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The Aspen Vacation Ch. 01

August in south Texas is not a pleasant time of year, as the heat and humidity is stifling, driving everyone indoors. Thus, when we were offered the use of a small house in Aspen for a week, my wife Erin and I jumped at the opportunity. The primary issue with work calendars had been a case Erin had going in her job as a young associate at a law firm. Fortunately, just a few days later the matter settled which completely freed her, and also put her in a great, lighthearted mood.

In an effort to save some money and to make it something of an adventure, we decided to drive instead of fly. It was going to be a long drive, but I hadn’t been on a road trip in years and Erin had never experienced one, so we were actually looking forward to it. Our plan was to leave very early Friday morning in Erin’s X5, overnight along the way, then make it in to Aspen the next day.

Erin and I were both in our late twenties. As mentioned, she is a lawyer working for a mid-size firm and is on track for partner, while I am a regional leader in equipment sales in the oil & gas industry. We had met through friends almost five years ago just as she was coming out of law school and dated then married in less than a year. Too quickly, we fell into the routine of work and urban living so we viewed this vacation as a bit of a revolt from the mundane. In addition, Erin was starting to feel her “biological clock”, and although when she brought it up she presented it in a humorous way, I knew there was some underlying seriousness too. Thus, I thought this might be our last childless vacation for a very long time.

I’ve never been that turned on by blondes, always preferring brunettes, and Erin fit my desires almost perfectly. She struck me so profoundly when we first met that it took half the evening for me to gather my composure and talk to her without sounding like some needy idiot. She is 5′7″ tall with shoulder length raven hair and is slender, weighing 125 pounds. She is a 34 C on top, with dark eyes and has nice full juicy lips that I love to kiss.

On top of her natural good looks, she loves to workout, typically making it to the gym over lunch at least three times a week and running three miles at least twice a week. The result is a very well-toned body, especially her butt and legs, which are not only shapely but very firm too. I am six-feet tall and weigh 180 pounds with receding medium brown hair, and like my wife, I try to stay in shape as well, often running with her if schedules permit.

“I’m bored,” Erin announced, while turning to smile at me not even thirty minutes into our trip.

“Well you better find something to keep you occupied. This is going to be a long road trip,” I reminded her.

“How long again?” she asked, smiling and trying to be cute.

“Two days my love. We will make northwest Texas or New Mexico this evening and then drive into Colorado tomorrow,” I explained, for at least the third time.

Erin poured me a cup of coffee from a thermos and we drank and idly chatted for the next few hours. Driving on freeways is fast but generally boring and it was certainly the case for us. We would drive for a couple hours, then stop to use the bathroom, get a snack and stretch. The miles slowly ticked by and by mid-afternoon we were heading into the Texas panhandle. The land was now very open and dry, and the traffic was much lighter.

My wife had taken some short spells at driving, although mostly had remained content reading magazines and listening to her IPod. I had expected some discussion on the “biological clock” thing, but so far it had not come up, which was fine for me as I wanted this vacation to be about fun.

When 5:00 PM hit I asked Erin if she wanted to stop to eat, but she declined saying she wasn’t particularly hungry and would rather just get to the hotel.

“How much farther till we stop?” she asked.

“Couple hours. About the time it gets dark,” I answered.

From nowhere, I felt her hand on my leg stroking lightly with a clear intent to arouse, and looking at her I saw she had an impish smile that indicated something was churning in her head.

“I’m horny,” she whined.

“Well an odd time for that to come up,” I laughed.

“A girl can’t always control these things,” she replied, smiling even more broadly.

Erin is pretty conservative and only gets in a playful mood like this on rare occasions. I love it when she does and wish it would happen more often, but my encouragement doesn’t seem to have much effect. Rather, I just have to enjoy those special times when she does let go.

Erin had been intimate with two men before we met. One was a long-term boyfriend, but I still didn’t consider her to be very experienced when we started dating. Although she was always responsive, she normally wanted me to lead in our love making and stick to standard things. Over time, I had progressed her some and she now eagerly accepted oral sex and occasionally would provide it, but still seemed to prefer the routine.

“We can be naughty when we stop,” I told her, as if it was a promise.

“You better be naughty. It’s been over a week. You haven’t been taking care of business!” she said with feigned indignation.

I realized she was right, that it had been a long time. I was sure we were going to make love last night, but Erin fell asleep early, and I had put it down to the adrenaline drop from her case ending. However, with the way she was acting now, I was getting hopeful about the prospects of some playful sex during the vacation.

“Why do we have to wait until we stop?” she persisted, acting very out of character.

“Well this console and the bucket seats aren’t very conducive to sex,” I said, pointing to the mass between us.

Undeterred, she leaned over and put her hand on my crotch and squeezed gently. In doing so, she had to lift out of her seat and was now partially blocking my view of the road.

“Sweetie, you’re going to cause a wreck,” I scolded her.

“I just wanted to get your pants off,” she said with a fake pout.

I laughed while she dropped back into her seat, and we drove on in silence for a few more miles when a thought struck me.

“Why don’t you get naked?” I asked.

“Why? Alone?” she answered with some confusion.

“So I can see you. You know how much I enjoy seeing your naked body,” I replied.

“What about you?” she asked, looking at me with her big brown eyes.

“No sweetie, just you,” I responded, with a wry smile.

“That’s no fun,” she replied, using the fake pout again.

I gave her a hopeful stare wondering if she would give in. It would definitely be unique, but I thought maybe she would see it as a vacation adventure, especially since she was in a playful mood.

“No, someone might see,” she finally responded.

“Okay, that’s fine,” I said, knowing from experience it was never wise to push her.

“You really want me to get naked?” she asked after a minute of silence.

“Yes,” I replied flatly, while trying to hold back my smile.

Erin looked around us at the four lane road and I think took some comfort seeing that the traffic was light, as at that moment, no other cars were within a half mile.

She reached down and unlaced her tennis shoes, and I instantly felt my cock getting hard thinking it might actually happen. These came off along with her sockettes, which she placed beneath her legs. Next she undid her khaki walking shorts and pushed them down revealing a red thong, and followed by unbuttoning her sleeveless blouse, slipping it off when she was finished leaving her sitting there in just her underwear. Up until then, neither of us has spoken as she performed her striptease, and she looked around again confirming that no cars were close.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this. I must really love you,” she said, and shot me the impish grin again.

“You’re making me hard,” I told her, offering it as encouragement.

“Let me see,” she demanded.

“No, not until you’re naked,” I replied, now thinking I could bargain.

The impish grin was replaced with a fake scowl but she reached behind her and unclasped the bra. She let it fall forward in her lap revealing the breasts I love so much - firm, with small nipples that turn up slightly at the end of her breasts.

“Damn I love those,” I told her sincerely.

Obviously pleased with the compliment and smiling, she wiggled the thong over her hips then pushed it down her legs and used her feet to kick it the rest of the way off. Now I got to see Erin’s lovely smooth pussy, which she had only started shaving about three months ago when she found out during a girl’s night out that all her friends did. I remember her asking me if I wanted her to shave and how I had to pretend indifference at first, when in fact I wanted to scream “YES.”

She looked beautiful sitting there, but I could see she was also quite nervous.

“Give me your clothes,” I demanded, putting my hand out.

She handed everything to me without arguing, and I reached behind me and put them on the back seat.

“You’re acting a little dominant,” she responded, giving me an odd look.

“Am I?” I answered, smiling back.

For the next fifteen minutes, I drove so that the car was never passed by another vehicle going in the same direction. In the light traffic it wasn’t that difficult, and it allowed Erin to settle in and relax. We chatted and listened to the radio, but I had to adjust the A/C so she didn’t get cold. After a while, I think she almost forgot she was naked as she was now idly flipping through magazines like she had been doing before.

In my mirror, still at some distance, I could see a car coming up fast. It was approaching too swiftly to stay in front of without running up on some cars that were ahead, so I pulled into the right lane and slowed so it would go by quickly. I knew that there was no way anyone in the car could see Erin since we were so much higher, still I was worried about her freaking out and I decided to be extra cautious.

The car, a beat up ten-year-old red sedan went rushing by and Erin’s head quickly looked up. She shot me a look of concern, but I immediately explained that there was no way they could see inside, and she seemed to relax and accept the explanation. In fact, I felt I had built up some credibility with her by my efforts in moving over. A few seconds later, I reached over and patted her naked thigh, and Erin moved her hips as if encouraging more contact but I drew back.

“Later sweetie,” I said, stifling a laugh.

“Ass,” she said, reaching to the A/C controls to make it warmer.

We drove on and the occasional car would go by which no longer seemed to concern her. In fact, she was now showing almost no reaction and kept her attention focused on the magazines and music. On several occasions, I asked her how she liked being naked, and each time she replied that is was for me, although I was pretty sure she was enjoying too.

The sun was low and the car had become quite warm inside since she had adjusted the A/C. I noticed that she had grown quiet, and looking over I saw that her head was tilted back and her eyes were closed. The way her mouth hung partly open I surmised she was dozing, which I felt was probably a good thing. After all, vacation is about rest and this part of the trip was the toughest, with little of interest to see.

After a few minutes, I looked back to see an eighteen wheeler quickly catching up, and I decided to increase speed to keep the distance between us. I went to five miles over the limit and then ten, but still the truck was overtaking us although now more slowly. With a sigh, I decided I would rather him pass then risk a ticket, so I moved to the right lane and slowed. The truck bore down from behind, directly behind me in the right lane, and was about to move to the left lane to pass, when some evil impulse within me acted.

With a jerk of the wheel, I pulled back into the left lane and sped up intending to let the truck pass on Erin’s side at a slow rate, and get a cheap thrill from putting her on display while she was sleeping. Since the inside of the BMW is very quiet, I hoped that the truck would pass without her realizing.

My nervousness made me speed up several times before I finally let the truck approach our car. It closed the distance until it was on the back bumper, now edging forward very slowly, and as his window came alongside, I worried that maybe he wouldn’t look and if he did he might not be able to see because of the glare of the low sun.

Looking over, I could see it was a Peterbilt truck pulling an apparently empty livestock trailer, and with my peripheral vision I watched the front wheels slowly inch forward until they became even with the passenger door. Slowly, with the seconds feeling like minutes, they continued to overtake us as my foot on the accelerator became the dynamic that subconsciously controlled the pace of closure. Realizing I was hindering the last step, I let off the pedal slightly and the truck moved forward quickly with the cab passing Erin’s window.

I’m not sure whether the next move was me or the truck driver’s, but within seconds the truck’s window was right next to Erin’s keeping perfect pace. Even though I couldn’t see him, I knew he was feasting on my beautiful wife, viewing her completely nude below his elevated seat. Thankfully, there was only a background whine of his tires that gave away his presence, and so far, it had not been enough to attract my wife’s attention.

After driving together for a short distance, I started watching the odometer, as a mile went by, and then two, and we remained in synch. We were driving fast enough that no one was approaching from behind, and the unseen driver was able to maintain his voyeuristic treat.

I was concentrating on the road when I heard Erin gasp, and looking over I saw her hands trying to cover her breasts and pussy.

“What are you doing?” she hissed more than yelled, but her anger was clear.

I immediately dropped back and the truck began to slow too, but I wouldn’t allow him alongside. Erin unsurprisingly was giving me a very harsh stare.

“What the hell! I mean what the hell!” she exclaimed, with her voice rising.

“Okay, sorry,” was all I could think of to say.

“You’re not sorry at all. You did it on purpose and you liked it!” she accused me, as she saw me fighting to hold back a smirk.

I was now going about 50 mph and the truck, realizing the show was over, was rapidly moving away.

“You let him see your wife naked you pervert!” she exclaimed, and when I didn’t say anything she went on becoming very agitated, “Hell, pull up again and I’ll play with myself for him.”

And, when I didn’t respond, she challenged me harshly, “You’re actually thinking about it aren’t you?”

“Erin, he has no idea who we are,” I said to her, partially playing, but somewhat serious too.

Erin reached for her clothes in the back seat, but I caught her arm and stopped her.

“No, not yet.” I commanded.

I had never done anything remotely that bold before, and the look she gave me was part confusion, part anger, along with something else too that I took to be a bit of curiosity.

“Do you want him to see me again?” she asked, as if reading my mind.

The question was asked in a tone that had lost much of the previous anger, and I think her curiosity had a great deal to do with it.

“Yeah,” I replied, after a long pause.

“Why?” she asked, and I never realized a simple one-word question could be so hard to answer.

It took me a bit to gather my thoughts, and several times I considered just stopping and forgetting the whole thing. After all, we had already had an experience way outside the norm and maybe it was best to just be happy with that.

“Well I guess it’s different and wild…you know. And fun. And we are on vacation,” I finally answered, thinking it was a feeble attempt at putting into words why the whole thing aroused me.

The truck was now a half mile in front of our car and continuing to move away.

“You didn’t even discuss it with me. You were just sneaky,” she scolded, and she was right of course.

“I was just playing,” I answered, unable to think of what else to say.

“At my expense!” she exclaimed.

“You’re right. I’m sorry,” I responded, realizing it was best to tactically retreat.

“You’re just sorry you got caught! What you really want is to do it again,” she challenged me.

“No, never mind. I was wrong,” I said.

There was a long silence, and the truck continued to disappear until it was barely visible. I was worried I had been too bold and would have to deal with the consequences, especially so early in our vacation. But, for some odd reason, I also wondered what was going through the mind of the truck driver.

“You shouldn’t be sneaky,” she finally said, scolding me not for my desire, but for not discussing it with her.

“Would you have let me?” I asked, as my eyes locked onto hers.

There was a silence that lasted several seconds before she spoke, “I’ll do what you want.”

There was a strange look in her eyes, one that I couldn’t recall ever seeing before. Had it actually excited her too? It must have some I thought to myself as I continued to stare. At least, I rationalized it that way when I pushed the accelerator down.

It took a couple minutes to catch back up, and I wanted so badly to break the silence and say something funny or witty, but my mouth was dry and Erin seemed to be struggling with the same issue. So, we closed the gap in silence.

The trucker clearly saw us coming back because he suddenly slowed the rig. Drawing near, I slowed to match his speed and once more the last few yards to draw even with his cab seemed to take forever. I could see that Erin was looking straight ahead, expressionless, but her nipples were very erect and her breathing a bit ragged.

“Relax, sweetie,” I said, trying to ease things, but all I got was a nervous look.

We finally got alongside, and after several seconds of Erin looking straight ahead, I saw her glance up at the driver and a few seconds later she did it again.

“What does he look like?” I asked.

“Older guy, in his forties with short hair and a beard. He’s wearing a cap too,” she described with short forced breaths.

I thought that this could describe about fifty percent of the males in the country, but it wasn’t time to get picky.

“Is he looking at you?” I asked.

“Yes,” she responded quickly.

“What’s he doing?” I queried, forcing myself to concentrate on the driving.

“Just looking…staring,” she replied.

“Does he want you?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she whispered, with a hint of exasperation.

“Spread your legs wider,” I said to her, expecting a bad reaction, but unable to control myself.

Instead of showing anger, she settled into the seat more and opened her legs, which allowed me to see her pussy, and I could tell she was very wet.

“You’re soaked,” I said, unable to hide my surprise.

“Please stop this now,” she implored me.

I realized that I had pushed pretty hard and it was time to back off, so I slowed down and let the truck move away.

“Thank you,” I said to her, before she could speak.

“Did that turn you on?” Erin asked me, while looking hard into my eyes.

“Yeah, it did,” I admitted.

I wanted to ask her the same thing, but held my tongue knowing the answer already and deciding it was the wrong time to press.

“I’m putting my clothes on now,” she announced a few seconds later.

“Not yet,” I replied.

“Why?” she followed with a nervous look, no doubt wondering what I would attempt next.

“You have to kiss me first,” I told her with a big smile.

She looked down then smiled and leaned over to kiss me. It started as a deep kiss and got only more passionate before I finally had to break away or risk crashing.

“You’re special,” I said to her.




“Why?” she asked, fishing for more.

“A gorgeous, sophisticated and educated woman who will let her guard down and play like you did is every man’s perfect fantasy,” I explained.

“You won’t hate me in the morning?” she asked, giving me a vulnerable look.

“You might not be able to walk in the morning?” I replied, giving her a huge smile.

Erin started to put her clothes on, but I wasn’t ready to go all the way back to normal.

“No bra or panties, okay? I asked.

“Okay” she answered, with a small grin.

Forth-five minutes later we crossed the border into New Mexico, and thirty minutes after that we came to the first significant town.

“I think it’s time to stop,” I told her.

“Yes. It’s been a long, strange day,” she answered.

We pulled into the cleanest looking motel on the highway, and I went into the reception and five minutes later we had a room.

“Room 234. Second floor near the back. Supposed to be very quiet,” I explained.

We parked, grabbed our travel bags and climbed the stairs to the outside walkway that lead to the room. Inside was that standard motel room, which consisted of a king size bed, a small round table with two chairs, a TV and a window A/C unit that rumbled.

“Are you hungry? I asked.

“Not too much. I’d rather get a big breakfast in the morning,” she suggested.

Using the remote, I flipped on the TV and found some mindless sitcom and we watched it for a while, then Erin announced she was going to get a soda from the vending machine at the end of the building. She was gone less than five minutes, but when she returned I could tell something had happened.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, grabbing her arm to get her to look at me.

“Nothing,” she replied.

“Well something happened. Tell me,” I demanded.

“He’s here,” she responded, with a nervous look.

“Who?” I asked.

“The truck driver,” she answered, looking even more nervous.

“Are you sure? That would be an odd coincidence,” I followed, thinking it would indeed be a strange occurrence.

“I’m sure,” she responded.

“Did he see you? Did y’all talk?” I asked, getting agitated that I was being forced to pull every detail from her.

“Yes, when I turned from getting the soda he was just standing there. Leaning against the rail. He asked how I was doing, but I just walked away,” she explained.

“Well fine then don’t worry about it. He can’t do anything. Just lay down here and drink your Coke and relax,” I said to her.

Erin gave me an annoyed look then sat down, and I moved next to her while we watched TV. It wasn’t long before I pulled her closer and put her head on my chest where I stroked her hair and told her softly not to worry.

We had been watching TV for about ten minutes when we heard noise on the walkway outside our room. At first, I thought it was someone just passing by and paid little attention, but the sound would approach, then stop for a few seconds and then start again, and it gave me the impression that someone was loitering, maybe pacing, just outside.

The noisy A/C unit started cycling and the sound outside was lost, and I went back to concentrating on the TV, but after a little while, my curiosity got the better me. I tried to be nonchalant, and went to the bathroom first so not to worry Erin, then ambled towards the window.

Pulling the curtain slightly aside with my fingertips and looking out, I could see the walkway was empty. Whoever was out there, if anyone really had been, had left, and I was just about to go back to bed when I saw a movement at the far end of my vision.

Slowly the form of an older man came into view. He was tall, over six feet and thin, wearing jeans and a western style long sleeve shirt that was untucked with the sleeves rolled up. He had cowboy boots on as well, and my first thought was that maybe these boots were what was making the noise I had heard. As he got closer I could see he had short light brown hair coming from beneath a well-worn cap, acne scars on his cheeks and a tight beard.

When he neared the front of our room he slowed and looked towards the window, and I involuntarily shrunk back even though I was sure I was hidden.

“What did that truck driver look like?” I asked Erin.

“Why, is he out there?” she responded, turning towards me with a frightened expression.

I described the guy to Erin and from the look in her eyes I could tell it was him.

“You have an odd taste in men,” I stated, hoping to lighten things up, and her response was an obscene gesture with the fingers on her right hand.

The A/C stopped with a shudder as I moved back to the bed to sit with Erin.

“What should we do?” she asked, looking a bit worried.

“Nothing, he can’t really do anything. He’ll eventually go away,” I explained.

“He makes me nervous,” she replied, grabbing my arm.

“Well it seems you made him horny so I guess y’all are even,” I laughed, still hoping to calm her.

“You made me do it. It was your idea,” she quickly countered.

“You enjoyed yourself,” I replied, a little too brusquely, which brought from her an annoyed look.

“It was different.” she replied and ever so slowly a grin came to her face. Before I could think of something to say, she jumped up and declared, “I’m going to take a bath.”

“Get me a Diet Coke first,” I told her, thinking I was being clever.

“No way, you’re crazy. You want me to get raped?” Erin blurted out, losing her smile.

“He’s not going to hurt you. He just saw the most beautiful woman in the world naked and just can’t believe his luck.” I replied while laughing, still trying to reduce things.

I really didn’t think the man was a threat, and in reality the whole situation had left me very excited. In addition, I was interested to see if I could continue to prod my wife, as we were on new but very interesting ground.

“You really want me to go out there?” she asked with a confused look, that also had some hurt it in.

“No sweetie. I’m just playing,” I answered, backing off instantly.

“You better be,” she replied, hitting my arm.

We continued to sit on the bed with our back against the headboard watching TV, but I could tell Erin was nervous from her fidgeting. So, I was completely caught off guard and stunned when she finally spoke.

“You want me to get you a Coke?” she asked, staring straight at the TV.

“Actually get me a Dr. Pepper,” I said to her in the best “matter of fact” voice I could muster.

Erin sat for a bit longer then slid off the bed and got some change from her purse. I realized when she was almost to the door that she was still without her bra and panties, as I could see a hint of her nipples poking through the shirt. I was learning very quickly that my beautiful wife, who all this time I thought was quite conservative, had a playful streak.

“I’ll watch from the window,” I said to her in support, as she opened the door.

“Okay,” she replied in a nervous voice, but her eyes had a strange, almost excited look too.

As soon as she left, I jumped to the window and pulled the curtain back. I could see about three-fourth of the way to the vending machine, and Erin’s lovely rear quickly disappeared from my view.

It felt like several minutes went by with her out of sight, and I started to get worried conjuring up thoughts of axe murderers, and although I really didn’t think the trucker was a threat, you never know. I was just about to step outside, hoping I hadn’t pushed things too far, when I saw her coming back towards the room.

She was about half way back when suddenly I heard something else, and I realized it was the sound I had heard before that I had attributed to the trucker’s boots, and it was coming from the opposite direction. As Erin got closer, I could see her eyes looking past the door towards the direction of the sound, and I prepared myself to act if needed.

The trucker suddenly passed my place by the window now putting himself between Erin and the door, and as they met, I could see him talking, but could not hear what was being said. Erin, although looking nervous, was speaking too, but far less than the man as if she was merely responding to his questions. Her nipples were poking straight through her shirt and if I could see them, then obviously the trucker could as well, and amazingly they kept talking for several more minutes before he stepped aside and let her by.

