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   WARNING
 
   This book contains sexually explicit scenes and adult language. It may be considered offensive to some readers. This book is for sale to adults ONLY.
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   Please store your files wisely where they cannot be accessed by underage readers.
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   It was my fault and I admit it.  I accept the blame.  I take responsibility for my actions.  I own up to being the cause, the driving force behind it all.  It was my idea, I pursued it, I encouraged it, and the blame is mine.  None of that makes it any easier to wake up in the morning and find myself alone in bed.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It started with an overheard conversation in the lunchroom at work.  Frank and Ernie were sitting at the table next to mine and they were talking about two of our co-workers, Bill and Steve.  Ernie is a little hard of hearing so Frank was trying to speak loud enough for Ernie to hear him while at the same time trying not to talk so loud that everyone else could hear what he was saying.  As a result I was hearing what they were talking about.
 
    
 
   “She actually fucked him with Steve sitting there watching?”
 
    
 
   “That’s what Bill said.”
 
    
 
   “Do you believe him?”
 
    
 
   “Why not?  He isn’t the first one it has happened to.  George in Purchasing and Mike and Sam in Accounting have done her.  Apparently Steve gets his jollies watching other men fuck her and then he goes down on her when they are done.”
 
    
 
   “He eats her cunt with another man’s cum in her?”
 
    
 
   “That’s the story I get.”
 
    
 
   “Ooh, gross!”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know about that.  Have you seen his wife?  I’ve heard guys say they would eat a mile of her shit just to be able to kiss where it came from.”
 
    
 
   “No, I’ve never seen her, but it wouldn’t matter how good looking she was I couldn’t suck on her cunt with another guy’s junk in her.”
 
    
 
   Well I knew Steve’s wife and I could honestly say that as much as I love my wife I would have to seriously consider Marsha’s cum filled pussy if it would lead to my being able to fuck her.  For the rest of the day as I did my job I wondered how Steve went about selecting lovers for Marsha.  Or did Marsha choose and send Steve out to fetch?  Whatever the selection process, it was obvious that I wasn’t anywhere on the list.  I had known them both for several years and they had socialized with me and my wife Penny.  We have had dinner at their place and they have attended barbecues at our house and I’d never known or even had a hint that they had a kinky side.  But this isn’t about Steve, Marsha and me; it is about Penny and me.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I was still thinking about Steve watching Marsha fuck other men when I started home that night and about halfway home a stray thought entered my head.  I wondered how a man could watch his wife, just sit there and pay rapt attention, as another man drove his cock into her and made her squeal and moan and I knew one thing for sure – I couldn’t do it!  At least that is what I told myself, but for the next couple of weeks it seemed to be all I could think of.
 
    
 
   In my mind I pictured Marsha on a bed getting plowed by me while Steve sat next to the bed and smiled as Marsha screamed out in pleasure.  I saw me standing off to the side watching Steve suck my cum out of his wife while my dick grew hard and then I fucked her again.  I was not even aware of it when the change occurred, but one day I woke up to the fact that the picture in my mind was of Penny on the bed and me on the chair and that I had an aching hard on.  From that point on I spent a lot of time wondering if I could actually watch someone else fuck my wife and if it would be a turn on.  Not that I would ever know because there just wasn’t anyway on God’s Green Earth that Penny or I would ever do anything like that.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Over the next month or so the thoughts faded and only occasionally resurfaced and then usually because of some interaction or other with Steve at work.  In time the thoughts might have completely gone away, but then something happened and they came back in full force.  I came home from work one Friday night to find Penny out on the patio scrubbing bird shit off of the patio furniture.  I walked up behind her, kissed her on the back of the neck and asked, “Are we eating outside tonight?”
 
    
 
   “No sweetie, but we are having company over for a barbecue tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   “Who and when?  You know I have a golf date in the morning.”
 
    
 
   “I know sweetie, but you should be home by two and I scheduled it for four in the afternoon.  I ran into Marsha at Target this afternoon and I invited her and Steve over.  I knew you wouldn’t mind.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t mind, but the thought of spending an afternoon in Marsha’s company started up my thoughts of watching my wife with another man all over again.  The day was perfect for a barbecue and everyone was dressed outdoor casual, that is to say shorts, T-shirts, tank tops and sandals.  Marsha was a hard on generator as usual, and as we socialized I had occasion to wonder what was wrong with me that I wasn’t on her list or Steve’s.  I was better looking than Bill and in much better physical shape than George, Sam or Mike.  Maybe I needed to try a new mouthwash or deodorant.  
 
    
 
   Later that evening after Marsha and Steve had gone and after Penny and I had cleaned up the backyard we were sitting on the patio and sipping Sangria.  “Can I ask you something?” Penny asked.
 
    
 
   “Sure.  You have always been able to so why are you asking?”
 
    
 
   “Just something that I noticed this afternoon that made me curious.”
 
    
 
   “About what?”
 
    
 
   “About the way you spent the afternoon looking at Marsha.  You haven’t looked at me like that lately.  Am I losing my looks?”
 
    
 
   “It wasn’t that kind of look.”
 
    
 
   “Then what kind was it?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.  Maybe some kind of fascinated curiosity.  She just looks so much like a wholesome soccer mom.”
 
    
 
   “And she isn’t?”
 
    
 
   “I guess it would depend on your definition of wholesome.”
 
    
 
   “Now that is a curious statement.  Would you care to explain?”
 
    
 
   I’d had just enough to drink to be talkative and I told Penny about what I had found out about Steve and Marsha.  She listened to what I had to say and then she was silent for a couple of minutes while we sipped our Sangria and looked up at the stars.  And then out of nowhere Penny asked:  
 
    
 
   “Could you do something like that?”
 
    
 
   “Of course not, could you?” 
 
    
 
   “Probably.”
 
    
 
   Of all the answers I expected that one was not even in the top one hundred.  I had expected a “Don’t be silly” or maybe a “Good grief no” or possibly even a “How could you even ask me a question like that?”  But “Probably?”  It stunned me into silence.  After several long moments Penny asked:  
 
    
 
   “Why are you looking at me like that?”
 
    
 
   “I wasn’t expecting that answer.”
 
    
 
   “Have I upset you?”
 
    
 
   “You certainly surprised me.  You could really do that?  Fuck another man while I watched?”
 
    
 
   “No sweetie, that isn’t what I said.  What I said I could probably do was screw while being watched.  No, that’s not being honest.  I could fuck a guy while I was being watched, in fact I have done it.”
 
    
 
   My jaw tightened and my face began to cloud over and Penny saw it.  
 
    
 
   “Whoa there sweetie, I’ve been one hundred percent faithful to you since saying my wedding vows so don’t go getting weird on me now.” 
 
    
 
   I didn’t say anything, just stared at her.  She became uncomfortable and then she went on:  
 
    
 
   “Look sweetie, you know I wasn’t a virgin when I met you and before I met you I did some pretty wild and crazy things.  One time I was in my boyfriend’s apartment and we were getting it on in the living room on the couch when his two roommates came home a couple of hours earlier than expected and walked in on us.  I tried to get up but Don held me down and kept screwing me.  His roommates didn’t leave, they sat down and watched.  It didn’t take me long to get into it because them sitting there watching was a fabulous turn on.  It was such a turn on that we did it a couple of more times over the next couple of weeks.”
 
    
 
   “They just sat there and watched?”
 
    
 
   “And took out their cocks and played with themselves.  Of course they wanted to be next after Don, but I wasn’t having any of that.  One of them did ask if he could eat my pussy and I did let him do that.  God, but was that such a fucking turn on having him eat me after Don had cum in me.”
 
    
 
   She sat her empty glass down and got up, “Come on sweetie, suddenly I’m in the mood to do some major bed spring rattling.”
 
    
 
   The first time went quick, way too quick and Penny told me not to sweat it, that she could get me back up in a hurry.  She got out of bed and pulled a chair over next to the bed and then got back in bed and took my cock in her hands.  She started fondling my dick as she tongued my ear and whispered:
 
    
 
   “Pretend I’m Marsha and that Steve is sitting in that chair watching you fuck his wife.”  She squeezed my cock and stroked it and whispered, “Or maybe you would rather imagine you sitting in that chair watching me fuck Don while you waited to eat my cum filled pussy.”
 
    
 
   A sudden image of Penny on a couch being fucked by her boyfriend while two guys sat and jacked themselves off while watching flashed through my mind and my cock twitched.
 
    
 
   “Oh baby,” Penny whispered, “You nasty boy you.  You want to see another man slide his hard cock in me.  Is that it baby?  You want to see Penny with her legs spread wide while another man slams his hard pole into my pussy?”
 
    
 
   My cock went from limp and twitching to rock hard in seconds.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes,” Penny crooned in my ear, “My baby wants to watch while another man makes me beg and scream and pumps his hot juice into my pussy.  Who baby, who do you want to watch fuck me?  Who baby, whose cock do you want to see me suck to get him iron bar hard.  Who is it that you want to watch lift my legs up onto his shoulders so he can push his cock deep into me.  Who baby, who?”
 
    
 
   “You bitch!” I groaned as I pushed her down on her back and slammed my cock into her.  Penny moaned, “Yes, yes baby, yes, yes, yes,” as I pounded away.  Her nails were digging into my back and she was pushing herself up at me as I drove down and all the time she was going, “Yes, yes, yes” and then she screamed as she had an orgasm and her feet were beating on the back of my legs.  I felt her cunt clutching at my cock and I went into a fucking frenzy as I tried to get my nuts off.
 
    
 
   “Oh God yes!” Penny cried, “Cum in me lover, cum in me.  Let my husband see you cum in me.  Let him see your sauce dripping from my pussy,” and I blew.  I had the most intense cum of my life to that point and then I pulled out of Penny’s hot cunt and fell onto the bed next to her.
 
    
 
   After a couple of minutes of heavy breathing Penny kissed me passionately and then in a husky voice she said, “Now that my lover is gone you have to do your part hubby dear” and she put a hand on my head and pushed me.  It was obvious what she wanted, but it was also something that I had never done before.  I’d eaten Penny’s pussy, I’d eaten it a lot, but never with cum in it.  I hesitated, not wanting to ruin the night by rushing to the bathroom and barfing.  Penny pushed and moaned, “Come on baby, I want it.  Take care of me baby, be like Steve.  Pretend you’re Steve and I’m Marsha baby.  Do it for me,” and I quit fighting it and did it.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Following that night our sex life went into overdrive.  As Penny said to me the morning after I ate her cum filled pussy for the first time:
 
    
 
   “I know your buttons now baby and I know just which ones to push and how to push them.”
 
