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		The best qualities of a woman are embodied in marriage and motherhood.

		

	
		CHAPTER 1

		

		"What? You think it makes me look older?" My wife rolled her eyes.

		I frowned at the silver streak dyed into her hair.

		She pouted sullenly. "Cody thought it would look good. Why do you have to make a fight out of everything?"

		Angered, I ground my teeth together. But her question begged an answer, even if in my mind. Do I make a fight of everything? Three weeks previous at the Halloween bash, I had pretty much made a scene over every little thing.

		I looked at the front door.

		She said, "He'll be here, Jeffrey." But she said it as if convincing herself. The reality was Cody was late. Maybe not coming. She fiddled with her robe.

		And the hardest truth was that I had told her to call, both intrigued at the possibility of Cody's visit and dreading another ransacking of my wife's pussy.

		Other men had cum in her now. Inside her, a glow had appeared and something alien to our marriage. She was different. Maybe even more assertive... No. Not more assertive. More independent.

		She still wore my ring. She still kissed me. We still made love. And the love-making was good – even better – for all the memories of Halloween.

		The knock on the door was heavy and so startling that I jumped and my heart began beating a staccato, tripping rhythm. On leaden legs, I rose from the couch. Three knocks: "I bring doom."

		Amanda rose, too, and scurried to the door showing an eagerness I did not feel. Cody had asked that she answer the door, for some reason.

		To be seen by anyone in her robe answering to the man?

		My dick swelled while a sour knot of acid built in my lower abdomen.

		Cody was here. His eyes took her in, scanned the living room to me, then back to her. With strong arms, he took my wife into an embrace right in the doorway.

		People on the street would see if anyone was out there. My dick firmed more and I secretly wished maybe someone did see. What better mark of maturation was there than a man sharing his wife with another man? Adults do this thing. Was I not thirty-two? I was an adult.

		Right?

		Let them see.

		Cody kissed my wife.

		She broke it, though, gasping breathlessly, "We weren't sure you'd make it."

		"A bunch of workers in vests were standing around doing nothing while strangling all but one lane..."

		I muttered, "Freeway improvements..."

		He chuckled. "Standing on the pavement wasn't doing anything good that I saw." He stepped inside, pulling my wife along with him. He extended his hand to me. "I was sure you two wouldn't call."

		I croaked, "Why?" His handshake was firm.

		He shrugged. "You seemed super uptight at Kyle's."

		Self-aggravation flared inside me. Do people really see me like this?

		Amanda hung on his shoulder. "I'm glad you came."

		While still looking at me with a measuring expression, he said to her, "I've been sitting for two hours and my thing is a little numb. How about you give it a good kiss or two?" He undid his jeans before he stopped asking.

		Amanda sank instantly to her knees, expression open and willing.

		Cody grinned at me, still weighing.

		Behind them, the door stood open.

		I swallowed and shut the door.

		He nodded slowly, eyes squinting a little and settling into an expression of decision.

		Below, my wife had his cock in her dainty hands and was kissing and licking the head.

		I swallowed again, harder. My chest heaved a little as I struggled for air. The knot of acid surged in my gut.

		He murmured, "Okay, that's good. It'll wake up just fine. Nothing beats having someone's wife on their knees kissing my cock." To me, as he lifted her, he said, "Do you have a wedding picture? The two of you?"

		I nodded.

		"Bring it to the bedroom." To her, he said, "Show me where you sleep."

		I grimaced in irritation, but stamped down on it. In the weeks since Halloween, I had struggled to find myself and correct flaws I could identify.

		Amanda prodded me, "The one in the hall?"

		"Right." The big 12X18 hanging in the hall was our best. I preceded them and took the framed portrait from the wall.

		Cody said, "Very nice wedding picture."

		Amanda and I had taken it against a large jacaranda tree. She had been beautiful. I had looked so proud. We both portrayed an unsullied innocence.

		And where was I now? Standing aside in our master bedroom, holding our wedding portrait, as Amanda led Cody into our most private chambers.

		Cody was looking everywhere. "Nice place you have. Rent? Or own?"

		"Renting."

		He nodded. "Who doesn't? Prices are too high." He gently moved Amanda ahead of him. To her, "Which side is his?"

		She pointed to the right side.

		He ran his hand along the bedspread. "Nice." He pulled it back and off the bed. "We don't want to ruin this."

		The stocky man was going to bed my wife and he cared about our bedspread?

		He got out of his clothes, watching both of us. Standing naked and unashamed that I was there, he gripped his dick – holding it. "Bring your picture over to the side here."

		I moved to my side of the bed.

		He pointed, motioning for Amanda to sit. "This is his pillow?"

		She said, "Yes."

		He moved his hand a little, starting to massage his package. "You remember your wedding day?"

		She smiled and nodded.

		"You were happy?"

		"Yes."

		To me, "You looked triumphant—"

		I said, "I was very proud."

		"You should; she's gorgeous. She gave you her solemn vows?"

		"Yep."

		He nodded. "Watch." Turning to face her as she sat on the bed, he stroked. "Look at my cock. Now, open your legs."

		My wife, staring at his erection, promptly spread her knees open wide.

		He grinned at me. "Did you see any hesitation?"

		I cleared my throat. "No."

		"Your beautiful bride is staring at my cock and just opened her legs so easy and free. It looked good, didn't it?"

		His question seemed serious. I nodded reluctantly.

		He smiled wider. "I think this is going to work out just fine. I wasn't sure, but..."

		Amanda looked panicked. "Did I do something wrong?"

		He laughed. "Not at all, sweet thing. I think I found the right couple: a beautiful wife and a solid husband."

		I felt good at the compliment and reluctantly began to beam.

		He said, "Stand up and let your husband take off your robe." He motioned. "Can you prop the picture there?" He was indicating the nightstand.

		"Oh, yeah. Sure." I moved the lamp and leaned the picture against the wall.

		He said, "Perfect."

		I took the robe ties in my hands but was stopped.

		He said, "Face her to me."

		I stepped away and turned her, moving behind so he had an unobstructed view.

		At his gesture, I reached around and disrobed her. She stood naked, except for panties.

		He grumbled, "If you have me back in the future, she should only wear panties if I ask."

		I stooped and swiftly tugged her panties down off her slender hips. Exposing my wife to him felt commanding and proper. In a way, I was in control, even if I was acting on his direction.

		He told her, "Lay down."

		My wife settled back on my side of the bed without delay.

		He said to me, "Stand close; you're going to help in a minute." He got down between her legs and pushed his tongue at her pussy. After a moment, he said to me, "Did you two have sex before I got here?"

		"No."

		"Oh, she's incredibly wet."

		My wife giggled, blushing.

		Cody lifted, kneeling between my wife's legs. He looked at me directly. "You're familiar with your wife?"

		I wasn't sure what he meant. The quizzical expression I felt on my face must have prompted Cody further.