“Took you a while,” I said while standing next to the bed, having rushed there when she came to the door.

“I saw you at the curtain,” she announced.

“Well it was quite the conversation. But I couldn’t hear it,” I said, expecting her to describe it.

“Too bad,” she replied, realizing she now had the upper hand.

“Well?” I asked, prodding again.

“You know he’s actually very nice,” she said, while fighting back a grin.

“Well what did I miss?” I asked with my own smile, annoyed at her evasiveness, but knowing I couldn’t show it.

“Oh he just asked if he could see me naked again,” she said, before going into the bathroom and closing the door behind her.

“Well what did you say?” I asked when she came out several minutes later.

Erin gave me an odd look, then answered with some annoyance, “What do you think I said? I can’t believe you. I think you really want me to do it again.”

“Did he really ask to see you naked again? How did he ask? I mean what did he say?” I probed, mangling the question in my haste.

“He said he would love another show,” she explained, as her eyes questioned me.

She was acting vulnerable, but knowing that her nipples got hard gave me the courage to press.

“Would you consider it?” I asked, suddenly getting very excited by the idea.

“You know I didn’t realize I was married to a damn pervert,” she replied while shaking her head.

“Yes, but I’m your pervert,” I grinned.

“You truly want this? Because this is freaky weird. I know we are on vacation and I admit it was interesting in the car but why do you want to do this? I don’t understand?” my wife asked, looking straight into my eyes.

“Never mind. I’m sorry,” I replied, looking down at the ground like a whipped puppy.

“You’re crazy. I’m taking a bath,” she told me, grabbing some things and closing the door behind her.

Despite the scolding, my head was completely consumed with the idea of getting her naked in front of the truck driver again, and I ran a hundred scenarios through my brain while she was gone, almost working myself into a frenzy. I knew she was right as it was freaky, truly freaky and not something a husband and wife were supposed to do, but something inside me found it monstrously exciting. The fact that I knew she had become at least somewhat excited made it even more interesting, as I had never seen a hint of behavior from her before that would indicate that she had these leanings. In fact, since I had known her, she had always been the consummate professional woman and respectable wife while always demonstrating proper decorum. A part of me wondered if it was because the opportunity had never come up before or perhaps I had been too timid with her. Was there even more beneath the surface that I hadn’t yet found?

Erin was only in the bathroom for twenty minutes, but it felt like hours. Finally, she came out with a towel around her body and sat down next to me while working on her nails. I didn’t say anything hoping she would be the one to re-engage in the discussion, but finally growing tired of waiting, and with my own reticence growing about bringing it up again, I decided to call it a night.

“Okay, I’m going to sleep,” I informed her.

“Lost interest in showing me to strangers?” she replied, after a short pause.

“Well you didn’t say anything so I thought you weren’t interested,” I countered.

“Good,” she answered, seemingly bringing it to an end.

More silence filled the room as we seemed to be caught in this verbal jousting. Suddenly, on an impulse, my hand grabbed the towel at her shoulders and pulled it from her body.

“But it would be interesting,” I said, placing my hand on her leg and stroking the inside of her thigh.

I can’t this is just too weird. I’m not like this and it’s already gone too far today. I can’t even believe we are having this conversation,” she answered, her eyes pleading with mine.

“We’re on vacation sweetie. Anything goes. We’ll never see this guy again and no one will know but us,” I responded, trying to sound convincing, and now feeling empowered since the subject was back in the open.

My hand which had been slowly working its way up her leg now came in contact with her pussy, and I discovered it was slick with her juices, even after her bath. Despite her talk I knew she was turned on too, so I pushed one finger inside her, then two as small moans came from her while she shifted position to give me better access.

“Let’s make love,” she begged through her moans.

“After,” I said, knowing she knew what I meant.

There was more silence from her, and since I didn’t know how to read it, I stayed quiet too. For a moment, I wondered if it meant she was considering it or it was an indication of her anger brewing, but that question was soon clarified.

“Are you sure? I mean really sure? It seems so wrong,” she finally spoke.

“I’m sure,” I replied instantly, with a mind that was fueled more by lust than sense.

It was a strange lust too, and abnormal. I mean what husband wants to have his wife displayed to a stranger? Especially, some random truck driver.

“You’ll have to get him,” she finally said after a long period of silence, as my fingers played with her pussy.

“Why, what do you mean?” I asked.

“He’s in his truck,” she said.

“Truck? Where?” I continued.

“In the lot behind the hotel. He’s sleeping in the truck camper,” she informed me, and I realized part of the conversation they must have had.

“Truck sleeper,” I corrected.

“Yes,” she replied.

I remained still for a moment, letting my thoughts race through my brain one final time, then got up, put on my shoes, and without looking back headed towards the lot. There were nine trucks parked there but only one cattle trailer so it was easy to spot. Slapping the side of the door brought no response, and I had reluctantly given up and was walking away back to the room when I saw him climb from the cab of another truck. Immediately, he saw me and started walking over.

“Interested in coming up for a bit?” I asked, with my voice shaking.

He stood there and looked me up and down for a moment then said with a grin, “Yeah, let me grab something first.”

He went to his truck and came back quickly carrying a twelve pack of beer under his arm.

“My name is David by the way, what’s yours?” I asked, extending my hand.

“Merle,” he replied with a slow, deep drawl while shaking my hand.

As we walked towards the motel, a truck behind us blasted its horn twice, making me wonder how much he had said to the others in the lot.

I knocked lightly on the door then used my card key to enter. Erin had put on the same shorts and polo shirt she had worn during the drive, and tuned the TV to a music channel playing country. She was biting her lower lip which was a telltale sign that she was very nervous, and she looked first at me before her eyes moved to Merle. We all stood there awkwardly for a few seconds before I finally spoke.

“Why don’t you sit down Merle?” I said, pointing to one of the two chairs next to the small table.

Merle put the beer on the table, took one and offered us one too which we both declined, then sat in a chair while I took the other leaving my wife to sit by herself on the edge of the bed. Close up, in the light of the room, I could see that Merle was more lean and rangy than thin, and there seemed to be a certain natural strength in his body evident by the way he carried himself. I could see the beginnings of a tattoo protruding from his rolled-up shirt sleeve, and from the dusty look on his clothes and the musky scent from his body it seems that he hadn’t bathed recently.

The conversation was slow and forced, and I sensed that Erin was getting cold feet. So, getting desperate to save the opportunity and to try and improve the vibe in the room, I turned off the lights leaving the TV as the only source of illumination, then quickly grabbed a beer.

“I’ll take one too, please,” Erin said in a shaky voice.

My wife is basically a wine drinker, occasionally mixed drinks, but never beer. In fact, I’m not sure I could recall ever having seen her drink a beer.

“I want you to know I really enjoyed this afternoon. You know driving is boring as hell but you made it a good day. Hell, you made it the best day I ever had,” Merle suddenly spoke, in a way that made me think these were more words than he usually said in a week.

Even though Merle was a relatively uneducated country guy, the words had an immediate and positive effect on Erin. A smile lit up her face and I could see there was also some pride there too.

“Thank you that’s very kind. It was the first time I ever did something like that and it feels very strange,” she replied, quite sincerely.

“Would be a much better world if beautiful women did things like that more often,” he said to her, with a raspy chuckle.

Erin laughed with him, then the room fell silent once more. “Honey?” I said, catching her eyes hoping to move past the awkward silence.

“Are you sure?” she asked, with pleading eyes.

“Yes, honey. Merle won’t mind,” I encouraged her.

“My husband wants me to take off my clothes,” Erin blurted out, I think to test both our reactions.

“Well that seems like a good idea to me. Be like winning the lottery twice in the same day,” he responded, while reaching for another beer at the same time.

His words brought another smile to Erin and she fidgeted on the bed acting several times like she was going to pull her shirt off but each time stopping.

“Why don’t you stand up?” I said, trying to help.

Her eyes locked on mine for several seconds then she stood and began pulling the shirt over her head. When she finished she threw it on the floor next to her feet, and I was surprised to see she had put on a bra, although she still looked fantastic.

Next, she unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them over her hips revealing a black thong, and she looked at us nervously, shifting her weight from one foot to the other while we looked on in silence.

There was another pause, although this time I felt that it wasn’t modesty, but rather some teasing on her part. With a final look at both of us, she reached behind her back and undid the clasp on the bra and let it fall off her arms revealing her perfect breasts. Merle gave a sigh and nod of approval while I sat there with my mouth too dry to make a sound. Next, she pushed down on the strings of the thong, rolling it over her hips and down her legs, until she stood there sleek and beautiful letting Merle’s eyes feast on her nude body. This time though, she wasn’t separated by moving vehicles going over 60 mph, this time, she was only a few feet away.

Amazingly, Merle didn’t say anything. No crude comments. No corny hick sayings that I feared would be forthcoming and insult her. Instead, he just sat quietly and looked on, seemingly content, although I started to suspect that his silence was purposeful as part of his attempt to increase the sexual tension.

The first he spoke was when Erin tried to sit on the bed, “Don’t sit down. I like the view this way.”

She seemed to take it as both a compliment and a sexual tweak like someone had pinched her nipple. Her body shuddered for a moment, but she stayed standing and actually straightened her back some to show herself better. However, after several minutes, I could see she was getting tired, so I offered her my chair and told her I would sit on the bed. In doing so, I moved it to the middle of the room and turned it so it was mostly facing Merle.


I didn’t understand what drove me, but I was deeply aroused by the situation. It felt almost like an out of body experience watching Erin undress and seeing Merle’s eyes on her. My mouth was bone dry and I had to force my breathing, and my dick was completely hard in my jeans, painful from the awkward angle it was being held. The best part was that every action, every word was new and unscripted, and this unknown element was like gasoline on the fire of the sexual tension.

Erin sat in the chair and fidgeted while trying to find a modest position, and when she realized there wasn’t one, she became still with her legs straight and both feet on the floor. Her arms were at her side, and with her back straight against the chair, her breasts projected forward almost like an offering to our guest. In addition, her small nipples pointed out fully erect and the significance wasn’t lost on anyone. Merle stared at her without expression which seemed to make Erin nervous and caused her to fidget even more.

“Mind if I take my clothes off?” Merle asked, in his slow drawl.

I sat up straight at the edge of the bed, bracing for the reaction I was expecting from Erin. Surprisingly, she took it well, and instead of showing shock or anger like I had expected, she was quiet at first, then smiled and responded.

“Why do you want to take your clothes off?” she asked in an even voice.

“Well just seems ungentlemanly to let you be naked by yourself,” he replied in the same slow cadence.

Merle had the ability to speak without giving any non-verbal expressions to go with it. It made things a bit disconcerting when trying to get the full understanding of his intent, but I think it also intrigued Erin. It was almost like I could see the wheels turning in her head which made me reconsider whether we were dealing with a one-dimensional bumpkin or someone who was capable of seducing her at a more complex level.

There was silence in the room after his answer, and I realized that Erin was actually considering his request. This was way beyond my expectations, but I certainly wanted to see where it was going to go so I kept my mouth shut.

“I think that’s a very gentlemanly view. But I don’t think that’s a good idea,” she finally said.

“I don’t think it would hurt anything,” I suddenly blurted out, no longer able to contain myself.

Both sets of eyes quickly turned to me, and my wife had a surprised look, but Merle had a hint of a smile. I knew he realized where I was going and that it was going to be us against Erin in this game.

“Looks like my husband has spoken,” Erin said, placing an emphasis on the word “husband”.

There was some annoyance in her voice, but she can be very competitive at times and I realized that she was throwing the control to me.

Merle looked at her for a moment then stood up straight and began undressing. He was very deliberate in taking off each article, folding it and placing it in an organized stack on the floor next to his chair. It seemed odd given the general dirtiness of his outfit, which added further to the surreal situation, and when his shirt came off, we could see that he had a tattoo on his arm of a naked woman and a large one on his back shoulder of a skull.

He left his jeans for last, and when he started pushing them down, I glanced at Erin to see that her eyes were glued to his crotch in anticipation. He seemed to sense this and slowed down to build anticipation, and when the jeans finally passed his hips Merle showed us his nice, healthy seven-inch partially erect and circumcised cock. It projected out from a sparse thatch of pubic hair and tapered from a fat base and middle to a pointed head.

Merle stood there naked, still wearing his cap, with his lean body and pock marked face, but somehow managed with his eclectic manner to come across as interesting. I watched as Erin looked him over and her eyes and breathing gave her away, as there was no question she was aroused. It only remained to be seen how much and where it might lead. I wondered how much of her arousal was driven by the situation and how much was from Merle the man, but seconds later, when his eyes fixed on hers and her nipples appeared to become even harder while she inhaled deeply, I knew that a good part of it was the man.

“Well now what?” I laughed, trying to break the silence.

“I don’t know. Good question,” my wife replied with a nervous laugh, fidgeting again in the chair.

“Well this old guy is in hog heaven. I don’t need nothing else. I’m looking at an angel,” Merle answered, with his healthy cock now almost completely hard.

I found his words to be corny, but glancing at Erin they had a much different effect. The look on her face showed that she was extremely flattered, and given Erin’s upbringing and education I thought it amazing that he would have this impact, but nonetheless it was there.

“Thank you,” Erin replied.

Merle took his cock in his hand and began slowly stroking it showing no shame. I was surprised he had taken this bold step, but had to hold back a smile when I saw Erin trying hard not to look and failing.

“Do you have a family?” Erin asked, to take the focus from his action.

Merle used that question to describe to us his life. He told us about his divorce from a few years ago and his son who was now eighteen and a senior in high school. In the process he knocked off his beer and opened another. He offered one to Erin, but she declined although she took a large swig of the one she already had while doing so, and all the time he never stopped playing with himself.

“Why don’t you move that chair over here?” Merle asked, tapping the side of his chair, “David doesn’t mind do ya?”

Erin looked at me and when I didn’t reply she moved the chair towards him, but not all the way, as there was still about a two-foot gap between them. Still, she was now within reach and it was no surprise when he placed his hand on her leg just above the knee. Erin had to know it was coming, but her body shuddered nonetheless and she looked at me again. When I didn’t intervene, she quickly downed her beer and took another offered by Merle with the hand that had been on his cock.

As soon as she took it, his hand went back to work and even in the dim light we could see he had pre-cum leaking from his opening. Seconds later, using the hand that had been on her leg, Merle grabbed the bottom of the chair and slid it another foot towards him. His hand immediately went back to her leg, but now was much higher.

“Okay Merle what are we doing here?” Erin said, startled from the move.

She started to rise from the chair, and at first I thought he had gone too far and it was all over, but when he spoke his words had a calming effect.

“I’m really sorry. I just couldn’t help it,” he replied with a grin.

“That’s not very gentlemanly.” Erin responded to him, and while her words came out shaky, she surprisingly settled back onto the chair.

“I know I was bold but you’re just so goddamn pretty,” he told her, and his compliment further defused the situation.

For the moment, Merle was content to stroke himself and Erin’s thigh halfway between her knee and pussy. He made small up and down movement with his fingertips while we sat in silence with the minutes ticking by. Then something happened I wasn’t expecting, when with a soft tug from his hand, he pulled her leg open just a bit. It was barely noticeable, but it had occurred which seemed to imply that she was acceptable to his attention. Merle face lit up with a pleased look, although he remained silent, while Erin made a quick look towards me, although I pretended I hadn’t noticed. However, now I had a perfect view of her labia which in the low light appeared to be glistening.

Merle’s hand slowly started straying higher and when it had come within an inch of her pussy Erin caught me staring.

“David?’ she said in a questioning, almost pleading voice.

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest and my mouth was still very dry. I continued staring knowing I should intervene and stop this craziness, but I had to just see a little more, and when I didn’t speak, Merle took it as a continued signal of permission.

“Oh my God,” Erin’s breath sucked in, when Merle’s fingertips softly contacted her pussy.

Quickly, Merle began slowly stroking the full length of her slit, and Erin without prodding opened her legs even more. She too must have taken my silence as acceptance, but in any event she was now clearly responding to his touch.

“I knew this pussy would feel good when I saw it from the truck,” Merle said, in a hoarse whisper.

“Ohhh…David this is too crazy,” my wife said through her gasps, when Merle’s fingertips partially disappeared inside her.

Our eyes locked when she had regained some control and I gave her a tiny smile, and when she saw it, her look changed rapidly from concern to confusion to acceptance. It looked like she had decided she wasn’t going to be the one to stop it if I wouldn’t.

“There ya go,” Merle said, when she opened her legs even more.

Merle’s hand was now alternating between stroking her slit, penetrating her with a finger and tickling her clit, and her breathing was coming in short pants and gasps as he got her more and more aroused. Soon, Merle had my wife squirming in the chair, when he suddenly dropped to his knees, pushed his hands under her ass and buried his bearded face between her legs.

“Ugghhh…ugghhh…ohhh…” she grunted out loudly, when his tongue found its prize.

First, her hands seemed to be pushing on his shoulders in an attempt to force him away, but within seconds they were on the back of his head, holding then pulling him into her.

When Merle had her in the right position he took one hand and started massaging her breasts and pinching her nipples. Erin’s small nipples are very sensitive and his attention almost immediately brought high pitched squeals from her. It was like watching my own personal porn show except this one was with someone I knew and loved - whose life I shared and it made it much more personal, yet I was incapable of stopping it. In fact, I didn’t want to stop it. I had never been so turned on, and it was a type of excitement I had never felt before. I was completely sucked in and consumed by the spectacle like a moth to a flame.

Merle’s hands went back beneath Erin and with a smooth motion he lifted her from the chair, turned and took her to the bed. I stepped out of the way as he lay her down before he dropped on his knees on the floor and pulled her pussy back to his mouth. Her squeals and the wet lapping sound of his tongue on her flushed opening filled the room, while I stood to one side pulling hard on my cock through my pants. It wasn’t long before I undressed and sat in a chair to watch the incredible show.

“No…not there…ughhh…” I heard Erin grunt.

At first I didn’t know what caused the response, then I realized that the hand he had between her legs wasn’t there to play with her pussy, instead it was to finger her ass. Erin had never allowed me to touch her ass and anal sex was completely out of the question. She whined for a while in response to the intrusion, but before long his mouth and finger seemed to be in rhythm and her sounds turned to cries of pure passion.

Merle brought her close to release then stopped. This brought a pitiful wailing sound from my wife as she tried to force her pussy into contact with his face.

“Don’t stop. PLEASE!” she implored him.

The truck driver lifted himself over her and started licking her breasts and sucking on her nipples, and although she was enjoying the attention, she kept moving her hips seeking some contact.

“Merle you can’t fuck her,” I told him when his cock got close to her pussy, but I got no response.

Instead, he moved away from her breasts and started kissing and licking her feet then worked his way up licking every spot on her until he was concentrating on her neck and ears. I had never heard of this being done but it had an incredible effect on Erin. Her whole body was now shaking and her hands were running all over his body. He had positioned himself so that one leg was between hers, and as he moved up his cock dragged over her leg leaving a wet trail with his juices to mark its path.

Merle moved his other leg between hers and she opened hers to allow him room without protest. His cock was now lined up, but still several inches above her, and I nervously wondered whether he would try to fuck her or if he would honor my demand. When I saw him dip his hips, I had the answer and I saw the tip of his cock touch her between her labia and leg. The next move was Erin’s as she shifted her body clearly seeking his cock. Merle kept dipping his hips and now his cock was running up and down her wet slit, so I knew I had only seconds if I wanted to stop their mating.

“Erin?” I said softly.

“Ohh…ohh…my God!” my wife moaned loudly.

I had been too slow. In that brief moment, Merle’s cock had found its target and her soaking pussy had accepted him fully inside. My beautiful wife and the truck driver were now fucking. The scene was too bizarre and powerful to stop, and I found myself standing at the edge of the bed squeezing my cock knowing that with one stroke I would shoot across the room.

Sounds can be just as erotic as sights and the combination of her moans, his grunts and the wet slapping sounds of their bodies meeting filled the room and made my knees weak.

“I knew this pussy would be good,” he stated as his ass rose and fell, “You like this cock?”

Erin had never been vocal during sex so I was surprised when she answered, “Yes, oh yes, don’t stop.”

“I was jacking off in the rig watching you and thinking about fucking you,” Merle told her speeding up his movements.

“Were you? Oh… God do it,” she cried out.

Erin’s legs were now wrapped around his waist and her hands were on his strong shoulders while Merle’s head was buried in the side of her neck, as he used all his energy to plow into her.

“You’re going to get it all. All my juice,” he grunted.

“I want it … don’t stop,” she gasped back.

Merle lifted himself on his elbows and started a rapid thrusting into Erin. I thought he would tire, but he kept up the relentless rhythm which was driving Erin rapidly towards an orgasm. I saw him look down into her beautiful face and kiss her, and their tongues worked each other’s mouth as they fucked, which for some strange reason I found to be the hardest thing to accept.

“Give it up. Give it up to me,” he demanded of her, as they broke the kiss.

“I’m almost there…don’t stop,” she whined.

“I ain’t stopping I’m going to fuck you all night!” he shouted.

“OHHH…OHHH…I’M THERE…SHIT…FUCK ME!” she suddenly wailed, as her legs began a spasm like motion kicking the air, and I watched her go through the most powerful orgasm I had ever seen.

“Oh Merle, keep going, don’t stop. Please…” she whined, wanting and needing it to continue.

It was too much for him though and six thrusts later Merle started shooting his load into my beautiful wife, “THERE…yeah…take it all…take it!”

His thrusting became erratic and then slowed until it finally stopped altogether, and all that was left in the room was the sound of the lovers trying to catch their breath. The skull tattoo on his back seemed to be looking at me and smiling as the full realization of what had just occurred hit me.

“Get off her,” I said in a stern voice.

Merle reluctantly rolled off with his fat cock flopping across his hip as he rolled away. Erin remained splayed open and when she caught my eyes she had a look of panic. She didn’t realize I wasn’t angry until I climbed between her open legs and pushed my own cock into her now thoroughly fucked pussy. She was very hot and unbelievably wet, and the sensation was not like anything I could imagine. I could smell his scent on her when I got close, but I needed to cum too badly to worry about anything else.

“Get your stuff in there too man,” Merle urged from beside me.

I lasted less than a minute before I came hard inside my wife almost losing consciousness from the power of my climax, and when I was done, Erin wrapped her arms around me and rocked me as I softened inside her. Finally, to get some air, I fell to her side away from Merle, and pulled Erin’s back to me, cupping her breast with my left hand while kissing her neck and ear.

“Mmmm…” she moaned in a satisfied voice.