    
 
   And push them she did.  At least once a week Penny would pull me into the bedroom and the chair would all ready be setting beside the bed.  She would practically tear my clothes off me while keeping up a running line of dialog:
 
    
 
   “Hurry lover, hurry. My husband can’t wait to see you shove your big meaty cock into me.  He loves to watch other men fuck me, make me scream and then shoot their cum in me.  He gets off on watching hard cocks slide into my sexy body.  He wants to hear me scream for you to fuck me harder, to beg you to go faster and to shoot your cream deep inside me.  Look at him sitting over there in that chair playing with himself while you fuck his woman.”
 
    
 
   I had no idea what level in my mind that her talking reached, but it never failed to fire me up and keep me hard long after I would have normally faded away.  As she urged me on I saw her in my mind as she laid spread out on Don’s couch while he fucked her and his roomies watched.  I saw her bucking her hips up at the roommate who sucked Don’s cum out of her pussy as she screamed out:
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, oh God yes, please don’t stop, please, please don’t stop.”
 
    
 
   When I was finally exhausted she would put her hand on my head and gently nudge me down to her cunt while crooning:   
 
    
 
   “Come on baby, taste my lover.  Lick up his cream baby; clean your whore wife out.  Make me feel good baby, suck up his cream and make me scream.  Eat me until I cum baby, eat me until I cum.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I am not a stupid man so I guess I should have seen it coming.  One night as I lay there exhausted, looking up at the ceiling and trying hard to catch my breath while Penny worked on my cock in a vain attempt to get it up again she asked:  
 
                 
 
   “Are you ready yet baby?”
 
    
 
   “Ready for what?”
 
    
 
   “Ready to do it for real.  It is what you want baby and you know it.  It turns you on so much and you know you want to experience it for real.  Come on baby, tell me what you are thinking.”
 
    
 
   “Not about doing it for real.”
 
    
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
    
 
   “What is this Penny?  Are you trying to tell me that you want another man?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be silly baby, you are all the man I need.  I wouldn’t mind doing another guy while you watched, but I’d be doing it for you, not me.”
 
    
 
   “Bullshit.  You all ready told me what a fabulous turn on it was for you when Don’s roommates watched.”
 
    
 
   “It was baby, but I was single then and I could do things like that.  I’m married now and I can’t.  Would it turn me on to do it in front of you?  Hell yes, but only if it was what you wanted.  I love you baby and I’ll do anything for you, but it will have to be something that we do together.”
 
    
 
   “Well I’m not interested in doing it for real.”
 
    
 
   “Okay baby, I’m not trying to push you into anything.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   That evening’s conversation went to work on me.  Since finding out about Steve and Marsha and then about Penny, her ex-boyfriend and his roommates I constantly fantasized about seeing Penny with someone else between her legs.  It was only a fantasy and that is all it would ever be because my wife couldn’t possibly do anything like that, right?  Suddenly I have her telling me that it would be no problem for her at all if I wanted her to do it.  I thought about it all week and I was still thinking about it when I got home from work Thursday.
 
    
 
   After dinner, I helped Penny with the dinner dishes and then she said:
 
    
 
   “I have something new for you tonight.”
 
    
 
   “And what would that be?”
 
    
 
   “You get to watch me with my lover.  He’s upstairs waiting for us.”
 
    
 
   A cold hand clutched my heart and squeezed.  Penny saw the change come over me and she took my hand and started leading me to the bedroom:  
 
    
 
   “It will be okay baby, trust me, you will love this.”
 
    
 
   In the bedroom the chair was already in position next to the bed and Penny pulled me over to it and pushed me down on it. 
 
    
 
    “Just sit here baby while I go and get him.”
 
    
 
   She left the room and I just sat there trying to decide if I should get up and leave or just stand up and be ready to deck the bastard when he walked into the room.  I had just decided on the latter when a naked Penny walked back into the room with a brown paper bag in her hand.
 
    
 
   “Isn’t he sexy looking baby?  I picked him up on the other side of town this afternoon.”
 
    
 
   She reached into the bag and brought out a huge dildo.  It had to be all of ten inches long and she said, “Doesn’t he have a nice big cock baby?  He says he likes fucking a man’s wife while the man watches.  Think his huge cock will fit inside little Penny? I’ve never had one this big before baby.  Don’s was big, but not this big.”
 
    
 
   She reached in the bag and brought out a bottle of something and then got on the bed and spread her legs.  She opened the bottle and squirted some of what was in it on the dildo, put some on her fingers and worked her fingers in and out of her pussy a couple of times.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready baby?  He’s going to fuck me now.  Your sweet little innocent wife is going to give your pussy to another man.  Watch baby, watch as he puts his big cock in your wife’s pussy.”
 
    
 
   Penny started working the fake cock at her pussy lips and slowly she pushed it inside of her. 
 
    
 
    “Oh god baby, he feels so good.  Can you see his cock disappearing in me baby?  Can you see it slide into me inch by inch? Are you happy baby?  Are you getting off on watching your sweet, young innocent wife being a slut for a stranger?  I don’t even know his name baby, but I knew as soon as I saw him that he wanted to fuck me.  I asked him if he would and he said yes so I brought him home with me.  Are you turned on baby?”
 
    
 
   She looked over at the tented trousers that her dialogue had given me and giggled.
 
    
 
   “Take it out baby.  Take your cock out and play with it while this big-dicked stranger fucks me and you watch.”
 
    
 
   I did it.  I unzipped, took out my cock and started stroking it while she reamed herself with the dildo.
 
    
 
   “He’s all the way in baby, your little wife took that monster, all of it, and I’ve never felt so full baby.  He’s fucking me baby, he’s fucking your wife.  So good, so good, oh yes, yes, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me hard and make me cum.”
 
    
 
   She was really pounding the dildo into herself hard and I could hear the little sounds she makes when she is ready to cum.  Her eyes were closed and she moaned, “Don’t you cum baby, don’t you cum.  I want it baby, I want your cum.”
 
    
 
   I took my hand off my cock and watched as Penny had her orgasm and when she had settled down she reached for the bottle on the bedside stand and squirted some of it into her pussy.  She turned to me and spread her legs wide:  “Come here baby and see what he left for you.  Come here baby and I’ll suck your cock while you suck him out of me.”
 
    
 
   I climbed up on the bed, moved into a sixty-nine position with Penny and felt her hot mouth close on my cock as I buried my face in her cunt.  It only took her thirty seconds to get me off and then she fucked my brains out until I couldn’t get it up again.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The night with the dildo did it.  I thought about it all day at work and by the time I got in the car to drive home I wanted to see it for real.  Well, I was pretty sure I did, but by the time I walked in the front door I was already having second thoughts.  I wanted to do it, but then I didn’t.  Besides, I didn’t know how.  The mechanics of it were simple enough, ‘put hard dick in pussy and move it back and forth’ but how did you go about finding the hard dick and keeping it quiet?  How did you keep the people in town from learning your business and then pointing fingers at you and calling you degenerate perverts?  I didn’t want the guys at work talking about me and Penny the way they talked about Steve and Marsha.  Besides talking among themselves who else did they talk to about it and who did those people talk to and so on.
 
    
 
   “Not a problem,” Penny said.  “We can go out to one of those hotels at the airport, take a room, find a business man passing through and invite him to the room.  When it’s over, he flies away and we never see him again.”
 
    
 
   “You sure that you can do this?”
 
    
 
   “I’m more worried about you honey, I’ve done it before and you haven’t.  I admit that I’ve wanted to do it since the night I told you about Don and his roommates.  It was such a fantastic turn on for me and I’d like to experience it again, but not – repeat not – if you aren’t really sure that you can handle it.  I really want to do it baby, but not at the cost of losing you and destroying my marriage.  It has to be something that we both want with no reservations.  So tell me baby, are you sure?”
 
    
 
   “I’m sure I want to, but how can we tell if I can handle it until we actually do it?”
 
    
 
   “Easy honey, we do a couple of test runs.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   She looked hotter than hell.  Low cut blouse with no bra, short skirt with an almost nothing thong beneath it and four inch heels.  When I pulled up in front of the airport lounge she leaned over and kissed me.
 
    
 
   “Remember baby, anytime you think you can’t handle it just get up and leave.  That’s my signal to break away and follow you.”
 
    
 
   She got out and went inside while I went and parked the car.  I waited for about five minutes and then I followed her in.  She was sitting at a table in the back and the waitress was taking her drink order as I took a seat at the bar where I could keep an eye on her.  We had picked that particular lounge because they had live music and a dance floor.  She was half way through her drink when two men approached her and I assumed that they were asking her to take turns dancing with them.  Penny said something and I saw her shake her head no.  They talked some more and I saw her agree to something and both men returned to their table, got their drinks and then went back and joined Penny at her table.  They settled in and then Penny got up and moved out onto the dance floor with one of the men.
 
    
 
   For the next two hours I watched as the two men bought Penny drinks and took turns dancing with her.  After the first hour of dancing the men started letting their hands stray.  It started with them letting their hands drift from her waist down to her ass and when she didn’t protest they pulled her closer so she could feel their hard cocks pressing into her legs and lower belly.  Then her tits were felt up from the outside and when that met no resistance a hand worked under her blouse and cupped a breast and she gave a little jerk when a nipple was tweaked.
 
    
 
   Next, one of the guys pulled her in close and I saw his hand snake down inside her skirt from the top and a moment later when her legs moved apart I knew that Penny had just given the man access to her cunt.  I was beside myself with lust and it was all I could do to keep from getting up and leaving, not because I couldn’t handle it, but because I wanted Penny to follow me out so I could fuck her on our back seat.
 
    
 
   On the dance floor Penny and the man she was dancing with looked like they were molded together and they swayed to the music as the man finger fucked my wife.  I saw her glance over at me, smile and then bury her head in the man’s shoulder.  The music stopped and the bandleader announced that they were taking a short break and Penny and her partner went back and joined the other man at the table.  They sat talking for a minute and then the man who had been finger fucking her looked around, said something and then the three of them got up and moved to a circular booth against the back wall.
 
    
 
   They slid into the booth with Penny in the middle and after the waitress brought fresh drinks and moved away I saw each man put a hand under the table.  Penny closed her eyes and slid down a little on the seat and while I couldn’t see the men’s hands I could see Penny’s feet and I saw her move them wide apart.  I would have bet my next paycheck that both men were playing with her pussy.  Penny leaned back her head against the back of the booth and the man on her right kissed her.  It was a long kiss and when he broke it and moved his head away the man on the left kissed her.  For the next ten minutes the two men finger fucked Penny and took turns kissing her and as I watched, Penny’s feet moved farther and farther apart and then they left the floor altogether and she had her right leg over the man on her right and her left over the man on her left.  She was as wide open for their hands as she could get.  
 
