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Chapter 1
With a grunt, a spurt of hot cum shot from my penis and landed on my leg. Then another. I opened my eyes and watched the video on my monitor; a fit, lovely wife with long brown hair and looking very much like mine, lay spread-eagle on a bed, welcoming the huge cock of her lover into her pussy while her husband sat nearby, tied to a chair.

I sighed. 

Gets me every time.

I can’t tell you why it gets me every time, it just does. Would I be this accepting or excited if it actually was my wife on that bed? I have no idea. All I do know with certainty is when I think about it, I become wildly aroused.

About a year ago my wife, Angela, and I were enjoying some post-coital small talk and she asked me what I thought about during sex. Of course I stumbled a bit but eventually I found my courage and admitted every great now and then, I imagined someone else was fucking her, not me. She was understanding but not encouraging which was fine with me. I felt embarrassed even talking about it and besides, it wasn’t something I actually wanted to try, right?

No. Of course not. Ever.

She asked questions about the man; what did he look like? How did he behave? What things did he say? Where and how did it happen? What was her reaction to it all? She asked questions about my feelings and wouldn’t I be jealous? We talked for thirty minutes but the whole time she probed my thoughts and feelings she never offered any opinions of her own. She remained completely neutral. By this time I was ready to get the attention off of me and so asked the same questions of her.

“Oh, you know, pretty much the same as you,” she teased. I didn’t fall for it. “Seriously though,” she continued. “I think about how much I love you and how good it feels.”

“That’s it?” I asked. “That’s hard to believe. Are you telling me the truth? Don’t you have any fantasies?”

Angie suddenly became very serious.

“Well, Scott, yes. Since you ask me pointblank like that, I guess I better confess; sometimes while you are at work I get on our bed and imagine a construction worker is here at our house with me. It’s just me and him. He’s wearing jeans and a wife beater and he walks into our bedroom and sees me on the bed and crosses the room towards me…because he’s building me a walk-in closet filled with shoes!”

Then she laughed her ass off.  I covered her face with a pillow and pressed down. She couldn’t stop laughing. I decided I’d wait and kill her later.

“I’m sorry, Baby,” she chuckled. “You should have seen your face. I didn’t know it would actually get to you. Your eyes got bigger and excited. I was trying to make you jealous but I think instead I turned you on.”

I chuckled too. “For a second there I thought you were actually confessing something juicy. I should have known better.”

I regretted saying it as soon as it left my mouth.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked, now suddenly serious. “Don’t I ever have something juicy to say? Are you saying I’m boring and predictable?”

Shit.

“No, Honey,” I backpedaled, “I’m saying I should have known you wouldn’t answer me seriously.”

I congratulated myself on the quick save. I kept going. “You asked me all those questions and I answered each one truthfully, but when I turned it around and asked you, you dodged everything and made it a joke.”

“I’m sorry, Honey. You’re right. I just got embarrassed. You’re my husband and I love you. I never imagine myself having sex with other men, only you. If I even see a hot guy at the grocery store I feel super guilty for looking.”

“So what do you think about when you masturbate?”

Angela blushed and looked at the ground. “Especially hot moments from our lovemaking.”

“Is that all? What else Honey?”

Angie looked like she wanted to crawl under the covers. “Okay, fine, I admit I occasionally also think about some hot guy from the grocery store or the mall. But I don’t picture sex with him. I just like it when they check me out. It turns me on.”

She looked upset so I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close.





  
 


Chapter 2
Now here I sit in front of my computer with my dick slowly deflating in my hand and my cum slowly cooling on my leg. In the year since our conversation I have gotten Angie to show a little more skin when we go out, which always gets her hot, and to harmlessly flirt on rare occasion with some guy she finds attractive, but only so long as I’m not around. She insists that’s something she could never do in front of me.

Earlier tonight we’d been out celebrating a birthday with friends and while I was in the bathroom a tall, blonde-haired man had approached Angie and struck up a conversation. I saw them talking before they saw me and I watched from afar. I know Angela well and saw all the signs this guy was really getting to her. She played with her hair, she shuffled her feet, and she looked at the ground for long periods of time. She’d done all those things the first night she’d met me so I knew what to look for.

Summer in Las Vegas is no laughing matter. The heat can wrap you up in a heavy blanket and smother you. Everyone dresses accordingly. Angie’s thin cotton top was comfortable and light but if her nipples got hard, like they were right now, they were obvious. I knew they weren’t hard because she was cold as it was over a hundred degrees in this club and still over a hundred degrees outside too. Angie’s nipples are incredibly sensitive and always engorge when she’s excited so in yet another display of her attraction to this guy, her breasts were signaling their eagerness to meet him too. I was getting really turned on.

I knew I had about another minute before she remembered I’d gone to the bathroom and she would start to disengage from this guy so I wouldn’t walk up as she was talking to him, so if I wanted them to keep talking, I’d better do something right now.

I pulled out my phone and approached her at a fast walk, completely ignoring Tall Blonde as if I didn’t even realize she was talking to him. I knew doing so would make her feel more secure. I told her work had called with an IT 911 and I had to call them back right away. I added the call would take a while and I was going to the parking lot so I could hear better. I kissed her before she could offer any alternatives and then walked away, my phone to my ear. I circled back around to watch her from a safe distance.

Tall Blonde wasted no time stepping between Angie and our friends and smoothly maneuvering her towards a wall. As the crowd ebbed and flowed, bodies filled in the space between them and our group and he soon had her all to himself. 

I have no idea what I was expecting. If I’d thought about it I’d have realized nothing would happen; very public place, out with friends, Angie expecting me back any minute. But I loved watching her and imagining something could happen. I got excited watching his eyes drink in every inch of her hot little body. I got excited watching her arch her back slightly to accentuate her tits and ass, showing off for this man she found so attractive. It turned me on the way she held eye contact with him. She was flirting with him because she wanted him, even if she wasn’t aware of that herself. This man made my wife’s “Yes I would” list and that really turned me on.

I decided I would wait them out. I would not return until after they stopped talking and he had left. I wanted to see it all.

He ordered a few shots from a passing waitress and I watched them toast and down the first one. A few minutes after that, they finished the second. When Tall Blonde turned his back to set the empty glasses on the bar, Angela surprised me by looking him up and down. I wondered if she would be masturbating about this man later.

The next fifteen minutes were absolutely boring. I presumed they were small-talking. I know her marital status came up because he held her hand and touched her wedding ring. She smiled and nodded yes but left her hand in his. He kissed the back of it and she gave him a smile that could have melted the polar cap. Good Lord my wife is gorgeous.

The waitress brought them two more shots, which they downed one after the other. Angie has a petite, lightly muscular body and alcohol affects her easily. Soon they were standing much closer and touching often, whispering into each other’s ear and laughing. I felt my penis stiffen a bit in my pants.

Time passed. Many of our friends were gone. Angie glanced over at our group and apparently enough of the people she cared about had left that she felt comfortable ignoring whoever remained. She then scanned the bar for but didn’t see me. Next she leaned in to tell Tall Blonde something and I noticed she made no attempt to keep any distance between them; her large breasts mashed his chest and her hips contacted his. He slipped an arm around the small of her back and held her against his body as she spoke. 

My body temperature soared. 

As she whispered into his ear he nodded several times. Then they gazed into each other’s eyes. Their faces were less than an inch apart. Their lips were virtually touching. If either one of them leaned in at all, they’d be kissing. My penis was hard. Really hard. Like diamond hard.

Angie stepped back and looked at the floor, ashamed. She’d caught herself and guilt reared its head. I strongly suspected she would tell him good night and come looking for me. But I wasn’t ready for our night to end.

What I did next was possibly the most reckless and impulsive move of my life. I didn’t even know I was going to do it. I put no thought into it. My heart was pounding and my erection throbbed and before I knew what I was doing, I was halfway to them.

When she saw me guilt flared behind her eyes but I acted like I’d seen nothing. I pecked her on the cheek and said a quick hello to Tall Blonde. I flashed the phone and said I had to go by the office right now because of a major server issue. Nightshift was having huge problems. I turned to Tall Blonde and asked him if he would mind giving my wife a ride home. From the corner of my eye I saw Angie’s jaw drop open and her head drop forward. Tall Blonde stuttered a, “Sure, no problem,” and I hugged Angie and explained again how sorry I was to do this and I hoped she would understand. When I pulled back from her she had a very different expression in her eyes. It appeared she was on to me. She suspected I was lying about work but had no idea why I would. Being the great partner she is, she played along.

“No worries, Darling,” she purred. “I totally understand. Daniel, do you mind? Scott and I don’t live far from here.”

Daniel cleared his throat. “Not at all. What can you do? These things happen.”

“Great!” I said. “Thank you! Honey, this may take a few hours. I’ll call from the office before I head home so you know I’m on my way. I don’t want to frighten you when I come in. It will probably be around two in the morning.”

Angie was looking right through me. She knew I was lying. She had no idea what I was up to or where this was going. I gave her a quick hug and another peck on the cheek and then shook Daniel’s hand. 

“Thanks again,” I gushed. 

I scurried off before either of them could say something and complicate things. Of course I circled around again. 

At first they had plenty of space between them but the longer they talked the closer they got. When two bar stools opened up they slipped into them, pulling the chairs very close to each other. I couldn’t tell for sure but it looked like Daniel’s knee was touching Angie’s outer thigh.  They leaned in and continued their conversation.

More than I’d ever seen her towards another man, Angie was openly attracted to Daniel. All her signs made it perfectly clear. So what the fuck was I doing? I had just taken steps to position my loving wife more closely to a man she obviously wanted. What if something happened between them? That thought caused me a mix of rapid-fire thoughts and emotions. I both dreaded and craved it. I knew nothing would come from their talking, not in a thousand years; Angie just isn’t that kind of girl. But what if something did? I was simultaneously terrifically aroused and incredibly fearful.

Their faces were so close now. Their noses almost touched. As they spoke they shared unbroken eye contact. Daniel moved to whisper something into her ear and before he did he gripped her chair and pulled her even closer. Her knees were now between both his legs. I was hard as iron.

Again doubt and uncertainty assailed me. Was I acting a total fool? Was my perverted lust making me behave like a complete idiot? What husband makes arrangements like this for his wife? I realized I could barge back in and tell them false alarm, work called and they solved the problem on their own, introduce myself and put out the fire I’d encouraged, but I didn’t. I sat in my hidden spot and watched for another hour as Daniel and my wife flirted and laughed and touched each other suggestively on the hands, arms, and legs. I was deeply aroused for every second of it. I couldn’t get enough.

So far Angie had done nothing that she really needed to apologize for. She’d done plenty to feel guilty about, and I knew she would come tomorrow, but that’s just her. 

They’d switched from shots to wine and Angie was on her second glass. Although conservative, Angie loves sex, and alcohol makes her horny as hell. I knew she must be squirming in her seat. If nothing else, my little brash adventure would result in me getting a hot fucking later tonight. She’d be irritated with me for leaving her with Daniel but only because she thought that’s what society demanded. Then she’d roll over onto her back and encourage me to fuck her hard.

I took a sip from my Jack Daniels. Angie leaned on the bar with both elbows, causing her big breasts to jut forward. Her hard nipples strained against her white cotton top. Her skirt had ridden up her thighs well above her knees. I wondered if Daniel was able to see her panties in the dark club.

Dan asked something and Angie slowly shook her head. He asked her again and she shook once more, this time with more certainty. He shrugged, then stood and reached into his pocket for his car keys. Angela opened her legs just slightly, raised her feet up along the outside of his legs, and hooked her heels just slightly behind his knees, pulling him towards her. Her eyes were glassy and her face a blank mask. Daniel leaned in, planting a deep passionate kiss on my wife’s lips. 

My heart stopped. 

In the dim light I saw Angie return the kiss and a second later I knew their tongues had slipped across and were dancing. Daniel slowly brought a hand up and caressed a full breast. Angie arched her back a little, forcing more of her tit into Danny’s hand. 

I had a decision to make. Watching things escalate between them was freaking me out and turning me on. Do I interrupt or keep watching? Daniel had reached for his car keys; was he ready to drive Angie Home? If he was, and I wanted to keep watching, I needed to leave right now in order to beat them home and find a good hiding place. Should I just stay here and let them leave together? I could order another drink and go home around two in the morning like I said I would. No way! What if she invited him in? What if they sat outside in his car? Fuck! What do I do?

Back at the bar Angie returned to herself and sat up some. She kept her heels behind Daniel’s knees but closed her legs a little. Daniel removed his hand from her breast. She regained some of her composure. They laughed at their public flare of passion and glanced around embarrassed.

I got an idea but had to chew on it for a few minutes. Then I took out my phone and sent her a text; “Big mess here. Definitely won’t be home until two, maybe three.” I stared at it before I sent it, but I did send it.

Across the club her phone lit up and I watched her read my text. She set her phone down and tapped her teeth with a fingernail, thinking. She pointed to her half glass of wine and I read her lips: drink up, time to go. I bolted for the door, beating them home by only ten minutes. I parked my car around the corner. I slipped into our home and hid in the upstairs hall closet. The house would seem empty. I heard them enter downstairs and peeked through the slats of the door.

Angie invited him in and they sat on the love seat and talked. She’d lit the fire and a few candles so our living room was actually brighter than the club had been. After several minutes Angie very casually leaned back against the arm rest. This aimed her legs right at Daniel and there was no doubt this time; Daniel had an unobstructed view right up under her skirt to her sheer, white lace panties. In this light he’d even be able to see she was perfectly smooth and hairless. I risked taking my penis out and stroked it a few times carefully. This unused closet was virtually empty but why take chances?

Downstairs Daniel got bold. He lifted Angie’s feet and slipped her shoes off, then began rubbing the arches of her feet. Her head fell back and she moaned. He concentrated on one foot and then the other, slowly working his hands higher, massaging her calves, until he reached her thighs. Her skirt was now pushed far up her thighs. The pleasure combined with the alcohol had Angie forgetting what she wore and her legs fell open. Daniel feasted his eyes on my wife’s completely bald and lace covered mound. I was sure through those particular panties he saw her pussy lips. I was rock hard and silently stroking, but wondering if I should stop this. Didn’t I already have enough to fuel several months’ worth of fantasies?

I don’t know exactly what he did next but whatever it was, he went too far too fast. I heard Angie moan followed by an “Oh my God! What am I doing?” and she sat straight up, pulling her feet back from Daniel.

Damn!

“I’m so sorry,” She pleaded, “This was wrong. You should go. I’m sorry.”

I was relieved and incredibly disappointed.

Daniel tried to plead his case but Angie had come back to herself. I wondered what he had done. Their conversation switched to thank you and nice meeting you and soon Angie walked him to the door. She walked past my hiding place on her way to the shower. I waited until I heard her soaping up and then ran to my car, drove home, shut the door a little extra hard, and walked into the bathroom where Angie was still showering.

Two hours and four orgasms later, Angie slept like a dead person, a load of my cum deep in her pussy.

During our fucking I’d ask her questions about her evening after I’d left. She admitted things had gotten “flirty”, but left out the kiss and the breast touch. She confessed he’d come into our home and had given her a leg massage and she cautiously admitted he most likely enjoyed a prolonged view of her panties. When I thrust into her even harder she got bolder and said in fact, since the panties are so sheer, he probably had a great view of her pussy. I pounded her right into a powerful orgasm.

I never stopped my hips. It took me a long time but I slowly drew out all her dirty secrets. The night had her so wound up she was ready to explode. She was so worried she’d gone too far I had to ask all my questions repeatedly, but eventually I got her to admit how turned on she was, how hot she found him, how much she loved his attention. I asked her if she wanted to fuck him but she wouldn’t answer me. I stopped fucking her, trying force an answer but she wouldn’t budge, hiding her face behind her hands.

I gave up on that one and asked why he’d left so early. It sounded like she had really enjoyed her time with him. What brought the massage to such an abrupt end? She chewed her lip before answering. She looked away from me.

“He pulled my foot into his lap as he rubbed my calf.”

“So?” I asked.

“It was hard.”

“What was hard? His rubbing?”

“No. He was hard. His penis. I felt it all along the bottom of my foot.”

My heart slammed around inside my chest.

“Not all along your foot. He’d have to be eight or nine inches long. You mean you felt him with your foot.”

“No. All long it. He was huge. I panicked. I got scared.”

My mouth was suddenly dry. I couldn’t breathe. For some reason I was even more turned on knowing he was big. I have no idea why, but I was. It mattered to me. It made my whole fantasy much more daunting and intimidating, but it also made it a million times more exciting too. Mental pictures flashed through my mind of Daniel’s big cock pushing into Angie, forcing her little pussy lips wide open to accept him, Angie crying out from the pleasure. I gasped for air and shot my load before I could stop it. I came hard. 

Angie looked surprised. I collapsed in a pile on top of her, trying to catch my breath. After a minute she rolled me over onto my back.

After a few minutes she spoke. “What just happened, Scott?”

I couldn’t answer. I was still trying to figure it out.

“Because from where I’m standing,” she said, “it sure looks like you came really hard thinking about another man’s dick. Is that true?”

I stared at the bedroom ceiling. 

“No,” I finally groaned. “I wasn’t imaging his big dick; I was imagining his big dick fucking you and you loving it.”

Angie studied my face, a thousand questions behind her eyes. I decided I should tell her what I’d done tonight. Everything. I knew she’d be angry with me for lying but I also knew I couldn’t have this secret between us. I’d had my fun but now it was time to come clean. She listened attentively, punching my shoulder when I got to the part about work calling.

“I knew you were lying!” she said. “I just didn’t know why.”

By the time I finished she was sitting up in bed with her arms folded across her chest. Trouble.

“Okay, I’m hurt and angry, but I can’t exactly give you too much shit, can I?” She asked. “I kissed him. I let him feel me up.”

“Exactly.”

“But you deliberately lied. At least I can blame my actions on the alcohol. You were underhanded, deceitful, and tricky. You’re a sneak.”
    “Guilty.”

She wanted to be mad at me but just couldn’t muster it. What a night. Instead she flopped down onto the bed and put her hand on the back of my head, pulling my mouth down to her pussy.

“I’m sleepy,” she said, “But I want to cum one more time. Eat me and I’ll forgive you.”

So I did. Soon she climaxed hard and rolled over to drift off to sleep. 

I was still full of tension. One orgasm was not enough for the energy and excitement I still felt. Once Angie passed out on me I got out of bed and went to our home office, where I got online.  I found a sexy website with a hot cuckold video and opened my robe and imagined Angie underneath Daniel, his big cock pounding away at her. I made myself cum again fast. 





  
 


Chapter 3
All of which brings me back to the present. I looked down at the sperm droplets oozing down my thigh and wondered how much cum Daniel produced. Was it more than me? How much bigger was he? I was a little above average. Would Angie like fucking his bigger dick or would he hurt her? I shook my head. None of these questions mattered; Angie would never do it, and I doubted I’d actually want her to. Better for me to stick with my fantasy.

Now I was sleepy too. I shut everything off and went to bed. As I drifted off I saw Angela and Daniel, hunched over at the bar, laughing and talking intently. I resolved to ask Angie tomorrow everything she and Daniel had discussed.    

At breakfast the next day I asked Angie what Daniel did for a living? She said he was interning to be a chemist but had another job he did on the side that really appealed to him much more. I asked her what that was.

“Massage therapist.”

I stared at her.

“Seriously,” she said. She stood and adjusted her long T-shirt, then walked to her purse in the living room and came back with a business card; “Daniel Strauss, Massage Therapist.” Also listed were phone numbers and an email. On the back were the many services he provided. I got an idea.

“You have a birthday coming up,” I said. My wife actually blushed. 

“Would you actually put me back in the same room with that man? Alone? Honey, I think that’s a bad idea.”

“Afraid you couldn’t control yourself?”

“Partly, yes, but mostly I’m pretty embarrassed about the way I acted last night. I had way too much to drink. I went way too far with him. I still can’t believe you’re not angry. You actually watched me with him and you aren’t mad. I don’t get that at all. In your shoes, I’d be livid.”

I shrugged. “But I’m not, so you’re off the hook. I thought it was sexy. Really sexy.”

She scrutinized me. “Weirdo,” was all she said.

“Guilty. Always have been. So are you saying you would refuse a massage from him?”

She pondered a moment, once again studying my face. “No, I suppose not. I’d definitely need a glass of wine or two first. Plus I’d leave on my bra and panties. I don’t want him getting the wrong idea.”

I smiled. “Wrong ideas are my department,” I said. “I’ll set it up.”

I grabbed my phone and his card and walked to the den. He answered right away. I explained I was the crazy guy from last night and my wife wanted him to finish the foot massage he started. He was a little nervous, like maybe I was insanely jealous and setting him up for a beating so I put him at ease by telling him I was very openminded and besides, I wouldn’t even be in the house. That seemed to work. The rest of our brief conversation went well. I returned to Angie in the kitchen.

“He’ll be here tonight at nine o’clock. I’m going to leave the house at eight-thirty and kill three hours at PT’s Tavern. Happy birthday Darling.”

Angie stared at her hands. In a telltale sign of what she was thinking, her nipples rose to firm points beneath her thin shirt. 

“Whatever,” she said, trying hard to sound indifferent. “Nothing’s going to happen. I was drunk last night. I’m a happily married woman. I’ll use this as an opportunity to apologize to him and let him know where things actually stand.” She looked up at me. “You don’t even need to leave the house. You can stay.”

I didn’t reply. 





  
 


Chapter 4
I had several projects in the yard that kept me busy most of the day. Angie was too hungover to work with me and she spent most of the day in bed. I was working in the garage and happened to notice my bike helmet on a shelf next to my workbench. I record everywhere I ride with a small remote camera attached to the top of the helmet. An idea formed. 

Half a second later I was removing that camera and digging through the electronics box looking for the other two I owned. I crept down the hall to make sure Angie was still in bed, then back to the den where I knew her massage would take place. I moved some furniture around to make room for his table then hid the cameras and tested them. Perfect. Last, I adjusted the curtain on the window, leaving a small gap so someone outside could see in. I knew this one was a longshot but what the hell. If they didn’t notice and left the curtain alone, I’d get a live view to go with my recorded one. 

I returned to my yard work wishing nine o’clock would fucking get here already. At six Angie rose from bed and showered, grabbed a light snack and took off for the gym. I’m amazed how much that girl works out but thankful for it as her body is absolutely amazing. Her boobs are a little too big for her frame but I’m okay with it. 

She got home a little after eight and we talked about everything except the pending massage. At eight-twenty I grabbed my car keys and kissed her goodbye. She reminded me I didn’t need to leave but I told her I’d promised Daniel I’d be out of the house.

“So does that mean you’ll be running around our house trying to look in all the windows? I noticed the curtain in the den.”

I’m not sure what my face did but whatever it did made her laugh. 

“That’s okay Honey. Enjoy your voyeur fantasy, I won’t judge. Just don’t be too disappointed when nothing happens.”

She kissed me and squeezed my ass.

“Now get out. I still need to shower and get ready and I’m covered in cold sweat.”

As I walked to my car I glanced into the den; she’d left the curtain where I’d placed it. I’d be able to see in. I was as excited as a little boy.

I actually did go to PT’s Tavern. I was there just over thirty minutes. That was all I could stand before I paid for my Diet Pepsi and drove home, parking my car around the corner again. I’d left our side gate unlatched and I slipped into our backyard silently. The light was already on in the den. Our home, like virtually every home in Vegas, had dual-pane windows. If the room is light and outside dark, it is impossible to see out. All you see is your own reflection. 

Daniel was already in the room setting up his table and towels. He wore white linen pants and a tight white T-shirt. He was in better shape than I thought he’d be. I noticed the bathroom light was on and moved along the house to chance a look in that window. 

Angela was completely nude and dabbing tiny dots of perfume behind her ears. A half-empty bottle of wine sat on the sink. An almost empty wine glass stood next to it. 

She put two more dabs on her neck and one behind each knee. She’s my wife and I see her naked every day, but somehow spying on her like this gave me a wicked thrill, like I was seeing her for the first time. Her body was incredible; fit and toned, flat stomach, strong thighs, bubble butt, big firm tits. I rubbed my penis through my shorts. Just before I moved back to the den window I saw her place one more dab several inches below her bellybutton. She turned to look at her body in the mirror then reached for her bra and panties.

I was shocked; a matching set of lacy red, completely sheer, completely see-through. I’d never seen them before. My conservative girl still had a few surprises in her. 

She checked herself out one last time to make sure everything was perfect, then wrapped our big, white bath towel around her body and under her armpits. The light went out.

Back in the den Daniel was making all his finishing touches; lighting scented candles, adjusting the volume on the music, which I barely heard through the glass, arranging extra towels and lotions. Angie walked in and they spoke in muffled monotones, then he turned his back. She dropped the towel and I was once again floored by her hot body and gorgeous face. The candlelight accented her subtle muscles perfectly and her pussy and delicious nipples were clearly visible through the lace. I was a lucky, lucky man.

Angie stepped up onto the table and laid face down, pulling the thin sheet up over her butt. Daniel moved to the counter and squirted lotion on his hands to warm it and then moved next to Angie and got to work. 

The next thirty minutes proved fairly boring. Daniel was a complete professional. I was just about to give up on this adding to my fantasy material when Daniel leaned on the table and spoke to Angie. At first she shook her head but he kept talking and eventually she nodded. Daniel turned his back on her. Angie sat up a little and reached back to take off her bra, then surprised me by sticking her tongue out at the little gap in the curtains. I almost laughed out loud. She suspected I was watching. She tossed the bra on the counter.

She lay back down and Daniel returned to work, this time focusing on her back and shoulders. Angie’s tits looked awesome smashed to the sides. Daniel was careful to avoid touching them, at first, but on each pass he got closer and closer. Angie said something and he pulled back but before long he was right there again. I watched her tit dent with each pass of his hand. This time when he swooped lower she said nothing and soon he was sliding and massaging the sides of her breasts openly. 

He spent a long time on her back and shoulders. Eventually he said something and when she responded he left the room, returning with a full glass of wine. She rose to her elbows, exposing most of her breasts but not her nipples, and took the glass from him, quickly gulping. They talked a bit as she drank and in record time she handed him the now empty glass. I knew that was going to go straight to her head.

When he left the room this time she rolled onto her back and pulled the sheet up under her armpits. When he returned he draped a light scarf across her eyes and refreshed the lotion on his hands, then set to work on her strong legs under the sheet. I could not see what he was doing but within fifteen minutes he had Angie breathing through an open mouth. I suspected if the window were open I’d hear her occasionally moaning. 

A few minutes later Daniel pulled the sheet back to extend his work on her thigh. He had her legs spread wide open and was really digging the heel of his hand into her resistant muscles. The sheet pulled away a little more and I saw her sheer red panties and knew at that moment, my wife’s pussy was visible to him. 

He rested her calf on his shoulder and began rubbing her quads, slowly moving up her leg towards her hips. It took a few minutes, but I knew the moment his fingertips innocently grazed her labia. Her mouth opened, her back arched slightly and she grabbed a handful of sheet. She looked gorgeous and erotic. I waited for her to protest but she said nothing. Emboldened, he innocently did it again and then retreated back towards her knee before she could warn him off. Brilliant. 

Once again he began his slow march towards her pussy but this time avoided contact completely. Angie’s hips actually rolled a few times before she got them under control. Back off to the knee, march on the pussy. This was his pattern several times. Sometimes he would allow his fingers to lightly touch her sensitive pussy lips but most times he would not. My poor wife had no idea what was coming next. She was breathing hard and clutching the sheet.

Abruptly, Daniel stopped. He said something to her and left the room. Angie sat up, glanced at the door he’d just exited, then slid off the table and came to my window! She pulled the curtain back and cracked the window and in a very low whisper, hissed my name. 

“I’m here, Baby,” I answered.

She couldn’t see me in the dark but spoke in the direction of my voice. 

“Honey!” she rasped. “What do I do? He has oil warming in the bathroom and has gone to get it. He’ll be back in a minute. He says it’s time for me to remove my panties. Baby his touch feels so good but taking off my panties? I’ve never done that at a massage. What do I do?”

“What do you want to do?” I ask, my heart pounding. Would she let something happen? Would my conservative wife allow another man to touch her naked body sexually? Did I actually want to see that?

“Answer me!” she whined. “I don’t want to cross any lines. I don’t want to hurt you or make you jealous.”

“Free pass on this one Honey,” I whispered. “Do what you want. I won’t get angry. I’m leaving it totally up to you.”

She bit her bottom lips and furrowed her brow. Distraught, she glanced back at the door like she expected him to walk through any second. 

“Fuck!” she growled, stomping a foot. She pulled the window almost closed and replaced the curtain as best she could. The gap was a little bigger but I doubted Daniel would notice. Angie returned to the massage table and her position on her back. She spread the sheet around to cover herself and draped the blindfold back over her eyes. Less than a minute later Daniel walked back through the door.

“You’re going to love this,” he said, holding up a small pump filled with a crimson liquid. I was pleasantly surprised I could now hear him through the cracked window. “What did you decide about your panties?”

Angie swallowed hard in a dry throat.

“I can take them off if you really need me to,” she finally said.

“Excellent choice,” Daniel said.

He turned his back. Angie raised her hips. She bit her bottom lip. Her arms worked back and forth and then she held red panties up. 

“Here you go,” she said.

Daniel tossed her panties onto the counter next to her bra.

“Turn over,” he instructed.

Angie froze. She was naked under the sheet. Flipping onto her stomach may very well pull the fabric and expose her. Daniel might see everything. 

It took all her willpower. I know it did. Angie planted an elbow and began turning her body and of course the sheet twisted with her but she remained calm and cool. When her body was exposed from the bellybutton down, she just kept turning until she lay face down.

Daniel stepped up and rearranged the cloth. He left the backs of her legs all the way up to the first curve of her butt cheeks exposed. She tightly held her legs together but I was sure he could see her bare slit if he leaned over. 

When the first drizzle of that crimson liquid hit her skin she jumped.

“Wow!” she exclaimed. “It feels hot. What is that stuff?”

