforter. 
 
    “Bill, what the hell…?” 
 
    She stopped when she saw large dildo now securely lodged in her sex. 
 
    “Oh!” she stared. “What the…? Is that a dildo? Did…Did you get that at the sex shop today?” 
 
    “Mmm hmm!” I nodded, pulling it out and showing it to her. “Remind you of anyone?” 
 
    “Oh, you are so naughty!” she giggled. “Alright then, back to work… Lance!” 
 
    And with that, she swept the comforter back over my head and returned her attention to the television. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    The DVD and the new dildo were both big hits. She was fascinated by how big and realistic the sex toy was. Two nights after that first time, Lizzie asked me to get “Lance” out of the nightstand and pleasure her while she watched the video again. After that, it became a nightly affair. 
 
    She was obsessed by Lance’s comment about no woman ever having been able to get his penis inside her mouth, and began to practice her fellatio on the big dildo daily. After two days, she was able to take most of it, her eyes watering as her gag reflex checked her progress, but still she persisted, determined to take it all. She was a woman with a mission. I will never forget the day she finally succeeded, her jaw gaping obscenely as she opened her throat to allow the enormous shaft inside, inch after inch of the big rubber cock penetrating her mouth until her lips touched the molded balls. I groaned at the nastiness of it. Lance would be in for a surprise! 
 
    Each scene of the film was discussed and analyzed. She wanted to know what scenes I found most exciting and why. In turn, she pointed out the various segments that aroused her the most. Revelations led to questions which led to yet more revelations. Our initial reticence gave way to honest and open communication and our sex lives became dramatically more exciting. Slowly, we began to understand the things that really turned each other on. 
 
    She especially delighted in letting “Lance” have her first. And to be honest, I too found it titillating. Feeling her stretched and gaping after the dildo reminded me of the evening in our trailer, when I had made love to her after the real Lance’s departure. I still sometimes jerked off remembering the way she had felt. The idea of him going first was powerfully erotic for me. 
 
    Two nights before we were to meet Lance at the airport, she cut me off completely. I was informed that there would be no more sex until we were at his ranch. She wanted to be clean and tight “down there” for him. While frustrating, this denial of her charms served only to further inflame me. I seemed to have a 24-hour erection. Now, things were getting real. My wife was saving herself for her lover and that thought drove me wild. 
 
    At last, the day arrived. We loaded our luggage, checked the horses one last time, and got in the truck. The sun was just cresting the ridge east of the house when we turned from our driveway onto the blacktop. 15 minutes later, we were pulling into the little parking lot beneath the rotating beacon of the local airport. 
 
    We sat for a few minutes in the warmth of the truck, waiting. At this time of morning, the small building that served as the office was still locked. The airport manager and line personnel wouldn’t arrive for another hour and a half. When I heard the rumble of airplane engines in the distance, we got out and placed our bags on the pavement beside the truck and turned to watch the runway. 
 
    A small speck of light in the dawn haze grew slowly larger, becoming separate navigation lights as the twin-engine airplane banked, lining up on final approach. The hum of the engines dropped in pitch as the pilot eased back the throttles, adjusting the glide rate. Steadily downward she came, flaring just over the numbers at the end of the runway. There was a sharp chirp as the main gear kissed the concrete without the slightest bounce and then the nose gear came smoothly down to join them. A perfect landing. 
 
    Leaving the runway, it turned onto the taxiway and taxied toward the hangars next to the airport office, the strobe lights on the wingtip fuel tanks pulsing brightly as the darkness retreated before the rising sun. The engines surged briefly as the pilot turned it sharply into the wind, then coughed and died as the throttles were pulled back and the engines switched off. The stillness after the roar of the engines was almost eerie. A few seconds later, the door behind the wing opened, the top half swiveling upwards out of the way, while the bottom half dropped downward to form a set of stairs. Lance’s smiling face appeared in the opening, waving amicably as he climbed down.  
 
    He walked quickly toward the chain link fence separating the parking area from the tarmac and, coming to the gate, opened it and stepped through. When he reached the pickup, he thrust out his hand to me. 
 
    “Hiyah, Bill!” he exclaimed jovially. “Boy am I glad you guys took me up on my offer. I tell you, we are going to have a great time!” 
 
    “Hi, Lance,” I replied, still staring at his airplane. Up close, it looked enormous; a great, cigar-shaped fuselage with a long, pointy nose and glass portals along its length. Large fuel tanks adorned the tips of both stately wings and a giant tail glistened in the growing light. 
 
    “And Elizabeth,” he moved on to my wife, “I see you’re looking lovely as ever.” He bent and kissed her hand. 
 
    “Let me help you with these,” he offered, stooping to pick up her bags. 
 
    “Thanks!” she said simply. 
 
    Snapping out of my daze, I was a little embarrassed by my own lack of chivalry. I had been too distracted by Lance’s shiny airplane. But I was too late; Lance had Lizzie’s bags and was already headed toward the aircraft, his thickly muscled arms rippling under the weight of her heavily laden luggage. 
 
    Opening the gate once more, Lance passed through the chain link fence and walked to the long nose of the aircraft. There, he unlocked and unlatched a small door and pushed it up. Lifting Lizzie’s luggage, he carefully placed it into the compartment and then turned to me. Taking my bags, he arranged these next to hers and then securely latched and locked the compartment. 
 
    “Alright guys,” he turned to us. “If that’s everything, let me do a quick walk around and we can get going.”  
 
    We walked with him as he circled the aircraft, visually inspecting the various parts. Occasionally, his hands would reach out to touch or wiggle some component before moving on. When we once again arrived at the door, he gestured toward it and spoke. 
 
    “Looks good. Why don’t we climb in?” 
 
    Up the ladder we went, with Lance leading the way. Inside, there were six seats for passengers. Lance gestured to a seat and, as Lizzie sat down, he knelt before her and showed her how to fasten the seatbelt. 
 
    “If you want, Bill,” he said, turning to me, “you can sit up front with me in the cockpit. I can show you some of the bells and whistles.” 
 
    “That would be awesome!” I nodded. 
 
    “There are a few magazines in the rack beside your seat, there, or you can watch a movie on the entertainment center,” he showed her how to operate the DVD player and gave her a set of headphones. “There are drinks in the ice chest behind you. It’ll only take us about two hours, so sit back and relax.” 
 
    “Two hours? That’s all?!” 
 
    “When you’re going in a straight line at 250 miles per hour and don’t have to stop for stoplights, you’d be surprised how fast you can get places!” he winked. 
 
    Turning to me, he showed me to the cockpit. Gesturing at the right hand seat, he helped me get into the seatbelt, then handed me a headset. Taking a seat next to me, he strapped himself in, then flipped some switches and put on his own headset. 
 
    “Can you hear me?” his voice came clearly through the speakers. 
 
    “Yeah,” I gave him a thumbs up, surprised at how well I could hear him, “Loud and clear.” 
 
    5 minutes later, both engines hummed cheerfully as we taxied toward the runway once more. Stopping just short of the runway, he reached for the checklist from the side pocket. One by one, he began to check off the items on the list. Finally, he ran up both engines, causing the entire airframe to vibrate expectantly and checked the magnetos, then turned the nose to make a final check for other aircraft in the pattern before releasing the brakes and moving onto the runway. 
 
    “Glenton area traffic, this is Cessna 4 3 2 8 9er Golf Sierra, departing runway one seven,” Lance’s voice came through the headset.  
 
    I could feel the airframe shudder with the power of the engines as Lance pushed the throttles to the firewall. There was an immediate sense of acceleration, the tires humming on the rough concrete as the plane hurtled down the runway. The runway lights began to chase each other past the window, gaining speed, and suddenly, we were airborne, climbing rapidly. 60 seconds later, there was a palpable thud as the gear locked into place. Lance pointed the nose southward toward his ranch and then informed any other aircraft in the vicinity that we were leaving the pattern. 
 
    As we climbed to cruising altitude, Lance explained the various dials, buttons, knobs, and levers in the cockpit to me. I’ll admit, most of it went over my head, but it was interesting nonetheless. Neither Lizzie nor I had ever been up in a small aircraft before, and I was surprised by how different it was. Unlike the two airline flights I had been on, I was actually able to see a lot of the countryside now. Green wheat fields formed neat squares between arrow-straight dirt roads. Occasionally, an irrigated alfalfa field appeared as a perfect circle, the neglected corners providing tumbledown shelter for the pheasants. Small farm ponds dotted the entire landscape, twinkling in the morning light like shards of glass. The cars on the roads below seemed toy-like, impossibly small. 
 
    I enjoyed the flight immensely, looking down at the miniature world below. Occasionally, Lance would draw my attention to some item of interest; an abandoned railroad bridge, a new construction project. In no time, we were there. Lance nodded toward his ranch on the horizon. 
 
    Throttling back, we descended, coming in low to approach the ranch house from the north. It was a picturesque layout with large herds of Angus cattle grazing in vast pastures lined by giant trees. As we got closer, I saw white corrals with horses that looked up at us. Lance pointed out the various barns and stables as we flew past. And just before we banked to the left over the house, I caught a glimpse of a rambling, crystal blue swimming pool taking up a good deal of the walled, landscaped backyard. 
 
    “So where’s the nearest airport?” I asked Lance. 
 
    Chuckling, Lance gestured toward a long strip of carefully mown grass extending across the field next to the house. Looking closer, I saw a windsock loosely flapping on a pole near the house, and I suddenly realized: Lance had his own airstrip! Lowering the landing gear and chopping the throttles, he brought us in and, pulling back on the yoke, flared just above the short grass, setting us down without a bump. At the end of the airstrip, he gunned the engines, turning us sharply to taxi back to the house, where there was a large building with giant doors that I now recognized as a hangar. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    I’d known that his father had been fairly wealthy, but the ranch house truly was impressive. Not what you’d call giant or opulent, but very nice. Everything about it spoke of quality and taste, expensive taste. Lance gave us a tour of the sprawling, single story affair, which was spacious and tastefully decorated in southwest art. A rather stern-looking wrought-iron chandelier hung resolutely above a solidly built 8-foot trestle table in the dining room, which adjoined a generous kitchen with two large gas stoves with ovens and a side-by-side refrigerator. There was a large living room furnished with deep, leather couches and crowned by a 60 inch flat screen TV mounted on the wall. 
 
    On one side of the living room, a set of French doors opened to reveal a brightly painted rec room, walls covered in antique tin signs and sports memorabilia. A dartboard adorned one corner, next to a foosball table, and a massive pool table, intricately carved in white oak and covered with burgundy felt, squatted beneath a low-hanging stained glass light fixture in the center of the room with two darkly upholstered loveseats on either side. Along the back wall, a short bar with 4 barstools sported a marble top and a cheerful row of beer taps, backed by an impressive mirrored liquor rack. The floor-to-ceiling windows along the outer wall overlooked the pool in the back yard. One thing was certain, we weren’t going to be bored this week! 
 
    He then showed us the master bedroom at the end of the hall. The room was dominated by a massive, carved oak king-size bed, covered in sumptuous Egyptian cotton sheets topped by a rich brown down comforter and strewn with pillows of varying shapes and sizes. A sitting area was located at the foot of the bed, complete with a leather sofa flanked by small tables with lamps and a low coffee table in front of it. Off to one side, there was a large bathroom, complete with a whirlpool, shower, and dual sinks. On the other side, a walk-in closet held all of Lance’s clothing. 
 
    “I’m going to put you guys in the guest room at the other end of the hall,” Lance stated, “if that’s okay with you.” He gestured toward a door near the kitchen. “That way, my snoring won’t keep you up!” he laughed. 
 
    Our room was also very nice, with a small bathroom of its own and a closet. A double bed with a quilted comforter was centered against one wall with short dressers on either side. There was a small desk in one corner and a single chair. 
 
    “I’ll leave you two to get situated. Feel free to put your clothes in the closet or the dressers. After all, you’ll be staying for a while!” 
 
    With that, he left us. I heard the door close behind him as he headed outside to put away the plane. Turning to my wife, I drew her to me. 
 
    “Wow!” I said. 
 
    “Yeah! Lance’s place is really nice!” 
 
    “I’ll say! What did you think of that bed in the master bedroom?” 
 
    “Dunno,” she lifted an eyebrow, “ask me again later!” 
 
    With a giggle, she pulled away and, taking her smaller bag, began to unpack her shampoo, toothbrush, and other essentials in the bathroom. I quickly finished putting my clothes in the dresser on the left side of the bed, then went to see if I could lend a hand with the airplane. I arrived just in time to help him pull the enormous doors closed. 
 
    “Hey,” Lance began as soon as the hangar doors were closed. “Now that we’ve got a moment alone, I just want you to know that I’m not expecting a repeat of what happened. Don’t get me wrong, those were the best two days of my life! But I’m not assuming anything just because you guys came for a visit! I just really wanted you guys to hang out for a few days, you know? No strings! If you say ‘hands off’, I won’t be offended in the least.” 
 
    Holding up my hand, I said, “Lance, I really appreciate that. Seriously, it means a lot. But the fact is, we’re both pretty cool with what happened with you. In fact, I think we’d both be a little disappointed if nothing happened this week!” I winked at him. 
 
    A huge smile broke out across his face. 
 
    “What do you say, I make us some sandwiches for lunch? Then, we can take a dip in the pool. It’s heated, by the way.” 
 