    
 
   Then I noticed something else.  I had been so into watching the kissing and the way her feet were spreading that I hadn’t noticed the arm movement – not theirs, hers!  Both of Penny’s hands were under the table and I could tell from her arm movement that she was jacking both of the men off and I had my first disquieting thought.  My wife was behaving like an absolute slut!  This was a side of Penny that I had never known existed.  Everything she was doing seem to come so natural to her.  There was no hesitation, no awkwardness, and not even a minimal protest.  I guess that when she said she wanted to do it she really meant it.
 
    
 
   My next thought was “What now?”  The two men obviously meant to fuck Penny and from everything I’d seen so far she wasn’t going to try and stop them.  Her head rolled from left to right on the booth’s back cushion as the two men took turns french kissing her while she jacked them off.  I had to break things up and get Penny out of there.  I finished the drink I had in front of me, got up and headed for the bathrooms.  I moved slowly to give Penny a chance to notice me and then when I passed by the booth I gave a slight nod of my head to indicate that I wanted her to follow me.
 
    
 
   I went into the men’s and used the urinal and then stepped back outside into the hallway.  Penny wasn’t there so I assumed that she was in the ladies room and I waited for her to come out.  After almost five minutes she hadn’t come out and no one else had gone in so I opened the door and stuck my head in and called for her.  I got no answer so I pushed the door open, looked in and saw that the room was empty.  I went back into the lounge and looked around, but Penny and the two men were gone.  I spent ten minutes looking for her and didn't find her so I went out and waited in the car.  After fifteen minutes with no sign of her I started up the car and drove on home.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was eleven when I got home and I sat on the couch in the living room with the lights off and stared at the wall.  I thought about what had been happening since I told Penny about Steve and Marsha and the more time I spent thinking about it the clearer it became that Penny had been steering things so that something like that night would happen.  She was the one who asked the question, “Could you do something like that?”  She was the one who initiated the role-playing and she was the one who asked me if I was ready to try the ‘real’ thing.  “No problem” she said when I wondered how to go about it and she had a plan all ready to give me.
 
    
 
   All my thinking just brought up more questions and more things to think about.  Did I really know my wife?  Obviously not or I would not have been so surprised at the ease with which she became a slut for those two men.  Had she been cheating on me all along and saw the Steve and Marsha thing as a way to involve me?  If I were involved then I wouldn’t start wondering if she were cheating and with me involved she wouldn’t have to cheat.   Hell, she wouldn’t even have to go out looking, I’d bring the men home to her.
 
    
 
   One of the last things to cross my mind was that night’s “see if you can handle it” test run.  Penny picked the place so was the evening pre-planned?  Did I know that she didn’t already know those two men?  Was that why she was so at ease with what they were doing?  I just could not get that ease out of my mind.  It was an ease that shouted out “This is natural, this is what I do.”
 
    
 
   A car door slamming interrupted my thoughts and I got up and walked to the window and looked out just in time to see Penny coming up the walk and a cab pulling away.  I looked at my watch and saw that it was ten after four.  I went back and sat down on the couch.  Penny came into a dark house through the front door and probably thought that I was in bed.  She set her purse on the table just inside the door and then went up to our bedroom.  Two minutes later she came back down and turned on the living room lights and looked at me sitting on the couch.  
 
    
 
   “Why didn’t you say you were in here when I came in?”
 
    
 
   “Because you would have come in here and I’m in no mood to talk right now.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t understand.  What’s wrong?”
 
    
 
   “You know damned well what is wrong Penny.  Where did you go when I signaled you to follow me to the bathrooms?  You sure didn’t follow me like you were supposed to and where the fuck have you been and what have you been doing for the last five fucking hours?”
 
    
 
   “In the first place I didn’t know that you were signaling me to follow you.  I thought that your nod meant that I should go ahead.”
 
    
 
   “Go ahead and what?”
 
    
 
   “Go to the next step with those two guys.”
 
    
 
   “The next step?”
 
    
 
   “Well yeah, you watched everything we did and you didn’t get up and leave.  We agreed that would be the signal for me to break things up and to follow you out.  Come on honey, what was I supposed to think.  My legs couldn’t have been spread any farther apart so you know they both had their fingers in me.  You saw that I was stroking their cocks and you watched as they shoved their tongues down my throat.  All that was left for them to do was put me on the table and do me and when you didn’t do anything to stop it I thought it was what you wanted.  When you walked by the table and nodded I thought you were telling me to go for it.”
 
    
 
   “Bullshit Penny!  This whole thing was about the two of us, you and me, not just you.  Tonight was supposed to be a test to see if I could handle watching you with another man.  Did I get to watch you get laid tonight Penny?  Was I sitting there watching when you fucked those two?  And what the hell was the deal there?  When was getting you gangbanged ever discussed between us?  And one more thing while we are on the subject.  You were entirely too comfortable with what you were doing.  It was all so easy for you.  No jitters or the nervousness one would expect from a woman who has been a faithful wife for the last ten years.  It was like you were still doing it with Don and there hadn’t been any break in the action.  What it looked like Penny, is that you have been doing it all along.”
 
    
 
   “I guess there isn’t much sense in trying to talk to you if your head is that fucked up.  I’m going to bed,” and she got up and left the room.
 
    
 
   I sat there for about five minutes and then I went upstairs.  Penny was sitting on the toilet using her douche bang when I went into the room and got my pillow off the bed.  Penny saw me and asked, “What are you doing?”
 
    
 
   “I’m going to sleep on the couch.”
 
    
 
   I stood there watching her douche and she said:  
 
    
 
    “What?  I’m supposed to leave their junk in me?  I brought it home so you could see if you liked sloppy seconds or not.  Given the way you are talking now I’m not going to leave it in me one more second.”  I stood there watching and not saying anything and so she said, “Just leave okay?  We can work out the details of the separation when you get home from work tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   I was about to say “Separation, what separation?” but decided to keep my mouth shut before I made things any worse.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Penny was still sleeping when I left the house in the morning.  I thought about her and our marriage all the way to work.  I kept going back to the ease with which Penny let everything happen and wondering if that was the real Penny.  In all of our years of marriage I’d never had any reason to doubt Penny.  I’d never seen one thing to make me believe that she wasn’t faithful.  She had always been loving and affectionate so why was I thinking the thoughts of her that I was thinking?  
 
    
 
   The answer of course was the ease with which Penny gave it up.  It was circular thinking at its worst.  No matter the question, no matter the doubts, no matter the “why am I” it always came back to how quickly Penny had spread her legs and given in to those two men.  How could a faithful wife do that?
 
    
 
   I didn’t get much done at work that day.  I sat in my office and stared out the window and cursed the day that I’d heard the guys talking about Steve and Marsha. I thought about my marriage and Penny.  I thought about her final comment when I left the bedroom about working out the details of the separation.  I didn’t want a separation!  I loved her.  There had been some major changes for both of us over the last several months, but none of that made me love her any less.  Granted, I was pretty fucked up in the head right then what with all the suspiciousness that the previous night had generated and I wasn’t sure how I would take it if I found out for sure that she was cheating on me, but separation followed by a divorce was not an option for me.  I loved Penny and I would find some way to work things out.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   When I got home that night Penny was sitting at the kitchen table sipping a beer and waiting for me.  As soon as I walked into the kitchen she pushed a pad of paper over toward me and said:
 
    
 
   “The top two pages are what I’m taking with me.  The rest of the pages list what I would also like to have.  Look them over and then come and get me so we can discuss it.”
 
    
 
   I picked up the pad, tore off the pages that had writing on them and said:
 
    
 
   “No need for that,” and I tore the pages in half and dropped them in the garbage pail.  “You aren’t going anywhere so you don’t need a list of what to take.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not staying here; not with the way you feel about me after last night and certainly not after what you accused me of.”
 
    
 
   “What the hell did you expect when you took off with those two bozos and left me behind?”
 
    
 
   “You got left behind because I needed to set the stage for you to come watch.  It took me fifteen minutes to convince them that I was serious about wanting my husband to watch and when we came looking for you we couldn’t find you.  You should have known that I wasn’t going to leave you out of it.  How was I supposed to be able to come home and face you otherwise?  When you gave me the nod and then weren’t there when we came looking for you I thought you had given me the go ahead.  That’s the god’s honest truth and if you don’t believe it I’m sorry, but I can’t change it.”
 
    
 
   “Why would I give you the go ahead if I wasn’t there?  This was supposed to be about us remember?”
 
    
 
   “How was I supposed to know what you were thinking?  You have changed so much over the last couple of months that I have no clue where you are coming from or what you are thinking.  You saw how far I had gone with them and you made no move to stop it.  You had to know by the time you nodded at me that I was hot enough to melt the booth I was sitting in and you still didn’t get up and leave.  That was the only signal we had for getting me to stop.  If you wanted me to stop all you had to do was get up and walk out the door and wait a couple of minutes and I would have followed you out.  But you didn’t leave.  All you did was give me a nod that I took for a yes, go for it.
 
    
 
   “I was hot enough by that time they could have set me on that table and fucked me in front of god and every one.  I was hot enough to fuck every man in that lounge and you had to know that.  You could also have just walked up to the booth and said, “Come on honey, let’s go home” instead of walking by and nodding.  But none of that means shit Roger.  What does mean something is your saying that I have been doing it all along – that I’ve been cheating on you behind your back.”
 
    
 
   “Just what the hell am I supposed to think Penny?  There wasn’t any hesitation on your part, no timidity, no nervousness, just straight from housewife to slut in no time.  They didn’t have to work at talking you into anything.  They pointed you in a direction and you went.  Another thing – you have been the driving force behind this entire situation.  You have been on it like a duck on a june bug since the day I told you about Steve and Marsha.  You initiated the role playing.  You were the one who dragged the chair over to the bed, started using a dildo as a mystery lover and it was you who asked me if I was ready to try it for real.  You were the one who had the plan ready when I asked how we could do it.  You picked out the lounge we went to and given the ease with which you gave in to those two men, why wouldn’t I wonder if maybe you already knew them and had arranged for them to be there?  What better way to hide cheating from your husband than to get him involved with you and your lover.
 
