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CHAPTER ONE


“I can’t get over seeing you like this.”

“Good, because I can’t get over seeing myself like this.”

I watched Cassandra straighten out her little black dress after it had ridden up higher during the cab ride. There was little margin for error with that thing. When she had bought it on our shopping trip downtown earlier in the day, it had felt like a big milestone; it was considerably shorter than anything she wore back home, but it was still just about tasteful, albeit only an inch or two away from downright slutty.

Which was just about as good a metaphor for this whole situation as there could ever be.

She took my arm, taking particular care in her new heels as we crossed the uneven sidewalk toward the venue. “I never thought in a million years I’d go to a place like this. But then I married you.”

“You say that like it happened overnight.”

She smirked up at me. “You say that like it’s been a long and torturous wait.”

“I gave up waiting a long time ago. I mean, I never thought in a million years you’d really go for it.”

“But here we are,” she said, her uncharacteristic smoky eyes fixed on the nondescript door as we neared. “Look, one last time before we go in: we don’t have to do this. If at any time—”

“That’s what I’m supposed to be saying to you!”

“Maybe I’m saying it to myself,” she smiled, taking a deep breath. “Remember, nothing happens unless—”

“Unless it’s your ‘ideal scenario’. I know, I know.” I sighed as we reached the door. “I’m not getting my hopes up too much. Right now, I’m just enjoying seeing you like this.”

And I was. Cassandra had never been one to dress that way, with the possible exception—going by one or two old Facebook photos—of freshman year in college, which was well before she met me. As we had gone from dating to early marriage and then all the way through to having three kids in the space of three years (when we started trying for a second, we didn’t really consider the sheer chaos that unwittingly having a second and third at the same time would inflict upon our lives) her day-to-day aesthetic had gradually moved about as far away as possible from this kind of look.

Her always fit, healthy body had been put through hell. An already conservative dress sense had (understandably) given way to sweats, and where there had already been minimal make-up and styling, there was none at all for a while.

But then, after we settled into life as a family of five and a couple of years passed, she hit me with it.

The fantasy that I had once obsessed over, back when we were dating. One that she had played along with, for a time, until I tested the waters of finding a way to make it come true and she gently but swiftly shut it all down. A deeply ingrained fixation that I had found so painful and self-destructive yet utterly enticing, and which in an instant I had no choice but to abandon—or, at least, pretend to abandon.

For years it had been ever-present, all-consuming, powerfully erotic. And she had snuffed it out in the blink of an eye.

Yet just as quickly, she had lit the fuse and brought it roaring back with an intensity that dwarfed what had been there before.

The words she had said to me one night, not long after our sex life had finally begun to recover from those years of sleepless nights and diaper blowouts. The words that had brought us here.

“Hey… do you still fantasize about me doing that ‘hotwife’ thing?”

It turned out that, as her libido had returned, it had brought along that particular ghost of the past. One that she now saw in a new light—one that, to my twisted elation, she now wanted to sample.

I held open the door and watched her step through, looking every bit the part of a woman there for the taking in her skimpy dress and high heels. I knew just how unlikely it was that this would really go anywhere, what with the checklist of requirements that Cassandra had reeled off beforehand. But merely the image before me, the thought of what it all meant, could have been enough for me if she decided to go no further. This moment alone inflamed me like never before, and I knew it had the potential to fuel wild night after wild night for weeks.

I just had no idea that the precise stipulations that Cassandra had set for even considering being with another man were about to be met.

———

“See anything you like?” I asked, as we stood at the bar and waited for our drinks.

“What kind of question is that?!” she laughed.

I shrugged. “The only kind of question for a moment like this. It’s what we’re here for, isn’t it?”

“Sid,” she whispered, smiling nervously as her eyes darted around the bar. “We didn’t come here on vacation just for me to hook up with another man.”

Those words sent a surge of arousal through me. Just the thought of her entertaining that idea…

“No, but it just so happens that New York is full of swingers’ bars. And you don’t have to whisper, we’re surrounded by husbands and wives looking to get off with other people.”

“Well, yeah. And that doesn’t help.”

I knew what she meant. There were obvious reasons that had held Cassandra back from ever pursuing something like this in the past, and some of them still nagged at her. Even though we were here for a real weekend getaway—we had spent much of our first day treading the familiar tourist path—it was her set of rules that had led me to suggest this trip in the first place, though I had initially kept this ulterior motive to myself. I had wanted to take my time to do some research and make a compelling case for giving this place a try; it seemed like our only realistic shot at this.

With a hammering chest and sweaty palms I had eventually proposed we squeeze this bar into the itinerary. After taking a few weeks to think it over, she saw no reason not to at least check it out—with her conditions in mind.

Rule one: Hotwifing only—not swinging.

That one was fine. I had no interest in getting any for myself—that wasn’t what had filled my fantasies for all those years, not even once. When I married Cassandra, I was done, ready to commit to only one woman in my bed for the rest of my life.

I just wasn’t ready for her to do the equivalent for me.

Rule two: He would need to be extremely attractive.

It sounded like a tough ask, but I wasn’t too worried about finding someone to meet those criteria—because I knew exactly what she meant.

I had seen it in her furtive looks at certain passersby, the different way she would talk about certain male acquaintances—and, more obviously, the way she would stare at certain celebrities on TV. She had never said it outright, but I knew by now that there were two particular physical attributes that caught Cassandra’s eye, characteristics that seemed to captivate her, to ignite something almost primal in her gaze.

It wasn’t the same kind of attraction that she exhibited for me, though I liked to think that was powerful in its own way. But for those guys, it was raw.

The guys who she really desired were a) very muscular, and b) black.

The strange thing was that neither of those factors had originally been a consideration in my fantasies about sharing her. But when it clicked for me that she had a ‘type’, it brought a realistic edge to those thoughts and ended up pervading them.

It was the third that was the wildcard.

Rule three: He would need to be married.

It was oddly specific, but I supposed her explanation made sense. She didn’t want to hook up with a single man, because for any number of reasons she deemed single men to be riskier. She wanted the safety of knowing that he would have no other intentions for pursuing her, and the ‘social proof’ that only a happy and satisfied wife at his side could offer.

How we were supposed to find that, I wasn’t sure. Not because there would be a shortage of swinging married men willing to sleep with Cassandra. There was no chance we would struggle on that front; as she waited at the bar in her tight-fitting black dress, with a generous amount of cleavage hinting at her abundant chest and the fabric taut around her narrow waist and plump booty, I was more than certain of that.

The problem was that the mystery man’s wife wouldn’t be able to swap partners—and what married woman would be happy with that arrangement? I had to hope that we could find someone who satisfied rule two to a sufficient degree that she would ditch rule three, because I didn’t think it was at all feasible to find a couple who could give us what we wanted.

But, then again, I had never met a couple like Aaron and Pamela.

———

While we stood at the bar, we were approached. It was exhilarating, another step in this twisted pursuit: her, the available wife; me, the husband eager to see her stray; and a stranger granted an opportunity to seduce her.

But none of those strangers could make this happen, and I knew it from the moment they each struck up a conversation. The first two were white, for starters—and on top of that the first guy was a sleazeball, and the second was shorter and skinnier than me. A married couple then came over, but I found them unattractive and I knew Cassandra would too.

Thankfully they all took the hint fairly quickly and politely moved on, with the exception of the first man who needed some effort to shake off.

In general, it wasn’t looking good.

“Well, we tried,” Cassandra murmured as we sat and watched the dancefloor. “But maybe this is as far as it goes.”

At this late hour, pairs, triads and swaps were starting to form; hands were wandering, and in some cases the dancing was losing all subtlety. I felt a pang of envy: there were attractive people here, married ones too, many now living out their own desires. I watched with fascination as husbands and wives stepped far beyond the limits of their marriage, disappearing into corners or to the upstairs playroom with new partners.

If only.

“Okay,” I sighed. “We’ll finish our drinks and go. Maybe we could stop somewhere else for a nightcap before we go back to the hotel.”

“Looking like this?” she scoffed, gesturing to her attire. “I’m getting straight in a cab, then straight in the elevator up to our floor.”

“Fair enough. Well, I liked seeing you dress like this. You look smoking hot. Honest to God, the hottest woman in this place.”

She laughed and patted my arm. “Thank you. That’s… sweet? Horny, but sweet.”

Evidently, she wasn’t in the same mood as me. We watched the dancefloor for a little while longer as we sipped our cocktails, and I quietly resolved to take what I could from the evening—I had always known Cassandra might not be the type to really do this, and coming this close was more exciting than disappointing.

After a while I took out my phone to summon an Uber, but paused as I noticed her pulling a face. I followed her gaze to where a couple were practically fucking in the middle of the dancefloor.

“That could’ve been you,” I whispered.

She rolled her eyes and threw back the last sip. “For that to have a hope in hell of happening, it would have to be someone—”

“‘Extremely attractive’,” I said, tapping through the app to call a car. “Yes, I know.”

“Hi there,” a voice called out.

I looked up to see a couple standing over us.

“Hi,” Cassandra weakly replied.

That one brief moment was all I needed to know my wife was going to sleep with another man.


CHAPTER TWO


“I’m Aaron,” the husband said with a breezy smile, but in a voice so naturally deep that it was almost intimidating.

His physique could have been described the same way; he was enormous, yet there looked to be barely an ounce of fat on him. And with the top few buttons of his shirt unfastened and his sleeves rolled up, he was showing the kind of dense, well-built muscle that looked more like rock than body tissue.

He introduced himself first to Cassandra, who looked dumbstruck, and then he reached out to give me a firm handshake and a nod.

I felt like he was trying to woo me, too. More specifically, to woo me into handing over my wife.

He was the fourth man who had approached us (well, Cassandra), and not only was he the only viable candidate, but he was perfect. I looked over at my wife and saw her quietly growing flustered in his presence. Simply knowing the effect that he was having on her was an instant turn-on for me.

“And this,” he said, wrapping an arm around the woman posing coquettishly by his side, “is my wife, Pamela.”

“Hi there,” she smiled, leaning her svelte, scantily-clad frame against him. “Are you guys new here?”

“Yeah… we’re actually here on vacation,” I said, before quickly introducing Cassandra and myself.

There was a playful glint in her eyes. “Ooh, out-of-towners. Where’s home?”

“Austin.”

“Texans,” she smiled. “We’ve always wanted to visit Austin. We like Texans, don’t we, babe?”

“We like a lot of people,” he grinned.

I glanced at Cassandra. She was staring up at them in something like awe.

“You come here a lot?” I asked, feeling like a total noob.

“We try to come down when we can,” Pamela said. While she spoke she had the playful, fidgety manner of a world-class flirt. “Maybe a couple of times a month. It used to be more, but life is busier than it used to be.”

“Yeah? You have kids too then?” I asked, struggling to hide my surprise; they didn’t give off that vibe at all.

She laughed. “Oh, no! I’m not sure we’re the types to start a family,” she said, waving the thought away, before her eyes widened and she turned to Cassandra. “You’ve had kids?!”

“Yeah,” my wife replied, slowly coming back to reality. “Three.”

“There’s no way you’ve had kids,” Pamela breezed.

This woman was all charm—but sometimes flattery has a funny way of working even when it’s painfully obvious.

“Afraid so. This make-up is hiding some fairly dark bags under my eyes.”

“She’s exaggerating. She always says she has them, but I can’t see anything.”

The couple laughed. “Well, I never thought a woman with three kids could have a bod like yours,” Pamela replied. “I was always led to believe it was game over after that.”

“Thank you,” Cassandra said, faltering before adding: “Actually, there is one thing I have to thank them for—more specifically, two.”

“No… I have to be honest, I thought they weren’t real.”

Shocked, Cassandra covered her mouth for a moment and laughed. “I’m not the type for that. But thank you, I think.”

“You’re welcome. I’m afraid I am the type,” Pamela said, puffing out her chest and looking down at her cleavage, “but only because I had little bee stings before that. Without these, I don’t know if I’d have ever landed this guy.” She held up her hand in a stage whisper. “He loves big boobs.”