    “Sounds good!” I replied. “Let me go check on Elizabeth and we’ll meet you in the kitchen!” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    After lunch, we all went to put on our swimming suits. Lance went to his room, we to ours. It took me about 2 minutes in the bathroom; clothes off, trunks on, and I was ready to go. Now, I lay on the bed bored with my sunglasses on, waiting for Lizzie. She’d been in there for at least 10 minutes now. What in the world is taking so long? Then, slowly, the door opened and I understood. 
 
    Her hair and makeup were done to perfection, crowned by diamond stud earrings and a charming pair of sunglasses, but it was my wife’s new swimsuit that was truly amazing. It was a string bikini with three triangles of royal blue that barely covered her nakedness. Her little breasts, high and firm, poked insistently against the taut, glossy fabric of the top that constrained them. Beneath her exquisitely flat tummy, the suit’s tiny bottom emerged from between her legs, molding itself tightly to the tender skin it concealed, snug enough to show just a hint of her labia beneath. The two strings that secured the bottom were tied with cute little bows that dangled seductively along her bare hips, drawing the eyes ever downward toward her shoes. And Lord, what shoes they were! Instead of simple flip-flops or a pair of old sneakers, my wife was wearing a brand new pair of 4” blue pumps that perfectly matched her swimsuit. Her long legs, beautiful under any circumstances, were now sculpted into striking works of erotic art. In retrospect, it might not have been the most practical poolside attire, but it was outrageously hot. I went from 0 to rock hard in 3.2 seconds. 
 
    “Whatcha lookin’ at?” she asked sweetly, twirling her hair with her fingertips. 
 
    “Oh my God, Lizzie!” I croaked, rising from the bed to get a better look. “You look ravishing!” 
 
    “That’s good!” she purred, running a hand across my bare chest as she picked up her towel from the bed. “Now I just need to find someone to ravish me!” 
 
    And with that she turned on her heel, wiggling her scantily clad butt at me as she slipped through the bedroom door on her way to the pool, her heels clicking on the marble tile of the hallway. For just a second, I stood there with my mouth hanging open. Then, I snatched my own towel and hurried after her.  
 
    When we stepped off the veranda onto the paving stones around the pool, Lance was in the process of getting a couple of beers out of the refrigerator on the porch when he caught his first glimpse of Elizabeth. His reaction was very similar to what mine had been in the bedroom. He seemed to wholly forget what he was doing, abandoning the two beer cans on top of the small fridge as he turned his head to stop and stare. The look on his face was hilarious. 
 
    “Holy shit!!” I heard him exclaim. “You…you look…,” his voice failed. 
 
    “Do you like it?” Lizzie asked in her best schoolgirl voice. 
 
    Holding her hands palms down next to her hips, she did a little turn in her obscenely high heels, taking short choppy steps to ensure she jiggled as much as possible. Lance groaned as he drank in her slim, naked back and her round little ass. 
 
    “Oh hell yes!” he exclaimed. 
 
    “Good!” she teased. “I was afraid you guys would ignore me all week!” 
 
    With that, she quickly slipped out of her heels and, leaving them next to the edge, dove into the pool. Her lithe form cut smoothly through the clear water, practiced strokes carrying her rapidly along beneath the surface. When she came up half-way down the pool, she turned toward us and stood, raising her torso out of the water as she smoothed her wet hair back away from her face. Her top, revealing before, had now turned almost transparent, her hard little nipples fully on display as the cool water ran in rivulets down her sleek body. 
 
    “Aren’t you guys going to come in for a swim?” she asked innocently. 
 
    Lance looked at me questioningly. “Be my guest!” I gestured toward my wife. 
 
    Chuckling to myself, I reached for one of the beers and then sat back in one of the Adirondack chairs. I figured I’d give them a few minutes alone before joining them. Lance’s pool really was first rate. It was a winding free-form design with rock edges. Roughly L-shaped, it meandered through the landscaped backyard, bordered by cacti and flowering shrubs, which screened the far end, where a large rock waterfall gurgled merrily. 
 
    Lance and Elizabeth swam near the house at first, laughing and splashing, constantly touching each other. My wife, always interested in gardening, asked him about some of the plantings on the other side of the pool. It turned out that Lance also had something of a green thumb, and he was more than happy to tell her all about them, drawing her attention to a particularly interesting specimen of succulent as she leaned back against his chest. Gradually, they worked their way around the pool, stopping occasionally to admire and discuss the various flowers, until they had reached the far side, near the waterfall. From my vantage point, I could no longer see them. 
 
    When they didn’t reappear, I knew Lance was making his move. For just a second, I debated staying put and letting them enjoy their time together, but my curiosity was killing me. I finished the last of my beer, leaving the empty can on the armrest of the Adirondack chair, and slipped into the pool to look for my wife, my swimming trunks bulging lewdly from my erection. As it turned out, I almost missed the action. 
 
    When I rounded the bend in the pool, I immediately saw them on the other side of the pool. My wife was leaning back against the stone wall with Lance between her widespread legs facing away from me. The ice had officially been broken. He was already inside her, having simply pulled her bikini bottoms to the side and inserted himself into her underwater. When I arrived, he was hunching up into her forcefully, fucking her fast and hard. His hips were a blur, churning the water as he drilled into her depths. It was immediately obvious he had no intention of prolonging things. He was satisfying an urgent need; there would be time later for tenderness and skill.  
 
    Elizabeth saw me come around the corner and blushed, waving shyly to me as he did her against the side of the pool. As I drew closer, she held my eyes, biting her lip and watching me over her lover’s shoulder as he screwed her in front of me. Soon, her mouth opened and she began to breathe deeply as her arousal grew, nearing orgasm. It was frighteningly intense, staring into each other’s eyes as she climaxed around Lance’s impressive cock. 
 
    Lance, too, was nearing the point of no return. With one of Lizzie’s gorgeous ass cheeks in each hand, he rutted into her like a wild animal, causing her slender legs to bounce and splash in the clear water. Her firm titties bounced delightfully as he speared his massive cock in and out of her beneath the surface. Finally, he gave a mighty thrust and mashed himself up between her thighs, holding himself deep within her with arms straining as his back arched and butt flexed again and again. He grunted and moaned as he gave her all of his seed. 
 
    When he was finished, he allowed himself to fall backwards as though dead, disengaging from my wife as he collapsed exhausted into the cool water. Lizzie, giggling at his antics, reached down between her legs to pull the crotch of her bikini bottom back into place. As she did, I saw a cloudy little plume of white, milky liquid drift lazily away from her crotch in the water, and it hit me: Lance had cum inside my wife. Again.  
 
    As though feeling my eyes on her, Lizzie looked up to meet my eyes and gave me a cute little shrug. Moving to me, she pulled me in for a hug and whispered in my ear, “We’ll talk about it later.” 
 
    I was so hard at this point, it felt like my cock would break off if I bumped into anything. After their release, the two lovers now wanted to swim and relax for a bit. Personally, I wanted nothing more than to drag Lizzie back to our room and fuck her brains out, but there was also something deliciously sexy about having to wait. They acted as though nothing had happened, smiling and laughing, as we swam and made small talk; my wife and the man whose sperm was now swimming inside her.  
 
    As the afternoon wore on, we decided it was time to eat again. Lance volunteered to fire up the grill and make a few burgers. Elizabeth grabbed her towel and slowly dried herself and then put her high heels back on, being extra careful not to obstruct our view as she did so. When she ducked inside to change clothes, Lance gave me a knowing look. 
 
    “If you guys want a little time to yourselves, the burgers won’t be ready for about 30 minutes or so…” he winked. 
 
    “Uh. Yeah. Thanks!” I said somewhat lamely, then hurried after her. 
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    As soon as I got to the room, Elizabeth pounced on me. Still in her bikini and heels, she pushed me back onto the bed and jerked my trunks down, engulfing my rigid cock in her hot little mouth. She was like a woman possessed. 
 
    “Wasn’t it hot, Baby?” she asked between slurps. “Did you like watching him fuck me like that?” 
 
    I groaned, nodding furiously. She swallowed me to the balls, lashing at my cock with her tongue. Then she pulled off me, nipping at my balls as she stopped to tease me further. 
 
    “I love how hard you are, Bill,” she whispered flirtily, “hard from watching another man fuck your wife! Isn’t that right, dear?!” 
 
    “Ooohhh! Oh God Yes, Lizzie!” I gasped. “But…aaargh!...” I pulled her up to me, brushing her flaming red locks away from her face, “But why didn’t you make him use protection? Don’t you think that’s kinda risky?!” 
 
    She kissed me hard. “I know, Baby. I know I should have,” she pumped my cock in her hand as she talked, “and Lance did ask, but it just felt so perfect, I didn’t want to stop and go get one. And then I started to think about last time…” She looked at me pointedly, “You do remember last time, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah.” It was hard to think with her hand on my cock. 
 
    “And you did like the way things happened last time, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Oh God, yes! Yes, Lizzie!” 
 
    “That’s good, Baby! That’s very good! Because I want him to keep having me unprotected. I like carrying his sperm inside me!” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Her index finger came to my lips, “Shhh…I should be safe right now.” Then a sly smile came to her lips, “As far as you know, that is…!” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shhh… there’s no need to answer, Sweetie. You wouldn’t be this hard if you didn’t agree!” 
 
    Then came the familiar feeling of a condom being rolled down my erect cock. She crawled onto me and sank down upon my member. She felt so marvelously slick around me as she began to move up and down, fucking me aggressively. My hands found her tight ass as she leaned down to whisper in my ear. 
 
    “It’s sexier this way, isn’t it, Sweetie? Knowing that he gets to have me in a way that you never have… it’s like he owns your wife’s pussy!” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” I panted, humping frantically up into her. “Oh God, Lizzie! That’s so dirty, Baby!” 
 
    “And that’s what you love about it, isn’t it? Your sweet, innocent little wife spreading her legs for another man; letting him have me unprotected; letting him fill me with his sperm…instead of you!” 
 
    “Aaahh…Shit, Lizzie!!” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Sweetie,” she tortured me further, “I won’t tell him that you want me to save my pussy for my boyfriend’s sperm!”  
 
    Her words were driving me insane. We’d been fucking for less than five minutes, and I was dangerously close to cumming already. I stopped thrusting, holding perfectly still as I tried to ignore the need in my balls. 
 
    “Oh God! Wait! Slow down! You’re going to make me cum too soon!” 
 
    “There’s no need for you to hold back, Sweetie,” she whispered. “My boyfriend Lance will take care of my needs!” 
 
    That was it. I couldn’t hold it back. I arched my back, lifting both of us from the mattress, and began to cum. My fingers dug into her ass cheeks, pulling her down onto me. I pulsed and spurted over and over, liquid fire rocketing down my cock as I flooded the condom that separated us. When I had no more to give, I slumped down beneath her, spent.  
 
    She leaned down and kissed my forehead before dismounting me, her hard little nipples dragging across my chest. Her nimble hands quickly removed the full condom from my flagging penis and she held it up triumphantly for me to see.  
 
    With a cute little giggle, she taunted me, “Can’t have you making a mess of Lance’s girlfriend, now can we?!”  
 
    With that, she hopped up and skipped to the bathroom. I lay on the bed, staring at the closed door, listening to the sound of the shower. Her use of the word “boyfriend” for Lance bothered me, but it also turned me on incredibly. Our vacation was becoming more interesting by the minute. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    The burgers smelled delicious. By the time Lizzie and I had finished showering, Lance had supper almost ready. When I walked out onto the back porch, he was just closing the grill, a plate piled high with still-sizzling meat in his hand. He looked up as I came through the door and smiled. 
 
    “Just in time!” he announced. “You guys want to eat out here on the patio or in the dining room?” 
 
    “Aw Hell, let’s just eat out here,” I answered. “It’s still pretty warm out.” 
 
    “Yeah. Year-round outdoor dining is one of the perks of living in south Texas,” he handed me the plate, then turned to grab me a beer out of the fridge. “That and the Christmas Eve skinny dipping!” We both laughed. 
 
    “That sounds interesting!” a female voice said behind me. 
 
    Looking over my shoulder, I saw that Lizzie had joined us. Barefoot, she was now wearing a simple cotton sundress that clung to her curves like a coat of fresh paint. For just a moment, I stared. Even after five years of marriage, she was still the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. 
 
    “Hey Babe!” I said. “Hungry?” 
 
    “Starving! Swimming sure does burn the calories!” she winked at both of us as she sat down at the table.  
 
      
 
    An hour later, we were sitting in Lance’s living room with the lights off, watching a Christmas movie. Lizzie and I sat on one couch; Lance in a pair of shorts and a polo shirt on the other. My hands lazily caressed my wife’s bare legs as we watched. I could feel the goosebumps pop up on her skin as my fingertips lightly skimmed the warm flesh of her thigh, raking up under the hem of her dress to brush the edge of her panties before quickly returning to her knee. Looking up, I could see Lance watching us in the glow of the television as I played with her. Elizabeth kept her eyes locked on the television screen, as if nothing were happening, but her breathing was getting more and more rapid. 
 
    “I’m getting chilly,” she said suddenly. “I think I’ll go get a blanket.” And with that, she skipped off toward the bedroom. 
 
    I looked at Lance and he shrugged. Then, we both turned our attention to the TV again. When I heard Lizzie approaching, I scooted over so she could sit down again. But instead, she dropped something in my lap as she walked past, joining Lance on the other couch. She gave me a mischievous grin as she sat down, covering both of them with her blanket as she snuggled up next to him.  
 