    
 
   “And one more time; this was supposed to be about me watching you.  Not you getting gangbanged by two guys while I sat at home for five hours waiting for you.  Even if I accept that it took you time to talk them into letting me watch, when you came looking for me and couldn’t find me you should have been on the phone to me, either at home or on my cell, to tell me to come watch or come pick you up if I didn’t want to watch.  If you couldn’t have reached me on the phone you should have been in a cab on your way home, shrugging your shoulders and saying “Oh well, can’t find him so let’s go fuck” just doesn’t cut it.  Doing it without me is the same as cheating Penny.  Put it all together Penny, roll it over in your mind, look at it from all sides and then tell me why I shouldn’t have the thoughts I’ve had.  Once you have done that if you want to talk I’ll be down in the basement.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I tried to work on the china cabinet I was building, but I just couldn’t seem to concentrate on things and using power tools when your mind isn’t on what you are doing is not a smart thing so I gave up and just sat there staring at the plans.  Maybe an hour later I heard Penny come down the steps.  A couple of minutes went by and when she didn’t come over to where I was I turned and saw her sitting on the bottom step and looking at me.  We looked at each other for several moments and then she said:
 
    
 
   “I have never cheated on you Roger, not once.  You might consider last night cheating and after doing as you suggested and looking at it from every angle I can see that from your point of view it might have been.  But I can’t go back and change it Roger.  I honestly thought I had your blessing.  That said I want to talk about the rest of what you said.  You were right on most of it.  I did everything you said I did, except for the cheating part, and my reason for doing it was so you would let me fuck other men.  But only Roger, only if you were a part of it.  If you were a part of it in my mind I wouldn’t be cheating.
 
    
 
   “I’m a slut Roger and I have been one since my early teens.  I loved cock Roger.  I craved it and I took as much of it as I could get.  I did gangbangs at frat houses, went to drive-in moves in a van with five guys and never saw one minute of the film.  Threesomes were normal for me and I never went on a date that the guy didn’t get a piece of ass or a blow job.  Then I met you and knew that if I was going to have any chance at all with you I was going to have to clean up my act.  I packed my slut half away, became a good girl and did my absolute best to land you.  I got lucky, you proposed and we got married.  My slut half was packed away Roger, but she was still there and I have suppressed her all these years.  You have no idea how bad I’ve wanted to unlock her cage and let her out, but I never did because I knew if I did you would eventually find out and my marriage would be toast.”
 
    
 
   “I love you Roger and I do not want to lose you so I have been good.  Then the Steve and Marsha thing happened and you seemed interested so I saw it as a chance to let my slut half out of confinement.  If I could get you interested in doing what Steve and Marsha were doing I could fuck other men with your blessings.  I could have the best of both worlds – have my husband and other studs to play with from time to time – I could have my cake and eat it too.  
 
    
 
   “You were right about last night.  It was preplanned.  Mark was supposed to be waiting for us when we got there.  I wanted someone I liked and thought I could trust.  He has been hitting on me at work for over a year now.  I like him and I told him if he were to be at the lounge he just might get lucky.  I didn’t tell him about you because I didn’t want to scare him away.  I thought with some drinks and some close dances he would be wanting to bed me and then I would tell him the price.  I was pretty sure that he would be willing to go through with it.  I didn’t know that he would bring his roommate with him.  He told me that he thought I’d been bullshitting him about the possibility of getting lucky and so he brought Dave with him to have someone to shoot pool with when I didn’t show.
 
    
 
   “The slut in me was overjoyed at the thought of two men instead of just one and my only worry was how you would react to two instead of one, but you didn’t seem to mind.  You gave me no sign that you disapproved and as I let the two of them go farther and farther I kept one eye on you looking for a sign that it was time to quit.  I am not exaggerating one bit Roger when I say that when you got up and walked past the booth I was hot enough to fuck every man in that room on that table.  I thought for sure that you were coming over to break things up and when you walked by and nodded I said, “Thank God, he’s going to let me do it.”  I asked Mark if he had a room and he said he’d get one.  By the time he got the room and we went up to it and I talked them into doing it while you watched and we came back down to get you, you were gone.
 
    
 
   “It is easy to see today, hindsight being twenty-twenty, that I should have had have told Mark and Dave if they wanted me they would have to come home with me, but right then I wasn’t thinking all that straight.  All I could think about was spreading my legs and getting laid.  I’m sorry Roger, honest to God I am, but I swear to you that until last night no man but you has touched me since the day I met you.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I sat there and didn’t know what to think.  I know all about raging hormones.  Before I met Penny I had occasionally gotten so hot that I did some really stupid things without considering the consequences.  Like the time I fucked Helen Catron on the hood of her husband’s pickup truck in the parking lot of Riley’s Bar while he was inside the bar shooting pool.  With that memory and understanding how hot Penny must have been with two guys working her over I could understand what happened.  I didn’t like it, but it was done and there wasn’t anything I could do about it.
 
    
 
   Then there was my astonishment at learning that my wife was a full-blown slut when I met her.  Threesomes, foursomes and gangbangs?  My Penny?  It boggled the mind.  I must be one sick individual because my train of thought immediately switched tracks on me.  I went from thoughts of Penny cheating on me to thoughts of Penny getting gangbanged.
 
    
 
   “So last night was just like being in school before you met me?”
 
    
 
   She looked down at the floor and mumbled a yes.
 
    
 
   “What was it like?  What did you do?”
 
    
 
   “Please Roger, I don’t want to talk about it.  It is bad enough that I screwed up our marriage.  Don’t make me feel worse by asking me to tell you about it.”  
 
    
 
   “In the first place you haven’t screwed up our marriage.  Yes, you did do something that it is going to take me some time to get over, but when I tore up your lists it was my way of saying that I’m not planning on losing you.  If the marriage is over it will be because of your decision, not mine.  Secondly, we were supposed to be in this together.  Since you didn’t let me watch the least you can do is let me listen.  What did you do?”
 
    
 
   “You’re serious?  You aren’t going to throw me out?”
 
    
 
   “Of course not.  What happened Penny? Don’t leave out a thing.”
 
    
 
   “Are you sure about this?”
 
    
 
   “I’m positive Penny, I want to know everything that happened.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “It started in the elevator on the way up to the room Mark rented.  We picked up where we left off in the bar.  Dave unbuttoned my blouse and he and Mark started sucking my breasts.  I was rubbing their cocks through their trousers and my pussy was dripping and I wanted to get down on my knees and take out their cocks and suck on them, but there wouldn’t have been enough time.  When we got to the fifth floor the elevator stopped and I quickly closed my blouse.  When the door opened there was an old couple standing there ready to get on and the man looked at me and I saw that he was envious of Mark and Dave and somehow that made me feel sexier.
 
    
 
   “We hurried to room 505 and once inside the guys started stripping.  When they were naked I had them sit next to each other on the edge of the bed.  I still had all my clothes on when I knelt in front of them, took a cock in each hand and started stroking them.  I spent about a minute doing that and then I took Mark in my mouth and sucked his cock for about thirty seconds and then I switched to Dave and did the same to him.  I alternated between them for about two minutes and when I thought I had them where they wouldn’t say no to anything I asked of them I told them that I wanted to fuck them, but there was a price.  They asked what and I told them that to fuck me they had to let you watch.  I told them that I had gone as far as I could go without you being there.  Mark said hell yes and to go and get you, but Dave said that he didn’t think he could do it with you in the room.  Then Mark went to work on him and convinced him that you watching wouldn’t be any different than him watching.  Mark finally convinced him and I got up and said I’d go get you.  Mark said he would go with me and then he laughed and said it was to make sure I came back.
 
    
 
   He took his cock out in the elevator and I bent over and sucked on it all the way down to the lobby.  Then we looked for you in the bar and Mark even checked out the men’s bathroom while I took a quick tour of the parking lot, but you were gone.  I was boiling hot and I wanted to fuck Mark and Dave and you hadn’t stopped things and so I convinced myself that you had given me a green light.”
 
    
 
   “So you went back upstairs and spent five hours with them?”
 
    
 
   “Not right away.  Mark pulled me into the men’s room and led me into the end stall.  He took out his cock and I sat down on it and he fucked me right there in the bathroom.  It was such a hot fucking turn on to be bouncing up and down on his cock while other guys were coming in to pee.  A couple of them wanted to know if they could be next and he told them no, that I was his private stock.”
 
    
 
   “What would you have done if he had said yes and opened the door to let them in?”
 
    
 
   “The way I felt right then?  I’d have done them all.  Anyway, Mark finished just as I came and then he said we should hurry back up to Dave.  As soon as we got on the elevator he opened my blouse and started sucking on my breasts.  When the elevator stopped on two I tried to push him away and close my blouse, but he held onto me.  Two guys got on the elevator and Mark didn’t stop.  He sucked on my tits in front of those guys all the way up to five.  I felt so deliciously wicked and slutty that I swear I would have gone to my knees if one of those guys had pulled out his cock.
 
    
 
   “Once Mark and I got back to the room it was just non-stop sex until he and Dave couldn’t get it up anymore and then I grabbed a cab and came on home.”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean when you say non-stop sex?  Just what exactly did you do?”
 
    
 
   “Mark and Dave took turns on me.”
 
    
 
   “Doing what?  I want the details Penny.”
 
    
 
   “They fucked me Roger.  What’s to describe?  They put their cocks in me and banged away until they came.  Along the way I came a half dozen times.”
 
    
 
   “Details Penny.  Ass, mouth, pussy, two at once?”
 
    
 
   It was obvious that she didn’t want to go into it, but she could see that I wasn’t going to drop it and so she told me what happened after she got back to the room.
 
    
 
   “Once back in the room I undressed and got on the bed.  Mark told Dave to go ahead and do me and while Dave was sliding his cock into my pussy Mark knelt by my head and fed his cock into my mouth.  I sucked Mark’s cock while Dave fucked me and when Dave came they switched.  I sucked off Dave and worked at getting him hard again while Mark fucked me.  Mark came and they switched again.  I got Mark hard again and Dave was still going strong in my pussy so Mark had him pull out and lie down on his back.  I sat down on his cock and leaned forward and Mark took my ass.  The two of them fucked me, ass and pussy, for about five minutes and then Dave came and slid out from under me and moved so I could take his cock in my mouth and suck him hard again.  This is getting pretty repetitious Roger.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t care, I want to hear it all.”  
 
    
 
   “All right,” she said resignedly, “Mark came in my ass and went to wash off his cock and Dave moved behind me and shoved his cock in my ass.  Mark came back with a clean cock and stuck it in my mouth and I slurped on him till he got stiff.  Then it was Dave in my mouth, Mark in my ass and then Dave in my ass and Mark in my mouth.  Then Dave said he wanted to try double penetration again and Mark took my pussy while Dave took my ass. Dave came and went and washed off his cock and then he and Mark switched. Mark went and took a shower while Dave fucked me doggie and then Mark fucked me doggie and then Dave had me missionary while I tried to get Mark hard again, but he was done.  Dave came in me and I went to work on his dick to try and get him up again, but it didn’t happen.
 