		He said, "You're familiar with her curves? The shape of her thigh? The delicate curve of her hips? The position of her pussy? The—"

		I nodded rapidly. "Of course."

		"So if she was among a hundred other naked women and you could only see her from the waist down, you'd know her?"

		"Absolutely."

		"Good. Now look at your wedding picture. Remember the day. Remember how good you felt."

		"Yes."

		He was stroking his cock. To my wife, he said, "Ask me to fuck you."

		Amanda, my bride, said, "Please fuck me."

		Hearing her voice while glancing back and forth between them and our wedding picture caused me to gasp. The sour acid exploded in my gut, but my dick swelled sickly fast.

		Cody whispered to me. "Take your clothes off. Your wife needs you to be naked right now."

		I wondered why, but removed my clothes, anyway. My dick hung swollen and red, semi-firmed. I was a willing participant here. I had also participated with Sydney at their Halloween party, but this was different. Sydney had manipulated me like an object only to benefit her husband. In this case, Cody was directly engaging me as a person and involving me directly in what was happening. I was included, not used like Sydney had used me for the purposes of exclusion.

		He waited, then said, "Spread her lips open for me. Use your left hand with your ring."

		My heart was thumping hard. I spread her wet lips open. Heat emanated from her against my fingers.

		He grunted approval. "Good. You pull on one side; I'll be pulling the other." He stuck a finger into her, his fingers brushing mine, and pulled the other way. My wife's pussy came open.

		My breathing was becoming erratic.

		Cody clapped my shoulder. "You're doing great, Jeff. I'm going to stick the head into your wife while you hold her open. Don't move your hand, and keep pulling."

		I swallowed three times and nodded.

		Cody's big cock was engorged and ready. He murmured, "Don't move." With a slow swipe, he rubbed the head over my wedding band.

		I jerked my hand away.

		He snickered. "Put it back."

		Amanda lifted her head. "What are you two doing?"

		I said, "He rubbed against my wedding ring."

		Her mouth was open in a silent pant. She whispered, "Oooh, that's nasty."

		Somewhat surprised, Cody said, "Oh, you like that? My cock on his wedding ring?"

		She gasped and held out her ring hand. "Yes. Do mine, too."

		The stocky man rumbled with good-natured laughter. "Yes, I'm definitely going to like you two." In seconds, his cock was all over my ring and hers. A few moments later he asked me, "Do you love your wife? Your bride?"

		"Yes." Maybe we had ups and downs. Maybe she was irritated with some of my personality habits. But I loved her.

		He said to her. "Did you hear him?"

		She giggled and nodded.

		"Do you love your husband? Your groom?"

		If there was any hesitation, I couldn't detect any. She nodded. "Yes."

		Cody lifted his erection. "I'm going to put this in you."

		Amanda immediately spread her legs farther open.

		I noticed and my dick lifted.

		Cody's indication he missed none of it was his broad smile. To me, "I'm going to fuck your wife, now, and it's going to be good. She's going to like it. I want you to think right now about your wedding day and standing beside her. Keep holding her open; I want you to feel my cock entering her."

		I was dizzy with excitement.

		Amanda gasped, "I wish you'd been there on our wedding day." She shot me a searching look, then looked up at him.

		The helmet of his cock pushed up against her hole, nestled tightly against the backs of my fingers. I felt small, incremental pushes from the stocky man as he struggled to work the head of his big cock into my wife's pussy.

		I silently willed her to relax. She had taken it before, she could do it again. My bride was sprawled open on our bed as Cody quietly grunted and shifted to get his cock into her. But there was minimal resistance.

		Inexorably, the head of Cody's cock pushed into my wife's pussy. The shaft of his erection slowly followed. He paused, panting. "Easy." He looked up. "She was a beautiful bride." More of his cock slid in. He asked me, "Do you want me to keep going?"

		I nodded. The backs of my fingers were feeling every inch of his shaft sliding into her hole.

		"Do you want me to get it all the way in?"

		Amanda answered, "Yes! Stop talking, just fuck me."

		He chuckled. "Your bride wants me to fuck her. Very demanding." He looked down at her. "You recall your wedding day clearly?"

		"Yes."

		"You were happy?"

		"Of course." Quieter, she added, "Nervous, but yes."

		"Why were you nervous?"

		She laughed. "For the same reason every woman gets nervous on her wedding day. It's a big step. It's a lifelong commitment."

		"You remember all your hopes and dreams?"

		She nodded. "I wanted it to work. I wanted it to be perfect. I wanted to be the best wife—"

		Cody pushed, forcing his cock deep into her pussy. Several inches of shaft slid along my fingers on their way in.

		Amanda cried out, half lifting her legs as the man's shaft disappeared into her. Impaled on his thick cock, she trembled and moaned happily.

		He pressed all the way in and let out a gust of air from his lungs.

		My wife was holding her breath, eyes squeezed shut.

		Cody looked at me. "You can remove your hand. But you felt me go all the way in?"

		"Yes."

		"Did it feel good?"

		My wife and I answered at the same time, "Yes."

		He showed teeth and motioned with his chin. "Pull up a chair and sit. Facing the picture. Make sure you're looking at it as I make your wife moan."

		Sickened and excited, I settled into the bedroom chair after pulling it beside the bed. I felt the heat from their bodies against my arm.

		His hips moved with small presses at first. My wife gasped as I glanced back and forth between them and our wedding picture. Cody moved with more confidence, the pulls and thrusts longer and deeper. He began fucking my wife on my side of the bed.

		As I listened to him grunt, her moan, and the bed creak, I gazed at our wedding picture. I felt a visceral lust drive up my dick and I had no choice but to relieve the amazing pressure by stroking it. I kept having images of Cody between her legs on our wedding night, with her still in some of her bridal lingerie. She had worn a white, lacy teddy for me. Now I was imagining him there, thrusting his cock into my new wife.

		Cody asked hesitantly beside me, "Do you love your bride?"

		"Yes."

		Leaning down to her, he kissed her deeply. When he stopped, he asked her, "Do you love your husband?"

		As she opened her mouth, he began ramming his cock hard into her pussy. She gasped and cried out, holding on as his shaft was a blurred piston pounding her pussy ruthlessly.

		The headboard waved and the mattress protested the vigorous coupling.

		He repeated his question.

		Barely able to speak, she wheezed, "Yes!"

		All at once, the acid feeling subsided. More and more, my cock ached with pressure. I stroked it happily, realizing how good it was to have Cody fucking my wife. His magnificent cock spearing into her pussy was a majestic sight and I was deeply proud of Amanda for taking it all.

		She was not a large woman. She wasn't tall. He dwarfed her in bed and she looked so small underneath him.

		All the better.

		He pulled out, grinning. Looking down at her, stroking himself, he said, "Is this feeling good?"

		She nodded, still breathless.