    “Don’t want Lance to get lonely!” she giggled. 
 
    I reached down to see what she had left in my lap and found a small piece of cotton fabric. Puzzled, I brought it up to look at it. In the dim light, it took me a second to recognize what I was holding. When I did, I nearly fainted. They were my wife’s panties! 
 
    I looked up to find her watching me. She gave me a little self-satisfied smile before returning her eyes to the screen.  
 
    Cascading loosely down from the couch to touch the floor, the soft blanket hid all but their heads from my view. Occasionally, one of them would move beneath it, causing the velvety surface of the fabric to ripple and billow in the flickering light from the screen. There was something distractingly erotic about not being able to see what they were doing. Were they, as it appeared, simply watching TV, or were his hands now wandering over her body as mine had done a short time ago? The tension of not knowing was driving me to distraction, painfully erect distraction. 
 
    I could pinpoint to the second the moment Lance discovered my wife’s pantiless condition. Even across the room, I could hear his sharp intake of breath. I couldn’t help but grin at the look on his face. 
 
    “Oops!” Elizabeth tittered innocently, batting her eyes at him. “Looks like I forgot something…” 
 
    Turning her chin gently toward him, Lance kissed her lips, then settled back on the couch to watch once more. From time to time, I saw his hands move across her slim form as she leaned back against his chest. I could tell he was exciting her; her breathing now came in ragged little gasps and she wiggled impatiently against him. Suddenly, she held her breath and went stiff, arching her head backwards. Then she sighed deeply and seemed to relax, staring at the television intently once more. 
 
    As I watched them, I saw Lizzie begin to slowly grind her ass against him as they watched the screen. Lance held her close, nibbling her neck as she slowly gyrated. The blanket still shielded them from my view, leaving my imagination to run wild, and the longer I watched, the more my imagination took flight. My cock ached in my shorts, straining at my zipper, harder than a fireplace poker. I was dying to know what was happening beneath that blanket. As though reading my mind, Elizabeth turned her head to smile at me. Her hands then reached down to grasp the blanket and slowly pulled it aside. 
 
    The soft fabric fell away, revealing the two lovers beneath. Lizzie’s dress was bunched around her waist, her lower body exposed as she ground herself against Lance. Blinking in the half-light of the living room, I realized that Lance was inside her, her furry little snatch split by his massive cock. She lay on him facing me with her legs spread wide, looking into my eyes as she wiggled her hips, crushing herself down on him, forcing more of his meaty tool up into her wetness as she smiled sweetly at me. 
 
    My wife had never looked more desirable as she rode her lover on the couch. Her slender hips rose up, sliding to the very tip of Lance’s turgid member and pausing, as though displaying his giant tool to me, before gliding rhythmically down him once more. My dick was glass-hard, my heart pounding in my chest as I watched her take him. I loved the way the tense muscles of her inner thighs trembled with arousal and exertion as she fucked him; the way her pussy seemed to cling to his shaft when she moved, as though reluctant to give up even an inch.  
 
    Lance continued to watch the movie as though nothing were happening. He clasped his hands behind his back, relaxed, and simply allowed my wife to pleasure herself on his big cock. Occasionally, he brought his hands down to give her hard little nipples a playful tug through the cotton fabric of her dress or grasped her by her thin waist to mash her more forcefully onto his shaft, but for the most part, he let her do the work. 
 
    Lizzie had two small, whimpering, utterly adorable orgasms before Lance was ready to climax. Even then, Lance suppressed his natural urge to thrust up into her, holding still and letting her finish him. He whispered encouragement to her as she bucked and squirmed atop him. And when he finally announced in a hoarse voice that he was going to cum, Lizzie reached between her legs and captured his giant balls in her tiny hand, squeezing them gently as he spurted into her, milking every last drop into her greedy little pussy as she once again began to climax. 
 
    When he finally stopped cumming inside her, my wife’s eyes met mine and she seemed suddenly shy, reaching for the blanket to cover their nakedness. They lay like that for the rest of the movie, with his softening cock still wedged inside her. As the credits rolled, the two lovers whispered with one another for just a minute, then disengaged. Elizabeth smoothed her dress back down her shapely hips as she stood. Walking to the other couch, she held her hand down to me. 
 
    “Come on, Baby,” she said to me, “I think it’s just about bedtime.” 
 
    We helped Lance tidy up and then said goodnight and headed back to the guestroom. After what I had witnessed, I was more than ready to spend a little quality time with my wife. As we climbed into bed, I pounced on Elizabeth, but she twisted away from me, putting her hand on my chest. 
 
    “No, Sweetie!” she admonished. “You already had a turn, and while we’re here, I’m his girlfriend first, your wife second.” Her hand drifted down my abdomen and cupped my balls. “Besides, it’s kinda hot to think of you sleeping next to me, all horny and frustrated, after what just happened…!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    After breakfast the next morning, we helped Lance feed and then he showed us around the ranch. We started with the stables and indoor riding arena. Then he led us to an enormous barn with an impressive tack room. Bridles with all sorts of bits hung on wooden pegs above rows of carefully oiled western saddles on saddle racks. One wall was taken up by massive harness hooks, from which hung studded work harnesses with giant collars. Lance noticed me staring at them. 
 
    “I have a couple of teams,” he explained. “Six Belgians and two Friesians. My grandfather and father both bred draft horses. Guess I just inherited the bug.” 
 
    “Really?!” I was surprised. Most of the rodeo crowd had little use for draft horses. “What do you do with them?” 
 
    “Actually, I do a little farming, especially with the Belgians. I’ve got a sickle-bar mower, a walking plow, a little seed drill, and some other stuff. And I use them to harrow the arenas.” 
 
    “What’s the matter, Lance?” I kidded him. “Can’t you afford a tractor?” 
 
    Lizzie elbowed me in the ribs, “You be nice!” 
 
    He laughed, “Naw, it’s not that. It’s just more fun to use the horses!” He looked at me for just a second, then said, “Come with me. I’ve got something I think you’ll be interested in!” 
 
    Closing the tack room behind us, he led us across the alleyway to the other side of the barn, where an enormous door hung on an overhead track. Putting his shoulder to the door, Lance heaved the door open, then turned and threw a switch on the wall. As the lights inside the cavernous room flickered to life, they revealed neat rows of horse-drawn equipment and vehicles. There were carts and buggies, plows and implements of all kinds, each one painstakingly restored. I stood with my mouth agape. 
 
    “Wow!” Lizzie said at my elbow. “It’s amazing!” 
 
    “Most of them are originals,” Lance explained. “I buy ‘em at farm auctions, usually in horrible shape, and then I fix ‘em up. The breaking cart over there is new, of course, and the wagonette in the back, too.” 
 
    Lizzie and I walked along the rows of vehicles, admiring each one. 
 
    “Say!” Lance said suddenly, “Why don’t we hitch up the Friesians tomorrow, and I’ll take you guys for a drive? We could pack a picnic basket and drive down to the pond.” 
 
    “That sounds awesome!” Elizabeth answered immediately running her fingers down Lance’s large biceps. 
 
    “Alright then, it’s a plan!” 
 
    The rest of the day we spent relaxing and talking. For lunch, we had hamburgers on the veranda again, followed by a couple of games of horseshoes beneath the tall trees next to the pool. After that, we all took another dip in the pool.  
 
    Lizzie and Lance seemed constantly to find excuses to touch one another. Her fingers would trace along his arm as she laughed at a witty remark; his big hand would find the small of her back as he held the door for her. In the pool, they were overtly handsy, but with my wife’s sensual charms practically spilling out of her tiny suit, that was no surprise. More than once I saw them pet one another beneath the surface of the water.  
 
    But, in spite of all their mutual groping, there was no sex. They seemed to be saving it for tonight, building the sexual tension. And it was having the same effect on me. Watching them tease one another, coupled with her denial last night, was giving me a colossal case of blue balls. 
 
    As the afternoon gave way to evening, we moved inside to shower away the chlorine before supper. I closed the guestroom door behind us and turned to find my wife holding her hair up with her back to me. 
 
    “Could you help me untie my suit?” she asked. 
 
    I moved in behind her, my hands reaching up her shapely back to tug the strings at her neck, then tracing down her spine to find the bow between her shoulder blades. Another tug and her top fell to the floor. She leaned back, grinding her cute little butt against my cock as I undid the ties on either side of her hips. I pulled her suit bottom from between her thighs and let it fall as well. Lizzie turned and kissed me hard, her naked body pressed against mine, then quickly darted into the bathroom. Hearing her turn on the shower, I stripped off my own suit and hurried to join her.   
 
    Opening the shower door, I slipped in behind her, my insistent cock pressing against her backside as I pulled her to me. 
 
    “Mmmm…” she hummed happily, turning her head to look up at me. “You’ve been like this all day, haven’t you?” 
 
    “Like what?” I asked, confused. 
 
    “Hard, Silly! Don’t deny it. I saw you! Every time Lance got near me, you had a tent in the front of your swimsuit.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess that’s true,” I conceded, looking away. 
 
    “Aww, don’t be bashful, Sweetie!” she teased, “It really turned me on… knowing that two men were hoping I was going to spread my legs for Lance!” 
 
    I nearly choked at her words. My dick leapt against her ass, causing her to giggle. 
 
    “Because that’s the truth of it, isn’t it, Baby? You weren’t hard because you wanted me… you were hard because you wanted him to have me!” 
 
    I couldn’t answer her, but there was no need. She could feel my erection prodding against her; she knew how excited I was. 
 
    Turning toward me, she grasped my cock in her hand and slowly began to stroke me as she looked into my eyes. 
 
    “So if I gave you the choice,” she probed, “would you rather fuck me right now, or wait until later tonight, after he’s had me?” 
 
    Once more my voice failed me, but my penis jumped in her little hand. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she whispered. Stepping back from me, she bent at the waist and planted a soft kiss on the head of my cock. “Until later then!” she smiled, grabbing a towel as she got out of the shower. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Supper was brief. We sat on barstools at the island in the kitchen and ate sandwiches. None of us seemed to have much of an appetite…at least not for food. And Elizabeth’s attire was a big part of that. 
 
    After our shower, she’d insisted on some privacy, sending me out to help Lance with the sandwiches while she got ready. When she emerged ten minutes later, she wore a burgundy knee-length satin dressing gown tied tightly at the waist. She wore no stockings or socks, her legs naked and her feet bare. Just a hint of black lace was visible in her cleavage. An outfit that made it delightfully difficult to concentrate on eating. 
 
    When we were done, Elizabeth cleared away the dishes, making sure to keep her long legs straight each time she bent to put a plate in the dishwasher. My already full balls were killing me at this point and a quick glance at Lance told me he, too, was feeling the burn. Enough was enough! It was time for my cock-tease of a wife to be fucked! 
 
    “Lance,” I said, my horniness rapidly overwhelming my self-consciousness, “are you going to take my wife to bed now, or do I have to do it?!” 
 
    For just a second, he looked at me, stunned. Then, he broke into a wide smile, “Why yes, Bill! I’d be honored to take care of that for you!”  
 
    As soon as he finished speaking, up he sprang and caught Lizzie by the waist. Lifting her effortlessly, he laid her over his shoulder and started for the master bedroom with me following. Her excited gasps told me she was enjoying being manhandled like this. 
 
    Stopping at the foot of the bed, he bent forward and tossed my squealing bride onto the comforter, then took a step back and began to disrobe. Lizzie’s eyes burned with lust as she waited for him, her thighs rubbing together in anticipation. When he pushed his shorts down, his massive cock sprang into view, eliciting a whimper from her. God, she was turned on!  
 
    Sliding quickly off the bed, Lizzie sank to her knees in front of him, inhaling his enormous member to the root as though it were the most natural thing in the world. Lance gasped, his back arching back, caught off-guard by the unexpected and unfamiliar sensation of my wife’s mouth taking his length. Lizzie had done it. She was the first woman to ever fit all of Lance’s cock in her mouth and a perverse sense of pride filled me as I watched her little head bob on his tool. 
 
    “Oh God!” Lance moaned, his hands finding the back of her head. “Oh God! What…How are you…Oh Fuck!” He was beside himself, overcome with ecstasy. Lizzie’s practice with the dildo now really paying off, she sucked him avidly, her little hands playfully kneading his big testicles. 
 
    She blew him like that for several minutes, working him deep into her throat, her cute little nose nestled in his pubic hair, before retreating to flick his sensitive glans with her darting tongue. Each pass along his shaft drew another astonished moan from him, until finally, she let him plop from her mouth. Smiling up sweetly from between his legs, she quickly crawled backwards onto the bed where she waited for him, an exquisite vision in her slinky gown, her lips still wet from her oral assault on his prick. 
 
    Lance joined her on the comforter, his powerful hands practically tearing the sash from her waist. Opening the dark red dressing gown, he peeled it from her shoulders and pushed the fabric down the length of her heaving body, revealing a black lace negligee that I had never seen before, obviously one of the pieces she had purchased just for him.  
 
    It was exquisite. The black lace contrasted beautifully with her ghostly pale skin and flame-red hair as he bent to nuzzle her long, graceful neck, his large hands exploring the gauzy fabric that enveloped her heavenly curves. 
 
    My knees felt weak as I watched him fondle her, so I sat down on the sofa in the sitting area. I could feel my pulse pounding in my crotch, causing my dick to jump each time my heart beat. Maybe it was all the teasing earlier, or maybe it was Lance’s forceful onslaught, but I don’t think I have ever been so aroused. It felt like my swollen balls were going to explode. I dared not touch my dick for fear I would cum immediately. 
 