    
 
   “As we were dressing, Mark wanted to know when we could do it again and I told him that it depended on you and that if you said no then it was only going to be a one-time thing.”
 
    
 
   When she was done I just sat there looking at her.  I didn’t know what to say or have a clue as to what I should do.  By her own account the two men had cum in her a total of fourteen times and she had still been trying to get them up when they dressed to leave.  How could my wife be such a cock crazy whore?  I’d already made the decision that divorce and separation were not options, but where the fuck did we go from there?  
 
    
 
   As if reading my mind Penny asked, “What now?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know Penny, all I know is that somehow we will work it out and get through this.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Getting through it would have been a piece of cake had it not been for one thing; I still could not get the ease with which Penny got it on with Mark and Dave out of my mind.  Try as I might I could not accept that a faithful wife could have given in that quickly.  Maybe if we had gotten into the watching thing a year or so after we were married when she wasn’t so far removed from her slut past I could have bought into it.  But after as many years as we had been married and as far behind her as her slut behavior was I would have expected just a touch of nervousness, a little hesitation, or one or two worried looks cast my way when she first started with Mark and Dave.  I just could not shake those thoughts out of my head.
 
    
 
   The physical aspects of it didn’t trouble me.  The images of Don and Penny in my mind were replaced by images of Mark and Dave and I found that those images were giving me erections just as the thoughts of Penny and Don had.
 
    
 
   Even though I’d made it known that, at least to me, separation and divorce were not an option; Penny and I still walked softly around each other.  Our conversations were polite but general in nature and no reference was made to anything sexual.  We slept in the same bed and while we didn’t cuddle before falling asleep I did wake up in the morning with Penny spooned up against me.  On the third morning I woke up with one of her legs over mine and her hand on my cock.  My cock twitched and started to grow and Penny whispered, “Please baby, I need it.”  I pulled her on top of me and we made slow leisurely love until we both came.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Driving to work that morning my head was full of conflicting thoughts.  Penny’s confession about being a slut when we met, Penny and Dave, Penny and Mark – with me watching – and thoughts of Penny cheating on me.  Stupid, I know, what possible difference it could make if she was fucking someone else when what I wanted was to watch her fuck someone else?  All I could say was that if I was involved it wasn’t cheating and if I wasn’t it was.  Add to that the fact that she swore up and down she didn’t cheat on me and I didn’t know that she did – all I had was a feeling – a suspicion. 
 
    
 
    We made love every morning for the next three days and while things were a little better between us, there was still a ‘distance’, an awkwardness, and I was smart enough to know that it was caused by my accusations.  I had caused it and I was going to have to undo the damage.  Friday night when I got home from work Penny was in the kitchen fixing dinner.  I kissed her on the cheek and told her I was going to take a quick shower before dinner.  I took my shower, arranged a few things, and went back downstairs for dinner.  When we went to bed I gave Penny a couple of minutes before I followed her up.  I found her standing just inside the bedroom door staring at what I had set up.  In the middle of the bed were her dildo and her bottle of KY Lotion and off to the side of the bed was the chair.  She turned, looked at me, smiled and began to undress.
 
    
 
   “Oh my, I never expected this.  You actually went out and found a man to fuck me instead of having me go out trolling for one?  You must really want your cum fix pretty bad.  That’s what you really want baby, isn’t it.  You don’t care about watching me do you?  What you really want is to suck his cum out of me when he is done.  Well, let me see if I can’t get him to put a gallon of it in me.  Go sit in your chair baby and watch me get you your cream pie.”
 
    
 
   Penny took the KY and coated the dildo and then she smiled at me as she held her pussy lips open with the fingers of her left hand while squirting KY into her cunt with her right.
 
    
 
   “Come over here baby, take his cock in your hand and put it in me.  Be a part of this honey.  Stroke him a couple of times and then guide him into me.”
 
    
 
   She looked over at me sitting on the chair and when I didn’t move she said, “No?  What’s the matter baby, afraid you might like the feel of another man’s cock in your hands?  Afraid you might like it enough to want to cut me out and get your cream direct from the source?  No matter, all I wanted was to make you a bigger part of this.  Watch honey, watch closely as he slides his stiff cock meat into your slut wife.  Oh God honey, I wish you could feel what I’m feeling as he pushes that big pole into my tiny little hole.  Oh god baby, he is all the way in.  I took it all baby, I took every last inch of it.  I’ve never been so full.  He’s fucking me baby.  He’s fucking the slut you are married to.  Watch his cock baby, watch it move in and out.  See the way my pussy lips hug it when he pulls back?”
 
    
 
   Penny’s head was rolling from side to side as she shoved the dildo into her pussy.  Her hands were moving fast now and low moans were coming out of her mouth.  I knew the signs – she was getting ready to cum.
 
    
 
   “Oh god baby, oh god, he’s fucking your whore good, he’s going to make me cum baby, he’s goi………OH GOD! Oh sweet fucking Jesus.  I came baby, he made me cum.  He filled me up baby, my cunt is full of him.  Make him leave baby, make him go.  I need you to eat my pussy baby, I need you to clean him out of me.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I woke up Saturday morning with a hard on.  Penny was still sleeping and I decided I would wake her my way.  I spread her legs apart, moved between them, put the head of my cock at her portal and began to slowly work it in.  Penny stirred, moaned and her eyes fluttered open.  She realized what was happening and she smiled as her legs came up and gripped me.  It was a leisurely love making session until I got close to coming and then I picked up the pace.  As I started driving hard Penny started getting close to her orgasm and she began to urge me on:
 
    
 
   “Yes, yes, yes, oh yes baby, make me cum, make me cum, please make me cum.”
 
    
 
   I tried to slow myself down and hold on long enough to get Penny off, but I was losing the fight.  I had no idea how close she was, half a minute or only seconds, but I was there.  I took a shot in the dark and gasped:
 
    
 
   “I’ll bet you would have cum by now if it was Mark or Dave fucking you.”
 
    
 
   Penny’s body arched up off the bed and she gave a little scream and orgasmed just as I ejaculated.  We spent a minute catching our breath and then Penny said, “Where did that come from?”
 
    
 
   “I was close to cumming and I needed to get you off and not leave you hanging.  I thought that reminding you that you are a slut might help speed things up a bit.”
 
    
 
   I saw anger starting to build on her face so I tried to head it off at the pass.  “Speaking of being a slut, how do you want to handle tonight?  Pick up some one and bring them home with you or call Mark or Dave?”
 
    
 
   She stared at me for a second or two and I saw the anger fade and then she said, “Mark or Dave?  Not Mark and Dave?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t forget sweetie, I’m new at this.  I don’t even know if I’m going to like fantasy turning into reality so let’s go slow at first.”
 
    
 
   “Why Mark or Dave?”
 
    
 
   “They already agreed to doing you while I watch and after the other night I thought that maybe you might be more comfortable with one of them.  It doesn’t have to be either of them; who you do it with is up to you.”
 
    
 
   “Let me think on it.  I’m hungry.  I’m going to take a shower and then go and fix breakfast.  She reached over and squeezed my cock, “Should I even bother getting dressed?”  
 
    
 
   “If you don’t let go of my dick you might not get out of this room to shower or eat breakfast.”
 
    
 
   “Promises, promises.” she giggled and jumped out of bed.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   After breakfast I went outside and got busy in the yard.  As I cut the grass and pulled weeds out of the flowerbeds I wondered what Penny would do.  She knew what I was thinking, or had been thinking anyway and she had admitted that Mark being at the lounge was a set up.  If she picked him for the night would I see it as Mark being her lover and would it make me even more suspicious?  If she went with Dave would I think she went with him to throw suspicion off Mark?  Would she play it safe and go out and pick up a stranger?  Or would she think she had convinced me when she swore she’d never cheated on me and go with Mark for the reasons I gave.
 
    
 
   I got the news when I broke for lunch.  “I’m planning an early dinner honey.  Mark will be here at seven.  How are we going to do it?  You just going to watch or will you jump in at some point? 
 
    
 
    “I don’t know; I guess we will just have to play it by ear.”
 
    
 
   “Are you going to go all the way with the fantasy?  Are you going to eat me out when he leaves?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know penny, that’s an awful big step for me.”
 
    
 
   “You don’t have to honey, but it would really make my night if you did.  One more question.  How far do I go?”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
    
 
   “Do I fuck him till he’s exhausted and then let him spend the night or do we just do it a couple of times and then send him home?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.  I guess we will have to play that one by ear also.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll warn you now baby, as hot and horny as I am at the thought of what we are going to do I’ll probably want to fuck him until he is cross-eyed.”
 
    
 
   I laughed, “That is something that I just have to see.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My first impression when Mark got there and Penny introduced us was not good.  Maybe it was my imagination, but the look in his eyes and what I perceived to be a smirk on his face were saying, “I’m here wimp to show you how to fuck your wife.  The fact that I’m here says that you can’t get the job done.”  In short, from the first hello I didn’t like him.
 
    
 
   Penny met him at the door in a bathrobe and as the door closed behind him she let the robe fall to the floor and stood in front of him in only nylons, high heels and garter belt.  She spun around and then said, “You like?”
 
    
 
   “I love, and I can’t wait.”
 
    
 
   “Then don’t lover; let’s take this to the bedroom.” Penny took him by the hand and led him to the bedroom and over to the bed.  She looked at me and then pointed to the chair and I went over and sat down and then she started to undress him as they kissed.  When his shirt and T-shirt were off she went to her knees in front of him and went to work on his belt and zipper.  When she pulled down his trousers and briefs his cock sprang free and bobbed in front of her face.  Penny giggled, “Ready for me I see.” She looked over at me and looked me in the eye as she leaned forward slightly and captured his cock with her mouth.  She slowly moved her head back and forth fucking her mouth with his cock as she got his trousers off and pushed them to the side.  Her mouth still on his cock, she worked off his shoes and socks and pushed them off to the side.
 
    
 
   She let his cock fall from her mouth and got up on the bed and spread her legs wide.
 
    
 
   “Come on stud, time to ring my chimes.  Bring that hard pole over here and give it to me.”
 
    
 
   Mark got on the bed and moved to lick Penny’s pussy, but she stopped him.  “No, maybe later, but that is hubby’s snack, right baby?” she asked looking at me.
 
    
 
   I knew what she was asking and I still didn’t know if I could do it, but not wanting to interrupt the flow I nodded a yes.  Penny blew me a kiss and mouthed a “thank you.”
 
    
 
   After that what happened was what happened when Penny used the dildo on herself.  She looked over at me and talked.
 