		"Do you want more?"

		Again, a nod. More energetic.

		"Take your husband's hand."

		A quick look and she grasped my left hand with her left. Our rings clinked.

		Cody settled forward between her legs again. He rubbed the big helmet all over her lips. "Tell her you love her."

		I took a few breaths to steady myself. "I love you, Amanda."

		The head pressed in a little. "Now tell him you love him."

		She looked at me with an expression of desperation. "I—"

		Cody pushed hard. His wet shaft glided right inside.

		She cried out, squeezing my hand, "I love you!"

		The stocky man furiously fucked my wife with long, deep thrusts. In and out, his erection plugged her full and then emptied her pussy with powerful lunges. The headboard made an alarming cracking sound and began thundering against the wall. The mattress made creaks I had never heard.

		I expected Amanda to cry out as she had during Halloween when Cody had rammed her, but she was quiet beneath all the noise of his grunts and our headboard and mattress. Her mouth was open and her eyes open wide.

		My dick swelled painfully. I rasped, "Fuck her! Fuck her hard!" I jacked as fast as I could.

		Cody barely able to talk, said, "Are you remembering your wedding day, Jeff?"

		"Yes!"

		"Is this good?"

		"Yes!" I lifted my hips at the amazing pressure building there.

		"Do you want me to fuck your bride?"

		"Yes, please!"

		Amanda gave voice to a wordless wail of surprise and lust.

		Cody whispered to her, barely audible, "Do you like being fucked while your husband watches?"

		She quivered suddenly, squeezing her eyes shut. "Unh!"

		He rammed her pussy, his muscles all bunched up and flexing with the effort of fucking my wife.

		The headboard made another alarming crack, louder. It hit the wall harder, freer now. The whole wall of the bedroom thundered to the impacts. Our wedding picture vibrated to the forceful pounding my wife's pussy took from Cody's engorged cock.

		He repeated, straining, "Do you like being fucked while your husband watches?"

		Amanda bucked furiously underneath him, breathless and shaking violently. "Yes!" She opened her mouth wide in painful imminence. She let out a hoarse yell and bucked up hard enough underneath Cody to hit her head against his chest. She was cumming on his cock.

		The man grunted with satisfaction through the effort. "Good. I think this is all going to work out. Do I pull out or do I cum inside?"

		My wife's eyes opened, frantic. "Don't you dare pull out."

		His grin was wide and exultant.

		Pressure and scalding heat ripped up my dick. Tearing out of me was a long squirt of cum. Followed by another. I arched up out of the chair, stroking fast and hard. Squirts leapt out, rapidly. Our wedding picture, lamp, and nightstand were spattered with my cum as Cody hammered my bride. I worried about the picture, but it was a glob and several small spots on the lower right.

		Hopefully it would come off.

		I knew then, Cody would've fucked Amanda on our wedding day and, if we could, we both would go back and let it happen.

		The man was pleased. He drove deep, settling down on my writhing wife and cupping her butt with his hands. He hissed with effort. His stocky body moved sinuously as he drove his shaft deep into Amanda's pussy. At this angle, the headboard only occasionally thumped against the wall. The mattress, however, creaked louder and louder as he drove in and down.

		Amanda clung to him and moaned, jerking to a few long aftershocks of orgasm.

		Cody gasped, "Oh, that's good."

		She groaned, "Huh?"

		"I can feel your pussy clamping on me. Take your husband's hand again."

		We clasped, rings clinking again.

		His thrusts became slower and geared more for the deepest penetrations. "Tell him when you feel me cum. Describe it to him."

		I had collapsed, exhausted into the chair. My dick was dribbling cum and satisfaction while Cody fucked my wife. I felt a flush of success so boundless that I marveled at the wondrous ecstasy I was feeling. Her hand moved to his motions, reminding me she was being deep-fucked so superbly.

		I whispered to her, "Are you having fun?"

		Her eyes came open all the way, guileless and honest as the day we were married. She nodded vigorously. "Yes."

		"Do you like his cock in you?"

		Her mouth came open and she squeezed her eyes shut. She began hissing and bucking – a second orgasm.

		I smiled happily: I had given that to her with just my words. I used my right hand to smooth the damp hair off her brow.

		Cody gasped, trembling, then redoubled his efforts. He leaned back up and drove hard. The mattress protested loudly. The headboard banged again against the wall. He yelled with effort and lust.

		Anyone standing within two or three houses of ours would know my wife was getting hammered by the man who had visited. But I felt so proud and happy that I didn't care. In fact, I wanted everyone to know how good it was.

		Her hand clamped. She drew in a sharp breath. "I..."

		He barely got out, "Yes..." as his exertions at fucking my wife did not abate.

		Her face lit up. "I feel it, Jeffrey. I feel..." She gasped for a few seconds, squirming. "I feel it. He's cumming. It's so... hot in there. It's like fire. I'm..." She giggled. "Oh my gosh, it's a flood."

		Cody was grunting, squeezing tight for a couple seconds, then relaxing, then doing it again. His orgasmic pulses were slower, stronger.

		That's what he had done at Halloween.

		Her hand squeezed mine and she smiled bright and beautiful at me and at him.

		Cody finally panted to a stop, collapsing on her and bringing his mouth down to hers. He kissed my bride as his cum gushed out around his shaft. Her hand left mine and welcomed him down on her.

		I gazed at our wedding picture as their kiss went on and on and they forgot I was there. Out of my peripheral vision, I saw his butt clench up erratically several more times – pumping cum deep into my wife's pussy.

		After several minutes of kissing, Cody pulled out his sopping shaft. An enormous mess puddled there on the blankets. He clapped my shoulder. "Let's talk."

		

	
		CHAPTER 2

		

		Cody sat naked in the living room, his cock smeared with juices from him and my wife. "I wasn't sure about you at first."

		I heard the shower running. Amanda was getting cleaned up. I regarded the man who had just fucked my wife with relentless joy. "What? Why? Because of Halloween?"

		"Partly, yes. But also everything else. You have my respect."

		I blinked. "Respect?"

		"It takes a solid man to share his wife. It takes confidence, steadiness, and love. You've just given me the greatest gift that can be given and I want you to know I appreciate it."

		I felt a swelling of pride inside me. Hearing such esteem and accolade from the man was enormously rewarding. I couldn't help but smile. "You liked her? She's something, isn't she?"

		"Top notch. I knew that coming in, but I wanted you to know you're passing all my tests."

		"Tests?"

		He leaned forward, clasping his hands between his knees. "Am I invited back?"

		If there was any prime opportunity to cut all this off, it was right now while my wife was in the shower. But I found I didn't want to do that. Not only had she had the time of her life under him, but so had I and the man had just given me compliments I had never before heard from anyone. If I hesitated, it was only to know for that one second that any other decision would be the wrong one. I said, "Absolutely."