“Just give it time. The longer it’s on your skin, the warmer and more stimulating it becomes. It’s my own creation.”

Daniel’s strong hands spread the fluid across my wife’s skin.

“Holy shit,” I heard Angie mutter.

“This is just the beginning,” he beamed. 

After dribbling the liquid all over her legs he squirted a little more onto his hands. He started at her feet and worked his way up her legs. By the time he reached the backs of her knees her ass was rising and falling in subtle little humping motions. 

His hands went higher. When they dipped briefly between her legs she gasped and then moaned. When he pulled the sheet all the way up to her shoulders blades, she said nothing. When she said nothing, Daniel pulled the sheet off her completely and dropped it under the table. My wife was utterly nude in front of another man. I reached down and squeezed my hard penis. This was fucking hot. He dripped his crimson substance all over my wife’s bare flesh, smearing it around evenly.

Daniel leaned over and worked the small of her back, then moved down to her ass. Within minutes he was kneading and pulling and Angie did nothing except groan with pleasure and accepts it. He grabbed each ass cheek and pulled then apart, like ripping a loaf of bread, lewdly exposing her asshole and cunt. Angie’s only protest was to lift her hips to make it easier on him. He squirted more crimson fluid on his hands and slipped down between her legs, rubbing the liquid, no doubt, directly onto her labia and clitoris, possibly even inside her pussy. 

“Oh my God!” Angie exclaimed, and then, a minute later after the intensity of the serum grew, “OH MY GOD!”

I took my penis out of my shorts and began stroking it. Daniel stepped back from the table to watch his magical elixir at work.

On the table, Angie was a bag full of snakes. She unashamedly lifted her pelvis and reached both hands between her legs, obviously masturbating. When that wasn’t good enough she turned over, her glorious body on full display, and cupped one breast to her mouth while rubbing her clit fiercely, moaning like a wounded animal. He stepped up and drizzled more fluid over the front of her, then stepped back again. Angie let go of her breast long enough to smear the liquid all around. 

“Fuck,” she grunted. “So hot…crazy… love this shit…”

Daniel wore a roguish smile. He pulled his shirt of over his head, revealing a cut and wiry body.

“You might be curious about what’s happening to you right now. I developed this formula for its ability to interact with dendrites; as your skin absorbs it, your nerve endings become inflamed and super receptive. Your ability to process physical sensations multiplies exponentially. Let me show you.”

He stepped up to the table and lightly teased her nipple with a fingertip. Angie cried out, overwhelmed with pleasure.

“In and of itself, that’s no big deal; the formula essentially primed you to feel more of everything. A lot more, as you are experiencing right now. The problem was this meant pain sensation increased too. If you had a headache, it became a migraine. A toothache felt like a nail had been driven into your head.”

Angie’s eyes rolled back as a self-induced orgasm wracked and squeezed her body. 

“It took me some time, but I found a way around that. I added a warming agent to help the spread of the mixture while also adding a powerful topical pain-blocker. That gave me an idea so I further added a synthetic version of every pleasure-conveying neurotransmitter yet discovered.”

Angie was gasping for air, pinching a nipple hard and driving a finger in and out of her sopping wet cunt. She was obviously about to cum again.

“My formula worked,” Daniel continued. “Sensing what’s taking place in the blood stream, the body reacts by releasing pleasure transmitters of its own, trying to catch up. A dense soup of neurotransmitters is created, blocking everything else, overwhelming the senses, rendering the entire system capable of delivering one message only; pleasure.”

Daniel took a nipple and twisted it firmly. “Now, as you’ve obviously discovered, even pain becomes pleasure.”

Angie’s head snapped back and she howled as the strongest orgasm of her life shook her. Daniel twisted again and Angie screamed as she achieved orgasmic heights she’d never known before. Her hand was a blur as it shot like a piston in and out of her, pumping like crazy, keeping her climax alive, carrying her along until she was sobbing and wailing. Any thoughts I had about stopping all this disappeared in a puff. 

Her arm strength gave out before her orgasm stopped and all she could do was lay there and convulse. Her body writhed and twitched as if she were being mildly electrocuted. 

Daniel grinned ear to ear. He sat the elixir on the floor. He kicked off his shoes. He unsnapped his pants and slid them down his legs, stepping free.

Angie rolled her head over to see what he was doing. Through bleary eyes she seemed confused at first but as understanding crept in, her eyes refocused and filled with raw lust. My jerking hand sped up.  

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxer briefs and slowly lowered, gradually exposing the long, thick, and heavily veined cock hidden behind them. Big doesn’t truly do this magnificent cock justice. Angie is a tight fit even for me and I’m a little more than average. I feared for her; I worried Daniel’s cock, if she planned on fucking him of course, would not fit. He was so much bigger than me and he hadn’t even begun to harden. How big would he get?

Angie’s eyes slowly grew. Once Daniel was fully revealed Angie bit her bottom lip and moaned loudly, rolling onto her back, her whole body undulating.

“Oh my God, Daniel, you look amazing!”

Daniel chuckled. “Most girls run in fear Angie.” He dipped a finger in to test her wetness. Satisfied, he tugged on his meat.

Angie closed her eye and squeezed them shut. Her hips would not stop moving. She brought her left hand up to cup a breast and play with a nipple. Her right hand went to her clit.

“Look at me Angie,” Daniel said.

Angie kept her eyes tightly closed and started shaking her head, rolling it side to side on the massage table. Daniel pulled repeatedly at his shank while taking slow steps towards my wife. His cock was growing both thicker and longer. What does it feel like to have that hanging between your legs? I bet it felt fantastic. 

“Look at me Angie.”

Angie reluctantly turned her head towards him. Her eyes narrow slits, she devoured every inch of his lean body. When her gaze arrived at his masculine organ, she stared. Her hand rubbing her clit moved faster. 

“Do you want to touch it?” Daniel asked.

“Yesssss…”

He stepped close to the table, bringing his thick tube of meat inches from her face.

“Do you want to suck it Angie?”

Angie moaned with deep frustration.

“I’m married,” she whined.

“I won’t tell anyone Baby,” he cooed. “I’ve wanted you from the moment I saw you at the club. You are so hot, so sexy. Your body is perfect. I see it in your eyes girl: you want my big dick. You’re a little scared but that’s natural. Every woman is afraid of it at first. Suck it Angie. Make it hard as iron. Get me hard and I’ll fuck you with it.”

“OH MY GOD!” Angie wailed as her body thrashed from another orgasm. 

Daniel was now half erect and pointed directly at Angie’s mouth. A clear drop of precum had form at the slit. He stepped closer and his cock hovered about two inches above the table. The head was less than an inch from Angie’s lips. I was close to ejaculating.

When Angie came down a little from her climax she opened her eyes and saw Daniel so incredibly close to her mouth. She licked her lips and the tip of her tongue grazed his slit, scooping up the drop there. He leaned his hips ever so closer.

She licked her lips again, tasting him. Angie snapped her head away and stared at the ceiling.

“I can’t! Oh my God I want to so badly but I’m married. I can’t Daniel. I’m so sorry.”

Daniel kept his giant cock right next to her until finally he nodded, accepting her decision.

“Okay,” he said. “It’s your call to make. But at least let me finish while looking at you; you’re so fucking hot. Is that all right?”

Angela nodded and returned her gaze to his monstrous dick.  As his hand began a steady rhythm, her hand teased her clit in step. She never took her eyes off his big cock.

The more excited he became, the bigger he grew. Fully erect, the fat shaft was covered in spider webs of red and blue veins. He looked as big as his forearm.  His big ball sac bounced in time with his jerking hand. His eyes roamed every inch of my sexy wife and Angie helped by playing with her tits and pussy. After a while the head expanded and turned dark red and his breathing increased. 

“Here it comes, Angie. Fuck me you’re so sexy. Scott is a lucky fucker. I’d fuck you all night every night. You’d always have my cum in you.”

His hand sped up and his hips started pumping. He leaned forward on the table and aimed his dick at Angie’s big tits.

“Aaaa! Fuck! Here it comes! Fuck! Hold your tits up! AAAAAAAA!”

The first molten blast shot out so hard it splashed off her tits and all over.  The second and third were hot ropes of milk bathing her chest and stomach. I started cumming to but it was nothing like Daniel. His big balls produced buckets of jizz and he aimed each new blast all over my wife. Jet followed jet as he emptied himself. The last ropes landed across her face and open mouth and I saw her lick his jizz off her lips and swallow. 

Daniel’s legs went weak and he leaned hard against the table. His cock flopped onto the padded top and the head rested on Angie’s bicep. She had climaxed again and I had completely missed it. Daniel’s cock draped across the table like a pink python. 

After he’d caught his breath he reached for his pants and shirt.

“A little late for that don’t you think?” Angie said.

Daniel shrugged and dropped them under the table. 

“That red stuff feels amazing but the effect doesn’t last.”

“No, it peaks, plateaus, and then fades fairly quickly. The body consumes the neurotransmitters rapidly.  Can you imagine if it lasted a long time?”

“Yes!” Angie laughed.

“So you want more?”

Angie sported a mischievous grin. “No, I’d better not. I almost gave in and fucked you. That shit is dangerous. My willpower crumbled. Just finish my massage… naked.”

Daniel nodded and got back to work on Angie’s body. I watched as his hands went everywhere. I heard Angie’s moans and groans through the window. Daniel kept it professional, mostly, although his long, heavy cock flopped and bumped and slapped against Angie’s flesh constantly as he moved around her body. This girl had some self-control. I doubt I’d be that steady with a hot naked babe rubbing me.

He took his time but eventually he finished. Angie was purring. She started to get up but he told her to stay relaxed as long as possible. She settled back in. 

He gathered his things, packing them all away neatly. At last he was dressed and ready to go. Angie moved to the couch and he folded the massage table. He kissed her on the cheek and slipped out.

I waited until the sound of his car had vanished then ran back to my car and drove it home. Angie was still on the couch, leaning up on one elbow as I entered the den, concern and worry etched into her face. I wrapped my arms around her and we kissed passionately. 

“So you’re not mad?” she asked.

“Not at all. That was insanely sexy. Easily the most erotic thing I’ve ever witnessed.” I touched her skin. “What did that red oil feel like?”

She rolled her eyes.

“Scott it was amazing. My whole body, every nerve ending was screaming orgasmic pleasure at me. My mind was electrified, on fire, pure molten lava as the sensations poured in. I was trapped in an endless orgasm except then I would climax on top of that. You have to try that shit. Holy fuck.”

Angie flopped onto her back. Her full breasts wobbled. Her skin gleamed with the remnants of Daniel’s evil elixir. She closed her eyes and sighed, clearly exhausted. I noticed globs and trails of his semen still clung to her.

“Daniel’s really big,” I said. She didn’t react at all. 

With my index finger I wiped up a drop of his sperm and touched it to her lips. Of course she had no idea what I was doing but she opened her mouth just a bit anyway. When her lips closed on his salty essence her eyes flew open, panicked. I scooped another dollop and smeared it on her tongue. She was looking at me confused but quickly accepted what I was doing and closed her lips around my finger and sucked. I felt her tongue circle my fingertip. Our eyes met and a thousand questions passed between us but we didn’t speak. 

I know it was hard for her to understand how I was okay with all this; it was hard for me to understand too. But I was. More than okay, I was thrilled. I saw her let go and just accept it for what it was. She sucked hard on my finger, moving her mouth up and down as if she were giving it a blowjob. My penis rose again. 

Daniel has seen my wife nude. Daniel has touched my nude wife. Daniel made my nude wife orgasm. Daniel showered my nude wife with his load. I repeatedly ran these new truths through my head, gaining a better grip on them with each pass, making them a little more real each time I thought them. 

Angie noticed my erection and cupped my balls.

“I keep thinking all this is something you need to talk about,” she said. “I’m so worried about hurting you or doing something that harms our relationship. Am I just being a girl? Should I give up trying to figure it all out and just accept this as a part of who you are?”

I nudged her chin with my erection. We both laughed. I didn’t want to talk about it right now. I wanted her to suck my dick. She took the hint and inhaled every inch I had, working hard to make me orgasm. I imagined it was Daniel’s cock she was attacking and not mine and boom, I shot down her throat. 





  
 


Chapter 5
Nothing else happened for over two months. Our sex was better, especially the weeks after the massage. One Saturday night I was especially horny and I saw the signs that Angie was too and I suggested we go down to The Strip for some music and gambling. Date nights always make our sex better. She loved the idea. 

I happened to enter our bedroom as she was contemplating which outfit to wear and I suggested she go with the ultralow scoop neck linen top and peasant skirt. She sensed I was up to something.

“And no bra,” I added.

“I knew it.”

“It’s over a hundred degrees outside Honey. The less you have on, the better. Besides, that scoop is so low everyone would see your bra.”

She gave me a you’re-full-of-shit look. “Okay husband,” She taunted. “If you want to show off your wife, who am I to deny you?”

I smiled. 

An hour later we slid into our seats at the blackjack table. Angie’s top plunged almost to her navel and when she rested her elbows on the table and leaned in, the fabric drifted away, discreetly exposing a full breast and nipple. True, one had to be seated at the right angle to see it, but I was, and so were the two gentlemen to my left. Angie was in complete control of when she chose to show off a little and best of all, it was easy to make the flash seem accidental. My conservative wife was discovering new tricks. She teased all three of us for over an hour. 

Angie excused herself to use the restroom and take a break. I was up quite a bit so I kept playing. Ten minutes later my cell phone buzzed and I looked at the message.

“At the bar with the older man formerly seated next to you. I’ll keep you posted.”

What the hell? 

As there were three bars nearby, I scanned my surroundings and saw Angie at the bar by the waterfall. An older gentleman with broad shoulders sat next to her. 

The dealer prompted me to play my hand so I set my phone down. I ended up splitting eights and winning both but it took a few minutes and when I next looked over at the bar, Angie and Broad Shoulders had disappeared. I collected my phone and chips and left the table. My phone buzzed again.

“Do you wonder where your wife is?” was all it said. Angie was fucking with me and doing a fantastic job.

“Hell yes!” I fired back. 

It took her forever to respond, maybe five minutes, when she said, “Sit tight, keep playing. Alex offered to show me the spectacular view of Vegas from the penthouse suite. I’ll be back soon, promise.”

Christ Almighty! She was going back to his room with him! 

I thought about racing to the elevators and heading her off but I was sure they were already on their way up. There was no way in my current state I could play and win so I went to the nearest bar and ordered a shot of Gentlemen Jack. All I could do was wait. After ten minutes my phone buzzed again but she’d just sent me a picture of the Vegas skyline from his balcony. She was in his suite with him. I didn’t respond. 

I was worried and anxious but I was also wildly turned on. Maybe flashing other men had turned her on too? The silent minutes were agonizing. The twenty minute mark came and went. At thirty minutes I had to do something so I texted her, “When are you coming back?” She answered five minutes later. “Hmm, not ready to leave here. You want to come up? Room five thousand.” 

My heart was racing and my palms sweaty. Was something happening here, or was my perverted imagination making innocent things dirty? 

I texted back, “On my way.” I brought my drink with me. 

On the walk and then the ride I calmed myself. Deep breaths. Neck rolls. Hands wiped on pants. Fifty floors later the doors opened and I found myself in a short but ornate hallway that served four doors only. Five thousand was off to my right. I knocked firmly. Muffled voices for thirty seconds and then Angie opened the door, smiling broadly. Mischief filled her eyes. Of course I discreetly scanned her but she was fully dressed, lipstick still in place, hair still perfect. I exhaled a paradoxical sigh of relief. 

She walked me to the back of the suite where it opened up and the walls turned to glass. An infinity pool ran all along the back. The city view took my breath away, and I live in this town.

“I’m Alex. You must be Scott?”

I turned. Broad Shoulders, now known as Alex, stood a few inches taller than me and several more than that wider than me. We shook hands and mine disappeared in his. Angie sipped a drink nearby, watching us. 

“Have a seat,” he said, motioning to a highbacked chair. I took it, noticing he dropped down next to Angie on a plush love seat. 

“Angie and I were just discussing the economies of the Las Vegas valley in recent years and how your city now seems to be emerging from difficult times.”

I nodded.

He raised his drink. “To escaping the fire.”

Angie and I raised our drinks too. We all drank. 

About an hour later I’d come to the conclusion Alex was a good guy. The conversation, once I relaxed, was light and topical. Alex was quick-witted and friendly, laughing easily and making Angie and me laugh too. We all refreshed our drink often. 

Alex owned several businesses and had retired from running them. Now he toured the world, meeting people and taking in sights. I watched Angie’s face as he told one of his stories and realized she was smitten by him. Eventually Alex suggested we take our drinks out onto the balcony and we followed him out. Even at this height and this time of night, the air still baked you. 

As Alex described one of his trips to Ireland, Angie slipped off a shoe and slipped her toes into the warm water. Alex noticed.

“Would you like to take a dip? The view from the edge of the pool is terrifying.” 

“I have no swimsuit,” she replied. “I’m sadly unprepared. I had no idea when I left the house I’d be swimming later.”

“No worries,” Alex responded. “I can control all these lights out here, including the pool light. You can swim without a suit. I can make it very dark.”

Angie looked at me for guidance. I imagined her nude in front of Alex and me and liked that idea very much. I gave her a quick nod.

She took a deep breath. “Okay.”

“You’ll love it, Angie. Come with me. We’ll be right back.”

I was fully aware that another man had just instructed me to wait while he led my wife away so she could disrobe. 

Minutes later he returned and asked me about the work I do and we talked about that. A few minutes later Angie emerged from a back bedroom, wrapped in a light black robe. Alex adjusted several knobs on a nearby wall and the entire balcony and pool plunged into darkness. 

Angie slipped the robe off her shoulders. There was some glow from the casinos down at street level so I was able to distinguish her basic shape but that was all. Splashing and a contented sigh told me she had entered the warm water. 

Alex pulled two chairs near the pool edge and gestured for me to sit. We continued our conversation about my job as Angie quietly paddled back and forth. 

The longer we sat in the dark, the more our eyes adjusted. When Angie pulled herself out of the water and onto the ledge, the ghostly curves of her perfect body were visible. Like black and white erotica photography, Angie’s body gleamed. I saw Alex gaze at her, his eyes traveling down her back to her rounded butt and around to her flat stomach, then, as she twisted to reenter the water, he stared at her large, firm breasts. Her nipples were small dark spots in the dim light. He could not rip his eyes away and only looked back at me when she disappeared under the water. A huge grin split his face.

“Your wife is stunning,” he murmured. We both turned to watch Angie swim. “Should we join her?” he asked. 

I shrugged and then realized in the dark he couldn’t see me. “If you’d like,” I said.

He walked to a back room and reappeared with two robes. I watched him undress. He was a big guy, hair everywhere, with thick arms and legs. I imagined him playing football in college. When his boxers came down his penis tumbled out; a long, pale shaft in the dim light. Of course, I did that thing that all guys do and compared and knew immediately he was much bigger. My heart jumped when I imagined the moment Angie saw it. I wondered what she would think.

I undressed too but tried to keep my back to him. I heard water lightly splash and knew he had descended the steps and entered the pool. My penis had swollen slightly with excitement. I wrapped the robe and walked to the pool. I tossed my robe on the chair and entered the water with them.

Alex and Angie sat on an underwater step, talking. The waterline came to Angie’s chin but was just below Alex’s massive, hairy pecs. He had his arms along the edge of the pool behind him. The warm water felt great. I floated to Angie’s right so she was between us. 

We’d been chatting about twenty minutes when Alex interrupted.

“I’m sorry, but if I don’t say something I know I’ll regret it. Angie, you are breathtaking. I cannot remember seeing a more beautiful woman. I find myself staring, fallen completely under your spell.”

Angie and I were dumbstruck. Neither of us spoke. 

“You must allow me the pleasure of viewing you in better light. Please.”

I turned to face her. I was sure she was blushing furiously in the dark. Alex and I waited for her response. When she finally spoke, I heard the strain in her voice.

“What are you saying, Alex? What do you have in mind? You want me to parade around naked for you? I am not comfortable with that at all.”

“No, no, Just allow me to turn up the pool light a bit. These dark shadows and shapes are driving me crazy. May I do that? Just a little?”

Angie looked over at me for guidance. I shrugged again out of habit and remembered she couldn’t see me and said, “Totally up to you Baby. I’m okay with it.”

She thought for a moment then said, “Okay Alex, I would like to see your eyes as I talk with you but not too bright please.”

Alex smiled and stood up on the step. This brought his hips above water and I saw Angie notice his long penis. Had he grown some since we first disrobed? He sure looked a little bigger. Angie followed his swinging meat as Alex left the water and moved to the dial. 

At the wall he turned to face us and adjusted the dimmer switch, slowly bringing up the light in the pool. Angie’s nudity was slowly revealed. I looked at her with a stranger’s eyes, like I was seeing her for the first time and she was breathtaking; a perfect blend of athlete, stripper, and cheerleader. Her big tits and small nipples were accentuated by her narrow waist and rounded hips. She radiated an aura of sexual tension. The girl was built to fuck.

Angie kept looking at Alex as the light came up. The glow from the pool illuminated him better each passing second and now his thick arms and tree trunk legs were obvious. His hairy chest was strong and huge. Also more visible were his hanging cock and balls. Angie glanced at them and then looked back at the water repeatedly. Alex held his ground, adjusting the dimmer up and then down, searching for that perfect level, but actually giving Angie all the time she needed to gawk at every inch. His dick flopped side to side as he returned to the pool. He ignored the steps and entered at the edge near us. His long leg searched for the seat and his hefty cock was aimed right at us. Angie took a long stare. Alex slid back into his spot. We returned to our previous discussion but something was different now. The conversation was broken and disjointed. Angie and Alex were busy checking each other out. An awkward silence drifted in and settled on us. Finally Alex spoke.

“I’d like you to stand up Angie.”

I expected her to say no but she didn’t. For long seconds she didn’t acknowledge him or move. She looked at me but not for an okay. She was looking for me to protest. When I didn’t she gathered her feet under her and slowly rose from the water.

I’ll never forget that moment: Angie’s ripe body lifting, rivulets of water running down her, following her curves, her excited nipples swelling and stiffening in the air. She kept her eyes down but I felt how much she loved having Alex look at her. First her breasts came into view and then her smooth, bald pussy. Her inner lips had begun to protrude slightly. She was already aroused.

Alex and I watched in silent admiration. I saw Angie shiver but not from cold. 

“Lift your hair up off your shoulders,” Alex instructed. “Use both hands.”

Angie complied. Her fantastic breasts looked even better this way.

“Turn. Slowly.”

Again Angela obeyed his command. Gorgeous pussy gave way to perfect bubble butt. Abs and tits became nape and shoulders and strong back. The light from below accented her body perfectly. She was sculpted perfection, a Goddess. 

“Absolutely stunning,” Alex breathed. 

I saw movement from the corner of my eye as Alex lifted from the water and sat on the edge. His penis had obviously swollen some and hung heavy between his legs. The head almost touched the water. He moved along the edge to a spot behind Angie.

“Alex…” I cautioned, “Look but don’t touch.”

He ignored me. He admired Angie from close-up. Even in the hot night air, her nipples were small rocks, jutting up, begging to be sucked. As she continued turning she came full circle and realized Alex had moved right behind her. Her gaze fell to his half swollen shaft. She closed her eyes and kept turning slowly. When her back was once again to Alex, he gently placed a hand on each hip. 

Angie’s voice trembled as her body stiffened. “Scott? Honey?” 

“I’m here Baby. Alex? What are you up to?” Again he ignored me.

Alex placed a hand at her neck and smoothly drew his palm down her back. Even in this low light I saw the goose bumps erupt all over her skin. He held her hips again and pulled her back a half step towards him. His cock had risen up enough I now saw the tip of the head peeking over his thigh. 

“Oh my God…. Scott? His hands are on me. Is this okay?” Angie’s voice was raw with tension. Her arms holding up her hair started to shake.

“Alex?” I asked. “What are you planning?”

For the third time he ignored me. He gently backed Angie between his legs, his knees on the outside and touching both of hers. His cock had risen another inch and the head was larger than before. With his hands on her hips he was slowly turning her again, admiring and lusting over every part of her. When she was facing him she looked down at his lap again and saw his erection. Her right leg trembled and her chest heaved as she drew in a bushel of air. Finally her turn was complete and she once again faced away from him. He reached up and pulled her hands down and away from her hair, allowing the wet mass to tumble down her back.

“Unbelievable,” I heard him hoarsely whisper. “Perfect. Angie you are flawless.”

He held her hands and pulled her back towards him another step. Now his big, fully erect and straining cock stood straight up from his lap. 

He lowered himself off the edge and stood on the underwater step with Angie, then dipped his hips in one smooth motion. His steel shaft passed between her legs. Before I could offer a protest the head of his cock protruded several inches out the front of Angie’s groin. Angie looked down at the penis now extended from her lap. The shaft split her pussy lips and they hugged him tightly. My heart was pounding. His cock was actually spreading her lips open. The shaft was rubbing her inner lips!

He flexed his ass and pumped that hard cock back and forth a few times across her labia and clitoris. If he hadn’t been supporting her I think she may have fallen. As it was an electric charge ripped through her and made her legs almost give out. 

Angela watched that big dick appear and disappear again and again. “Scott?” she said at last, her voice carrying an edge of panic. “What… aaaa….do I do… mmm…. Baby? Talk unhhh… to me…”

I froze. I didn’t know what to say. Part of me wanted to yell at Alex that this had all gone too far but another part of me wondered what Angie would do next. I noticed her hips were subconsciously helping Alex, pushing down and back at him. She was bent over a little at the waist and her big tits were bouncing in time to the motion of their bodies. Alex’s cock looked long and thick and dark red and angry. He let go of her hands and leaned back against the edge of the pool. Angie was on her own now. Alex held himself still.

Angie looked at me with desperation in her eyes.  

“Oh! Honey, is this okay? Unnhhh… Oh fuck that feels good. Baby, do you want me to stop?” Now that all movement was up to Angie, her pussy was sliding farther and farther along his length. All she had to do was step away. Each pass brought her opening closer to the tip of Alex’s cock. Her hips subtly gyrated. Since he had let go of her hands she had bent more at the waist. Her hands were now on her knees. Alex looked down his torso at her asshole and split cunt. She was riding his cock like a log, scrapping her clitoris along his hot and bumpy tube.

“Honey,” she croaked. “Baby… fuck! So big… Baby…?”

On the next pass for a moment her pussy lips enveloped the head completely before sliding back down the shaft. She rode him all the way to the base and then started back up again. She wasn’t even looking at me anymore; she was looking down between her legs at that beefy penis. I remembered what she’d told me about loving the look of large cocks but never experiencing one. I both wanted her to take it and feared that she would. Her hips pumped again.

“Fuck!” she gasped. “Oh fuck! I just want to… Say something Honey! Can I, just for a second…? Oh, fuck, aaaAAA!”

I knew the moment he penetrated my wife.  

“UUUUNNNHHH! Oh, My God!” Angie’s voice filled the room. “Oh shit! Baby he’s so big! AAAHHhh! Fuck yesssss!”

I couldn’t see it but my imagination told me her lips were stretched tightly around him. He sank deeper each time my wife raised and lowered her hips on his cock. Her cries of pleasure grew louder until anyone on the street below knew a woman was getting fucked above them. 

My stomach was in knots. I couldn’t draw a full breath. Angie looked more beautiful and sexy than I’d ever seen her and my penis was hard under the water, but I was in anguish. Another man was fucking my wife! I tried to think of something to say. I wracked my brain for what I should do. But I said and did nothing. I was mesmerized by Angie’s raw desire for his big cock. 

Angie moved her feet to better balance herself and began slamming her hips up and down on Alex. He moved his hands to her hips to guide her, but the effort was all hers. My lovely wife was fucking herself senseless on another man’s much bigger and much harder cock, and she loved it. Her cries and moans filled the suite and escaped to the open Las Vegas air. 

After a minute she slammed her hips down and held them there, his huge cock fully seated inside her, embedded into the heart of her. She ground her hips around that tree trunk and gasped for air.

“Oh fuck baby,” she whined. “Oh fuck, he’s gonna make me cum. So fast! Oh fuck, oh fuck, OH FUCK! AAAAAAAAA!”

Alex held her in place as her hips made little circles and a massive spasm shook her. Her whole body convulsed on his big dick. She thought about pulling away because the pleasure was too intense, but he forced her to take it and this only drove her orgasm even higher. Finally her head hung down and her body relaxed. When he was sure she had finished he stood and bent her over the side of the deck.

He looked over his shoulder at me. “Throw me that towel,” he ordered. I tossed it to him and he placed it between her thighs and the rough edge, and then pulled her hips back to him, pushing her face down on the towel. He gripped her waist firmly and began to fuck her little pussy; slowly at first but building quickly. Soon he was slamming his full length and girth into her. Angie’s upper body slid all over until she rose up onto her hands.

“Fuck me!” she growled. “Fuck me with your huge cock. I fucking love it!”

“Hell yes!” Alex barked and really started pounding her. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled hard. Several moments later, Angie screamed and climaxed a second time, howling like a harpy. She reached between her legs and played with his balls. That put him over the edge. 

“Where do you want it?” Alex demanded, spitting the words out through his clenched teeth.

“Fuck me!” she ordered. “Don’t stop, don’t pull out! Oh my God! Fuck me!”

It was Alex’s turn to howl as the first blast shot deep inside Angie. His howl turned into a savage snarl as liquid fire boiled up from his nuts and burst again and again in my wife. Angie was thrusting her hips backwards and clawing at the towel. 

“Your pussy is milking me!” he growled, squeezing her waist and crushing her beneath his weight. His balls rose and fell with each new blast. I watched his strong ass flex repeatedly as he emptied himself inside her. 

At last he finished. Angie lay on the towel, head down ass up, panting, Alex pressed firmly against her legs and ass, gasping for breath. For several long minutes, neither moved. 