My climax had drained me and I closed my eyes for just a second and before I knew it I had fallen asleep. I woke some time later, at first disoriented, before gaining my bearings and remembering the events. Except for me, the bed was empty, but I could hear soft groans coming from somewhere in the room, and it took me a moment to realize they were coming from the floor on the side of the bed. Staying quiet and raising my head, slowly Erin came into view. She was leaning forward, her head close to Merle’s while she rode his cock as he lay on his back. They were whispering so I couldn’t catch all the words, but it was clear Erin was enjoying the sex.

“Erin you have a damn good pussy,” Merle said in a voice loud enough to make out.

“Shhh… don’t wake him,” she whispered.

They said some things to each other I couldn’t make out as they continued to mate, and I tried to inch closer to them on the bed without making a sound.

“You’re going to make me cum again,” I heard her tell him.

“Does this old dick feel good?” he asked her.

“Oh yes, it’s so thick,” she moaned in reply.

“Come on out and let me fuck you in my truck,” Merle said to her, talking in a manner that would have normally been offensive to her, but which now seemed only to excite her.

“You want me in your truck?” she asked.

“Yeah, let’s go,” he pushed.

“Have you had many women there?” Erin panted, still riding him.

“Some, but you’d be the best,” he replied.

“Would I? Okay, but just for a little bit,” she said to him before changing her mind, “Wait I can’t leave him.”

“Come on. He wants you well fucked,” Merle said, now grunting from the sex.

“No, I can’t. Just fuck me here,” she answered, as her breathing becoming ragged.

In response, Merle flipped her onto her back and started fucking her fast and deep.

“Ohhh…yes, fuck me Merle,” my beautiful wife begged.

Merle amazingly started moving even faster and leaned down kissing on her neck before moving to her mouth. Erin accepted his lips and they started a long, deep embrace. In the middle of it, her legs left the floor and opened wide. She was giving herself to him completely and willingly taking everything he wanted to give.

Like before, her climax started first and it sped through her quickly.

“Ohhh…God yes…ohhhhh…” she moaned trying to keep quiet, but failing while her legs kicked and her body shook underneath him.

“Yeah…its good isn’t it,” Merle grunted, and it looked like he was close too.

“Oh, Merle don’t stop I’m still cumming,” she gasped as her body shook even more, then it really hit her, “OH FUCK…OH MY GOD…OH YES…FUCK ME GOOD…PLEASE!”

I realized I had watched my wife have the two most powerful orgasm she had ever experienced with both coming from a complete stranger, but at that moment, it didn’t matter to her as she was simply connected to a cock that was giving her complete fulfillment.

Her response must have pushed Merle over the edge because he started grunting and thrusting hard, “Oh yeah…take it in that hot pussy. Take it. Damn, I’m cumming a gallon.”

I watched his ass clench and release repeatedly as he pumped his semen into Erin’s pussy. Finally, they slowed and then stopped completely. I gave them a few minutes before getting off the bed and finding that he was still buried inside my wife with his head resting in the crook of her neck.


“Think it’s time for you to go Merle,” I said.

Merle remained motionless for a while and I was just about to tell him to leave again when he slowly started disengaging from my wife. As soon as he was on his knees at her side, Erin seemed to get a sudden dose of modesty because she took her shirt that had been on the floor and used it to cover her well used body.

Merle quietly started dressing while Erin rose and put on her shirt and shorts, while only I stayed naked. When he was done, he nodded at me and leaned down and kissed Erin on the cheek.

“Best I ever had,” he said, then moved to the door.

“Goodnight Merle,” Erin said as he left the room.

“Do we need to talk?” Erin asked, looking very sheepish.

“Not now. Get in bed,” I demanded.

As soon as she was on her back, I slid into her and started humping fast.

“I love you.” Erin whispered.

“I love you too honey,” I replied snuggling into her neck, letting her know not to worry.

Seconds later I erupted into her gasping and grunting as my cum left me, feeling like it took part of my life power with it. I collapsed to her side and pulled her close to me kissing her and smelling the scent of Merle heavy on her body.

“Honey?” Erin spoke with concern in her voice.

“Not tonight sweetie. Go to sleep,” I said, rolling her enough to get the bedspread and sheet over us.

Amazingly, I slept very deeply and only awoke when the sunlight was filtering through the curtain. Erin was still out no doubt from exhaustion and I hoped she had slept well.

“Honey, we need to get going,” I said, gently pushing her shoulder.

Erin took a shower then I followed and we were soon packed and on our way. We stopped on the edge of town, had a good breakfast then got on the road, and proceeded with little talk which I think was bothering Erin.

“Are you mad at me?” she suddenly asked, about twenty minutes later.

“No honey I’m not angry. I was there with you and let it happen,” I replied sincerely.

“Yes, why did you?” she asked.

It was a question to which I currently had no answer. At least not one that wouldn’t take hours to explain.

“I’m not sure. I’m still figuring that out,” I replied as best I could.

“Okay,” she responded, seemingly accepting my answer.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked, now putting her on the spot.

There was a long pause and she started to speak several times before finally saying, “Well you were there. You know I would be lying if I said no.”

“You’ll have to explain that to me over a bottle of wine some time,” I replied in a way that I hoped she found non-threatening, and when she smiled I knew it was accepted well.

“Honey there’s just one thing,” she said.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“We need to find a pharmacy. I went off birth control last month,” my wife announced.
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We drove for almost two hours before we found a town large enough to have a pharmacy that carried the morning after pill, and as we stood there to pay, the clerk asked if we planned to use Medicaid. I guess this was a common way of paying in this part of the country, but I could see Erin bristle at the question before politely explaining should we be using her credit card.

Along the way, we sporadically talked about the night before repeatedly coming back to the subject from different directions, and each attempt at the conversation was awkward as if we were probing each other to understand our feelings.

“You can’t be mad at me. You made me do it,” Erin said defensively from out of the blue, starting one of these discussions.

“I know,” I replied without elaboration.

“I’m serious,” she implored.

“I know. I agree with you,” I answered more emphatically.

“So you’re not mad?” she asked, looking at me with those big eyes that always got their way.

“I’m not mad,” I said.

We drove in silence for several minutes.

“You said last night you were surprised,” she stated.

“I guess some,” I told her.

“What does that mean?” she asked nervously.

“Well I guess I didn’t think it would go so far,” I said, laughing to try and lighten the moment.

I had thought about how to answer this question knowing it would come up but it was still awkward.

“I know,” Erin responded, sounding a little confused but also happy that my response was light hearted.

“Much more than I expected,” I said stupidly continuing.

“Meaning?” she demanded quickly.

“Meaning that you are usually so conservative that I thought it was out of character for you to go so far. It’s okay though. Hell I was pushing you so I have nothing really to complain about,” I explained, after a pause.

“Yes, you did push,” she replied, attempting to get the upper hand.

“We can do it again sometime,” I said in jest, again trying to keep things from getting heavy.

“Oh you think so, huh?” she replied with a sound of annoyance, that I couldn’t gauge if feigned.

We drove through New Mexico and into Colorado leaving the freeway in Pueblo. The countryside was beautiful, but the road was demanding requiring my full attention leaving little time for casual conversation. By early afternoon we made it to Aspen and found the house without trouble. It was on the outskirts of town on about two acres, and had a secluded feeling as it was set back on a secondary road in a stand of trees. The house had two bedrooms, a master with a king size bed and a smaller one with twin beds, a very nice kitchen and a combination dining and living room. In addition, there was a deck that ran along the backside of the house that overlooked a small stream.

We rested that afternoon before going into town for dinner then spent the next two days exploring the town and going on several hikes on trails close by. In the evenings, we would sit on the deck as the sun set sipping wine and chatting before going to bed and making love. I thought the encounter with the truck driver had been left behind and I was happy to have it that way. However, on the third night, after the majority of a bottle of wine, Erin returned to the topic.

“I’m struggling with what happened and I know despite what you have said you must be disappointed in me,” my wife blurted out, in a slightly slurred voice.

The way she said it though made me think that she was fishing and wanting my validation.

“I’m not disappointed in you at all. If anything you should be disappointed in me. But, sweetheart I’m not interested in judging what happened. I love you totally and always will so please don’t be upset,” I said while reaching for her, and pulled her close to me.

“Please answer something for me and don’t hold back,” she requested, pushing me away gently and looking into my eyes.

“Okay,” I replied, trying to clear my mind quickly to be able to answer what I knew would be a difficult question.

“What were you thinking and feeling when uh…you know…when we were doing it,” she asked.

“Well let me see,” I said, buying time to develop a good answer before continuing and trying not to sound judgmental, “Truthfully there was some surprise and we have talked about that. I remember I was very nervous because I was shaking and trying to catch my breath. It was erotic too though, I have to admit, to see you get so aroused.”

“It didn’t bother you to have another man with your wife?” she asked, now looking down towards the floor.

“I don’t think bother is the right word. It’s like my mind was not completely connected. Part of me was very excited with what occurred but there was also a part that needed some time to think it through,” I explained, happy with my answer.

“And now, after thinking it through. Any regrets?” Erin asked.

“No, I don’t think so. We did it together,” I replied.

“You’re a wonderful man,” Erin replied, seemingly happy now, and she crawled onto my lap, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me.

“Nothing wrong with a wife that’s a naughty girl from time to time,” I said, to break the tension.

“You liked me being naughty?” Erin asked, resting her hand on the bulge in my shorts and looking at me with a grin.

“I’ll admit I did to some degree,” I replied to her sincerely.

We cuddled and kissed while continuing to discuss the truck driver. In a strange way, the episode had brought us closer together as we were communicating in ways we had never done before. Fantasies and sexual interests had always been difficult for us to talk about with each other, but now it was like the ice had been broken. We weren’t there completely, but we had made a good start.

“Are you hungry?” I asked after a lull in the conversation, since it was now 7:00 PM.

“A bit. Maybe just something quick and simple though,” she replied.

“Agreed. Let’s go to that café at the end of the road. It seems casual and not too crowded,” I suggested.

Twenty minutes later we were seated in the café, although once entering it seemed more like a bar that an eating establishment. The friendly waiter who doubled as the bartender brought over some worn menus and took our drink orders. We stuck to wine and amazingly the obscure brand was not too bad. Unfortunately, the menu was lacking so we decided to split a burger as the safe alternative.

“What interesting things are there to do that tourists don’t know about?” I asked the waiter when he brought the check.

“Well there is a pretty good live band Thursday night at the Broken Yoke. Usually gets lots of locals,” he explained.

“Anything tonight,” Erin asked.

“Pretty quiet tonight but you can always hit the hot springs,” he said.

“Hot springs?” Erin and I asked, almost in unison.

“Yeah, Templeton Springs. Very nice and quiet spot a bit off the beaten track. Course you have to hike in about a mile and a half,” he explained.

“It’s open at night?” Erin asked.

“It’s always open. I’m not sure who controls it, but I’ve never heard it to be closed,” he laughed.

We got him to write down the directions to the trail head not sure what we were going to do but wanting to be prepared, then paid the check and left.

“Let’s check it out,” I suggested when we got in the SUV.

“Okay, but if the trail is too rough I may want to stop,” Erin said.

“Fair enough,” I replied.

We went back to the house and got our hiking gear, a backpack with more wine, and our swim suits then headed out following the map directions. The trail head was only about five miles away but to get there required several turns before we ended up on a dirt road that passed the landmark we had been given for the trail head. Parking the SUV in a small area barely off the road, we found the trail and headed out using flashlights to illuminate the way. The trail was narrow but not too difficult and after thirty minutes and numerous ascents and descents we came into a more open area with less vegetation and large boulders along the path. After the last turn, our flashlights illuminated several pools with vapor rising from the water.

There were in fact three pools. One fairly large perhaps thirty feet by twenty feet that fed into a smaller pool that was round and about twenty feet in diameter. The third pool was to the side of the large pool and was only ten feet in diameter and was separated by a barrier wall of only a few inches.

“Wow this looks nice!” I exclaimed, finding a dry spot to drop the gear.

Erin made her way to the large pool and tested the water then did the same at the other pools.

“This one is a little less hot that the other two,” Erin explained, pointing to the round pool fed by the large one.

I opened the backpack, pulled out our swimsuits and we quickly changed then entered slowly from the side of the large pool into the hot water.

“Whoa that will loosen your muscles,” I said with a sigh, as I dropped shoulder deep into the water.

“Ahhh..” I heard, and turned to see Erin right behind me with a big grin on her face.

We found the bottom of the pool then nudged up on the side until we found a good sitting spot next to each other. The outside temperature had dropped significantly and it was now around forty degrees, which was certainly cold enough to keep us in the hot water.

“Now this is why we came to Colorado!” Erin laughed.

We sat next to each other, chatting and relaxing in the therapeutic waters for several minutes.

“Get the wine. I’m going to check out the rest of the place,” Erin said as she moved towards the smaller pool.

I crawled up to the backpack and pulled out a bottle, opened it and poured some of the liquid into the plastic cups we had brought.

“Erin, come get your wine,” I said to her.

“Bring it here. This one is not as hot,” she proposed.

Erin was in the lower pool and I made my way to her holding the cups in front. I had to work my way over a natural wall of rock that separated the pools but when I got to her I realized that the water now was indeed less hot and more manageable. It made a nice contrast to the larger pool.

I went back twice to refill our cups as we continued to enjoy the water illuminated only by the natural star light, and midway through the third cup I started working Erin’s one-piece suit from her body, getting no resistance.

“Make love to me,” she whispered to me, as I pulled the suit off her legs.

“I’m going to,” I told her, pushing her back against the rock wall and kissing her.

Anyone who has ever tried to have sex in water knows that it takes away a woman’s natural lubrication. Also, being partly buoyant makes it difficult to find a stable position to connect. After several minutes of trying and frustration on both our parts I finally worked myself inside. Even then, I could only make small movements or risk separating.

“Up here,” I said, indicating a flat ledge that was covered in a few inches of water.

I helped her climb onto the flat rock surface and then followed her up. The air was cold but pushing her onto her back allowed the water to cover half her prone body. I on the other hand was exposed to the night air, but by now I was so horny I barely noticed. I moved between her legs and mounted her as she sighed into my ear.

We had never made love in the open and even thought it was a secluded spot it would still be considered a public place. I know it excited me and I sensed it did Erin as well based on her sounds and responses.

Erin usually gets very quiet and still before she orgasms so I knew she was close when her legs rose and stiffened and her moaning stopped. Seconds later, her climax washed over her.

“Ohhhhhh yes, oh honey yes, yes….” she gasped and exhaled rapidly, while her body jerked beneath me.

Watching her cum is a huge turn on for me, so it was only seconds later that I emptied myself into her as my groans and body spasms took over from hers.

I pulled her off the ledge and into the water next to me where we cuddled in the sexual afterglow. However, the heat of the springs, the sex and the wine were taking their toll and we both quickly agreed it was time to head back. It seemed like slow motion putting on our clothes and gathering our stuff before hitting the trail back, and thirty-five minutes later we were back at the SUV.

When we arrived at the house, we went straight to bed. Too tired to make love again, we wrapped ourselves in each other’s arms.

“That was fun,” I said, describing the visit to the springs.

“Yes it was. This has been a good vacation,” she replied, and then started giggling.

“Why are you laughing?” I asked, thinking I knew the answer.

“A lot of firsts,” she replied.

“Anymore coming?” I teased.

“You never know,” she said with a yawn.

We slept in the next morning and didn’t get out of the house until almost ten. We started out with a three-and-a-half-hour hike then went to town for lunch followed with her shopping and me trailing along trying not to appear bored. By the time we returned to the house, it was after five.

“What’s the plans for the evening?” Erin asked, as she flopped onto the sofa.

“How about let’s go to the fancy restaurant in the centre?” I asked.

Now Erin loves good food and upscale places, so I was not surprised at all when she enthusiastically endorsed the idea. I called ahead and got a reservation for seven which gave us just enough time to clean up before heading back to town.

Erin had brought a simple but elegant black cocktail dress which she wore with heels and I wore flannel pants with a navy blazer. The dinner was very good and the wine we selected was nice as well so when we left we were satiated with a nice buzz going.

“Where are we going to make love tonight?” she asked, putting her hand on my thigh as I drove.

“City park?” I answered, smiling at her.

“You know where it is?” she deadpanned.

“No, guess we’re out of luck,’ I laughed.

“Let’s go back to the springs,” she suggested after a brief silence.

“Seriously? It’s late sweetie,” I replied to her, which brought a pout.

“It’s not that late. Don’t act like an old man,” she countered.

“Okay, whatever you want,” I acquiesced, as even though I was worn out from the day I was also very happy to see Erin letting go.

We went by the house, changed quickly and loaded the backpack before driving to the trail head. Like before, we parked the SUV in the empty space next to the road and headed towards the springs. Having a feel for the trail made the going easier, even after the wine over dinner, and a short time later we arrived. This time we didn’t bother with suits and just stripped and eased into the water.

We started off in the hottest pool and leaned back against the wall admiring the stars overhead that were unencumbered by clouds, and provided some illumination for the springs. After about fifteen minutes, we switched to the cooler pool and that’s when we heard the noise.

It was difficult to make out at first, but soon it became clear it was coming from the direction of the trail. Moments later the sound turned into voices and we knew that someone was approaching.

We had only made it as far as the hot pool when beams of lights broke into the area causing us to go neck deep into the water. There were four flashlights being carried, and one suddenly swept across us moving past then returning quickly.

“Oh, sorry,” a husky male voice said from a face that was hidden behind the glare of the flashlight.

“Well I guess that explains the car,” another male voice offered.

“Can you kill the light,” I asked, annoyed by its glare and the beam was turned off.

From the other lights moving on the edge of the pool we could see there were four people that had arrived — three men and a woman. Without saying anything to us, they began disrobing and then one by one entered the pool we were in completely nude. In the semi-darkness, two of the men looked to be of average height and build but the third was taller but thick with a barrel chest and large thighs. The woman had short hair and a slender torso but her hips flared out to a full butt.

Even though the pool was large enough to accommodate all of us with some privacy, the large guy made his way to the center followed by the others so that we were forced to acknowledge their presence.

“Nice night,” the large man said, in a slightly sarcastic way.

“Yes, it is,” I answered, trying not to show my displeasure at their arrival.

My name’s Dan, this is Carl and Wayne and she’s Penny,” he said as a form of introduction.

“I’m David and this is my wife Erin,” I replied.

“You’re not from around here are you?” he said rhetorically.

“No we’re not. Is that a problem?” I said, too defensively.

“Oh hell no. Just haven’t seen you two before. Not many tourists find this spring. We come up here every week. Usually more come. This is a quiet night,” he explained.

Erin was neck deep in the water being very still and staying close to my side. I could see the men’s eyes looking at her trying to gauge her looks, and whether she was nude I suspected.

“Wayne, get us some beers,” he commanded then asked, “You two want beers?”

“No thanks,” I quickly replied.

Wayne came back with the beers and they started talking amongst themselves, drifting to one end of the pool, which gave us a bit more privacy.

“Should we go?’ I asked Erin.

“Wait till they go to the other pool and then it will be easier,” she suggested.

After Dan finished his beer, he moved back towards us until he was only a few feet away, and now that he was closer, we could see better what he looked like. He had short sandy colored hair and his full face was covered by a closely cropped beard. His upper chest and shoulders were developed but from work rather that the gym I suspected. He had an odd way of curling his lip when he spoke which made it look like he was sneering.

“Do you guys smoke weed?” he asked bluntly.

Both Erin and I had smoked a few times with close friends but I really didn’t want to cross some social bridge with this guy.

“No, we don’t,” I told him.

“Mind if we do?” he asked.

“Not at all,” I answered.

I caught him staring at Erin again and his gaze was only broken when Wayne came up from behind and handed him another beer.

“Go get us a joint,” he told Wayne, who seemed to be his servant.

Wayne returned quickly with a joint and a lighter, and the marijuana attracted Carl and Penny to come over as well. Dan lit the joint then offered it to me and when I turned him down with a shake of my head he made the offer to Erin who did the same thing. Shrugging his shoulders, he passed it to Penny who in turn passed it to Carl. Wayne got it last, took a slow hit then handed it back to Dan. They continued the circuit until it was gone.

“I’m getting hot,” Penny said.

It looked like this would be our opportunity to depart once they moved to the smaller pool. But, instead of moving to the cooler water, Penny hoisted herself up on the ledge right next to us where Erin and I had made love the previous night. The move left her exposed to the rest of us and I got an eyeful of her naked form before I redirected my gaze.

Up close now, I could see she had light brown hair on her head and a darker full bush between her legs. Her breasts were on the smallish side and her flared hips looked more feminine now. She had nice juicy looking lips that seemed to be made for kissing. She wasn’t bad looking, but had that back country look of a woman that spent little time on her appearance. Perhaps in her mid to late thirties, by the look of her body I concluded she must be a mother.

Next Carl and Wayne lifted themselves onto the ledge, one on each side of her. Carl was balding, had a weak chest and a pudgy middle with a penis that seemed shriveled from the water. Wayne had dark curly hair, a more developed physique and several tattoos on his right arm. His cock was not impressively long but was quite thick. Neither of the exposed men seemed concerned about showing themselves to Erin.


Dan was the last to get up and before he did he motioned to Carl to move to one side so he could sit next to Penny. With a grunt, he heaved himself up with his arms and sat down. It was impossible not to notice his large cock which now was on display. It was thick and long enough that the head actually was under water. There was a mass of hair around the base of his cock and some extended up the shaft. The head was plump and much darker colored than the shaft giving him a two toned appearance. Dan and Carl looked like they were around forty, and Wayne was clearly the youngest of the four and I guessed he was our age.

When he first got up on the ledge, I thought I heard a faint gasp from Erin, and now as my wits returned and I averted my gaze I turned to see her looking down at the water in what appeared to be a forced effort to not look in their direction.

“Let’s move to the other pool,” I said to her softly.

I took her hand and moved towards it hoping we could drift away without a conversation but it wasn’t to be.

“Where ya going?” I heard Dan ask behind me.

“Going to this other pool,” I said, not looking back.

We arrived at the ledge separating the two pools, and unfortunately, there was no way to cross over without coming out of the water. The others were now twenty odd feet away and it was dark, still I wondered if Erin would want to expose herself. To my surprise, she moved across the ledge without hesitation while exposing her beautiful ass.

“Nice,” I heard the voice behind me, as I followed her over.

“Let’s wait a few minutes then we can circle to our clothes and leave,” I suggested.

“Just ignore them. It’s not that big a deal. Don’t let them ruin our time,” she replied, surprising me with her attitude.

“Okay, I’m fine if you are,” I replied, still a bit concerned.

“I’m fine,” she said, then leaned back and closed her eyes.