		He dipped his chin in respect. He looked up straight into my eyes. "I'm going to make some commitments to you."

		"What?"

		"I only see married women. I like to play it safe. The last woman I had anything going with moved out of state. It ended friendly and everything, but I don't want to make a five hour drive..."

		"Understandable."

		"Even then, she wasn't the perfect wife. It was convenience."

		"Amanda is...?"

		His grin was wide and toothy. "I think she's perfect. And so are you. So know that I'll be exclusive to only her."

		I felt honored and nodded with approval.

		Amanda came out and touched my shoulder. Then she sat down next to Cody. "What are you two boys talking about?"

		I said, "He's invited back."

		She rushed up and over to me. Leaning down, she planted a big, sloppy kiss on my mouth. "Thank you, so much. I love you."

		I felt abashed. "I love you, too."

		Cody broke in, "I can arrange a motel and stay nearby. I can come back tomorrow?"

		She straightened. "You brought overnight stuff?"

		He nodded. "Just in case. And I have the rest of the week off."

		I said, "Thanksgiving is Thursday."

		Amanda studied me. "We could have a guest..."

		I gave Cody a long look. "No need for a motel. We have a guest bedroom and if you want, you can stay here and have Thanksgiving dinner with us."

		"No family?"

		"Just my sister and her husband."

		"Children?"

		"None for us and neither for them, yet. Don't know if they'll ever have any."

		He nodded thoughtfully. "I accept, on all counts."

		Smiles blossomed around our living room.

		Cody got dressed and went out to get his things.

		Amanda plopped into my lap and hugged me. A quick peck on the lips and she said, "This is going to be the best Thanksgiving ever."

		

	
		CHAPTER 3

		

		I slept in a large wet spot and it kept me erect all night. I was lying in the cum from another man that had gushed out of my happy wife. The aroma of sex was thick in the room as I listened to Amanda breathe deeply in sleep.

		Surreptitiously, I rolled over and wriggled, rubbing the cum all over my back and stomach. My cock ached.

		The headboard was dead. The wood had cracked and separated where it was attached to the metal mattress frame. I counted that as evidence of the best fuck my wife had ever received. A victory for our marriage.

		While my cock throbbed and my nose was filled with the fragrance of their fucking, I knew I wanted Cody to be all he had promised. I wanted him back in my wife's pussy. I wanted him fucking her as much as possible. In the few hours since their coupling, she had showed me the face from our wedding.

		There was no bickering. No irritation. No aggravation. Our marriage was renewed and all it took was Cody's thrusting cock.

		I had to make sure my wife understood she had to be available to him just as if he was a co-husband. The decision felt right in every way. Was this what love triangles were? Menages, or whatever they were called? If this was swinging, I was one hundred percent a new swinger.

		His cock was the new addition to the family and I was going to gladly make room for it. His big shaft was the perfect antidote to the discomfort that occasionally marred our relationship.

		What better thing to do? What could I do more right as a husband than to insure my wife was happy and keep Cody involved? I'd have to be insane to pass all this up. No, I was very happy that Kyle, Logan, and Cody had helped me see something I was missing.

		Yes, in fact, if I had known Cody when I married Amanda, he would've been my Best Man and his duties would've included keeping her pussy filled, right from day one.

		Can't go back and change the past, unfortunately. Years of lost opportunity. But I was going to do the right thing now. Sometimes one looks back and imagines that something could've worked out and been perfect: a man; a woman; an event.

		I refused to miss this and mess it up. I was going to seize it and embrace the perfection. Opportunities with the right person didn't come but once or twice in a lifetime. Miss it and regret it.

		The cum in the lower right of our wedding picture had stained it. The marks were permanent. But I was glad after thinking about it: the stain was like a unique badge of distinction. A stamp of approval. An award on our marriage to be remembered. The best achievement Amanda and I had attained in our marriage.

		The smell from all the cum was overwhelming. I began stroking myself, replaying in my mind Cody's big cock entering my wife and his shaft sinking into her pussy over and over. I was aching-hard in an instant.

		I had to see it again.

		I felt a surge of love for my wife as she slept beside me. I wanted her to like Cody. I wanted it all to last. I wanted him fucking her forever.

		That would be perfect.

		I'm not certain I slept, but I stopped masturbating at some point; it felt raw and abused.

		In the shower, Wednesday morning, I imagined them out there stealing a quickie. I tried not to stroke myself while thinking of it. But when I came out, they were doing nothing of the sort. She was making breakfast and he sat in the kitchen, hair wet, and talked to her about Kyle and Logan. Whatever they were discussing about them stopped.

		I said, "We both work today, unfortunately. You don't mind being alone?"

		"Let me have a key and I'll go out. I'll buy some extra wine for tomorrow. Good stuff – nothing in a box."

		The sensation of success cemented further inside me. I hoped to never get the key back. I pulled open the kitchen utility drawer and slipped a key off the ring of extras. Handing it to him was like extending our souls.

		The briefest expression crossing his face told me he understood the weight and meaning behind the key and my offering.

		I had much to think about that day and my mind wasn't much on the computer screen in front of me. But I could sense the others in the office weren't focused, either. Worried about their Thanksgiving this year?

		Super expensive.

		The news said prices were the lowest in history, but Thanksgiving was costing us triple this year.

		Me? I was thinking of Cody and Amanda. Something good had come out of the mess of Halloween.

		I was still jealous, but Cody had earned a spot with Amanda. And maybe Logan if I thought back on it. Kyle was a dick. And Sydney just a manipulating bitch. But I had been naïve enough to only see her tits.

		How fucking stupid.

		I had been so blind to the people behind their attributes.

		Kyle was handsome but shallow. Cody, the stocky man, was no Chad. He wasn't ugly; he was plain and solid. No one other than his mom might call him handsome. But inside? Solid as gold. He didn't try to manipulate me like Sydney had; Cody included me.

		Even Logan had shown more character behind his quiet demeanor. He had asked, thanked, appreciated. His choice of girlfriends in Melissa was evidence of the quality of his character. She was polite, considerate, and sensitive. He might've gotten lucky snagging her, but I thought it more likely that his qualities attracted hers.

		Good people.

		How had Kyle befriended them?

		Probably as easily as he had befriended me: an easygoing way that was optimistic. A good quality overall. But the rest...

		Kyle had wanted to fuck my wife. That was all. And I had fallen for it.

		Fuck him, fuck Sydney, and fuck fake people.

		I felt it then, the day before Thanksgiving, that my life had entered a phase of change. On a personal level, I was shifting. I thought I was past all that at twenty-five. But here I was at thirty-two and my character was maturing yet further.

		I texted my wife, asking that she try to hold off fucking him till I got home: I wanted to film it so we had something to watch and enjoy when he left.

		He lived a couple hours away; visits were going to be sparse and I was already regretting it.

		My phone pinged.