When Alex finally did, he braced himself on his arms and gradually withdrew his thick and slimy organ from her sopping cunt. A gush of semen followed him out and splashed into the pool. I moved up to the edge. He rolled to the side and flopped onto his back, staring up at the stars, legs still in the water from the knees down. His big snake hung over the edge of the pool. Angie remained on her stomach, her gorgeous ass in the air, her swollen and distended labia drizzling semen into the water. After a minute Alex stood and kissed the top of her head and then walked to the kitchen.

What she had just done slowly began to close in around her. I saw it happening and moved to her side, arriving just as the tears did.

“Oh Baby, what have I done?” she whimpered, hugging my leg. I felt her body shake from crying. 

I gathered her into my arms. I cradled her head in my naked lap, intending to comfort my wife, but my still erect penis poked her ear. 

Her body stiffened. She stopped crying. She held that pose, frozen. 

I once again found myself at a loss for what to do.

She tilted her tear streaked face up to mine, worry, fear, and confusion filling her eyes. She cleared her throat.

“What’s that?” she croaked. We both knew exactly what she was asking about. What could I say? I was supposed to be furious. I was supposed to attack Alex and maybe her too. My loving wife had just cheated on me. Worse than that, she had done it right in front of me. I was supposed to be insane with jealousy. She was expecting me to drop a hammer on her. Social convention demanded I drop a hammer on her.

But, instead, I had an erection. 

Awkward.

“Honey?” She repeated. “What’s that?”

“Um, a hard-on.” I answered.

She sat up a little and brushed some wet hair out of her face. She searched my eyes. When I looked away, embarrassed, she turned my face and held my gaze.

“Aren’t you jealous?” she asked.

“A little.”

“Hurt?”

“Yes, but in a good way.”

“Angry?”

“Nope.”

She stared at me for several long minutes as the gears in her head turned.

“Explain hurt in a good way.”

I sighed. “In twenty-five words or less? It stings to watch you with another man but that sting also feels good. It’s exciting. The nastier you are, the more excited I get.”

“So it was difficult for you to watch Alex fuck me, but really you liked it?”

“Yes.”

“You still love me?”

“More, actually. It may sound strange but I feel closer. We shared something intense, something which requires a lot of trust.”

We silently regarded each other. She swatted at tears on her cheeks.

“How do you feel?” I finally asked. 

“I’m a fucking mess. I have so many conflicting emotions waging war in my head right now I don’t even know where to start unraveling them. He came inside me Honey.”

I cleared my throat. “Yes. Yes he did.”

“What if I get pregnant?”

“That would be horrible. I should have stopped you.”

“No, I’m an adult, I should have stopped myself. It was just so exciting. I felt so naughty and I loved it. I loved what I was doing, how out of control I was. His hard cock was beautiful. I loved all the rules I was breaking. I wanted to go all the way, smash them all.”

“Well, you did that.”

“Yeah. Now reality sinks in and I’m full of regret. How could I do that? How could I do that to you? I am fucked in the head. What’s wrong with me?” She looked down at her hands. “Just out of curiosity, and I’m in no way shifting any blame to you, but why didn’t you stop us?”

I tried to answer but the words would not leave my mouth. I could not admit the truth out loud. Angie waited. I took a deep breath, held it, let it out slowly. Just say it, I told myself.

“Because, Baby, I wanted him to. I wanted you to want him. I wanted to watch him fuck you. It’s been my fantasy for so long and as it started to really happen I wanted it more and more. I would have let Daniel fuck you. I’ll probably let you fuck anyone you want to.”

I took her hands in mine and continued.

“I’m so turned on right now, Honey. I didn’t think ahead to his orgasm but honestly, I’m glad it turned out this way. His seed inside you makes everything real. It means we weren’t playing at all this. Do I sound crazy? What loving husband says he wants to see that? My head is more fucked up than yours. It’s not just you Baby, I wanted it too. I’ll be honest; right now you are laying here talking with me and he is swimming around inside you and that gets me so hot. I can’t help it. I’m worried and fearful and concerned and yet totally turned on.”

She pondered that. “So it seems in that moment we both want the same thing. That could be dangerous.”

I bounced my head. What could I say? 

“I think that’s sexy,” I muttered. “I think that’s hot.”

Something was eating at me; a titillating suspicion I wanted confirmed. I kissed the back of her hand.

“Sweetheart,” I began, “you came. Hard. Twice.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

She gave me a curious look, like my question was stupid or obvious. It may have been, but I wanted to be sure. I wanted to hear her speak her answer. She pulled at a loose thread on the towel.

“He’s big,” she admitted. I nodded for her to go on. “I liked that he was hot and I liked what was happening, but I’d never felt anything like what he has, and I really wanted to. It was all I’d hoped it would be. He ripped my orgasms from me. It was like I had no choice; my poor pussy just spasm and climax.”

“You like them, don’t you? Big cocks? You’re drawn to them.”

She lifted her shoulders a tenth of an inch in the smallest shrug ever. 

“I guess I’d have to say yes. My roommate in college watched porn and I really loved the way they looked. They turn me on. I’d never been with one so I didn’t know if they felt better or not. A guy with a big cock is manlier, kind of dangerous. She called me a size-queen and I guess I am.”

We fell silent as we considered our conversation. Alex returned with three bottles of water and handed them out. He took a few sips and then laid back down, an arm thrown across his face. Soon his chest rose and fell rhythmically. 

“Kiss me,” Angie whispered. I did. The earth tilted a little. We both felt it. Somehow we were closer. Paradoxical and counterintuitive, nevertheless Angie fucking another man rendered us completely vulnerable and exposed. We realized how utterly trustworthy we are. This knowing connected us in a powerful way.

I glanced over at Alex. He was still on his back, eyes closed. He looked asleep. His long, thick cock lay straight down between his legs resting on the tile. I liked that Angie had always wondered what big cocks felt like but had never fucked one. I loved that I had allowed her that experience. Angie followed my eyes and when she saw it she smacked my leg.

“Once was enough, thank you. Besides, I have a hard one right here that needs some attention.”

Angela slid between my legs and got to work sucking my penis. I lasted less than a minute. Too many wild images flashing through my mind made me cum too fast. As soon as I pictured Alex cumming inside her, I climaxed in her mouth. Afterwards we joined Alex, lying on our backs, looking up at the stars. 

When my foot slipped into the pool, it woke me. I was still outside but Alex and Angie were gone. I had no concept how much time had passed but it was still dark. 

I stood and wrapped the towel around my waist and went looking for my two companions. The kitchen and living room were dark and empty as was the first bedroom. I stood in the hallway and listened intently. 

A low moan drifted to my ears from the master bedroom. I crept down the hall. The door was closed so I tested the handle and discovered it was locked. I debated for a second about knocking. Honestly, I was a little pissed off. Why was I locked out? Then I thought about the floor plan of the suite and realized the balcony had to wrap around to the master bedroom. I sneaked around in the dark, turning the pool light back off as I went. I had to climb over a large planter and a low wall, but then I was inching along the wall towards the bedroom. The sliding glass door was open and Angie’s deep, heartfelt moans were clear as day. Vines grew around the opening and I peered through them into the bedroom.

Several candles burned. Additional light glowed from the back-lit wall unit but candles filled the room with warm orange light. 

Angie was on all fours in the middle of the huge bed. Her tits were pressed against the comforter and her ass was raised high in the air in an open invitation no man could resist, and Alex wasn’t. He knelt behind her, holding onto her hips as he smoothly and deeply fed her pussy his huge hard cock. Angie’s face was towards me and I watched the waves of exquisite pleasure play out there. I’d never seen her take so much pure enjoyment and deep satisfaction from my penis moving inside her. 

Alex was in no hurry. He took his sweet, languid time claiming my woman. When Angie started making sounds like she was headed to another climax, Alex held her in place and drove her right through it, never breaking rhythm. 

When she’d come down from it, he told her to roll onto her back and I was surprised how clearly I heard him. Apparently the suite acted as a dish, reflecting all sound out the sliding glass doors. Angie eagerly complied. Alex walked up on his knees between her legs and I saw his fully erect cock clearly for the first time and understood Angie’s love affair with it. He was longer than me by quite a bit, but his thickness was remarkable. That cylinder of flesh started wide behind the head and broadened quickly. At the base I’d guess him almost as big around as my fist. It looked almost freakish but as he slowly pushed those inches into my wife, her cries of pleasure grew louder the deeper he went. When he was making her take those big, wide inches at the bottom, she became a wildcat, clawing and scratching at the sheets. 

He was masterful. He was strong and slow and tender; in many ways it seemed more like they were making love than fucking, but there was no question he was in charge, he had my wife under his control. When he was ready to cum he pounded her hard, making her take every iron inch he had until he curled his hips hard up into her pelvis and released another flood of sperm into her womb. 

He dropped to his elbows on top of her and their kisses were soft and intimate. He left his mostly deflated cock inside her a long time. 

When he finally withdrew it, Angie wriggled down the bed and sucked the head into her mouth, then licked the shaft and balls clean. Alex rolled over onto his back and closed his eyes. Angie kept at it like a kitten with a bowl of milk. Once he started breathing deeply she watched him for a minute and then slipped out of bed and walked to the bedroom door. I hurried back to my spot at the pool and just made it back to my original position when I heard her tiptoeing through the suite.

I pretended I was asleep just to see what she’d do. She carefully moved back into the position she had just before, placing her head back on my chest. As I lay there calculating my next move, I heard her breathing deepen. She’d fallen asleep. Alex had worn her out.  

When I awoke next time Angie was still sleeping next to me. The hot Vegas air prevented either of us from getting cold so we were spread-eagle on the deck. It was still dark but I felt dawn not far off. I decided to look around. Down the hall Angie had left Alex’s bedroom door wide open. I looked in. Alex slept soundly, thanks to my hot wife, a light sheet pulled across his knees. His cock was partly swollen and his big balls hung down onto the bed. My guts clenched as I looked at his equipment; he had just fucked my wife with that weapon, twice. I shook my head and moved on.

The place was lavish and ornate, exactly what you’d expect in a Vegas VIP suite. In the bar fridge I found a cold Red Bull. I plopped down on the over-stuffed recliner, wondering where Angie and I went from here. 

Why wasn’t I angry? I felt a little jealous and a little hurt, but way more aroused than either of those. The simple truth was I loved watching Angie get fucked and I could not say exactly why. I sipped my drink. Was our marriage in danger? Had I just lost my wife to another man? My gut told me no, and I believed it. I sat there considering all these things and slowly sipping my Red Bull. When I finished, I sat the empty can on the bar and walked back out to Angie.

But she was no longer there. 

My body heat rose as fast as my penis as I walked it double-time down the hall to Alex’s bedroom again. This time the door was wide open. Alex had my wife on all fours again and was sawing that big trunk in and out. Angie had her face buried in the pillows, her head bouncing to each of his thrusts. I wasted no time.

She felt the bed shift as I climbed on and her eyes came up to meet mine. I never gave her a chance to speak, instead taking her face in my hands and guiding my hard penis directly into her open mouth. She moaned loud, letting all of us know she approved of the whorish ways we were treating her. I forced my dick in until I tickled the back of her throat. 

Alex and I fucked Angie together for a long time. We traded ends and kept right on pounding. While she was on top riding him, I pulled my dick from her mouth and moved around to push it up her ass. I know she thought about telling me no but Alex pulled her mouth down to his, causing her ass to rise and spread, and I pushed my slick knob in before she could refuse. It took her a few minutes of our rhythmic pumping before she relaxed enough but once she did she went crazy, climaxing on both of us twice, screaming and sobbing about how intense it felt. I shot my load up her ass and Alex filled her pussy a third time. 

Our ride home was silent as was our shower together. Angie was distant and would not look me in the eye. I saw how her gears were turning but I wasn’t sure what to say or how to say it so I kept quiet. I knew she would need to talk about all this so I decided to wait her out. I wondered if she was upset with me for allowing Alex to do those things to her. We slipped into bed naked and exhausted and lay there, paradoxically too tired and too wound up to sleep.

I tentatively reached under the covers and held her hand. She looked up at me, searching my face like she already had so many times tonight. 

“Are you angry with me?” I asked. “Did I let things go too far?”

She chewed her inner lip, eventually shaking her head.

I continued. “Do you regret it? You seem angry. Now that it’s behind us, are you sorry you did it? Do you hate that you did?”

She stared at the ceiling. I waited for her to speak but she didn’t. Time passed and just as I was about to go on again, she spoke.

“No,” she conceded, “I’m not sorry, I don’t hate that I, that we, did those things.” She turned her eyes back to mine. “I’m really worried how much I liked doing those things.” She sat up on one elbow, earnest now. “In fact, I loved doing those things, Scott. Am I a horrible wife? I know some of this stuff turns you on but did I just take it way too far? Honey, on the step, in the pool, you twice warned him to back off. If he had, I would have asked you to let it happen. I’m sorry if that hurts you. We never talked about it going all the way.”

I sat up and so did she, the sheet pulled tightly across her firm breasts.

“Scott, I loved it, I loved all of it. I loved feeling so slutty and I loved that you were right there to see it. You need to understand what it means, what I’m telling you; your wife is lower than a whore. She was unfaithful and truly loved it. I can’t believe I am this person, but I am. I love you completely but I loved Alex fucking me.”

I saw her set her jaw and bravely forge ahead.

“There’s something else too, something I need to tell you.”

She waited for a sign from me so I gave her a small nod.

“I fucked Alex one time you don’t know about. While you slept by the pool. He took my hand and led me away from you back to his bedroom. We locked the door, sealing you outside. I felt so guilty and I wanted him so badly and I liked that you were left out. I wanted Alex inside me again so much. I’m a horrible person. At least you were present the other times. You participated, more or less. But this, this was just me being an unfaithful wife. A disloyal, deceitful, traitorous bitch. I’m so sorry Honey. I’m ashamed to discover this about myself.”

We regarded each other. I know she was waiting for me to say something. I wrestled with revealing to her that I’d watched almost all of it. I decided not to tell her.

“Is the guilt too much to bear?” I asked. “Was tonight a onetime thing?”

She looked down at the comforter. 

“If you say it has to be I will totally understand. I’ll accept it completely.”

Such a slippery answer! My heart beat faster. She wanted to do it again!

“You felt guilty but you loved it. You’d do it again, if I said you could?”

She kept her eyes downcast. When she answered her voice was so soft I almost didn’t hear her.

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I want to do it again.”

“Just Alex or others?”

“Others. Daniel. Alex. Others.”

Daniel! Of course, Daniel. Instant porn raced through my mind starring my beautiful wife and huge cocked Daniel. God! I wanted to see that too. I made myself slow way down.

“Am I stupid, Angie? Can I lose you to this? Six months from now will I be listening to you apologize and explain how you’ve fallen in love with someone else from making love with them?”

Angie leaned in and wrapped her arms around my neck. 

“No Baby! Never! No man on earth could ever fuck me away from you.”

“No secrets,” I said. “Never again behind my back. I have to be included, one way or another.”

“I promise. I swear. I have to tell you it scares me how much I love it. I’ve tried all kinds of drugs, enjoyed some more than others. This encouraged promiscuity is the best drug of all. You may be creating a monster Dr. Frankenstein.”

I pulled the sheet down, exposing her big tits and hard nipples. I kissed her and it rapidly escalated into more. Sinking my erection into her hot, swollen, cum-filled pussy was more exciting than I could take. I ejaculated moments later, grunting and humping like an animal. 

“Yes!” she cried. “Add yours to his Baby! I’m such a slut. Two men came in me tonight!”

If she climaxed again I was unaware of it. Mine left me wiped out. I rolled off of her and we snuggled. She whispered into my ear as I was falling asleep, “Darling, I think you love this as much as me.”





  
 


Chapter 6
Now we knew the truth about each other. Our relationship had taken a huge step forward. Our sex became incredibly intense and passionate and verbally Angie really let her imagination soar. I was surprised by the number of pent-up fantasies she had and I think she was too. 

Just over a month after our encounter with Alex I decided it was time for Daniel to finish her massage and called his number to set up an appointment. Sadly, his number was disconnected and a message informed me he had moved back to the east coast for a job opportunity. So much for Daniel. Life goes on and waits for no one.

During our lovemaking, one of the fantasies Angie had expressed was a desire to roleplay a prostitute. She loved the idea of being required to perform whatever sex act was demanded and on several occasions our bedroom fun had morphed into an Angie-whore scenario. She even called herself Desiree. With Daniel out of the picture I thought I could explore this idea instead. 

I went shopping for her during the week. Friday afternoon I called my wife at work and when she answered the phone I asked to speak to Desiree. She understood almost immediately and her voice dropped into a sultry purr. I let her know I would pick her up tomorrow night for a night on the town and I wanted her to wear the outfit I’d selected for her. She agreed to everything.

At home that night she made no mention of the phone call. On Saturday we followed our usual routine; some shopping, lunch out, a little work in the yard. Late afternoon, while she was showering, I laid out the dress, shoes, jewelry, and note explaining our plans for the evening. I neglected to leave out any bra or panties for her because I knew the fabric of that dress would vacuum seal itself to her body and I wanted no visible lines anywhere. 

About two hours later Angie entered the room and took my breath away. She was wearing the long, slinky, body-hugging, tan dress and shoes I’d purchased for her. Hoop earrings dangled from each ear and bracelets circled her right wrist. Her long brown curly hair was piled on top of her head with several strands hanging around her face and neck. She looked smoking hot. 

The dress clung to her body so tightly the toned muscles in her arms and back was visible. Her full breasts were covered in silky mocha fabric across the top, around the sides, and underneath too. The faint bumps of her fit stomach muscles and strong thighs caught the light just right. The dress looked painted on. She radiated health and sexual vitality. Whatever the expression was on my stunned face, she loved it. I saw fire in her eyes as she crossed the room for her purse and left the house without a word to me.

My plan called for her to head to our favorite casino and the world class piano lounge they had. I would arrive a short time later and pick her up and take her to the room I had reserved for us, where I would spend the whole night treating her like the whore she wished to be. I already saw myself pushing my penis down her throat and up her tight ass. By morning she would be raw and exhausted and filled with my cum.

I gave her about a forty-five-minute head start as I got myself showered and dressed, then drove to the casino. When I entered the bar I scanned in every direction looking for her but she was nowhere to be seen. I dropped onto a bar stool and ordered some Jack Daniels. I sipped and scanned for ten minutes or more and then eventually changed seats, innocently looking into booths and behind corners all along the way. Ten minutes later I repeated the process only this time, I found her. 

In the farthest and darkest corner of the lounge I caught a flash of mocha as I rounded the corner. I veered as close to the booth as I could without being obvious, listening intently as I crept closer.

“Desiree,” a deep male voice rumbled, “I think it’s time we left this place. I want to take you back to my room upstairs.” Here we go again, I thought.

“Hmm, I love that you’re eager but I want to finish my wine, Bradley. Be patient. Let’s talk some more.” 

I couldn’t just stand there eavesdropping on them, somebody was sure to walk past and catch me, so I pulled out my phone as if texting and slowly walked past them on the way back to the front of the bar. From the corner of my eye I saw Angie recognize me but she played it perfectly cool. I didn’t even glance at them as I meandered past. Clearly Angie had been waiting for me to make an appearance because she completely changed her attitude.

“Okay Bradley, never mind. You want to go to your room now? Fine with me. Let’s go. Just pay me first; four hundred dollars.”

Holy fuck! I was stunned! 

“Gladly!” he answered. 

I risked a look at the booth and saw Angie down the last of her wine as Bradley reached for his wallet. I had to keep walking or stop and stare so I kept walking. Bradley looked like an average business man, early forties, five o’clock shadow on a reasonably handsome face, and a black blazer on top of a white dress shirt. His hair was black and he had big dark eyes. He was completely nonthreatening, which I’m sure played a big part in Angie’s comfort going to his room with him. 

I was upset she was leaving with him instead of me. How could I join her in his room? Was she just going to make me wait in this bar for her? What was her plan?

I took the first stool I saw and as Angie and Bradley left the back of the bar she looked right at me as they passed, a crooked smile twisting her lips. She spoke to Bradley but I know it was for my benefit.

“I’m yours for an hour Brad. Use me as you see fit. I’ll do anything you want but in sixty minutes, this Cinderella has to be back here to meet a friend.”

An hour! She was letting me know I had to wait an hour! My blood turned to ice. I caught a whiff of her perfume as they passed and my gaze riveted to her perfect bubble ass. I knew she wore nothing under that dress, a fact Brad would soon discover for himself. My guts were twisted in knots knowing this time I would be left out. I was having a hard time breathing. My one rule to her had been I must be included. 

Was this a rules violation? She could argue it was not since she had waited for me to arrive before she put her sneaky plan to work. But she knew I had planned on me being her trick, not a complete stranger. Still, the fact I was sitting here and taking it spoke volumes about what I actually wanted. I could have grabbed her arm and called a halt to everything when she’d walked passed me, but I hadn’t. A sick and fevered part of me loved that this was happening. I loved that she was so sexual and slutty. 

That hour lasted forever. These adventures of ours are not for the weak-hearted. My wife was on her way to another man’s hotel room with the express understanding between them that he would fuck her. My imagination ran wild. For the next sixty eight minutes I squirmed and shifted on my bar stool until I thought I would explode. As soon as she reappeared I swore I would grab her wrist and drag her home and fuck her hard like the shameless slut she was.

But, once again, Angie had a few ideas of her own. 

I first noticed her across the bar from me a little over an hour later. She was talking to two young frat boy types. When I first saw her my brain refused to register it was her but once it did my jaw dropped open. Once she had eye contact with me she smiled but kept talking to her young admirers. A few minutes later she left with both of them, casting a coy smile over her shoulder at me. I was floored. Did Angie’s prostitution fantasy mean sex with perfect strangers? Was this going to be my night? 

Turns out, it was. I watched Angie, living as Desiree, meet and leave with a new man or men several more times over the next few hours. By the time she finally made her way over to the seat next to me, I was so worked up my penis was ready to explode.

“Hey sailor, looking for a good time?” she asked.

I looked her up and down. Her hair was a little messed up and her lipstick was gone. Her nipples were stiff and threatening to rip through the thin fabric of her dress. The corner of a hickey was visible just above the collar. She had a post-coital afterglow about her that turned me on. Her bedroom eyes spoke volumes about her recent and numerous orgasms.

“As a matter of fact,” I casually replied, “I am. You know any fun girls?”

“Just one. Get us a room; I’ll introduce you to her.”

I took a second to realize she was serious. Of course she didn’t know I already had one. I slid one of the two plastic keys across the table to her. She stared at it, her mind working. 

“Is that the only key?” she asked.

“No. I have another in my shirt pocket.”

“What’s the room number?”

“Eleven twenty two. Why?”

She looked up into my eyes.

“Go to it.  Hide in the bedroom. I won’t be long.”

Her words hit me like a punch in the gut. She knew I was dying to get my hands on her. What new game was this? 

“Why do I need to hide?”

“Because I won’t be alone. There’s a handsome black guy in the corner and he’s smiled at me several times now. I was going to take you upstairs and fuck your brains out but since you already had a room, I have another, better idea.” 

I thought about turning to look at the black guy in the corner but controlled myself. I don’t know why I found it more exciting my wife wanted to fuck a black guy, but I did.

“Here,” Angie continued, “Take these too.”

I looked down at the table. Her fingers held four condoms to the tabletop. My heart skipped a beat, then it skipped another one. Holy Christ she was going to fuck him bare naked! 

“Baby,” I muttered “What are you doing?”

“I did it before with Alex and you liked it. It’s just when the guy is really hot it makes it better for me. I like knowing he is actually inside me, bare skin on bare skin. It’s so exciting.”

I gulped the last of my Jack and pushed back from the table. It was more exciting for me too but we both knew we were playing with fire. 

I was in a fog all the way up to the room. I moved quickly to the bedroom to stake out my hiding place, wildly excited about what I was about to watch my wife do. 

But there was no hiding place in the bedroom. Because of the open floorplan, there was no place to hide anywhere near the bedroom. The best I could hope for was the coat closet to the right when you first entered the room, and that would put me two rooms and a long hallway away from her. Fuck! I considered everything, including hiding outside on the balcony, but I was way too exposed and likely to get caught no matter what spot I choose.  I would have to call it off. I left the room to head back to the bar. I would text her and let her know our devious plan wouldn’t work. I started texting as soon as I entered the elevator to begin my ride down and hit send nine floors later. 

Whew, that was close.

At ground floor, the elevator doors opened and Angie stood waiting to get on with her very tall, very handsome, and very black friend. Her phone chimed. She looked down and read the message I just sent her. When her gaze lifted and she saw me she hesitated, internally debating. Finally she boarded the elevator with her new friend and stood right next to me like she didn’t even know me. My knees were trembling.

“Aren’t you getting off?” her friend asked me, a resonate baritone filling the metal box.

“Forgot something upstairs.” I replied, trying to sound calm. 

He nodded a few times and looked at Angie.

“What floor Desiree?”

“Eleven,” she answered. 

He pressed the corresponding button. “What about you?” he asked me.

“Twelve,” I replied. 

He pressed the button and turned his attention back to my wife, gathering her into his muscular ebony arms, kissing her deeply. I saw her body quickly melt into his. 

“I’ve wanted to do that since I first saw you,” he growled. 

“Likewise,” she said, glancing at me. The doors slid shut and we began to rise.

I pulled my phone out again to give myself something to do as they kissed once more. I kept waiting for Angie to tell him something had come up but as the elevator lifted, I began to think maybe she wasn’t going to. I felt the condoms in my pants pocket. 

At eleven the elevator stopped and the doors opened. 

Angie spoke softly. “Jacques, this is our floor.” He held the doors with one giant black hand as she exited.

“Have a good night you two,” I blurted.

Angela turned and met my gaze, her eyes dancing with wild mischief. 

“You too,” she replied.

The doors closed as we looked at each other. The elevator rose. The doors opened at twelve but I didn’t budge. Instead I pressed eleven again. When the doors opened on eleven I stepped out and checked the signs on the wall, then walked softly towards room eleven twenty two. 

I heard his deep, muffled voice through the door and pressed my ear against it. I heard Angie laugh, clean and clear. They seemed to be just on the other side. I heard mumbling and then the rattle of a belt buckle, a zipper, and then a deep moan. My imagination thoughtfully provided me a visual of Jacques standing on the other side, head back, pants around his ankles, his hands on the back of Angie’s head, black cock almost balls deep in my wife’s mouth. Much later, she would tell me my visual was exactly right.

I couldn’t stand in the hallway. I listened as long as I could but when I heard keys jangle down the hall I knew I had to walk away. It crushed me to hear the sounds of their sex slowly fade behind me. I descended to the bar and ordered a double Jack and sipped and scowled at myself in the mirror behind the counter. 

Five drinks and three hours later, Angie surprised me, sliding smoothly up against my shoulder, slipping her arm around mine.

She looked delicious. What was my sick fetish that the worse she behaved, the sexier she looked. Her hair was now definitely mussed and her lips were obviously swollen from use. Her face was glowing and her eyes dreamy. She reached for my tumbler and swallowed a gulp, made a face.

“Strong,” she coughed. 

“It needed to be.”

She put a hand against my cheek.

“My poor husband,” she cooed. “You must be ready to explode. We can go home or we can go up to the room we have for the night but I must warn you, the wet-spot is huge.”

My penis stirred to life.

“Upstairs,” I growled.

“I was so hoping you’d say that,” she said.

I finished my drink in one gulp, dropped cash on the bar and took her hand, heading for the elevator.

The room was a mess and smelled of sweat and the tangy bread dough scent of fresh semen. The sheets were on the floor and the mattress slightly askew. Jacques had fucked her like a beast. I reached for her and we kissed deeply and I tasted my Jack Daniels and something else, slippery and salty. Our tongues writhed and Angie moaned. I pinched a nipple, hard, through her thin dress. I tangled my fingers in her long brown hair.

“Suck my dick, Desiree,” I commanded.

She groaned as I forced her to her knees and rapidly opened my pants. My penis throbbed. She gulped it down, bobbing her head fast on me, sucking and licking my erect inches. I let her go for a long time then stood her up and bent her over the back of the couch. I dropped to my knees and spread her ass cheeks and she met my eyes, slowly shaking her head, a warning in her gaze. I hesitated a moment, realizing what she was trying to tell me, then buried my face between her cheeks, drilling her soaked and salty cunt with my tongue. She cried out and I lashed her clitoris, licking her swollen outer and inner labia, roughly attacking her promiscuous and well-fucked pussy. I knew what I was doing. I knew exactly what that salty flavor was from. I didn’t care. The more I attacked Desiree’s pussy the hotter and more turned on she became. 

“You fucking slut! I see now how naughty you really were! You loved it didn’t you? You loved pleasing all those men. I bet you did every single thing they told you to, didn’t you!”

“YES!” 

“How big was he?” I gasped. “How big was that black cock that just had you?”

“Unnhh! Huge, much bigger than you. His naked cock aaahhh felt fantastic. His fat balls slapped me as he fucked me Honey. He was a bull, a Minotaur. I worshiped his cock and he rewarded me with his precious cum four uuummm times.”

That really got to me. I stood up behind her, bent her at the waist.

“No!” She insisted, twisting away. “Wait. Protection. A girl can’t be too careful these days.”

What the fuck? She was going to make me wear a condom when her big black lover hadn’t?

She spun around and fished the condoms from my pocket. In seconds she was rolling it down my shaft. I hated that she was making me wear one and I thought of ripping it off but she knew what she was doing; the humiliation had me hard as steel. I got behind her again and slammed my dick into her pussy. I slid right in with no friction at all. 

“Tell me more,” I demanded.

She laughed. “Baby he fucked me like he was trying to knock me up. He may have uunnhhh too.” 

That really got to me. 

“But he wasn’t the only one to fuck me tonight without protection.”

I hammered her cunt even harder.

“One of the frat boys mmm, the cute blonde one uuunnnhhh. He was really big so I fucked him naked too. I never knew big cocks felt so good Baby. He came in me twice! His friend fucked my ass!  Honey I’m flooded with other men’s cum and I looooove it. Oh fuck! Oh I’m gonna cum again! AAAAAA!”

I couldn’t take any more. I jerked and my trapped dick spat my load inside a rubber prison. Her convulsing pussy told me she was cumming too.