I pulled her around so she was floating prone across my waist while I sat on a submerged rock outcropping. I rocked her back and forth and the tips of her breasts, just penetrating the water’s surface, left a wake as they moved.

“Go get us some wine,” Erin requested after a few minutes, with her eyes still closed.

Without responding, I let her float away from me then got out of the pool into the cold night air and took the long way to the backpack. There, I got the cups and plastic container filled with wine and returned to my wife. Glancing over, I could see the group watching me. They had returned to the water and were formed in a tight group talking.

Erin and I were finishing our first cup when the others crossed over like a herd of cattle into our quiet spot.

“Thought we would cool off here too,” Penny said with a smile, as she lowered into the water up to her waist leaving her breasts on display.

Erin had tried to sink into the water on their arrival, but had to keep her arm raised because of the cup which left the top of her breasts visible. It was no worse than how she would look in a bikini I rationalized even though she was getting stares from the men.

Dan had come up with another joint from somewhere and lit it with his lighter. He passed it around once and as it was going by the second time something in my said “what the hell” and I reached out. I took a long hit on it then turned and offered it to Erin who took it with a half-smile and did the same. The joint was quickly gone and Dan sent Wayne back to get another, and we passed it around until it was gone too. It seemed that Dan and Co.‘s pushy attempt to socialize had finally succeeded.

It had been so long since we smoked that it hit us fast and hard. My head was spinning and looking at Erin she seemed to be in the same way. The disorientation was also making her forget about her position in the water, as she was now standing in a way that left her breasts exposed to just above her nipples. Glancing around I could see the all of them looking at her mounds no doubt hoping they would get a chance to see the rest.

Erin suddenly realized how exposed she was and dropped further beneath the surface of the water. But, less than a minute later she bobbed up and this time her nipples momentarily were revealed.

“Those are some damn nice tits,” I heard Dan say through my buzzing brain, and Erin’s only response to the comment was a silly grin.

We chatted aimlessly with the group interspersed with what felt like long periods of silence as each person dealt with the drug’s effect. During one of the quiet periods, I caught myself with my eyes closed drifting away and had to force my way back to the moment. Looking up, I was shocked to see Wayne had moved to one side of Penny and was openly fondling her breasts while Carl had positioned on her other side and had her head turned to him and was kissing her. Even more surprising was catching Erin staring intently at the scene, and off to one side, not participating in the foreplay, was Dan who was watching Erin.

I had to admit that the erotic nature of it all made it difficult not to watch and as much as I tried to look elsewhere my eyes kept returning to the threesome. The two men traded tasks and now Carl was playing with her breasts while Wayne kissed her neck and lips, while Penny emitted soft purring sounds of pleasure.

My weed influenced concentration had been so intent on the show before me that I hadn’t noticed that Dan had worked himself closer to Erin.

“You like what you see?” I heard Dan ask Erin softly before he laughed, “Penny likes attention.”

She didn’t respond but a few seconds later I felt her fidgeting in the water and again just for a moment her breasts rose from the water providing us a view of her small nipples pointing upward.

I was now feeling the same way I had with the truck driver. A deep feeling of concern existed in my gut that was being overpowered by an intensely erotic act playing out before me that was clouding my judgment. Penny had become very aroused and was squirming which made it even more difficult to turn away.

I looked at Erin again and her eyes were half closed and her breathing was coming in short irregular gasps, and I realized that she must be getting effected by the scene too. I moved my hand over until I found the side of her leg which startled her and she turned and looked into my eyes.

“Are you okay? Should we go?” I whispered to her.

Erin turned briefly and looked at Penny between the two men then looked back at me and nodded her head yes.

“We’re going to call it a night,” I announced, as I took Erin by the arm.

“Night’s young man,” Dan replied, as we turned.

Ignoring him, we climbed into the cold night air with Erin in the lead and as she stepped onto the rock ledge her legs spread giving everyone in the pool a perfect view of her small shaved pussy. I knew Dan was feasting on Erin’s beautiful body and rather than making me angry it actually excited me. I felt my cock stiffen and I had to hurry to hide it from view. Because of the pot, we took longer than normal getting dressed, but finally we were done and started towards the trail.

“Nice meeting y’all. Especially you sweetheart!” Dan shouted, as we left them behind.

We made our way down the trail talking about the surreal experience and occasionally breaking out in giggles. I was happy Erin hadn’t gotten upset and in fact I suspected she had been a bit turned on. We reached the car and went straight to the house going to bed almost immediately feeling the impact of the wine and pot.

Despite my drowsiness, as soon as Erin’s naked butt was snuggled against me I knew that I needed to make love to her. My hands began running over her legs and then over her tummy before arriving at her breasts where I lingered, massaging them gently and softly rolling her nipples between my fingers.

“Umm…that feels good,” she moaned.

“I need you,” I whispered to her, letting my hand run down between her legs and finding her very wet.

“I know honey…me too,” she sighed, turning to kiss me.

Foregoing preliminaries, I rolled on top of her as she spread her legs and found her opening. Her hand took me and rubbed my dick over her cleft getting the head wet before bringing me to her opening where with a gentle push I slid easily inside.

“Damn you feel good,” I gasped.

“Mmm….I forgot what sex was like while high,” Erin giggled.

We began a slow, gentle motion. My dick which was completely inside her was sliding in and out just a little as I rode her, but the feeling of us coupled and moving in unison was still very exciting. We kissed and fondled each other as we writhed slowly, but our passion started to rise and before long I was pushing into her faster and her legs started to open.

“You are so damn beautiful,” I said to her sincerely, feeling the need to speak.

“You just say that because you’re in love with me,” she giggled in reply.

“Well I am in love with you, but you’re beautiful too,” I answered, not wanting my words to be diminished.

“Oh baby…make love to me,” she sighed, letting her nails trace their way down my back and over my ass which made my back arch and my cock to go deeper.

I started moving faster pulling almost all the way out then dropping hard into her. I could tell she was getting close, as was I, and I hoped she would get there soon as it was feeling to good to slow down.

“Oh David. It’s all yours. Don’t stop,” she begged.

I knew she was right on the edge. Erin likes it very hard when she starts to climax, so I began moving with deep forced strokes making her grunt but also taking her over the top.

“Oh yes…oh yes darling.do it!” she called out, as her body tensed then released and she started jerking and thrusting against me.

In the process, my dick came out of her and with a squeal she found it and brought it quickly back to her swollen pussy. Leaving her, even for just that moment, had allowed me to gain control and when I was back inside I was able to ride her through her orgasm and then continue for a minute with a furious pace before letting loose.

“OH SHIT ERIN! Damn! Damn!” I forced out of my mouth between deep breaths, as I felt my balls being drained.

I closed my eyes and threw my head back and reveled in the wonderfully feeling of my wife. Finally, with a final last push and wiggle of my hips to force the remaining semen from my dick I collapsed on top of her letting my head fall into the crook of her neck.

“I love you,” I said, and her arm came up and wrapped around me.

We stayed that way until we had both caught our breaths. As I lay there cuddling and gently kissing her neck and ear, the thought of our time at the hot spring came back and I snickered to myself remembering her nude in front of the strangers. I had to admit, in retrospect, it was a turn on to see how much attention she had received.

“I wonder what happened to Penny?” I said, laughing a bit.

“I think she did just fine,” Erin answered, laughing too.

“All three?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Probably,” she replied.

“And you’ve only had two.” I said in sarcastic way, referring to our time with the truck driver.

As soon as I said it, I regretted it and braced for a bad reaction. Instead, I got an equally smartass reply.

“Yes, too bad you made us leave,” she countered, and since I couldn’t think of a good answer, after several seconds of silence she started giggling then said, “I win.”

“Funny,” I said, pretending to be annoyed but she just kept giggling.

“I doubt that was Penny’s first time,” she said when her giggling ended.

“But they wanted you,” I whispered into her ear softly, then kissed her neck making her squirm.

“Why do you say that?” she asked.

I suspected she knew I was right and was just fishing for my response but I played along, “The way they looked at you. How they looked when they saw your breasts. Didn’t you see how the big guy, Dan, kept trying to get closer?”

“Yes he did move close,” she agreed.

“Close enough to touch you,” I replied, and I felt Erin flinch ever so slightly, almost imperceptibly, and she got quiet.

I sensed there was something she was holding back and not saying.

“Did you want him to touch you?” I finally asked, fishing for the secret, and my dick, still inside her, started to tingle anticipating her answer.

“Mmm…well he did touch me some honey,” she responded slowly stroking my hair nonchalantly.

“WHAT?” I replied, lifting myself up on my elbows and looking down at her smiling face.

“Just for a few seconds,” she said in a way that let me know she was in control.

“Where? How?” I asked, stumbling to ask a coherent question, “Are you serious?”

“On my leg under the water,” she answered in a soft voice.

“Where on your leg?” I asked, frustrated that she was making me pull every piece of information out.

“Right here,” she said, taking my hand and placing it on the top of her thigh only inches from her pussy.

“You let him? How long? Did he get closer?” I shot back.

“Maybe ten seconds…maybe a bit longer. It was just there and then you said we were going so it didn’t make sense to make a scene,” she explained.

I realized my cock had become completely hard again and had journeyed deeply into her tunnel. In addition, my hips were twitching and beginning to move. I was a bit stunned and at a loss for words, and my mind went back to the pool and the three hungry men who would have eagerly taken her one after the other if they had the chance. And the large man, Dan, who had the nerve to reach out and touch her. Did he know that she wouldn’t push him away or cry out for help?

When my mind returned to Erin, I realized I had her hands clasped above her head and was holding them with one hand balancing myself with the other. My dick was now moving faster into her our combined juices making the going easy.

“You were naughty again,” I said.

“I’m sorry honey,” Erin said, staring into my eyes as her breathing became labored.

I lost control of myself and began wildly thrusting into Erin driven by the vision of Dan’s hand on her leg. There was something else too. I had felt it after the truck driver fucked her. Something in my brain, likely primordial, demanded that I take her back – that I reestablish my position. What I was doing was about power and not about making love. I could see Erin beneath me with her mouth open emitting cries that sounded like a mixture of pleasure and pain, but instead of being caring and responsive to her needs, I was on a race to deposit my seed.

“UGGGHHH…UGGGHHH…FUCK!” I bellowed as my balls tightened again, and the small amount of semen I had left me and entered Erin.

Drenched in sweat, I immediately fell onto her, but unable to catch my breath I broke free and rolled to her side.

“Are you okay?” she asked, turning to me and stoking the side of my face.

“Yeah,” I answered, unable to say more.

Erin shifted closer to me and we silently began to drift to sleep. During that peaceful time of exhaustion right before sleep I thought about my reaction and what Erin must think. She had to realize that my uncontrolled taking of her had been provoked by her admission of being touched by Dan. How would she reconcile all of it in her head I wondered?

I was up before Erin the next morning feeling quite rested and was showered and ready with fresh coffee by the time she stirred. We drank a mug together, talking about what was in store for the day, before she got up and had a light breakfast of granola and yogurt. Afterwards, she went to the bathroom to shower and get ready while I cleaned up the house.

We spent the morning hiking then drove to a nearby town for lunch followed by Erin browsing the quaint shops in the downtown area for several hours while I had coffee and read a newspaper. That evening, I made dinner for her at the house. Erin didn’t seem to be interested in talking about the night before, and I didn’t want to either as there were still some things I was trying to get straight in my head. That night, we went to bed early and fell asleep quickly, forgoing any love making.

Thursday morning came and after breakfast we sipped on coffee and tried to make a plan for the day. We had already done all the hikes we had researched before coming up and Erin was tired of shopping, so we piddled around the house and read some before walking into town for lunch. Later, we read some more and then took a nap that lasted into the late afternoon.

“It’s been a relaxing day but I’m getting bored,” I announced.

“What do you want to do honey?” Erin answered.

“I don’t know. Got any ideas?” I asked.

“We can go to the Sushi place in town in a bit. You can have some Sake,” she said, grinning at me.

It was an inside joke between us that Sake had no effect on me. Of course it did quite a bit, but I would always comment while I was downing it that she shouldn’t worry. After one monumental hangover, she started the joke and it stuck.

“That’s a great idea!” I said, not willing to acknowledge her dig.

We got to the restaurant at seven but there was a wait so we didn’t get seated until seven-thirty. Of course, while waiting, I started in on a small bottle of sake, so by the time we ordered I was very relaxed.

“I’m going to take you to bed tonight,” I whispered, leaning over the table.

“Well I hope so. You kinda failed last night,” she replied with a big smile and a sparkle in her eyes, letting me know she was in a good mood.

I leaned back in my chair accepting my rebuke which caused her to start giggling.

“This has been a bizarre vacation,” I said, looking at her with a grin.

“Very bizarre,” she replied with her expression changing for a moment before her smile returned and she asked, “Are you having fun?”

“Of course. I always have fun with you,” I said in a sincere but matter-of-fact way, and the effortless way it came out actually was received by Erin as a huge compliment.

“I love you,” she announced to me, and the tables nearby.

We ate slowly savoring the good food and enjoying each other’s company so it was almost nine when we got up to leave. I had a nice buzz going and Erin seemed to as well so I asked her if she wanted to go somewhere.

“Do you want to grab a drink before we head back?” I asked.

“Sure, where do you want to go?” she replied.

“How about the bar in the old hotel on the corner?” I suggested.

We walked to the end of the block and entered the hotel but the bar was completely dead. In fact, there was no sign of the bartender.

“This is not very inspiring,” she commented.

“No kidding. Any other ideas?” I asked.

There was silence for a moment while we thought and then Erin spoke, “What about that live music place that guy told us about the other night? Didn’t he say Thursday was the big night?”

“Right. The Broken something, I think,” I replied.

“Broken Yoke,” she corrected.

Fifteen minutes later, after stopping for directions, we were standing at the door paying the $5 cover. The place was basically just one big room with a long bar covering about half of the wall opposite the stage. Definitely not a place for the Aspen glitterati, rough finished unpainted wood panels formed the walls and these were covered with old partially rusted metal signs and lighted beer signs. The tables and chairs were made from cheap metal resembling what you might find in a 50s diner and the stage was a wood platform raised about a foot off the main floor. Each of the bartenders and waitresses were dressed as they liked with most of them in jeans and t-shirts. It was warm and smoky inside as apparently this place didn’t cater to the smoke free crowd.

The band had just started at nine and the place was only partly filled, so we were able to pick from several tables. Selecting an out of the way one on the far wall, we sat down and ordered drinks.




The band was decent, mostly playing old country standards with an occasional progressive country song or folk song thrown in for variety. Slowly the place began filling up predominately with couples and small groups, so that by the time the band took their first break all the tables were taken and the bar was crowded too.

Preparations on the stage were just starting for the second set and the waitress had just delivered us a fresh set of drinks when across the room I spotted Dan standing and surveying the crowd. Behind him stood Wayne and just a few seconds later Penny came into my view as well. Great I thought to myself, just what we need.

They moved in a group to the bar as the band started playing and I watched Dan get the attention of the bartender. Erin was watching the stage and hadn’t spotted them yet nor had they seen us, as I watched them get their drinks then turn and watch the band.

I was discreetly keeping an eye on them when I saw Wayne elbow Dan and together they looked in our direction. Almost immediately, they headed towards us stopping in an open spot along the wall just behind our table.

“Well looky here,” I heard Dan call out from behind me, and his words made Erin turn and look followed by her shooting me a startled glance.

I tried to ignore them but I felt a nudge on my shoulder, and was forced to turn and acknowledge their presence.

“Hey there,” I said to Dan, trying my best to look undisturbed.

“Good to see you,” he said then nodded behind him, “You remember Wayne and Penny.”

I nodded to them and as I was doing so I saw Dan looking past me no doubt to Erin. For about the hundredths time since that night at the springs, I thought about his hand on her leg inches away from her pussy.

“How did your evening end up?” I asked Dan over the music, not wanting to appear intimidated.

“Real good. Course the next morning sucked,” he replied, laughing a little.

I just nodded my head in reply and there followed an awkward silence. I turned back to Erin and for the next ten or fifteen minutes we tried to focus on the band. Suddenly, the waitress appeared and she set another beer and glass of wine on our table to go with the ones we had still half full. When I looked at her she just nodded towards Dan, Wayne and Penny.

“Your boyfriend,” I said sarcastically to Erin.

“You’re complaining about free drinks?” she replied trying to be funny, while I turned and raised the beer towards the group and they smiled and raised their drinks to us.

A few minutes later, I had to hit the restroom. Of course, I was worried about leaving Erin alone, but when I returned and saw that they had let her be I relaxed some and allowed myself to be brought into a conversation with Wayne and Dan. After a few minutes I realized they weren’t really bad guys just rough around the edges. Somehow, Penny slipped by me because when I looked to check on Erin I saw that she had settled at the table in my chair.

“You mind if I dance with Erin?” Dan asked, when Wayne had left for the bathroom.

“I don’t think that a good idea,” I said to him, as my body stiffened, as despite my softening in my appraisal of him, I still didn’t want him touching Erin.

“Look man I know we were a bit strong at the springs but that place has a reputation for partying. I thought you and her knew that. We didn’t mean nothing,” he tried to explain.

“No, we didn’t know that,” I replied, and with this knowledge, there actions made much more sense.

“Yeah we figured that after you left,” Dan continued, “Sorry about that.”

Of course he neglected to mention that he had put his hand on Erin’s leg. I didn’t want to bring it up though so to change the subject I said to him, “We aren’t really dancers.”

“Hey if its going to bother you I understand. No worries man,” he came back.

Wayne returned and brought Dan another beer. We chatted for a bit longer and I found out that both of them were carpenters mostly working on the homes of the wealthy residents of the area. It was the busy time for them as they had to make most of their money during the summer. The rest of the year that would just try to stay busy doing small odd jobs. They explained that Penny was a secretary at the local hospital, and that all three of them had grown up in the area.

“You can ask her if you want,” I said quietly to Dan, when Wayne had stepped away.

Dan just nodded and stood there for several minutes until the band finished their song then stepped over the table and leaned down to Erin. She looked at him as he spoke then looked towards me, and when I shrugged, I watched her speak to him some more. At first, I thought she was politely declining, but suddenly she stood and allowed him to lead her to the dance floor.

It really wasn’t a dance floor, as the place people were using was just a small empty area between the stage and the front row of tables. Although the place had become crowded, there was just three or four couples dancing. It seemed the bar was more about drinking and listening to the music rather than dancing, so it was easy to watch them and I was pleased to see that Dan was holding her respectfully.

Not planning on going out, Erin had dressed down wearing everyday jeans and a simple blouse, but she still looked very good. In fact, with her natural good looks she was easily the best looking woman in the bar.

Wayne engaged me in a conversation on what Erin and I did and Penny stood and joined in too. Before long, I realized that several songs had been played and Erin and Dan were still dancing. Finally, they came back to the table and I could see that Erin had a light sheen of perspiration on her neck.

“Let’s go smoke a joint,” Dan suggested, when the conversation had slowed.

“I’m ready,” Wayne replied.

I looked at Erin and she shrugged and I was about to decline when Penny spoke, “Come on out with us. I need someone else to talk to besides these two.”

Her comments made everyone laugh and I replied, “Okay, what the hell.”

Dan called the waitress over and said we would be right back and as we moved towards the door I heard her say to him, “Don’t get caught again.”

We walked to the back of the parking lot where Dan’s old partially rusted pickup was parked, and when we got there he opened the door and pulled out a baggie with several joints already rolled. He lit one and passed it around and when it was gone started another that was also quickly gone. After the effects from the other night, I had intentionally gone easy on it, but I noticed that Erin had not held back and I made a note to myself to keep an eye on her.

Going back inside, while I ordered a round of drinks Wayne found a couple chairs so everyone could sit at the table. The table was positioned against the back wall, so there were three open sides. I was sitting with my back closest to the stage, to my right was Penny and then Wayne, Dan and Erin in a half circle, with Dan having made a point of positioning himself so he could sit next to Erin. We continued chatting although with the effects of the pot kicking in the conversation was becoming more stilted. Also, the place had become packed, and between the band and the crowd noise we had to raise our voices to be heard.

“I wish we were at the springs,” Penny blurted out, while the rest of us were discussing local celebrities, and it caught everyone off guard and stopped the conversation.

“Why is that girl?” Wayne asked her, with a snicker.

“I want to get naked and wet,” she announced loudly, also laughing.

“You don’t have to go to the springs to get naked and wet,” he replied, with a suggestive implication.

“You ass,” Penny replied, hitting him on the arm as she got his meaning.

I started a conversation with Wayne about their current work project, and soon Dan had joined in and together they were describing it in detail.

“This guy is from New York and only comes out a couple times a year but his place is huge. It’s up a secluded road and overlooks a nice valley. He’s got six bedrooms, an infinity pool, and big living areas. He’s never satisfied with the place though. Wayne and I have been doing projects out there since it was first built. We’re doing another big remodeling now that is taking most of the summer. I wish I had money to just play with like he does,” Dan told us.

“Does he have a family? Erin asked.

“Don’t really know for sure but I’ve never seen anyone but him. And we rarely see him. Mostly we deal with his architect. I tell you though there’s not pictures of anyone, wife or kids, like you normally see in houses,” he responded.

“It would be nice to see,” Erin replied in a casual way, showing signs of being quite high.

“Well hell, why not?” Dan responded immediately.

I don’t think Erin had intended for her comment to be a request. Rather, it was said in a way that I took to just be part of the back and forth of the conversation. However, Dan had taken it as a formal request from Erin.

“I don’t think Erin meant that we should really go see it,” I stepped in.

“Nah, it’s no big deal. We work there late all the time. No one’s going to notice. Anyway, there’s not another house for half a mile,” he answered quickly, with enthusiasm.

“Let’s go. I’d like to see it and I’m bored here,” Penny stated.

“You guys go ahead. We’re going to stay,” I told them, as it just didn’t feel right to go traipsing through a stranger’s house.

“Oh, come on. It’s not a big deal and you’ll be impressed. Trust me. Plus, it has the best view of the stars in Colorado,” Dan said, turning to Erin as he spoke.

“I wouldn’t mind having a look,” Erin said, looking at me to gauge my reaction.

“Well there you go!” Dan said, attempting to close the debate.

He turned towards the bar and waved at the waitress, signaling to get the bill. As he was doing this I took the opportunity to confirm things with Wayne.

“You sure it’s okay?” I asked him.

“Yeah it’s fine. We’ve been working there for two months and seen no one but the architect and the pool man and they only come mornings,” he laughed.

Erin’s interest had caught me by surprise so now, feeling outnumbered, I just shrugged and decided to go along. We paid our bills and headed out stopping in the parking lot to get rough directions from Dan and Wayne.