		Amanda: We'll try

		Amanda: Video sounds great

		Jeffrey: Can you be more into it?

		Amanda: Lol

		Jeffrey: You were quieter yesterday than Halloween

		Amanda: I was trying to be

		Jeffrey: Don't hold back

		Amanda: Ok

		I spent the rest of the workday semi-hard and leaking. I kept having to go to the restroom to clean off before it soaked my slacks. I ended up wrapping my damned dick in my tie to guard against a wet spot. Sporting such evidence would probably elicit complaints of sexual harassment I didn't need.

		At home, I took the wedding picture from the hall and carried it into the bedroom. Amanda and Cody were already there, waiting. He was lying on his back and she was on her side, stroking him. The room still smelled strongly of their sex from the previous day.

		It might have made a great picture, but she was jacking him with her right hand.

		I set the wedding picture back on the nightstand and slid the bedroom window open a few inches.

		Cody rumbled, "So, what did you have in mind?"

		I pulled my phone from my pocket. "A repeat of yesterday, but you'll be gone Friday and we want something to watch and remember."

		"But I'm invited back, yes?"

		Amanda spoke, "Of course."

		I said, "Just be aware I'm recording and give me a good view. Go slow at first with the insertion; I want to make sure I have a good angle and catch it."

		Cody winked at me. "I've done this once before; I know what you want. It'll be no problem."

		And then I was recording the most precious event possible. Naked, I moved around them.

		Cody said, "Spread your legs."

		And my wife did. I had a great angle of it with our wedding picture propped on the nightstand in the background.

		He stroked himself and moved closer to her.

		She reached for his shaft.

		I motioned to her other hand.

		She gripped him with her left and I zoomed in on the contact. Her wedding ring shone with glory on the skin of Cody's cock. Beneath the contact, my wife's thighs, open and inviting – her pussy flushed and ready.

		He motioned with his left hand. "Bring your rings here."

		My wife and I hovered our left hands near her pussy. I continued recording with my right.

		He guided his cock over our rings, rubbing and brushing them. He said, "This is the new cock in your marriage."

		My dick rose, hard.

		Amanda's right hand toyed at her pussy.

		Cody moved slowly to make sure I was in the right position, after. I recorded him rubbing the big helmet of his cock up and down my wife's slit. He said, "Beg for it."

		Amanda giggled. "Please put it in me."

		He looked at me expectantly.

		I cleared my throat. "Please fuck my wife."

		He leveled a gaze at my phone. "I'm going to fuck your bride and she's going to love it. I'm going to ram her deep and bare. No condoms. I'm going to claim her pussy and own it. After I slide it in, it will be too late. Do you still want me to fuck her?"

		I smiled, delighted. "Yes, please. Fuck her hard and make her scream."

		Amanda whispered, "This is so obscene..." But her eyes were lit with fascination.

		Cody said low, but clearly enough, "Do you willingly break your marriage vows for my cock?"

		My wife trembled with need. "Yes, willingly."

		He stabbed the head forward, forcing it into my wife's opening.

		Amanda gasped and waited for more.

		But the man stopped and kept just the head inside her. He gripped his shaft and stroked – making sure I recorded it. "Your wife's pussy feels good. Should I bury my cock in her?"

		I said, "Give it all to her - the whole thing."

		He leaned straight up and shifted his hips forward.

		I zoomed in on his shaft sliding leisurely into my wife.

		Amanda moaned and I nodded vigorously, encouraging her.

		This was going to be the perfect video, even though they had fucked before. Definitely as important to our marriage as our wedding pictures.

		Cody finally worked his whole cock into my wife's pussy. He blew out a breath. "She feels great and I'm all the way in to my balls."

		I was breathing raggedly. Seeing my wife's pussy stuffed with his cock was going to be a memory treasured forever. In fact, this act of infidelity was as illustrious in our marriage as her vows on our wedding day.

		I held my wife precious for marrying me and vowing herself to me and equally precious for opening her legs and pussy for this man.

		I was overcome. I said hoarsely, "Thank you, Amanda. Thank you, so much. I love you."

		Cody began hammering her.

		She gasped and groaned, "I love you, too!" Her hands roamed up and down his arms. Her hips undulated, tilting to match his moves – fucking him as surely as he fucked her.

		He shifted forward over her and lifted her legs to his shoulders. "I'm going to totally destroy your wife's pussy now."

		"Do it," I rasped.

		Heaving hard, Cody lifted and drove down into my wife with frantic, lust-filled lunges.

		In this new position, Amanda lost it fast. She wailed low, her voice rising between gasps, until she was shouting.

		The headboard slammed deafeningly into the wall. The mattress made metallic shrieks as the springs flexed to the powerful downward thrusts. His grunts were loud growls and my wife's voice was so loud it echoed in the bedroom.

		I glanced at the open window. There was no doubt at all that she could be heard being viciously violated. My wife was being fucked by another man and loved it. The whole neighborhood could hear her screams of passion and pleasure.

		My dick throbbed hard and erect. This was perfect. I wanted everyone to know. I gripped my dick and stroked with relish.

		Amanda looked over, face blushing and eyes widening. She looked back and forth between my eyes and my dick while Cody pummeled her pussy. Joy and captivation took hold of her expression. Tears leaked out of the corners of her eyes and she gave me the brightest smile I had seen since our wedding.

		I could see the love in her eyes for me as Cody's cock exploited her pussy. She cried out wordlessly, squeezing her eyes shut, then began thrashing with lust. "Fuck me! Fuck me harder!"

		The man grunted loudly, harshly, "I'm going to cum in you!"

		She yelled wordlessly again, then, "Yes! Fill me! Fuck me!"

		Cody arched his back and roared, "I'm going to cum in your wife!"

		The cacophony in the room of the headboard, mattress, his grunts, her screams, and the knowing that dozens of people could hear exactly what was going on was too much for me. A strange twist in my lower abdomen turned hot and I cried out. An abrupt stream of cum erupted out of my dick like a long rope. I gasped desperately, not all that loud, "Oh fuck yes! Fuck her and fill her!" I drew breath and raised my voice. "I want..." Another rope shot out. "I want your cum in my wife!"

		Amanda bucked and screamed.

		Cody panted, near exhaustion. His back arched, and I knew it was coming.

		"Do it!" I hissed.

		He growled as loud as he could as his body clenched deep inside her. Then he pulled back, quiet, then slammed deep, growling loud again. Seven times he did this and I was zoomed in on his balls as they squeezed his load into my wife. On the third growl, cum shot out of the edges of Amanda's pussy. In the background, our wedding picture with her standing next to me in her white wedding gown.

		I gasped, "Perfect. Beautiful!" I wanted him to cum forever, as long as it was deep in her pussy. As we had exchanged rings and vows, Cody's cum consecrated my wife's pussy in the most sacred way possible.