“Cum Desiree!” I ordered, smacking her ass. “Cum you fucking whore!”

Angie’s whole body was jerking and twisting. I injected the prophylactic with about a pint of my seed.   

Much later Angie lay curled in my lap. She was exhausted. Her body was covered with bite marks, hand prints, hickeys, and dried sperm. I stroked her hair as she snuggled up closer to me.

“Honey?” she began. “Hand me my purse.”

I did. She withdrew a stack of bills. I watched while she counted. 

“One thousand six hundred dollars.”

I gawked at her.

“Holy fuck! Are you serious?”

Suddenly shy she looked away. 

“Yes.”

“Is it weird that arouses me and makes me feel proud?”

She chuckled. “Aren’t you supposed to be jealous? I’ve given up trying to determine what’s weird or not. These days I just go after what I want. I do like that you feel that way though.”

I nodded my head slowly.

“I have a funny confession,” she added. I raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t charge Jacques. He wanted to pay me, at the end, but I told him I loved getting fucked by him so much I didn’t want his money. He was so flattered.”

I laughed.

“Don’t laugh yet Honey, I also gave him my personal cell phone number and told him to keep in touch.”

I knew she wasn’t joking.

“Cool,” I said.

“Really? You sure?”

“Yes. I love that you loved it so much. I don’t have anything to worry about, do I?”

“No, not at all. But I will see him again, with your permission, and I will fuck him a lot. I’ve never felt more desired. He’s like you; he thinks I’m the most beautiful, gorgeous, sexy woman alive. I can feel it in his touch. I felt it in how hard he got. No man has ever been that hard for me.”

She was watching me and the effect her words were having. I admit I was intimidated, a little. She went on.

“His big black cock was like an iron rod. I couldn’t bend it or budge it. Inside me it moved things around, forced me to accept the shape of it. He was skilled and never hurt me so I didn’t mind, but I’ve never felt so filled with penis before. I was overcome with feminine sensations, like I was an Earth-Mother or something. My sex organs enfolded and enveloped his phallic, inseminating manhood. He was buried in the fertile center of my womb and I desperately held him there as he pumped me full of his seed. Honey, you have nothing to fear as far as me falling in love with him or leaving you, but getting fucked by that man redefines Hot Sex. He’s an absolute stud.”

Her words were hard to hear, I’ll admit that. My wife was letting me know that another man fucked her better than I do. I drew some comfort from the fact that she and I actually make love. 

We were tired but still too excited to sleep. I suggested we head down to the casino floor and play some blackjack but she wanted to hit the Jacuzzi instead. I felt a tingle of adrenaline. Our new game had turned everything into a possible scenario. Every choice we made now was infused with the possibility of sex. Restaurants, movie theaters, hot tubs; virtually every social situation imaginable carried the chance for more sex. I was horny and ready for sex all the time now and I know Angie was too.  

I agreed the Jacuzzi sounded a little better than more gambling so we showered and dressed and hit the lobby to buy new suits, then changed in our room and made our way to the pool. Nothing happened except we both relaxed in the hot water and bubbles and by the time we returned to our room, we were ready for sleep.

Yet, I slept poorly. In my dreams Angie and Jacques made slow love, passionate and hungry. He asked her if she loved him and she answered, “Yes, I do love you. Do you love me?” He replied he loved her too and then gently rolled her onto her back, gripped her legs at each ankle and spread them, then brought his huge ebony spear up between her thighs and entered her. She cried out and wrapped her arms and legs around him tightly, whimpering as he made love to her. She called out his name when she climaxed. He filled her with an amount of sperm that only made sense in a dream. His cock was a semen-spraying firehose. The last image I had before waking was Angie spread-eagle and leaking buckets of milky sperm. 

The room was mostly dark. Angie slumbered quietly next to me. For several minutes I watched her sleep. Our marriage had broken so many rules over the last few months. Were we headed for trouble? My dream had infused me with a sense of dread that had remained even after waking. 

Our room was warm and Angie had kicked the covers off, displaying her remarkable body. Now when I looked at her big tits I remember watching Alex licking and caressing them. When I looked down at her pussy I remembered her small lips stretched wide and taking Alex’s thick cock. Her body had become a sexual plaything for other men. When I looked at her face I again saw my sweet young bride, but when my eyes traveled her flesh I only saw what other men had enjoyed. 

Troubled, I slipped out of bed and stepped out naked onto the balcony. The air was cool and held a hint of fall.  

“Yes, I do love you. Do you love me?” 

Fucking dream.

The dread clung to me like cigarette smoke. I knew this was a reaction to Angie’s passionate warning about sex with Jacques. I hadn’t expected her to say something like that. Prior to that moment, this had all been a wild and carefree game we’d been playing. It was all supposed to just be sex. Angie had revealed it was a little more to her than that. I guess I should have seen this coming; for women, sex almost always involves emotions. Sex for men can be astonishingly impersonal. Women are a little more discerning than that.

Fucking dream. 

I knew I was up for the day but I wanted Angie to sleep. I decided to read the news to distract myself. I crept back into our room and found my cell phone, then brought it with me back to the balcony. I was surprised to see I had messages waiting. I pulled up a lawn chair and opened them. 

An enormous, semi-erect black cock rested on Angie’s sweet face. Pink lips pouted and kissed ebony balls. Flushed cheeks dented in vacuum sucking on the tip. A small pussy stretched wide to accommodate a massive black shaft. Angie had snapped pictures of Jacques fucking her and sent them to me but in my coat pocket I hadn’t felt my phone vibrate. Judging by the time-stamp on the pictures she had taken them all during the first thirty minutes. Some, no doubt, while I stood just on the other side of their door listening. Then she had enjoyed him uninterrupted for the next two and a half hours. This fucking fetish was going to be the death of me. Just looking at that giant black pillar and knowing how Angie felt about it twisted my guts. 

I thumbed through the rest of the pictures then started again back at the beginning. They really were incredibly sexy. I opened my robe and started stroking myself and when I got to the one with Angie on all fours and Jacques balls deep in her from behind, I left it there and set the phone down and soon sprayed my jizz on the concrete balcony floor. 

After I calmed down I used my phone to read the news and surf the Web until Angie woke. We showered and dressed and checked out, grabbing breakfast at our favorite omelet house. That fucking dream was still lingering in the background when we went to bed that night, back in our own bed in our own home. It weighed on me. 

I tossed and turned. Every time I finally settled in and got comfortable, I’d dream about Angie losing her mind over some massive cock, sucking and fucking like she needed the cum to stay alive. My last dream before sitting bolt upright in bed, covered in sweat, was nude Angie on her knees, leaning backwards on her hands, mouth open and eyes closed, as three men with enormous organs masturbated over her, showering her with a white rain of semen. What turned me on was now also driving me crazy.

I may need professional help. 

I felt tortured and helpless, like I was losing her to them and to her own runaway carnal desires. We had opened Pandora’s box. We had set free a side of Angie long caged and now could do naught but let it run its course and hope, somehow, we remained a committed, loving couple on the other side. At that moment I resolved to talk to her about my feelings in the bright light of a new day. I’d tell her I felt we needed to slow way down, if not stop altogether. I didn’t know if that was possible or what her reaction would be to that suggestion but I needed to voice it. 

I took her out for breakfast and halfway through the pancakes I told her how I was feeling and what I thought we should do. She watched me intently but said little, nodding occasionally, allowing me to fully express myself. I told her my fears. I told her I thought we should stop here; we had our fun and gotten away with murder and perhaps we should consider ourselves incredibly luck and call a halt to our little game.

“Okay,” she calmly stated. 

“Okay? That’s all you have to say? How do you feel about what I said?”

“You raise very good points, Scott, and I hate that you feel threatened. You’re my husband and I love you with all my heart. We both knew there was a chance this could happen and now it has so it’s simple, really; we stop.”

A swell of pure love and adoration started in my toes and rose in me until it spilled out my mouth. “Oh my God Honey, you’re amazing! Just like that? You make me feel like your top priority in less than a minute. Thank you Baby!”

“Of course my Love. It’s me and you all the way.”

Just like that all my fears and concerns were gone. We finished breakfast talking about plans for the house and back yard. I felt wonderfully close. I loved that we had experienced wild adventures together and I knew we would be talking about them for many years to come. Deep down, I felt like I had dodged a bullet. 

After breakfast we spent the day wandering the Springs Preserve and talking and reconnecting as a couple. Angela looked better than she ever had and it was obvious we were both feeling a deeper level of intimacy. Our love making that night was sweet and soft and tender. 

A week later we were watching “Jack the Giant Slayer” when Angie’s phone buzzed. She picked it up, read the message, typed something back, and set the phone down. It buzzed again a few minutes later and she replied once more and that was the last of it. I was curious who had texted her but wanted to avoid seeming nosy so I said nothing. I lasted five minutes, tops.

“Who was that?” I asked.

“Jacques,” she answered.

“What did he want?”

“He wants to meet me. He wants to fuck me again. I told him I don’t do that anymore.”

We went back to our movie. Memories of Angie’s night with Jacques drifted through my head. Minutes later, when Angie used the restroom, I flipped through the pictures still on my phone. My penis began to swell. While I was looking Angie’s phone buzzed again and I looked at it more closely. Jacques had sent her a picture of his huge black erection with the caption; ‘Really? You don’t miss my dick at all?’

I rubbed my penis through my pajamas remembering how that beast had been inside Angie bare naked. Looking at his balls, I thought about how he had emptied them inside her four times. When her screen went dark I placed the phone exactly back where it had been. 

On my way to the kitchen to drop off our empty wine glasses, I passed the bathroom. I heard a muffled gasp and a moan. I stopped and listened and quickly realized that Angie was masturbating just on the other side of that door. She had promised me no more other men but Jacques text had clearly aroused her. Right now she was touching herself and thinking of sex with that huge ebony cock. I was excited and worried. I felt selfish and aroused. 

I set the glasses in the sink and dawdled there. A few minutes later Angie returned to the living room and I watched her from the corner of my eye. She saw that she had another text waiting and cast a quick glance at me. Seeing I was busy, she opened it and bit her bottom lip and clenched her thighs. She stared at it for several beats, drawing a finger down the screen, and then closed her phone. 

I walked back and took up my seat next to her. Her body radiated heat. I restarted the movie and no more than three minutes later Angie lowered her head to my lap and fished out my penis. I asked her what brought this on and she said she just felt horny. I watched her get to work. This blowjob seemed different from what she usually does to me. Combined with keeping her eyes closed the whole time I was sure she was fantasizing about Jacques dick. She started rubbing her clit and soon came, triggering my orgasm. I got so hot knowing what she was really thinking about. Afterwards we snuggled and finished the movie. Not long after that we went to our bedroom and fell sleep. 

At least, Angie fell asleep. I lay there thinking about what had happened. First, Jacques had texted her and she’d not been at all surprised. There was an excellent chance that was not his first text to her and in fact they’d probably been exchanging them all along, and I didn’t know how I felt about that. Second, clearly the idea of my wife fucking someone else still turned me on and I should just admit to myself that it probably always will. Third, Angie still wanted to fuck Jacques, or maybe Alex, or perhaps any hot guy with a huge cock. She’d discovered what that sex was like and she could deny herself and honor our agreement, but she still wanted what she wanted. I felt childish and immature forbidding her something I earlier told her she could have and she obviously wanted very much. 

So; my wife had an insecure husband. She’d promised me no man could take her away from me but I’d chosen not to believe that. My own fears and insecurities had prevented me from accepting that as true. I felt shitty. I laid down to sleep and of course I dreamed of another man fucking Angie. She lost her mind as he drove his shaft like a piston in and out of her fit body. Her filled her with his seed and she eagerly accepted every drop, then curled up in his lap like his pet. I saw droplets of his sperm glistening on her labia. I woke up rock hard.

Weeks passed. I masturbated often to memories and fantasies of Angie fucking other men, but I never suggested we take another step in that direction. She honored my wishes and never brought the subject up. I deleted Jacques from my phone. I deleted Daniel’s number too. We put the whole thing behind us. Our sex was still better than it had been. Our intimacy was too. 

So why wasn’t I completely satisfied?

Six months later the Vegas summer returned. Blazing temperatures cooked everything. On a positive note, it made us all to wearing minimal clothing and with the number of beautiful people in Las Vegas, that’s a good thing. 

Angie and I had just come in from the pool and she was flipping through the mail. She had received an invitation to a friend’s wedding and as she stood in our living room reading it she said, “Uh oh.”

“What’s wrong Honey?”

“Bernadette is getting married next month. We’re invited. Victor will be there for sure.”

Victor is Angie’s ex and it had ended ugly. Victor was the guy that every girl wanted and when Angie’s best friend, Becky, had flirted with him, he’d gone for it. Her boyfriend and her best friend had cheated on her for almost a year. When Angie finally found out she’d been devastated. She swore she’d never trust any man again. Then, years later, I came along and made her forget all about him. 

“So what’s the problem?” I asked, keeping it light. “I’m sure he’s fat and ugly by now. Becky too. Bernie wouldn’t invite Becky, would she? She still hates her for what she did to you. She’s only inviting Victor because she has to for family reasons.”

Angie’s brow was a furrowed mess. I saw how much anxiety this was causing her. I held back and let her do the math, arriving at her own conclusion. I knew what it would be, given the many relationships involved. She sighed deeply.

“Fuck. We have to go. I’ll just ignore him. We both will. I’m certain Becky won’t attend. We’ll go for Bernie’s sake and then scram.”

I knew she’d made the right call. I wasn’t looking forward to this but I’d been to enough to know sometimes politics determine your choices. I put an arm around her shoulders.

“In and out,” I said. “We’ll make an appearance, out of respect for Bernie, and then sneak out.”





  
 


Chapter 7
Four weeks later and we are walking up to the front of the church. Through a mutual friend Angie was able to determine that yes, Victor would definitely be at the wedding, and she was nervous about it. She admitted to me she still carried a lot of anger towards him. I silently decided to keep an eye on her and intervene if anything ugly started to unfold. Bernie did not need her wedding day spoiled by others. Angie was agitated and unfocused, always scanning the crowd to see who was around. Here and there she saw a familiar face and waved hello. I’d only ever met Bernadette so everyone was a stranger to me. 

The ceremony was beautiful and flawless. Bernie looked like a model, her long jet black hair piled up on top of her head and spilling all around her pretty face. It brought back wedding day memories for Angie and I and we held hands as we watched. Afterwards the priest announced the reception was in another building across the parking lot and we continued holding hands as we made our way to it.

Once there we stopped by to visit Bernie and her new husband Josh and congratulate them, but they were both on the dance floor; Josh danced with his mother and Bernie with her father. Josh finished and came over to us but Bernadette got caught up in another dance, this time with her boss. Josh, Angie, and I watched them for a minute and I told Josh not to be jealous, Bernie loved only him. He laughed.

“No worries, Scott,” he chuckled, “I love it when other men notice Bernadette. She’s beautiful. She’s drop-dead gorgeous and she’s with me. Other guys can gawk all they want, even her boss.”

When the song ended Bernie joined us and Angie and I congratulated them and gave them hugs, then stepped away to make room for others. I steered Angie over to an empty table by the exit. 

I left her at a table and went to grab wine from the open bar. I tipped the bartender heavily and he filled both glasses up. Upon my return I was surprised to discover Angie was no longer at the table. This time I scanned the crowd but didn’t see her. I sat and waited ten minutes, in case she’d just made a quick trip to the bathroom, but she did not reappear. I gulped the last of my wine and carried her glass with me as I went looking for her.

Over half an hour of searching produced nothing. I was getting worried. There was a picnic area surrounded by forest behind the reception building and I imagine Angie walking along talking to an old friend, losing track of the time. I followed the trail glancing at each picnic area I passed. 

Finally I heard muffled voices ahead. I approached quietly in case they were strangers. I didn’t want to surprise them. Instead, I saw Angie standing with her arms crossed and scowling at someone who certainly must be Victor. He sat on the table with his feet on the bench, broad-shouldered and thick-necked, a cocky, asshole grin twisting his lips. Angie was trying to keep her voice down but she was angry.

“It took me years to trust again!” she spat.

Victor’s grin spread into a smile.

“But you did. I saw you two holding hands like lovebirds. You look so happy. Obviously I did you no real harm. I’ll tell you I’m sorry again if that will make you feel better.”

Angela stamped her foot. “Yes!”

“Angie, I’m so sorry I cheated on you. I was immature and stupid and you are right to hate me.”

Angie tilted her head back to look at the sky. I considered entering the area but it seemed Angie was doing fine so I held back. I’d be there for her when it was all over. Victor stood up on the bench, showed Angie his palms.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “Sorry, sorry, sorry.”

“Why did you do it? She was my best friend.”

“She came on to me Baby. I was weak. She was freaky, saying all this sexual shit, showing off her hot body. She was the opposite of you. Our sex was always so formal, at least when we started anyway. You have to admit that you were really conflicted. You told Becky things about me and she wanted to see for herself. You never should have told her how amazing our sex was. You never should have told her how you loved my dick.”

Excuse me?

“She was my best friend. I told her everything. Of course I told her everything.”

“Well, Angie, you kind of helped create that monster. She was smoking hot and she was all over me. What would any guy do? I’m not trying to piss you off again right when it seems like we might be getting passed this, but you did contribute some to that mess too.”

I was still trying to get my head around Victor’s “dick” comment. What would Angie need to tell Becky about Victor’s dick? 

Angie looked back at Victor but had to look up because he was still standing on the bench. A small grin turned the corners of her mouth.

“You’re such an asshole Vic,” she said.

“I’m sure you’re right Baby,” he answered. “Everybody says so.”

I did not like him calling her Baby.

They stared at each other for a second or two.

“Have you missed me?” he asked.

“Of course not,” she snorted.

His cocky smile returned. His hands moved.

“Have you missed this?” he asked. He unzipped and withdrew his cock. 

My jaw dropped open.

Angie’s jaw dropped open.

Victor lifted his penis and pulled on it, then let go. It flopped down, much longer and thicker than mine; pale skinned and smooth, longer soft than I am hard, with a pink, plum-sized head. I remembered Angie telling me she’d never had a big cock before. What the fuck was happening here? I was about to barge in to their scene when Angie answered him, her gaze riveted to his impressive organ.

“Ooooohhhh you bastard. Yes! Of course I’ve missed that monster. Put it away.”

Victor ignored her demand and instead swung his cock side to side. She stepped forward. His massive tool hung halfway down his thigh.

“Girl, he has missed you too. Nobody loved him like you did. Does Scott have a big cock like this? Does he know how much you love them?”

“Leave Scott out of this. Yes, he knows how much I love them. I told him a white lie about yours though; I wanted to spare his ego. No man would want to follow you. Girls do not tell the new boyfriend about the old boyfriend.” 

Angie was slowly walking towards Victor as she spoke. “My husband and I have an amazing relationship. He’s my soulmate. I’ll never leave him. I can’t believe I’m telling you this but he’s let me fuck other men a few times. That’s how he found out about my fetish. I told him Becky called me a size-queen. Scott likes to watch so our two fetishes complement each other. We’re perfect together.”

She was standing less than a foot away from Victor now. His cock had swollen some and arched down and away from his body. The head was on the same level with Angie’s face. He stared down at her and his dick; she stared up at him and his dick. I was frozen.

She’d lied to me. I’d been played. I felt stupid but perhaps not as angry as I should have been. She was right on one point; I would not have enjoyed knowing Victor was hung. I held my breath. Angie was studying his big cock now. Her eyes held a nostalgic look, like she was remembering all the ways that big dick had made her feel. She was remembering Victor fucking her. She was remembering sucking it. She moved her face closer. I thought again about revealing myself but I held back without fully understanding why. Maybe I wanted to see what she was going to do? 

Victor’s cock had grown and was now a sturdy beast; obscenely long and bloated, possibly thicker than my wrist. The head had turned a darker shade of pink and was big enough now it weighed down the shaft behind it. The whole thing had risen to almost horizontal. 

Angie took a deep breath and held it, then exhaled.

“Damn,” she said. “That does bring back memories. I remember that first night I saw it. Tara’s birthday party. Put it away Victor, that trick doesn’t work on me anymore. Just showing it to me no longer makes me drop to my knees.”

Victor chuckled and smacked Angie in the face with his penis. She jumped and then laughed. He laughed too. Then he dropped down to the ground in front of her and grabbed a handful of her hair, forcing her to her knees.

“How about this trick? Does this trick still work on you?”

Angie twisted her head, fighting him, trying to get away. I took a step forward to intervene but then she laughed.

“Maybe,” she laughed, still struggling. I stopped.

Victor succeeded in driving my wife to her knees. A hard yank on her hair made her yelp and while her mouth was open he shoved his fat cock-head in. Angie closed her lips around it and sucked hard. Victor groaned. Angie did too. 

With a pop Angie pulled him from her mouth.

“Not so fast asshole, I still hate you. You think all you have to do is show me your big dick and I’ll forgive you?”

“Ha! I don’t care if you forgive me. Stay mad as long as you want. Becky is a fat pig and you are hotter than you ever have been. I’m dying to fuck you. I want to see you naked. You’ve turned into one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen.”

I thought his words would royally piss Angie off but they seemed to have an opposite effect. Angie straightened her shoulders and looked Victor in the eyes.

“You mean it?” she asked.

“Absolutely. When I saw you walk in with Scott, I almost died. You have grown so beautiful, so sexy. Your body is perfect and your face is angelic. I heard several of the girls saying the same thing about you. You have blossomed into a gorgeous woman.”

Angie studied his face, looking for insincerity. When she found none, she returned her attention to his cock in front of her face.

“I still hate you,” she stated.

Victor nodded. “Show me how much,” he said. 

Angie opened her mouth wide and sucked that plump head in. Her tongue circled the crown round and round and Victor’s knees almost buckled. He steadied himself with his hands on her shoulders. Angie pushed more of his cock into her mouth and began to suck hard, her head bobbing up and down. Her nostrils flared as she took more and more of his mighty shaft. Her left hand came up and cupped his big balls; her right began to stroke the shaft in time with her mouth. 

“Too bad Scott can’t see you right now,” he grunted. “Would he approve?”

She stopped sucking long enough to answer. “Oh hell yes,” she said. “He’d pull his penis out and start masturbating. Right now he’s probably sitting at our table waiting for me, a little worried and a little turned on. We decided we’d stop playing with others but I know it still gets him hot.” 

His cock went into her mouth all the way to the back of her throat. Victor’s head fell back. “Jesus Christ!” he exclaimed. “You are better than ever at that. Fuck!”

Angie used her hands and tongue to inch Victor closer to orgasm. Neither spoke now as they worked together; Angie sucking and pumping and Victor flexing his hips. She wanted it and he wanted to give it to her.

Angie wore a conservative eggshell dress with wide straps and a modest neckline, but the hem had ridden high up her thighs and her tits were spilling out of her top. She reached her left hand under and started rubbing her pussy, pushing the hemline even higher.

“Oh yeah,” Victor said. “Make yourself cum while sucking my big dick in the woods. Do you remember these woods Angie? That’s fucking hot. You have changed girl and it is all for the better!”

Angie sucked harder as she masturbated. Victor’s cock was a thick rod of flesh. He had very little curve so it stuck straight out from his hips like a heavy spear. 

“Fuck this,” Victor growled. He pulled Angie up by her hair and turned her away from him. She realized what he had planned a second later.

“No!” she yelled. “Stop it Victor! Sucking your dick is one thing but I can’t actually fuck you. No! Stop it!”

He ignored her, pulling her dress up with his free hand. I was surprised to see my wife wore no panties. He nudged her ankles farther apart with his foot.

“Goddamn it Victor! Stop!”

I knew I needed to step out and rescue her, but I didn’t. Her voice held some tone that made me question how serious she was. I’ve heard her angry. I’ve heard when she really means what she’s saying. She was protesting but only as hard as she subconsciously thought she was supposed to. Victor knew her like I did and no doubt heard the same quality to her protests. My penis was hard as a rock.

Victor held her steady and lined himself up.

“You fucker! I’m married now!”

Victor sank the head past her lips. 

“NOOooo Vic! Oh my God! Oooohhhh fuuuck yessss, okay you bastard, give me that big cock.” 

Victor’s hips began to jerk back and forth. “Oh! Yes!” Angie cried. “Fuck Baby! Christ that cock still feels so good. Fuck me Baby, fuck me liked you used to. Make me your bitch again.”

Victor held her hips with both hands and fucked my wife’s tiny cunt. He hammered her hard, fueled, no doubt, by her anger towards him. She had dumped him years ago and now he was fucking her again. He was going to make it count.

Angie clearly loved being on the receiving end of it. I don’t know how her little pussy accepted all that cock but it did and it drove her crazy in the process. When she started to orgasm he covered her mouth with a big hand and pounded her even harder. She was almost crying from her powerful climax. 

After she came he slowed down some. They moved together with familiarity and I remembered they had been lovers a long time. I felt a painful twang in my heart watching them. Angie’s whole body seemed to welcome his touch. The faces she made and the sounds coming from her throat told me how much he still excited her.

He sucked in a huge lungful of air and held his breath. His hips moved faster and I heard him growl a command for her to take it and then his hips became a blur as he pumped his white hot sperm into my wife. Her head flew back as she encouraged him to give her all of it, which he did. His orgasm lasted a long time.

When they finished they remained standing, bracing their weight against each other. Vic chuckled and Angie did too, at first, but then she began to realize what she had done and her voice became distressed.

“Oh goddamn it, Victor! You bastard. I was trying so hard to stay faithful. I was doing so well. You know I cannot say no to your cock.”

“That’s what I was counting on Honey. That’s why I told you I needed to talk to you.”

They stood and straightened their clothes. Angie slapped Victor’s face.

“Fucker,” she said. “I still hate you. More now.”

“Okay. I’m cool with the ways you display your hatred. Maybe you can hate me some more later.”

She leaned over and kissed the head of his cock before he flopped it back into his pants. “No,” she stated. “This was it. This was bad enough. Fuck. What do I tell Scott?”

I realized in a minute or two they would head back to the reception hall so I left them and returned to my seat at the table. The crowd had thinned some. I ordered another glass of wine and waited for Angie to appear, wondering what I would say to her.

When she arrived she saw the irritation in my eyes and apologized profusely. I asked her where she’d been and she said she ran into several old friends in a row and chatted with each of them. I told her she should have texted me to let me know and she apologized again. 

She took me around the room and introduced me to her old friends, people from the town where she grew up, even a few of her high school teachers. I gave up trying to remember names. In the far corner I saw Victor seated at a table with a couple of guys and I innocently asked Angie if she knew them and shouldn’t we say hello. She glanced at the table I mentioned and when she saw it was Victor, she blushed. 

“No, that’s Victor. I hate him. Let’s go back to our table.”

I admit I was being cruel. Victor and I locked eyes and he gave me a wave hello and I told Angie we should at least say hello. I took steps towards his table. Angie furrowed her brow and bit her lip but said nothing. 

As I approached I extended my hand and he took it.

“I’m Scott,” I said, “Angie’s husband.”

Victor was effusing, almost fawning, telling me what a lucky guy I was and how the better man won. Angie kept her mouth closed tightly and stared at the floor. I asked him what he did for a living and he asked me the same. The whole time we talked I thought about his sperm inside my wife at that very moment. I’m sure it was desperately searching for her egg. I was hard inside my pants and used my sport coat to hide it. I’m a sick, twisted fucker. Victor offered the next time we were in town we should all go out for a drink. I glanced around the hall and noticed the crowd had thinned even more and said, “How about now? Angie? What do you think? Might be a great time to bury the hatchet.”

My wife rolled her eyes a little and forced a smile and said sure, no problem, I’d love to. Victor said great, I’ll meet you both at the Bucking Bronco saloon in twenty minutes, shook my hand again and left.

As Angela and I walked to our car she asked me what I thought I was doing.

“Well,” I patiently answered, “he seems terribly apologetic. I get the sense he really regrets what he did. I may be overstepping my bounds here but I thought this might be the perfect opportunity to put your anger towards this guy to rest. Let’s all have a few drinks and relax and let bygones be bygones. Honestly Honey, it will do you some good.”

I opened the car door and Angie climbed inside. She buckled up then sat staring at her hands. I pulled out of the parking lot and asked her for directions which she provided. We drove in silence and I thought she was about to confess what she’d done. She didn’t so I started the conversation.

“So, now that you’ve seen him again, do you still hate him?”

She chewed her lip before answering. “A little. Not as much.”

“Do you think you can forgive him?”

“No, not ever. Becky either.”

“How did it feel to see him? Is he still handsome? Is he still attractive? Did you feel anything for him?”

Angie looked out the car window. “Yes, he’s still handsome. He stayed in shape. Looks like everyone else got fat. He’s more mature and thoughtful and that makes him more attractive. Do I still feel anything for him? I don’t know. Maybe one little molecule of me does.”

As we drove to the bar I contemplated my next words carefully. Did I really want to say this? Why was I even considering it? I remembered my porn-star wife on her knees in the woods.

“Honey,” I tentatively began, “If I gave you permission, would you want to fuck Victor one last time?”

She spun around and gawked at me. Her eyes were wide open. She studied my face and I knew she was also looking to see if I suspected anything. Had I perhaps seen them in the woods? I must have successfully masked it because her mind moved on.

“Fuck Baby, that’s quite a sentence. Why do you ask?”

“Honestly, I thought I saw a spark. I know you’d never trust him again so the sex would just be sex. He’s no threat to actually steal you.”

“No man is,” Angie reminded me.

“Good answer. I’m thinking making this your last memory of him is better than the one you had. Plus you’d be getting revenge on Becky. Lastly, the idea makes me hot.”

We rode in silence for several minutes. When she spoke her voice was so low I almost didn’t hear her.

“Okay.”

“You want him?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“That’s hot. That’s really hot. Where and how?”

She thought a moment. “The Bronco also rents rooms. I’ll tell him to go get one after a drink or two. Are you sure about this Honey? What about you? What will you do?”

“Yes I’m sure. Can’t I join you?”