    Pushing her onto her back, Lance dove between her legs, lapping at her panty-clad crotch like a starving hound. Lizzie howled with excitement, writhing back and forth on the bed as Lance feasted on her sex. Catching her panties with his fingers, he pulled them aside, exposing her wetness. Now, his tongue pierced her to the quick, worming its way up inside her tight little passage. Pulling away, he planted kisses along her inner thighs and playfully chewed at her sparse pubic hair, whipping her into a frenzy of lust. 
 
    Lizzie moaned and begged him, thrusting her pelvis up wantonly as she tried to force him to tongue her again. But Lance knew how to build her excitement. He teased her without mercy, kissing and nipping at her tender flesh, judiciously avoiding her desperate pussy. Time and again, he licked and kissed his way up to her lips, only to retreat once more, leaving her to whine in frustration. On and on, he tormented her, never enough contact to relieve her growing need. 
 
    Finally, he relented, attacking her pussy once more with his tongue. The effect was nothing short of spectacular. My wife stiffened and screamed at the top of her lungs, her hands clasping behind Lance’s head as she pulled his face into her spasming hole. She pushed her hips up, grinding herself savagely into his tongue, as though she were trying to get his entire head inside her, and screamed again. 
 
    For just a moment, I was afraid she would smother him, but she suddenly released her grip. Her legs fell away and her head flopped back onto the bed, her arms dropping limply to her sides. She lay there gasping for air in the aftermath of her orgasm, her chest heaving. Her little breasts rippled seductively with each ragged breath, her nipples as hard as diamonds. 
 
    Rising up from between her outspread legs, Lance turned his head to grin wickedly at me before moving up her quivering body. His hands grasped her lacy panties and ripped them from her hips, throwing the ruined scrap of fabric to the floor. Gone was the gentle Lance of yesterday, he was now a raging bull, frenzied and desperate to mate with this willing female. 
 
    From my vantage point on the sofa at the foot of the bed, I could see the plum-sized head of Lance’s immense cock as it bumped adamantly against my wife’s soaking pussy. For just a second, her tightness resisted him, then slowly it yielded to his insistent hardness, stretching tight around him as he penetrated her balls deep in a single stroke. Lizzie gasped and stiffened, cumming again. Her arms rose to encircle him as he began to saw ardently in and out of her pussy. 
 
    “Oh God!” she wailed. “Yes! Fuck me, Lance!” 
 
    And fuck her he did. Lance began to deep-stroke her now, using every inch of his impressive manhood to stretch my wife. On each thrust, he pulled out until only the head was still inside her, before ramming himself forcibly back into her, his enormous balls smacking loudly against her round little ass. She orgasmed at least twice more as he rutted between her gorgeous legs. 
 
    Pulling out, he rolled her onto her stomach, then lifted her roughly up onto all fours. She looked amazing with the filmy negligee just barely concealing her upper body while her naked ass and legs were presented lewdly, her downy little slit winking. Shuffling forward on the bed, he quickly mounted her once again. With his hands on her thin waist, he began to really slam into her, his balls slapping her swollen clit with each punishing stroke of his horse-sized cock. Her sweet little titties jiggled crazily beneath her negligee as he rode her. Lizzie was now beside herself, cumming over and over as Lance fucked her senseless. She screamed and moaned, tears running down her face as he reamed her pussy. 
 
    The intensity of their mating was almost too much to bear. My wife was being fucked to within an inch of her life. I was under no illusion: I would never be able to give her this. From this day on, I would always be her second-best lover. One part of me wanted to cry, the other part was trying not to cum in my pants. 
 
    I wasn’t the only one who was about to bust a nut. From the sound of Lance’s breathing, he too was getting close. If possible, his thrusting now became even more frenetic. His hips were a blur as he pounded my wife. Grasping her shoulders, he climbed up over her ass, his cock now spearing down into her obscenely stretched pussy, rubbing her G-spot as his body tensed. And then, he could hold it no longer. Roaring like an angry bear, he pulled her back into him, forcing her to accept his full length as he began to empty his bloated balls into her receptive pussy.  
 
    This time, I had a front row seat for my wife’s insemination. I could clearly see Lance’s huge testicles draw up tightly against his iron-hard shaft as his orgasm began. The root of his mighty cock began to thump powerfully, delivering his potent semen into my wife’s sexy little clam. He ground his hips forcefully against her upturned ass, his cock continuing to pulse inside her unprotected pussy, filling her with a seemingly endless amount of sperm. In the end, he gave her more than she could take and his final spurts squeezed past their locked genitals to drip slowly down through her fine red pubic hair. 
 
    My balls ached abominably. As I watched from the couch, I realized that her teasing had also not left Lance unaffected. From our first time with Lance, I had always been impressed by the amount of sperm those colossal nuts of his produced, but this was so far beyond what I had witnessed before. She was awash in his sperm, inundated to the point of overflowing. When his penis pulled out of her, a gush of milky cum followed it, splashing onto the comforter between her legs. It oozed out of her gaping hole, running down her trembling legs to her knees. She looked like she had been serviced by a horse. 
 
    As soon as Lance moved off of her, she collapsed to the bed, gasping for air. Lance, too, flopped down next to her, drained in every sense of the word. For some time, no one said anything. The only sound was the tick-tock of the wall clock over the bed and the panting of the lovers on the bed. 
 
    After about five minutes, Lizzie rose up on her elbows and looked at me, her long hair hanging over her face. “Whew!” she exclaimed with a grin. “Now that was worth waiting for!” 
 
    Lance and I looked at each other and burst out laughing, any potential awkwardness now dead in its tracks. Lizzie, laughing too, sat up and reached for her robe on the floor beside the bed. Slipping it over her shoulders, she tied it tightly around her slim waist and turned to me. 
 
    “Mr. Allen,” she said with mock formality, “your wife is very tired and would now like to go to bed.” 
 
    I hopped up off the couch and walked to her, stooping to retrieve her ruined panties and put them discreetly in my back pocket on my way. Offering her my arm, I bowed low, “Milady!” 
 
    “You guys are crazy!” Lance chuckled, shaking his head as he pulled his shorts up, concealing his heavy cock. 
 
    “We’ll see you in the morning, my good man!” I continued in the same vein, tipping a nonexistent hat toward the man who had just fucked my wife as I escorted her out the door. 
 
    When we reached the guestroom, Elizabeth took off her robe and fell onto the bed. I closed the door behind us and locked it, then unbuckled my pants, leaving them in a wrinkled pile next to the door. My balls hurt so badly I could scarcely bear it, but that was about to change. I couldn’t wait! I peeled off my shirt and my underwear, tossing them to the floor. Hurrying to the bathroom, I retrieved a condom. 
 
    But when I got to the bed, I was surprised to find my half-dressed wife already sound asleep atop the comforter, snoring softly. I touched her shoulder and spoke her name, but there was no response. Lance had worn her completely out.  
 
    Now what was I going to do? It was supposed to be my turn now! I had never been hornier in my life, and now my freshly fucked wife had fallen asleep, leaving me neglected and frustrated, nursing the world’s most severe case of blue balls! I couldn’t wait another day; I was going to have to jerk off.  
 
    With a sigh of resignation, I turned toward the bathroom, when my eyes were drawn to the torn pair of panties still protruding from the back pocket of my jeans on the floor. A wicked idea popped into my head, causing a shiver to run through me. With an impish grin, I bent and plucked them from my pocket. 
 
    Turning back to the bed, I knelt beside my sleeping wife. She still wore the negligee she had worn for Lance, lying on her back with her legs slightly spread. Her thighs were streaked with wetness that extended downward to her ankles, her curly pubes matted with his thick cum. The masculine scent of his essence on her seemed to fill the whole room. Her puffy little slit was red and angry, still gaping slightly as even more of Lance’s load drooled out of her. She looked positively obscene, but outrageously sexy. I wrapped her ripped panties around my erect penis and began to slowly stroke myself as I examined every inch of her used body. 
 
    I liked the smooth feel of the silky panties against my cock as I rubbed myself. In fact, now that I had resigned myself to jacking off instead of fucking my wife, the whole situation was somehow wildly erotic. The more I thought about it, the more excited I got. I mean think about it, I’d just watched my wife fucked by another man, an exceptionally well-hung man at that. And now, instead of having her myself, I was on my knees, fucking the panties he had torn from her married pussy, panties she had never worn for me. What could be nastier than that? 
 
    It took only minutes for me to climax. I felt it building deep inside my swollen balls, an urgent burning sensation that soon enveloped my entire crotch. With my eyes glued to my wife’s conquered pussy, I held my breath as my orgasm began. My aching nuts contracted tightly as my cock began to pulse fiercely, twitching in my pumping fist as my semen gushed out in powerful spurts, to be caught by the delicate fabric of her underwear. Four, five, six times I squirted, a massive load of sperm that saturated her tiny panties, and still I came. I slumped over, my head resting on the bed beside her beautiful hips as I emptied my balls. 
 
    I knelt like that for several minutes after I was finished, too spent to rise. Then, finally, I got to my feet shakily. The sodden panties slipped from my grasp, landing wetly on the hardwood floor by the bed. I bent to reach for them, but then thought better of it and left them for her to find in the morning. Turning off the light, I lay down next to her and was instantly asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    The birds were already singing when I awoke the next morning. Rubbing the sleep from my eyes, I looked around me, expecting to find Elizabeth still sleeping next to me, but I was alone. The soiled panties I had left on the floor were gone now. I stumbled to the shower and lathered myself under the steaming hot water, finally shaking off the fogginess that seemed to cling to my brain like molasses. I dried myself vigorously and then followed my nose to the kitchen in search of a hot cup of coffee. 
 
    As I walked toward the kitchen, I caught sight of my wife, kneeling on the couch and facing me over the back. 
 
    “Morning, Sweetie!” she called to me cheerfully. “There’s fresh coffee and donuts in the kitchen. Help yourself. Lance and I will be with you in a minute.” 
 
    Lance? I thought, walking toward her. Where the heck was Lance? Then it dawned on me: She wasn’t kneeling on the couch. She was riding Lance! Two more steps confirmed my suspicions. I could see him lying on the couch beneath her with a hand on each of her hips as she slowly rose and fell on him. I looked at her and she shrugged. 
 
    “Morning quickie,” she explained sheepishly. 
 
    I retreated to the kitchen, giving them time to finish. Once again, jealousy welled up in me as I ate my donut, this time more powerfully than ever before. So far, I had always been included in this kinky little game. This was something new. It wasn’t really cheating. After all, I had already watched her fuck him three times in the past 48 hours. But, this was the first time she had fucked him without me present, and the fact was a little unsettling. At the same time, her lust for him excited me. Once again, I was rock-hard.  
 
    As I was filling my cup for a second time, I heard the shower turn on in Lance’s room. About five seconds later, Lizzie slipped up from behind, her hard little nipples pressing into my back as she wrapped her arms around me and planted an affectionate kiss on my cheek. 
 
    “Hi, Sweetie!” she sang. Then, she leaned in to whisper, “I found the little gift you left for me! Sooo sexy!!” She bit my earlobe playfully. “Oops! Guess I’d better go take a shower! He’s starting to run down my leg…!”  
 
    I groaned as my cock throbbed with jealous excitement. Her hand snaked around my torso and felt my crotch. 
 
    “I knew you’d like that!” she teased approvingly, then went to take a shower. 
 
    As I turned to watch her leave, Lance walked into the kitchen, toweling his hair dry. “Hey Bill!” he said amiably. 
 
    “Morning,” I mumbled, still trying to get my cock to behave. 
 
    “Listen, Elizabeth was telling me earlier how much you like to fish. Well, the pond is full of fish, mostly bass and bluegill. Why don’t we throw the poles in the wagonette and try our luck!” 
 
    “Sure. That sounds like fun!” I said. 
 
    “Cool. If you can give me a hand harnessing up the team and rounding up all the gear, Lizzie is gonna get the food ready. I think we can be ready to go in an hour.” 
 
      
 
    It took us about thirty minutes to catch the horses, harness the team, and hitch them to the wagon. I’d been around horses all my life, but driving was new to me. Lance patiently explained the various parts of the harness and showed me how to adjust the various straps. Then, each of us led a horse to the wagonette and he showed me how to hook the traces to the singletrees and adjust the yoke. 
 
    We had just finished loading the last of the gear onto the back of the wagon when Elizabeth came outside, carrying the picnic basket. At the sight of her, we both momentarily forgot what we were doing. Beneath a straw hat, her red hair spilled down over the shoulders of her skintight white midriff t-shirt, which hugged her obviously braless little boobs, leaving her flat stomach exposed. A diminutive pair of cutoff denim shorts clung to her glorious ass, swaying hypnotically with each step she took as she strode toward us with the basket on her arm. 
 
    Lance looked at me and gave a low whistle, making a show of adjusting his crotch. I laughed, “I know!” 
 
    “You boys ready to go?” Lizzie asked as she reached the wagon. 
 
    “Oh, we’re ready to go, alright!” Lance announced, leering at her long legs as she climbed up onto the seat. 
 
    Lizzie giggled, posing with a hand on her hip and flipping her hair away from her shoulder. “Oh no!” she declared with mock strictness. “Not until I get my picnic!” 
 