    
 
   “Watch him baby, watch him fuck me.  Watch his hard cock slide into your wife’s pussy.  It is your pussy baby, but he is using it.  You are letting him use it baby and I’m so glad because he is filling me baby.  My pussy feels so full with him in me.”
 
    
 
   It went on like that for half an hour and watching Mark fuck Penny was a major turn on and I don’t believe that my cock was ever harder than it was at that time.  He fucked her and then they went sixty-nine until Penny got him hard again and then he fucked her a second time and when he finished he got up and went to the bathroom.  As soon as he was gone Penny turned to me:
 
    
 
   “Please baby, please?  Do it for me, please.”
 
    
 
   I got off the chair and moved over to the bed and went down on her.  It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be, but it was something that was never going to be high on my list of favorite things to do.  But Penny wanted it and I did my best to please her and I actually managed to give her a small orgasm.  I lifted my head from her pussy and saw Mark standing off to the side with a sneer on his face and I could read the expression in his eyes:
 
    
 
   “Real men don’t do that shit wimp.”
 
    
 
   I moved back to my chair and Mark got back on the bed and looked over at me, “Watch how a real man fucks a woman” and then he buried his cock in Penny and started fucking her.  He was banging away and Penny started talking again:
 
    
 
   “Oh god baby, he is so good.  He is fucking me so hard.  I love it baby, I love it.”
 
    
 
   “Tell him how much you love my cock.”
 
    
 
   “I love his cock baby, it is so hard and it feels so good.”
 
    
 
   “Tell him how good it is to have a real man fuck you.”
 
    
 
   “I love it, I love how you are fucking me.”
 
    
 
   “Isn’t it nice to have a real man for a change?”
 
    
 
   “Oh god, I love it.”
 
    
 
   “Am I a real man?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes lover, a real man, a stud, a fucking bull.  Fuck me lover, fuck me with your big cock.”
 
    
 
   “Do I fuck you better than the wimp?”
 
    
 
   Penny giggled and said, “Don’t talk about him like that, he’s my husband.  You fuck me hard, you fuck me fast, you make me cum.”
 
    
 
   “But do I fuck you better than the wimp?”
 
    
 
   “God yes, make me cum lover, make me cum.”
 
    
 
   My cock, which had been harder than an iron bar suddenly wilted.  I got up off the chair and left the bedroom and went downstairs and made a stiff drink.  I nursed it for a bit and then downed it and went over and sat down on the couch and stared at the wall as I listened to Penny scream and cry as the asshole fucked her and eventually I fell asleep on the couch.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   When I woke up in the morning I had a blanket over me.  Penny must have come down sometime during the night and covered me.  I had a standing golf date every Sunday morning and Mark was still there when I left the house.  The mood I was in as I drove to the golf course was not good.  The night had been both exciting and disquieting.  I had a hard on most of the time, but I left it in my pants after seeing Mark’s sneer when I ate Penny’s pussy.  No way I was going to stroke off and give the asshole another shot at me.  But my hard on wilted when he started trash talking and Penny went along with it.  What I wanted to do was grab the asshole by the neck and toss him out the bedroom window, but what I did was get up and leave which he probably saw as more wimp behavior on my part.
 
    
 
   I was on the first tee doing my practice swings when suddenly my blood turned cold.  I remembered Mark getting up to go to the bathroom.  The master bedroom has three doors besides the entry.  My walk in closet, Penny’s walk in closet and the bathroom.  All three doors are identical and all three doors were closed.  When Mark got off the bed to go to the bathroom he didn’t hesitate and look at all three doors and then ask which one was the bathroom – he went straight to it.  He had been there before!  It was at that moment that I knew, finally knew, that Penny had been cheating on me.  No more denial, no more burying my head in the sand; Penny was cheating on me with Mark for certain and probably with Dave.
 
    
 
   It was the worst eighteen holes I ever played in my life.  My drives sucked, I shanked my fairway woods, I took five and six strokes trying to get out of sand traps and I couldn’t putt for shit.  My mind was in turmoil about what to do about Penny.  She had lied to me, swore, not once but twice, that I was the only one since taking her vows, and all the time she was fucking Mark and God only knows who else.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was one in the afternoon when I got home and as I turned onto my street I saw Mark backing out of our driveway.  The bastard had stayed and fucked Penny after I had gone and I wondered what Penny would have to say about that.  I was home two hours earlier than normal because I was in a rotten mood and didn’t feel like sticking around for drinks at the nineteenth hole when we were done.  On a whim I drove on by the house and headed for the public library where I killed two hours until it usual time to go home.  While sitting in the library I was able to calm myself down and I made the decision not to confront Penny until I had a little more information.
 
    
 
   When I walked in the door I hollered out “Honey, I’m home”, but I got no answer.  I looked around and saw that Penny was out on the patio in a bikini working on her tan.  I got a beer from the fridge and went out to join her.
 
    
 
   “What happened to you last night?”
 
    
 
   “The outcome we least expected.  I didn’t like it.  As a fantasy it was great, but as reality it sucked.”
 
    
 
   She looked at me for a second and then said, “Bullshit Roger, I watched you and you were into it.”
 
    
 
   “Up to a point I guess I was.  Up to the point where you got into the “How a real man fucks a woman” shit.  Up to the point where you got into the “Show what a real cock can do for a woman.  Right up to the point where he referred to me as a wimp and you laughed and said, “Don’t talk about him like that, he’s my husband.”  Not “My husband isn’t wimp you asshole” but “don’t talk like that”.”
 
    
 
   “Oh come on Roger, you know it was all bullshit.  Just talk to get him fired up and keep him fired up.  Christ honey, you saw his cock and it isn’t any bigger than yours."
 
    
 
   “Sorry, but I just didn’t like the smirking asshole.  I see he spent the night.  What time did he leave?”
 
    
 
   “I hustled him out of here as soon as I woke up.  I’m sorry you weren’t happy baby.  Are you sure that is isn’t because you were predisposed not to like him because of that first night at the lounge?  Next time I’ll pick up a stranger.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think there is going to be a next time Penny.”
 
    
 
   “Oh come on Roger, we have to see if it was just Mark that turned you off.  I know you started out liking it, I saw the tent in your pants.  Speaking of which, I’m glad you’re home.  I’ve been horny ever since I woke up.  Mark wanted to start the day out right, but I ran him off and saved it for you.  Come on, let’s go play.”
 
    
 
   I really didn’t want to.  As sexy as she looked in that bikini I really didn’t want anything to do with the cheating bitch.  She hustled him out as soon as she woke up my aching ass.  To believe that I would have to believe that she slept until one that afternoon.  Penny had never stayed in bed past eight in the morning as long as we had been married.  The lie was just one more confirmation that she was a lying, cheating whore.  So there I was, not wanting to have anything to do with her, but knowing that saying no to her would be so unnatural that it would make her wonder what was going on.  I needed her to think everything was all right until I got more information to work with.  I finished my beer and said, “Let’s go sweetie, the fence isn’t high enough to do it out here.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I didn’t sleep for shit Sunday night and the drive to work and work itself did not go so well either because of all the shit rolling around in my head.  By eleven I had reached the point where I didn’t care if I got any more information or not; I was going to confront Penny, get it over with and move on with my life.  I also decided that I wasn’t going to wait until that night to do it.
 
    
 
   I drove across town to where Penny worked, parked my car and went inside.  The receptionist asked if she could help me and I said I was there to see Penny Boland.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, but Penny isn’t here today.”
 
    
 
   “Did she call in sick?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, heavens no.  About six months ago we switched to a flex time schedule and Penny comes in Wednesday through Friday now.”
 
    
 
   “Is Mark Atwell available?”
 
    
 
   “Mark has the same schedule as Penny.”
 
    
 
   “I guess I’ll have to come back on Wednesday then.”
 
    
 
   I decided to take the afternoon off and go home and have it out with Penny.  As I drove home I wondered why Penny had never mentioned her new schedule to me.  Stupid question I immediately thought; if she told me she would lose her two days to play with Mark or whoever.  Fucking bitch!  It was amazing how quickly I went from “Separation is not an option” and “We will work it out” to outright hatred and disgust.  She had been fucking around on me for at least six months and all the time pretending to be my loving and faithful wife.
 
    
 
   I turned onto my block and sure enough there was Mark’s car in the drive.  I pulled up and parked at the curb and headed on into the house.  I heard the sounds from the bedroom as soon as I was inside the door.  I headed for the bedroom and as I approached it I heard them laughing and talking so I stopped just short of the door to listen.
 
    
 
   “I just can’t get enough of your pussy baby.”
 
    
 
   “I feel the same way about your cock lover.”
 
    
 
   “Bullshit.  You say the same thing to Dave, Joe, Ron and Ben.”
 
    
 
   “Doesn’t make it any less true.”
 
    
 
   “Making any progress to where we can have more than just Monday and Tuesday?”
 
    
 
   “I was doing fine until you fucked it up.”
 
    
 
   “Me?  What did I do?”
 
    
 
   “You and your superior, smug attitude and your smirking.  Did you think that Roger wouldn’t pick up on it?  He isn’t stupid you know.  Now he’s upset and he says we aren’t going to do it anymore.”
 
    
 
   “Oh mercy me.  Did I hurt his widdle feewings?  He’s a fucking wimp for Christ’s sake.”
 
    
 
   “So he’s a wimp, but he is still my husband and we needed his cooperation for what we wanted to do.”
 
    
 
   “Well I’m sorry baby, but there is just something stupid about a wimp sitting in a chair and drooling while somebody else fucks his wife.  It offends me, so if I feel smug and superior because I’m doing his job better than he can, it is just tough shit.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, and that is just the attitude that is going to keep you fucking his wife on only Mondays and Tuesdays.”
 
    
 
   “He’s a wimp baby, just keep working on him and he’ll give in.”
 
    
 
   “I’ve told you a hundred times not to talk about Roger that way.  It doesn’t matter that he is a wimp, he is still my husband and I don’t want to hear it.  Now are you going to put that hard pole in me again or should I get up and start planning Roger’s dinner?”
 
    
 
   “I thought what you gave him for dinner was my cream pies.”
 
    
 
   “He will get that too.”
 
    
 
   “I still have a hard time believing that you would do that to him and an even harder time believing that he doesn’t know that it isn’t your natural wetness.”
 
    
 
   “We haven’t been doing it very long and he has no reason not to believe me when I tell him I’m wet because I’m hot and horny.  Are you going to fuck or not?”
 