“No, no way. Victor’s not like that. Besides, that would be too mind-blowing for me; my husband and my ex? Hell no. I’m already trembling. I can’t believe this is happening. Are you sure you’re sure?”

“Yes Baby. Maybe you can open a window or leave a gap in the curtain? That worked once.”

She nodded but didn’t answer. Her mind had already jumped ahead to Victor. I know she didn’t want me there in part because then I would see how big he was and her white lie would be exposed. Lies within lies. In the distance I saw the red Bucking Bronco sign. She saw it too and turned to face me, the setting sun giving her skin a lovely glow.

“Honey, listen, I need to tell you something.” I waited for her to go on. “Victor might be a little bigger than I remember. I know I told you Alex was my first hung guy but that may not have been completely accurate.”

I smiled on the inside. She was good.

“Okay Sweetheart. You were really hurt and angry at him. I’m sure that clouded your memory a little. So, what, is Victor a little bigger than average? Is he a little bigger than me?”

I enjoyed watching her squirm. 

“Um, yeah, a little, I think. I mean I may not be remembering right at all. Are you sure you’re okay with all this?”

I patted her thigh. “Absolutely,” I said.

 

END PART ONE.
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Part Two
Chapter 1

We parked and entered the saloon. Victor was already there and had a table in the corner, with a drink waiting for all of us.

“I ordered. Hope you like whiskey,” he said.

I answered I did, noting he had remembered Angie’s cranberry Martini correctly after all these years. I know Angie noticed too. We all took our seats and began catch-up chitchat. When I felt the time was right, I excused myself to use the restroom, meeting Angie’s eyes as I stood.

When I returned to our table they were gone. A napkin under Angie’s empty Martini had a number written on it in lipstick; 612. My heart sped up. A glance out the window showed me there was still too much light in the sky so I sat down to nurse my drink and wait for sunset. I knew just a hundred yards away another man’s cock would soon be entering my wife’s mouth. I stiffened under the table. 

The sun took fucking forever to go down. I paid our bill and wandered towards the rooms, counting down from six hundred. Six twelve was at the end with only an open field on the side. I stepped off the sidewalk onto the dirt and made my way around to where a window should be. A thin sliver of light confirmed the curtain was pulled back slightly. Good girl. I took a deep breath and peered through the glass.

I was not prepared for what I saw. I thought I was, but I wasn’t. 

My wife was on her back with her knees pulled to her armpits, offering him her sweet cunt, inviting him to take whatever he wanted. His fat spear of flesh stuck straight out from his pelvis, straining to bury itself inside my wife. He walked up the bed on his knees until his dick rested on her pussy. He put his hands behind her knees and although I couldn’t hear him, it was obvious he’d told her to guide his cock in. Angie obeyed so eagerly I forgot to breathe. 

She wasn’t just eager to get fucked, she wanted him. I saw it on her face. She wanted him, Victor, specifically, inside her. 

He wasn’t less of a threat; he was more of one. 

I was an idiot.

Angie’s face beamed as she gripped him and rubbed the tip around her wet slit. I’d gotten it all wrong. My wife was thrilled to be welcoming Victor back inside her. That was where she wanted him most. Her eyes danced, her smile gleamed. When he eased some of his weight down and I watched a few of his incredibly thick inches disappear, Angie let out a gasp loud enough I heard it through the glass. 

“What you looking at? You find something hot?” 

I jumped at the voice no more than two feet behind me. I turned and saw a man, tall, mid-fifties, flannel shirt, jeans, and cowboy boots. There was a rest stop all the way across the field with a big rig parked next to the building. He must have seen me spying and come to investigate. I had been so focused I’d not heard him. I froze. Was he about to turn me in?

“Come on,” Tall said. “Don’t hog the whole window for yourself.”

I gave him room and he joined me peeking through the gap, our heads in constant motion as we adjusted trying to see.

On the bed, Angie snaked her arms around Victor’s neck and pulled his mouth down for a kiss. That kiss was epic. They utterly savored each other, deep longing obvious in every move they made.

With her legs bent she was totally at his mercy and the angle allowed him to go as deep as her body would allow. He was much farther up inside her than I’d ever been. I’m sure after so many years he loved finding himself inside her once again. He shifted his ass and spread her legs and gave both of us at the window the perfect view of his cock penetrating my wife.

“Goddamn,” Tall breathed. “That fellow is hung like a horse. You can see how much that little lady loves it. She’s wearing a ring but he isn’t. I think we got a cheating slut on our hands fella.”

You think?

In the dark, I slipped my wedding ring off and dropped it in my pocket.

I nudged my head forward to get a better view. Victor and Angie were kissing constantly as he fucked her. Fucked her? No, not really; they were making deep, heartfelt, passionate love. He fully buried his formidable shaft on every powerful stroke and Tall and I heard Angie’s cries of pleasure. Victor’s solid shaft glistened and gleamed with her aroused juices. Her small hands roamed his thick and heavily muscled body; caressing his back, cupping his ass, pulling on his thighs. My wife was making love with Victor and it was killing me. 

Next to me Tall unzipped and began pulling on his dick. He wasn’t huge but he was bigger than me. The skin was dark and heavily veined with one thick vein running down the top of it from the base almost all the way to the tip. He was uncircumcised and as he pulled on it the foreskin slid and a pink head appeared and disappeared, appeared and disappeared. A mass of thick dark pubic hair stuck out through his zipper opening. 

“Go ahead,” he told me, his five o’clock shadow visible in the glow from the room. “I don’t judge. She’s a hot little bitch. You let yourself out and take care of business too.”

I glanced around but we were all alone so I thought, fuck it, why not? I took out my dick and we both slowly jacked off watching Victor fuck Angie. 

Emotionally, it was brutal. With every move she made, every sigh and gasp he pulled from her made it clear; Angie still loved him. Her eyes danced with happiness. Tiny daggers stabbed my heart. Her orgasms were the most difficult for me, and she had quite a few of them. She’d call out his name or sob from the emotional release or wrap her arms and legs around him like a dead spider and pull him as deep as she could get him. She absolutely loved that he was inside her once again. She absolutely loved that she was kissing and touching him again. In the clearing, Victor had mentioned Angie’s conflicted desire in their youth. None of that was present now. In fact, I had been the one to remove every barrier to her complete submission and enjoyment when I’d given her my permission to fuck him. She was free to let herself go and absorb everything she felt, every instant of her pleasure, and she was with complete abandon. For the first time, she was finally able to fully embrace sex with Victor.

“That little girl is in love with that big ole dick,” Tall commented. “I feel bad for her husband; he probably has no idea. Most women love the big cocks but won’t ever tell their husbands. Men are funny about that kind of thing.”

Oh, the irony.

“Trust me when I tell you,” Tall continued, “I got a pretty big shank myself. Women love it. They don’t like me at first because I’m just a truck driver, but they come back for more every time.” 

When Victor’s time approached, my stomach tightened into a knot. My throat constricted. I did not want his baby making semen inside my wife. I irrationally believed because this was more an act of love than purely sexual fucking, somehow his chances of impregnating my wife were higher. I hated what I was witnessing. Yet my penis was throbbing hard. My hand stroked it and waves of intense pleasure coursed through my body. My mind was on fire and I was wildly, erotically, aroused. I was a confused and conflicted mess. 

Through the window I saw Victor rise to his elbows and lovingly kiss my wife and she kiss him back. Next to me I heard Tall whisper, “Here it comes. You take it all sweet little Missy.” My hand sped up as did Victor’s pelvis. Angie was taking every inch he had on every stroke and I had no idea how, but the effect on her was obvious. She was nearly insane from pleasure. Victor started telling her “Here it comes! Take it Baby! Take all of me! Take every drop! Here it comes!”

His explosion was epic. The promise of those big testicles came true as he flooded my wife with an ocean of hot milky sperm. Victor held Angie’s thighs wide open as his hips pounded and he pushed his rod deep and filled her. 

Next to me Tall grunted and shot his load against the dirty stucco and I admit I did too. I hated what I was seeing but it drove me crazy with lust all the same. In the back of my mind I knew I was probably witnessing my wife getting pregnant and I wanted to vomit yet that knowledge fueled an orgasm so powerful I collapsed to my knees in the dirt. My head spun and my body tingled. Tall patted me on the shoulder. “Goddamn,” He breathed. “Goddamn that little chick is sexy. You got to love it when a girl loves fucking that much. She is out of this world pretty.”

I stayed down there for a minute catching my breath. That orgasm had been an earthquake. I felt weak. 

“Okay,” Tall said. “I’m guessing the show’s over. I’ll be jacking off to this for months. You have a good night Buddy.”

Behind me I heard his boots crunch first in the gravel as he headed back to his rig, no doubt planning on sleeping in his truck. 

I rose expecting to see Victor and Angie getting dressed but they weren’t. Of course not. Not these two lovebirds. Angie had snuggled up under his arm with her head on his chest. One big arm trailed down her back with a hand cupping her butt cheek while the other hand played with her hair. Their lips were moving but of course I heard nothing. I tried to will her to look at the window and the gap in the curtain where she knew I stood, but she was on another planet. Victor was the only thing on her mind. She kissed his chest.

If witnessing their lovemaking had been hard to take, this intimate time together felt like dying. I wanted to weep. They were so familiar and comfortable, slipping right back into being lovers again. Victor touched her face and Angie ran her fingers through his hair. The minutes added up and neither made any move to end it. After a while Angie slipped a hand down and fondled Victor’s nuts. His snake stirred and she smiled up at him, then slid her face down his chest and stomach until she nuzzled his cock-head. Victor put his hands behind his head and closed his eyes. I didn’t hear it but an obvious sigh escaped his lips. 

Angie suckled his meat like it was candy. She was unhurried, just saying hello again after so many years, taking her time and savoring every inch. She looked up at him and spoke and I thought I heard “Taste” and “Pussy” and “Your perfect cock.” Wonderful. My wife loved tasting herself on his dick. More time went by.

Of course, Angie is a beautiful and talented woman and after a while Victor recovered enough. She held that monster prick straight up and painted it with wide swaths of her tongue. She gently sucked each of his balls into her mouth, rolling them around. She sucked hard on the tip like she was trying to pull his semen out of him. Finally, she settled into a slow bob of her head, working his big shaft with her hands. He placed one gentle, guiding hand on the back of her head and allowed her to worship his impressive organ. He was too big to give a proper blowjob but she did her best. 

Soon she wanted more. She crawled on all fours to an open spot on the bed and lowered her torso until her tits were pressed against the sheet. Her ass arched high up into the air, her swollen pussy on full display, an open invitation to help himself.  She wiggled her ass a little. 

“Come fuck me, Lover,” I read her lips. 

Victor moved into position behind her and eased his mammoth cock in. My wife groaned her appreciation, gathering the sheets in her fists. He began to move back and forth and I saw the way his penis owned my wife. She was a slave to it. Physically, the size, shape, and hardness all matched her insides perfectly. Mentally, she loved that he was fucking her. She loved being wanted by him. She loved giving herself to him. He held her hips and quickly brought my woman to an earthshattering orgasm. He never broke stride and continued to piston her, strong and sure, all the way through it. 

My penis came back to life too. I once again took it in hand, an audience of one to their lovemaking, and stood transfixed outside that window. Much later, when Victor filled my wife with another huge load of sperm, I dribbled out my semen into the dust. My orgasm felt amazing, I just didn’t have a lot of cum left.

After resting they went at each other again. I couldn’t take any more. By now I was sure I was watching the end of my marriage. Victor had fucked her away from me. I returned to the Bucking Bronco saloon and had a few Jack Daniels. I waited for Angie to come find me and give me the news. As the time ticked by I imagined them together just a few yards away. I knew exactly what they were doing. I’m such a pervert. The thought still turned me on.





  
 


Chapter 2
Almost three hours later my lovely and well-fucked wife appeared in the doorway. Her hair was tousled and her eyes dreamy. She dropped into a chair and took a sip from my tumbler. 

“Baby, seriously, thank you for that,” she said, chewing a piece of ice. Her eyes were soft and loving. She rested her fingers on my hand. “I am so glad to put that ghost to rest.”

“Did you enjoy yourself?” I asked.

She smiled. “It was like nothing I expected. All that pent-up hate and anger and hurt is just gone. We reconnected and I realized he’s only human. He messed up. I thought he would fuck me but instead we made love. It was nice…really nice…but it proved to me I’m over him. I’ve grown in ways he hasn’t. The sex was amazing and if it’s okay with you, maybe we can have him visit us in Vegas every now and then? I’ll put him on the same list as Jacques. I’ll add him to my growing harem of hot men. Are you okay baby? I peeked out the window while he was using the bathroom but saw only footprints in the dirt. Were you out there? Did you watch us? Why did you leave? Where the fuck is your wedding ring?”

The whole time she talked I gazed into her big eyes. It began to occur to me I may not have lost her. She still loved only me. When I answered her questions, I told her everything; every single thought and fear that had passed through my head. I told her about the love and intimacy I saw between them and how it stabbed me. Lastly, I mention the tall truck driver that had watched her too. She laughed out loud at that, and then moved over and sat on my lap. She wrapped her arms around my neck.

“Baby,” she cooed, “I’ll keep saying it until you believe me; I’m never leaving you. Not for anybody. I love fucking other men but you are stuck with me forever.”

We kissed. Funny how fast things can turn. In five seconds, I went from depressed and morose to elated. 

“So,” she asked, sipping again from my glass, a look of pure mischief on her face. “Tell me again about that truck driver’s dick?”

She’d warned me about creating Frankenstein’s monster and I knew she was right. I held her eyes trying to determine if she was just joking or if she was serious. I couldn’t tell so I just asked her. 

“Mostly serious,” she responded. “After all that intense emotion with Victor, a good, hard stranger-fuck sounds perfect. What about you, Darling? You look like you’ve been through the emotional ringer. Are you sure you’d be up for this?”

I gazed at my drink. Was I? How humiliating. Once Tall Trucker found out I was Angie’s husband he’d realize I watched through a window while some big-dicked stud had fucked her. I’m sure that would make him despise me a little. I didn’t know him and he didn’t know me so I wondered why should I care about it and realized I didn’t. In fact, in a way, I liked it. 

“He’s kind of disgusting,” I said.

“Let me be the judge of that,” she insisted.

I felt my blood rising. My wife was turning into a complete slut and I loved it. The problem was my dick needed a break. She asked me to describe my encounter with him in more detail and I did. She asked several questions about what he looked like, his accent, and how tall he was. 

“Okay Honey,” Angie said. “Never mind. If you need a few days to rest, we can forget about the Trucker. I was going to just walk to his truck and introduce myself but you seem hesitant. Let’s get a room here and head back to Vegas tomorrow. I’m hungry.”

I was about to agree when a thought occurred to me.

“A room here? Is Victor still in his room here? Is he spending the night since he has a room anyway?”

“Yes.”

I searched her face. Was she playing a complicated chess game with me? Had staying the night been her intention all along and the trucker merely a smoke screen? I could not read her goddamn poker face. I just came out with it.

“If we stay, will you slip out to his room? Were you planning on doing that anyway?”

“Yes. Not behind your back and only if you said I could, but yes. I want him again but he’s very tired.”

“Do you actually want the trucker or did you just need a reason to kill more time so we ended up staying here?”

“Oh, I want him. I liked what he said about me and I liked that he jacked off looking at me. He sounds dirty and gritty and the way you described his penis excited me. I’ve never been with an uncircumcised man before.”

I regarded my wayward wife. “You’re turning into a slut.”

“I warned you,” she replied.

She was waiting on me. The choice for this crazy night was mine to make. 

“If it helps you decide,” she added, “The trucker would have to wear a condom.”

Jesus Christ. If I chose Victor, I’d be choosing a man I knew would wear no protection and a man my wife clearly had a deep emotional connection with. If I choose Tall Trucker, I’d have to face the humiliation of admitting I watched through a window while she was fucked and then handing my wife over to him so he could do the same. 

The choice was difficult. Angie knew I’d have a hard time choosing too. Deep down, I wanted Victor to fuck her again. I wanted the fear, I wanted the jealousy and insecurities. I wanted his big balls to flood her womb yet again. I closed my eyes and visualized the two of them together. There was no guarantee I’d even get to watch. She may just head for his room and come back in two or three hours again. What if she stayed the night? No. No way. It was too much. The pain from standing outside that window was too fresh.

“Trucker,” I said at last.

Angie smiled. “As you wish, my Love. Now go rent us a room. The gift shop off the lobby most likely sells condoms. Let’s go settle into our new room and then you’ll need to walk all the way across that field and bring my stud back to me. Put your ring back on. I want him to know you’re my husband.”

About half an hour later Angie and I were standing in our room unpacking our overnight bags. A fresh five-pack of condoms lay on the bed. It was still early and the saloon and motel were busy. Our room was around the corner from Victor’s and Angie had tried to look in the window as we sneaked past, but he had the blackout drapes closed. Our plan was she would shower while I went to the truck and explained to Tall what we wanted. I was nervous about his reaction and what he would think of me. Angela read my face.

“Honey, listen,” she said. “I want you to know I am aware of the fact I’ve gone a little crazy with all this. It’s only because it’s new and I can. I won’t always be this voracious. I’m just a kid in a candy store right now. I promise before too long I’ll calm down.”

Somewhere inside me a knot relaxed. 

She continued. “I’m a little sex drunk and to be perfectly honest, I love it. After years of repression I’m finally doing what I feel. It won’t last forever, Love.”

I nodded in understanding and took a deep breath. It was time to take that long walk to convince a man to come fuck my wife. I wondered if it would be as simple as it sounded. Is anything ever? I cleared my throat.

“Whew. Well then. Here I go.” She kissed me on the cheek and stepped back. She reached back and unzipped her dress, allowing it to fall at her feet. Her toned body stood before me and tugged at my heart. I wanted her and took a step towards her. She laughed and stepped back.

“Nope,” she chuckled. “Not for you. Not yet. Go.” She waited for me to head for the door before she headed for the shower.

I marched. The closer I got to his truck, the greater my dread. This was humiliating. Tall Trucker and I had jacked off together watching my wife get fucked and now I had to face him and give him his turn with her. I stopped walking and thought about allowing Angie to go to Victor. No, I just couldn’t. It was exciting but just too frightening. I needed more time to wrap my head around that situation. 

I started walking again, occasionally stumbling on the uneven ground in the dark. As I approached his truck the grass gave way to smooth gravel. He was sitting in the driver’s seat looking at his lap. He saw me and furrowed his brow and sat a paperback book on the dash after dog-earring a page. He opened his door and climbed out, dropped to the ground. I stopped a few feet away.

“Hey, hi,” I said.

He gave me a suspicious jerk of his head, waiting for me to go on.

“I’m Scott. What’s your name?” I asked.

“Garret.”

I held up my left hand, showing him my wedding band. “Here’s a funny story, Garret,” I said. “That hot little chick we watched earlier is actually my wife. I told her what you said about her she liked it so much she said she wanted to meet you.” I was talking way too fast. “So what do you think? Would you like to meet her? Her name is Angie.”

He was looking at me like I was trying to sell him a cubic foot of air. 

“No shit?” he finally asked.

“No shit.”

He rubbed his scruffy chin, appraising me.

“You watched her fuck a dude.”

“Yeah. Yes, I did.”

“I’ve heard about guys like you; voyeur husbands. Cuckolds, they call them. Go around and climb in.” He turned his back and climbed into the cab. I hesitated a second. Why do we need to get into his truck? I walked to the passenger side and climbed in. He started the engine. 

“No sense in walking all the way across that field, right?”

“Right.”

He pulled onto the road and we drove the short trip to the Bucking Bronco. Semi parking was available in back and he pulled his rig into a spot away from all the other trucks. He stopped but left the engine running.

“Reach into that glove compartment and grab me that little green bottle,” he said.

I did. He opened it and tapped out two small blue pills. I recognized them. He smiled broadly.

“I ain’t ever had a woman as pretty as yours and I ain’t likely to ever again. I’m going to make tonight count.” He tossed the pills to the back of his throat and washed them down with a nearby bottle of water. “So what are you going to do while I’m fucking your woman? Jack-off? You know nothing’s going to happen between me and you, right? I don’t go that way. You’re welcome to watch though. I kind of like the idea of you watching me fuck her.”

I felt my face blush. “No, no worries, I don’t go that way either. I’ll probably just sit back and watch, like you said. I might join in, if she wants me to, but most likely she won’t want to split her attention.”

He studied my face then shrugged. “I don’t understand but I don’t need to. I’d think you were full of shit except we already watched her get fucked once so I know you’re not lying. I’d cut off an arm to have a chance at a girl like her. Seriously, I’d drop a grand just for an hour except they don’t make whores that pretty. I done won the lottery.”

I looked at my hands on my lap.

“Let’s go then,” he said, and killed the engine.

When we entered the motel room it was full of steam and the shower was still running. I pointed him to a chair and told him I’d be right back, but he put a hand on my shoulder, stopping me.

“I’ll handle this,” he said. He moved past me towards the bathroom, closing the door behind him and locking it. My stomach sank. A minute later I heard Angie laugh through the door. 

I waited over half an hour. When they emerged from the bathroom they were both nude, Garret’s uncut cock erect as steel and deep red, looking bigger than he had outside the window in the dark. His wet body was hairy, lean, and wiry.  He had an arm across Angie’s shoulders and she had her arms around his waist. Water dripped from their hair. They looked at me seated in the chair I’d directed Garret to take and then looked at each other.

“Show him,” Garret told Angie. 

She obediently dropped to her knees. Her hands came up and circled his rock-hard and veiny shaft. She pulled the skin back revealing the head then pulled it forward covering it up again. Back, forth, back, forth. On the last pass, she took the head into her mouth and sucked hard. Garret chuckled.  She worked her lips farther down his shaft.

“Girl ain’t never seen uncut cock. I think I kind of fascinate her.”

Angie dropped her jaw wider and forced more of his cock in. She breathed through her nose and forced another inch. Garret sucked air. Angie swallowed and for a moment I saw her tongue snake the underside of his shaft, like she was moving it into position, then she held his hips and drove another inch into her mouth. She now engulfed more than half. 

“Go ahead, Honey,” Garret encouraged. “He wants to see it. Show him what I taught you. Show off for your husband.”

Angie took a deep breath through her nostrils and gathered herself. I saw the toned muscles of her arms and shoulders flex as she pulled his pelvis forward. Slow as ice melting his cock disappeared down her throat.

“This is how we spent our time in the shower. She says I’m bigger than you but I told her I already knew that. She sure does love my cock.”

Angie moaned deep in her chest and pushed the last inch down. I watched her lips mash up against the base of his shaft, her nose buried in his thick pubic hair. Her throat bulged with her accomplishment. Garret made fists and his head fell back. Neither of them moved. 

Angie made a few difficult swallows and then pulled off a few inches. Still holding his hips, she worked him down her throat. She did it again. Garret remained motionless and let my wife throat-fuck him. Soon she was smoothly sliding his dick in and out. 

“Take your little dude out,” Garret instructed. “I want to see you jerk it while your wife gobbles me.”

I thought about ignoring him but we all knew I wanted to stroke it. I dropped my clothes to the floor and sat down, spreading my legs wide open, stroking my penis. I wasn’t hard yet and I was a little worried I wasn’t going to get hard. Still, my hand felt good. Angie turned her head the little that she could and moaned when she saw I had obeyed Garret. 

Garret placed his hands on her head and slowly took over the pace and depth of fucking her mouth. Angie moved her hands to his ass to steady herself but gave up her throat to him completely. Saliva dripped from his hairy balls. 

Before too long he started grunting and groaning. He’d push his fat, hard dick balls-deep down my wife’s throat and hold it there for two heartbeats, then pull it half way out and do it again. Angie started making sounds to encourage him and he slowly sped up. His cock was almost purple and coated with her saliva. He fucked her mouth a minute more and then drew in a huge lungful of air.

“Yeeeaaaaahhhhhhh…” he groaned as he buried his cock and shot his sperm directly passed her throat and into her stomach. Angie took all of it. His hips jerked and twitched as he unloaded, his hairy balls resting on her chin. He bent at the waist and pushed her nose deeper into his pubes and growled again as a second wave of cum boiled up and shot out. Angie gulped and sucked and swallowed.

He held himself buried there even after he finished. Angie waited with his meat lodged in her gullet. Eventually he straightened his back and held her head, slowly withdrawing his bright red and still fully erect penis. Gotta love those little blue pills. He helped her stand and then bent her over the back of the couch. He crouched and I couldn’t tell if he was licking her pussy, ass, or both, but whatever he did Angie loved it. He kept at it until she came. His throbbing, drug-fueled cock still hard.

I tried to speak but couldn’t, swallowed in a dry throat and tried again. “Condom, Garret. On the bed to your right.”

He stepped over to the bed and peeled one from the other four. He split the foil and capped his uncut head, then rolled it down until it ended with several inches of naked dick to go. He looked over at me with a cocky grin.

“Should have bought a bigger size,” he said.

Angie turned to see and then met my eyes. She was excited.

He moved up behind her and nudged her legs farther apart, which lowered her holes. When he had her at just the right height, he stepped closer and pressed the wrapped head of his cock against her asshole. Angie’s head snapped around like she was about to tell him no, wrong hole, but then she got a wicked look in her eyes and smiled right at me. 

“Do it,” she told him.

I think he probably would have anyway. He wanted to fuck this high-class bitch to within an inch of her life. Gripping both ass cheeks, he spread her wide and once again nudged her sphincter with the tip of his cock. He eased forward and backed off, then eased forward a little farther and backed off again. The condom was pulling on her skin. He ordered her to play with her clit and she did. He lined up to try again and Angie spoke.

“Wait.”

Garret froze.

Angie reached way back and grabbed his dick. She pinched the rubber tip and pulled and the sheath slid off. His bare-naked cock waved in the air.

“Okay,” she stated, and returned to rubbing her clit. With her free hand, she supported herself on the arm of the couch.   

“Now fuck me for real.”

He pulled back his foreskin and leaned forward and I saw the tip penetrate her ass. Angie gasped and rubbed her clit faster. He heard her moan and took that as a good sign and pressed down, the rest of the head slowly easing into her rectum. She lurched but did not pull away. Garret slowly pushed his saliva-slick cock up my wife’s ass. Her hand was a blur on her clitoris and I was shocked when she climaxed just a few moments later. Her orgasm surprised her too. I saw on her face the force and shock of it. She had not expected this would feel so good. 

Garret held her hips and began to saw in and out. My dick still wasn’t hard. Garret was royally fucking my woman and all I could do was watch. Angie’s pink sphincter was stretched so far it was white. Her anus formed an airtight seal around Garret’s fat shaft. He looked like he was going to turn her inside-out on every thrust. 

I was concentrating so hard on what I was seeing that when she spoke, her voice surprised me.

“Fuck Baby, his hard cock feels so good! I’m such a slut. Unhhh! When’s the last time you got to fuck my ass Honey? Now here’s this hick doing it right in front of you. You love your aaahhh, slut wife Baby?”

I was wildly turned on but my exhausted penis had nothing more to give. I kept stroking because it felt good. 

“Fuck my ass, Garret. You like that pretty butt? You gonna shoot more cum into me?”

“Hell yes woman!”

“Do it! Fill my ass. Your dick is so hard. I fucking love it!”

He was long-stroking her now. She was on her side and he had one of her legs thrown over his shoulder. On each thrust she took all his inches all the way to the balls. She sounded like she was heading towards another orgasm when Garret gasped for air and yelled.

“Fuck yes! Here it is! Take it you fucking slut, take my cum!”

He buried every inch he had and convulsed and jerked as him climaxed deep in my wife’s bowels. His balls jumped with each spurt. I’d been right about the sounds she was making because as soon as his started, her climax started too and she came writhing under him, pinned and impaled against the couch. I was so turned on my soft penis leaked semen from the tip. He kept pumping and dumping, banging this high-class bitch until he went dry.

Both were breathing hard and covered in sweat. Garret’s furry body was a matted mess. When he pulled his cock from my wife’s guts, he was still triumphantly rampant. Angie gawked and rolled her eyes when she saw it.

“Holy fuck, Superman! You must really think I’m sexy!”

Garret chuckled. “Let’s go shower again, Darling. Scott won’t mind waiting here, will he? Scott loves watching his sexy bitch take hard Trucker cock.”

They both turned to look at me so I just shook my head. I could not take my eyes off Garret’s rock hard and pulsing cock. I’d just watched him cum twice and he was still as hard as a teenager. 

They held hands as they walked naked to the bathroom. This time they left the door open. I moved closer to see what was happening and watched as they playfully soaped and scrubbed each other. Garret remained rampant. Angie lathered his oversized tool and plump balls and after rinsing him, took him into her mouth again. Under the hot shower she lovingly sucked and licked his uncircumcised organ. She was in no hurry. 

His staying power had her mesmerized and flattered. He wasn’t the biggest she’d ever had but he was big, and he was certainly bigger than me, the penis to which she was most accustomed. His sensitive foreskin fascinated her and she loved all the little gasps and moans he made as she teased and played with it. She slipped her tongue far under and swabbed his balls and then nuzzled deeper and licked his anus. His legs almost gave out. She chuckled gleefully. 

I watched a long while but they were leisurely. When my knees started hurting I wandered to the bed and lay on my back, staring at the ceiling. 

When I awoke, the room was black as pitch. I wondered what awakened me and lay still, listening and soon heard muted laughter from the living room. I moved closer.  

“I’m serious,” Garret whispered. “You’re an angel. I’ve never been with a woman even close to how pretty you are. I’ll never forget this night.”

“Garret, stop. You’re embarrassing me.” Angie’s soft voice was dripping with sexuality and arousal. “I can’t believe you’re still hard. I love it.”

I heard the sofa creak a little and Garret quietly moans. A low slurp confirmed Angie had his cock in her mouth. 

“You are a Centerfold Girl,” Garret murmured. “You’re the Head Cheerleader. I can’t believe my amazing luck. This kind of thing never happens to me. I can’t wait to tell all the guys. You gotta let me take some sex pictures with my phone to prove it. Is that all right?”