		Amanda's wails subsided with relief and release. Cody's grunts and growls quieted and he struggled for a steady breath.

		I was already regretting that the next day would be his last with us on this visit.

		

	
		CHAPTER 4

		

		Joanne gave me a pat hug. "Dear brother," she said drily.

		Such was our relationship: somewhat dry and mocking. But we spent holidays together since mom had died four years before. Dad had been gone for eleven years.

		I shook Peter's hand. "You still with this old hag?"

		"Watch it..."

		My sister exhaled loudly. "I'm younger than you—"

		Amanda interrupted us. "Jeffrey..."

		I sighed. I had promised to not be so rude, but here I was acting normally. But what was normal? Was it not a choice? I looked at my sister. "I'm glad you're here. Both of you."

		She squinted at me with a mock look of shock. "Get out."

		"I am, really." My voice was quiet.

		Her squint remained, but her face softened.

		My wife pulled on Cody's arm. "Joanne, Peter, this is our friend, Cody."

		My sister eyed him up and down, smiling. Then she shifted her eyes to my wife hanging on his arm. The smile vanished.

		Peter was oblivious. Put him in front of the TV with a football game and...

		I said, "TV is in there, Peter."

		Joanne's lips twisted in a wry expression.

		I picked up the two baskets of covered food they had brought.

		Amanda and my sister were having a stare contest. My wife still clung protectively to Cody's arm.

		I deposited the food where it needed to be: oven; counter; refrigerator.

		Amanda came in alone to help. But she only unwrapped one dish before taking me into a hug. "When are they leaving?"

		I laughed, tickled.

		She bit my chin playfully. "Know what I love?"

		Under my breath, "Cody's cock?"

		She snorted. "Yes, but I meant with you. I love watching you play with yourself while he fucks me. What an incredible turn-on."

		"You like that, huh? I can't help myself."

		She touched my lips with her finger. "Promise me you'll do that tonight, too. Every time he visits."

		"Not much of a promise. I don't think I could stop myself."

		"Try not to hit our wedding picture."

		"Sorry."

		She giggled.

		I said, "I was wanting to add to it, but I knew you'd disapprove."

		She cooed, "Oh, you dirty man. While I don't want our display picture ruined... you could use one the extras we have. They're just sitting in the closet."

		"Really?"

		She beamed up at me.

		I whispered, "I'd love to cover our wedding picture in cum. Mine and his, too."

		"That sounds too hot. Maybe we could keep it in the bedroom for when he's not around. As a naughty reminder."

		"You really think so? I figured you'd disapprove."

		"Well, as long as you're not mocking our marriage—"

		"Never. I'd be honoring it."

		She laughed again, quietly. "I sort of thought you'd see it that way. Go ahead. I think that sounds super kinky."

		My sister entered the kitchen.

		She and my wife instantly locked eyes.

		I said, "What's going on?"

		Joanne looked at me innocently. "Can I talk to you? In private?"

		I made a face, but she was my sister. "Sure, I guess."

		Amanda said, "I'll just go see how the boys are holding up..." Her expression towards me was unreadable, but there was a hint of an annoyed smile to her lips.

		Joanne watched her leave the kitchen, then stepped close to me, looking up directly into my eyes. "You have a big problem in this house." Her whisper was fierce.

		My tone was dry. "Do I really?"

		"That man..." Her eyes drifted towards the doorway.

		I knew then that she knew. Or guessed. I sighed.

		She said, "Amanda and this Cody are a thing and your marriage is headed for a huge wreck."

		"It's not."

		Her eyes locked to mine. "You think there isn't something between them? I've got news for you—"

		"I know there's something between them, Joanne."

		Her head snapped back in surprise and her eyes softened. "Are you two heading for a divorce?"

		"Quite the contrary; we're doing better than ever."

		Her finger pointed at me, then to the door, then back. Back and forth, flicking and fidgeting as she worked it through. She hissed, "Are you telling me you're one of those swingers?"

		I shrugged. "We're happy, sis."

		She laughed. "I doubt it. More like bored and—"

		"Nope."

		"How can you let another man—"

		"Amanda is happy. Cody is happy. I'm happy. What is so wrong with us being happy?"

		"It's... It's... vulgar!"

		"So?"

		"Your marriage will be ruined."

		"Because we're happy?"

		She blew out a breath. "How can you enjoy someone else doing your wife?"

		"Because it is an ultimate act of intimacy. Our trust and love is so strong that adding him in is a benefit. A bonus for everyone."

		"I suppose you watch them...?" Her tone was accusing.

		"Of course. I'm her husband; I'm involved."

		"Filthy. She's probably just doing it for you."

		"Nope. She loves it. She really, really enjoys it." Then I noticed something I had never seen on my sister before. Ever.

		I looked down.

		Her nipples were so hard and erect they were poking her top out almost a solid inch. Her breathing was erratic and there was a flush to her face.

		My sister is turned on! I stepped back.

		She blushed deeper than I had ever seen. She spun about and stormed out of the kitchen.

		Five seconds later, Peter came storming in. "What did you do to Joanne?"

		"Huh?"

		He slapped his chest, making a face, but pursing his lips as if it were all unspeakable.

		So, he had noticed her nipples.

		I said, "You'll have to get that story from her; I didn't touch her."

		"Bullshit." His voice stank with jealousy.

		And I began laughing at the instant sympathy and pity I felt. Not only was he wrong, as I had been in the past, but he was just as jealous in his reaction. Had it only been a couple of weeks and now I saw it so clearly?

		"What are you laughing at? Where did you touch her?"

		I snorted to a stop. "I didn't. My sister and I don't do... things. Ask her yourself."

		His chin came up. "That's exactly what I'm going to do; the truth will be known. You're a sick man to touch his sister."

		"Fuck off, Peter." There was little heat in my voice.

		He stormed out.

		Cody wandered in. "Anything... I can help with?"

		"My sister figured you out. And the situation. So I admitted it. She got turned on. Peter thinks she's turned on because I put moves on her."

		He began laughing. "I... Uh... Sorry, I'm..."

		I waved his apology off. "Look, I'm happy. Amanda's happy and that makes me happier. And you're happy. Fuck everyone else. My sister is jealous and she knows Peter wouldn't let her do what Amanda does."

		"Runs in the family, huh?"

		I lifted my gaze in thought. "That it does, now that you mention it." I pointed at him. "I kicked it with you. I'm doing this all freely."

		He looked at me for a long time, a sparkle in his eyes. Then he nodded, slow and certain. "Freely."

		"Freely," I affirmed. "We'll have a nice dinner and then you and my wife can get real comfortable for your last night here. I look forward to that."

		He pressed his lips shut and grasped my shoulders with both hands. "You're a good man, Jeff."

		"Everyone calls me Jeffrey."

		He coughed in indignation. "Why didn't you say so? Jeffrey."