“It’s off of Terrell Road on the other side of town. Wayne why don’t you ride with them so they don’t get lost,” Dan said.

Wayne got in the front seat and Erin climbed into the back and we followed Dan in his beat up pickup out of the parking lot. I had the odd feeling that something was amiss and that maybe we were being set-up, but had no tangible basis for it. With Wayne in the car, Erin and I couldn’t talk about it so we settled for idle chat.

We drove for about fifteen minutes, leaving town and traveling up a canyon road, then turned onto a small lane before pulling into a drive with an expensive gate. Dan must have had the automatic opener because the gate started swinging slowly open and we followed him up the drive to a large two-story home. The outdoor lights were on, illuminating the beautiful property well, and I cringed at the cost it must take to keep a place like this up.

“You sure this is okay?” I asked Wayne again, and he just gave me a firm nod.

There was a long parking apron and we pulled into it and got out of the vehicles looking up at the large edifice rising before us.

“Glad to see someone is doing something right,” Penny exclaimed, as she walked up.

Away from town, the temperature seemed even colder, and we quickly followed Dan through a locked gate to the back of the house where we saw the infinity pool that he had mentioned. Around it was a large entertainment area that included an outdoor cooking pavilion and a spa that was attached to the pool. The whole area overlooked a tree covered valley and beyond that we could make out several snowcapped mountains. There was no furniture and I assumed it was all in storage. While we stood there, Dan opened a door to the house, worked the security code and disappeared returning a minute later with five beers.

“Hey this pool is warm!” Penny cried out, after having put her toes in.

“Yeah. No idea why they keep the heater on but they do,” Wayne said, shaking his head.

We sipped on our beers and looked at the night sky, which I had to admit, lived up to Dan’s comments. The stars were brilliant, stretching across the entire sky, and I had to agree that it was the best night views I had ever seen.

“Ready to look inside?” Dan asked after a few minutes, and we all nodded our assents and followed Dan into the home.

He began by taking us down to the basement where there was a living area, a bar, a pool table and card table along with a utility room that had the washer and dryer. Then back to the level we started on we found a formal dining room with a twenty seat table a gourmet kitchen, a large informal living area with a huge stone fireplace on one end and a bar, a study/library, another less formal dining room and two well appointed bedrooms. The whole back side of the house was sheathed in glass to maximize the view, and going up a floating stair case which provided an outside view, we came to the second floor with three large bedrooms and then a stunning master suite with the largest bed I had ever seen. In addition, the glass in the master bedroom extended partly up the roof line allowing someone to lie in bed and see the stars. Of course, there were amazing bathrooms everywhere too.

Dan and Wayne’s project was to rebuild the bookcases in the library using a different type of wood, and as we walked through they described the process and explained that they were about seventy-five percent complete. When we finished the tour, we settled in the couches in the informal living area while Wayne went to grab more beers.

“It’s breathtaking,” Erin said, sincerely.

“Dude’s loaded for sure,” Penny added.

Dan reached in his pocket and pulled out another joint and lit it just as Wayne returned, and although Erin declined the beer, she took her turn with the weed as it made the round.

“This is the most I have ever had,” Erin said, referring to the weed.

“How is it making you feel?” Wayne asked her.

“Relaxed.” she answered, with a silly grin.

“It’s making me horny,” Penny stated, which made us all laugh.

“Penny do you have children?” Erin asked her, and immediately I sensed it was a bad subject.

“I have three. The live with their dad in Denver. I’m not much of a mom,” she replied, tensing for a moment before letting out a forced chuckle to which we joined in.

After that, things got quiet for a spell and with the silence came a certain sexual tension. I knew it would be wise to thank them for the tour and leave, but the tension had a certain narcotic feeling to it that made me want to let it continue. My mind went to the encounter with the truck driver and how incredibly excited that had made me. Then too was my feelings and reactions when I learned that Dan had touched Erin’s leg in the hot springs. I had almost assaulted Erin with my lust after she told me. I didn’t know where it was all going but I wanted to continue with the feeling for a while.

“Can we get in the pool?” Penny asked Dan and Wayne, breaking the silence.

“Hell, why not?” Dan replied.

“Good now I can get naked and wet like I wanted,” Penny said, looking at Wayne.

I stood with Penny having made a snap decision that I wanted to see Erin naked with Dan and Wayne again, and we walked outside with Penny leading the way as everyone started to strip down. Penny and Wayne were the first in the water and I was right behind them. Dan had gone to a cabinet and come back with a stack of towels so he was a bit behind, but was shucking them fast.

Erin was bringing up the rear and was going noticeably slower which at first I thought was reluctance. But, when she was down to her sheer red bra and matching panties she stopped, looked towards me and said. “Honey, I need to lie down for a minute. My head is spinning.”

“Do you need some help?” I asked, moving towards the steps.

“No, I’m just going to back to one of the couches,” she said, and then put her top back on.

Dan was standing naked next to her and took her arm and started with her towards the door, but she said something to him that I couldn’t hear and he slowly let go. As she left, carrying her jeans over her arm, I saw her glance down at his large cock hanging flaccid between his legs.

The narcotic euphoria that I had been feeling quickly evaporated and for a few seconds I felt sorry for myself that it was all over for the evening. Then, my better sense hit me and I became concerned for Erin and hoped it would pass quickly. I decided to stay in the pool for just a few minutes then say my goodbyes, collect Erin and leave.

Dan got in the pool and seemed to have lost energy just like me with Erin’s departure. Wayne did some too and only Penny maintained her buoyant attitude. The water was pleasantly warm and we rested our arms on the edge of the pool and looked out over the valley while we chatted about random things. Penny was just to my left and her leg kept coming in contact with mine, a few too many times to be considered accidental.

“How often do you and your wife have sex?” Penny fired the question at me, from out of the blue.

“Excuse me?” I answered her, laughing at the way she had asked.

“Come on. Tell us. Wayne and Dan want to know and I do too,” she tried.

“Why do you want to know?” I asked.

I wasn’t upset. In fact, for some reason I kind of liked the subject. Whether it was the pot and alcohol or the remnants of the sexual euphoria I had been feeling I didn’t know. Still, it would be weird to just answer a question like that so I played dumb.

It was Penny who answered again as Dan and Wayne seemed happy to let her do the heavy lifting. “These two think your wife is hot and they saw her naked the other night and in her undies just now. They’re probably going to jackoff later thinking about her. You need to throw them a bone.”

All of us got a laugh from her choice of words, and I decided there was no harm in answering the question so I told them, “Three or four times a week.”

“Does she like sex?” she asked quickly.

“Yes,” I replied.

“She cum every time,” the question came as soon as I answered the previous.

“Usually. Not every time,” I said.

“She like oral?” and like before, the question came immediately upon my reply.

“Penny, you’re out of control,” I said, chuckling to ease the tension.

“Does she?” she repeated.

“Enough of the questions Penny,” I said, ending the exchange, and as I floated in the warm water wondering what was coming next, I realized I was completely hard.

Minutes later, Wayne moved towards the steps and grabbed a towel.

“Where ya going?” Penny asked.

“Take a leak,” he laughed as he gave the crude reply.

“Well check on our beauty queen while your in there,” Penny directed him, and a second later her leg once again brushed alongside mine.

I thought about telling him not to bother, and that I would go in and check on her, but I stayed quiet as the narcotic feeling started to build in me again. My body started feeling numb, like I was on a good high, my breathing quickened and it was hard to focus my thoughts, as the visions of her with Merle and naked at the springs came firing back rapidly through my brain.

I think everyone was surprised when I didn’t say anything and Wayne no doubt took this as my concurrence with Penny’s directive. I heard the door to the house open and close while I continued to look at the stars.

The minutes ticked by in silence while we waited for Wayne to return. Everyone knew what the other was thinking and everyone knew the meaning of time, and it’s funny how in times of stress time will play games with your mind. It seemed liked ages since Wayne had left, but when I forced myself to really focus and think it had only been a few minutes. I figured that eight to ten minutes would not be an unreasonable period to hit the bathroom and stop and check on Erin. I had come to that figure by analyzing every step and turn in the process and now was gauging how much time had elapsed.


When I thought it had hit six minutes, Dan suddenly spoke, “I’m going to grab a beer. Who wants one?”

“I’ll take one,” Penny answered.

“Uh, no thanks,” I finally stammered out, after Penny nudged me.

Over my shoulder, I saw Dan pick up a towel and walk towards the door before he left my sight. The sound of the door let me know that he too was now inside the large house with Erin, and although I knew that beer was the last thing on his mind, I couldn’t move.

“Mmmm…” came the sound from Penny when her hand found my erection.

“What are you doing?” I asked in shock, her action catching me completely by surprise, and I tried to move my hips away but her hand held me firmly.

“Stop,” she commanded, and for some reason I did.

Her hand began a slow massaging of my shaft, and despite the turmoil in my head I had to admit that it felt very good.

“I better go check on Erin,” I said to her once again, attempting to break free.

She held me firmly by the base of my dick with her strong hand and pulled me closer to her the said, “You don’t want to do that.”

“I need to to. She might be ill,” I replied.

“Let her have her fun. You have yours. It’s what you wanted,” Penny countered.

“I don’t know what you mean. I need to check on her,” I restated.

“Honey, you just let two horny men who want to fuck your pretty wife go in with her alone. Don’t tell me you didn’t know where it was headed,” she said, laying it all out on the table.

“Erin doesn’t want them,” I said, trying to find some firm footing.

My words brought a big laugh from Penny who finally stopped and replied, “I’ve seen her looking at their cocks. I think she’s a firecracker looking to go off.”

I finally had enough and used my hand to wrest Penny’s hand off my dick. Getting out of the pool, I grabbed a towel and wrapped it around me quickly.

“Wait!” Penny implored, catching up behind me, “Go in quiet and see for yourself.”

She took the last towel and wrapped it around her wide hips, and for some reason I stood and waited for her then together we went to the door. Penny took the knob and twisted it slowly, trying to be quiet as we stepped inside and then with equal care she closed it.

We made the short journey down the corridor to the room where Erin had gone to rest. It was illuminated by the outside natural light and a light on somewhere deeper in the house. The room was in shadows, but across the way we could see the top of three heads close together visible over the back of a leather sofa.

I was about to tell Penny “I told you so” when the head on the left leaned in close to the one in the middle in what looked like a kiss, and at almost the same time Penny’s hand found my dick again and she whispered to me, “Let’s go find a bedroom.”

I shook my head mesmerized by the thought of what might be happening, or beginning to happen with Erin. I stepped into the room ignoring Penny’s hand and moved so that I could see them on the couch from the side. Sure enough, Erin was sitting between Wayne and Dan and it was Dan who evidently had just kissed her. The men’s towels were bunched around their waist’s and Erin looked to still have her blouse on and I assumed her panties were still in place too, but I was too far away to be certain.

Just then, Wayne leaned down to kiss her, but she fended off his advance turning her head to one side, and it made me wonder if she had done the same when Dan tried. I moved into a large leather chair that allowed me to sink in low and watch Erin. So far, I hadn’t been spotted by any of them, but when Penny walked up and dropped to her knees between my legs I thought for sure we would be seen. Surprisingly, none of them looked over and I put my finger to my lips trying to indicate to Penny to be quiet. While she did stay quiet, she also pulled my towel loose and with a quick motion sucked my dick into her soft mouth. I gasped in surprise, but let her continue thinking it would keep her occupied while I spied on Erin.

For the next few minutes, I watched intently as Erin fidgeted on the couch sometimes accepting the kisses from Dan and Wayne and other times rejecting them. Their hands were also busy trying to touch her sensitive spots and remove her blouse but she refused these efforts using her hands in defense.

It was becoming harder to ignore Penny’s attentions as she was very good with her mouth. She had inhaled me and was moving her head with a nice pace while keeping me well lubricated with her incredibly warm and soft mouth. She had me squirming and I was now splitting my time between Erin and watching Penny’s head bob on me.

“Ugh…” I let out too loudly, when from nowhere Penny slid a finger into my ass.

Looking over I could see that all three heads were now lifted and looking towards us while Penny continued unaware. Erin stood to get a better look and I could now see she was still in her panties. The look on her face was one of confusion and she continued to watch while Dan and Wayne rose to stand beside her. Just like that, the tables had been turned.

Penny’s mouth on my dick and finger massaging my prostate had become too much and I realized I was now breathing heavily and struggling to keep my eyes open as my balls began to boil. I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer.

“Ugh…ugh…umm…shit!” I let out in poorly muted grunts as my balls suddenly contracted and the juice shot out through the small opening and into Penny’s warm, waiting mouth.

Penny kept a vacuum suction on me until the sensitivity became so high I had to push her mouth off me. After a bit, like coming out of the fog, I came back to the moment and realized I was sunk down in the chair taking deep breaths with my hands on Penny’s head which had settled on my thigh. She was looking at my face and when our eyes met I couldn’t help but give her a smile which was immediately returned. My mind then went to Erin, but when I looked in her direction all three had disappeared.

“I need to find my wife,” I said to Penny, nervous that she wasn’t in sight.

“Why? Let her have some fun,” she replied, still convinced that Erin was a ready participant.

“Let me up,” I replied, and used my arms to move her so I could stand then pulled her to her feet and handed her a towel while I wrapped the other around my waist.

“Let’s get to a bedroom and fuck. I need some cock,” Penny announced, no doubt feeling she had done her job and now it was her turn.

Without responding, I looked around the room trying to determine the most likely direction the three had taken. My instinct said to go to the first floor bedrooms but after looking and finding them empty I headed towards the stairs with Penny still close behind.

Taking the stairs two at a time, I made it up quickly and went straight to the master suite. When I got to the open door, I could see from the natural light filtering through the vast windows, that Erin was in the middle of the bed in just her bra and panties. Her blouse lay discarded on the floor next to several pillows that had been tossed off the bed. Dan was on her right, naked, and was alternating kisses between the top of her breasts and lips while Wayne, naked as well, was on his knees between her open legs, and was licking her panty covered pussy. Erin was responding to their attention with slow movements and moans of pleasure.

Penny arrived behind me and pushed her breasts into my back and used her hand to try and remove my towel. I put my hand on hers to stop her and held it in place while my mind processed what I was seeing.

“Leave her alone. You’re just in the way,” Penny whispered at me in frustration.

Standing there, my mind vacillated rapidly between jealousy and the desire to see how far Erin might go. Several times, my brain told my feet to go to her and take her from this place, but each time that thought was immediately countered by one telling me to let it go just a little further. It was almost like I was experiencing an erotic high and it seemed to be based on not knowing what to expect. Like with the truck driver, I was seeing her in a different and unexpected way, although a part or me wondered if she was truly turned on by Dan and Wayne or if she was responding in anger to what she had just seen with me and Penny.

Penny had finally got the towel loose and when it dropped her hand went to my dick which was once again fully erect. She tried to pull me away by it, but I grabbed her elbow and held her in place.

While we had our short struggle, I saw Wayne try to pull Erin’s panties off, but she used her hands to hold them in place. Her efforts made me think she wasn’t completely in to this and again I started thinking about intervening. Seconds later though, I heard a deep sigh followed by a series of whimpering sounds and at the same time her legs spread wider. With Wayne’s head covering her pussy, it was difficult to make out exactly what had happened but he had clearly managed to touch something sensitive.

Her sounds and body movements became more pronounced and it was just a minute later that Wayne tried again to take her panties off. This time, she lifted her hips and let him slide them down her beautiful, slender legs, and as soon as they were off, Dan went for her bra and she let him take it as well. Wayne’s mouth went quickly back to her pussy and Dan’s to her nipples, and my wife’s movements started to become so animated that the men had to use their hands to hold her in place.

“She’s going to fuck them both,” Penny stated crudely, causing me to cringe although I suspected she was right if I didn’t intervene.

Wayne’s hands were on the inside of her thighs pushing her legs wide apart and his tongue was buried in her smoothly shaved pussy while Dan was alternating his attention between her breasts sucking and licking on her very sensitive nipples. I could tell the attention she was receiving, coupled with the effects of the alcohol and pot, was causing her to build towards a sexual crescendo. However, just when I thought she was about to hit the point of no return, Wayne stopped, rose on his knees and crawled forward lining his cock up with her now soaked pussy. Because of the angle, as he moved forward, we couldn’t see his cock but it had to be very close to her entrance.

“No don’t! Where’s my husband? Where’s David.” Erin cried out and we watched her hands move to her pussy, then she cried out again, “David?”

“I’m here Erin,” I replied immediately, not wanting her to get upset.

Dan and Wayne turned to look at me and I could now look directly into Erin’s face which even in the dim light looked to have equal parts lust and worry.

“Is this what you want?” She asked, seeking my validation.

I knew it was important to her to feel she had permission yet it seemed very strange to verbally announce to another man that he could have my wife. I tried to clear my voice to speak, but nothing would come out.

“Let her, she needs it,” Penny prodded.

“David, is it what you want?” Erin asked again, after several seconds.

I watched as Dan’s hands slowly kneaded her right breast and I saw between her spread legs her wet pussy shimmering in the reflected light. I had to clear my voice again before I could answer. “Yes, honey.”

Erin’s face took on a strange look that seemed part relief and part surprise while Dan and Wayne broke out in big smiles. Penny’s hand gripped me tighter no doubt feeling she would now get what she wanted.

“Stay with me.” Erin pleaded as Wayne moved back into position. She held his hips in her hands until I had moved to the side of the bed where we could see each other then she softened her grip. Wayne moved closer between her legs and leaned forward.

“Ohhh…” Came the telltale gasp from my beautiful wife announcing that Wayne had penetrated.

“Oh fuck yeah. Fuck yeah,” Wayne grunted in pleasure, throwing his head back.

I knew exactly what he was feeling and again, for an instant, the jealousy shot through me. He started a slow in and out savoring the feeling of my wife’s wet pussy. Erin’s hand reached out to me and since there was a lot of extra space on the bed I crawled on to it and lay on my side holding her hand in mine. We looked into each other’s eyes but before long I could tell she was starting to drift away. Her eyes lost focus and her mouth became slack, and the thrusts from Wayne caused her body to move with his rhythm and as he picked up the tempo her breasts started jiggling in a circular motion. Dan turned her head towards him and placed the tip of his cock against her lips and I watched as her tongue slowly came out and began sliding over his fat head. At that moment, I wondered if she even realized what she was doing or whether it was just her body responding to the sexual stimulation.

Penny had had enough and rolled me onto my back and then spryly climbed on to the bed and on top of me using her hand to guide me inside.

“God, finally,” she exclaimed, and started rocking her hips with some urgency.

Her feeling was very different from Erin but still very good. Her wide hips and plump belly seemed to engulf my groin and her hairy pussy was surprisingly quite snug. While Erin and I were still holding hands, she was concentrating her attention on Dan and Wayne and I was finding it difficult to ignore Penny.

“Dan this is damn good pussy. You’re going to love it,” Wayne spit out between labored breaths.

“Stretch her some for me,” Dan replied.

Erin was a making low whining sound now and only occasionally licking Dan’s cock. She seemed to be thoroughly into the fucking she was getting from Wayne and I doubted whether she even realized we were still holding hands.

Wayne started moving even faster and had his arms under Erin’s legs giving him the ability to go deep. It was not a position that she had enjoyed in the past but now, with Wayne, she was responding well. There was a constant stream of pleasurable sighs and groans coming from her as Wayne pounded her and her hand suddenly broke from mine and grasped his tattoo covered bicep.

It wasn’t long before Wayne announced through gritted teeth, “I can’t hold it. Damn!”

He started moving very fast and seconds later with a series of deep grunts he thrust hard against Erin’s pelvis and held himself there crying out, “Fuck yes…oh fuck yes!”

Even though he wasn’t in the best of shape, I could see the muscles in his thighs and ass clench then release and then clench again as he pushed his cum into her unprotected womb. I realized that we would be making another trip to a pharmacy in the morning, and after a final grunt, Wayne collapsed on top of my wife. He had left her on the edge and she tried to wiggle her hips and seek contact to reach a release but he was too much dead weight. After a brief bit of trying, she slowed then stopped. Dan tapped Wayne on the shoulder then when there was no movement he took his arm in his hand and started pulling him off.

“Get off. It’s my turn,” he demanded.

Wayne sluggishly began to move and finally rolled off Erin giving us a view of her pussy partially open and wet with a mixture of their secretions coating her opening. She turned and looked at me vacantly at first then with surprise when she saw Penny on top of me. When Dan started moving on the bed, her eyes went to him and then to his large cock.

“You ready for it?” Dan asked her crudely, while holding his cock at the base so that a good four inches extended past his hand.

Erin nodded her head once then spread her open legs even further giving him a clear invitation. Dan crawled into position and used his hand to guide his cock up and down her wet slit while she looked down and watched. He seemed to be in no hurry and I was amazed to see her move her hips to try to capture him. Finally, he stopped and put the large head at her entrance.

“UGGGHHH…!” she cried out and arched her back as his hips suddenly flexed. He was still for a moment, but then he pushed again eliciting another similar response, “UGGGHHH…OH…OH!”

“Is he in you?” I asked, stupidly.

“Not all the way,” Dan gasped, in a way that made it clear he was enjoying the feeling.

All this time, Penny had been riding me, but the scene beside us was having an effect on everyone. She started moving faster with more forceful thrusts against me as we watched Dan continue to feed his cock into my wife and listened to her cries.

“You’ve got it all baby. How does it feel?” Dan announced, smirking above her.

Because of the size of his body, I couldn’t see much, but my mind envisioned his thick hairy cock grossly stretching my wife’s heretofore small opening.

“Go slow,” Erin gasped with her hands on his hips in defense.

To his credit, he did go slow and soon her body relaxed and her sounds changed from cries of discomfort to long sighs and moans of pleasure. Watching it all had made me horny as hell and I needed to fuck Penny harder so I flipped her over and reentered. This was fine with her and she spread her thick thighs as I started to set a fast pace. Immediately, she started reacting to my movements with return thrusts and her own sounds of enjoyment.

“I told you she’d fuck them both. She’s no angel,” Penny whispered, which made my dick even harder.

Looking next to us, I could see Dan had started moving faster too and had his head bent down to lick and suck on Erin’s breasts. First, he licked over both her breasts, lapping them like a dog might, then he sucked each one almost completely in his mouth in turn. Erin’s arms were now wrapped around his shoulders and her legs were spread wide to give him complete access. Her groans, sighs, moans and gasps left no doubt how she was feeling.

It wasn’t long before I saw her feet rising higher until they were pointing straight up in the air. This was the normal position that Erin would move to when she was heading towards an orgasm, so I knew it wouldn’t be long. In addition, her sounds now had a tone of urgency and her hands were gripping his shoulders hard. When she started emitting continuous whines of “ohh…ohh…ohh” I knew she was almost there.