Angie pulled her mouth off him long enough to whisper a reply.

“No problem. I can’t believe you’re still hard after three orgasms. Let me get on the floor. I want you in my pussy again.”

Three? How long had I slept? Garret had taken her while I dozed. 

“Good idea,” he chortled. “Lie on your back.”

The couch creaked as they left it. I tried to see what was happening but they had closed the blackout drapes and turned off all the lights. I heard the low sounds of bodies re-positioning and then Garret quietly told my wife to guide him in. Angie’s long, deep sigh told me he was inside. 

Garret fucked her on the floor as they struggled to control themselves. I knew when Angie came by the muffled sounds of her face buried in his neck. In my mind, I saw everything; Angie’s little pussy stretched into a wide “O” to accommodate Garret’s thick penis, her excitement sparkling on his shaft. From the sounds, I knew they moved together slowly, dragging out their coupling, enjoying the intensity of their merged bodies. 

Soon Angie climaxed again. I pictured her pulsating pussy milking Garret’s cock like it does mine when she cums. A deep gasp told me Garret was close and a minute later I heard him suppress a growl as he ejaculated his seed inside my wife. They caught their breath. Small kissing sounds drifted to me as well as a low, steady thump, thump, thump.

A dagger pierced my heart when I heard Angie whisper: “My God, Garret, you’re still hard! No man ever wanted me this much. I’m getting a crush on you.”

Garret chuckled and a slushing sound told me he started moving his hips again. Angie was a mess of her own excited juices and Garret’s multiple loads. A moment later Angie spoke in strained but muted tones again.

“I’m going to cum again. I don’t believe it. That’s the hardest cock I’ve ever felt. I love it. I love the way you fuck me. I’m in love with your dick, Garret. Jesus! Here I cum!”

I heard grunts and gasps as Garret continued to fuck my wife all the way through her intense orgasm. A minute later I heard her softly sobbing. Garret’s hips were as rhythmic as a drumbeat; thump, thump, thump.

“I have more for you, Little Angel. Let me fill up your tight pussy again. Let me put a baby in you. Would you like that? Huh? You want to have Gar’s little hick baby?”

“I do,” Angie gushed. 

I knew it was the excitement of the moment. I knew she was just playing along. I knew she was just letting herself go. But that didn’t make it any easier to hear my wife tell another man to impregnate her. For several heartbeats, I couldn’t breathe. 

The thump thump thump sped up and Garret groaned loud and deep. I knew at that moment he was shooting jets of sperm into her. What a fucking stud. How much was already up there? When it seemed he finally stopped I heard them softly kissing. Bodies moved. I imagined Angie nestled under the crook of his arm the way she loves to do. Unbelievably, moments later I heard her suckling on his prick again.

“I love tasting my pussy on your hard dick, Garret,” she whispered. 

Garret just hummed his reply. 

I crept to the bed and stared into blackness, serenaded by the slurping sounds of Angie orally worshiping him. 

The muffled sounds of sex woke me once more. Garret was getting all he could. The room was still dark and the couch occasionally squeaked. I imagined Garret was behind her, in either her pussy or her ass, fucking the sexiest woman he’d ever seen. I had to give him credit. I couldn’t blame all this on the pills. Garret was an incredible stud and when handed the opportunity of his lifetime, he had taken full advantage. How much semen was inside my woman? I faced away from them and tried to go back to sleep. 

Amazingly, I did. 

Angie woke me with a nudge to my shoulder. She stood naked next to the bed looking at me and smiling. The room held the glow of dawn sneaking in around the drapes. Behind Angie was a naked Garret. Of course, my eyes went immediately to his penis, half expecting him to still be hard. He wasn’t, completely, but he was still fat and partly swollen. Then I noticed Angie and Garret had an arm around each other’s waist. 

I sat up rubbing the sleep from my eyes. 

“You okay, Baby?” Angie asked.

I nodded my response, not sure if it were true. 

“Garret and I are going to get dressed and run out to eat. We’ve already showered, sleepyhead. He knows a fantastic diner not far from here so I’ll just ride with him in his rig. Go back to sleep, I just didn’t want you to wake up while we were gone and wonder. Is it okay?”

Oh, yeah, sure, take my wife to breakfast. Let everyone see you together. Sweet little love birds. Look at them; so intimate. They can’t stop touching. Are they newlyweds? 

I just nodded again. Angie kissed my cheek and I put my head on the pillow. From her overnight bag, she pulled a light fabric sundress and tossed it on with nothing underneath. Garret had only his original clothes so he put those on minus his boxers. Out the door they went. As the door was closing I saw them move together, arms circling shoulder and waist, heads tipped together. Cute. 

I didn’t go back to sleep. I walked to the window and watched Garret help her up into his truck. Angie was sure to flash him as she went up the steps. Garret playfully smacked her ass. He jogged around to the driver’s side and the engine coughed and rumbled. Angie’s head disappeared. 

I watched until the truck was out of sight. 

I carried so much sexual tension my balls held a ferocious ache. I stripped with the intention of showering but my phone buzzed. I opened it to discover Angie had sent me a video. I sat on the corner of the bed and hit play.

Garret sat behind the wheel, driving and filming, with my wife’s face in his lap. She had freed him from his pants and in the bright light of morning was sucking him off as they drove to breakfast. 

I played it several times.

Now, at last, my penis had recovered enough and rose to full erection. At video’s end, when Angie looked into the camera, with Garret’s fat cock bumping the back of her throat, and smiled right at me, my sperm shot out like lava. I was shocked by the power and duration. I didn’t have much by way of volume but that didn’t stop me from cumming hard. I saw stars. I got dizzy. 

Two hours and two orgasms later, I heard the rumble of his semi outside. I peeked out the window and saw them kissing goodbye. A wet spot marked the back of Angie’s sundress but I didn’t know if they had fucked yet again while out for breakfast or if that was just some of what he’d filled her with last night. I was sure I’d find out. Angie waved as his rig pulled away, then turned to enter our room. I opened the door to let her in. 

Her face was glowing and her eyes alive. I stepped back and she closed the door behind her, and then peeled her dress off over her head. Tiny marks of a night spent fucking two men covered her body.

“God, I hoped you saved me some,” she moaned, dropping to her knees and fumbling with my belt. “You should probably stay away from my pussy for a few days, she’s really tender and she’s a mess, but I’d love to swallow you, Baby.”

I let her go. Her hot mouth felt amazing. I surprised myself by getting mostly hard and eventually spurting several small jets across her tongue. We curled up onto the bed, naked, and she was asleep in seconds. 





  
 


Chapter 3
I let her nap until checkout time and then got her dressed and moved her to the car. She slept almost all the way home, waking only once to pee while I refueled. Before she fell asleep she told me everything that happened, filling in the blanks from when I was sleeping. What a crazy night. The last thing she told me before returning to her nap was that Garret made her harem list and drove through Vegas twice a year so she would be seeing him again. 

The drive home was long and gave me a lot of time to think. In many ways, I was glad Angie was sleeping. I glanced over at my slumbering wife and the first thought I had was the fact she at that moment carried seed from two men inside her, and none of it mine. I looked at her belly and knew just a few inches under the surface a battle raged as hundreds of millions of sperm fought each other as they sought the all-important egg in their quest to make a baby. The thought was unbelievably erotic and sexy. I know how strange that sounds.

I realized, for me, sex falls into two categories; fucking and making love. My wife and I do both and no matter how hard we try, we can’t separate them. Every time we have sex we are engaging in a blend of both. As long as she is having sex with me, loving, committed emotions are also involved. But when I see her with another man, I get to see her truly fuck. I love that my partner is sexual; the more the better. 

There is more to it than that, of course. There are competition elements and voyeuristic elements and humiliation elements. There are taboo elements and exhibitionistic elements and submission elements; this fetish is deep, primordial, and complex. 

As far as my fear of losing her to another, I’d fought to ignore it but now, after this weekend, I wondered if perhaps I should embrace it. Angie swears she won’t leave me for some other lover. I need to leave it at that. I need to let myself feel the fear and the jealousy and stop trying to repress or eliminate them. Let them add fuel to my emotional fire. Let them contribute to my arousal; yes, this is happening, yes, he is fucking my wife. I need to be hurt, be upset, be jealous. Wallow in it. Drink it down. Feel every terrible molecule of it permeate my being. Fuck her harder, if I must, when I try to reclaim her, but don’t try to avoid or insulate myself or get some guarantee from her that makes me feel safe and secure. Life gives no guarantees. I must live it as close to how I must and stop being so chicken-shit. 

I wanted to wake her and share my epiphany. I wanted to kiss her wildly. I rested a hand on her thigh and kept driving. No, I would keep this to myself. I wanted her choices to be free of my influences. I wanted her to pursue exactly what she wanted, so when I watched her I knew she did it for herself and not because she was trying to please me. 





  
 


Chapter 4
Six weeks later I am at work when Angie sends me a text; “Guess who I’m having lunch with?”

Of course my mind jumps directly into the gutter and I imagine her lips wrapped around Jacques big black cock. I calmed myself. 

“Jacques? Victor? Garret?” I texted back.

“NO. Pervert. Bernadette. You’re so bad!”

“Truth. How did that happen?”

“She surprised me at work. Josh left on a business trip and Bernie hates being alone. We’re sitting down now. I’ll call later. Love you.”

My heart rate slowly returned to normal. 

The truth is I wished it had been one of those guys. 

The last six weeks of sex with my wife had been mindboggling. She was a changed woman. Shy and conservative Angie was dead and buried. If she so much as glimpsed my dick she was all over it. At any point during our lovemaking I could bring her to orgasm by narrating her various encounters with her other men. Sometimes I’d make her tell me what happened when I had not been there or I’d been asleep and just listening to herself behave like such a slut got her off almost instantly. 

When I still hadn’t heard from Angie after a few hours I wondered if she were filling Bernie in on her adventures. I’m sure Bernadette would be especially surprised to learn what had happened the day of her wedding. I would feel mildly humiliated for an outside person to know what we had been doing, especially a friend and even more so, a female friend. Another hour passed before I heard the automatic garage door begin to lift. Angie would be pulling in any second. 

I was surprised to see Angie not only had Bernie in the car but in the backseat was a twenty-something looking frat boy with spiky black hair and big lips. His chiseled cheekbones perfectly accented his big dark eyes. I met them at the door into the house. They all waited for the garage door to close before they exited the car.

Frat Boy looked at me warily like he was expecting me to get angry but Bernadette was studying my face, searching for my reaction. Angie came up and kissed me and Bernie gave me a hug and then a kiss on the cheek. Frat Boy shook my hand told me his name was Dylan and asked me what was up. We all moved into the den and I realized Bernie and Angie were both a little buzzed. 

I mixed drinks for everyone, including some Jack for myself, and we all settled in. Angie sat on the arm of the big chair which held Dylan and Bernie sat across from me, still watching my face. 

The girls described their lunch and how Angie had called and let the office know she wasn’t coming back to work today. Since she’s kind of the boss they were fine with that. 

A group of guys from the university had taken a booth across from them. Soon the two groups had joined and the afternoon was spent swapping stories and getting to know each other. The more Angie flirted, the more uncomfortable Bernie had become. She was a good friend and wanted to spare Angie any alcohol influenced bad decisions. When Angie kissed a blond surfer boy, Bernie had interrupted, planning on getting Angie out of there as fast as possible.

That was when Angie had told her our little secret. Bernie then sat and watched as Angie flirted with all four of the boys. From the movement of Angie’s arms above the table Bernie knew something was going on beneath it. Finally, Angie seemed to make a choice and asked if Dylan wanted to move their party somewhere more private. Of course, he’d said yes. On the ride home Angie explained where they were going and what to expect and Dylan said he understood but Bernie was still in disbelief. She was certain I would freak out.

The conversation moved to center on Dylan. He played football at the college and some pro scouts had taken an interest in him. He spoke well and seemed bright but the entire time he talked he kept his eyes on Angie, traveling her legs and breasts and face and arms. He was smitten.

Angie excused herself to go change out of her work clothes and Bernie, Dylan and I kept the conversation going. I was just beginning to feel the Jack Daniels when Dylan asked to use the restroom. I gave him directions and pointed down the hall.

“Holy shit, Scott,” Bernie exclaimed as soon as Dylan left the room. “I’m shocked. Not in a million years would I ever think my two most conservative friends would do such a thing.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, we’re as surprised as you are. It just grew organically; building on itself until the next thing I knew Angie was fucking another man right in front of me. Then it really took off.”

“So Angie gets to have sex with others but you don’t?”

I shook my head. “No, just her, but that’s okay, I see other women I want but part of my excitement is knowing I can’t have them. Mild humiliation, I guess. Does that sound bad? She has this whole ravenous sexual side neither of us even guessed. The other day she told me she feels like she is living a truer life than she ever had before. I really loved hearing that.”

Bernadette regarded me. “So no jealousy? No possessive male anger? No hurt feelings?”

“Some jealousy, some hurt feelings, no anger, lots of lust. I know it sounds strange, Bernie, but it’s just how I’m wired. I think it’s insanely hot. I always have but now we do something about it.”

We sat there a few minutes in silence. I sensed Bernie was constructing her next series of questions. She opened her mouth to speak but then tilted her head as if hearing a faint sound.

“Did you hear that?” she asked.

“No,” I replied, “nothing.”

“That was a feminine moan. Where’s Dylan?”

We both stood to walk to the back of the house and then stopped. We still had our drinks in hand.

“Too weird,” she said.

“Agreed. Like we’re watching a polo match or something.”

We gulped our drinks and I sat the empty glasses on the end table. We crept down the hall. As we approached the master bedroom we saw the flicker of candle light under the door. Bernadette stopped me.

“Scott,” she whispered. “Seriously, are we about to open that door? I’m so nervous my palms are sweating. What do you think they are doing? What are we about to see?”

I took both her hands in mine. “I imagine Angie is sucking his cock. I want to see that and trust me, so do you.”

Bernie rolled her eyes and shook her head but she didn’t pull away. I waited and after a moment she met my eyes and nodded.

“Let’s do this,” she breathed. 

I silently turned the knob and eased the door open an inch or two. Several candles burned and shadows jumped wildly about the room. 

Gloriously naked Angela lay on her back with her strong thighs spread wide; Dylan knelt on the floor at the foot of the bed, his face buried in her pussy. Both her hands rested on the back of his head. Her eyes were closed as she ground her cunt into his probing tongue. Her feet rested on his broad shoulders.

I glanced at Bernadette and discovered her eyes were riveted to Angie’s body. Her mouth hung open. As her gaze traveled Angie’s curve, I heard her mutter: “Jesus, girl…Goddamn…so hot.” 

I smiled. 

My eyes moved from Angie to Dylan. With no body fat at all, Dylan looked like a pro athlete. His biceps were huge. My eyes moved down his muscular back and over his ass. His thighs were massive. His knees were spread wide on the floor and his cock rested on the carpet between them. I was looking at it from the backside but still it looked big. His wrinkled, hairless scrotum was drawn up tightly to the base and the wide shaft snaked along the rug.

Bernadette was still ogling my wife so I nudged her with an elbow and when she looked at me I directed her gaze with a jerk of my head. She followed my eyes until she saw Dylan’s monster. Her jaw dropped the rest of the way open. She looked at me and mouthed the word Fuck! I raised my eyebrows in agreement. She returned her eyes to Dylan’s cock. Now we knew what Angie’s hand had been doing at the restaurant, under that table. Angie had searched for and found the best and biggest man in the group, and then brought him home. Some job interview. 

Bernie leaned over a little to get a better view of Dylan’s body and I looked down the front of her top. I had a great view even in this dim light. 

Bernie was a first-class babe. Because she was Angie’s friend, I never flirted with her but she was exactly my type; long black hair, pale skin, big blue eyes. She was not fit like Angie, but that was okay. Bernie was smooth and curvaceous. Her boobs and ass were bigger than Angie’s yet still firm.

Another Angie moan made us return our attention to her. She was biting her bottom lip and tossing her head back and forth and next to me Bernadette whispered, “I think she’s cumming,” and it was true. Angie arched her back and pulled his mouth harder against her cunt. Dylan growled as he drove my wife over the edge. As soon as she came down from her climax, Angie sat up.

Bernadette and I quickly leaned out of sight as they changed positions on the bed. Dylan sat at the foot with his feet on the floor and Angie knelt between his legs. Now Bernie and I saw Dylan’s cock clearly and we had been right; he had a beast. He was also completely devoid of body hair. Maybe he was also a swimmer? Regardless, it made his dick look even bigger and squeaky clean. 

“Holy fuck he’s sexy,” Bernadette whispered. “His arms are huge. I love arms. That dick is big too. Jesus, look at Angie. Her tits look amazing. Don’t you love the way they wobble from sucking his dick? That’s fucking hot. I could tell she was in shape but holy hell, she’s like a model. I’m jealous how good she looks naked.”

Bernadette was glued to the action and I took that opportunity to check her out again. She was crouched on one knee, peering around the corner of the door. Her top was hanging open again, wider than before, and I saw her fleshy globes perfectly. 

“You’re a lucky man,” she continued in hushed tones. “Angie is smoking hot. Too bad I don’t swing that way. If I was a guy I’d fuck her brains out. Are you sure you’re okay with all this?”

She looked up and caught me looking down her top. She looked to see what I could see, decided it was no big deal, shrugged, and went back to watching Angie and Dylan. So did I.

Dylan was leaning on his elbows and Angie used both hands and her mouth on his shaft. Now fully hard, his big cock towered up from his lap. Angie struggled to take as much of it into her mouth as possible, gagging often. I noticed Bernadette absentmindedly licked her lips. So sweet of her to help.

Dylan spread his legs wider to allow Angie more room. His testicles were massive, or maybe just looked bigger because they were shaved. Angie moved closer and swallowed another inch. Her hair bounced as her head bobbed. 

“Watching makes me want to suck cock,” Bernadette breathed. 

I’m not sure if she remembered I was standing there. 

“God, his penis is beautiful. I shouldn’t be watching this. I just got married. I need to walk away. What a beautiful man. God! My mouth is watering. I’ve never seen a dick that beautiful.” 

I thought about introducing her to Daniel or Jacques. Those guys had monster dicks. Bernie would run screaming from the room.

On the bed, Angie cupped Dylan’s balls and swabbed them with her tongue. He groaned and next to me Bernie sighed. Her nipples were now poking hard bumps through her top. We watched my wife with her new lover for a while. Bernie was subconsciously moving her mouth and lips, helping Angie suck that big dick. Instinct had kept my mouth shut so far but I wondered if Bernadette could be nudged. Was getting her involved something I should do? She was a newlywed. That made this worse. Her poor husband. I tried to think of what to say but the realized I did want to corrupt her if I could. 

“I think Angie needs help,” I finally whispered. 

Bernadette tried to swallow in a throat gone dry. She nodded her head slowly. I waited, allowing my suggestion to work its way deeper into her brain. I almost felt bad about my manipulation. The sexual tension in Bernie’s body was obvious. I had been in this situation many times over the past year but she had not. All this must be driving her crazy. I bet she was soaked. I thought about giving her another nudge but my gut told me no, not yet, just wait. 

I waited. She was creating more longing than I could.

“Jesus,” she muttered. “Look at him. Look at that body. Look at Angie.”

Her voice trailed away. Gears turned behind her eyes. A moment later she gave me a hard look.

“What do I do, Scott?”

I didn’t respond. 

She watched them another minute and then faced me again.

“Not a word to anyone,” she said, her voice hard. “Never. Ever. Promise?”

Before I could answer, she looked back at Angie and Dylan. She squirmed.

“Promise,” I murmured. 

Bernadette unbuttoned her top and slipped off her bra. Her big, gorgeous tits spilled free. I remained perfectly still. Off came her shoes and down went her skirt and black panties. Sweet innocent Bernadette now stood naked in front of me. How many times had I wondered what she looked like nude? Now here she was and reality beat fantasy to a pulp. She was delicious. She was stunning. She carried a little more weight than Angie, more curvy and less athletic, but incredibly feminine and sexy. A closely trimmed patch above her clitoris flagged her bald pussy.

Bernadette silently pushed the bedroom door open and crossed the carpet to join my wife. Angie jumped at the surprised but then got a wicked look in her eyes and kissed Bernie on the mouth. Bernie hesitated a second before returning the passionate kiss. A wide grin split Dylan’s face. Both girls moved their mouths to his cock and his head fell back as a long sigh poured from his throat. Angie held his dick straight up and then guided Bernie’s mouth down over the head. 

I thought I would die. The corruption of Sweet Bernadette was one of the most erotic things I’d ever seen. Newlywed Bernie sucked hard as Angie stroked his shaft into her mouth. Angie pulled the dick away from so she could suck too. Bernie dove for his oversized balls and licked and slurped until he was moaning non-stop. The two women seemed to be trying to kill him with pleasure. 

When Bernie crawled up the bed to kiss Dylan, from underneath Angie slid a hot tongue up her pussy. Caught completely by surprise, Bernie just about exploded. She clamped her thighs shut, holding Angie and her tongue in place, and climaxed a few seconds later. Angie kept going until Bernie couldn’t take any more and pushed her away. 

Bernie was on all fours straddling my wife. The women kissed. Dylan moved behind Bernadette. Bernie tried to look over her shoulder to see what Dylan was doing but Angie held her face, kissing her. Dylan clamped his hands around Bernie’s waist. Bernie sensed what was about to happen and the reality slammed into her brain and she twisted, trying to pull her vulnerable slit away from that big, strong man, but Dylan was way too strong.

I had front and center seats as Dylan’s fat tube slowly penetrated Bernadette’s just-married pussy. She again tried to move her hips away but Dylan held her fast. She moaned her intense pleasure into my wife’s mouth. It was glorious. When Dylan pulled it out, preparing for the next thrust, his cock glistened with Bernie’s wild arousal. As he shoved it back in Bernie squealed and held Angie’s face in her hands, kissing madly.

Dylan fucked Bernie for several minutes, sheathing his hefty shaft a little deeper each time. I loved the small crying sounds Bernie made as she slowly learned to accept his inches. It seemed her small pussy was forced wider than it ever had been before and I wondered how small was her new husband’s penis.  My money was on less than average. Her cries soon changed, growing louder and more frequent, and a look of confused excitement came over her. As Dylan continued his pounding assault, Bernie started jerking and rotating her hips, crying out every time his cock sank into the depths of her. 

She grabbed the sheets and screamed into the crook of Angie’s neck. 

“Oh my GOD!” she howled, thrusting her hips back at him. “No! Oh, my God! Aaaaaahhh! No, don’t! AAAAAHHH! STOP! FUCK! AAAAAAAAAAAA!!!”

She was coming on his big rock-hard cock and it was obviously something no one had ever done to her. She looked like she both wanted to run from the room and never let that cock out of her pussy. I was incredibly stiff in my pants and figured what the hell, we’re all naked here, right? I whipped my clothes off and took my penis in hand. 

When Bernie finally stopped climaxing, Angie dropped her mouth to Bernie’s hard nipples and began gently sucking them. Dylan withdrew his cock and eased it up Angie’s cunt. My wife groaned and Bernie wrapped her arms around her. I noticed Bernadette was softly sobbing. While Dylan deep-fucked my wife, Angie and Bernie tenderly kissed and played with each other’s breasts. 

I got too excited and shot my load early but it was a good one. 

Dylan rolled my wife over and moved up between her legs. Bernie wasn’t sure what to do so Angie pulled her over and faced her at Dylan, then began eating her pussy. Bernie moaned and leaned into it and Dylan feasted on her big tits. Before long Angie came all over his fat cock too.

Dylan said he was close and Angie tackled Bernie onto the pillows, moving her hips closer and closer until she pressed her pussy against Bernie’s mouth. Bernadette hesitated at first but then licked her first pussy ever.

“Get inside her,” Angie told Dylan. “Fuck her again. Fill her with cum.”

Bernie heard what Angie said and struggled to get away but Angie was too strong. Angie used her legs to pin Bernie’s arms. Dylan grabbed Bernie’s ankles and spread her legs, pushing them towards her chest, opening her gorgeous, innocent little cunt. Bernie continued to struggle until she felt Dylan penetrate again and then the memory of that wonderful cock fucking her took over and she spread her legs wider herself. 

“Bitch loves my dick,” Dylan growled. “I bet her new husband has a small dick. Your new man got a small dick, Sweetheart?”

Bernie didn’t say yes but she didn’t say no. Angie and Dylan exchanged a knowing look and Dylan drove his cock into Bernadette. He fucked her strong and deep and soon she came again, shaking her head and howling her dismay against my wife’s pussy. Dylan arched his back and buried himself as far as he could before clenching his muscular ass and exploding in her womb. Bernie had both hands on his ass pulling him deep and I knew she’d hate herself for it later.

Everyone fell into a sweaty tangle of arms and legs, gasping for breath.

Bernadette started crying. 

Angie scooted over and wrapped her arms, murmuring sweet, comforting words. Bernie answered and Angie went on but all in voices too low for me to hear. Angie soothed Bernie, stroking her hair and drying her eyes. From time to time Bernie nodded in agreement. Dylan lay on his back with eyes closed and his hands behind his head.

After a minute I was surprised to see Bernie reach up and kiss Angie on the mouth, then even more surprised when she caressed Angie’s nipple with a fingertip. Angie closed her eyes and enjoyed it. Bernie closed her lips around Angie’s areola and Angie shivered, pulling Bernie closer. Bernadette suckled my wife’s tit like a baby. 

My dick rose to full attention again.





  
 


Chapter 5
The two women began enjoying each other. I’d never seen Angie with a woman. I know it was not one of her fantasies but this was Bernadette; they’d known each other forever. Their caressing quickly became tender lovemaking and I leaned against the door jab and watched them, slowly stroking my penis at the beauty of it. Dylan moved to the edge of the bed and joined me in watching them. Mouths and fingers and lips; these two gorgeous women explored each other completely, tasting and teasing, sucking and licking and kissing. Bernie brought Angie to an orgasm and then Angie did the same to her.  Before I knew it, I was ready to cum again. I let go of my penis. I didn’t want to orgasm yet.

The girls were having the same effect on Dylan. He was on his side, gently fingering his cock, rampant and throbbing. Angie saw it and pulled away from Bernie just far enough to slip the head into her mouth and suck. Bernie was shy now, full of adulterous guilt and shame. Apparently, sex with another woman was okay in her mind but with another man was cheating. She watched Angie work on Dylan until he was once again hard as stone. 

Angie rolled onto her back and opened her legs. Dylan did not hesitate, moving back between her thighs and guiding his prick back into my wife. Angie’s sigh was music to me. He started fucking her with long, sure strokes, plunging balls deep on each thrust. Bernie was mesmerized and had subconsciously started teasing her own nipple. 

Angie’s sounds appeared to be influencing Bernie too. She moved farther down the bed so she could watch Dylan’s cock move in and out. Every now and then Bernie’s hips would twitch and jerk and rotate. I’m sure she was remembering how good that big dick felt. I saw it on her face. She was torn between her feelings of fidelity and her raw desire to have that beast moving inside her again.

Angie had no such conflict. She panned the room until she saw me leaning against the door, penis in hand, and locked eyes with me.

“Fuck me Dylan,” she moaned. “Fuck my little pussy. Don’t you love shooting cum into both of us? Fuck me hard. You own both us bitches.”

Dylan lifted his body off hers and began to thrust harder.

Angie looked down at my penis.

“I love your big cock, Dylan. You’re such a stud. Your fat cock opens me up inside. You fill my whole pussy. I want your cum, Baby. I want you to shoot your cum into me.”

That was all I could take. I stroked hard and fast and my knees almost buckled as I sprayed my sperm all over our carpet. She was driving Dylan crazy too and he shifted higher on his knees, starting to pound my wife’s pussy. His big balls flopped back and forth. Angie felt him swelling inside her and slapped her hands down on his ass, pulling him deep. With a loud grunt, he shot the first bolt up into her uterus, quickly followed by many more. I noticed Bernie was openly masturbating.

The two lovers kissed gently and slowly pulled apart. I left all three of them there and went to fix drinks for all of us. When I returned, Angie was lying on her side while Bernie suckled gently on Dylan’s dick. Like last time, he never fully deflates after orgasm.  Angie caught my eye and nodded to Bernie. I smiled and so did she. 

I sat on the edge of the bed next to Angie and we kissed.

“I’m a bad girl,” she said.

“The worst. Bernie thinks so too.”

Bernadette ignored us, giving all her attention to this wonderful new penis. 

Angie and I watched Bernie for several minutes and perhaps because he had an audience or perhaps he just found Bernie’s innocence seductive, but soon Dylan was hard again. Stud, indeed. 

Angie crawled up next to Bernie, placing her mouth next to Bernie’s ear.

“I know you’re struggling right now Bernie. I know how badly you want that monster to fuck you again. I know it because up until not too long ago, I was just like you.”

Bernie stopped sucking and locked eyes with Dylan. Her small hand slowly traveled up and down the length of Dylan’s wet and slippery penis. 

“Look at this gorgeous man, Bern. He’s the best-looking guy you’ve ever been with. He has the biggest penis you’ve ever been with by far. I know you feel guilty right now but look at it, Bernie. You will never have this chance again. Scott and I don’t judge and we’ll keep our mouths shut. Dylan, do you want to fuck sweet little Bernadette again?”

“Yes,” Dylan rumbled. “Very much. She’s gorgeous.”

Bernie seemed to melt before regaining her self-control. 

Angie continued. “Bernie, Darling, all you have to do is lie down and open your legs. Dylan will do the rest. Do you want Dylan to fuck you again?”

“I do,” Bernadette exclaimed, “But I’m married. I just got married. What will I tell my husband, Josh? How will I look him in the eyes?”

Angie turned Bernie to face her. 

“I’ll fuck Josh for you.”

Bernadette’s mouth fell open.

“What? What the fuck solution is that? Why would I let my brand-new husband fuck a girl as beautiful as you? Seriously, Angie, what are you thinking?”

“Think about it, Bernie. Remember Conway? Senior year? Same thing just more grown up. You’ve already fucked Dylan once. You can’t take that back. This way you sleep at night. Like a baby. Like twelfth grade.”