    
 
   I heard a grunt as Mark slammed his cock into Penny and I turned and walked away.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   A wimp was I?  We would just see about that, but first I had a few things to do.  He was fucking with something that had been mine so I was going to repay him the favor.  I went into my garage and got a pair of wire cutters and a screw driver out of my tool box and went out to Mark’s car.  It was a brand new Lexus and it was too bad what I was going to do to it, but fuck with mine and I fuck with yours.  A couple of dozen passes with the screwdriver and the paint job was ruined.  The gouges went down to bare metal in a lot of places.  Next I opened the door and lay down on the front seat and using the wire cutters I cut every wire under the dash that I could reach.  I popped the hood and cut every wire and cable I could find and then I closed the hood and went around the car and cut the valve stems off on all four tires.  I stood back and admired my work and then I went back into the house.
 
    
 
   I headed for the bedroom and once there I stopped just short of the door and listened.  There were moans and gasps and grunts and I heard Penny say:
 
    
 
   “That’s it baby, push it deep, fuck my ass lover, fuck my ass.  Make me cum baby, make me cum.”
 
    
 
   “I’m trying, I’m trying.”
 
    
 
   “Try harder baby, make me cum, make me cum, make me scream.”
 
    
 
   More grunting and moans and the sound of skin slapping against skin.  I stepped into the doorway and saw Penny, head down and ass up and Mark fucking her from the rear.  They were both facing away from the door so I stood there and watched until Penny moaned:
 
    
 
   “I’m almost there, I’m close baby, I’m gonna cum.”
 
    
 
   Mark grunted, “Me too, here I come.”
 
    
 
   That was my signal and I hurried to the bed, grabbed a handful of Mark’s hair, jerked him back, smashed my fist into his face twice, hauled him off Penny and threw him on the floor.  
 
    
 
   “Get up you miserable cock-sucker, the wimp is going to kick your fucking ass.”
 
    
 
   I let him get to his feet and then I moved in on him and beat him until he was lying on the floor whimpering.  I stood over him and looked down into his face:
 
    
 
   “How does it feel to get your ass stomped by a wimp?”
 
    
 
   When I had hauled Mark off Penny she had cried out, “No, no, not yet, I’m almost there, don’t stop.”
 
    
 
   “He doesn’t have any choice bitch.” I snarled and she turned her head and saw what I was doing to her boyfriend.  I saw confusion, followed by panic sweep over her face and then she was scrambling to get off the bed.
 
    
 
   “Get your clothes on and start packing.” I snarled at her as I bent down and grabbed Mark by the ankles.  I dragged him out of the room and down the stairs, taking great pleasure in the way his head bounced as it hit every step on the way down, and pulled him over to the front door and then out onto the front lawn.  I took out my car keys and hit the little button on the keyless entry device that said ‘Panic’ and my car horn started blaring.  With any luck my neighbors would look outside and the run to phone the cops and report a naked man running loose in the neighborhood.  I went back into the house and locked the door.
 
    
 
   When I got back to the bedroom Penny was sitting on the bed with a sheet wrapped around her.  “I told you to get dressed and start packing.”
 
    
 
   “Let’s not be hasty here baby, I can explain.”
 
    
 
   “No you can’t Penny, what you will do is lie and I’m not listening to your lies anymore.  You have been lying to me all along and because I loved you I accepted what you said, but things have changed over the last week.  I’ve caught you in too many lies now to ever believe anything you ever say again.  You lied about making Mark leave as soon as you got up on Sunday.  He was still here when I got home at one.  You lied to me when you told me that Mark had been hitting on you for a year and you told him he might get lucky if he was at the lounge.  You lied about Dave.  You lied to me when you told me that you had been faithful to me up to the night at the lounge and you have been lying to me about everything for at least the last six months. Imagine my surprise when I went over to where you work this morning and found out that for the last six months you have had Monday and Tuesday off.  Somehow you forgot to mention that to me.  Imagine my further surprise to find out that Mark had the same days off.  You can probably imagine that I wasn’t surprised to find Mark’s car in our driveway when I got here.”
 
    
 
   “This is all just a huge misunderstanding Roger and I can clear it up if you will just let me explain.”
 
    
 
   “No thanks Penny.  All you will do is lie and I know it.  I didn’t come home and rush right up here.  I stood out in the hall and I listened before I came storming in.  I heard you agree that I’m a wimp.  I heard about Dave, Joe, Ben and Ron.  I heard you discussing the big plan that would let you fuck on more than just Monday and Tuesday.  So I’m giving you your wish.  You can go live with him and he can fuck you seven days a week.  Now get dressed and pack a bag before I lose it and toss you out naked like I did Mark.”
 
    
 
   “Please honey, can we talk about this?  We can work it out, I know we can.  I love you Roger, I really, really do.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry Penny, but I told you, I’ll never believe a word you say ever again.  I’m going downstairs and kill a half-hour.  Be gone by the end of that thirty minutes or I’ll toss you outside naked.”
 
    
 
   “Please Roger, please, talk to me, don’t do this.” She was crying as I walked out of the room.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   That was four months ago.  It is in the hands of the lawyers now.  The neighbors did call the cops on Mark and after arriving and putting him in the cop car they came to my door and asked me for his clothes.  At first I was going to say that I had burned them, but at the last minute I relented.  Penny was dressed and packed so I handed her Mark’s clothes and told her she could deliver them to Mark in front of the cops and neighbors and then I put her out of the house and locked the door behind her.
 
    
 
   Penny calls two or three times a week, but I don’t talk to her.  Like I said, I would never believe a word she said so why bother.  I miss her terribly and it kills me to wake up and see the other half of the bed empty. I love her and I guess I always will, but so what?  You just can’t live with someone you cannot trust.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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   Michelle and her husband Bob were our next door neighbors and Michelle worked at the local recreation center as a personal fitness trainer.  If I was going to do what Hartmann wanted me to do, I was going to need help.  After dinner I told Marlene that I was going next door to talk to Michelle and I thought I saw a trace of worry cross her face.  She asked me why:
 
    
 
    “Just something personal that I need to discuss with her.”  
 
    
 
   Again the touch of worry, or was it just my imagination?
 
    
 
   Michelle met my knock and invited me in.  She asked me what this was about and I told her about my visit to the doctor and what he’d told me.
 
    
 
     “My problem is that I know what I have to do, hell, I’ve always known, but I just can’t seem to do it.  I’ll start an exercise program and then something will come up and I drop it.  I always mean to go back to it, but somehow I never do.  I’m sure that you see this in the people you work with; how do you get them to overcome it?” 
 
    
 
    She smiled and said, “Usually you set up a system with rewards.  You set up a program, define your goals and then you break the program down into sections.  You complete section one and you get a reward.  Finish section two and you get a reward and so on.” 
 
    
 
    I must have looked mystified and she laughed and said, “I don’t reward you, you reward yourself.”
 
    
 
   I guess I looked confused so she said, “Let me give you an example.  Mr. Jones wants to lose fifty pounds and then do some weight training to tone up after the weight loss.  However he has the same problem you have - he just can’t seem to stay with it so I made a suggestion.  I asked him how much it would be worth to him to meet his goal and what would he consider as a penalty that he could not afford to pay.  He thought about it and then said if he was in a legal battle he could not afford to be fined five thousand dollars.  So I said to him fine!  You give me five thousand dollars.  You meet your goals within the agreed upon time frame and you get the five grand back.”  By the time he meets the goal he has adjusted to not having the five thousand so when he gets it back, it’s a gift - a reward for meeting his goal.  If he back slides and doesn’t follow through I give the five thousand to charity in his name so he at least gets the tax write off, but he is still out the five grand.”  
 
    
 
   I must have looked skeptical because she said, “That was what worked for Mr. Jones.  Other people have different ways of doing it, but the principle is the same.  You just have to come up with the plan that works for you.” 
 
    
 
    “Okay,” I said, “I’d like to become one of your clients.  Think you can help me?”
 
    
 
   She grinned and said, “I know I can help you and I know just what reward system we can use to keep you on track.” 
 
    
 
    “What’s that?” I wanted to know. 
 
    
 
    “Not yet.  Let’s work out a program first and once we set your goals we will talk about rewards.  Here is what I need you to do.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The next morning I was at the rec. center and signed up for a full year membership.  I met Michelle there at nine in the morning and we sat down and discussed what I needed to do.  The drinking was not going to be a problem; I drank because I liked to, not because I needed to or had to.  Diet and an exercise program could handle the weight loss and while smoking was not something that Michelle usually addressed as part of a fitness program, other than to discourage it, she thought that in my case she could help.  We decided that my primary goal would be to lose the fifty pounds that Hartmann wanted me to lose and then work on toning up the loose skin that weight loss would bring. 
 
    
 
    “It’s all doable if you stick with the program” she said and then she took me to the center’s exercise room.  She led me through a series of machines and showed me how to use them, filled out a card showing me the weights she wanted me to use and how many repetitions she wanted me to do.  The last step was to weigh me and then we sat down to discuss how to keep me on track. 
 
    
 
    “First,” Michelle asked, “how is your love life?” 
 
    
 
   “Non-existent,” I answered.  She gave me a questioning look and I said, “Marlene and I haven’t been getting along for some time now.  I still love her, but she doesn’t seem to care for me anymore.” 
 
    
 
    “Ever wonder why?” 
 
    
 
    “Every waking hour.” 
 
    
 
    “I’m going to tell why, but I want you to remember that this is coming from a friend - someone who likes you - so don’t get pissed at me.  First, Marlene doesn’t smoke while you are a heavy smoker.  Smokers don’t realize how offensive they smell to non-smokers.  It’s in your hair, on your skin, in your clothes and in short you stink - literally!  Next is your weight.  No woman wants an extra fifty-pounds of flab bouncing on her when she is making love and when you put that together with your smokers stink it is a definite turn off.  Lastly, you drink too much and it affects your motor skills.  In short, everything that your doctor has said is wrong with you has made you a lousy lover.  So there is part of your reward.  You quit smoking, quit drinking and lose your fifty pounds and you can probably put things back together between you and Marlene.  
 
    
 
   “Now, here is my reward program for you.  You stop smoking today and not touch another cigarette and in two weeks I’ll give you a blow job.” 
 
    
 
    I’m sure that my face showed the shock that her statement caused.  She grinned and said:
 
    
 
   “There’s more.  For every ten pounds you lose, I’ll give you another one and when you have lost all fifty pounds, I’ll fuck your brains out.”
 
    
 
   She laughed when she saw the look on my face. “No, I don’t do that for any of my other clients, but you are a special case.  You see, I’m not only giving you a reward, I’m taking revenge on my husband.  He has been fucking your wife for the last two months now, so we both want you to succeed, right?”  
 
    
 
   “You know that your husband has been fucking Marlene and you haven’t done anything about it?” 
 