    Chuckling, Lance climbed onto the seat next to her. I climbed up on the other side, sandwiching Lizzie between us. With a final look over his shoulder to ensure that everything was ready, Lance clucked to the team and popped the reins lightly against the horse’s rumps. They leaned forward into the collars and we were off, the singletrees whipsawing merrily in front of our feet as we rolled down the driveway. 
 
      
 
    When we got to the pond 15 minutes later, Lance and I unhitched the team and stripped off the harnesses, putting them in the back of the wagon. Then, we hobbled the horses, leaving them to graze in the tall grass. In the meantime, Elizabeth took a red and white checkered blanket from the picnic basket, which she spread in the shade of a giant oak tree that grew on the bank of the idyllic little pond. She gave each of us a plastic plate and silverware, then proceeded to unpack the food. There were sandwiches and bags of potato chips, apples and a plastic container filled with cantaloupe cubes. An ice chest held cold cans of soda pop and beer. 
 
    We sat in the shade and ate, laughing and joking with one another as the frogs in the cattails serenaded us. For a long time after we were finished, we lay there, listening to the horses graze quietly beside us and taking in the scenery. Every few minutes the surface of the water would erupt as a lurking largemouth pounced on some unsuspecting insect or minnow. Soon, I was paying more attention to the water than the conversation. 
 
    “If you want to try your luck,” Lance offered, “the fishing tackle is in the back of the truck. Help yourself!” 
 
    I couldn’t resist. I had always been an inveterate fisherman, seizing every opportunity to fish, and there had been too little time lately for angling. Sitting here next to the pond and watching the obviously active fish feed on the surface like that had me itching to take a rod in hand. And so, smiling at the others, I excused myself and headed to the rig. 
 
    Looking over Lance’s fishing rods in the planked bed of the wagon, I selected a medium weight carbon rod with a nice spinning reel and tied on a brightly colored spinnerbait. I approached the bank of the pond slowly, careful not to make any noise or vibration as I snuck up to the edge of the cattails that flanked a good portion of the pond. Seeing a swirl in front of me, I flipped the bail on the reel, then brought the rod back and quickly flicked it forward once more, releasing the line at just the right moment to send the lure sailing toward its intended target. 
 
    The lure fell to the water with a small splash about three feet beyond where the fish had just swirled. Without thinking, I instantly flicked the bail back into position and took up the slack in the line, feeling the blades of the spinnerbait begin to turn as it moved through the water. I gauged the speed of my retrieve to keep the bait just below the surface, marveling at the smoothness of the reel, the rod perfectly transmitting the satisfying flutter of the lure to my hands. Lance definitely knew good equipment, I thought to myself.  
 
    My musings were suddenly interrupted by an enormous splash in front of me. The rod jerked violently in my hands, bending double with the force of the fish’s strike. I raised my hands sharply, setting the hook, feeling the weight of my adversary as the fish began to run. The reel’s drag sang loudly as the bass took out line and for just an instant, I felt the panic that always comes in that moment, when I wonder if I’ll be able to turn the fish before it reaches a snag.  
 
    A quick pull on the cork grip forced my opponent to abandon its run for the cattails, prompting it instead to jump, breaking the surface just 20 feet from where I stood. It looked enormous. Up, up into the still air of the afternoon the bass rose, shaking its silver-green head furiously in the sunlight as it tried to rid itself of the offending hook. Failing, it crashed down again, the resulting splash sending water in all directions. My arms trembled with the strain as the heavy bass surged away from me beneath the rippling surface. 
 
    Again and again, the cycle repeated; the fish ran and I turned it, the fight ranging from one end of the little pond to the other, stopping just short of the brushy edges. Gradually, I felt the tug on the line weakening. The runs got shorter; the jumps stopped. Now, when I pulled the fish closer, I was able to reel in the slack and the fish no longer stripped it back off again. Finally, muscles burning, I eased the big fish into the shallow water at my feet and bent to lip it. 
 
    I marveled at its weight as I lifted it from the clear water into the sunlight. It was a beautiful fish, heavy and dark with age, its great belly deep and wide. And it was mine. I had hooked it, fought it, and landed it. Picking up my fishing rod, I hurried toward the oak tree to show Lance and Elizabeth. But one glance told me that they probably wouldn’t be all that interested at this particular moment. 
 
    Lizzie’s shorts were now lying in the grass next to the blanket, kept company by a pile of Lance’s clothes. The dishes and picnic basket had also been unceremoniously deposited in the dirt as my wife and her new boyfriend were now putting the blanket to an entirely new use. 
 
    In the center of the checkered cloth, Lance was on top of Elizabeth pumping resolutely between her widely spread legs. Her little feet bobbed rhythmically in the air above his ass as he fucked her solidly. Even at a distance, I could hear the dull slap of their coupling bodies, punctuated by the occasional squeal from my wife.  
 
    I stood and watched them for a minute, wanting to join them, yet feeling oddly like an intruder. I suddenly felt foolish with the fish in my hands. Walking to the wagon, I found a nylon stringer in the bottom of the tackle box. I secured the bass to the line and then walked back to the edge of the water, carefully placing the fish in the shallows and tethering the other end of the stringer to a fallen log. 
 
    I picked up my rod once more and made a short cast along the edge of the cattails. My wife’s excited cries echoed in my ears as I began my retrieve. I suddenly realized that I was hard again. When the spinnerbait was ten feet from the shore, the water erupted once more as another bass took the bait. 
 
    As before, the fish fought desperately to escape. But, this time, it was more difficult for me to concentrate on the matter at hand. Lizzie’s voice carried across the grass, a constant reminder that she was being fucked behind me. Once, when a particularly loud shriek caused me to look over my shoulder at the couple on the blanket, I almost let the fish get into the cattails. But, I turned it just in time, and then managed to keep my attention on the pond long enough to eventually land the bass. 
 
    As I added this fish to the stringer, I stole a glance at the picnic blanket and saw that Lance had Lizzie on all fours now, plowing into her energetically from behind. I watched her little titties sway with each thrust, then picked up my rod once more and walked to another promising bit of shoreline, where I managed to catch two more fish. My cock was throbbing. Ten minutes later, just as I was about to make another cast, Lance walked up beside me, now fully clothed and carrying a fishing pole of his own. 
 
    “Having any luck?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I answered. “How about you?” I grinned at him. 
 
     “Can’t complain, Bill!” he laughed. “Although,” he added with a cheeky grin, “if your wife keeps this up, I may have to start taking vitamins!” 
 
    When we both stopped laughing, he said, “Actually, she wanted me to come find you. I’ll just stay here and fish for a while; you guys take your time.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I nodded. “I appreciate it!” 
 
    I put my fishing rod back in the wagonette as I passed it. Lizzie was sitting on the blanket, still nude, with her knees pulled up to her chest. She smiled sweetly at me as I walked up. 
 
    “Hi, Sweetie!” she chirped, holding up her hand to me. “Did you catch anything?” 
 
    “Yeah. I caught a couple,” I mumbled, my eyes straying down to where Lance’s seed slowly leaked out of her. Glancing up quickly, I realized I’d been caught. 
 
    “I don’t mind you looking, Baby,” said Elizabeth softly, moving her knees apart. “In fact, I kind of like it.” She looked down at herself, idly twirling her fingers through her curly red pubic hair. “It’s so sexy, isn’t it, knowing that it’s his.” 
 
    I swallowed, staring at her sticky crotch. I was so hard it felt like I had a crowbar in my pants. 
 
    “You like to look, don’t you?” She looked up at me, “I saw you watching us earlier. Did it turn you on? Did you like watching my boyfriend fuck me?” 
 
    I nodded, unable to pry my eyes away from her swollen sex. 
 
    “Just like last night,” she purred, rising up on her knees and extending her left hand to cup my crotch. “You liked watching us last night too, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Oh God, Yes!” I groaned. “I love watching you with him. I don’t even know why, but it’s such a turn-on! It makes me insanely jealous, but somehow that’s part of what makes it so hot!” 
 
    “Mmmm! I agree, Sweetie. I love making you watch, too! I love the jealous look in your eyes when he’s inside me! It makes me feel so naughty!” 
 
    She gazed at the bulge where her hand caressed me as we talked. Suddenly, her eyes flashed up to meet mine. 
 
    “So…Tell me about last night. Tell me about my panties!” she hissed. 
 
    “I…I don’t know,” I stuttered, caught off guard. “I needed to…you know. And you’d fallen asleep…so I…I…” 
 
    Her right hand snaked behind my neck, pulling me to her. She kissed me passionately, then nibbled her way to my ear. “So you jerked off into your wife’s panties,” she completed my sentence, causing my penis to twitch in her hand. “That’s so hot, Baby!” 
 
    She pulled back and stared into my eyes as she unbuckled my pants. “Want to know a naughty secret?” asked Lizzie affectionately. 
 
    “Yes!” I nodded. “Tell me.” 
 
    “That’s why I couldn’t wait this morning.” 
 
    “Couldn’t wait…?” 
 
    She could see the look of confusion on my face. With a demure smile, she tugged my pants down, still stroking me.  
 
    “That’s why you found me sitting on Lance’s lap,” she explained. “When I woke up, his cum was still leaking out of me, and then I saw what you had done on the floor, and… You know I didn’t fall asleep on purpose or anything, right? It just happened that way. But when I thought about it, it sorta turned me on that you didn’t get a turn. You know, like I was reserved for him!” 
 
    A shiver ran down my spine and my cock got even harder as she played with me. 
 
    “Didn’t it make you jealous, that he got to fuck me, and you had to jerk off?” she probed. 
 
    “Oh fuck, yes!” I choked. “It drove me crazy!” 
 
    “But that made it better for you, didn’t it?” 
 
    I nodded grudgingly. 
 
    “You liked that only he had me?” 
 
    “Yesss!” I admitted.  
 
    “That your wife took his sperm and you were shooting yours in my undies?” 
 
    “Ohh…” I shuddered, “Yes! Fuck yes! It was so fucking hot!” 
 
    She bit her lip as she pondered my confession, her sapphire-blue eyes glowing with lust. 
 
    “What if we made a new rule?” she continued. “What if only Lance was allowed to fuck me this week?”  
 
    “Oh God!” I moaned, trembling. “But Lizzie…”  
 
    “Think about it,” she cut me off. “Imagine how much more intense this little adventure would be if you had to wait until we were back home!” 
 
    I could barely breathe. Her suggestion was outrageous! I hated the thought of her pussy being reserved only for Lance! And yet, my cock had never been harder. Why in the world was I so fucking turned on by this?! 
 
    And Lizzie knew me so well. She gently turned me around and pulled me to my knees on the edge of the blanket, facing away from the center. Then, she snuggled up behind me, her rock-hard nipples pressing into my back as she reached around me. One hand grasped my frightfully hard penis, while the other glided down to catch my churning testicles. Softly massaging my genitals, she leaned forward, her sensuous lips just grazing my ear. 
 
    “Wouldn’t it be exciting, Sweetie,” she breathed as the pace of her hands increased, “watching Lance service me with those enormous balls of his every night, knowing that I was off limits to you?” 
 
    No, I didn’t want that…Yes, I did…No, I didn’t…or did I?!! Fuck, I couldn’t think straight! 
 
    “Don’t worry, Sweetie! I’ll still help you keep these little guys empty. We just won’t be using my pussy!” Her nails raked the underside of my scrotum, causing my boiling balls to jump as she stroked my twitching cock. 
 
    “Oh God, Lizzie!” I blurted, my hips jerking as I involuntarily humped her soft hands. “You’re killing me!” 
 
    “Just say the words, Sweetie, and I’ll let you cum,” she coaxed. “Tell me you want Lance to have me all to himself this week…!” 
 
    I’d like to say that I only agreed because I needed to cum so badly. But the truth was, I was turned on by the idea of Lizzie cutting me off for a week to concentrate on Lance and his big cock. I still don’t know why, but that thought really got my juices going. 
 
    “Yes!” I practically shouted. “Oh God, Yes, Lizzie! Let him have you!” 
 
    “Good boy!” she cooed in my ear. “Now let me see you squirt on the grass. After all, my pussy belongs to him now!” 
 
    I came instantly. Grunting like a wild boar, I leaned back against her little titties, my pelvis thrust forward as the sperm began to shoot out of my cock, arcing high into the air to fall onto the meadow, where it clung in great globules to the coarse blades of the prairie grass, running slowly down toward the ground. Her hand was a blur on my spurting shaft, concentrating on the sensitive head as she squeezed my balls, wringing out every last drop. 
 
    “Oh my God, Bill! Just look how much you came!” she panted as she kissed my cheek. “It’s so hot what this is doing to you!” 
 
    I nodded weakly, wondering just what in the hell I had gotten myself into… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    The next two days were a whirlwind of activity. Thanksgiving was almost upon us. There was grocery shopping to be done, a turkey to thaw, and all the myriad details to organize that were a part of the holiday. Lizzie baked a pumpkin pie and a pecan pie and put them in the refrigerator, to be eaten Thanksgiving day. Between holiday preparations and the day-to-day chores that come with owning horses, we were busier than a one-legged man in an ass-kicking contest. But, we still found time for the occasional game of billiards or a quick swim; we took the team out for a drive and we grilled burgers on the veranda each day at noon. And there was plenty of sex. 
 
    Elizabeth seemed to have shaken off the last remaining vestige of timidity, fully embracing her role as Lance’s paramour. She had become so much bolder, both in dress and action, openly flaunting her feminine charms, relishing her newfound sexuality, teasing us both unmercifully. Her skirts were now outrageously short, allowing frequent tantalizing glimpses of her cute panties, and she never missed a chance to bend over whenever one of us was looking. 
 