“OHHH YES, OHHH YES…DON’T STOP DAN!” Erin cried out, as she sucked in air and kicked her feet into the air.

In addition, I swear I saw in the dim light her body changed color for a moment flushing a red hue before just as quickly reverting to its normal tone. For some reason though, it was use of his first name more than anything else that brought another pang of jealousy.

Dan fucked her through her orgasm not slowing at all. Her climax ebbed and her body relaxed momentarily but her legs and arms soon wound around his large body and her passionate sounds returned although now they were slightly more muted. He wasn’t done and it seemed neither was she.

Erin’s orgasm had had a positive effect on Penny too as she was now making her own passionate cries. She pulled my head down close to hers and whispered in my ear, “I’m almost there baby.”

After all that had transpired she was certainly deserving of a release so I concentrated on giving her full, firm strokes and before long I could feel her body start to tense. She was more vocal that Erin and also nastier.

“I’m almost there baby…keep fucking me hard. Fuck this pussy…fuck it! FUCK ME!” she practically screamed, then seconds later followed with, “Your husband’s going to make me cum.”

I shot a look at Erin hoping it hadn’t pissed her off but I needn’t have worried because she was locked in a deep passionate kiss with Dan. Her hands had left his shoulders and were now on the back of his head.

As Penny climaxed, she began slamming back against me which made it hard to maintain the rhythm. Finally, her body first got very tense then she slammed her pelvis hard into mine and held me firmly against her then with a grunt she repeated it twice more. Amazingly, at the end she was very quiet as she let go apparently lost in her own thoughts. However, her pussy, which was already wet, got even wetter and I could feel her juices running over my balls.


“Finally,” she stated simply, and I slowed before coming to a stop, and although I stayed inside her, I turned all my attention to my wife.

Wayne, apparently rejuvenated, tried to do like Dan had and put his cock to her lips but Dan used his hand to shove him away. Dan, who had been using a steady rhythm, since her orgasm, started pushing harder and as he did we could hear the wet slapping sound coming from their union. The increase in intensity also came with more vocal interaction between them.

“You like this?” he demanded.

“Yesss…” she answered instantly.

“Ever had one this big?” he demanded again.

“No…,” she whined in reply, between her moans.

Dan started moving fast like he had on her first climax which brought a fresh round of sighs from Erin before he spoke again. “You want me to fuck you till you cum again?”

“Yesss…yesss…I want to cum…I’m almost there…” she answered in a high pitched voice, that sounded like a plea.

Dan kissed her again and when they broke Erin was struggling to catch her breath. Her legs left his waist and started to rise in the air again and her head started rolling from side to side with her eyes closed.

“Ohhh…ohhh God do it….do it. Fuck me!” She begged in a soft voice in rhythm to his motions.

In all our time together I had rarely heard Erin use the word but now in less than a week she had twice urged her new lovers on by invoking it. I wondered if I had truly lost my mind and where it was going to all end, and I also realized I was once more moving in and out of Penny.

Her chanting definitely urged Dan on and he put one hand under her ass pulling her tight against him with each stroke. Erin opened her eyes and she had the same look of abandon I had seen when the trucker was taking her over the edge. Dan was holding himself up with one arm extended above her using the position to go deep. Erin looped her arms around his neck and her face turned into a grimace - tensed and focused. Her entire body became rigid and I could see the muscles in her neck get taut. For several seconds it looked like she couldn’t breath until with what looked like a superhuman effort she screamed loudly as the wave hit her and her body spasmed.

“AHHHHHHHHH! UNNNGGGGG! OHHHHHHH GOD HELP ME!” her face contorted with what looked like excruciating pain.

After her wail, her body got rigid once again and like before it suddenly released, but this time the scream was replaced by her sobbing.

“Her pussy is milking my cock,” Dan announced then after several labored thrusts told her, “Shit here it comes baby.”

His body too got rigid and he plunged deeply once, then again and then on third thrust he held himself inside her, “Take it…take it all baby!”

Erin’s hands were covering her face as she wept. Dan’s body continued to twitch on top of her letting every drop of seed leave his large shaft. When he was finally done, Dan moved her hands and then leaned down and kissed her on the mouth. Erin returned the kiss - slowly at first but it turned more passionate and once again she wrapped her arms around his neck.

I had been watching Erin while fucking Penny, but when she took her finger and began rubbing between my balls and anus I lasted less than a minute before I emptied into her accompanied by several deep grunts. I immediately rolled off of her hoping Erin hadn’t noticed. I needn’t have worried because she was still embracing Dan and after several minutes I could see him start to move his hips again.

“Dan, I can’t take anymore,” Erin sighed, placing a hand on his hip.

With a smile at her and then towards me, he lifted his body and slid his large cock out of her now very well used pussy.

“Ummm….” Erin sighed as it left her leaving a wet trail over her thigh.

“Erin we need to go,” I said.

With my climax, I was now devoid of any erotic feeling and just wanted to get out of there.

She turned to me and scooted closer taking my hand in hers and I could see tear streaks across her cheeks. With a faint smile she said, “I’m not sure I can move. Let me rest for a bit.”

“Okay honey. I’ll go get the clothes,” I said, hoping to speed up our departure.

A few minutes later, climbing the stairs with an arm full of clothes, I could hear groaning coming from the bedroom. Fearing the worst, I burst into the room grateful to see Wayne taking Penny from behind. Erin was on her side watching them and Dan was sitting on the edge of the bed, behind her, softly massaging her breasts.

“Are you ready?” I asked, ignoring Dan’s fondling.

“Are you sure you don’t want a little more, baby?” Dan asked, before she could answer.

“I can’t take anymore,” Erin said, turning and looking at him with a smile, and the look she gave him left no doubt that she had enjoyed their coupling.

She climbed off the bed as Penny and Wayne continued, collected her blouse from the floor, took her jeans and shoes from me and went into the bathroom closing the door behind her. I threw my things on and waited for her to come out, as time dragged by as I recalled the events of the evening while watching and listening to the mating couple.

Dan, who was now standing on the side of the bed naked watching too turned when Erin appeared and took her in his arms without resistance, kissing her again fully on the lips while holding her in a long embrace. When they finally broke I took her arm and we muttered goodbyes to Wayne and Penny, which were not acknowledged, then left. Twenty minutes later we were at the house. We both decided quick showers were in order and stripped from our clothes leaving them in a pile on the bathroom floor. I was stunned to see Erin’s panties. As she pulled them down her legs, I could see they were coated with thick deposits left by Wayne and Dan.

“My God Erin. We’re going to have to get another pill,” I said, with a bit of shock.

“Please David. Let’s just shower and go to bed,” she sighed.

I washed her lovingly then toweled her dry before taking her to bed naked and pulling her body close to mine.

“Do you want to talk?” I whispered in her ear, as I nuzzled her neck.

There was a long silence and I thought she was ignoring the question and just wanted to sleep but finally she spoke. “I’m worried about what’s happened. A week ago I would never in my wildest imagination thought something like this would occur. Now it’s happened not once but twice! Do you realize I’ve been with more men in the last week than before we were married! What’s next? How do we return to a normal life?”

“It’s my fault Erin. Don’t get upset,” I replied, trying to be gallant.

“It’s not your fault David. I’m a grown woman. Yes, you are pushy, but I could always say no,” she answered then continued after a pause, “But, I’m still not sure I understand why you want your wife to be having sex with other men. Aren’t you afraid I might like it too much?”

“I know. I’m not sure I understand either. It’s there but hard to explain. You looked so beautifully erotic.” I told her truthfully, as my free hand having found her naked breasts and was now massaging them softly and gently rolling her nipples between my fingers.

“You do know a woman will usually have some feelings?” she replied, placing her hand on my arm.

“What do you mean by that?” I asked, truly confused by her statement.

“Never mind honey,” Erin said, then moved closer snuggling against me in a leading way.

Almost instantly, my dick got hard and from behind her laying on our sides I lifted her top leg up and she guided me to her opening. Unbelievably, even after the shower she was still wet. She worked my dick up and down her slit a few times then let me enter. She felt different, more open than normal and warmer as well.

“Easy,” she gasped as she reached behind and grabbed my leg, “I’m sore.”

For some odd reason, knowing that two strangers, one being well endowed, had brought my normally conservative wife to multiple orgasms and left her pussy raw was more exciting than revolting. The memories of the past several hours came rushing back and just like with the truck driver it was an odd mixture of fear and erotic intrigue. Maybe I was getting used to it though, because I found myself wanting to be provocative.

“You liked that big cock didn’t you?” I pushed her when I was fully inside, and when Erin didn’t reply I pushed even harder, “Tell me baby, tell me the truth.”

“I thought it was what you wanted,” Erin answered, sounding nervous.

I stayed still with my dick buried inside her hurting pussy driven by the desire for her to admit her carnal desires. Usually, I treated her like a princess never wanting for her to feel upset and always giving her a way out of any discussion. But this time, something in me wanted to hear her admit her lust and the pleasure she had received.

“It’s what you wanted,” I declared.

“I didn’t like you with Penny,” she stated, taking her hand and putting it on the side of my head and making me look straight into her eyes.

“But you…” I started.

“No David. Don’t go there. If this is about you getting with other women, then never again. You put us in these spots and I’m going along with it for you even though it seems crazy but if its so you can be with other women forget it,” Erin explained.

“So you can but not me?” I foolishly asked, realizing that I was now on the defensive.

“I don’t want you with another woman ever again. You decide whether it’s worth it,” Erin said.

“Okay.” I answered sheepishly and not knowing what else to do continued moving slowly in and out of her. I could see her wincing occasionally as I moved so I slowed and then stopped.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“You’re hurting,” I replied, then kissed her softly on the neck.

“It’s all very confusing isn’t it?” Erin said after we had stopped, and been silent for almost a minute.

“Very,” I agreed.

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

“Like you said. Lot’s of confusing thoughts running through my head,” I answered.

“Are you mad at me?” Erin asked.

“You keep asking that. No I’m not mad at you. It’s my fault. I’m trying to understand my own actions,” I explained to her in an exasperated voice.

“You’re supposed to be jealous,” she said softly, pulling my arm more tightly around her.

“I know,” I whispered back, then after a pause asked, “Did you like it?”

“You know the answer,” she replied, and as she spoke I felt her push back against me ever so slightly.




The Aspen Vacation Ch. 03

We slept in the next morning tired from the actions of the previous night. As I lay there quietly, feeling a bit guilty about the events of the last week, I wondered how my weird lust to see Erin with other men could be so powerful and consuming in one moment but so absent the next. I hoped that she would be forgiving and we could return to our normal life and routine.

Around nine, I sensed she was awake and soon she was stirring, finally getting up and going to the bathroom where through the partially closed door I could hear her peeing. After she finished she remained in the bathroom for several minutes and I wondered if she was inspecting her body for signs of last night’s sex.

“Do you want some breakfast?” She asked when she returned and saw that I was awake. She was standing before me nude and although I felt a rush of desire I held back.

“Maybe just some cereal and coffee. I’m not really that hungry.” I replied.

With a nod she headed towards the kitchen making no effort to cover herself which I found very odd. I waited a few minutes then followed her finding that she had made two bowls of cereal, cut some fruit and was waiting for the coffee to finish. Naked like her, I moved so that our bodies were touching which brought a smile to her face.

“I thought you wanted to eat?” She asked.

“Oh I do.” I answered but pushed my body more firmly against her at the same time.

“Go sit down.” Erin giggled guiding me gently away from her towards the table.

I did as I was told and soon my wife was placing the bowls on the table followed by two mugs of coffee. Just as she was about to take a seat in the chair to my left, I took her by the arm and spun her so she was facing me then pulled her leg over mine and sat her onto my lap so that we were facing each other with her legs straddling me. I pulled her head to mine and started kissing her softly at first before my passion overwhelmed me and I pushed forcefully against her mouth reveling in the feeling of her full juicy lips. Keeping her mouth locked to mine, Erin lifted up, grabbed my now hard dick and brought it to her slit.

“Mmmmm…” We exhaled in unison into each other’s mouth when I slipped easily into her wet opening.

Erin tried to start rocking but I placed my hand on her hip and stopped her movement.

“Sit still and let me feed you.” I said to her.

For the next ten minutes, I spooned the cereal to her mouth and broke off small pieces of fruit that I fed to her occasionally rubbing them over her taut nipples first. I could tell she was getting a big kick out of it by the smile on her face and the playful way she ate the food.

“Do you love me?” She asked suddenly.

“Of course I do. More than anything.” I replied immediately. Erin looked at me without responding and after an awkward silence I followed. “Why are you asking that?”

“Well I like to hear you say it.” She finally spoke.

“I love you.” I quickly said.

“I know you do. That’s why it’s so strange that you want me to have sex with other men.” She replied.

I knew we needed to talk about it but wasn’t expecting it would be so soon. I felt a sense of shame wash over me and I looked down towards the floor. Erin used her hand to lift my chin until I was looking at her again.

“Talk to me.” She demanded.

“What do you want me to say?” I asked.

“The truth. Why you want it. What’s going on in your head.” She pushed.

“I’ve told you it’s very hard to explain.” I answered.

“Yes you have but I want you to try.” She countered still holding my chin.

“Okay.” I answered then stopped to collect my thoughts before continuing. “It’s like at times something gets in my head and there’s this burning desire to see you…you know doing it. But, then it passes and I feel guilty and stupid.”

“That’s really not an answer. You haven’t explained why.” She said continuing to press.

“It’s very exciting to see you having sex. To watch you get hot and let go. And I guess maybe because it’s taboo and naughty too.” I answered trying to be truthful and find the rights words to explain. I knew I was not really explaining it right but it was the best I could do.

Erin let go of my chin and leaned down so that her mouth was next to my ear and asked. “Why would a husband want his wife to be naughty with other men?”

“You’re just so beautiful and hot…it’s very exciting.” I blurted out not knowing what else to say.

“What made you most excited?” She asked seemingly wanting to know every detail but making me uncomfortable in the process.

“I guess when you climaxed.” I replied after a moment of thought.

“You guess? So there were other things?” She probed. When I didn’t answer she pushed harder straightening up so she was looking into my eyes again. “Tell me.”

“When they first put it in and you give a sexy groan.” I told her.

“Without breaking her gaze she asked. “What else?”

“Nothing.” I replied but my eyes went to the floor once more and she knew I was lying. Again, she took me by the chin and made me look at her. Her eyes were demanding an answer and I finally spoke. “When they were cumming in you.”

I felt her body shudder and I waited for a scolding that I knew was deserved but she continued to stare at me without speaking. It seemed like hours before she finally spoke.

“Are you going to want to do it anymore?” She asked in a flat calm voice.

“No honey. I promise to control myself.” I replied.

“I’m not sure you can.” She answered almost instantly. The inflection in her voice indicated to me that there was something else there too.

“You haven’t described how you felt.” I stated emboldened by her previous comment.

Now it was her turn to pause in silence. I stayed quiet too hoping she would share her thoughts and feelings in detail.

“I never in my wildest dreams expected anything like this to occur in my life. It just seems all so crazy.” She started.

“I’m sorry.” I interrupted.

“Let me finish.” She replied putting a finger to my lips.

“I mean I’ve been with more men in the last week than in the rest of my life. I thought you had gone insane at first. But, there was something about it…letting go…as you put it that was so exciting. With Merle and you there watching and then with Dan and Wayne in the house when they were sitting next to me kissing and touching me while you were outside. I knew it was what you wanted and I was so excited I thought I would explode.” She spoke the words rapidly then stopped and continued more slowly. “It was exciting but also frightening.”

“Yes.” I agreed.

“Now I find myself thinking of sex all the time. I wasn’t like that before.” She said.

“Is that a bad thing?” I asked with a smirk which brought a visual rebuke from her.

“It’s scary.” She stated.

I felt Erin start to rock her hips gently and this time I didn’t stop her. Instead, I savored the soft wet feeling of her pussy and the look of need on her face. I leaned forward and took one of her hard nipples in my mouth and sucked.

“Ohhh…” She gasped.

I managed to stand with her still on me and with a sweep of my arm knocked the dishes from the table and dropped her onto her back. Erin spread her legs wide while I pushed her arms over her head and started fucking her hard.

“God I love you.” I yelled out between grunts.

“Fuck me good baby.” She encouraged while arching her back sexily. Her new use of the word was still a huge turn-on for me and I started moving even faster.

I could already feel my balls tingling and despite all my efforts to fend off my climax it wasn’t long before I was half grunting/half whining while I ejaculated into my wife. With all the recent sex it wasn’t much but the orgasm drained me of strength and I fell out of her and back into the chair. Erin remained on the table naked and breathing deeply. I felt guilty for leaving her unfulfilled and vowed that next time I would make it all about her. While feasting on her beautiful naked body I noticed to the side of her mound a dime sized hickey that Wayne must have put on her last night. It brought back a new wave of carnal thoughts that I had to force out of my head.

We were scheduled to leave early the next day and drive non-stop home giving us most of Sunday to get settled before work on Monday. We spent the rest of the day alternating between resting and packing before deciding to walk into town for an early dinner.

There had been no more talk about the sexual escapades and I thought it was a closed subject so I was surprised when Erin returned to the subject after the waiter had brought our drinks.

“I was serious about you not touching other women.” She stated.

“I know.” I answered almost as reflex but followed on with. “Where did that come from?”

“I just want it clear.” She explained.

“It’s clear but I wasn’t planning any more activities. Let’s just put it all behind us.” I said.

“I’m not sure you can control yourself.” She said for the second time that day while looking at me with a serious expression.

I tried to think of the right response but after struggling for a few seconds I just decided to let it go and sip on my drink. We sat there silently waiting on the food each of us lost in our own thoughts. The waiter brought our food and still we remained quiet. We were almost done before I finally spoke.

“Are you saying I have permission?” I asked knowing she would know what I meant.

“You will eventually be unable to control yourself and like I said I just want certain things clear.” She replied slowly.

“What other rules do you have?” I laughed intentionally trying to lighten the mood.

Erin gave me a quiet stare but in her eyes I saw a hint of playfulness too. Still, she elected to remain quiet making me feel awkward. Several minutes went by before she spoke again.

“Nothing close to home either.” She said.

I nodded my head knowing what she meant. It was an amazing discussion to be having even if the conversation was stilted. I wondered if she was right though. Would I be unable to control myself again at some point?

We had walked to the restaurant and now leaving, with the sun down, it was chilly so Erin snuggled close against me. She undid one of the buttons on my shirt and slipped her hand inside and began rubbing my chest.

“Are you thinking about sex again?” I asked with a laugh which brought a pinch to my nipple from her fingers.

“It’s your damn fault.” She exclaimed laughing too.

“Hope I can keep up.” I replied.

“You better keep up this time.” She said making me cringe from what I took as a shot for leaving her unsatisfied earlier.

“Too bad we can’t let Merle know we’re coming through tomorrow. He could help.” I gave a smartass reply.

Without missing a beat, Erin countered. “Oh we can.”

“What do you mean?” I asked stopping on the sidewalk and turning her to face me.

“He’s been texting me.” She explained with a grin.

“Oh really? I want to see them.” I demanded a bit put out that she hadn’t shared this information.

“Okay but wait till we get home. I’m getting cold.” She said.

Erin did her best to dawdle but I wanted to see the texts so I hurried us along until we finally got inside the house.

“Hand it over.” I said putting my hand out.

Erin put the phone in my hand and since I was familiar with the model I was able to swiftly find the message icon and Merle’s long string of texts. Surprising was the fact that Erin had responded to the vast majority of them.

“You’ve had quite the conversation going.” I said without looking up. The messages had started benign but had become progressively more suggestive and there were even several pics of Merle’s cock in the long string.

When I finally got through them I looked over to see Erin curled up on the couch with an impish grin on her face.

“You’ve been quite the naughty wife.” I said unsure whether or not I should be upset.

“Just a little.” She replied breaking out in a bigger smile.

I wasn’t surprised that the trucker had been provocative. It was normal male behavior and to be expected. What surprised me was that there were several times in the exchange where Erin engaged in more than a causal way. One was when she responded to the picture of his cock telling him how good it looked and felt. Another conversation discussed him taking her in the sleeper of his truck and I recalled he had almost convinced her to go out with him while I slept. In the texts, she had asked him lots of questions such as the size of the bed and how many women he had there. It certainly seemed like she had more than a passing interest.

“Have you texted with Dan?” I asked wanting to know the entire landscape.

“No, he doesn’t have my number.” She replied.

“How did Merle get yours?” I asked.

“He asked for it.” She replied looking impish again and maybe a bit concerned how I would react.

“Is that all it took?” I responded which brought a faux look of scorn.

“It was just some flirting and teasing. It’s not that bad.” She spoke and I decided not to point to the parts I thought were concerning.

“Please just tell me you didn’t send him any pics.” I said.

“Of course not. I’m not crazy.” She quickly answered.

I didn’t want the conversation to escalate so rather than respond I got up and went to the kitchen and poured a drink for each of us taking my time to collect my thoughts. When I returned, Erin was still curled up where I left her but was looking at me with anxious eyes. I forced a smile to lighten the mood and we sat and chatted about aimless things while we sipped our drinks. However, the Merle situation stayed in my head and despite trying to sweep it away it remained just beneath the surface of my thoughts.

We went to bed early and made slow love and I made sure to let her peak first before I followed then fell exhausted by her side. We cuddled and kissed and talked in whispers about the vacation avoiding any words about the sex. The thoughts I had held about Merle disappeared as soon as the semen left my balls but as Erin’s hands caressed me I got excited again and I found them returning. My mind returned to the scene in the cheap hotel room and step by step recalled the response of Erin to Merle’s seduction. Adding to it was the amazement I had at the smooth way he handled himself - so different than my expectations for a country truck driver.

I opened my mouth to speak numerous times but stopped myself each time before finally in a croaking voice forced out. “Do you want to?”

“Want to what?” She replied but I felt she knew what I was asking.

“You know…a… meet up with a… Merle?” I said fumbling the words.

“Baby, you said you were going to control yourself and you didn’t even make it a day.” Erin said giggling.

“Well that was before I knew you were sexting.” I answered trying to think of a way to defend myself.

“This is your thing honey. You have to make the decision. Is it what YOU want?” She challenged.

I was quiet for a long time. Despite what we had done so far on this vacation it still seemed very strange and awkward to be discussing my wife meeting another man for sex. My rational mind told me that enough had taken place already and it was time to stop this craziness. But there was another feeling emanating from my groin that wanted to see the incredibly erotic scene again. I told myself that it was a vacation thing and when we returned home it would be over so I should enjoy this last opportunity.