“Guilty,” her husband grinned. “But, trust me, I’d be with Pamela regardless.”

“Sure he would—because I let him sleep with other women.”

They both laughed, and Cassandra uncertainly joined in. Meanwhile, my cock was now thrumming against my pants.

“You guys are empty,” Pamela continued, pointing to our glasses. “Can we buy you another?”

I looked to Cassandra, and she looked at me.

I raised my eyebrows at her ever so slightly: Your call.

“That’s really nice of you…”

She hesitated for just a moment, enough to make my heart sink.

But it exploded into life as she smiled and said:

“Sure.”

———

“So… newbies,” Pamela grinned, settling into the opposite couch and raising her glass—her movements sinuous, strangely bewitching. “What brings you here tonight?”

What a question.

“Well… we’re in town for the weekend, and we thought it might be a good chance to try a place like this.”

She took a sip, put down her drink, and fixed me with a mischievous gaze. “Sure, but that isn’t really what I was asking. I mean what exactly are you here for?”

Cassandra and I looked at each other. As exciting as these last few moments had been in the company of this overwhelmingly sexy couple of seemingly veteran swingers—in particular, a husband who I knew ticked all of my wife’s boxes—I was keenly aware that this whole interaction might come crashing to a halt the moment that we revealed our intentions.

But don’t ask, don’t get, and there was no point in dragging this out if it really was going nowhere.

It was still an excruciating moment for me personally, for the first time having to explain what we were looking for to people outside of our marriage.

I took a deep breath and went for it.

“We’re… we’re looking to try hotwifing. Do you know what that is?”

I was fearing all kinds of reactions to that, but their actual response was not one of them. They both raised their eyebrows, nodded, and smiled, their gazes briefly drifting over to Cassandra, before turning to each other in some kind of telepathic exchange.

“Well, that’s exciting,” Pamela beamed, a renewed flicker of mischief in her eyes now. “And whose idea was this?”

Her demeanor seemed to have shifted now, and not in the way I might have expected. Was she more engaged with us?

“Mine,” I answered, a little sheepishly.

I was trying my best not to look at Aaron at this point, but he still seemed perfectly relaxed, and I could sense one or two stealthy glances in Cassandra’s direction.

Good God, he’s assessing my wife as a sexual partner.

My dick felt like it was going to explode at the thought. When I looked over at Cassandra and for a fleeting moment saw her making eye contact with him, it almost felt like I could have come then and there.

“I guess that is more of a male fantasy,” Pamela said, casually sipping her drink as if we were merely discussing the weather. “But it takes two to tango. Correction, three—or more,” she added, with a giggle. “And you like that idea, too, Cassandra?”

Cassandra hesitated, still warming up to this type of discussion. “I do… Well, at first I wasn’t into it. We didn’t talk about it for a long time. But after settling down, starting a family and all that… I guess I started thinking about it again, and it suddenly seemed so much more exciting.”

“I can see that,” Pamela nodded. “An escape.”

There was a pause, long enough for me to fire off a question of my own.

“And what are you two looking for?”

“Um,” Pamela started, as she and her husband turned to one another and laughed. “We’ve done a lot, and we’re open to a lot.”

“I see.”

I didn’t.

She and Aaron exchanged another look. She licked her lips and sat up in her seat, her gaze drifting from Cassandra, to me, and then back again. “But I suppose that isn’t really what you were asking, either.”

I heard a hint of nerves as I laughed politely. “I suppose not.”

“One thing I like is to watch Aaron… with other women. To be honest, he’s had more partners in the lifestyle than I have, and that wasn’t really an accident.”

I struggled to hide my surprise, as did Cassandra.

“You weren’t expecting that, were you?” she giggled. “Yeah—I’m proud of my man. And watching him make some other woman all weak at the knees, and then get her on her knees… I find that exciting.”

I could hardly have hoped for a better scenario for Cassandra.

This could really happen.

I could feel myself starting to tremble from the sheer force of my racing heartbeat, so much that I had to adjust my positioning to hide the slight shake of my hands.

“You don’t… get jealous?” Cassandra blurted out.

“Not at all,” Pamela casually replied. “I’m very secure in my marriage—I know he’ll always come right back to me. Believe me, after our last few years in this lifestyle, there’s more trust now than ever.”

“So it’s like a ‘hothusband’ thing?” I asked. “I’ve heard of it, but I didn’t think it was all that common.”

“Not as common, but there are girls like me out there, for sure.”

“I’m a lucky man,” Aaron shrugged with a grin.

“Tell me more,” Pamela said, her manner almost like that of a broker now that everyone’s desires had been established as compatible. “What do you like about it, Sid? And, more importantly, what are you looking for, Cassandra?”

I wasn’t expecting such a direct question, but I’d been into this idea for long enough to have an answer.

“I guess I just want to see Cassandra get all the pleasure she can. That’s the main thing. But it’s also the loss of control for me—anything can happen, within reason, but that’s up to her and… whoever. Not me.”

“Okay,” Pamela nodded, giving Aaron another glance. “And Cassandra?”

“Um… well, I suppose sex for me has always been about a relationship, love—more recently, reproducing,” she added, with a nervous laugh. “After that point, with life becoming so much more real over the last few years… I started to think more about a different kind of sex.”

Pamela nodded along with a wicked smile. “You just want a good time.”

“I guess you could say that.”

Aaron smiled, leaned forward, and addressed my wife directly.

“Would you like to swap places with Pamela, so we can get to know each other a little better?”

Cassandra looked like a deer in headlights. She turned to me as if for permission. With my body practically quaking from the hyper-arousal of watching this play out, I was barely lucid by this point, but I managed to give a small nod.

She smiled at Aaron and pushed up off the couch. “Okay.”


CHAPTER THREE


“Look at us,” Pamela said with a smirk. “Just two cucks on the sidelines.”

Cassandra was now sitting side by side with her husband. I don’t know what he’d said or asked, but after less than a minute together he had her speaking animatedly and at length. With background music pulsing through the bar and the nearby chatter growing louder as more patrons made their way in, I couldn’t make out a word of their conversation.

“To be clear, I’m not into any of that humiliation stuff,” I said. “But sure… cucks.”

“Oh, me neither. But if another man bangs your wife, it’s hard to argue you aren’t a cuckold, right?”

I laughed, even as my cock twitched at those words. “Right.”

“But I suppose you aren’t one, yet.” She looked up at me with a devilish smile, and it felt as though her eyes bore into my soul as she asked: “Do you want my husband to bang your wife?”

My mouth was suddenly dry. It seemed as if all the moisture in my body was helping to replenish the pre-come now filling my boxers.

“Do you?” she repeated.

I nodded.

“Good. Because he can definitely do that. And I think he wants to.”

She subtly nodded her head in the direction of the other couch, and I looked over to see the pair’s bodies had somehow drifted closer. Their knees were now touching, and while he talked Aaron emphasized a point by gently tapping her lower thigh with his fingertips.

Her eyes quickly darted downward as he did so, and as they snapped back up to meet his gaze she smiled.

Holy shit. He’s genuinely seducing my wife.

“Just think,” she said. “There’s a playroom full of beds right above our heads. The staircase is right there. They could go and fuck right now.”

I was sipping my drink and nearly gagged on it. “Believe me, I’m having a hard time not thinking about that right now.”

“You’ve never done something like this before?” she asked. “Not even a taste?”

“Nothing.”

“Wow. The first time is very exciting. That was a long time ago for us—but the best part is that every new time is exciting in its own way. There’s always a new partner to try… always a new, um, act.”

With Aaron flirting with Cassandra right in front of me, his own wife was driving me crazy. That didn’t mean I didn’t like it.

“I bet. There have been a lot of partners?”

She nodded. “Like I said, more for him than me. I’ve had my fun, don’t get me wrong. But women in swingers’ clubs get drawn to Aaron like moths to a flame, and I never get bored of it.”

“I bet he doesn’t either. He’s okay with sharing you, too?”

“Oh, yeah. But it isn’t the same as what you guys are looking for—not exactly. This is all kind of like a game to him, and he thinks of my exploits in the same way,” she giggled. “Aaron’s no cuck.”

I could see that.

“So, what now? You don’t want to go off and find some fun of your own?”

She shook her head. “I like to see what he gets up to. And this time is different. I would usually be right there with him—either having my way with the husband, or helping him to butter up some girl who’s on her own. When it’s a single girl, sometimes I even get involved,” she added with a wink. “But this is interesting.”

That simultaneously piqued my curiosity and worried me. “In what way?”

“We haven’t encountered a hotwife and her husband before. Now, I can enjoy watching him with someone else, with someone else. Plus you’re newbies.” She patted my thigh. “You and I, we’re going to have a different kind of fun tonight.”

———

Aaron and Cassandra chatted for a while longer. With everyone’s drinks empty, the onus was on me to go and get another round. That wouldn’t ordinarily have been an issue, but in this scenario it meant extracting myself entirely from a situation involving my wife and a potential new lover.

As I waited to be served—the orders at this stage being mostly of a light or non-alcoholic variety—I had to fight not to spend every second staring across the room. Pamela had joined in with their conversation, which at least reassured me that I wouldn’t miss anything.

But when she said something that made Cassandra cover her smile with both hands and glance sheepishly at a grinning Aaron, I couldn’t get back there fast enough.

I finally scooped up our tray of drinks and returned to the table a few minutes later.

“There he is,” Pamela smiled, patting the seat next to me. “That’s good timing.”

My chest pounded. “Why’s that?”

“Aaron and I just noticed a friend across the room. We’re going to say hi for a minute, and then we’ll be right back—is that okay?”

“Sure,” I nodded, confused.

“Great. See you in a moment!”

She accompanied her husband and they crossed the room, leaving me and Cassandra alone together once again. I joined her on the opposite couch.

“Everything okay?”

“Yes,” she said, looking flushed. “I’ve had a… well, a surprisingly nice time.”

“‘Nice’?!”

She laughed and bit her lip. “Okay. Maybe not the right word.”

I lowered my voice. “You want to sleep with him, don’t you?”

Her eyes blazed up at me. All at once I saw lust and embarrassment, hedonism and shame; and both love and something approaching pity for me.

She nodded.

“You don’t need to feel bad about it. I wanted you to do this, remember?”

“I just naturally do feel bad about it. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“You aren’t. This might surprise you, but you wanting that guy to bang your brains out doesn’t hurt me at all. It’s just making me want you even more than ever.”

She locked eyes with me, absorbing what I’d said and silently communicating her acceptance of it. Then she held a hand against my cheek and briefly, softly pressed her lips to mine.

“I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

“They’re coming back.”

We looked over as Aaron and Pamela made their way back around the bar and approached our table. But upon reaching us, instead of sitting they came to a stop and stood over us.

I began to fear the worst. Were they leaving?

Aaron held out his hand toward Cassandra.

“Would you like to dance?”


CHAPTER FOUR


I watched, incredulous, as Cassandra walked hand in hand with Aaron onto the same dancefloor that she had earlier watched with such distaste.

“They make a nice pair out there,” Pamela said. “This will be quite a show. Of course, it’s just the preview.”

I watched as Aaron gently positioned my wife in front of him, kept his hands on her hips, and then began to dance. She followed his lead. For a moment it seemed as though she didn’t know where to put her own hands, but she took the plunge and pressed them to his chest.

She looked up at him breathily and fell into a rhythm with him, simultaneously taking a feel of his hefty pecs. At the same time, his palms began to glide over her hips as they danced. They fell in long strokes down and then back up while he led her movements, so that it looked almost as though it was her body rubbing against his hands and not the other way around.

I couldn’t believe I was letting another guy handle Cassandra that way. I couldn’t believe she was letting him.

“Did you ever think you’d see your wife dancing with another man like this?”

“Never. Though I thought about it.”

“Aaron’s a great dancer. I think he and your wife will live up to those ‘thoughts’ of yours,” she added, with a smirk and a glance at my crotch.