    She couldn’t get enough of Lance’s big cock. She touched and caressed him constantly. In the middle of watching TV, she would sometimes slide to the floor and take him in her mouth, savoring his manly flavor, luxuriating in the sheer size of his organ. And each time, she stole a furtive glance to make sure I was watching her. 
 
    For his part, Lance was more than a match for this new, more sensual Lizzie. I honestly lost track of how many times he fucked her during those 48 hours; on the sofa, on the floor, up against the wall in the hallway. He seemed determined to spend as much time as possible with that enormous cock of his inside my wife. When I went to the kitchen to get a glass of water, I would come back to find her peeking at me over his shoulder as he pumped yet another load of cum up her. 
 
    The idea that I was no longer allowed to have her burned inside me like a torch. I hated it; I loved it. My balls were killing me! Jealousy and arousal had become practically the same emotion for me, and the more he fucked her, the harder I got. She’d been right…this was a fun twist! 
 
    From time to time, she asked me to go to our room and fetch her a new pair of panties when the ones she was wearing became too soaked with his ejaculate. We both knew it would have been easier for her to simply go and change, but this was so much kinkier. Standing there, red-faced, watching my wife slide a fresh pair of undies up her gloriously long legs and then taking the soggy ones back to wash them out in the sink was a delicious humiliation. And she loved inflicting it on me. 
 
    Each evening, when we retired to our room, Lizzie made good on her promise to keep my balls emptied. And by the time evening came, they were more than ready to be emptied! God, how she loved teasing me, rehashing each detail of the sordid acts she had performed for her lover that day and showing me the graphic evidence of her infidelity. Then, she would push me back onto the bed and go down on me. 
 
    An indifferent fellatrix before, with all the practice Lance was providing her, she had blossomed into a true artist. She could now do things with a cock that I had never dreamed of. Her talented little tongue lashing at my steely shaft, she was able to quickly bring me to the edge and mercilessly push me beyond. And when my orgasm came, she no longer pulled away, sucking and swallowing until I feared she would draw my nuts out through the end of my dick. I might not have been getting any pussy, but Lizzie took very good care of me. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Thanksgiving morning found Lance and me helping Lizzie in the kitchen. We helped her get the turkey ready and peeled potatoes for her. Elizabeth repaid us with shameless flirting and cheeky remarks. She was happy as a lark, with two men hanging on her every word in the close confines of the small room.  
 
    The afternoon, however was a different matter. Leaving her to tidy up, we grabbed a couple of sandwiches to tide us over until the big suppertime meal and then sat on the couch glued to the television. After all, there was football on! The turkey was in the oven and needed only the occasional basting, so we sat in the living room cheering. Lizzie had never liked football, and was soon bored. 
 
    At first, she huffed and pouted, sticking out her lip, flipping her auburn hair, and stamping her cute little feet, unhappy with the fact that she was no longer getting all the attention in the household. But after a while, she seemed to resign herself to the fact that we were more interested in the game. She returned to the kitchen to check on the turkey, then went to our room. Ten minutes later, I heard her clear her throat behind us. 
 
    “I don’t suppose anybody feels like giving me a hand with the stuffing for a minute…” she whined. 
 
    I gave her a quick glance, then did a double take. She looked amazing. Her hair was now pulled up into pigtails that hung adorably from the sides of her round little head to drape across her shoulders. She was still wearing the same kitchen apron she’d had on all morning. The only difference was…she was now obviously naked beneath it. No lingerie has ever looked so sexy. She was a sex kitten, just begging to be fucked. As soon as she had our attention, she stuck her little tongue out, then turned briskly on her heel and skipped off toward the kitchen, her naked butt bouncing alluringly as she moved. 
 
    Lance and I both looked at each other, our mouths hanging open in amazement. He put his drink down on the table beside the couch and stood up. 
 
    “Sorry, Bill,” he said with a grin, “but something’s just come up and I really need to go take care of it!” He strode off in pursuit of my wife, the football game now completely forgotten. 
 
    I laughed and called after him, “A person’s gotta work off those extra Thanksgiving calories somehow!” 
 
    I waited a few minutes, then went to peek around the corner, leaving the television on. In the kitchen, Lance had Lizzie on her knees in front of him, working his giant cock in and out of her mouth as he held her pigtails. And she loved it. Moaning around his thick meat, she gripped his ass, pulling him in tightly as he fucked her greedy little mouth. 
 
    Soon, her ministrations proved too much for him, and he pried her off his twitching cock, pulling her to her feet and ushering her to the dining table behind her. Spinning her around, he pushed her down onto the table, her naked ass framed exquisitely by the apron tied securely around her waist. He bent and ran his tongue across her already damp slit, then straightened and, grasping his thick cock in one hand, he lined himself up with her opening and leaned into her. 
 
    Lizzie gasped loudly as he mounted her his huge rod forcing her lips apart, boring deeply into her. Three times, he thrust resolutely into her, before he was able to sheath the full length of his wide cock in her snug tunnel. By this time, my wife was whimpering with lust, her hips wiggling back against him, begging for more. No sooner did his balls kiss her clit than he withdrew once more, until only the thick head remained inside her. Then, he lunged forward, his entire penis disappearing into her in one sudden, forceful thrust; his full testicles crashing against her crotch.  
 
    Again and again, he drew back, her wetness clearly visible on his heavily veined shaft, before plowing solidly into her once more. Her taut lips clung resolutely to his tool as he pulled out, then welcomed him home again as she moaned against the cool hardness of the tabletop. With heedless abandon, he plunged into my wife, causing the table to screech in protest as he pushed it across the tiled floor. Higher toward her climax she climbed until, trembling like a frightened kitten, she screamed, her gorgeous ass thrust up at him as she came 
 
    From the doorway, I watched Lance’s masterful fucking of my wife, my dick like iron in my pants. I marveled once more at his size, turned on by how much he stretched her and especially by her reaction to it. As she came down from her climax, I wondered if she would miss his huge cock when we went back home. It seemed a certainty. How could she not? He was almost twice my size and it obviously made a difference! Was Lance turning my wife into a size queen? The thought was simultaneously disturbing and profoundly arousing. 
 
    I was jolted out of my reverie by the sound of Lance announcing that he was about to cum. That didn’t take long, I thought to myself. But looking at her in her pigtails and apron, it was scarcely a surprise. She was sex incarnate, her luscious upturned ass thrust back at him, her long legs braced to take his thrusts. If I wasn’t careful, I was going to lose my load as well! 
 
    Lance’s hands encircled her tiny waist as he began to slam into her, causing her round butt to jiggle obscenely. He leaned forward over her back and grunted as he began to pour his seed into her. Shaking and hunching, he groaned out his orgasm, his weighty balls pulsing insistently as he inseminated my wife on the dining room table. For a long time, he clung to her waist, slowly grinding up into her as his orgasm subsided. Sated, he released his hold, falling wetly out of her as he staggered back, out of breath. 
 
    I stole one more look at my lovely wife, still lying bent over the table panting, then turned and slipped back apparently unseen to the living room. I heard the shower start in Lance’s room and the faint sound of their voices, chatting and laughing as they washed away the traces of their fornication. A few minutes later, I could hear Lizzie whistling happily to herself as she checked on the turkey. 
 
    “Bill!” her voice called. “Would you help me set the table?” 
 
    “Be right there!” I replied, switching off the TV as I got up. 
 
    When I reached the dining room, she had the plates and glasses already in hand. “Would you mind getting the silverware?” she asked. 
 
    Opening the drawer, I collected forks, knives, and spoons and turned to give them to her. There was an odd little smile on her face that I at first couldn’t figure out. But, when she took the silverware from my hand and turned to distribute it, I caught a glimpse of the plates on the table behind her, and almost choked. She was setting my place in the exact spot where Lance had just fucked her! 
 
    My eyes leapt to hers and she smiled widely. “I knew it!” she exclaimed triumphantly. “I thought I saw you watching from the hallway, you little pervert! Well, just consider this your punishment!” 
 
      
 
    It was the best Thanksgiving meal I could remember. The turkey was done to perfection, the pies delectable. Lizzie had prepared a dizzying array of side dishes. Faced with such daunting fare, we did our very best to uphold that time-honored tradition of holiday gluttony, laying waste to a mighty spread of fowl, potatoes, vegetables, bread, stuffing, and desserts, but in the end, we were forced to declare defeat and now all sat, insensate, slumped in the stupor of our voracity.  
 
    Our after-dinner conversation was lubricated by two very expensive bottles of wine and we now sat at the table nursing our overstuffed bellies as we did our best to polish off both bottles.  
 
    “Man, that was good,” I declared. “Best Turkey Day ever!” 
 
    “Hear, hear!” seconded Lance. “Although I still can’t believe you both wanted breast meat. I’ve always preferred the dark meat.” 
 
    “Well, to be fair,” Lizzie quipped, her eyebrow arching suggestively, “I’ve never really given ‘dark meat’ a try…” 
 
    We both turned to look at her, unsure for a second if she was making the joke we thought she was. One look at her devilish grin was enough to confirm it, however, and we all burst into uproarious laughter, our aching bellies protesting our mirth. 
 
    “Well,” Lance continued, trying to stop laughing, “Bill better keep you away from Carol Ann, then. She’s a big fan of dark meat!” 
 
    “Really?” asked Lizzie, suddenly quite serious. “But I thought you two were dating.” 
 
    “Oh we date, but it’s more like a ‘friends with benefits’ situation, really. We both know, we’re not getting hitched. So we both still see other people. I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but she can be pretty wild and sometimes she likes some variety, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Guess that explains why our situation hasn’t freaked you out!” I observed. 
 
    “Actually, you two are kind of vanilla compared to Carol Ann. She sorta wrote the book on naughty. Not only does she like black guys, but she also likes more than one dude at the same time. Not to mention having a thing for pretty girls!” 
 
    “Seriously?!” Lizzie and I blurted simultaneously, causing us both to glance at one another and grin. I could see the shock on her face, but there was also something else there. There was a spark of excitement in her wide eyes as she looked at me. She was enjoying this conversation. 
 
    “Come on, you guys didn’t think you were the only ones who are into kinky shit, did you? Yeah, Carol Ann likes to eat pussy and do a black guy occasionally. And if she includes me, so much the better!” 
 
     “So you’ve actually seen her with another woman?!” squeaked Elizabeth, now very intrigued. “You mean…?” 
 
    “Well, if a girl wants a threesome, she does need three people!” he joked, shrugging “Yeah, she and I have shared a girl a few times. I’ve also helped another guy spitroast her, and let me tell you, it’s smokin’ hot! One time, we spent a whole weekend in bed with a little blonde nympho that Carol Ann met at the bowling alley. It was amazing!” Noticing her interest, Lance asked Elizabeth, “What about you? Ever fool around with another girl?” 
 
    Elizabeth shot me a nervous look, biting her lip adorably. “Once at camp, when I was 16,” she admitted hesitantly, “my bunkmate and I kissed a couple of times. And one night,” she continued, her voice just a whisper, her hands wringing nervously in front of her, “just before we all went home, she… she fingered me. I guess I’ve always been a little curious ever since then.”  
 
    My jaw hit the floor. Elizabeth had never expressed even the slightest interest in other women. I had never imagined that she might be turned on by that sort of thing. Once again, Lance seemed to have a real talent for bringing out the naughtiness in my wife. For the briefest of instances, I pictured my redheaded little angel with her face between Carol Ann’s thighs and couldn’t quite suppress a groan. Naturally, she heard me. 
 
    “Oh you like that, huh?” She stuck her tongue out at me. “Pervert!” 
 
    “Ha ha! Busted!” Lance razzed me. 
 
    Lizzie immediately turned on him, elbowing him in the side. “And you, Mister! What’s the big idea? I mean, seriously? You get me all hot and bothered, when you know damned well I’m too full of turkey and stuffing to do anything about it! Just wait! I’ll get even!” She laughed good-naturedly. “But seriously guys, between the turkey and the wine, I’m having trouble keeping my eyes open. I know it’s only eight o’clock or so, but I’m wilting fast! What do you say we clean up this mess and then go to bed?” 
 
    Lance and I both grinned at each other. 
 
    “To sleep, damn it! To sleep!” Lizzie exclaimed, exasperated. “Men!” 
 
    Thirty minutes later, Elizabeth and I were sound asleep in the guestroom. Down the hall, Lance, too, had slipped into a food coma. 
 
      
 
    Sometime after midnight, I awoke to find myself alone. Rising up on my elbows, I looked toward the bathroom, assuming that Lizzie had gotten up to pee, but the door was open and the light was off. Looking to my right, I saw that the door to the hallway also stood wide open. Maybe she went to the kitchen for a glass of water, I thought. But then, why not just get a drink in the bathroom? Puzzled, I swung my feet over the edge of the bed and stood. I had almost reached the threshold when I heard the unmistakable sound of my wife’s voice coming from the direction of Lance’s room, accompanied by a faint rhythmic thumping sound. 
 
    A wave of jealous nausea swept over me, as I immediately understood. After sleeping off our feast, she had gone to him, to satisfy a hunger of a different kind. As I began to slowly tiptoe down the hall, I was hurt, angry, jealous…and hard as a fucking rock! She seemed to be making no effort to be quiet. The slut! Halfway to his door, I saw something pink lying on the floor and stooped to pick it up. Lizzie’s panties! Had she left them there for me to find? What was going on? 
 