“Maybe.” I answered her question.

“Does maybe mean yes?” Erin asked in a tone that seemed to indicate eagerness.

“Yes.” I said softly after another period of silence.

“Okay honey. If you’re sure although he may not have time or be interested.” She said but I knew that if she reached out he would find a way.

“Okay but you can try.” I answered.

“You’re absolutely sure?” She asked again.

“Yes honey.” I said more firmly this time.

“Hand me my phone then.” She replied pointing to it on the night stand.

I handed her the phone thinking that she would call him but instead she began typing out a text message. It took her over a minute and when she hit send she put the phone down and we lay next to each other in silence letting the minutes tick by as we waited for a response.

“What did you say?” I finally asked breaking the silence after what seemed to be fifteen or more minutes.

“I told him we were coming back through tomorrow and asked if he wanted to get together.” She said.

“Okay.” I answered thinking it sure had taken a long time to type that simple message. It seemed silly to sit still and quiet in anticipation of his reply so I pulled Erin closer and took one of her breasts in my hand and started rolling her nipple between my fingers. Nuzzling into the crook of her neck I planted soft kisses on her and was rewarded with sighs of pleasure.

More time went by and our play, coupled with the conversation about Merle had me aroused once again. My dick was hard, pushing against the back of Erin’s thigh and with no prodding from me, she lifted her leg letting the head come in contact with her saturated opening. With only a little effort, I got lined up and pushed into her continuing to enjoy her breasts while we connected in a spoon position.

“Oh yes my love.” She gasped after a particularly strong push from me.

I turned her head so I could kiss her on the mouth and her tongue wrapped quickly around mine. I could tell Erin was very excited and I hoped that I could get her to orgasm for me again. My hand dropped to her thigh and tummy and began stroking there but she grabbed my hand with hers and returned it to her breasts without speaking.

“Rrrriiiinnnggggg…” The quiet in the room only disturbed by our sighs and moans was suddenly shattered by her phone.

I immediately stopped my movement and handed her the phone without looking but her response as she glanced at the screen let me know it was Merle calling.

“Hello.” She said in a soft, sexy voice that made me instantly jealous.

Of course, I could only hear one side of the conversation but she kept the same sexy voice as she talked to him and explained we would be passing back through the same area the following day. I couldn’t keep still and started moving in and out of her again which made it difficult for her to talk.

“He wants to know where we should meet.” Erin said looking over her shoulder with the phone pressed against her breast.

I gave her the name of a small town in New Mexico about eighty miles from the Texas border and told him to meet us there at 3:00 PM. I knew we wouldn’t be driving all the way home tomorrow so there was no need to rush the driving. Merle must have accepted the arrangements because the rest of the conversation was mostly short answers and giggles from Erin. I knew they were talking like lovers and the thought made my dick even harder.

“Mmmm…” She said turning back to me when she finally hung up.

“Is that a sigh for me or him?” I asked. Her answer was to loop her hand behind my head and pull me close for a long, wet kiss.

“Do you want Merle to have your wife?” Erin asked me in a low husky voice as soon as the kiss ended.

“Yes.” I said pushing harder into her.

“What do you want him to do?” She followed.

“Whatever he wants. You’re his. He can have anything.” I immediately spat out surprising myself with the words.

“Anything?” She asked sucking in a deep breath.

“Yes, anything.” I replied somehow feeling stronger.

My words clearly had an effect on her because she began pushing back against me and her moans became more pronounced.

“I’m going to cum.” She announced soon thereafter.

“Cum for me sweetheart.” I tried to whisper into her ear but it came out more as a grunt.

“Mmmm…Mmmm…ohhh…ohhh baby…” She let out as I felt her body stiffen then relaxed and stiffen again. It wasn’t a large orgasm but I felt very connected to her as she achieved her release.


I wasn’t far behind and like hers mine was small since my balls had already been drained but it was satisfying and when I finished we stayed connected and my arm held her tight.

“Honey I’m afraid.” Erin said after several minutes of silence when I thought she might be asleep.

“Why sweetheart?” I asked.

“I like it too and it scares me.” She answered pulling my arm closer around her.

“It’s only on vacations. When we get home it’s over.” I said.

Her revelation amplified my thoughts both positive and negative. Once again, now that my balls were spent, rationale thought was gaining ground.

“Promise?’ She asked.

“Promise.” I told her.

We left the next morning at a time that allowed us to rendezvous with Merle. Erin chose to wear shorts, sandals and a loose fitting top and I wondered if she had selected the outfit with her own disrobing in mind. We stopped for coffee then headed out enjoying each other’s company and the scenery with no mention of our intermediate destination. However, as we got closer, the silences between conversations got longer and I knew we were each thinking about the same thing.

Merle had told Erin that there was a large gas station in the town we had selected with a lot for trucks and when we got there a little before the designated time we could see his truck already parked. The plan was for Erin to ride in Merle’s truck until we came to a small town in Texas where we would spend the night. It was about a three hour drive and I had already made reservations at a motel.

I pulled up close to the truck and before I could turn off the ignition Merle was already hopping down from the cab. He was dressed almost identically to the last time we saw him - jeans and a western style shirt with boot on his tall, lean frame.

“Howdy.” He said with a big grin when we got out looking past me to Erin.

We said our hellos in unison and seconds later, with no fanfare, Merle had opened the passenger door and was helping my wife into the cab of the big rig. Feeling suddenly awkward, I glanced around and was relieved to see that no one appeared to be watching. It was several minutes before I heard the air brakes release and the rig slowly moved out of the lot with me following. His truck slowly got up to speed on the highway and for the next hour and a half we drove through the New Mexico countryside with me following about a half mile behind. Just as we crossed into Texas, I heard the sound of a text being received on my phone.

“I told him you said I had to do everything he wanted” the message read.

I wondered why she would have told him about our conversation. His knowledge of his power definitely created a different dynamic than if Erin just appeared submissive to his desires. And, why did she feel the need to tell me now? After thinking about it for several miles, I decided to not reply to her text.

Thirty minutes later I received another text.

“pull alongside” was all it said.

There was little traffic and the truck had moved to the inside of the 4-lane highway so I accelerated until I was next to the passenger window of the cab. As soon as I got there I saw that Erin was turned towards the window with her lovely breasts on display. She had a strange look on her face - it appeared to be part smile and part concern. I smiled back at her partly because I liked what she was doing and partly to not make her feel nervous about my thoughts. Just as I was doing this, she held up her thong with her right hand letting me know she was completely naked. I blew her a kiss which seemed to calm her immensely and after looking at her a bit longer I dropped back. I sensed this was Merle’s first test of his powers and I wondered what more might come to his mind.

I didn’t have to wait long to find out. My phone beeped again and this time when I looked there was a pic from Erin of her pussy with her legs spread wide. Shit! I thought to myself. I wish I hadn’t told her to do what he said and why in the world did she share this message? I was now getting worried about where he might try to take things.

Another forty miles ticked by without incident when I saw a blue sign indicating a rest stop two miles ahead. As we approached I could tell the rig was slowing and then the turn indicator came on signaling its intent. I followed it into the large parking lot expecting to see him or Erin drop down to run to the restroom but when ten minutes went by with no one emerging I realized what was actually happening. I found myself actually watching the cab to see if I could see it moving imagining Erin on her back with her feet against the roof as Merle pounded into her. Several times, I came close to texting her but I fought the urge not wanting to appear “needy”. Finally, after we had been stopped for almost an hour, I saw the tail lights illuminate and seconds later the large truck slowly started to roll back towards the highway.

In my head I was still rationalizing that there could be another explanation for the long stop other that Merle fucking my wife but all this was answered when minutes later I received another text. It was much like the previous one with a clear picture of Erin’s pussy with her legs spread wide. However, in this picture her labia was still open and swollen from Merle’s large member and her entire pelvis was glistening with wetness. There was no question she had just been thoroughly fucked and also no doubt that Merle was reveling in his power over her.

I tried to think of some sensible response to the text but failed and so I followed the truck without acknowledging the sordid picture. The rest of the trip was uneventful and I was left only to my thoughts about what Erin might be doing in the cab of the big rig. Like the motel on the way up, this one had a place in back for trucks to park although it was much smaller. While Merle was jockeying the truck into position, I pulled up the motel’s office, registered and got the room key. I asked for a room in the back near the truck lot explaining I wanted to be away from the noise of the highway and the clerk obliged selecting one on the first floor.

I pulled into a space in front of the door and unloaded our travel bags expecting at any moment to see Erin walking up but when I was finished there was still no sign of her. The unplanned time at the rest stop had delayed our arrival and now dusk was setting on the sleepy, dusty north Texas town. After waiting another fifteen minutes with no sign of my wife, I decided to walk the fifty yards to the lot and check on her.

Halfway to the rig, the doors on each side suddenly opened and Erin and Merle climbed down. Erin was dressed and had fixed herself up so there was no sign of their activities during the drive. Both were sporting silly smiles like they were kids sharing a secret.

“Honey, Merle says the grill across the highway makes good burgers. Let’s walk over I’m starving.” Erin said as soon as we were face to face.

I had to admit I was a bit hungry too so with a quick nod we began walking across the lot. It was a simple one story pre-fabbed metal building painted white with a neon sign on a pole announcing the name as Ike’s Place. Opening the door, we were met with a blast of cold air and I guessed that the thermostat must have been set no higher than 68 degrees which was a big change from the evening heat. There were about a dozen patrons in the place and at first no one paid us any mind but one by one I saw them notice Erin and soon we were being watched by everyone. We picked a small table in the back made of metal and Formica and waited for the waitress to come over.

Donna was a large framed woman wearing jeans and a t-shirt and had an amazingly bubbly personality. We ordered three burgers and beer for Merle and I and wine for Erin.

“I want to thank you for letting me spend some more time with Erin.” Merle said in his slow drawl as soon as Donna departed. I didn’t really know how to respond so I just nodded while Erin looked on with a silly smile.

Erin, sensing correctly it was going to be up to her to carry the conversation, started asking him about how his week had gone, his likes and dislikes and family. I stayed quiet but maintained a smile so as not to upset the mood however I realized as they chatted that I had no interest in his story. For me, he was just a tool to excite and pleasure my wife. Hopefully, he hadn’t worn himself out during the drive and still would be capable of performing while I watched.

We were on our second round of drinks when the burgers arrived and while Merle’s recommendation proved correct, they were in fact quite tasty, both Merle and I only ate half and Erin only about a third. When she had had enough, Erin excused herself to find the restroom leaving Merle and I alone.

“She said you told her she had to do what I said. Is that true?” Merle asked without warning.

“Well…uh…it was just us teasing.” I stammered.

“Yeah, I got ya. I won’t go there then. Thought it best to make sure.” He replied.

“Did you have sex with her at the rest stop?” I asked stupidly.

“Yes sir. Sure did.” He answered in a matter-of-fact way.

“Did she…uh…did she climax?” I asked somehow needing to know some details.

“Oh yeah. Dug her nails into my ass and wet my mattress.” He said chuckling.

The waitress stopped by halting the conversation and Merle ordered another round. Just as Donna left, Erin came back from the rest room and we returned to her talking to Merle about his life.

“Damn Merle where have you been.” A booming voice filled the room making us all look up. Walking towards our table was a short, heavy set man in his forties dressed in jeans and a simple white undershirt. His belly was quite pronounced and the thin material left little hidden including a thatch of chest hair climbing out around the shirt’s neck. He also seemed flushed with a rosy hue on his large face and mostly bald head covered only by a few wisps of stringy hair.

“Hi there CT. What are you doing here.” Merle said starting to stand before his friend motioned for him to stay seated.

“Got a load headed north but lost two tires today so I’m stuck until tomorrow.” He explained.

“I got ya. Pull up a chair and have a cold one.” Merle replied.

CT did just that and Donna came over and took his order. Merle and his friend began talking and Erin and I stayed silent listening to them and from her look, just like me, she was hoping he would leave soon.

“Who you’re friends?” CT finally asked acknowledging us.

“This is Erin and David. I’ve known them for a few weeks.” He replied thankfully being discrete.

CT gave us a quizzical look but held off on any follow up questions. Over the next several minutes I saw him stealing looks at Erin although I couldn’t blame him. Her legs looked outstanding and the cold air was effecting her nipples giving us just a hint of their hardness through her bra and top.

When our drinks were gone, Merle and I gave a slight nod to each other and we let CT know we were leaving. By the look on his face, I knew he suspected there was more to the story but he gave a pleasant good bye as we left. Walking back to the room, Merle’s hand found Erin’s ass sending a signal to anyone that might be watching.

“I’m going to take a quick shower.” Erin said as soon as were in the room. She went immediately to the small bathroom closing the door behind her and once again leaving Merle and I together in an awkward situation.

I wanted to speak to Erin alone and make sure she was okay so after only a short while I lightly knocked on the door then entered. The shower was running but Erin had not yet entered. She was in front of the mirror in just her thong but as soon as I entered she reached for her top to cover her breasts. However, her movement was too slow and I got a good look at the numerous hickeys that were on each orb.

“Looks like things got wild.” I said.

“Are you mad?” She asked looking at me with pleading eyes.

“No sweetie. Can’t say that I blame him really.” I answered.

“Okay.” She said dropping the top back on the vanity.

“I just wanted to make sure you’re okay.” I said pulling her to me and giving her a hug.

“I’m fine David. Are you?” She asked with the same pleading look.

“Yes. I’m okay. We’ll have lots to talk about tomorrow.” I said. I thought about letting her know that I had warned Merle off on the “do what he says” subject but decided to keep it to myself thinking it might make things more edgy for her.

“Okay. Well hurry up.” I said with a soft laugh and gave her a light spank on her bottom.

“I will.” She replied giving me a very sexy look.

Just as I was about to leave, Erin pushed her thong over her hips and looking down I saw that there was a wad of toilet paper or Kleenex in the crotch that was visibly sodden.

“I didn’t want it to look like I wet my pants.” Erin said seeing my look.

“Did he cum that much?” The words came out more like a reaction than a thought out question.

Erin didn’t speak but shook her head up and down then pulled the thong all the way off and stepped into the shower. I looked at the wad of paper for a few seconds then left the bathroom.

“She okay?” Merle asked. He had pulled his boots, socks and shirt off and was sitting in a chair in just his jeans.

“She’s fine. Be out in a minute.” I told him.

It was a forced conversation speaking with Merle while we both waited on Erin. The conversation went to random subjects but always avoided the obvious thing before us. Finally, after what seemed like hours but in reality was no more than fifteen minutes the door opened and Erin walked out completely naked.

“Girl you know how to get a man’s attention.” Merle laughed. There was still a light sheen of water on her body from the shower that made her skin glisten in the light.

She walked to me, kissed me softly on the lips and whispered a thank you then turned to Merle and sat on his lap. Without hesitation, he pulled her mouth to his and they started a deep, passionate kiss that went on for minutes. He started out softly fondling her marked breasts but as the embrace lingered he started pinching her nipples which brought audible moans even through her engaged mouth.

“Get these off.” Erin cried pulling at the button of his jeans when they finally broke the kiss.

Merle laughed as Erin struggled with them before finally releasing the catch, lowering the zipper and working them off his legs. Merle’s half erect cock sprung free and bounced back and forth before settling on his thigh. I could see clearly in his pubic hair a crusty residue no doubt left over from their afternoon escapades. Erin didn’t care and when her hands were free, she grabbed the heavy phallus and brought it to her mouth while kneeling between his legs.

“Oh baby that’s good. Do it like I told you.” Merle said to her with a groan.

Erin seemed possessed as she worked on his cock with a fervor I had never experienced. Merle’s hands found her head and gently guided her while he provided a stream of verbal encouragement. I realized I was still standing in the middle of the room and suddenly felt very self-conscious so I grabbed a chair and placing it several feet to one side, sat and watched.

“Did you keep my seed in you like I said.” Merle asked. He had been talking to her provocatively since they started but these words immediately registered with me. I saw her eyes dart towards me for an instant before she nodded her head to her lover letting him know she had complied. I knew now that the wad of paper in her panties was there, not for the reason she had given, but to maximize the time his semen would be in her womb. I knew it was likely only symbolic but it still showed how completely turned on she was by the raw sex. I thought about her Junior League friends and co-workers at the law firm. If they knew she had carried a trucker’s semen all afternoon and was now between his legs sucking him with abandon they would think she needed to be committed.

There was movement between them and Merle began trying to lift her to her feet.

“I want to suck you until you cum.” Erin said with a guttural whine.

“Not now baby. I want some of your pussy.” Merle told her. Finally, getting her to her feet he guided her to the king sized bed.

He pushed her onto her back and immediately she opened her legs inviting him to invade her lovely shaved pussy. Merle wasted no time knee walking into position then massaging her opening with the head of his cock until he had it lubricated. All the time, Erin was whimpering and thrusting her hips at him hoping to impale herself. When he was finally ready, he leaned forward onto one hand and using the other found her opening.

“OH FUCK YES!” Erin practically screamed when she was penetrated.

It took him half a dozen more thrusts before he was completely inside her and the whole time she was wailed like a possessed woman. When he hit bottom, he stopped for a moment letting her work against him then began a slow deep rhythm that soon had her arms and legs completely wrapped around him.

The room was illuminated by the light from the bathroom through its completely open door. It gave the room a harsh look so I stood and closed it until just a half inch opening remained. Now the subdued lighting created a surreal effect and helped heighten their erotic movements and sounds.

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest and my dick straining to be set free. This time was different from the others because Erin was no longer the reluctant participant being cajoled and seduced into the sex. Now she was an equal participant communicating her need. I had never been so excited in my life.

“Merle. Remember she’s yours to do anything you want.” I said suddenly wanting him to own her. He seemed to flinch just for an instant as if registering my words but kept the relentless pounding going.

He was taking her towards the point of no return with each stroke getting her a little closer. Just when I thought she was at the launching point, he slowed which brought cries of frustration from her and an attempt to use her hands on his hips to speed him up. Merle ignored her attempts and soon moved so that he could suck on her breasts. I knew he was likely leaving more marks on her sensitive flesh that would remind me of this encounter for weeks.

“Go get CT. He’s probably still in the bar.” Merle suddenly called out.

“Why?” I asked.

“You said she was mine. That’s what I want.” He replied with a tone of irritation.

I stood out of reflex then stopped and thought about the request. It was crazy. That guy had no business being part of this even if was just to watch. Just I was about to tell him to forget it, Erin started speaking.

“Come on Merle do it. Go faster baby.” She whined in an incredibly needy voice. If she had even heard the conversation about CT she made no reference to it. I got up and headed towards the door.

As expected, CT was still in the bar sitting on a stool alone. I went up to him, tapped him on the shoulder and let him know Merle was looking for him. He asked a few questions that I fended off but I think he suspected what might be happening because it didn’t take much prodding to get him to leave.

“Well goddamn.” CT exclaimed as soon as we stepped into the room.

Merle was on his back now and Erin was in the reverse cowgirl position riding him with her breasts bouncing in circles. She looked like a woman possessed and I knew she was working hard to reach an orgasm.

“CT get over here and lick this pussy.” Merle called out to his friend.

“Get her turned up Merle I can’t do it like that.” He replied with a hoarse chuckle.

Merle scooted down the bed until his knees were on the edge and lifted Erin’s legs so they were in front of her. He pulled her back against his body until she lay flat and we now had a perfect view of his large cock stuffed inside her pussy. CT didn’t need any further encouragement. He moved to the end of the bed, dropped to his knees and planted his mouth on my wife’s clit.


“OHHH…SHIT…OHHH…OHHH MY GOD!” Erin cried out as soon as contact was made.

“CT loves to lick pussy.” Merle informed me. He was certainly showing enthusiasm as he now had the back of her thighs in each hand and was spreading her open while his mouth worked her over.

CT didn’t seem to care at all that Merle’s large cock was only an inch away from his mouth. It made me think that this was not the first time that they had been together in this kind of situation. While CT had her legs spread wide, Merle held her arms above her head making her spread wide and giving her no leverage. She was at the mercy of the large cock stuffed inside her and the rapidly moving tongue that was now lashing at her relentlessly. Her sounds grew louder still but were mostly incomprehensible as each attempt to speak was quickly lost in a passion driven wail.

“Come hard now baby. Let it all out for us.” Merle instructed her while she writhed on top of him like an overturned bug.

“Okay…” She forced out in a grunt. It was the first clear word I had heard from her since CT had started licking.

I stared dumfounded as she climaxed. Her body flushed then faded and then flushed again while her eyes rolled back in their sockets and spasms rippled through her tummy as she remained held in place by Merle and CT. A pleading whine came from somewhere inside her that then turned into deep, almost animalistic grunts. I had never heard about nor seen anyone orgasm like she did. It seemed to go on for several minutes and the total loss of control from her shocked me and left me wondering about her health.

“Might as well pull it out.” Merle said to me when he saw my hand working furiously on my dick through my pants. They had stopped moving except for CT who was now slowly licking along the sides of Erin’s pussy. His words broke me from the mesmerized state I was in and made me feel embarrassed. Rather than follow his recommendation, I flopped into one of the chairs suddenly feeling exhausted.

Erin still with on her back draped over Merle’s with his cock inside her had become still with her eyes closed tightly. CT had released her thighs and her legs were now draped over his shoulders.

“Erin are you okay?” I said forcing the words from my mouth in a dry voice. Her head which was resting against his shoulder tried to rise when she heard my words but it fell back and she stayed quiet seemingly too exhausted to respond.

I looked from her to Merle and saw that he was looking at me with a big smile. There was no doubt he was enjoying the control he had and the debauchery he was bringing to Erin.

“Erin?’ I asked again.

“I’m okay.” Came her faint voice, almost in a whisper.

Merle released her arms and began using his hands to knead her breasts. I could see that he was whispering to her too but his voice was so low I could not hear what he was saying. At first there was no response but as he continued to talk I saw her eyes try to look at his face followed by a slight shaking of her head that I took to be a negative response to something he had said. There followed a whispered discussion between them that finally ended with Erin glancing at me with an odd look while biting her lip.

“Move back CT.” Merle said as he helped Erin to her feet at the end of the bed.

CT dutifully moved out of the way but his eyes never left my wife’s body. He had a hungry look and he seemed to be almost in a trance no doubt thinking about what he wanted to do.

Merle stood too then directed Erin back onto the bed on her knees. When he lined up behind her, a sick feeling washed through me as I suspected what he might have in mind. Sure enough, without ceremony, he used his hands to get her in position then moved his large cock to her tight anal opening. His right hand pushed her right cheek to one side and he used his left hand to guide him until the cockhead was teasing her opening. It wasn’t long before I saw his ass muscles clench and he pushed forward which brought a loud grunt followed by a high pitched squeal from my wife.