As Cassandra grew more comfortable, she slid her hands up and onto his shoulders. She swayed her hips a little more, matching his movements, their thighs imperceptibly drawing closer until they were pressed together. She slid her fingertips along his shoulder muscles, growing bolder as their dance progressed.

She stared up at him. Their faces were just inches away now.

“Oh—and he’s a good kisser.”

My cock throbbed painfully. Aaron and my wife looked at one another in a moment that seemed to drag on endlessly. He was still palming her waist, her hips, even the outline of her upper thighs, and I didn’t know where to look.

Until Cassandra pressed her hand to the back of his neck, leaned in, and kissed him.

“Jesus,” I whispered, mesmerized. “That’s… not like her.”

“You’d be surprised how often the girls launch themselves at Aaron. Even the quiet ones,” Pamela replied. “Like I said, I take pride in it. I have what they want. So I loan him—and then I drag him home and ride him like there’s no tomorrow.”

That detail briefly conjured up a very pleasant image in my mind, but it didn’t last long. Not with my wife now hungrily kissing this new man and squeezing her body against his, right in front of me.

Their embrace was heating up, too. She was dragging her fingernails through the shaved hairs on the back of his head, and against his bulging shoulders. Her breasts were mashed against his torso. Meanwhile, his hands were now churning in slow circles and brushing over not only her bare upper thighs but her butt cheeks, so thinly covered by that tight dress. She seemed to have no objections.

“You want to know what he told me?” Pamela asked.

I nodded, my eyes locked on the dancefloor.

“He said he bets no one has held her up and fucked her standing before. He wants to do that with Cassandra.”

I exhaled, my cock lurching, begging me to do something.

“Have you ever done that with her?”

“No… and I’m pretty sure no one else has. It isn’t really her style.”

“Aaron could,” she said, sitting back and sipping as she watched. “Another thing that would surprise you is how women suddenly want to do things with Aaron that they would never dream of normally. That’ll be Cassandra, too.”

“Fuck,” I groaned, watching on. Aaron’s tongue now flicked into Cassandra’s mouth. With new urgency, she gripped him and thrust her tongue back, her body squirming in his hands, her fingers again clawing at his torso.

He was all-out gripping her ass now.

“Yeah,” Pamela smiled. “She’s getting there. And how about you?”

“What about me?”

“This is doing it for you?”

“I…”

How to answer a question like that? This was an insane conversation to be having with a total stranger, but I figured this was a place where the usual boundaries were pushed much further out—or even eradicated.

“It is,” I said, with a hint of a stammer.

She nodded at our spouses and smirked. “Is this that loss of control you were looking for?”

“You could say that.”

I cleared my throat and watched as Aaron took a handful of Cassandra’s ass and gave it a hearty squeeze. It was shocking to witness, and might have made me wonder if he had overstepped and risked bringing this whole thing to an abrupt end, had I not then noticed what she was doing.

While they had been positioned with her back mostly toward us, I hadn’t realized that one of her hands had drifted down from his pecs—all the way. It was now rubbing against his crotch.

Her hand was separated from another man’s cock by just a couple thin layers of fabric. My breath shuddered, and my own member pulsed and ached.

“Girls are always curious about what he’s packing down there,” Pamela giggled. “A lot of them can’t help themselves. Looks like your wife is one of them.”

“I can’t believe she’s doing that. That isn’t her at all.”

Pamela patted my thigh. “Trust me. You’re going to see a whole new version of your wife now.”

“What’s the appeal here for you?” I asked. “Talking like this, I mean. This isn’t about me.”

“It isn’t. But I’m quite enjoying flipping all of this on its head. I’ve already experienced watching my husband with other women—I’ve felt all the feelings, the confusing ones, the downright naughty ones. I like that you guys are new to this, and I especially like that it’s now the husband going through it all.” Her head tilted in a faux sympathetic pout. “That must bring up even more complicated feelings.”

I stared at Cassandra as she brought her hands back up and let Aaron guide her in a slow dance that was more a grind. “You could say that.”

Pamela paused. “I hope I’m not going too far. If I’m being a bitch, just tell me and I’ll shut up.”

I was glad that she said it. But to my surprise, the narration and the gentle taunts from Aaron’s partner weren’t bothering me.

They were adding fuel to the fire. And I wanted more.

“Wait,” she said. I turned to see her smiling, wide-eyed. “You like me saying all this, don’t you?”

“Well—”

“No, really. If you want me to stop, I’ll stop. But if you want me to keep going…” Her eyes flashed wickedly. “I can keep going, and then some.”

My already overwrought heart pounded in a flurry of excitement. That uncomfortable dry feeling in my mouth was back. I had no idea what to say to that.

I was spared from having to answer. Cassandra suddenly pulled herself free from the kiss and said something in Aaron’s ear. He nodded, replied, and guided her back toward the table.

“Interesting,” Pamela said.

“Is everything okay?” I asked as they reached us.

My wife stood over me, her demeanor suddenly a little awkward, her eyes flitting over to the exit.

“I think I’ve had as much as I can handle,” she said, a little tremor in her voice.

Are you okay? I mouthed, growing concerned.

She hesitated, but gave a brisk nod. “It was nice meeting you both,” she said to the other couple, with a breathy smile. “Especially you, Aaron. But I’m gonna call it a night here.”

“If you’re sure,” Pamela said.

I was relieved, and maybe a little surprised, that neither of the pair tried to change Cassandra’s mind. I supposed they had plenty of experience not just of this lifestyle, but of the emotions and the politics that came with it—but ultimately they were just being decent people, in a situation where many might have been tempted to dig their heels in.

Cassandra nodded. “I’m sorry.”

“Not at all!” Pamela said, tapping her wrist reassuringly. “We completely understand.”

“Sid, I just need to use the bathroom real quick before we leave.”

“Sure thing.”

“If it’s okay, I need it too,” Pamela said, standing and straightening out her dress.

The two women strode across the bar in the direction of the ladies’. Aaron sat down across from me and gave a casual shrug.

“Sorry,” I said, immediately feeling like an idiot.

Sorry my wife didn’t go through with letting you fuck her.

He just smiled and sipped his drink, not a care in the world. “Don’t worry about it. You guys just do what’s right for you.”

I nodded and slowly drank too, if only to pass the time without talking, silently cursing him for being such a good guy.

———

We stepped into a cab five minutes later, and Cassandra let out a heavy sigh.

“How are you?” I whispered.

“I’m good.” She ran her fingers through her hair and lay back against the seat, with some—but not all—of the tension visibly leaving her body. “Just… that was intense. It was all I could manage.”

“You’re telling me.”

She took my hand. “And it… it was okay for you?”

I met her eyes, feeling the intensity of my own gaze as I nodded.

“You’re sure? That was still what you wanted?”

“Even better.” I paused. “I’m sorry it didn’t work out so well for you. I’m glad we tried it. But don’t worry, I won’t push you into doing anything else.”

She smiled uncertainly. “‘Didn’t work out’? No… I still liked it. Wasn’t that obvious?”

My cock lurched back to life. “It was. But I thought you were freaking out.”

“I meant what I said. That was all I could handle tonight.” Her hand let go of mine and instead pressed down hungrily against my thigh. “I wanted to come back to you for the rest.”


CHAPTER FIVE


We crashed into our hotel room, our tongues lashing and our hands clawing at one another’s bodies. The taste of her mouth had the unmistakable edge of another man’s tongue; though I had feared this might repulse me, in reality it drove me to kiss her more deeply than I had in years, as if to purge his presence. The lust that she had exhibited on that dancefloor hadn’t abated in the slightest, and she had already unbuttoned half of my shirt before the door had closed.

Her purse, her heels, my shoes and my pants flew across the floor as we fumbled our way over to the bed. Her dress was tight-fitting, and for a moment I had to focus on carefully pulling the zip over the curve of her rump until the material slackened and she wiggled out of it. Within a minute we were naked under the covers, kissing as though it was our last night on Earth.

“You looked so fucking hot dancing with him,” I gasped between kisses.

“I was so horny,” she whispered, clutching at me with an aggression she had never before displayed in bed.

“You wanted him?”

She looked at me and nodded. In her glazed eyes there was still a measure of guilt.

“I’m glad you did,” I said, pressing a kiss to her lips before asking: “Why didn’t you go all the way before we came back?”

“I’m serious. He turned me on so much, but… my instinct was to do something about it with you.”

She pulled me in again, one leg wrapping over me and her tongue fighting mine with new fervor as we kissed. Faced with this new side of Cassandra, I decided to just shut up and go with it.

I climbed on top of her, and as I fell into her embrace I gripped her ass, that same ass that another man had just groped on the dancefloor. The image was seared on my retinas, and I couldn’t stop myself from squeezing it now. I was grasping it as if I hadn’t known it was there until tonight.

“Ow!” she gasped, jerking and pulling herself up and away from my hand.

“Fuck… sorry.”

She broke into a laugh. “It’s okay, it just hurt a little. Take it easy.”

“I’ll try my best.”

Figuring it was probably wise to change tack, I slowed things down and began to kiss down the length of her neck. She was still moving at the same frantic pace, squirming with need and clinging onto my shoulders, until I slid down to her chest and delicately enveloped one of her pale, full breasts with my hand.

“Oh, God,” she breathed, and her movements began to slow.

Her thick nipples were as hard as pebbles—even in the cab home, I had seen them jutting through her dress. I pressed my lips to the velvety flesh of her other breast, and then again, drawing closer to the areola with each kiss. Meanwhile I felt her body begin to relax beneath me, though I could still feel her racing heartbeat and her thighs fidgeting restlessly near my waist, betraying her arousal.

I flicked my tongue over her nipple and she jolted.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “It’s so sensitive…”

I grazed over the other nipple with my fingertips and a whine escaped her lips.

“Oh, my god…”

I licked again, and again, and then gently enclosed the other with my hand. Eventually I was stimulating one with my tongue and the other with my drifting fingertips, and she writhed and whimpered, pushing out her chest for more.

But I could feel the heat of her sex burning near my abdomen, and I was instinctively drawn to it. So much of my fantasies about Cassandra had been self-serving in a way—a wish to be visually titillated in the most bittersweet of ways, to see my very own porno with the ultimate emotional edge—but after seeing her practically melt for Aaron, I felt compelled first and foremost to bring her the satisfaction that she craved.

I kissed the length of her abdomen, my hands sliding between her legs as they gratefully parted. Even the soft flesh of her inner thighs were unusually warm to the touch, and as my fingers grazed over her outer lips I was surprised to find that they were already slick with her arousal.

“Please,” she whispered, lying back and gently cajoling me with her palm against the top of my head, nudging my face down toward her pussy less than an hour after it had ground against another man’s cock in the middle of a dancefloor.

I eagerly obliged. I settled down between her legs as her ankles loosely crossed against my back, and I sank a digit inside her. Her lips parted with a soft slosh, and my fingertip fell into the hot pool of her arousal, and then deeper as she pushed her hips to coax me further in. She had never felt like this. I was mesmerized.

I ran my tongue up her folds. They relented so much more easily than before, her salty fluid coating my tongue before I found her nub jutting free and flicked its underside.

“Oh, fuck,” she hissed, her hips bucking against my face. She clamped her hand down against my head and clenched her thighs around my face. “Fuck, I need to come so bad.”

I slid my free hand beneath her, gripping her ass from below and holding her in place against my mouth. Meanwhile I curled my finger up against the spongy roof of her pussy, the way I knew she liked it, and my tongue slowly lapped at her slit, teasing her clit on every stroke.

She quickly got over the teasing and pointedly positioned herself against me so that her clit was unavoidable. After her heady encounter with Aaron, she was silently begging for her release.

A few cautious strokes to test her readiness were met by her thrusting her clit insistently against me. I dutifully pressed the tip of my tongue against her nub and swirled it back and forth, side to side, up and over, until we had fallen into a fast rhythm.