    Suddenly, I was no longer angry. I knew that she had orchestrated this whole scenario: the door left open, her loud moans, the panties in the hallway. She wasn’t trying to go behind my back; she wanted me to come find her, to “catch” her in her lover’s bed! And I had to concede, there was something deliriously sexy about the whole situation. 
 
    I crept to the end of the hall and carefully peeked around the doorjamb. A light was on in the master bathroom, lending a soft glow to the writhing forms on the bed, heightening the eroticism of the moment. Lance lay on his back on the bed, fully nude, my wife straddling him in the shadowy gloom. Elizabeth was riding him, face turned toward the door as she worked her tight little pussy up and down his towering erection. She saw me immediately. A mischievous smirk came to her face at the sight of me peering around the door. 
 
    She knew I was there, so hiding was pointless. I stepped into the doorway, leaning against the jamb as I watched her fuck him. As had been the case every time, I was hopelessly erect. I fished my cock out through the front of my boxer shorts and began to slowly stroke myself as I watched. She gasped out loud when she saw what I was doing. I doubted he could see me from this angle, but after everything that had happened over the past few days, I realized that the thought no longer really bothered me. 
 
    It was too dark to make out details, and somehow that made it even sexier. She was indescribably beautiful: her fiery hair draped back over her pale shoulders; her long white legs spread wide for him; the dark furry patch where he pierced her. Her eyes held mine as she bobbed and ground herself on his outsized member, climbing toward orgasm. I raised her panties to my nose and inhaled her womanly scent. Immediately, she gave trembling moan as her eyes rolled back in her head, cumming hard. 
 
    In that moment, I realized for the first time just how essential my participation in this was for her. Sure, she loved Lance’s big cock, but what really inflamed her was doing this in front of me, seeing me excited by her slutty deeds. I dropped to my knees, never taking my eyes off hers. Spreading her panties flat on the floor in front of me, I began to stroke myself over them, openly masturbating for her. 
 
    “Oh God!” she shrieked as she continued to ride her lover. “Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!” Over and over, she said those two words, her head tossing from side to side as another orgasm followed on the heels of the first. Lance might be the one inside her, but it was I who was getting her off. My hand flew over my cock, the burning pressure beginning to build urgency deep in my testicles. Lizzie was going crazy, more excited than I had ever seen her. And then, I lost it, spurting my copious tribute into the soft pink fabric of her underwear as I stared unflinching into her blazing eyes. 
 
    When I could stand again, I walked back down the hall to the guestroom, leaving Elizabeth’s sticky panties on the hardwood floor for her to find. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Friday morning, disaster struck.  
 
    We had just sat down for breakfast when my cellphone rang. It was our neighbor Tom, the man who was looking after our stock while we were gone. I answered, concerned that something had happened to one of our horses, only to learn that Tom had broken his leg in a freak accident yesterday. 
 
    He had been using his old tractor to move some haybales behind his barn. When he was finished, he climbed down to remove his bale spikes and, in so doing, stepped on a loose rock, which rolled under his weight. Tom lost his balance, twisting the leg as he fell, and broke his ankle. “A damn fool thing to do”, as he put it. 
 
    Luckily, he’d had his phone with him and was able to call 911. The orthopedic surgeon at the regional hospital in Glenton had repaired the damage in an outpatient procedure the same day. Nothing life-changing. Tom was now resting at home and was expected to make a full recovery. He was on crutches, but he assured me he could take care of himself. 
 
    What he could not do, however, was walk. Or carry a feed bucket or run a pitchfork. And that meant he wouldn’t be able to feed our horses for us. For that matter, he was going to need someone to feed his. Damn, damn, damn! There was no way around it: we were going to have to cut our vacation short and return home.  
 
    Lizzie watched me intently during the phone call. Hearing only one side of the conversation, she wasn’t sure what had happened, but she knew something was wrong, and her brow was furrowed with concern. She waited anxiously until I hung up. 
 
    “Who was that?” 
 
    “That was Tom. Apparently, he broke his ankle yesterday.” 
 
    “Oh my God!” she gasped. “Is he alright?!” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s fine. They operated on him and he’s at home on crutches now.” 
 
    “The poor guy! I bet it hurts terribly! Is his daughter going to come stay with him until he heals up?” 
 
    “Nah. He says he doesn’t really need any help in the house. Says he can get around well enough to feed and bathe himself. You know how independent he is. It’s just…” I hesitated, not wanting to say it. 
 
    “Just what, dear?” Lizzie reached across the table and took my hand. 
 
    “He’s not going to be able to do our chores. Hell, somebody’s going to have to do his now! I’m really sorry about this,” I turned to look at Lance, “but we’re gonna have to go home.” I glanced back at my wife.  
 
    “Now?” she asked quietly. 
 
    “I’m sorry.”  
 
    She nodded silently, resignedly, but there was a dejection in those wonderful blue eyes that I hated. Damn, damn, damn! 
 
    “Sure,” replied Lance. “I understand completely. Why don’t you guys pack your stuff while I get the airplane ready? It’ll take me about an hour to fuel her and do my preflight. Then, we can take off.”  
 
    “Thanks, man,” I smiled, shaking his hand. 
 
    Grabbing his baseball cap from the rack on the wall, he started toward the hangar. 
 
    For just a second, I stood, looking at the closed door. Then I turned to face Elizabeth. “Guess we’d better go get packed,” I said to her, holding out my hand as I stepped toward her. 
 
    “Yeah…I guess we should”  
 
    She reached for me and we walked hand in hand toward the guestroom. No words passed between us, each deep in thought. She was putting on a brave face, trying to hide her disappointment from me, but I knew. I knew, because I was also disappointed. This little adventure of ours had become addictively exciting, and neither of us wanted it to be over, especially after last night. This morning, the uncertainty of what the next three days might hold had been a potent cocktail of erotic tension. Now, that was gone. Ruined. We were packing up to leave, returning to our real lives. Our sexy, teasing, wife-watching, naughty vacation was suddenly being cut short. And we weren’t ready for that. Not yet. We still had three days, damn it! 
 
    It was no one’s fault. Hell, Tom was hurt and needed help. If there was one thing a cowboy never did, it was leave a buddy hanging. It just wasn’t done. No sir! He needed help, and, by God, I was gonna help him! Walking with my hand in Lizzie’s, I began to run through all the chores I’d need to take care of when I got back, both at our place and Tom’s. I didn’t know just how much feed Tom had on hand, so I’d probably have to make a run to the feed store for him, and maybe get him some groceries. I had a rough idea how many cattle he had, but I’d need an exact tally if I was to count them each evening. As I made my mental list of what I’d need to do, it suddenly dawned on me…in my mind, I was saying “I”, not “we”. 
 
    Now that I thought about it, helping Tom and taking care of our chores really was just a one person job. It didn’t take two. And then I had a wicked thought: what if she stayed here with him? For the briefest of instants, an image popped into my head; the image of her riding him, but this time I was nowhere to be seen. I quickly pushed the perverted notion from my head. No. There’s no way. Lizzie would never go for it, and I didn’t want that either…did I? So far, I had always been present when Lizzie played with Lance. That was part of it. This…this was something else entirely. God, it was so crazy, so nasty! What was wrong with me? But the image returned, this time with a vengeance, and I felt myself shudder. Lizzie, still holding my hand, felt it too. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Baby?” 
 
    “Nothing…nothing! I was just thinking of all the things I have to take care of when I get back.” I hazarded a sidelong glance at her and saw that she was watching me, studying my face as we reached the guestroom. She could sense I wasn’t telling her everything, but said nothing, releasing my hand as she walked to the closet. 
 
    I pulled our bags from beneath the bed, opening them and placing mine on top of the comforter, handing Lizzie hers. Turning to the chest of drawers, I tried to concentrate on packing my bag, quickly scooping my socks and underwear out of the drawer and stuffing them haphazardly into my bag. Once again, an unbidden erotic image of my wife flashed through my head. What if she stayed here with him? Just for the next three days…? As if afraid she might suddenly read my thoughts, I stole a quick look toward the closet, where she stood. I reached for my jeans from the next door and as I turned back to the bed with them, I realized Lizzie hadn’t moved. Straightening, I looked at her more closely. 
 
    Elizabeth was standing in the door of the closet, looking at herself in the full-length mirror attached to the inside surface of the door. She was holding a chemise in front of herself, satiny and shiny, a deep purple color that contrasted gorgeously with her flame-red hair. With a little sigh, she dropped it into her bag and then took another piece of lingerie from the closet, this time a gauzy teddy, black lace with faux fur at the hem, and smoothed it tightly against her chest as she turned slightly left and right, studying the effect. It was a debauched, utterly slutty piece, see-through in all the right places, and it caused me to stiffen immediately. Never had I seen either of these two outfits before. They were for Lance… What if she stayed here with him? Just then, she caught me watching her and snatched the teddy from her body, dropping it into the bag as though it were on fire. She turned with an embarrassed smile. 
 
    “I never got a chance to wear these,” she explained a little sadly. “I was planning on wearing that one tonight.” Her eyes strayed to the open bag on the floor of the closet before coming up to meet mine. “Oh well. Maybe another time, right?” She gave me a brave little smile and then bent to pick up a pair of sandals in the back of the closet, flashing me the tiniest glimpse of her cotton panties as she did. 
 
    God, she looked good, and seeing her with the lingerie had my libido working overtime. Maybe that’s what did it, or maybe it was the sad, disappointed-puppy look in her big blue eyes that got me. Whatever the case, I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
    “You don’t have to go,” I blurted suddenly, my voice unnaturally loud and squeaky, like a kid going through puberty. 
 
    “Sweetie, Tom needs help. Of course, we have to go!” 
 
    “No, I mean you don’t have to go.” 
 
    She looked at me puzzled, still not understanding what I was trying to say. Crossing to her, I took a deep breath and looking into her blue eyes, I said softly, “What if…what if you stayed here with him?” There. I’d said it. Oh my God, I’d said it! 
 
    “Bill!” she blushed furiously. “Bill! I can’t…I mean, I just can’t! You don’t really want me… to do that! I…I should go with you. Honey!” 
 
    She looked at me pleadingly, taking my hand. I could see it in her eyes, that tiny spark of excitement that, once kindled, suddenly flared into steady burn. In spite of her protestations, I was agonizingly aware of the fact that she had not said “No”. And as I looked at her, I realized that my penis, that ever-reliable barometer of my emotions was now standing fully at attention. She wanted to stay, I wanted her to stay, and I had little doubt that there would be no objections from Lance. 
 
    Bending, I took the teddy from her bag and, putting it back on the hanger, returned it to the closet once more. Then, I turned and kissed my wife passionately and went outside to give Lance the news. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    The flight home was smooth and fairly uneventful. Lance had, of course, been thrilled to hear that Lizzie had decided to stay on for a couple more days, but it had put a damper on our conversation in the cockpit. We talked little for the next two hours. He seemed busier this time, checking the numerous dials and lights, talking on the radio, fiddling with one switch or another through the entire trip. I couldn’t blame him. I mean, what do you say to the guy who’s loaning you his wife for the weekend? In all truth, I was thankful for the quiet, my nerves being more than a little frayed by the thought of just what would take place in my absence. 
 
    Soon enough, though, I heard Lance announce our approach to Glenton municipal airport. The ground rose up to meet us as he pushed the 421 into a gentle descent, throttling back and leveling off at 1000 feet above ground level as we entered the pattern. After a textbook series of turns and descents, Lance chopped the throttles and touched down right on the numbers, making the midfield taxiway with only a slight application of the brakes. We taxied up to the terminal, where my pickup was waiting in the parking lot and Lance killed the big engines. 
 
    After helping me with my bags, Lance stood talking to me for a minute, no doubt feeling a little awkward and not wanting to give me the impression that he was hurrying back to fuck my wife. I had to admit, I really liked the guy. We couldn’t have picked a better man for Lizzie to play around with. 
 
    “Listen, Lance,” I said after a bit, offering him my hand, “I’ve gotta go check on Tom and get some things done. Thanks for the ride!” 
 
    “Anytime! Anytime, Bill! Oh, and don’t worry about Lizzie. I’ll take good care of her for you!” 
 
    “Oh, I have no doubt about that…!” 
 
    “You know what I mean,” he blushed, kicking a piece of gravel on the asphalt. 
 
    “Just bustin’ your chops, Buddy! You two have fun and I’ll see you Monday morning. Does ten o’clock sound about right?” 
 
    “Yeah. Yeah, ten sounds good. And seriously, Bill, thanks a million! This has been the best week of my life!” 
 
    “Don’t jinx it, Lance!” I laughed. “You still got three more days to go! Who knows? They might be just awful!” 
 
    We both laughed until we cried over that one. If there was one thing we were all certain of, it was that Lance’s weekend was going to be anything but awful. One more handshake and I got in the truck, starting the engine and putting it into reverse. Lance waved one last time from the stairs leading into the plane. Pulling onto the main road, I reached down to change the radio station when a loud roar passed over the truck, causing me to jerk upright. Lance’s plane was right in front of me, low enough to almost see the rivets as he buzzed me, waggling the wings in a wave before he banked to the right, winging off toward the south, an ever-smaller silver streak heading back to Lizzie. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, I had visited Tom and fed and counted his stock. His pantry was full, so grocery shopping wouldn’t be necessary. I sat in his living room awhile, cussing and discussing with him, before finally making my way home. 
 