“Pop that tight ass Merle.” CT encouraged.

Erin and I had attempted anal sex twice. Both times after lots to drink and in both cases it didn’t progress far because she found it very uncomfortable. For all practical purposes, her ass was still cherry.

“How far you in Merle?” CT asked struggling to be still his voice almost giddy.

“Barely any.” He answered through clenched teeth.

For the next ten minutes, CT and I watched Merle slowly feed his wet cock into my wife’s virgin ass. The clenching of the muscles in his ass and thighs would signal that he was penetrating deeper followed by cries and whines from Erin. Merle would give her time to adjust then push in more repeating the cycle until finally his pelvis was snug against her lovely ass.

“That’s all baby.” He announced.

Erin’s head was between her outstretched arms with her eyes closed almost as if she was praying. After his last push, she had become quiet while Merle let her get comfortable with the invasion. However, when he withdrew several inches then pushed back a new wave of cries came from her and we watched as each hand grabbed the bed linen squeezing the fabric tightly while the grimace on her face showed the pain she was feeling.

“Merle I’m not sure this is a good idea.” I said feeling I needed to intervene.

“I thought you wanted her to do what she was told?” He shot back as he pushed into her forcing more painful sounds from her mouth.

“I don’t want her hurt.” I responded.

“Give it a minute.” He replied then moved once more.

Between each thrust, he would stop and give Erin some recovery time. It took another five minutes or so but slowly her cries began to fade and the pauses between thrusts grew shorter. In addition, her face lost its contorted look and the death grip she had on the linen abated.

“How you feeling Erin?” Merle asked.

“Keep going slow.” Erin answered but her voice now had a hint of excitement.

He did as she asked for a while before slowly increasing the pace until he was sliding back and forth easily with a steady, firm pace. When Merle suddenly stopped we all watched as Erin began moving, pushing back eagerly against Merle. Merle looked over at me and winked letting me know he had conquered my wife’s ass.

After making his point, Merle grasped her hips and began thoroughly fucking her ass. Gone were her painful sounds now replaced by whimpers of pleasure. It wasn’t long before his hands began wandering her body alternating between her pussy and breasts. We watched her especially respond when Merle would roll her nipples between his fingers by pushing her ass back hard against his large cock.

Suddenly and without warning, Merle pulled his cock from my wife’s ass. From my place in the room, I had a good view of Erin anus which remained gaping open after Merle’s departure.

“Goddamn!” I heard CT exclaim and I knew he had seen the same thing.

“Get up darling.” Merle demanded. He helped her to her feet then sat back on the bed, spun her and pulled her back into his crotch.

They fumbled for a few seconds before they were able to position themselves so that Merle could push his cock back into her ass once again. It went in easily this time and once he hit bottom he lay down on the bed pulling her back against his chest. In that position, we had an unobstructed view of his shank working its way in and out of Erin stretched ass. The ring on her opening was so snug around him that it stretched inward and outward clinging to his shaft with each thrust before finally letting go.

“CT get your damn clothes off and get in this pussy.” Merle called out.

The heavyset man moved faster than I thought possible. In almost no time, he had shed his t-shirt and pants revealing a hairy body and a large belly with the head of his average sized dick protruding beneath the folds. He moved between my wife’s legs using his hands to wrap them around his thick waist blocking my view. CT was not a good looking man and I expected Erin to reject his advances. Surprisingly though, he moved his hands between them clearly preparing to enter her which received no objection.

“Ohhh…” Erin moan at the same time I saw CT push his hips forward.

Once fully penetrated, the threesome remained still for almost a minute as if each was wondering what to do next. Finally, they started to move in a slow rolling motion although it was unclear who had initiated it. It was bizarre to witness Erin’s double penetration and even stranger to realize that she was accepting it without protest.

Their movements became more pronounced along with the sounds of the slapping of their flesh. Waves of fat rolled across CT’s ass each time he pushed into Erin. It was a scene of complete debauchery with my wife at the center. My eyes moved from their joining to Erin’s face and I saw that she was looking at me with a strange expression that seemed equal parts lust, pain and concern. For a moment, we held the gaze. Then she seemed to drift until her eyes lost focused and she descended into a state of sexual oblivion.

“Man this is weird. I can feel your cock Merle.” The fat man grunted out.

“Keep fucking her. She likes it.” Merle replied while roughly kneading her breasts.

His encouragement elicited a wave of energy from CT and he started thrusting harder into my wife which resulted in new whines and louder cries of pleasure from her. CT maintained the pace and it wasn’t long before I could see Erin’s body move in a way that told me she was getting close to cumming. Slowly, her legs, which had been around CT’s waist came free and stayed suspended in the air before lifting and opening. Her sounds became more pronounced before she finally spoke.

“I’m so close please don’t stop.” She begged.

“This cunt is ready to cum.” CT announced.

Several seconds passed before his insulting words registered with me. In a normal situation, I would have beat him to a pulp for using this language with Erin. Now though, I found it hard to get angry since she was riding strange cocks in her ass and pussy.

“Ohhh…ohhh…ohhh…please don’t stop…please…” Erin wailed.

Then it hit her. She began thrashing and groaning and Merle and CT took hold of her body to keep her in place and continue fucking her while she climaxed. Her body was being rocked by hard spasms like she was being shocked with electricity and a guttural, continuous wail was coming from her only interrupted by loud grunts that she emitted when a spasm hit. Her actions must have pushed CT over the edge because he put his hands on the inside of her thighs, spread her legs and gave several fast thrusts finally ending with a hard push into her that he held while he gave out a loud bellow.

“OH FUCK. FUCK YEAH. Good pussy.” He grunted while releasing his seed.

CT’s orgasm had stopped the movement and it wasn’t until he pulled his dick out and stepped away that Merle was able to begin moving again. Erin was limp and lifeless on top of him having giving up all she had with her own release. Merle kept trying to fuck her ass from below until suddenly he rolled her off him pushing her onto her stomach and then repositioned and reentered her ass while she lay face down on the bed. Now it was his turn and he started thrusting urgently into her with his large cock until he tensed, grunted, made two more rapid thrusts then pushed all the way inside her while he exhaled forcefully. Erin was so gone that she barely even responded to his moves.

Except for the sound of Merle’s deep breaths it was quiet in the room. CT who had been standing while Merle finished sat at the edge of the bed staring at the joined couple and I remained in my chair.

“Please let me up.” Erin finally spoke. There was no lust in her voice now and I sensed some irritation in her tone.

Merle backed out of her and CT got an up close view of his cock snaking its way out of her ass. As soon as he was out, Erin moved to the side of the bed, stood and went swiftly to the bathroom closing and locking the door behind her. Almost immediately, we heard the shower being turned on but other than that there was no other indication of what she was doing. Merle and CT remained naked for a few minutes but slowly they grew self-conscious and started putting on their clothes.

The shower ran for about twenty minutes and it was another fifteen before we heard the door knob turn and then saw Erin head with wet hair poke out the door.

“David, would you get my robe from the suitcase please?” She said in a soft voice.

Worried about her, I jumped and after rummaging through her large suitcase for a bit I was able to find it.

“Anything else?” I asked with a questioning look on my face. Erin just shook her head while biting her lower lip and closed the door once more.

“Maybe y’all should go.” I said to the men and Merle gave a brief nod and directed CT with him out the door.

“Are you okay?” I asked jumping from my chair when Erin finally emerged some minutes later.

“I think so. Are you?” She said looking straight into my eyes.

“I’m fine. I thought you must have got upset though.” I said as statement but it was really a question.

“No I’m not upset. I needed a uhhh, ummm…a break I guess you would say.” She answered.

“I understand. That was pretty intense.” I replied.

“Yes. It was.” She said with a pause between the two phrases.

“I’m sorry it went too far. I should have protected you and stopped it.” I said feeling guilty.

Erin took me by the arm and led me to the bed where we sat down next to each other. She squeezed my hand tightly then kissed me softly on the cheek. I turned to kiss her and we touched for a brief moment before she turned away. It was clear she had more on her mind.

“David. It’s okay you didn’t need to stop it. I’m fine.” She said in a soothing voice.

“But you seemed…I, I mean acted upset. You went to the bathroom and locked yourself in.” I stammered.

“I needed some time to collect myself. Plus, I felt like I needed to clean up after all that.” She explained.

“I’m lost. I don’t know what you’re telling me.” I blurted out still unclear about what she was trying to say.

“I liked it David. A lot. That was one of the biggest orgasms I’ve ever had.” Erin said to me and suddenly I understood. I was thinking that she was upset about being put in the position to have sex with these men but in reality she was concerned about me. How I would react to her carnal enjoyment.

“Well I’m happy you liked it. I never wanted you to not like it.” I replied.

“I know that David but you need to understand…” Erin was in the middle of her sentence when she was cut-off by knocking on our door.

With a sigh, I stepped over, turned the knob and opened it a few inches. Merle was standing there trying to look past me into the room.

“Everything okay? I came to say goodnight to Erin.” He announced.

“Well we’re in the middle…” I started to say but Erin appeared at my side peering out the door.

“Come in Merle.” She said.

I closed the door behind him and turned to see them standing close together. Erin was barefoot in her robe looking up at him.

“Erin darling, I was worried about you. You okay?” He asked.

“I’m fine Merle. Just needed to clean up.” She explained.

“I got ya baby.” He said and at the same time his hands snaked inside her robe opening it as he pulled her against him. Her naked body was now against him and he kissed her on the mouth.

“Merle!” She replied in feigned surprise when they broke the kiss.

“I was hoping you’d be feeling better. Let’s go next door and get a beer.” He suggested.

“Oh Merle my hair is all wet and I don’t have any make up on. I’m not ready to go out.” She replied but I could tell she wanted to go.

“Nonsense woman. It’s early. Take your time and get ready. I’ll come back and get you in a while.” He said to which she just nodded.

When I turned after closing the door behind him, I saw that Erin was already headed towards the bathroom. She re-tied her robe and got out her hair dryer and began using it on her damp mane.

“You were in the middle of telling me something.” I said after she had turned off the blower.

“Let’s discuss it tomorrow during the drive.” She replied while primping at the mirror.

It felt strange to have a special moment between a husband and wife usurped by the demands of her lover but I didn’t want to make a scene. Especially, after what had taken place so far. I went back into the room, sat on the edge of the bed and turned on the TV.

Erin had dried her hair and put on jeans and a sleeveless blouse when Merle returned some twenty minutes later. When I let him in he gave Erin an admiring once over before offering something he was holding in his hand.

“You look great baby but would you mind wearing this?” He asked.

Erin took the garments and looked at them and I could see they were a pair of small shorts and what looked like a tank top.

“Merle?!” She let out when she had inspected the outfit.

“Come on darling. I only get this one night and I want it to be special.” He answered. I had not heard him plead with her before but he was infinitely doing so now. Without a response, Erin turned and went into the bathroom closing the door behind her.

It was only a few minutes later that she emerged and I was stunned to see her in the clothes Merle had selected. The shorts were very tight cream colored short shorts that showed off her firm butt and left a tiny piece of her cheeks sneaking out the bottom. The fact they had a fly on the front likely hid the outline of her labia. The top was in fact a rust colored tank that barely reached her waist. If she had not been wearing a bra, it would have revealed almost everything about her breasts.

“Damn that looks good. But can you go without the bra?” Merle said.

“I don’t know Merle. I might get arrested.” My wife giggled.

“Try it and let’s see.” he told her.

With a shrug, Erin lifted the top over her head, unclasped her bra and threw it on the bed revealing herself to us then pulled the top back over her head. The first thing I saw were her nipples, hard and pointed, clearly showing along with a good amount of cleavage. Also, if she didn’t hold her arms still, the sides of her breasts could be seen through the arm holes. All in all, from head to toe, it was a very slutty look.

“What do you think honey?” She said turning to me with a wicked smile.

“I don’t know Erin that seems a bit too much.” I counseled.

“What do you think Merle? Is it too much or is David being a party pooper.” She said in a voice that I found very irritating.

“I think it looks damn good.” He replied.

“Looks like a difference of opinion. What should we do?” She smiled enjoying herself too much I thought.

“Well if you’re going to wear it, add some heels.” I said sarcastically.

Erin shot me a challenging look then went to her suitcase and dug out some two inch white heels. They weren’t over the top and in fact they were the most subdued part of the ensemble but they did have the effect of lifting her butt up as she stood and walked.

“Are you coming?” Erin asked when she was ready and Merle had his arm around her waist.

“No, think I’ll watch some TV.” I replied which brought a momentary look of concern to her face.

“It’s right next door if you want to wander by later.” Merle said and opened the door pulling Erin out quickly.

I was left somewhat confused staring at the motel room door and wondering if my wife had lost her mind. I contemplated going over, finding her and dragging her back but I decided I would rather just pretend I didn’t care. I tried to watch TV flipping aimlessly through the channel set over and over occasionally finding something to watch. Unfortunately, this lasted only about forty-five minutes before I couldn’t take it any longer and headed for the door.


The beer joint was actually about a hundred yards down the road from the motel across a used car lot in a cinder block building painted gray with a dirt parking lot. This bar was called “The Other Place” that was spelled out in a blue neon sign on a sign in curtain covered window. In addition, there were multi-colored Christmas lights that ran along the length of the eves that gave it an odd look. A half dozen pickups, three cars and several work trucks were parked around the front and side of the building with most being older models with various signs of damage and decay in their bodies. The door was made of metal painted in a dark gray color and had signs with age and firearm warnings placed at eye level.

The door creaked as I opened it and several of the patrons turned to look as I entered and ambled self-consciously to a seat at the bar. Along with me, there were two others at the counter with the rest of the customers sitting at the cheap tables that filled the room. Like Ike’s Place, it was freezing inside and I wondered if there was some town ordinance requiring thermostats be set at frigid levels.

“Miller Lite, please.” I said to the bartender who was a thin fiftyish woman with straight gray hair and a face which showed she had experienced too many hard miles and cigarettes.

While I was waiting for the beer my eyes were already scanning the room and I found Erin sitting at a table with Merle and CT in the far corner. Their table had multiple beer bottles sitting on top and knowing that Erin wasn’t a beer drinker I surmised that the two men were drinking hard. Even though that corner was relatively dark, it was easy to spot her because almost all the eyes in the bar were directed towards their table.

“Three dollars.” She said returning with the beer. When I laid out five dollars and nodded letting her know to keep the change she smiled and then spoke.

“I get so damn tired of those trucker sluts.” The bartender said noticing the direction of my stare.

I acknowledged her comment by smiling at her and rolling my eyes before my gaze returned to my wife. I had to admit she looked the part of a cheap slut in her tiny shorts and top, especially with Merle’s hand on her ass, and I wondered what I had missed.

Over the next hour I drank three beers and watched both Merle and Carl consume at least that many while my wife sipped on cheap wine from a plastic cup. Twice she got up to play pool, once with Merle and once with CT and each time every person in the joint, both men and woman, stared at the show. After the second game, Erin made a trip to the bathroom which required that she walk by me. Her eyes opened wide when she saw me sitting at the bar and she stopped and spoke to me with a drunken slur.

“I love you.” She whispered while grabbing my arm and leaning in close. Since there were several empty seats near me, no one could hear our conversation and she looked like the cheap floozy everyone assumed her to be. The fact that her nipples were plainly visible through the tank top she was sporting did nothing to dissuade this view.

“Are you okay? Do you want to leave?” I asked quickly.

“I’m fine.” She replied while pushing her tongue in my ear which let me know she was completely hammered.

She walked on towards the bathroom giving everyone at the bar a good view of her swaying ass.

“See what she wants for a blowjob.” I heard over my shoulder and realized the man on my right had moved from his stool so that he was next to me.

“Not much I bet.” I responded after failing to think of anything else to say.

Erin spent a long time in the bathroom and I was beginning to wonder whether she had passed out when I finally noticed her emerging through the doorway. She passed me a bit wobbly and gave me a smile and wink on her way back to Merle and CT. As she passed the man on my right I heard him to speak to her in a low voice but either she didn’t hear or ignored him because she continued on.

“Damn whore.” I heard him exclaim to himself. Rather than bristle at his words, I found myself almost sympathizing with his view.

As soon as Erin joined the two men, they started acting like they were ready to leave and minutes later this proved true. I watched quietly as they walked to the door and left with Erin arm-in-arm with Merle and CT was a half step behind following like a devoted puppy.

“Show’s over.” The gray haired bartender announced to us at the bar as soon as the door closed.

“Hottest piece of ass I’ve seen around here in years.” The man on my right replied with a sigh while he shook his head.

Not wanting to make it seem like I was chasing them out the door, I forced myself to patiently finish my almost full beer before I left. Fifteen minutes later, I left the beer joint and headed across the lot towards our motel.

When I opened the door, I found the room to be in total darkness with only the light from the opening allowing me to see that Erin was beneath Merle on the bed. As soon as I shut it, the room was thrown back into darkness and it took my eyes a few minutes to adjust. While I waited, the sounds of their coupling continued seemingly unaffected by my presence.

CT was not in the room and I suspected that Merle had sent him on his way so he could have my wife to himself. Merle was rocking into her in a slow but deliberate way that brought soft cries of satisfaction from her. Sitting down to watch, it wasn’t long before I realized that they were in fact making love. They whispered to each other so that I couldn’t hear and Erin arms were wrapped around his neck occasionally pulling him to her to kiss. Feeling suddenly very tired, I fell over onto my side on the small couch and before I knew it was asleep.

Awaking some time later, I stood to find the room empty and I instinctively knew that Erin had gone with Merle to sleep in his truck. Undressing and going to the bed, I found a huge wet spot and after trying several positions to stay out of it and failing I finally gave up. The rest of the night was a restless sleep until I finally was brought to full consciousness by light streaming through a crack in the dingy curtains.

I puttered around the room for almost an hour until I heard a knock on the door and opening it found Erin and Merle. Erin looked at me then accepted Merle’s arms who pulled her close to him and gave her a long, deep kiss. When they finally broke, she stepped inside with a final look over her shoulder and I shut the door quickly.

Erin was still dressed in the slutty outfit and reeked of sex. Her beautiful hair was disheveled and her lipstick was long gone. For some reason, I found her utterly desirable.

“What are you doing?” She asked with concern in her voice as I began pulling at her skimpy clothes.

“I want you in bed.” I demanded.

“Baby, I’m all dirty.” She replied trying to avoid my advances.

“Shhh…” I answered finally unbuttoning her shorts and pulling them off her legs finding her without panties. I tossed the shorts on top of her tank top then directed her forcefully to the bed.

As soon as she was on her back, I ripped my own clothes off and with an aching erection, pushed her legs open and penetrated her easily. Her normally snug pussy was now wide open and there was a hot creamy wetness inside her.

“Did you just fuck him?” I demanded to know.

“Yes.” Erin answered looking at me but making none of the sensual sounds I had heard coming from her last night.

“Did he cum in you?” I asked.

“Yes.” She replied without elaboration.

I fucked Erin very fast and within seconds I knew I wasn’t going to make it very long. Less than a minute later, with me crying out and Erin silent, I released my semen to join her lovers in her loosened pussy.

Erin slept in the back seat for most of the way home finally awaking when we were about three hours out. When I pulled over to get gas, I got her a large bottle of water and she got in the front seat next to me.

“Remember, this was a vacation thing. I don’t want any talk about it when we get home.” She said in a stern voice.

“Yes, I agree.” I replied. There would be a time to talk about everything that had occurred but it wasn’t now so I chose the path of least resistance.

“How do you feel?” I asked truly concerned.

“Tired. With a headache. And sore.” She answered.

We drove on mostly in silence and although I could hear text messages coming through on her phone occasionally she ignored them. Fortunately, three days after getting home her period started which was a huge relief for me and although she didn’t say anything I think it was for her too. Amazingly, we fell back into the routine of our daily lives and it was several weeks, about the same time the hickeys finally faded, before we finally talked.

We had just finished making love and were cuddling and holding each other close. I was the one that broached the subject with words that seemed to just appear on my lips.

“You were amazing on our trip.” I whispered to her while nuzzling her neck.

“I guess you’re ready to talk about it.” She replied twisting in my arms until we were face to face.

“Yes, I guess so. I mean we should.” I answered.

“You don’t think your wife’s a tramp?” She asked.

“Hell no! We did it together.” I blurted out quickly not wanting that thought to linger.

“I’m not sure I understand your thinking sweetie. It doesn’t bother you that other men are having sex with me and getting me excited and…and…making me have orgasms? Doesn’t it bother you?” She asked looking straight into my eyes.

I looked directly back at her then kissed her softly on the mouth before responding. “I told you before it’s hard to explain. There are moments when it’s so intense that I want to watch you more than anything. Then sometimes those thoughts leave and I feel strange and guilty.”

“It seems the excitement always wins.” She said stating the obvious.

“I have to say I like watching you. I like knowing there is a part of you that can…uhhh…let go like you did. Besides, these men aren’t threats to me or us. It’s something we did together. Shared together. I mean I wouldn’t want to be doing this all the time but it definitely made the vacation spicy!”

We continued talking and I steered well clear of any judgment of her. Erin became more comfortable as we went and made some admissions of her own. She told me about some thoughts and fantasies she had held since childhood that were so frightening to her that she locked them away and never told anyone. They involved submissive behavior with forceful men which our adventures played right into. This was what she had wanted to tell me in the motel room before Merle knocked. She also admitted that Merle had touched her more than just sexually and that he had been trying to communicate with her but she had ignored his attempts.

“What were you whispering to him about when you were together after the bar?” I asked. That unknown conversation had been bugging me since.

“He asked for something.” Erin answered after a silence. The way she spoke let me know she was reluctant to say.

“What?” I asked now definitely wanting to know.

“He asked me to say something.” I knew she was going to tell me but she was nervous.

“What did he ask for?” I pushed trying not to sound irritated.

With a sigh she said. “He wanted me to ask him to make me pregnant.”

“Did you? I mean … did you? What did you say?” I stammered out while moving so she couldn’t feel my cock stiffen.

I said. “Merle please knock me up.”

“Did you really want him to?” I blurted out.

“No honey. It was just sex talk.” She replied and pulled my arm tighter around her.

“You know it wouldn’t hurt to text him.” I whispered into her ear.

“Calm down big boy.” Erin giggled and I could tell she was sleepy.

We grew silent and with the silence we began drifting off towards some much needed sleep both content that we were honest and forthcoming in our communication.

“I’ll just let you be in charge of vacations.” Were her final words spoken in that hazy place right before sleep which I chose not to argue about.
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