    
 
    “No, I’ve been waiting for the right set of circumstances to come along.  I plan on getting my revenge by letting him know I’m fucking someone else, but I’m kind of particular about who I spread my legs for and until you came along I hadn’t found anyone I’d be willing to screw.  You are a gift from Heaven, baby, and I can’t think of anything more fitting than having you as my revenge fuck.”
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   Secret Revenge
 
   Becoming a Shared Husband, Vol. 1 –
 
   (Suck Me)
 
   Becoming a Shared Husband, Vol. 2 –
 
   (Husbands Who Stray)
 
   Becoming a Shared Husband, Vol. 3 –
 
   (Get even!)
 
   Becoming a Shared Couple, Vol. 1 –
 
   (Steamy Swingers)
 
   Becoming a Shared Couple, Vol. 2 –
 
   (The Share Thing)
 
   Becoming a Shared Couple, Vol. 3 –
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   From the Author
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed any of my books then please share the love and promote my books in Amazon.
 
    
 
   If you write me a review and send me an email I will send you a free book, or many.
 
   (Just know that these emails are filtered by my publisher.)
 
    
 
   Good news is always welcome.
 
    
 
   One Last Thing, For Kindle Readers...
 
    
 
   When you turn the page, Kindle will give you the opportunity to rate this book and share your thoughts on Facebook and Twitter. If you enjoyed my writings, would you please take a few seconds to let your friends know about it? Because... when they enjoy they will be grateful to you and so will I.
 
    
 
   Thank You!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   An Open Letter from Just Plain Bob
 
    
 
    
 
   A message for those who like my stories, those who hate my stories, those who are indifferent and those who have yet to make up their minds.
 
    
 
   I have often stated that I really don’t care what others think about my stories, that I write for my own enjoyment and then I offer to share.  If you like my stories fine and if you don’t, also fine since I have already satisfied my target audience - me!
 
    
 
   It is human nature to strive to get better.  If you take up bowling your first games are going low scoring, but you will work and practice to get better and as your average climbs you may forget the game where you had three gutter balls and shot an eighty-six, but that game is still there in your past.
 
    
 
   Your first time on the golf course you shot an eighty on the front nine, but did you settle for that being your game or did you work to improve?  You may eventually get a three handicap, but that nine hole eighty is still there as part of your past.
 
    
 
   When you hired in at your job did you say, “Cool, I got it made” and do nothing more than what you barely had to do or did you go to work thinking that, “Someday I’m going to be running this place.”  You might never climb that high, but human nature says that you are going to at least try.
 
    
 
   It is the same with authors who write stories and post them on sites like Literotica.  Their first stories might not be all that good, but comments and feedback along with a desire to get better drive them toward putting out a better product or to at least try.
 
    
 
   I’m no different.  My first stories might not have been all that great, but they are still there on the hard drive.  I like cheating wife stories and five years ago I found my first adult site that catered to cheating wife stories.  It was a pay site, but it had a policy of giving a free lifetime membership to anyone who submitted five stories to the site.  How hard can that be I said to myself as I sat down and fired up the word processor and went to work.  
 
    
 
   I sent my five stories in and sat back to enjoy my free membership and a funny thing happened.  I started getting feedback, most of it positive, and I became hooked.  I started cranking out more stories.  The site I was sending my stories to had seven categories:
 
    
 
   Bisexual
 
   Cream Pie
 
   Groups
 
   I Watch
 
   Gang Bang
 
   Racial
 
   SM/BD
 
    
 
   I know nothing about bisexual or SM/BD and I had no interest in Groups so all the stories I wrote I tailored for the four remaining categories:
 
    
 
   Cream Pie
 
   I Watch
 
   Gang Bang 
 
   Racial.
 
    
 
   I turned out eight stories a month, two for each category, which means that after five years I have over 120 stories in each of those categories and they are all still on the hard drive.  
 
    
 
   A year ago I received an email asking me why I never posted stories on Literotica.  The answer?  I didn’t know about Lit.  I pulled it up, liked what I saw, and started sending in stories to it.  All new stories?  No, not hardly, not with over 400 stories sitting on the hard drive.  Maybe one new story for each fifteen or so old ones.  The newer ones are better, at least I think they are and I have received some feedback that leads me to believe that others think so too, and I will continue to write new ones.  
 
    
 
   But I am still going to recycle what is on the hard drive, stories that were written specifically to fit the four categories.  That means that those of you who hate cream pie stories still have eighty or so to look forward to.  Ditto for those who call me a racist; you will get another seventy or so interracial stories. 
 
    
 
   Those who hate wimps will only see about fifty more of those because the stories I sent to the I Watch category were split 50/50 between what some call wimps and some call “real men.”  Why the 50/50 split?  It came from listening to the readers. I would get feedback asking me why all the men in my stories were hard asses.  “In real life men are more forgiving, especially if it is the first indiscretion.”  So I would write stories with forgiving husbands and boyfriends and then the next batch of feedback would say, “Why are all your husbands spineless wimps” and I’d write stories that went back the other way.
 
    
 
   Eventually I came to realize that I was wasting my time - there was no way I could write a story that would satisfy everybody and that is when I adopted my philosophy of writing for my own enjoyment and then offering to share.
 
    
 
   As far as the gangbang stories?  Well, what can I say? Gangbangs are gangbangs and there are still eighty or so of them to go.
 
    
 
   The bottom line is that Literotica readers are going to see more of my old stories than my new ones.  If I’m still around three or four years from now it will probably go the other way, more new than old.
 
    
 
   I feel the need to respond to some of the comments and emails I have received.  By far the largest percentage comes from people who say, “You are an asshole because all women are not whores and sluts and that’s all you make them out to be.”
 
    
 
   Next most common is, “You must really hate women you sick fuck.”
 
    
 
   “You must be a wimp because all the men in your stories are wimps” is up there in the top ten along with, “Why don’t you give it a rest and go crawl off in a hole somewhere.”
 
    
 
   There is a lot more, but I’m only going to address those four and in reverse order.
 
    
 
   I won’t stop and go crawl in a hole because I am enjoying the hell out of what I am doing and remember what I said, I am doing this for MY OWN ENJOYMENT and then I offer to share.  Some obviously like my sharing with them and so I will continue to do so.  No one is holding a gun to a reader’s head and telling them they must click on a Just Plain Bob story or die.  It is a conscious choice on the reader’s part to move that mouse and click on that story.
 
    
 
   When a man finds out he has a cheating wife or girlfriend there are only a limited number of ways he can handle it.  If he loves her he can forgive, try to forget and try to hold on and somehow make things work.  He can turn his back on her, walk away and get on with his life.  The third option is to take revenge.
 
    
 
   According to a good portion of those who send me feedback the first and second options are proof that the men are wimps.  If the man takes the third option he is still considered a wimp if he doesn’t do some sort of physical damage to the woman and her lover.  These readers believe that the only way not to be a wimp is to kill, maim and destroy everything in sight.  Doing that however, will invariably get the man throw in jail and that is why it so rarely happens in real life.
 
    
 
   In real life most revenge takes place in the man’s head when he says to himself, “I should have ______ (fill in the blank) the fucking cunt!”  I know this because I have been there and done that (see The Dark Trilogy).  In my stories I try to mirror real life so kill, maim and destroy are going to be for the most part absent.  Outside of some fisticuffs there will be very little physical violence in my stories.  Most of my husbands are going to do what I did, what several of my friends and others that I know have done, forgive, or walk away.  If this makes them wimps and me a wimp for writing the story that way, so be it.
 
    
 
   Next is the “I must hate all women.”  Nothing could be farther from the truth.  I love women.  I lust after women.  I even like whores and sluts.  I have been married four times, engaged two other times (that did not end in marriage) and I have always had girlfriends between marriages.  My philosophy is that women were put on this earth for me to enjoy and I’m not talking just sexually.  I could sit at the mall (and have) for hours and just girl watch.
 
    
 
   The engagements, girlfriends and three of the four marriages bring me to the #1 anti JPB comment on the list.
 
    
 
   “You are an asshole because all women aren’t whores and sluts.”
 
    
 
   Well dear reader, you can not prove that by me!  I will say up front that I KNOW all women aren’t whores and sluts, BUT the majority of the women in my life were.  My mother ran around on my father for years while he was driving a truck for a living.  My Aunt Margaret cheated regularly on my Uncle Bill, as did my Aunt Mildred on my Uncle Paul.  My Aunt Betty fucked around on my Uncle Bob for years and finally left him for his brother, my Uncle Wendell.  Uncle Wendell in turn caught her on her knees at his company Christmas party giving Season’s Greetings to his boss.
 
    
 
   My sister is three times divorced and each divorce came about when the then current husband caught her out spreading pollen.  Both of the engagements I mentioned ended when I found out that I was not the one and only and a lot of the girls I dated between marriages never made it to engagement status for the same reason. 
 
    
 
   And that brings me to my three ex-wives.  The first one, Helen (I believe I commented on her in the intro to The Dark Trilogy) had seven different lovers before I found out what was going on.  I was living proof that love is blind.  Ditto with my second wife.  She had a secret life that she hid from me and when I found out about her brother, his friends and the gangbangs she was history.  
 
    
 
   My third marriage ended in divorce because of a different kind of cheating (and I can just imagine the outrage I am going to get over this) - she cheated on me with an idea.  I was away from home on business, she was lonely, a couple of Jehovah’s Witnesses knocked on the door and my wife, with nothing better to do invited them in.  When I came home from my trip I found out that she had found God.  On a scale that runs from TRUE BELIEVER on one end to ATHEIST on the other you will find me just to the right of AGNOSTIC and since I would not allow myself to be SAVED the marriage eventually died. 
 
    
 
   So yes, I write about sluts and whores because as everyone knows, you tend to write about the things you know.  And I do like sluts and whores, just not the ones that lie to me and cheat on me.
 
    
 
   So be forewarned - if you click on a Just Plain Bob story you will be getting sluts, whores and husbands who do not kill, maim and destroy.  There are other things you will rarely find in a Just Plain Bob story.  Even though I try to mirror real life my stories all take place in StoryLand.  In StoryLand STDs and un-wanted pregnancies do not exist unless the author feels like they may add something to the story.  Bad things do not happen in StoryLand unless the author so wills it and no amount of “You should have…” in comments and feedback will change a story already posted.
 
    
 
   Lastly, I will touch on a truth.  None of what I have written here means shit because the same readers will still read the same stories that they profess to hate and make the same comments they have always made.  Knowing this, I will deliberately post stories that will have them frothing at the mouth.
 
    
 
   It is the least I can do for an adoring public.
 
    
 
   Thank you!
 
    
 
   Just Plain Bob
 
   justplainbob@awesomeauthors.org
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