    When I pulled into the driveway, the house had never looked so dark. I put my bags inside the back door, then hurried out to the barn to check on the horses. Lizzie’s mare seemed to be doing fine. She raised her head, looking at me with disinterest, then went back to her hay. Buster saw me coming as soon as I turned the corner, whickering softly in greeting. After all, it had been a week since he’d seen me. For a half hour, I lingered there in the stall with him scratching his ears and talking in low tones to him as he munched on the hay, cheerfully listening to my voice. Finally, I turned off the lights and closed the barn door, heading to the house. 
 
    There was a chill to the air and my jacket was still in my luggage. I hadn’t needed it at Lance’s. Amazing how much difference five or six degrees of latitude makes. Unlocking the door, I hurried inside to find the house cold. We’d turned the thermostat down to save gas while we were away. Turning the heat on was my first order of business. That accomplished, I took my bags to the bedroom and placed them on the floor beside the bed. I’d unpack later, first I needed to eat. I made myself a sandwich and sat in the kitchen eating. 
 
    For the first time since Lance dropped me off at the airport, I wasn’t busy. And my mind immediately turned to my wife and her lover. What were they doing right now? Were they swimming in the pool behind his big house, playing billiards in the game room, eating a nice meal on the veranda…were they fucking? Was she on her knees right now, paying homage to that giant cock that brought her so much pleasure? 
 
    As usual, the thought of them having sex gave me an instant erection, at the same time filling me with intense jealousy. It had been that way every time, but this was worse. This was much worse. Always before, I’d been able to watch, to participate, if only vicariously. Now, she was his, in every literal sense of the word. Tonight, and for the next two nights, she would sleep in his bed, while I slept alone in ours. Waves of jealousy washed over me as I thought of them lying together so far away. My dick was so hard it throbbed in my jeans. 
 
    I got up and went to the bedroom. I’d unpack my bags and put away all my things. That would take my mind off my adulterous wife and her well-hung Adonis. Flicking on the light, I hoisted the bags from the floor and put them side by side on the soft bedspread. 
 
    When I unzipped the first bag, my first thought was that I had inadvertently picked up Lizzie’s bag. Right on top was a pair of my wife’s frilly panties. What the hell?! As I picked them up, a small scrap of paper fell to the floor. I squatted to retrieve it and immediately smelled Lizzie’s perfume on the paper. Unfolding it, I spread it out on the bed before me: 
 
      
 
    Dear Husband, 
 
      
 
    You will need these more than I will tonight. Be in bed at 9 p.m. and I’ll call and let you listen in while Lance and I get to know each other better. 
 
      
 
    Thanks again for being such an amazing, understanding, and generous husband. I promise I’ll make it up to you just as soon as I get home! 
 
      
 
    With love and affection, 
 
      
 
    Your Unfaithful Wife 
 
      
 
    P.S. There are extra panties in my drawer, should the need arise. (Don’t be shy; it turns me on when you use them!) 
 
      
 
    Xoxoxo 
 
      
 
    Oh God! A shiver ran down my back as I read and then reread her words. This was so deliciously decadent, sending her panties for me to jerk off into while she makes love to another man. She was rubbing my nose in her infidelity and making me like it! Dear God, how I loved that dirty little slut! 
 
    My eyes flew to the alarm clock on the nightstand. Seven o’clock! I still had two hours before her call. Shit! It would take a monumental effort not to whack off before then! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    Two hours. 120 minutes. Never in my life has such a short period of time seemed to drag on so interminably. I was like a little kid on Christmas Eve, looking at the clock every two minutes, checking my phone for texts. Lord, would it never be nine o’clock? I cleaned up the house a little, put away my clothes, tried to read; anything to take my mind off what was going to happen at nine, but nothing helped. 
 
    With an hour yet to go, I went into the bathroom and, taking off my clothes, turned on the shower. Stepping into the steaming spray, I let the dirt of the day wash from my body, all my muscles relaxing in the soothing heat of the clean water. All of my muscles, save one. Between my legs, angry and insistent, my erection glared at me through the steamy fog. Once more, I was hard, and once more, it was due to my wife’s infidelity. 
 
    Like a moth drawn inexorably to a flame, my mind drifted to the image of my wife, her long pale legs spread wide as Lance rutted into her, stuffing her with his big tool. I groaned with erotic pleasure, encircling my shaft with my right hand, absently stroking myself as I reveled in the thought of them together, doubts and questions welling up inside me as my imagination ran rampant. Would she be even less inhibited without me there? What additional acts of exploratory perversion would she perform for him, now that she was free of my husbandly gaze? What was I missing? 
 
    As clearly as if I were there watching her, my wife, my everything, alone in the arms of another man. I saw her kneeling before him, stroking and sucking his massive prick; saw her writhing under him; saw her contorted into impossible, outlandish positions as she pleasured him. They were disturbing, heart-stopping images that filled me with jealousy and longing. I ached for her desperately in that moment, wanting nothing so much as to be there with her, holding her hand, kissing her, watching her. Always watching her.  
 
    Until that moment, I had never realized how much I enjoyed watching. Wife watching. Wasn’t that what they called it? Was that me? Was I a wife watcher at heart? Before the question had even formed, I knew it needed no answer. The events of the last week had confirmed it beyond any shadow of a doubt. I was. For all the jealousy and uncertainty, nothing had ever aroused and excited me quite like watching Elizabeth fuck. It was like live porn, but with an emotional involvement that intensified the eroticism to an almost unbearable level. 
 
    I immediately released my cock. I was going to cum if I didn’t, and I wanted to save it for her call. Turning off the water, I stepped out of the shower and grabbed my towel, drying myself roughly as my neglected prick bobbed in front of me, unwilling to soften even slightly. A quick glance at the clock on the bathroom wall showed me that I still had half an hour to go. Damn! Was the fucking clock broken? I bound the towel securely around my waist, irritably tucking my jutting erection inside, then took my time brushing and flossing my teeth, willing the minutes to pass more quickly. When I was finished, I hung my towel back on its hook and switched off the light, not bothering to put on any clothes as I walked down the hall toward the bedroom, my insistent cock leading the way like the bowsprit of a sailboat. 
 
    It was ten to nine when I reached the bedroom. Elizabeth’s panties lay on my pillow, where I had tossed them inadvertently while unpacking my bag. Placing my cellphone on the nightstand, I flicked on the lamp and then walked back to shut the door and turn of the overhead light. Picking up the soft panties and turning down the bed, I crawled between the sheets with eight minutes left to go and lay there, staring at my phone as the minutes slowly crawled by, each one seeming twice as long as the one before. 
 
    When the clock in the corner of my phone’s display showed 9:00 p.m., nothing happened. At 9:01, nothing happened, nor at 9:02. I realized then, that I was holding my breath and forced myself to exhale. My heart pounded like a jackhammer, my cock throbbed in anticipation. Lord, what was going on? I was dying! 
 
    When 9:03 rolled around, the phone rang suddenly, causing me to jump as though I’d just touched an electric fence. Seeing Lizzie’s name appear, I tapped the screen immediately, putting it on speaker. “Hello?!” I practically shouted. 
 
    “Hi, Baby!” Elizabeth’s dulcet voice came over the phone. “I didn’t wake you, did I?” 
 
    “N…no, God no! Baby, what took you so long?!” 
 
    She ignored my question. “Do you still want to listen, or would you rather I hung up and let you get some sleep?” she teased. 
 
    “Yes!” I hissed, my dick twitching with excitement. 
 
    “Yes, you want to get some sleep…?” 
 
    “NO! No, I want to listen!” 
 
    “I don’t know, Bill. I haven’t heard you say ‘please’!” 
 
    “Oh God! Please, Lizzie! Please let me listen!” I felt myself blush as I realized what had just taken place. Here I was, begging my wife to let me listen in while she fucked another man. A shiver ran down my spine at the unmitigated naughtiness of the situation. 
 
    “Well”, she relented, “since you asked so nicely, maybe it would be okay for you to listen in just this once! Do you have my panties there with you?” 
 
    “Yes”, I groaned, suddenly realizing that Lance was most likely lying next to her, listening to her torture me. I wondered if her phone was also on speakerphone. The thought filled me with dread, but my cock was as hard as a tire iron. 
 
    “Good! Now be sure to catch all your squirties in them!” This was going too far! How in God’s name would I ever be able to look Lance in the eye again after this?! I had to stop her. 
 
    “Lizzie…,” I started, but she cut me off, continuing with her humiliating tease. 
 
    “Who knows? If you do a good job painting them, maybe Mommy will hang them on the refrigerator for you! What do you think, Lance?” 
 
    “LIZZIE!!!” I nearly fainted from embarrassment, my cock leaking precum like a broken faucet. 
 
    “Relax, Bill! He’s still in the other room! I’m just teasing you, Baby. But tell me one thing: is your dick hard?” 
 
    “Umm… yes,” I admitted quietly. 
 
    “I thought so, Baby. When I get home, we’ll talk all about it, but right now, I need to be fucked! Should I call him in now?” 
 
    “Yes, Lizzie, please!” 
 
    “Good boy! And Bill? I love you more than you will ever know, Honey! I’m putting it on speakerphone now.” 
 
    With that, she was gone. I could hear her heels clicking across the hardwood floor as she went to the door and called for Lance. A minute later, the clicking sound grew louder once more as she returned. Their voices were muffled at first, too far from the phone, but gradually they grew louder and more distinct, until I could make out individual words. 
 
    “Oh yeah! Just like that,” I heard Lance murmur.  
 
    Then, his voice fell silent, replaced by faint smacking and slurping sounds that I knew all too well. Lizzie was blowing him. Without thinking about it, I wrapped her cool panties around my cock and began to stroke, closing my eyes to concentrate on the salacious sounds coming from the phone. In my mind’s eye, I saw my beautiful Lizzie bobbing on his huge member, preparing him for what was to come. A rustling of fabric told me they were switching positions. 
 
    “Oh God!” my wife’s voice sliced the air with a keening wail. “Oh! Right there! Oh! Lick me, Lance! Lick deep inside me! Get me wet for your big beautiful cock!” 
 
    A shiver ran through me at her words. I couldn’t remember the last time she had referred to my penis as “beautiful”. My hand buffed my rock-hard dick rapidly with her panties. 
 
    Once again, I heard movement, then a shuddering, sobbing moan from my wife. I couldn’t see them, but I knew he had penetrated her. Lance was now buried inside my wife, 500 miles away, and I was jerking off into her panties as my imagination filled in the blanks. Somehow, not being able to see them made me even more jealous. I felt left out, no longer a part of their illicit lovemaking. I stroked and listened, listened and stroked. 
 
    “Oh yes!” she cried, her voice punctuated by the constant dull thumping of the bed as he drove himself into her. “God yes!” Octave by octave, I could hear her getting closer to orgasm. 
 
    Lance grunted and moaned as he fucked my wife, working too hard to talk coherently. I could well imagine him now, covered in a fine sheen of sweat as his powerful body slapped against hers, taking my place between her legs, giving her what I could not. My heart and my cock ached as I heard her cum for him, screaming loudly as he pushed her over the edge. 
 
    The sound of her orgasm emphasized my detachment. This wasn’t wife watching. This was something different. A wife watcher got to watch his wife. A man whose wife spent the weekend in another man’s bed without him wasn’t a wife watcher at all. That man was… a cuckold! Oh my God!  
 
    At that thought, my cock got harder than ever before, swelling, bulging in my pumping fist. My balls churned beneath my twitching shaft, boiling over as my orgasm began. I held her smooth panties over the sensitive head as shot after shot of my hot semen jetted into the soft fabric. I came so hard I nearly blacked out, head thrown back, moaning incoherently as my heels dug at the bedsheets. I squirted what seemed like a quart of cum into Lizzies undies. 
 
    “Oh God, Lizzie! I’m cumming!” said a disembodied voice next to my head. In the ebbing stages of my orgasm, I was only dimly aware that the voice belonged to Lance, the man who was now filling my wife with his seed, 500 miles away. The man who was cuckolding me… 
 
      
 
    After telling my wife goodnight, I had hung up the phone and was now in the bathroom, washing her panties in the sink, thinking. In spite of myself, I had enjoyed the experience immensely. The distance, the inability to see them, the thought of her spending the night in his arms gave the whole situation a different spin. It drove me crazy, but in an unexpectedly good way. And the knowledge that I still had two more days of it to go was a delectable sort of torture.  
 
    I had just decided to take Lizzie up on her offer and delve into her panty drawer for our next session tomorrow evening, when a disturbing thought occurred to me. Frowning, I dropped the underwear in the warm soapy water and strode back to the bedroom, quickly tapping out a text to Lizzie: 
 
    Have u thought abt condoms? Shud b getting close to ur risky time! 
 
    I sent the text, then sat on the edge of the bed awaiting her reply. Three minutes later, my phone pinged, and I picked it up. Her reply was a single emoji.  
 
    A winking smiley face… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Bart Tracer’s Amazon author page 
 
      
 
      
 
    Other works by Bart Tracer 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 1 
 
    Lizzie and Bill have been together since high school, the perfect couple. But a chance encounter with a charming cowboy at a rodeo dance causes the young lovers to reevaluate their relationship. Before they know it, they find themselves racing down a pathway toward an erotic encounter that will change them forever.  
 
    Will this be the ride of Lizzie's life? Will their marriage survive inviting another man into their bedroom? 
 
      
 
    Coming soon: 
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 3… 
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