Her fingernails raked my scalp. Her thighs squeezed hard against my ears. Her shaved mound scraped harshly against my nose.

The helpless gasps and plaintive cries at the other end of the bed intensified, and she throttled my head with the grind and shudder of her pussy. Her movements became more repetitive, and she suddenly fell silent.

Those few quiet moments were shattered as she relaxed her hold on my head and cried out into the pillow beside her.

“Oh, my god… oh, fuck!”

I continued to rub the tip of my tongue against her clit, even as her hips gyrated and quivered around me. The forceful grip of her thighs lasted the duration of her orgasm, longer and more powerful than any I could remember her having, until they finally slumped over my shoulders and her clammy, shivering legs draped against my back.

“God, that was so good,” she breathed, pulling at my arm. “Get inside me.”

I pushed up the length of her body and kissed her neck. The sight of Cassandra lost in her waning orgasm was so much more potent in our new context—not just because she looked physically overcome and drained by the experience, with her cheeks reddened and her eyes squeezed shut, but because it had undoubtedly been fueled at least in part by her fantasizing about Aaron.

I positioned my cock between her legs—rigid and seeping pre-come—and brought it down to her folds.

“I love you,” she whispered, tenderly kissing my cheek, before relaxing her head against the pillow and weakly gazing up at me. “That was incredible.”

“I don’t know if I can take all the credit.”

She closed her eyes again and smiled with a contented sigh. “I guess you can’t.”

Her words made my cock throb again, more urgently now. After that, I couldn’t wait a second longer to take her.

I sank inside her, basking in the warmth of her pussy—the warmth of my wife primed for another man. Her wet entrance put up little resistance, and I gradually slid in all the way. She raised her ass slightly off the bed and wrapped her legs around me, bringing me deeper into her so that I could feel the damp of her sex clamp around the base of my cock, its heat on my balls.

I kissed her again as I withdrew and thrust back inside, memorizing that curious taste, the tinged scent of her breath—the lasting evidence of her brief encounter with someone else. I had hoped for more going into the evening, but I was surprised to find even these little details overwhelmed me.

She had danced inappropriately with another man.

She had made out with another man.

She had become hornier than I had ever seen her, because of another man.

She wouldn’t let me go. Her tongue twisted with mine, her legs squeezed around me, urging me to join her in that exquisite relief after such a long wait. I didn’t need much convincing.

“I’m gonna come,” I warned. It was so early.

“Do it,” she whispered, pressing soft kisses to my lips, before pulling back and staring up at me with those big brown eyes. “Do what Aaron should have done tonight.”

The effect was instant, and the come erupted out of me before I even felt that first wave of pleasure. Shuddering and wheezing, catching myself as my elbows and knees threatened to give way, I unloaded a night’s worth of pent-up twisted desire—years’ worth of yearning for the impossible—and flooded Cassandra’s pussy.

I stayed there a few moments longer, kissing her gently, each of us savoring the feel of one another’s bodies before I pushed myself up and she stepped off the bed.

“That was a lot,” she said, her eyes wide, after she had cleaned up in the bathroom.

“That’s what seeing you tonight did to me.”

She slid under the cover and lay against me, both of us still naked. We stayed like that for some time, gathering our thoughts in silence.

“I know tonight wasn’t everything you hoped for,” she said. “But I hope you liked it. No regrets?”

“None whatsoever. Are you kidding me? Look at what just happened.”

She laughed and nuzzled my neck.

“But, more importantly… what about you? Was it what you hoped it would be like?”

She made a thoughtful sound. I craned my neck to look at her as she considered her answer.

“I don’t really know what I hoped for. But it was… definitely better.”

“How so?”

“I guess I just thought I’d feel like I was putting on a show. That it was really all for you. But… I really enjoyed it.” She hesitated again.

“What is it?”

“I really enjoyed him. And I don’t know how to feel about that.”

“It’s what I wanted for you. I don’t want you to feel conflicted about it.”

She frowned. “But I’m married to you. It doesn’t feel right to genuinely feel that way about another man.” She paused and shook her head. “Well, I didn’t ‘feel’ anything—I just really wanted to sleep with him. In some ways that seems worse.”

I burst out laughing. “How is that worse?”

“Okay, yeah, feelings would be worse. But it seems weird to love you, and want to just… fuck him. And I want to sleep with you, too, if the last few minutes weren’t proof enough. It’s just…”

“He makes you horny.”

She looked up at me apologetically. “Yeah.”

“That’s kind of exactly what I wanted from all this, Cass.”

“Really?”

“One hundred percent.”

She kissed my cheek and then lay against my shoulder. “Men are weird.”

“I guess we are. Although that Pamela girl seemed to get off on a similar kink.”

“Yeah… I never expected that.”

I stared up at the ceiling, thinking about my conversation with Pamela while our spouses had danced. I had never considered the possibility that we might run into a wife who had a specific thing for sharing her husband. Someone like Pamela had never been a feature of my many, varied fantasies about Cassandra and another man, and yet she had helped my wife to finally take that step toward infidelity.

She had also brought a curious twist to the whole thing for me.

I was so lost in my thoughts that I hadn’t noticed that Cassandra was also mulling over something. She pushed up and leaned over me, her bare chest against mine, and she bit her lip. I sensed something big coming, and I dared not say anything until she came out with it.

“About Pamela… when we went to the bathroom, she asked to swap numbers.”

My heart kicked back into gear. “And you did?”

She nodded.

I felt a strange mix of relief and apprehension surge through my body as I asked my next question—one that I hoped I already knew the answer to.

“But… why? We’re only here for one more night.”

“I know. She thought maybe I would start to feel like I had unfinished business after tonight.”

It had only been a few minutes, but my cock abruptly began to stiffen.

“And do you?”

She nervously twisted a strand of hair, watching me cautiously. “Well… I feel a little better about the whole thing now.”

I feigned a casual smile, even with my pulse going berserk right under her. “That doesn’t answer the question.”

She watched the quickening rise and fall of my chest and studied my expression one last time. And then she swallowed.

“I do.”


CHAPTER SIX


After Cassandra admitted that she wanted to see Aaron again and go all the way with him, I was like a man possessed. I flipped her onto her back and climbed on top of her, and with a look of pleasant surprise she kissed me deeply and embraced me once more.

Within moments I was inside her again, and I began to fuck her with a new intensity. It had been one thing the first time around, when she had been turned on to a whole new level because of another guy. But now she had real intentions of sleeping with him. Even though I almost desperately wanted her to go through with it, it still awoke something else in me—a part of me that had to reassert that she was still mine.

“Sid,” she gasped, watching me with a kind of awe while I manhandled her hips and her ass cheeks and pounded her pussy in long, hard strokes. She relented completely, her head falling back against her pillow, her eyes flickering shut. “Oh, God, don’t stop…”

I kept going, but I was simultaneously pulled back from the brink of release by the realization that she was nearing hers. She had never come in the missionary position, and I wasn’t about to miss the chance to make that happen—especially not now.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her hand sliding over my chest. “You feel so good…”

My thrusts were deep and rapid. I could feel the sweat starting to break out all over my body, my limbs beginning to tire, but I ignored it. Instead I tried a new gambit to up the ante.

“Say it,” I grunted as I fucked her. “Tell me what you want to do.”

Her eyes snapped open and she watched me for a moment, as though still wanting to make sure that it was safe to admit her specific desires for Aaron, that this wasn’t all a trap. From the way I was pounding her against that hotel bed, she must have been quickly reassured.

“I want to fuck Aaron,” she whined, laying her head back and scrunching her eyes shut.

“Say more.”

“I want his big cock in me. It felt so fucking big in my hand.”

I was not expecting that. It took a great deal of willpower to stop myself from immediately spurting into her.

“How do you want him to fuck you?”

“Pamela told me… he wants to hold me up and fuck me,” she whimpered, the pitch of her voice rising, her words beginning to break up. “I really want him to.”

I felt myself inadvertently speeding up. That voice in the back of my head was driving me to mark my territory, to ‘win her’—even as my conscious thoughts drowned it out with fervent wishes for Aaron to get his own wish with her.

Like some kind of perverse feedback loop, my renewed vigor had a powerful effect on Cassandra. Her grip on my shoulders became vice-like, painful; her thighs tightened around me. I kept going, blinking at the beads of sweat dripping from my forehead, watching as her eyelids fluttered and her mouth hung open.

“Fuck, fuck… fuck,” she breathed, her voice quivering.

I kept thrusting hard.

I felt the warm spasms around my member and her body writhing against mine with her release, and I finally let go.

———

After two more rounds, Cassandra was spent, and she fell asleep in the early hours. My own feelings about what might happen the next night were more complex than her obvious excitement and anticipation, and I had to slip away twice to the bathroom to jerk off to the idea of my wife and Aaron before I could finally sleep.

I probably had no more than two or three hours of rest. We woke up late, and as she checked her phone I rolled over and kissed her, ready for another session.

She pulled back and gave me a hesitant smile. “I could easily go again… but I kind of want to save myself.”

My stomach dropped like lead, but then I registered what she was saying. I hadn’t been sure if she would feel the same way by morning.

“You really want to go through with it?”

“Yeah… and not just me.”

She turned her phone toward me.

Pamela: Hi there. Do you guys want to meet up tonight? Aaron is still very much game…

“Holy shit.”

She bit her lip nervously. “We could actually do this.”

“You could actually do this.”

She laughed and covered her mouth, clearly still trying to process the insanity of it all.

“I meant what I said last night,” I continued. “This isn’t about me. This is about what you want, so if you have any doubts at all…”

She paused before she spoke, her expression becoming a little more serious. “I don’t know how to say this. I want to do this because, above all else, I want him. The fact that you want me to do it is just… I dunno… enabling it, and reassuring me that you’ll benefit too.”

I kissed her. “You don’t have to worry about me. This is in your hands now.” I pointed to her phone. “I’m gonna go shower. I’ll leave you and Pamela to make plans.”

With the water running and my wife in the next room making real arrangements to sleep with a new man, I beat off in that shower and came within thirty seconds.

———

When I eventually emerged and toweled myself off, Cassandra took her turn to wash and get ready for the day. I put on an instant coffee and tugged on some clothes, then stared out over the city in thought.

This time, there was no warped daydreaming. Instead, I had realized this was my last chance to pull back from the edge and stop us from taking an irreversible step—one last quiet moment to decide whether I wanted this enough to stain the ‘sanctity’ of our marriage.

But what did that even mean? Was a marriage only real and intact so long as husband and wife only slept with each other? There had always been couples like Pamela and Aaron, and they seemed perfectly happy. There were couples like us who had taken the plunge. Did simple, no-strings-attached sex have to weaken any of those relationships?

The one certainty in all of this was that it was about sex and only sex. Cassandra had been clear about her rules for doing this, and they were being met. There seemed to be enough of a natural boundary in this situation with the other couple to rule out feelings ever becoming a problem.

Did that still leave the possibility of issues developing between me and her? Regret, resentment, disgust? A loss of attraction?

I couldn’t say for sure. But I did know that Cassandra had dipped her toes into those waters and we had promptly had a night of wild yet intimate sex. I felt no distance from her in the aftermath of that swinger’s bar—if anything, I felt closer to her. We had taken a step together that few others had taken, and so far it had worked for both of us.

As for the question of somehow sullying our marriage, making it ‘impure’—well, that thought just turned me on again.

I decided that, as long as she was sure about this, I was ready.

“You okay?” she asked, snapping me out of my reverie.

I hadn’t noticed that she had stepped back into the bedroom. I watched as she crossed the room toward the dresser, tightly wrapped in a towel, and plucked out some casual clothes for our day in town. Her phone was still in her hand.

“More than okay,” I nodded, retrieving my coffee. “So, today—are we still on for the Met?”

She looked up with a coy smile. “Um… change of plans.”

———

It turned out that, while organizing our evening together, she and Pamela had talked about more than just when and where we would be meeting.

Pamela had made a few ‘suggestions’.