Here, again, was something new to me. Another Angie white lie? Most likely. Who was Conway and what happened in high school? I made a mental note to ask my wife later. Bernie stared at Angie. I saw the gears whirling behind her eyes. 

“You’re crazy,” she said, shaking her head. 

“No doubt, but it will work and you know it.”

Bernie returned her attention to Dylan. His hard cock lay across his thigh and reached to the bedspread. I found myself again wondering why couldn’t I have been born with a cock like that? Bernadette drew a finger down the shaft, following a vein. She bit her bottom lip.

Angie turned Bernie to face her again and kissed her lips. Bernie resisted for half a second then laughed. Tears filled her eyes. 

“What am I going to do with you, Angie? You always get me in trouble. I’d hoped we’d outgrown it but no. Will we ever?”

“I hope not.”

Bernie closed her eyes, spilling tears.

“Okay,” she sighed. She rolled onto her back.

“Oh no, not like that,” Angie teased. “Nothing so passionless.”

Bernie opened her eyes. Angie leaned up against the headboard and spread her legs, then used her fingers to open her pussy.

“If I must seduce Josh, I get paid for my effort. Come here.”

Bernie rolled onto her stomach and crawled to Angie on elbows and knees. My wife guided Bernie’s face between her legs and sweet little Bernadette knew what to do. Angie’s head fell back with a sigh. I saw Bernie’s pink tongue eagerly lapping at my wife’s pussy. After a moment or two Angie looked at Dylan and raised an eyebrow. He grinned and moved behind Bernadette with his rampant rock jutting out from his pelvis like a rhinoceros horn. 

If only Josh could see his blushing bride now, I thought. 

Dylan slid his erect penis back and forth a few times to get Bernie ready for it. Bernie moaned and lifted her hips to give him better access. He lined himself up and pushed the head past her swollen inner-lips, then drove the shaft into her cunt. I saw her labia flower and stretch, then stretch even more as he fully sheathed his cock in her. He widened at the base and by the time he had fully seated himself in her, those pussy lips were almost white from stretching to take him. A perfect airtight seal held him fast. 

Bernadette stopped licking as that big cock invaded her but as soon as Dylan began a back and forth, Bernie returned to licking my wife’s pussy. What an amazing sight. 

This time Dylan really fucked her. He knew she was wracked with guilt but unable to resist him and this seemed to feed his ego. He held her hips firmly and hammered away until he ripped a monstrous orgasm from her. She came sobbing again. Clearly her new husband Josh did not pack this kind of meat. I witnessed Bernie give up and let go. That massive beast moving inside her succeeded in pushing all other concerns out of her mind. She gave herself up to it. She submitted to it completely. Dylan knew it and a huge grin spread across his face. He had stolen her from her husband, at least for now, and Bernie’s only desire was for more of Dylan’s huge cock. It was beautiful.

Dylan made her orgasm three times before he finally shot her full of his sperm again. When he did, Bernadette was so eager to be inseminated by him she almost seemed like a different woman. I joined the three of them on the bed and we all grabbed a quick catnap. I awoke to Dylan filling my wife with another load too while Bernie sucked his balls, then we all collapsed into a long and deep sleep. 





  
 


Chapter 6
In the morning Angie drove Dylan back to his car while Bernie and I showered. She was anguished over what she had done but admitted if Dylan walked back through the bathroom door, she fuck him again. I told her I understood as I watched her soap and rinse that sexy body. Of course she caught me looking again.

“Do you want to fuck me?” she asked, pointblank.

I controlled my surprise. “Yes, who wouldn’t? But I won’t. I can’t. Angie and I don’t work that way. I’ve always found you incredibly sexy and I’m sure this sounds bizarre given the night we just spent, but Angie gets to have sex with others, I don’t.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah. It’s twisted, I know, but it gets me really hot for some reason.”

“Whatever works. I’m certainly not in a position to judge. How will I ever face Josh?”

I saw sadness start to creep up behind her eyes again.

“Well, I’d start by innocently asking him what his fantasies are. If he feels safe telling you, I bet his responses will surprise you. There’s a decent chance what you just did with Dylan will turn him on. You can’t hit him with it of course. Make him think you flirted while out at a club with Angie and see how he reacts. Ease him into the idea. Feel him out. See what he likes. I’ve been reading online and I’m shocked by the percentage of men that feel the same way I do, or some variation of it. You may be feeling guilt unnecessarily.”

Bernadette smiled at me. “Scott, you’re amazing. Angie’s a lucky girl. I know you said you can’t fuck me but can I give you a ‘thank you’ blowjob?”

I let my eyes slowly travel up and down Bernie’s body. I wanted to remember her like this forever. What a sexy babe. I sighed. My hopeful penis raised a little and Bernie’s smiled broadened.

“Bernie, I’ve wanted you from the moment Angie introduced us, but, no. Thank you very much, but no. Angie will ask when she gets home and I want to be able to tell her nothing happened.”

Bernadette nodded in understanding. Angie didn’t get home for almost an hour. I asked her what took so long and she just wiped a finger across the corner of her mouth.

“Something came up,” she teased. 

Later she cornered me in our walk-in closet and asked if anything had happened between Bernie and me while she was gone. I told her no and she surprised me with, “Too bad. Since it’s Bernie, I’d give you a freebie.” Then she laughed at my disappointed face. I was sad for a minute but then realized it was better this way. Maybe somewhere down the road I’d take Angie up on her offer but for now I loved that she got to enjoy other lovers and I didn’t.

The three of us ate breakfast and then the girls spent all day shopping. 

Two days later Angie’s phone buzzed while we were all watching a movie. My wife read the text and from across the room asks Bernadette if she wants to go to a university party with Dylan. My heart leaps up into my throat. Bernie had just ended a call from her husband and they had expressed how much they loved and missed each other. Bernadette had said nothing to him about her infidelities. 

I watched Bernie’s face as she struggled with her guilt and desire. Angie saw it too and we exchanged knowing glances. With Josh so fresh in her mind would she still want to see Dylan? She stared at her toes, pondering.

“Okay,” she conceded, her voice soft and low. “Yes, I’d like to see him again.”

I don’t know exactly why I enjoy Bernie’s corruption so much but I do. Angie does too. All three of us showered together and while we were getting dressed, Angie had an idea. 

“Honey,” she began, “Why don’t you dress casually like you are there for the party with friends? Dylan said the party was huge. Bernie and I will wear short skirts and cute tops and you can act like you don’t know us. These are college guys after all; they may be put off by an actual husband present.”

I shrugged. “Sure, why not?”

Of course, that meant I was ready to go way ahead of them. Angie suggested I take the car and they would arrive in a cab. That way when we were ready we could all drive home together. I kissed my wife and gave Bernie a big hug and told them I’d see them soon. 

Truth is, I didn’t see them for hours. 

I’d been wandering the party, making friends, arguing the best team in football, drinking too much, trying to play darts. After enough time passed I went looking for my girls but found nothing. Later I check again and still nothing. Enough time had passed I was sure they were at the party by now but Dylan had not exaggerated; this party was huge. The fraternity occupied two large homes side by side and the party sprawled between both. Both homes had an underground level and swimming pools.  There had to be at least a thousand persons present and I was overdressed in jeans and a T-shirt. Most of the guys wore trunks and went shirtless, the girls wore shorts and bikini tops. Love that Vegas heat. 

I tried texting Angie and then later Bernie but nothing. Not in the pool, not upstairs, not downstairs. I even started checking the bedrooms but drew a blank, although in one of the back bedrooms I stumbled across one girl fucking several guys. I panicked at first because she had long black hair but it turned out she was Asian. She had a cock in her mouth, a cock in her pussy, and a cock up her ass and there were four or five guys waiting around for their turn. She was hot and I wanted to watch but I had to find my wife and Bernie. 

I thought about asking people if they’d seen them but I didn’t even know what they’d worn to the party. I asked if anyone had seen Dylan but nobody had seen him for hours. Had my girls left with him? No, one of the girls would have texted me to let me know what was going on. I called both but their phones went straight to voicemail. 

I began to worry. I kept circling the party, checking both houses, texting and snooping. Then I remembered I’d installed a tracking app on Angie’s phone in case it was lost or stolen. I opened it and entered the password and watched as the map zoomed in on the party. She was here! Or at least her phone was. The map did not zoom closer than the block. Every fraternity rape story I’d ever read bubbled up in my brain. Some guys tried to get me to join them for darts but I declined and kept wandering the houses. I feared for her safety; I know how college guys are; I formally was one. The athletes were the worst. 

I changed my strategy and grabbed an open recliner in the living room. If she and Bernie were walking around, I reasoned, and then sooner or later they’d walk past me. Forty-five minutes later I stood up more frustrated than ever. 

I began to doubt this game we’d been playing. Now all our choices seemed stupid. Lust had led us down a path that resulted in me fearing for Angie and Bernie’s personal safety. Bernie had trusted us. The girls needed me to protect them and I was powerless. What if Angie needed me to save her? I looked around, a growing panic tying my stomach in knots and filling my veins with ice water. 

I nervous anxiety required I move. I began my circling exploration again, this time trying to notice anything I’d missed before. 

Twenty minutes later, I saw it. 

Downstairs in the game room of the other house, in the dark corner, a bookcase with a small paper napkin pinned behind it against the wall. A small tuft of carpet pushed to the side.

That bookcase had recently been moved. 

I casually strolled over while watching the billiards game and leaned against the case. I rocked it with my shoulder. I heard the latch click back into place. I noted a small plunger by my shoulder so I pushed it and a distinctive click told me the latch was now open. I glanced once at the game to make sure nobody noticed me and swung the case open and then quickly closed behind me. I turned to face a hallway that ran the length of the house, four curtained doorways spaced all the way down. A frat-house with a secret chamber. Awesome. How many girls had been led down this hall?

I crept forward and glanced in the first room. About ten feet square with a bed along the far wall, weird black lights illuminated phosphorescent posters of various jungle scenes. Incense filled the room with almond and vanilla. On the bed two girls writhed nude, lost in each other’s embraces. The next two rooms were empty. As I approached the last room I heard muffled moaning and groaning, male and female. I slowed way down and peeked around the corner.

This room was about fifteen feet square. Jet black walls accented with more of the phosphorescent jungle posters and black lights. A huge bed occupied the length of the entire far wall. On the bed were Angie and Bernie and Dylan and another muscular man I’d never seen before. All of them were naked and their bodies glimmered from oil or lotion. Dylan stood on the bed with his back against the wall and Angie, on all fours, slow-sucked his hard dick, taking it as far down her throat as she could. Behind Angie the other man lined up the biggest cock I’d ever seen. Bernie was on her back, playing with her clit, Mr. Big-Cock’s balls covering her face. Cum leaked from Bernadette’s puffy cunt. A lot of cum.

I tried to be angry. For an entire heartbeat or two I was. But the pure eroticism of the moment destroyed all that. Big-Cock fed my wife’s pussy his first massive inch and Angie’s cry of absolute pleasure sent a shiver up my spine. Bernie masturbated faster. Big-Cock gently pushed more in and Angie cried out again. I heard Bernie laugh around the massive ball sack she was licking. Big-Cock held my wife by the shoulders and sank more of his spear up into her guts. Angie spontaneously climaxed, her body convulsing around that enormous intrusion. 

The man murmured to her, telling her to take it, telling her to relax and take all that she could, promising her she would feel things she’d never felt before. Watching Angie’s orgasm, I believed him. I’d never seen her cum like that. He bumped into her cervix and stopped pushing that monster cock into her well before he ran out of dick. He rested a moment, giving her time to adjust to his size, and then flexed his ass and gently pushed in another inch or two. My wife gasped loudly and hung her head. Angie sobbed and asked him to wait, and then nodded her head for him to continue. He fed her pussy another inch and that fucking slut climaxed again. That was it. He could go no deeper. I was sure the head of his massive dick was at that moment resting inside my wife’s womb. He still had plenty of cock outside her body too.  

Poor Dylan’s cock was ignored during all this but Dylan didn’t care. He was as hypnotized by Angie getting horse-fucked as me. 

Big-Cock withdrew and Angie gasped and told him to put it back. He assured her he would and then withdrew a little more before tenderly pushing his meat deep again. Then he did it again. And again. Angie wailed as he fucked her, her thighs quivering and her ass shaking. She braced herself against Dylan’s thighs and Big-Cock ripped another earthshattering orgasm from her. Now she started crying in earnest. He hesitated out of concern for her and she slapped his leg, ordering him to keep fucking her. He did. She cried through it all.  I took my penis out and came about ten strokes later. 

Big-Cock knew what he was doing and Angie lost her mind. She had no defense against his godly penis. His cock stretched her cunt in every direction, rubbing bumpy veins over every nerve, filling her more than any man had ever filled her. Her body ruled her mind and she seemed to orgasm in spite of herself. Bernie had pulled back to watch but crawled back under, licking Big-Cock’s balls again.

Mercifully, he did not go on for a long time. My wife had been reduced to a piece of meat hanging off the tip of his dick. He flexed his ass, working himself in and out and then announced with a growl he was about to cum. Bernadette went wild on his nuts. He pushed his massive prick all the way in again and held my wife immobile and I saw an explosion of sperm as he inseminated her. He ejaculated so much sperm so forcefully some sprayed backwards around his shaft. He came hard and for a long time and I knew all that sperm boiling out was going directly into her uterus. 

Big-Cock flopped onto the bed then rolled over onto his back and Bernadette snuggled up next to him, under his arm. Dylan was left to stroke his own dick. Angie lay as dead for several minutes and then she too moved up under his other arm, her head on his chest. Mostly deflated now, Big-Cock’s tool lay between his legs and reached almost to his knees. He had to be eight inches around, maybe more. Now cum leaked from her pussy too and I knew Big-Cock had filled Bernadette’s pussy as well as my wife’s. 

Dylan left the bed and grabbed a small nearby hand mirror. He held it low and I saw lines of white powder. He snorted one and returned to the bed, offering a line to everybody else. The girls declined but Big-Cock accepted. 

Now I understood. Angie loves that stuff. She loses all sense of time and space. If she had done any before I arrived, it explained why she had disappeared. It didn’t excuse her, but it did explain.

Dylan set the mirror on the floor and joined the crowd on the bed. The guys wrapped arms and legs around the girls but that didn’t last long. Bernie soon rolled Dylan onto his back and mounted him, riding him until he filled her pussy with more cum. She was making so much noise I couldn’t tell if she climaxed or not. As Dylan softened inside her Bernie rolled off and collapsed into a satisfied heap of sweaty flesh and bones.

The guys looked at each other and smiled.

“Ladies,” Big-Cock said, “We have to return to our party. You can stay here and sleep if you want. If you want to shower use my bathroom in the other house. Cool?”

Angie waved a dismissive hand and both guys left. I stepped into an unused room as they passed, pulling on their pants and high-fiving each other over their latest conquest. Back on the bed the girls snuggled and settled in, murmuring and chuckling about their recent exploits. Then she remembered me. In an instant Angie sat bolt upright. 

“Fuck! What time is it? Shit, shit, shit!” She crawled rapidly from the bed and fumbled through her clothes. Locating her phone, she texted madly. I pulled my phone out and turned up the volume and waited for her message to arrive. When she heard the chime only a few feet away, her face twisted into total confusion. I stepped from behind the curtain.

I wish I had recorded her face. Granted, she was high, but watching her brain try to wrap around the fact that I was down in that secret room with her was something to see. I’ll never forget it.

“What the fuck?” she finally exclaimed. 

I laughed.

“I’m watching you woman! You can’t escape me!”

Stunned and confused, Angie dropped her phone and clapped her hands to her face. Bernie leaned way back, freaked out like I was a ghost, shaking her head slowly, trying to understand how I could possibly be there. I soaked it up. Angie gave up trying to figure it out and fell back onto the bed. Bernie followed her lead and joined her. I approached the bed and stooped to do a line, then joined them, lying on my back between hot babes. We all stared at the ceiling.

“What did you see?” Angie asked.

I thought about letting her fret a little but decided not to. 

“I found you right as Big-Cock started to put it in you from behind. You were also trying to suck Dylan but failed completely.”

“So you were only here for the last of it. Big-Cock’s name is Reggie and honestly, it’s probably best you weren’t here earlier to see Bernie and me with those two boys. You would have lost any last shred of respect you have for us. We were total whores. Is that right Bern?”

“Complete. Total. Pure sluts. I have fully turned to the Dark Side.”

I cut them off. “Okay, that’s enough. You are both in trouble for ditching me like that. I was worried. Actually, seriously worried.”

They sat up to look at me.

“I’m sorry Honey,” Angie said.

“Me too,” Bernadette squeaked.

“Let’s go home,” Angie said. “I need a shower and a whiskey. I need to take the edge off that coke.”

I watched the girls dress and they took their time, letting me enjoy it. The ride back to the house was a cacophony of female voices. Both talked non-stop, describing what had happened to them, what everything had felt like, the emotions they experienced, how they were feeling now. My head was on a pivot as each claimed one ear and spilled their respective guts about what bad girls they had just been. Somewhere in there were several more apologies from each of them. 

As soon as they had arrived at the party, Dylan scooped them up and led them to “The Dungeon.” Dylan and Reggie were best friends and roommates and shared women often. Angie and Bernie only found Reg mildly interesting until the coke came out and the clothes came off. After that they had allowed Dylan and Reggie to do anything they wanted. I had missed the double penetration of both girls and both getting ass fucked. Dylan was a stud but Reggie was an animal. Long after Dylan faded Reggie kept going. Both girls admitted he had cum in their mouth and pussy. Stud indeed. That’s at least four orgasms in around three hours. He’d wanted to try to fuck their asses but both had told him no way, not with that horse-cock, so Dylan had done it instead. 

Once we were all showered and in bed, the three of us played a little. I fucked Angie while she and Bernie enjoyed some girl-on-girl. I did feel Bernie’s tongue lick my balls a few times while I was buried in my wife. Afterwards we talked. Both girls were tender on the inside from Reggie’s huge cock but neither was complaining. Angie said Reggie may have been a little too big but Bernie disagreed, proclaiming she now knew bigger was better and Reggie could have her anywhere and anytime he wanted.

The next day we just lay around all day while they recuperated.  Bernadette flew home the next morning. Angie and I had a lovely dinner that night and I sensed we both felt things had gone far enough…maybe even too far. As we lay in bed that night Angie brought it up.

“Baby,” she began. “How would you feel about taking a break from our extracurricular activities? I’m not saying permanently, but for a while.”

I liked the sound of that and told her so. She smiled.

“Good. I think it’s best. I admit I went a little crazy with it but it is intoxicating. We can go back to it later, if we miss it, but for now I like the idea of me and you exclusive again.”

I agreed and we cuddled. Moments later we were making sweet, slow, tender love.





  
 


Chapter 7
So, it seemed our marital adventure had run its course. We had gotten it out of our system, we had scratched that itch. Angel and I were closer than ever and our sex was out of this world. Every phase of our lives together improved; work was easier and less stressful and I received a big promotion a few weeks later so even our few money worries were removed. 

I did miss it, on occasion, and still fantasized about all the things I had seen my wife do. I know Angela fantasized about it too. We talked about it from time to time but it felt insulated now, like we were looking at a wild animal behind thick glass; best he stayed in there and we stayed out here. 

In the bedroom, both of us would occasionally bring it up during sex to add a jolt to the moment and I could get her wet and horny with just a few sentences, but for the most part we pushed the whole thing into the background. Eventually, I came to believe we were finished with it for good. I held that belief for nine whole months.





  
 


Chapter 8
“Oh my God, she told him!”

Angela stood in our kitchen reading a text message, her hand on her forehead.

“Who told whom what?” I asked.

“Bernadette told Josh about Dylan!”

“Holy shit!”

“Exactly!” 

Another text arrived and then another. Angie’s eyes moved as she scanned. “Okay, she didn’t tell him everything. She admitted to blowing Dylan on her Vegas trip and hinted to she may have done it more than once.”

“How’d he take it?”

“HA! She says he was hurt and pissed for a day but then fucked her brains out that night. They talked about it and he gave her permission to suck other cocks if she tells him all the details. That sounds familiar.” 

I shoved her shoulder with my shoulder. 

“I wondered about him,” I said. “I remember he said something at the wedding reception that got me thinking he may be one of us guys.”

“Yep. Bernie mentioned Josh is on the small side and self-conscious about it. He worries about keeping her happy. She tells him she is totally happy but he’s feeling like this way she gets the best of every world.”

“I can see his point,” I added.

“Shut up. Your big dick is perfect.”

I smiled.

“This morning he told her he loves it when other guys want her and when he catches her checking out other guys. He says he doesn’t want it to go any farther than blowjobs but Bernie suspects she could push and he would give in. She wants to proceed slowly and not freak out her new husband. This is great news!”

It was a Saturday morning and we had been on our way out for breakfast. The ride to the restaurant was unusually quiet. As we pulled into the parking lot, Angela spoke.

“Do you miss it?”

Of course, I knew what she was asking. I thought for a moment then nodded. 

“Yes, sometimes more than other times. I’ll go long periods without thinking about it but it always comes back around. You?”

“Yes. Like you; not at all and then a lot. Those were crazy times. Thank God I didn’t get pregnant.”

“That would have been so strange.”

“Yeah.” 

We both fell silent. Neither of us made a move to get out of the car and head into the restaurant. Angie chuckled.

“I just remembered I promised to sleep with Josh so Bernie didn’t feel as guilty. Glad she didn’t make me follow through on that one. He’s cute but that little penis would kill my fun. I like cock more than men. I never would have given Reggie a second of my time except he dropped his pants. I’m so bad.”

I wondered about something.

“Why did Bernie admit after all this time she fooled around with Dylan while in Vegas? How did it come up? That was almost a year ago. I’d have thought she was in the clear.”

“She felt guilty. I guess it kept building in her until she couldn’t stand it. Also, he started hinting he would like her to start dressing sexier and flirting with other guys. One night they have a little too much to drink and boom, she confesses, sort of.”

“Is Josh angry with you?”

“No, she told him I tried to stop her. She told Josh she drank too much wine while out to dinner with me and she flirted with a hot college guy. One thing led to another and she slipped away from me and sucked him off in his car. Josh got hard when he heard her story.”

We both fell silent again. Short video clips of Angela and Bernadette fucking other men zipped through my mind. My penis stirred. I shook my head. 

“You’re imagining me getting fucked, aren’t you?”

No point in denying it. “Yes.”

“Good. Let’s go get breakfast, I’m starving.”





  
 


Chapter 9
Two days later, Bernie texted Angela. She said she and Josh were planning to visit Vegas and asked if they could stay with us. They both had a four-day weekend coming up and Josh hadn’t visited Vegas in years. Angie asked what I thought and I said fine with me. She agreed. Bernadette thanked us both and said they’d arrive in three weeks. 

I must confess, I loved the idea of sexy Bernie walking around our home again. I knew nothing sexual would happen, especially with Josh there, but just having Bernie around again would spice things up.

As the date approached I felt surprisingly nervous, but I had no idea why. 

We picked them up from the airport and suggested food but they had both worked that day and wanted to shower and freshen up and then all of us go out. Angie and I waited for them as they got ready upstairs.

“I’m nervous,” I finally admitted. 

“I am too,” Angie confessed. “Why? Nothing is going to happen. I thought this feeling would just go away but instead it’s getting stronger.”

“Same here. I think for me because I associate Bernie with our wild phase. Now she’s back and I subconsciously expect the wild phase is back too. Mentally I know it’s not true but I’m still responding to it.”

“I think you’re right. Let’s just forget about it. As time passes and nothing happens we’ll relax.”

“That’s a good plan. I’ll make us all a drink.” 

“Good idea,” Angie noted. She looked at her reflection in the window. “I’m going to change my clothes.”

Before too long Joshua and Bernadette came downstairs ready to go. Bernie looked amazing; short black skirt and shear white top, black demi-bra and black high heels. Josh wore a tweed blazer, white polo and jeans. I handed him his drink and crossed the room to Bernie and as I drew closer I realized the bra was as shear as the top and in the right light, like now, her small nipples were visible through both layers. My balls tightened. Fuck she’s sexy.

I let them know I’d be right back and I headed for the master bedroom to give Angie her drink. She had put on a simple knee-length black dress but when I told her what Bernie was wearing she stopped. A finger came up and tapped her lips.

“Okay,” she stated, taking the drink from my hand. “Thank you for this. Let them know I’ll be right down.”

The three of us chatted until Angela reappeared. Like Bernie, she now wore a short skirt but hers was deep blue. Angie’s cream top was also shear but not nearly as see-through as Bernie’s and I quickly ascertained why; Angie wore no bra. In the right light her nipples showed as well. The girls hugged and fawned over each other and I spotted Bernie looking through Angie’s blouse. I ushered all of them out of the room and into the car and when Josh finally noticed he could see through Angie’s top he finished the rest of his whiskey in one gulp. I caught him staring several more times on the way to the club. 

 We valeted and I tipped the doorman to get us a booth with bottle service. We were early so the club was not yet in full swing. The four of us sat and talked, filling in the gaps with what we all knew about each other. Josh worked for a large California bank in their accounting department. He led a small team and enjoyed his job and they paid him well and only required him to travel every now and then. Bernie contemplated a return to teaching.

Every time one of the girls leaned forward to talk over the music, their tops fell open and flashed us a delightful view of exceptional cleavage. I enjoyed watching Josh try to keep his cool while ogling my wife’s amazing tits. 

After a while I discreetly slipped my hand up Angie’s thigh while she was in conversation with Josh. She played it cool. When I discovered she wore no panties it was my turn to play it cool. I brushed her pussy lips with my fingertips and then retreated. She almost lost it and flashed me a hard stare. 

The DJ started a great dance song and the girls looked at each other and slid from the booth, joining the huge crowd already dancing. Josh and I slid around so we could watch them. Holy shit our women were sexy. 

The club had gotten busier and the music had gotten louder so I had to shout when I pointed at our wives and said, “We are lucky men!”

Josh nodded his agreement. They looked amazing and we weren’t the only ones that thought so; I noticed many faces aimed at them. 

The club turned on the dry ice machine and fog poured from the rafters. The crowd swirled and we lost sight of or women for a while and when it next parted each woman was dancing with a man. Josh opened his eyes wide and took another gulp from his drink, his gaze riveted to his sexy wife as she danced with a total stranger. I understood how he felt and watching him buffeted by waves of conflicting emotions stirred those same emotions in me.

Angie’s partner was taller than me and looked built. His jet-black hair was slicked back. They were laughing and trying to talk over the music. He moved in closer and cupped her ear and my stomach tightened as she placed a hand on his shoulder and listened.  I don’t know what he said but she was smiling broadly as she stepped back, shook her head, and showed him her wedding ring. 

Josh looked tortured. Bernie had turned her back to her man, a handsome Latino, and had closed the gap between them. Bernadette’s ass passed dangerously close to Latino’s crotch with every beat of music. I caught the attention of our waitress and ordered two more drinks for everyone. Josh was going through his pretty fast. The crowd moved again and we lost them in it.

When our drinks arrived, Josh thanked me and gulped his first one and then sipped the second. The club was packed now. This time when the throng opened, our women were nowhere to be seen. Angst flooded my belly. Josh stood abruptly, scanning the crowd. I put a hand on his shoulder. The colored spotlights whirled around the room making it even more difficult to see them. 

“No worries,” I said. “They probably just made a trip to the restroom.”

Josh smiled weakly.

I wished I felt as sure as I sounded. 

Just as I started to contemplate looking for them, the crowd parted and our women reappeared, but they weren’t alone. Their faces beaming like high school cheerleaders, Angie and Bernie led Latino and Slicked-Back by the hand back to our table. Josh froze but I stood and shook hands. Latino turned out to be named Lalo and Slicked-Back called himself Brandon. They were both in town all week for the CES convention. 

The women took the middle spots so they had a man on each side. Josh still had the dear in the headlights thing going on so I began the conversation, slowly pulling him in. After a while he mostly came around but he never fully got the hang of it. He was stunned that Bernadette had picked up a man right in front of him. The five of us chatted freely with Josh occasionally squeaking an answer to a question. 

Bernadette looked smitten with her new friend. Angie squeezed my thigh under the table and I thought it was because she was drawing my attention to Bernie batting her eyes at Lalo, but then I saw movement in her lap. It took me a moment before I realized under the tablecloth Brandon had slipped his hand onto Angie’s bare thigh. My heart started pounding. 

Lalo spoke with an accent and Bernie seemed enchanted. She clung to his every word. He spoke a lot with his hands so I knew Josh didn’t have to worry about Lalo feeling up Bernie. I put my arm across Angie’s shoulder, just to send a message, but Brandon kept his hand where it was. I felt Angie tense a moment later and by the movement of the tablecloth I knew Brandon had moved his hand higher. Angie was frozen from the waist down. She turned her eyes to me, asking what she should do. Her body temperature was climbing fast.

I had to admit, Lalo and Brandon were entertaining. I’d guess they came from a sales background and had known each other a long time. They kept the conversation lively and flowing and all of us laughing. 

I felt Angie jump and heard her utter a quiet gasp. She quickly reached for her drink, keeping her eyes down. Brandon turned a little to face Josh at the end of the table and asked him a question about banking and I saw the tablecloth in Angie’s lap subtly move back and forth. I was sure he had discovered my wife wore no panties. He was probably petting her pussy or possibly even had a finger moving in her. 

So here I was again. A man was slowly advancing on my wife and I needed to do something about it. I could make a scene. I could embarrass Brandon and Angie, not to mention Bernie, Josh, and Lalo. Fuck Lalo, he was with Brandon. I could throw a punch and defend Angie’s honor and probably get my ass kicked as there was two of them and Josh looked useless. At the least the club would throw us out and likely ban us, at the worst I’d spend the night in jail. I realized that debating my reaction told me something about how I felt. If I were truly outraged, like most husbands in my position, I would have thrown the punch without thinking about it first. 