		I smiled. He was the perfect man for Amanda.

		

	
		CHAPTER 5

		

		Family gone, I set the extra wedding picture on the nightstand.

		Cody was kissing my wife, both of them naked.

		Seeing them pressed together naked in a hug was so right and perfect. So magnificently beautiful.

		Her hand crept between them and began stroking him. She was getting him ready to insert his man-flesh into her most sacred married place.

		I was hard that fast. I sat down, stroking and watching.

		Cody rumbled, "I'm going to take my time with this one. I want my load to be extra huge."

		Amanda looked at me, at my hand motions and blushed with a brilliant smile.

		I said, "Well, I hope it's the largest you've ever blown."

		He winked at me. "I've made a decision."

		She broke her eyes away from me up to his. "What decision?" She sounded suddenly worried.

		He calmed her by petting her hair. "Shh, everything is wonderful. You'll see." He lowered her to the bed and began licking her.

		My eyes wandered over her familiar form and relished the knowledge and memory of her exact shape and figure. That Cody was licking her was exciting to see. My wife's voice rose quietly in moans.

		I got up and snuck over to the window. Sliding it open all the way, I went back to the chair satisfied knowing if anyone cared to listen, they'd hear another night of total passion. I hoped we had a listening audience. My dick was so hard it was almost straight up.

		Amanda pinched and rubbed her nipples as Cody licked her. Her moans were just like all the other moans I'd heard from her over the years. This wasn't vulgar or filthy, it was as wholesome and desirable as two people in love could make it.

		I loved my wife and she loved me. This was the ultimate consummate act in our married bond as we could attain. I hoped he made her cum ten times tonight. Not likely, but I had those feelings for my wife.

		I wanted her to like it. I wanted her to enjoy it. I wanted her to have the best experience with it. I wanted her so orgasmic and satisfied that she wouldn't be able to speak for a week.

		I loved her that much.

		Cody motioned for her.

		She got up and knelt over him on the bed. My wife's dainty hand took hold of his erection and her beautiful face moved down to it. Her lips opened and her tongue came out in a long lick. Her mouth kissed and caressed his cock and it was sweetly priceless. Her mouth belonged on his cock.

		Cody let her at it for as long as he had licked her. A half hour had already passed by and only now did he stir to make as if to mount my wife. He motioned to me. "Pull your chair closer."

		I was only three feet away. I raised an eyebrow.

		He motioned again.

		I sighed and scooted the last foot so the chair was up against my side of the bed.

		He nodded. "So... my decision."

		I tilted my head. "Yes?"

		Amanda looked worried as she sat in my sleeping spot.

		He looked at both of us. "Amanda told me..." He trailed off.

		I looked back and forth between them.

		She looked confused.

		He pointed at her breasts. "You liked Sydney's because she has bigger ones. But I'm telling you, I'm going to make these bigger for you."

		Now I was totally confused. "I don't want her having cosmetic surgery—"

		He was shaking his head. "No, no, no. No fakies. I'm going to do this the natural way."

		I chuckled. "What? How."

		"I've been playing with myself when I can, working it up, saving it, despite last night. I'm going to make your wife pregnant."

		Amanda opened her legs on the spot, though her face registered surprise. "So that's why you asked if I might be ovulating."

		He nodded.

		A drift of acid feeling washed through my lower parts, but my dick suddenly began jerking in the air to my hammering heartbeat. "Pregnant?"

		He nodded. "Right here, tonight, and you're going to watch me do it. I'm going to plant an enormous load right into her womb. I already feel her cervix on the head of my dick, so we'll get the angle right and I'll breed your wife easily."

		Amanda's legs twitched open wider and her nipples grew alarmingly.

		I was almost breathless. "But, a child..."

		He held up a hand. "Don't worry. I won't abandon anyone and I'll definitely support all I can with schooling and clothing and everything. But your wife is going to have my child."

		I was speechless.

		My wife was staring at him in wonder and joy.

		He said, "She's the most beautiful, loving woman I know. She'll be the perfect mother for my child." With his last words, he was leaning over her, preparing to mount.

		I swallowed hard.

		My wife was gazing up at him, moving with him – lying back and spreading her legs wider. She was offering her body to this man, willing to take his seed and produce with him his child. She didn't question or worry. She simply opened her legs wider in invitation.

		I knew then abruptly that Cody was now a permanent part of our lives. His dick would belong to Amanda and be in her as much as possible. I also knew I would feel unmitigated honor in letting this man breed my wife and helping to raise his child.

		I wanted him to blow his seed into her and make her pregnant. My hand was moving so fast on my dick that I was panting. I said only, "Yes..."

		My wife beamed brilliantly at me, nodding in approval. Then she offered her pussy to the man.

		The big helmet entered her easily and he slid the whole shaft deep into my willing wife.

		Her long and low moan vibrated deep tremors in my soul. It drew from me a similar moan as I stroked and knew Cody's cock was longer and touched places mine couldn't. He could position and directly blow his load right into her womb.

		The fucking began. A hard thrust ending in a slap of skin was followed by a slow pull out. Over and over, he drove his engorged erection to the deepest parts of my wife's pussy. Slammed all the way in, pulled all the way out. Amanda's legs jerked and moved as her pussy was the ultimate consummation of their bond.

		I felt like I was watching the marriage of Cody to my wife. Was this legal? Would someone arrest us for bigamy? Suddenly I was entranced by the vision of Amanda in her wedding dress with Cody the groom.

		Beautiful. Simply exquisite.

		He maintained the rhythmic fucking of my wife in the missionary position for almost a half hour. My side of the bed was getting a workout. I had never made love to her for so long a time.

		He pulled her up and she settled gingerly on him, riding him carefully at first, then much more energetically.

		I sighed wistfully. That's it. Coax his cum out. Make him blow his load and impregnate you.

		Amanda rocked, slung, and gyrated her hips in circles on his erection.

		My wife. My beautiful wife. Fuck him. Fuck him good and long. I nodded at her with approval, keeping time with my hand to her hip movements.

		With her over him, juices leaked from her hole in copious amounts: her leakage and his precum. Wet sounds filled the bedroom and competed with their mutual sighs and gasps. The sounds were intoxicating.

		I knew then that no other sex sound would ever beat listening to my wife sigh and have sex with another man. Nothing would ever compare.

		Best. Sound. Ever.

		Cody lightly slapped her thigh and she got up. Turning her around and over, he got behind her and grabbed her hips. He eased his cock into her with one good shove.

		My wife took his cock so easily now.

		He moved, feeling her, and then sped up. In and out he hammered her pussy from behind.

		Amanda grabbed and hugged my pillow, burying her face in it and arching her butt up to Cody.

		His shaft was a wet blur as it slid in and out of my wife. He grunted lightly, just enjoying fucking her pussy. He brought forth moans from my wife that were muffled by my pillow. Her face mashed forward to each thrust and the headboard once again began beating the wall.