And that’s how I found myself accompanying my wife around Herald Square, jumping from store to store as she put together an ensemble for Aaron based on his tastes. It was a bizarrely erotic experience; I was grateful that the act of walking seemed to keep my dick in check, but whenever we stopped and she leafed through lingerie or skimmed a rack of skimpy dresses it would stiffen in my jeans in a heartbeat.

It got to the point where I had to excuse myself and wander the area outside to cool off, leaving her to shop alone for an outfit to his liking. It meant that I didn’t get to see the dress and lingerie that she eventually chose—I had only seen the five-inch open-toed heels that she bought, which had already been enough of a shock.

“All done,” she beamed, a picture of fake innocence, as she met me on the corner with a few different bags under her arm.

“What did you get?” I asked in a hushed tone.

“Seeing as you missed it,” she said, kissing me on the cheek, “it’ll have to be a surprise tonight.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


“Nice to see you both again,” Pamela grinned, standing up from the booth that she and her husband had reserved—conveniently located in the furthest recesses of the bar. Dressed in a slim-fitting lipstick red dress with a slit up her thigh, she gave Cassandra a familiar hug before greeting me with an air kiss. “We’re so glad you could meet up tonight.”

“Hi again,” Aaron said, ridiculously cool and collected as he hugged my wife and kissed her on the cheek.

“Hi,” she replied a little breathily.

I was still struggling to get over the sight of Cassandra in her new attire. The outfit that she had worn the previous night was already a huge departure from her usual style, but along with her striking new heels she was now wearing a strapless hot pink dress with eye-boggling cleavage, cut-outs around the midriff, and a hem that was even higher than the last.

In short, she looked like a total slut.

Her words, not mine, and she had said it with relish.

Aaron was extending his hand toward me. I shook it and nodded to our surroundings. “I didn’t realize this place would be a regular bar.”

“We don’t go to places like the one last night every night,” Pamela giggled.

“Sure, but for a night like tonight…”

Aaron waved my concern away. “We don’t need a lifestyle bar to have fun.”

He then gestured for Cassandra to take a seat on one side of the booth—before promptly shuffling in beside her.

I tried to keep a blank expression while my mind reeled at the realization that he would be keeping her company for the entirety of our time in this bar—pretending for all the ‘vanilla’ patrons that she was his partner, and Pamela mine.

I sat across from Cassandra, and we exchanged a quick, subtle look, as if to say: Is this really happening?

The cocktail waitress came over and we placed our orders. As soon as she was gone, Pamela turned to me.

“So, you came back for more?”

I tried to avoid becoming distracted by the conversation starting up between Aaron and Cassandra on the other side of the table; once again, I couldn’t even make out what they were saying without straining to listen over the background music and chatter.

“We both did.”

“I know Cassandra certainly liked getting a taste of it last night—we’ve been talking, you know.”

“So I hear,” I replied, bracing for the next shocking detail.

She read my expression and grinned. “Oh, I won’t be sharing anything that she and I discussed. Girl code. You’ll have to wait and see.”

I tried to feign indifference. “That’s what I’m here for.”

The waitress returned a few moments later, and we paused the conversation as she unloaded the tray and handed us our drinks one by one.

My attention was drawn to Cassandra fidgeting on the other side of the booth. She was sitting slightly closer to Aaron now, and though I could tell she was a little nervous I could also see the anticipation in her smile, the thrill in her eyes.

I noticed the position of Aaron’s forearm, and I realized that his hand was resting on her thigh.

This was going to be a long evening.

———

“So, what are you most looking forward to seeing my husband do to your wife?” Pamela asked a few minutes later, her demeanor as nonchalant as ever.

I struggled not to gag on my drink. “That’s a hell of a question.”

“You prude. Fine, I’ll go first. I’m looking forward to the look on her face when she sees and feels his huge cock sliding into her.” She lowered her voice and moved closer to my ear. “And it is huge.”

Oh, good God.

“Your turn,” she said in a sing-song voice, sitting back and sipping on her drink.

“I guess now I’m most looking forward to seeing that.”

“It’s nice to know I can put ideas in your head,” she said, that wicked smile returning. “And not just your wife’s.”

“You’ve been putting ideas in her head? Like what?”

“Girl code, Sid!” She looked across the table at our spouses as they chatted, their body language intimate, their faces less than a foot apart. “Oh, okay. I’ll tell you one thing.”

She sidled up to me and joined me in watching the others, and then she sipped her drink and brought her lips back up to my ear.

“As you know, I gave her a few pointers about her outfit for tonight. Including one item that it would be better to omit.”

It took me a moment to catch her drift, until the arc of her eyebrow hammered the point home. I looked to Cassandra, lost in conversation with Aaron, staring up at him almost unblinkingly.

“No…”

Pamela blinked her eyelashes coquettishly.

“I don’t know what you think I meant, but my lips are sealed. I also don’t know if she took my advice.” She added in a hiss: “I bet she did.”

That was all the confirmation I needed.

My wife, dressed like a horny little slut and pantyless, cozying up to some muscle-bound stranger in a bar.

My cock tugged sharply at the crotch of my jeans.

“I saw that,” Pamela smirked, before embarking on more teasing commentary about the pairing in front of us.

What was particularly inconvenient was that I had needed the bathroom for some time, and I had now waited for as long as I could, unwilling to step away from this scene. I waited for the erection to abate—which took some time, what with Pamela continuing to alternately talk up my wife’s beauty and her husband’s sexual prowess while pointing out what a nice match they made. When it was finally safe to get up, I excused myself and headed to the men’s.

While I pissed I stared up at the ceiling tiles, taking what might be my last chance to gather myself before the evening slid into complete depravity.

I was ready for what would happen next, and Cassandra certainly was. But Pamela was the wildcard in all of this. She seemed determined to spice up the encounter between Aaron and my wife as much as possible—and to simultaneously mess with my head. It felt like things were slipping further and further out of my control.

It was terrifying, but it was exhilarating. I had to find out where this was going.

I finished up, left the bathroom, and headed back to the booth. When the table came into view, I saw a smirking Pamela waiting for me, and it was obvious that something was up.

I rounded the wall of the booth that shielded Aaron and Cassandra from my view—and that of everyone else in the bar—and I saw what that something was.

They were making out again. Except this time, his hand was between her thighs, his vast frame looming over her as she kissed him deeply.

“They’ve been getting real hot and heavy since you left,” Pamela whispered, standing and nudging me back into my seat. “It’s an entertaining watch.”

I sat down, stunned and light-headed. Cassandra’s eyes opened a crack and she glanced in my direction, but that was the extent of her reaction. There was no hesitance, no obvious guilt—she just kept on making out with Aaron, squirming as he fingered her in public, seemingly content that I was watching.

Pamela rested her head on my shoulder and whispered.

“Do you think she’ll come?”

I gulped. I had no precedent to go by; Cassandra had never shown the slightest interest in any kind of public sex act. But then again, neither had I. And with Aaron and Pamela in the mix, it seemed like all bets were off.

A moan escaped her lips. She raised her chin and shivered as he slowly kissed down the side of her neck—meanwhile, the movements of his arm and her involuntary trembling seemed to speed up in tandem.

“I think we have an answer,” Pamela breathed.

Cassandra’s cheeks were flushed, and she bit her lip just as a high-pitched whimper escaped. Her fingers grasped his hulking bicep, and her body tensed up.

“Fuck,” she gasped, and she shoved her face into his shoulder to muffle her moans as she spasmed at the behest of his fingers.

The love of my life—coming, in a bar, with a stranger’s hand up her dress.

“You should finish that drink,” my ‘date’ for the night said, placing her glass down on the table and standing up.

While her husband and my wife shared a slow kiss—Cassandra was still regaining her breath—Pamela squeezed her hand into the pocket of his dress pants and pulled out his wallet.

“I’m going to pay up. This was our treat.”

“We can get the next one,” I said reflexively, though I realized as I said it what would instead be happening next.

I just hadn’t realized where.

“No need,” Pamela said, patting my thigh—incredibly close to my erection, which she pointedly glanced at. “Cassandra has kindly invited us over to your hotel room.”


CHAPTER EIGHT


I had naturally expected that we would make our way back to the hotel by either squeezing into one cab or splitting into two cars, one per couple.

What I hadn’t expected was that Cassandra would go ahead with Aaron, and I would be stuck with my thoughts and Pamela—which were proving to be a dangerous combination.

My wife did give me an out beforehand; this was still Cassandra, and she was still more than aware of my part in all of this.

“Are you okay with this?” she whispered, as we waited with two minutes to go until the first Uber arrived.

“Do it,” I said, even as the competing voices in my head fought for dominance. “I want you to enjoy yourself.”

“But are you enjoying it?”

“As hard as it is to believe—yes. Enjoying it, or something close to that.”

Her eyes flickered over to the other couple, who were catching up a few yards away. “Pamela is wild, isn’t she?”

I smiled wearily. “She’s nuts. But I guess I am too—for wanting tonight to happen, and for letting her get in my head like this.”

“You and me both,” Cassandra murmured. “She isn’t just hooking me up with her husband. She’s some kind of… sexy puppet master.”

I stopped myself from laughing out loud. “What else has she been saying to you?”

“I promised not to tell,” she said, her eyes flitting over mine warily as she gauged how far she could push this—or, more accurately, how far she could let Pamela push this. “Is that okay?”

I nodded. “Keep it a surprise.”

She leaned up and kissed me on the cheek. “My ride is here. See you back at the hotel.”

———

“Here we are again,” Pamela sighed with a devious smile, as I joined her in the back of the cab and closed the door.

The driver set off in the direction of the hotel. I could see the brake lights of Cassandra’s cab queuing at the intersection up ahead, and I couldn’t bring myself to tear my eyes away.

“Here we are again.”

“After what they just did in that bar,” she replied, lowering her voice with the driver only a few feet away, “what do you think they’ll get up to in the backseat of their cab?”

“Cassandra wouldn’t do anything in a taxi,” I whispered back, though I could hear the doubt creeping into my voice.

“I’m sure there’s a lot Cassandra wouldn’t normally do. But something has gotten into her, don’t you think?” She leaned in closer. “Aaron’s fingers already have.”

My cock surged. We had been in this car for less than a minute, but it had already felt like hours.

Another car merged ahead of us, and by the time the lane opened up again I had no eyes on Cassandra’s cab. It wasn’t like I could see what was happening in there in the first place, but now I had officially lost them.

“Fifteen minutes to go,” Pamela teased. “There’s a lot they could do in fifteen minutes.”

I saw the driver glance in his rear view mirror, and I gave Pamela a warning look and nodded in his direction. She pretended to zip her mouth shut and instead sat back and looked out the window with a contented grin on her face.

We sat in silence while we made our way, stop-start, through the downtown traffic.

The only time Pamela spoke again was five minutes before we reached the hotel.

“Well, well,” she whispered, looking across me and out through my window.

I followed her gaze and saw why. We had pulled up next to the others’ cab—and she hadn’t been wrong.

It wasn’t clear exactly what was going on below the level of the window. But one thing was obvious.

Cassandra’s arm was directed straight at Aaron’s lap, and it was jerking up and down.

———

They got ahead of us again after that, and their car stayed out of sight for the remainder of the journey. When we reached the hotel I was almost surprised to find them waiting outside the doors for us—I was mostly relieved, though a small part of me had warmed to the idea of Cassandra throwing all caution to the wind, going straight to the room with Aaron, and making the most of those precious few minutes of privacy.

“How was your ride?” Pamela asked as we walked up.

“Five stars,” Aaron grinned.

I noticed with a start that they were holding hands. Cassandra was giving me a strange look—taunting yet wary, as though she were testing the waters, again trying to figure out how far she could take this.

I’ve never had much of a poker face. My breath caught in my throat and I did a double take, processing the image of their interlocked hands before I looked back up at her face, staggered.

“I bet,” Pamela smirked. “Shall we?”

I stood aside and gestured for her to lead the way. She stepped inside, followed by Cassandra and Aaron, leaving me trailing and gawping at the sight of my scantily clad wife hand-in-hand with her muscle-bound partner for the evening.

We boarded an elevator, and having had to contend with Pamela’s provocations in the presence of that cab driver I was relieved that it was now just the four of us—until I realized that meant no one had any reason to be on their best behavior on the way up to our floor.

“Shame,” Pamela said, looking up at the ceiling as we lurched upward. “CCTV.”

Cassandra giggled, looking over at me apologetically. “There isn’t much we can do in a quick elevator ride, anyway.”

Pamela whispered something into her ear, prompting her to smile incredulously, her eyes bulging. She then brushed a loose strand of my wife’s hair away from her face, gently guided her jaw upwards with her fingers, and then stepped up to her and kissed her on the lips.

My chest almost exploded. At no point had anyone talked about something happening between the two women, but now that they were kissing in the middle of this elevator—Pamela’s hands lightly tracing the outline of my wife’s figure, brushing tantalizingly over the exposed skin under those cut-outs and then against her bare upper thighs—I would have given anything to see more.

The elevator chimed. They parted and turned to look at the screen, now displaying our floor number.

“We’re here,” Cassandra breathed.

Wrapping one arm around her, with his hand enclosing her ass—now barely covered in that little dress—Aaron swept her up and carried her into the corridor as she squealed in surprise.

“Which way?” he asked.

She pointed, and then she wrapped her arms and legs around him, hungrily kissing him while he carried her to our hotel room.

When we reached the door I fumbled to unlock it with the keycard and then held it open for the others to enter.

There were two small wing chairs near the foot of the bed, placed either side of a useless round table that was nowhere near big enough for two people to eat on. As Aaron flung Cassandra onto the bed, Pamela made a beeline for the chairs and turned them to face the night’s entertainment.

“Show time,” she smiled.


CHAPTER NINE


I joined Pamela and watched on as Cassandra eagerly guided Aaron’s huge frame down onto her. She parted her legs so that his crotch lay against hers and they made out, her hands roaming across his shirt, groping at him as his tongue probed her mouth.

“She’s a horny little thing, isn’t she?” Pamela whispered.

I said nothing as Aaron pushed up and unbuttoned his shirt with one hand, smirking as he took in the sight of my wife eagerly watching the gradual reveal of his gym-honed chest. When he had released the last button, she hurriedly yanked at the collar and expedited the removal of his shirt. It hit the floor, and she groaned and felt him up, her eyes appraising him.

“He’s a stud,” Pamela said. “All the girls react like this. I don’t blame her.’

“You really aren’t pissed that her hands are all over your husband?”

She tilted her head and simpered at me as if to say ‘be real’.

“If my husband was drooling over another woman the way your wife is drooling over him,” she breathed in my ear, her voice filled with mischief, “maybe I would care more. But that’s your problem right now, not mine.”

And that was an understatement. As she spoke, Cassandra was tugging at his belt in such a flustered rush that he had to help her to release the buckle.

He pushed up and in the smoothest of movements let his pants fall to the floor. He was now on top of my wife wearing only boxer briefs, while she still wore that flimsy little dress and those racy high heels.

As he lay back down against her I saw a glimpse of his hardened package bulging through the fabric, and it was all I needed to see to know that Pamela hadn’t been exaggerating. The guy was clearly well-endowed.

I had less than a second to register that fact before it was squeezing between her legs, making her writhe against him and moan through their increasingly heated kissing. Despite the context, it came as a small shock to realize they were dry humping—his hard cock was rubbing against her pussy through the thin layers of material. He gently rocked back and forth against her, and she fell into his rhythm.

I still didn’t know for sure whether Cassandra really had spent the whole evening in that bar without any panties. As I watched and waited for a glimpse, Pamela approached the bed and leaned down over her.

“Before you do anything else,” she whispered—loud enough for me to hear, her eyes flicking in my direction. “Do you want to taste him?”

My cock strained at my jeans and my heart hammered, as if fighting to supply it with enough blood. The effect continued as my wife smiled—her eyes now permanently imbued with that same glazed look from the previous night—and slid her hands over his muscles, all the way down to his boxers.

I watched spellbound as her left hand closed around the clear outline of a massive shaft, wedding ring and all.

“Mmm… I do,” she answered.

Aaron pushed up off the bed and stood, slowly hooking his fingers beneath his waistband, dragging out the wait. I wasn’t sure who was more gripped by the suspense, me or my wife—until, after one more whisper from Pamela that I couldn’t make out, she slid off the bed and sank to her knees in front of him.

Cassandra had never sucked my cock anywhere other than on the comfort of our bed. Never on her knees, and never with me standing over her. But there she was, submitting herself to him in the most symbolic of positions.

Pamela caught her husband’s eye and held out a hand toward his new conquest as she returned to her seat beside me. “Actually, why don’t you let her do the honors?”

He smiled and held his hands behind his back, and all three of us watched her. I found it a little unnerving, but if I had any doubts as to whether Cassandra would have wanted to be subjugated like that, they were immediately dispelled; she smiled up at him, rolled her tongue over her upper lip, and hurriedly tugged at the waistband until it slid down over his package.

What bounced free as those boxer briefs fell the rest of the way was monstrous. His shaft was definitely longer than mine by a couple of inches, but what was truly shocking was its thickness.

I couldn’t picture Cassandra’s tight little pussy taking that thing. And that just made this all the more exciting—for me, and apparently for my wife.

“God,” she whispered, raising her ring hand to his cock with almost religious reverence and delicately wrapping her fingers around it. As she squeezed and ever so slowly jerked it up and down, it throbbed powerfully in her hand, eliciting a gasp.

“Sid—a guy like you, with that beautiful wife of yours,” Pamela said to me, her voice breathy as she fidgeted in her seat from her own growing arousal. “You want your woman to be your personal porn star. Well, like I told you, that’s something you and I have in common. Maybe now you can see why.”

I quietly nodded. It all made sense now.

Not that I cared much about her motives anymore—Cassandra was holding up his hefty member, appraising it as she jerked it, moving her face closer. ‘Personal porn star’ didn’t begin to describe what she was for me at that exact moment.

She locked eyes with him and swished her tongue over the head. It jolted in her fist, demanding more.

She made herself comfortable and leaned forward, her ass jutting toward us in that tight dress, and she took the head in her mouth.

In just a couple of seconds she had given me the most powerfully, bitterly arousing images of our marriage, and she was just getting started. As if her life depended on it, she pushed her face down that giant cock and fought to take it all in.

“She seems very eager to please him,” Pamela whispered. “All the girls are, once they see what Aaron’s packing. But your wife… this is on another level.”

Cassandra’s eyes were locked on Aaron’s as her mouth slowly slid up and down his bulky member, along with the light pumps of her fist. The rock-like tissue and the pulsing veins now glistened darkly in response to the eager servicing from my wife.

The dynamic of Aaron standing over Cassandra while she gleefully slurped on his cock on her knees was making this hotter than I could have ever imagined; and when Pamela issued her next instruction a couple of minutes later, it became clear whose imagination was really running the show here.

She leaned over Cassandra and whispered in her ear again, and with a smack her lips left his cock, though for a moment or two she continued to jerk it almost impulsively. Seeming to know Pamela’s intentions, Aaron moved to the bed and sprawled out, waiting for her to join him. It felt as though my heart stopped completely in the tense wait to see their next move.

Pamela whispered something else, and Cassandra nodded with a fresh glimmer of excitement in her eyes. The former then stood behind my wife, found the zip at the back of her dress, and slowly pulled it down her spine until it reached the top of her buttocks. Cassandra pulled it down over her breasts, encased in a strapless bra, which Pamela then helped her to unhook.

Aaron took in the sight of her large bare breasts as the bra fell away. It was odd to be so affected by this after watching him repeatedly kiss, grope and even finger my hyper-aroused wife over the last two evenings, but nonetheless it was quite a moment to see a new man admiring her exposed body—one that was supposed to be dedicated solely to me, but was now his for the taking.

Especially when I saw her nipples standing out like that, hard and pink beneath his gaze.

Her breath shuddering, Cassandra pulled the dress the rest of the way off and it fell to the floor—finally confirming that she really had worn nothing underneath it all evening. Aaron smiled and his eyes absorbed her soft curves, her shapely legs, and then the shocking detail of her swollen pink folds. I don’t think she had ever been so visibly aroused.

Smiling back at him in a mixture of anticipation and relief, she slid out of her heels, climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees, and then tentatively clambered over her new lover—facing away from him and toward me. My mind raced to deduce what Pamela had planned for them, until she pushed back so that her thighs encased Aaron’s head, and she stooped low over his member.

My wife and I had only tried 69 once or twice early on in our relationship. After the excitement of the novelty had passed, we didn’t get much out of it; Cassandra was particularly unenthused, though I at least enjoyed it as a warm-up act and would have given it another try. I had suspected that it made her feel vulnerable and it just wasn’t for her.

That theory would need revising now. Her pussy sank toward his face and she let out an involuntary whimper as his large hands gripped her thighs and yanked her down with ease onto his tongue. Her fingers lightly bobbed around his cock, and for a while she simply closed her eyes and lost herself in the sensation. It was a heady image: my wife straddling another man’s face, her hips lightly swishing with the rhythm of his tongue, her beautiful features relaxing in sensual bliss while her fist idly worked his big black cock.

Oddly, this was also the moment that gave me a pang of real jealousy. I had become so fixated on the idea of my wife fucking another man down the years—oscillating along a spectrum of emotions whenever I imagined her with a different cock inside her, from pain to acceptance to thrill—that I hadn’t really thought about him going down on her.

I didn’t envy Aaron for his gym-honed build, and there was certainly no point in dwelling on other obvious physical attributes that came down entirely to genetics. But he was clearly skilled at going down on a woman, and that was something I could have matched, at least in theory. Out of all the things I had expected to feel in response to the events of that evening, motivation hadn’t been one of them; but as I watched Cassandra melt while he ate her out, I resolved to get to his level, to give my wife that kind of pleasure myself.

Pamela delicately perched herself at the side of the bed and watched the display with a sultry smile. The rise and fall of her chest was quicker now, her breathing a little ragged as she went through her own swirl of emotions. But she remained in control.

She leaned closer to Cassandra and again whispered loud enough for me to hear.

“Trust me… you can suck Aaron’s cock, and he’ll still make you come.”

A smile playing on her lips, my wife came out of her trance and leaned the rest of the way down, while Pamela took hold of Aaron’s cock at the base. She directed the head toward Cassandra and helped to guide that thick meat between her lips. It was a striking, unforgettable sight, though it was what her other hand was doing that left me wondering.

While she fed her own husband’s cock to my wife, she softly ran her fingertips along the length of her spine—tantalizingly far down, reaching the area that could constitute either her lower back or the uppermost reaches of her ass. Just as it looked like she might push the boundaries further, she raised her hand and instead used it to gently hold Cassandra’s hair while she eased that monster cock back down her throat. All the while, my wife was moaning and whining, grinding her pussy against his face while his hands squeezed her ass and fingered her.

I desperately wanted to jerk off. I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing, and my cock was pulsing furiously against my pants. I freed it and slowly, carefully pumped it out of necessity, not wanting to risk coming too early when there was clearly so much more to come.

It was a dangerous game.

Cassandra was dutifully slurping Aaron’s member, with her lips taut around that dense meat and her glazed eyes seeming to water a little. But she was working him like a woman possessed, and she needed no encouragement from Pamela—she clearly wanted her mouth to be stuffed by that thing, and as far as I could tell she wanted to swallow his come, too.

But she was quivering more and more, and the speed at which Aaron had her churning those hips over his face was picking up. The muffled whines and gasps that escaped while she sucked his cock were becoming more pronounced and more frequent. Pamela’s hands now fell away from assisting her—or pretending to, for my benefit—and instead slid over her nude back, making her shiver and moan appreciatively.