		If possible, I wanted to hear these sounds every single day. But we don't often get what we need. The perfect world was Cody deep-fucking my wife to orgasm every single night.

		I gazed at our wedding picture, wishing we had known Cody back then. How different and extraordinary our marriage would've been. I stared at her radiant beauty in her wedding dress as Cody's hips slapped against her butt with brutal deep penetrations.

		My wife squealed into my pillow and moaned longingly as she offered her pussy to his erection probing hard into her depths.

		I kept time with his movements, feeling her pussy, knowing her texture and relishing her familiar sounds.

		She was made for this moment. I might have married her, but her pussy belonged to Cody – and I loved her more for it.

		He pulled out and panted, wiping his brow. "Okay, I think we're ready." He motioned and touched her, directing her back down.

		I felt giddy for my wife – joyous at the blessed fortune we had in meeting Cody.

		He pulled her legs up, moving them and bending her knees. "We need to find the exact angle. It won't penetrate the cervix, really, but if I can blow my load directly into the entrance, we're good. I'll need you to help me get a feel for the right spot."

		She nodded eagerly.

		He pulled my pillow over and worked it under the small of her back.

		Seeing him position my wife's legs back so her pussy was so totally exposed and open sent a powerful feeling of eroticism rushing through me. I masturbated with abandon. Nothing was better than stroking while this man stuck his dick into my wife.

		With her legs up, her whole body was twisted upwards at the waist. He aimed his cock down and pressed the head down into her hole. He drove his erection right down into my wife's pussy where it belonged. He let out a loud, relieved groan.

		My wife's gasps were electric.

		He caught my eyes. "I'm going to fuck your wife now and make her pregnant."

		I nodded my approval with vigor and excitement.

		He leaned over my wife's small, bent frame and wriggled his cock in her depths.

		Her breath caught. "That felt weird."

		"That was it." He moved slower.

		Her breath hitched. "There."

		He eased down and forward.

		Her brows drew down. "That's definitely it." Her voice sounded strained.

		He blew out a breath. "Okay... I think... I can keep this angle. Well, I don't need to yet. Let me get close." With that, he repositioned and commenced nailing my wife's pussy with bed-shaking thrusts. Again, the headboard made a huge racket against the wall. The mattress squawked as he drove down so hard they both bounced on it.

		His heaving was accompanied by roars of effort. Her cries of lust were something familiar, but deeper, rougher, and unbridled.

		She was giving him everything, and I approved. He was giving her his best, and I was elated.

		Cody nodded, grinning. "Okay, okay." He repositioned – his whole body quivering. "I'm right on the edge."

		My wife jerked as he probed and found her cervix. "Yes, right there."

		He looked over at me, then to her. "Ready for my load?"

		She gave him a smile that was identical to the one in our wedding picture.

		Perfection.

		He steadied himself, then pressed.

		My wife's neck arched. "There! There! Don't go any—"

		"Clamp your pussy!" He growled. He jerked a second later. "Again. Keep doing it." He panted, then faster. "Yes... Milk it." He shook and jerked. Then he let out a long howling growl. His hips tilted deeper as his butt clenched.

		My wife cried out in astonishment. "I... I can feel it!" She quivered under the pressure of his cock pressing the entrance of her cervix. "It's right there."

		He wasn't listening. His hips were jerking uncontrollably and his growls were brutal.

		Amanda gasped loudly. "I feel hot there. Going in! I can feel it squirting in!"

		He jerked deeper.

		Abruptly, my wife's eyes rolled up in her head. A guttural groan, deep and different, erupted from her lips. The woman I had so proudly married ripped into an orgasm so deep and intense on Cody's spurting cock that she began twisting and squirming with body convulsions that came from within and without any control.

		The sounds emanating from her throat were heavy and raw. Her head whipped back and forth as Cody blasted her cervix with his heavy load.

		On the third heavy grunt from the man, cum squirted up out of her pussy and gushed down onto the pillow.

		He gasped happily, still grunting, still pressing down. "Right... into her... womb. Perfect!"

		My wife was gone.

		I lifted my hips, jacking my endorsement of his cock and load in my wife. Fuck. Yes. The scalding hot twist inside me tickled my feet and tore up my legs with electric vibrations so strong that I was forced to my feet if only to insure I could still stand. Every muscle on my body tensed up and I shouted happily as the hot release blew out of me. I aimed at my beautiful wife in our picture. I gave her every bit of love and approval in the force of my first gush. Cum lanced out sharp and fast. My aim was almost true, but the force was weakened from so many orgasms in too few days.

		Sperm dripped down the front of my wife's wedding dress, but only the lower half. The other squirts, as strong as the feeling was, didn't reach the picture. I sagged on my feet and looked over at my wife – still pinned under a grunting Cody. I said, "I love you, Amanda. Totally."

		Her eyes were still somewhere else. I could only see the whites. But she uttered a single, long, and guttural grunt in response to my words and her body heaved up, pushing her pussy up to Cody.

		The smell of sex was overwhelming.

		Cody quivered as he emptied the last of his blasts directly into my wife's womb. He pulled out wearily and I could see the exhaustion shaking his limbs.

		My wife stayed almost in a frozen position, hips and pussy up in the air, though her feet came down with a thump against the mattress. Her pussy was a gaping hole with sperm running out of it and puddling all over my pillow. Slowly, her hips came down.

		I didn't know if she was keeping her pussy up in case he needed to insert his cock in again or if she was trying to keep his cum in – or if she simply wasn't all that aware that it was over.

		I reached over and smoothed her hair back from her forehead.

		Her eyes were still showing whites, but she was breathing easier. Her pussy flexed and contracted, opening and closing from her unusual orgasm.

		Cody gasped, "Jeffrey."

		"Hmm?"

		"I have a favor to ask."

		"Yes? What?"

		"Don't have sex with her for at least a week. When she takes the test, I want to know for certain."

		I nodded. "Okay."

		"Oh, another thing."

		"Yes?" I was ready to give him anything.

		"When am I invited back?"

		The grin that spread across my face wasn't going to be suppressed. I not only expected things to work out for the best, but had no thoughts at all that things might turn out poorly.

		A bad ending with Cody wasn't even on my mind.

		

		~ ~ ~

		

		Amanda's story continues in Christmas Sharing!

		

		Thank you for reading Thanksgiving Sharing!

		For similar themes, check out these titles by Laran Mithras:

		Defile Her – wife is taken rudely in front of her husband by an opportunist

		Score – he wants his friend's wife and is willing to make a deal. The deal is his own wife.

		She Can Take It – his wife is worried she's too small for children. A male RN helps her see the truth

		Thanksgiving Theft and Thanks – Violet watches her husband fall for a black woman

		Jealousy – his wife is a flirt and he can't handle it, physically or emotionally
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