Jesus Christ. A woman is turning her on, too.

My cock felt like it was about to go off, and I had to let go. I sat and gripped the arms of my chair and helplessly watched Cassandra tremble and twitch, her face still impaled on thick cock. Pamela gently massaged her spine with both hands, slowly and tentatively wandering further afield…

Until she cupped one of Cassandra’s buttocks with one hand, and one of her breasts with the other.

“Ohmfckingod,” Cassandra cried out through that mouthful, and gripping her lover’s stocky thighs she spasmed wildly.

With Aaron still lapping and probing at her pussy, and Pamela gingerly massaging her breasts and ass, my wife’s body relented to a fierce, all-consuming orgasm. Her mouth remained halfway down his shaft, and initially her eyes stayed shut, the sensation clearly overwhelming her. But a few moments later they flickered open, and she fixed me with a look I would never forget.

Sultry yet satisfied.

Plaintive and provocative.

She stared me in the eye while she spluttered against his cock and came at the behest of one tongue and four hands. Though it was undoubtedly one of the longest orgasms that I had seen her experience, at the same time it seemed to be over so quickly, a moment I wished could have gone on and on.

Her lips slid free of his cock and her body sunk against his. She paused for a couple of seconds, gathering herself. And then she delicately kissed the side of his shaft, grazing his length and balls with her fingertips, almost as though she were worshipping it. With a strange expression that I could best describe as needy, she took the chunky head back into her mouth and began to suck him once again, determined to make him come.

“You can have so much more than that tonight,” Pamela cooed, gently lifting her while shooting me a look.

Every word that she said seemed to be carefully calculated to serve both as a suggestion for Cassandra and as a taunt for me. And the effect on both of us was better than I could have ever hoped.

Cassandra almost looked unhappy to part from his cock, until Aaron took hold of her and turned her around. She fell down against him and kissed him, each of them now caressing the other’s bodies in a surprisingly tender moment after the raw physicality I had witnessed up to this point.

Aaron gently rolled her onto her back. Within moments she had reflexively parted her legs and he had sunk down against her, their naked bodies flush together. That heavy feeling in my stomach returned now, along with another anguished throb of my cock, as I realized this was the moment.

With one last kiss he propped himself up on one elbow, took hold of his member, and brought it to her folds.

Pamela sat next to me and patted my thigh, only a couple of inches away from my exposed cock.

“I hope you’re ready for this.”


CHAPTER TEN


What happened next seemed to play out in slow motion—like a video that I would only ever see once, but would etch itself indelibly in my mind, one frame at a time.

My wife’s thighs opening up for another man. The tip of that huge, thick black cock coming into contact with her swollen folds—and then parting her lips, squeezing inside and filling her, inch by inch.

“Fuck,” she whimpered, looking over at me helplessly while her hands dragged him closer and her calves crossed behind him. “Fuck me, Aaron.”

“Do you like what you see?” Pamela asked.

I nodded.

“Tell her.”

I stared into Cassandra’s eyes as she wheezed and sighed, taking Aaron’s enormity inside her.

“You look incredible.”

“I love you,” she gasped.

“I love you, too.”

“That’s sweet,” Pamela smiled. “Cassandra… shall I do what we talked about?”

She nodded, and I saw something shift in her gaze. Something softer—sweet, almost.

And then I felt Pamela’s fingers slowly and softly wrap around my cock.

I looked to her, stunned.

“May I? Your wife agreed it might be nice.”

I turned back to Cassandra, unable to find any words.

“I want you to enjoy this,” she said softly. “It was Pamela’s idea.”

As I sat there in dumbfounded silence she nodded reassuringly, and Pamela gave my member a gentle squeeze. I merely looked to my fellow spectator and gave a bemused, almost grateful nod—there’s nothing you can really say in that kind of situation.

“Good,” Pamela said, stroking down my length agonizingly slowly. “Let’s watch. Look—he’s nearly all the way in.”

Cassandra was grunting and moaning as Aaron adjusted and gently tried to work his way in. Seeing her pussy clenched around that dark, impossibly thick shaft should have been a waking nightmare—and a part of me had feared that, even after the years of fantasizing, it would become exactly that—but it was riveting, as was her expression. This might not have been her idea originally, but right now it was clear that she was the one getting the most out of the experience; in turn, that just made it all the more exhilarating for me.

As exciting as his size was, it was also impractical. After a few moments of struggling they paused and shared a laugh at the absurdity of it all, before he pushed up and repositioned himself, and she widened her legs and relaxed.

The next time he tried to push into her, her reaction made it clear he was finally getting deeper—and hitting all the right spots.

I had only a partial view of what was happening between the two sets of legs at this point. So when Aaron eventually stopped and settled against Cassandra and she let out a long, low moan, I knew that huge cock was all the way inside her.

My own member tingled and ached, now at the mercy of Pamela’s gentle handling. It hardened rhythmically, imploring her to take this wonderfully torturous hand job all the way; but she loosened her grip and slowed her movements, with an almost menacing giggle in my ear.

“Not until everyone else is done,” she whispered.

I groaned in frustration, but my throbbing cock betrayed the rush of excitement that came with it. She giggled again and dragged out her strokes.

Meanwhile Aaron and Cassandra were starting their show in earnest. My wife’s lover pulled back and slowly pushed all the way inside her again. She bit her lip to stifle her moans and clung onto him as though for dear life. Her pale legs were crossed tight over his ass, her arms stretching over those vast shoulders, her fingernails kneading his back muscles.

He repeated the motion, and with a deep sigh the tension in her body began to ebb away. He was fucking her slowly, and she was pushing her hips to meet him—she wanted more of that giant shaft inside her. She gently nudged his jaw toward her and pulled him into a remarkably steamy kiss.

“For a newbie she takes a big cock well,” Pamela hissed in my ear. “Are you sure she’s never had a man as big as Aaron?”

I refused to take the bait, my eyes locked on the stunning scene unfolding in front of us.

“I’m only playing,” she continued, appeasing me—or maybe fighting for my attention—with a burst of speed as she jacked me off. “But she’s taking to this well. Maybe your wife needs to do more of this hotwifing thing.”

“Oh, God,” I croaked, fighting to pull myself back from the edge.

She slowed and relaxed her grip once again with a soft, lilting laugh.

“I’ll let you watch. Ooh… what’s he doing now?”

Aaron was pushing up onto his knees. Cassandra wanted him deeper, and he was going to give her exactly that.

He pulled her legs up past his waist and straightened them out. She watched with a curious, awed expression, and her hands idly roamed his chest as if to memorize his physique—until he folded her at a ninety degree angle and slid back inside.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her voice husky with lust and the impact of that giant cock filling her at new depths. She lay back against the mattress and took every inch of him, her toes curling over his shoulders.

He began to fuck her again, and this time she couldn’t help but moan loudly with every thrust. My wife was lost to what was undoubtedly the most intensely erotic moment of her life, and at any moment her eyes were either closed or staring unfocused at the specimen now pounding her pussy. As if getting her into this position wasn’t already enough, Aaron’s wide hand reached out and palmed her breasts; she slapped a hand over his and pinned it down, silently insisting he keep going.

He sped up and her breath grew heavier. She looked overcome by it all, by his cock filling her so completely.

“Fuck, fuck… I’m coming again,” she cried out, her voice trembling.

It happened so quickly. He didn’t let up, his thrusts rapid and powerful, and my wife was almost a blur as she came while still getting fucked like the slut she had become for him.

I was as hard as a rock, pre-come now oozing down my shaft and all over Pamela’s hand while I watched Cassandra’s orgasm.

“You are enjoying this,” she whispered a few moments later, Cassandra’s body still undulating from the waves of intense pleasure. “Remember… he isn’t quite done with her.”

It took me a few seconds to understand, until her earlier promise came to mind.

Sure enough, Aaron was now stepping onto the floor and pulling the still-quaking Cassandra to the edge of the bed. As though he were lifting a pillow, he scooped up my wife and she flung herself around him. Her cheeks red, her hair disheveled and her breaths still racing, she watched him with fascination as he held her up and manipulated her body with ease. He supported her with one meaty hand wrapped around her ass, guiding his shaft up between her thighs with the other.

He turned and gave us the perfect view of that enormous, hefty cock spearing my wife. Holding her by the ass cheeks, he shoved himself all the way back inside.

She was so wet that he was now sliding right in. A cock that only minutes ago was almost too big for her to take was apparently now easy for Cassandra to accommodate.

I wondered if I would ever feel the same for her again.

Before I could go down that mental rabbit hole, the spectacle dragged me back to the present. Aaron wasn’t just holding her up and fucking her; whenever he withdrew he was simultaneously raising her up, and when he plunged back in he slammed her down against him.

And the sounds. Beneath the smack of her flesh against his, the grunts of his exertion and the cries of her bliss, I could hear the squelch of her sopping pussy as it took him over and over again. It was overwhelming.

“Fuck,” Pamela breathed, and I felt her fidget next to me.

I looked over, and I was stunned to see she had hitched up her dress and was now spreading her legs and fingering herself. The jerks of her fist up and down my length continued, though they were now half-assed, absent-minded.

It was just as well. It wouldn’t have taken much to make me erupt now. Cassandra was being pounded like a ragdoll in mid-air, with her head tossed back and her hair whipping back and forth while she took everything he gave her. Her mouth hung agape, her eyebrows were raised, and she issued a steady stream of helpless whining sounds; she was in heaven.

Her toes curled behind his back, and her body stiffened in his hands. She yelped in staccato while he fucked her senseless.

“Oh—God—oh—God!”

Her face scrunched up and she clung tighter to him. She was coming again.

“Fuck,” he grunted, speeding up.

The spasms of my wife’s pussy around his dick were tipping him over the edge. He clutched her ass and pounded her with jaw-dropping intensity, and I saw his balls rise and his member tense up.

“Oh, oh!” Pamela gasped, and her forearm trembled over me, her hand abruptly tightening around my shaft.

I watched on unblinkingly as Aaron and Cassandra came together. A moment later, the cream of his seed began to leak out of her sex and down his shaft, and I blew my load into Pamela’s fist and onto my leg.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


“It was nice hanging out with you guys,” Pamela said, as if we had just spent the evening on your run-of-the-mill double date.

Everyone had quickly cleaned up and redressed themselves in the aftermath, though Cassandra had thrown on a tee and a comfy pair of sweatshorts instead of the skimpy number that she had been wearing up until now. That wasn’t before one last steamy kiss between her and her lover, which was a more bitter pill to swallow while I was scrabbling for a Kleenex to sponge up the come down my leg.

“It was nice meeting you both,” Cassandra replied, with a somewhat dreamy smile. “This was better than I ever hoped it would be.”

Aaron embraced her one last time and kissed her on the lips. “If you’re ever in town again…”

She smiled at me and raised her eyebrows. “Maybe.”

Pamela hugged her and kissed her on the cheek. “This was fun. You’re cut out for the lifestyle.”

She giggled and covered her face as Pamela turned to me.

“And how was it for you?”

All three were waiting for my answer. My mind scrambled for some way of articulating the cocktail of emotions that had come with the events of the weekend.

“Same as Cassandra,” I started. “But with a hell of a lot to unpack.”

“I’ll bet,” Pamela smiled, giving me a hug and a peck on the cheek before whispering one last time in my ear. “You’ll get used to that, the more you share.”

My depleted cock stirred.

Aaron came over and shook my hand. “Safe travels.”

“Thanks.”

We saw them out, with Pamela blowing one last playful air kiss and Aaron turning to smile at Cassandra as they made their way toward the elevators. My wife waved back, still in a daze, and we retreated back into the room.

“So,” I said.

She smiled up at me, a little uncertainly. “So.”

I pulled her toward me and pressed my lips to hers. I didn’t know how she would react—whether she would be hesitant to even kiss me just yet after everything she had just done. But to my relief she fell into me and wrapped her arms around me, kissing me sweetly yet breathily.

I had forgotten one of her earlier activities, and realized with an initial surge of horror—followed by a fresh wave of arousal—that the slight tang to her taste was from when she had sucked Aaron’s cock.

I led her toward the bed and we collapsed as one onto the mattress, kissing slowly. I took my time to caress her body, noting the slight sheen of earlier perspiration. The sweat of her time with another man. The thrill coursed through me like a sugar rush.

She pulled back and looked up at me, her expression more serious now.

“Are you still okay with what I just did?”

I nodded. “It’s probably hard to believe, but… yeah. More than okay.”

“I can’t believe I really did that.”

“Neither can I. But I love that you did.”

I kissed her again. Reassured, she held me tightly and ran her fingers through my hair and down my neck, sending shivers through me. I flicked out my tongue and found hers, before it wrestled back with a vigor that was unlike her.

I rolled her onto her back and studied the feel of those legs that had just spread so eagerly for him, and after I had tugged off her tee and her shorts I stroked the breasts and ass that both he and his wife had mauled. It all felt the same, but it didn’t feel like ‘mine’ anymore—it didn’t feel like that of a married woman.

At least, not yet.

She pulled up my shirt, and with my reserves of patience at an all-time low I whisked it off and freed myself from my boxers. We were both naked now, and I was lying on top of her in the same spot where she had taken up an identical position with him, before doing so much more.

“I don’t think I could come again,” she whispered, with a self-conscious laugh. “I just want you to fuck me.”

That perhaps had more to do with the fact her pussy had just been blasted full of another man’s come—a mental hurdle she probably couldn’t overcome if I were to go down on her. I wasn’t sure if I could have handled that, either.

As much as I was eager to one day match Aaron’s prowess in that department, I was more than happy to skip that for now. I just had to be inside her.

With a slight tremble that I couldn’t place—was it nerves? Exhilaration?—I gripped my now rigid member and pressed it to her battered folds.

She was still so wet. I slipped straight inside, and as I positioned myself and she pulled me closer my cock glided the rest of the way with shocking ease.

It was now immersed in the lingering damp of her used, unfaithful pussy. What was more striking was that she was still so stretched—I couldn’t feel her around me in the way that I usually could. I realized with both a sinking feeling and a long throb of my cock that Aaron’s cock had reshaped my wife’s vagina so drastically that it was now too wide for me.

I hesitated, and she read me like a book.

“It feels different, doesn’t it?”

I nodded, my arousal now heavily laced with genuine terror.

She laughed and kissed me. “It will go back to normal. Pamela told me it always does.”

How much did she and Pamela talk about?

Feeling somewhat assured—at least for the moment—I began to thrust. She sighed contentedly, a far cry from the overwrought sounds that had earlier escaped her lips, and she held onto me, caressed me.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you, too.”

She kissed me on the cheek. “Now take me back.”

I draw out long, firm thrusts. The irony was that I could feel less of her—less friction against my cock—yet the discovery that Aaron had at least temporarily wrecked my wife’s pussy was so darkly intoxicating that I was already closer to finishing than starting.

She took me by the jaw and gently pressed her lips to mine. “How was it for you, watching all of that?”

“It was amazing,” I grunted. “You looked like you were in heaven.”

“It felt amazing,” she said quietly, as I continued to slowly fuck her. “And not just because… you know… his cock is huge, and he’s all muscle. But knowing you were watching me, and it was turning you on so much—I don’t know. I guess… it gave me all the motivation and reassurance I needed to do all those things with him.”

“You wouldn’t have wanted to otherwise?”

“I’d have wanted to, badly,” she admitted. “And until this weekend, I really thought I wouldn’t. Not exclusive to our whole deal, if that makes sense… not ‘for myself’. But I would never do anything without you wanting me to.”

“And Pamela?”

Her lips closed tightly, and a strange smile spread across them—both weary and wistful.

“She’s quite something.”

“She felt you up.”

“She had talked about that. She said some very nice things about me… buttered me up, I guess. I said I might be down for just a little bit.”

“Fuck, that’s hot.”

I was now moving at a snail’s pace, fighting to hold back. I wanted to hear her say more of this depravity, to reveal more about what had happened around the events of these two evenings.

She pressed her hand to my ass cheek and urged me on.

“Come for me.”

I still had questions—there was so much more to talk about. But I had been waiting a long time while faced with by far the most stimulating sights I had ever witnessed.

I quietly plunged all the way back down and began to fuck her in earnest.

“Yes… that’s it,” she moaned, gripping my shoulders tightly, raising her hips to take me further in.

I picked up the pace. The strange, almost loose sensation around me drove me to thrust as deep as possible. And as I did so, I remembered how she had done exactly this with Aaron: already seemingly taking more than she could handle, she had still wanted all of him.

With that thought, I lost control. Holding her close, I was so awash with warped, bittersweet pleasure that I was shaking all over. It was as though all of the anguish, delight and overstimulation of this past weekend was now coming out in physical form. Meanwhile, the load that I was now blasting into her was shockingly big, considering how many orgasms I’d already burned through in the last twenty-four hours.

We kissed one last time and stayed there for a little while, feeling each other, absorbing the insane, irrevocable deviation we had now taken from ‘normal’ marriage.

“You really had to make a point,” Cassandra giggled, when I pulled out and the come began to seep out of her.

“I didn’t think I’d have anything left.”

We both cleaned up. A couple of minutes later we were back in the bed, naked and sated.

“Want to know something else Pamela said?”

She smirked. “She says a lot.”

“She said you took to this whole thing well. And then she said maybe you should do more of it.”

Her eyes widened and she let out a laugh.

“I just slept with another guy. I don’t think I’ll be able to process this for a long time, if ever.”

“I know. I just wanted to tell you.”

She shook her head. “Or you wanted to feel out the potential for more.”

“Okay, guilty.”

“Remember all those conditions I had going into this weekend? They still stand. We struck gold here—I don’t think we could come close to this again.”

I nodded. I felt a bizarre pang of disappointment, but I also knew what she was saying was true.

“You’re right. This weekend was better than anything I’d expected, too—I got more memories out of this than I can probably handle, and I guess that’s a hundred fold for you.”

“You could say that.”

I kissed her and fell back against the pillow as she curled up against me. “One and done works for me.”

“And trust me, we can relive it as much as you want.”

My beleaguered cock rose just a little at that thought. But I ignored it, for now. I had everything I wanted out of the weekend, and more.

In a few hours we would be setting off for the airport to head back to reality, back to the suburbs and our jobs and family life. There would be no place for any more wild departures from strait-laced monogamy back home.

Except we had now thrown this fantasy out into the universe. It was real now, and that inherently meant we weren’t the only people who knew about it.

Eventually, it was inevitable that the universe would throw it right back.


CHAPTER TWELVE


SIX MONTHS LATER

“You’ve got bed time?” Cassandra asked, clearing away the dishes with her back turned as I shepherded the kids toward the stairs.

This moment had played out in pretty much the same way almost every evening for years. But this time felt different. There was the slightest inflection in her tone that made me do a double take—something was off.

“Cass?”

I raised my eyebrow pointedly as she turned.

“Nothing—I’ll tell you later,” she said, glancing up with an unconvincing smile while she stacked dirty plates on the dinner table. “Everything’s fine,” she added, just as I started to fear bad news, a worry that was probably betrayed by my expression.

I nodded, squinting at her doubtfully, and followed my charges up the stairs.

My mind wandered as I carried out the usual routine by rote—reading out loud the same books I’d read a hundred times, saying the good nights, then playing the role of wrangler when there was one last attempt to break free and raid the toy chest. It wasn’t like Cassandra to become so distracted or so vague. Clearly something was up, something that could only be discussed in private, but I had no idea what that might be; my best guess was issues at work, but she had been killing it in her job and she didn’t tend to bring problems home from the office.

When I finally stepped back into the living room and dropped down onto the couch beside her, she was sitting stiffly with a pensive look—and her phone lay in front of us on the coffee table.

“I got a message,” she started, tentatively.

“Okay… from?”

“Just read it.”

She picked up the phone, unlocked it, and placed it in my hand.

All I needed to see was the name. Somehow I knew what the message would say before I’d even started reading it.

Pamela NYC: Hi there babe! Long time no speak… I’m reaching out because Aaron and I are heading to Austin for a weekend at the end of the month, and we wondered if you and Sid are around and wanted to hang out? We could do with some tour guides. We can make it worth your while :)

“Wow,” I whispered, handing her back the phone.

“Yeah… wow.”

“What are you thinking?”

She bit her lip and sat back, clearly still wrestling with how to handle it. I read this as a worry that the fantasy world we had sampled in New York was now banging on the doors of our reality, threatening our happy bubble—a discomfort from that couple coming so close, putting Cassandra’s natural tendency to stay on good terms with everyone at odds with a need to gently shut this thing down.

I was wrong.

“It could be fun… I just don’t know how we could make it work.”

“You want to see them again? Aaron?” I asked, my jaw hanging open as she meekly nodded.

I felt a twinge of unease. Maybe I had just been projecting, because all of those concerns I had expected Cassandra to consider were now screaming through my mind. How could we possibly ‘hang out’ with that couple of all couples in our home town? What would that even look like? It would be more than just playing with fire—it would be playing with fire on a gas station forecourt in the middle of a forest.

On the other hand, that brought an exciting new angle.

Aaron and Pamela—here. What would that look like?

“I’m sorry,” she said, filling a silence that I hadn’t been aware of until she spoke, too busy trying to wrap my head around the idea. “We would only see them if we both wanted that. If you’re against it, then of course we won’t. I’ll just make some excuse.”

“No… I’m interested. I just don’t know what we would do, exactly. You know. Where… how…”

She nodded and shrugged. “We can figure that out.”

I looked back at my beautiful wife, now the one pitching the idea of her own infidelity. In the weeks after New York, our sex life had been turbo-charged—like a honeymoon on steroids, we had taken any and every chance to slip upstairs and fuck, either expressly or silently reliving the events of that second night in New York. Eventually, normal life had won out. The usual stresses and distractions had crept back in, and the novelty and debauchery of our situation had lost its luster—perhaps even teetered on the edge of going the other way, at times feeling like a shocking and unseemly memory that had no place in our marriage, our home.

But as I sat next to Cassandra now, dressed demurely in her tee and linen shorts like the good suburban wife she was ‘supposed’ to be, the juxtaposition of her appearance and her proposition was almost more thrilling than when she had dressed in those racy outfits and sought to seduce a stranger on our weekend away.

I leaned over and kissed her. A few moments in, she pulled me closer and then reclined lengthwise along the couch, dragging me down with her, her thighs propping up either side of mine.

“You’re going to fuck him again,” I half-asked, half-stated, feeling a dizzying rush of arousal that was all the more potent after all this time without us reliving her experience with Aaron together.

She nodded as she flicked her tongue against mine, her breaths racing.

“Go down on me,” she whispered, gently nudging me with her hands to emphasize her point. “I need your tongue so bad.”

I suppressed a proud grin and pushed back on my knees, helping her to tug her shorts free.

In that time after New York, I had taken the insecurity that I had felt watching Aaron’s mouth master my wife’s pussy—the last thing I had expected to dwell on, out of everything I witnessed that weekend—and used it as motivation to seriously up my game. After hours of thoroughly enjoyable practice, the lasting effect on our sex life was just how much of it was now spent with my face between her legs.

I slid down the couch, squeezed a hand beneath her ass, and got myself into position.

I didn’t know how this visit from Aaron and Pamela was going to pan out, but it was going to happen. The guy had Cassandra in the palm of his hand, and his puppet master of a wife had all three of us eagerly dancing to her tune. All I could do was let her, and reap the sordid rewards.

And, for now, all I could do was pleasure my wife as her mind wandered.

I gently licked along her slit, found her clit, and felt her hips and thighs tremble around me.

The fantasy wasn’t just mine anymore, and that only made it more powerful. I was ready for whatever Cassandra and her lover—and Pamela—wanted next.
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