Angie took a deep, slow breath, held it for a moment, and then let it out. Whatever Brandon was doing to her under the table, he was certainly doing it well. Angel’s cheeks were flush and her eyes big. She turned them on me again, imploring me to do something, begging me to give her some sign about how I felt, beseeching me to help; she was floundering, trapped between what she wanted and what she knew she was supposed to want.

But I was in the same boat as she. Her arousal excited me. I did not care that I was not the author of it. In fact, I was thrilled that I was not. Good God she’s sexy when she’s turned on. Brandon desired her so badly he was willing to risk a lot in pursuit of her. I know she loved that. 

A quick glance around the table showed me Bernadette and Joshua found themselves in a similar situation. Lalo had leaned in close to Bernie and was whispering something sweet into her ear. Poor Josh looked distressed and anguished as his lovely new bride openly flirted with another man but I also saw arousal behind his eyes. Such torturous conflict! 

I saw Joshua’s eyes grow wide and looked where he was looking. Lalo had rested his forearm on the table and because of the way he and Bernie were seated, this brought his hand to within an inch of Bernie’s breast. Josh reached for his tumbler of whiskey and missed. He checked to see if anyone had noticed and saw me watching the three of them. This prompted him to glance at Brandon and Angie and he immediately knew something was happening there. His eyes scrutinized her face and then traveled down her body, lingering on her almost visible breasts and nipples, and then continued down to the table’s edge. I saw him squint and then realize Brandon was touching my wife under the table. His eyes darted to me. My smile told him not only was I aware of what was happening, I was fine with it. He swallowed hard. 

As we returned our attention to Bernie we discovered Lalo had slipped his fingertips inside the V-neck of her top and was lightly brushing the curve of her boob. Bernadette’s eyelids fluttered a bit and she bit her bottom lip. Lalo turned and locked eyes with Joshua and when he received no protest, he gently caressed Bernie’s breast, then lifted it out of her demi-cup. 

Fortunately for us, the club was dark except for brilliant dancing lights shooting all around, which made it harder to see, and dry ice smoke falling from the ceiling. Our highbacked booth shielded us further. We had enough light to see around our table but it was virtually impossible to see even into the next booth over. Lalo nuzzled Bernie’s neck, kissing an ear, nibbling her nape. Her eyes were closed now and she was absorbing every sensual moment. 

Angie moaned. I whipped my head around and she met my eyes. Intense desire raged in hers and she discreetly pulled the tablecloth aside an inch or two to show me Brandon’s hand under her skirt. 

“Tell me what to do, Baby,” she breathed. “Do you want him to stop? I know we said we wouldn’t do this again but he’s soooooo attractive. I have no willpower. You must stop him. I can’t.”

I said nothing. I sipped my Jack Daniels. Brandon kissed Angie’s cheek. Brandon kissed the corner of her mouth.

“Well?” she asked me. “Honey?”

I took another sip. I could not decide; I craved it and I loathed it. I desired it and I feared it. I wanted Angela to want it.

Brandon checked on Lalo’s progress and saw he massaged Bernie’s tit. Emboldened, he reached inside my wife’s top and cupped her breast too. Angie gave me a panicked look. She was obviously losing control. She wanted to be guilt free. She wanted me to tell her to okay. She wanted my permission. I wanted her to be unable to resist. I wanted to see the slut in her rise and take control. She wanted it to be my idea and I wanted it to be hers.

Bernadette moaned and all three of us looked at her. Lalo had a hand under the table now too and Bernie had both hands locked onto his arm.  Both her tits were out of her bra but still under her shear top and Lalo was obviously finger-fucking her. Josh was staring and discreetly rubbing himself. So far, our group had gotten away with a lot but Vegas clubs have their limit. I considered suggesting we all move to a room upstairs but that would make it my idea and Angie could always say she thought that’s what I wanted. I kept my mouth closed and tried to think of a better plan. As fate would have it, I didn’t have to.

Lalo spoke. “Um, guys, things are heating up here and people are starting to notice. Brandon and I have a room upstairs and champagne chilling. How about we continue this party in our suite?”

Before any of us could respond, Josh said, “Yes! That sounds great. I mean okay, why don’t we do that? Bernie? Is that okay with you?”

Bernadette held Josh with her dreamy eyes. “Do you know what you’re saying, Sweetheart? Do you know what you’re agreeing to?”

Josh stared at her blankly. His brain would not allow him to put into words everything going through his head at that moment. He wanted to answer his wife but was too overwhelmed. I sympathized. The memory of that first night when Alex fucked Angie was still fresh and exhilarating, but I remember how difficult it was to watch at the time. It tears you up at the same time it excites you. 

I decided to save him. “Who can say what the future holds? Let’s advance one step at a time. No harm in that, right?” I said it to our group but I was looking at Angie. “All we know for certain is this place is crowded and loud and sweltering. Let’s go upstairs and relax, have a few drinks. We can always come back down here if we want.”

Josh nodded rapidly. 

We left the club heading for the elevators. I intentionally left my desires vague. I wanted Angela to make her own choices. Brandon, Angie, and I walked ahead of Bernadette, Josh, and Lalo. Angie was between the two men and first held my hand and then took Brandon’s hand too. Behind us Bernie followed suit, holding her husband’s hand and Lalo’s at the same time. The people we passed in the hall gave us funny looks and one woman even left her husband and turned around, following us like she wanted to join in. We all had a good laugh. 

The elevator ride was intense. It was just the six of us and as soon as the doors closed Lalo held Bernie’s face and kissed her mouth. She was still holding Joshua’s hand. She returned his kiss matching his passion and slipped her tongue into his mouth. When Lalo slipped a hand inside Bernie’s top she moaned. He withdrew both her big breasts and kneaded them, teasing the nipple. Josh was riveted, his pants tented. 

Angie rested her head on my chest, watching them but still holding Brandon’s hand. I must admit she was turning me on. Did I want to watch her get fucked? Was I ready to head down that road again? I thought about all the torturous emotions and insecurities I knew would arise. In the heat of the moment there was nothing like it, but afterwards, and the days that followed; my guts were always in knots. Fear and doubt assailed me. Jealousy gnawed my bones.

The elevator stopped and the doors opened. Lalo led the way to their suite.  Once inside, Brandon passed around flutes of champagne and we all toasted the Wild Vegas Life. After our sip Angie kissed me and then turned her head and kissed Brandon. Bernadette did the same with Lalo and Josh. 

“Brandon,” Angie said, “Show me the view from the balcony.”

“With pleasure.”

All of us watched as Brandon led Angie by the hand into the other room. I heard the sliding glass door open and their voices drop to a muffle. Bernadette turned her attention to making out with Lalo.

Josh and I stared at each other awkwardly. 

“Let’s look around,” I suggested.

We walked into a nearby bedroom. One wall was completely glass and we looked down on the beautiful city.

“What happens now?” Josh asked. “I’m dying inside. I want to grab Bernie and run but I also want to see what happens next. I feel so weird. I’m turned on but also scared. Bernie is shocking the shit out of me. Have you ever done something like this?”

I was about to reply when I noticed from where I stood, the balcony was visible. Angie leaned against the railing as the wind blew her hair. Brandon was behind her, kissing her nape. Her hard nipples strained the thin fabric. She wasn’t encouraging him but she wasn’t telling him no either. My wife looked stunning. She was powerfully feminine and sexy. Her legs were a little more than shoulder width apart and her skirt rode up her strong thighs. Brandon dropped his hands to her legs and slowly drew his fingertips up her bare skin. She shivered and tilted her head back against his chest. 

“Have you? Ever?” Josh asked again. 

I shook my head and faced him.

“Yes,” I answered. “A couple times. It’s the most exciting thing you’ve ever witnessed but it can fuck with your head. Bernadette will be sexier than you’ve ever seen her but it will forever change the way you look at her. It may bring you closer, it may ruin you, and there is no way of knowing in advance which. Once you’ve seen something, it’s in your mind forever.”

“Are you going to allow that guy to fuck Angie? If you let him fuck Angie, I’ll let Lalo fuck Bernie. You only live once, right?”

“Right.” 

Joshua’s mouth was so dry it stuck when he spoke. His pupils were huge. His cheeks flush. I stole a glance at the front of his pants and not only were they tented, a small spot of moisture seeped through. 

Okay, I thought, Joshua’s right. I’ll give Angela the green light. I’ll tell her let’s do this one last time, for us, and for Josh and Bernie.

I turned to leave the room but Angie and Brandon stood in the doorway. All four of us stared, waiting for the other to speak. 

“Baby,” Angie finally said, “I love you and I always will. I’ll never leave you. I hope you can forgive me but I can’t stand it anymore. I want Brandon to fuck me. I need him to fuck me. I’m attracted to him. Please forgive me, I know I’m a little slut, but I’m your little slut, and I’m so hot for him right now I might explode.”

We held each other’s eyes for a moment. I saw that if I told her no, absolutely not, and I really and seriously did not want her to; she’d leave with me right now and not look back. But I also saw in her yes that she was truly hoping I’d allow it. 

“Please, Baby? Scott? Just one last time?”

I reached down and pulled back the covers on the bed. She melted and in two steps had her arms around my neck and her lips pressed against mine. From the corner of my eye I saw Brandon disrobing. When Angie and I finished kissing I whispered “Go ahead without me, I’ll be back in a little while, Josh needs my help.” I saw in her eyes she worried I was going to fuck Bernadette. 

“No, Baby,” I reassured her, “I’m going to hold Joshua’s hand while Lalo fucks Bernie. Josh wants to see it and I’m going to make sure he does.”

She gave me a crooked smile. “Hurry back, I’m feeling extra slutty and I want you to be here for it.”

I pecked her cheek and turned to lead Joshua away and as I did naked Brandon walked up to Angie. My eyes went to his half-erect penis and so did Angie’s. He was a little longer than me but much thicker. I knew that dick would make my wife cum and cum. A wave of reluctance swept over me but if Angie saw it, she ignored it, dropping instead to her knees and reverently kissing Brandon’s cock. Josh looked thunderstruck. His eyes were as big as plums. I had to tug his sleeve to get him to come with me. 

“You’re sure?” I asked as we crossed the suite. It was the only time I was going to ask.

“Um, yes.”

We entered the room with Bernadette and Lalo. They had seated themselves on the couch and were making out. Both of Bernie’s big tits were out and Lalo alternated between kissing them and kissing her lips. When Bernie saw us she reached out to Josh.

“My cute husband,” she said. “Can Lalo fuck me, Darling? Tell me what you want. Tell me you want this too.”

“I do,” Josh answered, his voice hoarse with strain. “I do Bernie-Baby. I’m so turned on right now. I want this man to fuck you. I want to watch you getting fucked.”

Bernadette breathed a sigh of relief and gave Lalo a nod. Lalo stood and undressed quickly. We all watched. When his pants came down his underwear did too and as his cock came into view I was shocked; he was big. He was big. He was Daniel big. He was Dylan big. His olive skin was darker on the thick shaft; his two big balls hung low and heavy. I glanced at Josh and he was staring at that cock and those balls and I’m sure he was realizing all the rules and details he and Bernie hadn’t discussed and wondering if now was the time to bring such things up. His face was a frozen mask of awareness. Lalo was about to fuck his new bride and Josh was only now considering all the possibilities of that. 

“Undress your wife for me,” Lalo ordered. 

Bernie quickly stood to make it easier. She could not take her eyes off Lalo for even a second. Joshua was forgotten. She seemed especially captivated by the look of his large penis. I remembered Angie saying Reggie had been too big and Bernadette disagreeing. I knew she loved large but Josh was about to be blindsided. Josh was about to learn the hard way what his lovely bride preferred.

Like a robot, Josh moved behind Bernie and helped her undress. He was obviously desperate to say something but like me all those months ago when I was in his shoes, he kept his mouth shut. Bernie stepped out of her skirt and then her shoes and was now nude before three men. She was breathing hard with her arousal. I watched her tits rise and fall. Her inner pussy lips were already peeking out. Lalo held out a hand and Bernie floated to him. 

“Should we go to the other bedroom?” she asked. 

Lalo was looking at Josh when he answered. “No, Baby, I can’t wait that long. I want you right now and right here. This way your husband can see.”

Ouch. Bastard.

Bernie leaned in and kissed Lalo. His big cock poked her in the stomach. Josh’s eyes were bulging.  Bernie slipped her fingers around Lalo’s wide shaft. She held him in her tiny palm and admired him, hefted the weight of him. 

I noticed Josh, trying to be sly, discreetly rub the front of his pants.

“I have an idea,” I volunteered, turning to Josh. “We should get undressed too. That way everyone is naked.”

I thought Josh was going to be sick. He started to protest but Lalo and Bernadette overruled him, just like I knew they would. Mortified, he undressed too. When Lalo saw Joshua’s stiff but meager package, understanding dawned behind his eyes. A cruel smile split his face. Josh checked to see what I had and rolled his eyes. He was the smallest by far. I felt bad for making him strip but I suspected deep down he liked the humiliation and his pulsing penis confirmed my suspicions. 

“Bernadette,” I said, “I bet you’re dying to suck Lalo’s big dick.”

She laughed. Her face lit up.

“I really am!”

Lalo beamed.

“Then get on your knees and get to it,” I instructed. “Josh, you get down there too to help hold her hair back.”

She didn’t need her hair held back; I just wanted Josh as close as possible when Lalo’s big cock went into Bernie’s mouth. Josh did as I said.

“Put your hand on the back of her head,” I added. “Push her mouth down on him.”

Again, he did as instructed. I loved my sense of control and power.

“Now use your other hand to hold his dick and aim it at her face.”

I said it casually; like that kind of thing was done all the time. All three of them hesitated half a second but then Josh circled his fingers at the base of Lalo’s cock and Bernadette moaned deeply watching him do it and Lalo breathed an, “Oh hell yeah,” and eased his hips forward. Bernie opened her mouth and Josh guided Lalo’s fat cock in, his hand on the back of her head gently pushing her forward. 

That moment is forever burned into my memory. 

Without any further encouragement Josh began stroking Lalo into her mouth. Soon he was into it; sliding his hand in time along the slippery length of him, twisting his fist around the crown before sliding back down to the base. Lalo braced himself on their head’s. Bernie sucked hard, pulling cum up from his nuts. Lalo groaned and started talking. “Suck it you gorgeous bitch. Holy fuck you’re hot. I like your old man jerking me into your mouth. That’s some nasty kinky shit.”

Bernie was so turned on she had dropped a hand down between her legs and was playing with her pussy, rubbing her clitoris and finger-fucking herself, moaning like she was about to cum.

When she moved her mouth underneath Lalo’s shaft to suck his balls, the shaft angled at Josh’s face. Josh was doing his deer-headlights thing again and Lalo’s cock bumped his cheek, then his chin, and then his lips. When it came at him the next time, he opened his mouth and closed his eyes and accepted it. Lalo was watching him but Bernie, busy underneath, had no idea. Lalo just closed his eyes and shrugged, enjoying the sensation of two mouths on his dick. When Bernadette noticed, she stopped and gawked, but only for a moment. Apparently, the sight turned her on a lot because her hand sped up. Josh opened his eyes to watch her and she joined her husband on the end of Lalo’s cock. Both sucked like whores. 

Hot. 

Lalo looked in no hurry to cum so I left them all there and walked back to Angie’s room.  

Brandon had Angie out on the balcony again and was standing up, fucking her from behind. Her arms were stiff as she braced herself against the handrail and sensuously rolled her hips down each time he buried his cock up into her. Only his big wagging balls were visible outside her body. Her large tits bounced with each shared thrust. I pulled up a chair and sat, playing with my erection as I watched my sexy wife fuck her handsome stud. It took her a minute or two to notice me and when she did she smiled before reaching back to kiss Brandon over a shoulder. 

Something felt different and it took me a minute or two to figure out what. Although earlier Angie had declared she felt especially slutty, that’s not what I was seeing. Angie and Brandon clicked. They had chemistry. Angie found Brandon exceptionally attractive and desirable. She wasn’t fucking him, they were making love. He captivated her; the sound of his voice, his sense of humor, his hard body and fat cock, his handsome face and big, warm eyes. She loved his intelligence and poise. They were sharing sweet conversation and had been all night. Angie kept forgetting I was in the room as Brandon filled her mind, pushing every other thought out. 

This was different from fucking Victor. She had a history with Victor. They shared a comfortable passion. With Brandon, an energy was present that had been absent with Victor. Like that spark when you meet someone special. Brandon and Angie both felt it and knew what was happening between them, and that drove them higher. I swear I was watching them fall in love.

I realized if she wasn’t with me, if she’d never met me, Brandon was someone she would have had a relationship with. I found this new understanding disturbing and threatening. I watched them and saw how Angie responded to him. This was way more than sex. Her excitement was beyond the thrill of someone new or how handsome he was. She liked him. She was deeply attracted to him. She was hungry for his touch. She wanted to please him.

This new understanding made their sex so much more difficult to watch. Each tender kiss and loving caress drove a stake through my heart. My chest was squeezed by a giant fist. I had trouble breathing. She hadn’t looked at me in a long time. I saw on her face how she was falling for him and falling hard. Human chemistry is a mysterious thing. Brandon rolled onto his back and Angie rode his cock smooth and deep. Her big tits swayed slowly side to side. 

Their eyes never left each other. Their fingers intertwined. Their kisses were deep and from the heart. I felt like I was witnessing the moment I lost my wife and as testament to how twisted and deep my fetish ran, I was still rock hard. 

Eventually Angie came around enough to realize she was neglecting me. She gave me a reassuring smile but saw something in my eyes and the smile died on her lips. I saw her attention turn inward, imagining the last forty-five minutes through my eyes and when she came back she looked worried. Then she knew I knew. As her hips rose and fell on Brandon’s fat shaft, I saw tears fill her eyes.

“I’m sorry,” she mouthed. “I’m so sorry.”

Brandon knew and glanced over at me. 

“What’s happening? Why are you crying?” he asked. “Should we stop?”

Angie gently rested a hand against the side of his face.

“No, Lover,” she murmured. “Don’t worry. Everything’s fine. Keep going.”

Brandon didn’t understand but he kept going. What man wouldn’t? Angie let her head fall back and her long brown hair brushed Brandon’s thighs. She rocked her hips to rub her pussy against his abs. Her quick little gasps told me she would cum soon. 

She would not look at me.

When she came, it was spectacular and it lasted a long, long time. She rammed her hips down, jamming every inch of Brandon’s massive weapon up into her guts. Her whole body jumped and jerked. Her juices gushed around his cock and dripped down his balls and she cried out and held on as she was seemingly electrocuted with fifty-thousand volts. Brandon steadied her and just let her explode all over him. At the end her cries turned into sobbing and she buried her face in her hands.

But she did not roll off him. Her long hair hid her face. She leaned down and they kissed softly and sweetly. He murmured sweet things to my wife, soothing her, calming her. He dried her face. They spoke in soft tones. After several minutes her pelvis began to slow-rock again. She turned to me.

“Scott, you may not want to watch this. Maybe you should leave us for a little while? Give us some privacy?”

I nodded slowly. My eyes were drawn to the tight seal her pussy lips made around his incredibly thick cock. I stood like a zombie and shuffled from the room, pulling the door behind me. I left it open just a tiny crack. 

What the fuck just happened? Did I roll the “fuck my wife” dice one time too many? Emotions always accompany sex. This is especially true for women. I suspected I’d been flirting with this outcome every time Angie had sex with someone else and I hadn’t known it. I had to admit the risk was part of the thrill so I had no one to blame but myself. At that very moment my wife was making sweet love to another man and it was my fault. I could have prevented it. My mouth tasted sour and a boulder sat in my guts.

From the other room Bernadette cried out and the sound drew my attention. As I stepped through the doorway I was shocked to see Bernie and Josh locked in a sixty-nine position while Lalo fucked her from behind. Josh alternated between sucking Lalo’s balls and licking Bernie’s clit. They view he had of Lalo’s cock plunging into his wife must have been amazing. 

I dropped into a chair but they all ignored me. After a while Lalo moved onto his back and held his huge cock straight up. Husband and wife dove on it, sucking and licking as one, kissing and chuckling. Such a happy couple. I was glad they found something they both loved and could share. 

Lalo put his arms across their backs as Josh and Bernadette worked him up and down. It seemed to me Bernie was trying to make Lalo cum and wanted Josh to swallow it, which seemed wild to me. Prior to tonight I had no idea Joshua would do such a thing but seeing is believing. He loved Lalo’s big cock almost as much as Bernie did. Almost, but not quite. Bernadette was fascinated and infatuated with that huge slab of beef. Angie was a size-queen but Bernie had her beat. Like Angie, Bernie lost herself around large penis. 

Angie. Angela, my wife. I looked across the room at the door to her bedroom. Of course, the thought of busting in and trying to take my wife back occurred to me. If Brandon had been forcing himself I would have stopped him, but he wasn’t. My wife was giving herself to him and I couldn’t make her not want to do that. My gut told me to let it play out and face her on the other side. I asked myself if I wanted her back after this and I did. I just hoped she wasn’t lost to me forever. 

On the bed, Bernie sucked Josh’s penis as he lowered himself onto Lalo’s cock in a reverse-cowgirl position.  The sounds coming out of Joshua’s throat were intense. His small penis was brilliant pink and throbbing and he appeared to be overwhelmed with pleasure.  

I moved to the desk and located hotel pen and paper. I scrawled Angie a quick note letting her know I saw what happened and recognized it for what it truly was. I told her I would be at home, waiting to hear from her. I left the note just outside her door. I dressed and as I left the suite I heard Angie give another deep cry of release. 

I drove home.

I changed into my robe. I tried to sleep but of course I couldn’t; what if Angie never came home? Every time I closed my eyes I saw Angie and Brandon moving as one. Time passed slowly. When my cell rang about three hours later my heart jumped. I took a calming breath before answering.

Angie sounded tentative and cautious, asking how I was. I went straight to the heart of the matter and she confirmed it. She assured me she was as surprised by her reaction as I was and apologized again and again. 

I told her she needed to come home so we could talk about this face to face. She told me no. She said she would be home but couldn’t tell me when. She wasn’t ready to end her time with him. She promised me she would call again when she was headed home. We ended the call with a mutual I love you. 

I masturbated four times in the next two hours, each orgasm more powerful than the last. What the fuck is wrong with me? 

I dozed for an hour. When I awoke, I wandered our dark house looking at our collected meaningful objects, now strangely alien to me, like I was prowling the home of someone else. I knew at that moment, just a few miles away, Angie was lying in another man’s arms, kissing him, making love with him. I poured myself a whiskey and dropped into my big reading chair and tilted my head back, closing my eyes. 

The memory of Angie worshiping Brandon’s cock appeared and I was too exhausted to stop it. I saw how she tenderly sucked the crown and licked the shaft. Her loving eyes never left his. She wanted so much to please and satisfy him. She loved submitting to him. She wanted him to see he owned her, she was his. When my penis rose yet again I jerked it, coming quickly. My sick fetish fueled my erotic lust. I had no control over it. Emotional anguish from this source makes my dick hard. 

My phone woke me. I was still seated in my big chair. The ice in my nearby drink had melted. 

“Hi,” Angie said, uncertain and hesitant. 

“Hello,” I replied.

“I’m coming home now. I’m in a taxi. I’ll almost there.”

“Okay. Let’s talk when you get here.”

“Okay. I love you.”

I hate to admit my heart skipped a beat when she said that, but it did. I knew it was no guarantee though so I shut that skip down.

“I love you too,” I calmly answered.

We were both silent with unspoken feelings until Angie said, “Well, see you in a minute,” and hung up. 

I wrapped my robe around me and tightened the sash. Soon I heard the front door open and close, the dead bolt shoot, her keys hit the tray, and her shoes hit the floor. Silence for a second and then the shush-shushing of her skirt as she walked. When she entered the room, she stopped, and that hurt. No coming and hugging me, just a cold regarding. I waited for her to speak.

“You okay?” she finally asked.

“Fine.” 

She nodded a few times. She twice opened her mouth to speak but changed her mind and closed it. At last she found a sentence she was happy with.

“I royally fucked up,” she admitted.

I ignored my rush of adrenaline and held myself still. I’m tough, I’m strong, I have pride, and I’m in the right. 

“Brandon is amazing, I can’t deny that. I am powerfully drawn to him.” 

Ouch. 

“I’m so sorry to put you through that. The longer I spent with him the more I realized; he’s no Scott. Maybe if I’d never met you I’d be with him, but I have met you and you’re perfect for me. That makes him second best. I let myself get caught up in how much I wanted him, how hot he is, that wonderful cock…I’m sorry. I know I hurt you and I’m sorry. I scratched that itch. I spent enough time with him and we talked, in between the sex, and I began to see him as just a man. I realized how swept away I’d allowed myself to get.”

She crossed the carpet and stood less than a foot from me.

“Will you take me back?”

She looked amazing. Totally vulnerable with big hopeful eyes, her hair was a mess from Brandon’s fucking. Her lips were swollen from sucking cock and her nipples, visible through her top, were obviously puffy and tender. I knew her womb was filled with his seed. 

She had lost all self-control in another man’s arms. Lust had captured her and she had set aside all our rules, her concern for my feelings, her promises and reassurances, her vows. Utterly selfish, she had blindly pursued what she wanted most. If I took her back, how would I know with certainty she’d never do it again? What happens when she meets the next man that charms her like Brandon did? What guarantees could she give me?

None. Of course she couldn’t. Life doesn’t work that way. 

So, I could reject her now and protect myself, but wasn’t that like cutting off an arm to prevent it from ever breaking?  At the end of the day, if she chose me, didn’t I win? I may be battered and bruised but didn’t I win? She still loved me; she was still in-love with me. She is human and there are other attractive men in the world. 

I felt like we’d survived a test. I must be honest; it had hurt, a lot. I wondered if this was something I should just expect every great now and then. My gut told me it probably was. I did not look forward to that but the alternative was she stopped taking new lovers forever. 

I opened my arms and hugged her tightly. She started to cry but stopped herself. She looked up into my face and asked if I could ever forgive her and I kissed her lips and told her I already had. We stood and hugged for a while and then she tried to lead me to the bedroom. When I hesitated, she asked what was wrong and I told her about masturbating five times while I waited for her. She looked shocked.

“You are a complex and interesting man,” she muttered, shaking her head. She led me to bed anyway and we just slept for twelve hours. 

When we awoke, we discovered Bernadette and Joshua had left us several messages. We picked them up from Lalo’s hotel lobby. He was waiting with them. Both men held Bernie’s hands. They waved goodbye to Lalo as we all drove to lunch. 

At the restaurant, they were like little kids describing their day spent at Disneyland. All the barriers between them had been smashed and they felt closer than ever. Bernie was radiant. Josh was shy and embarrassed. Josh blushed furiously and tried to explain but we all just ended up laughing. 

Fucking Vegas, right?

“Josh and I want explore every facet of this lifestyle,” Bernadette gushed. “We think this is so exciting. Last night was so crazy. Tonight, I’m going on a date with Lalo but without Josh. Can you imagine?” She turned to kiss Josh before continuing. “My poor husband will be going crazy waiting for me to get home!”

Angie and I looked at each other. Oh, the irony. 

“So what happened with you two last night?” Josh asked. “We were too busy to keep track. Did you guys have a good time too?”

I smiled. “It had its moments.” 

Angie looked at the tablecloth.

Josh continued. “If you don’t mind my asking, Angie, did you fuck Brandon?”

I turned to look at my wife. “Yeah, Honey, did you fuck Brandon?”

She didn’t miss a beat. Bitch. “To within an inch of his life,” she responded. “And all night long. He’s an amazing stud and oh my God his cock is so thick and hard.” She covered my hand with hers and patted it. “My poor husband couldn’t take it and had to leave the room. It was too much for him.”

Bernie and Josh looked at me.

“All true,” I confessed.

The four of us talked about everything. Josh had loosened up. I liked him more now. As they spoke I understood Bernadette and Joshua would never encounter the same problem Angie and I had. Bernie was more like a man sexually; fucking was fucking and making love was making love. Her emotions did not get as involved as Angie’s. I realized I would feel the fear every time Angie took a new lover, but that the fear was not strong enough to make me stop. My fetish ran deeper than that. I was a man obsessed. I knew Angie was hooked too. She’d never stop wanting the excitement of new men. I felt waves of trepidation and satisfaction pass through me. Even if she had left me for Brandon, she would have cheated on Brandon. Ha! Fucker. Angie and I were perfect for each other. 

When I looked up from my meatball sandwich, Angie was gazing at me with loving eyes. I held her hand under the table. 

Bernie gulped her soda and munched her chips. Between swallows she asked, “Are you two going to join us tonight? You ready for a new man Angie?”

“Ha! No, I’m pretty worn out from last night. We’ll keep Josh company while you are out with Lalo. Poor guy shouldn’t go through all that alone.”





  
 


Chapter 10
That night, as all of us prepared for our evening out, I told Angela I needed to talk to Josh and I’d be right back. As I approached their closed bedroom door I heard Bernie sucking his dick so I turned around and went right back. When I reached our bathroom door I heard water running and peaked in. Angie was shaving her pussy completely bare. She always keeps herself closely trimmed but I’d come to understand shaving completely was something she only did when she was expecting someone new. 

Fear and suspicion reared their heads. My blood turned cool. Was she being playful or deceptive? I shook my head. No way could I go through this every time. I stepped into the bathroom. She heard me and her head flew up. After a moment of panic, she settled into calm confidence.

“Busted!” she said. “You caught me.”

“So you’ve changed your mind about tonight? Are you thinking now maybe you will meet someone new? I thought Brandon wore you out last night. Wait, you’re not planning on seeing him again, are you?”

Her wicked smile was downright scary.

“What if I was?”

My legs felt weak.

“I don’t know if I would like that. Actually, I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t. I thought we had an understanding.”

“We do, Baby. But let’s not forget the fact you came five times while I was with him. I know I handled my time with Brandon all wrong and I very much regret hurting you, but some part of you loved it. I’m pretty sure five is a record for you.”

I sat on the corner of the bed. My world was tilting. 

“Anyway,” she went on, “You can relax. I have no plans to see him. I’m sure he’ll be with Bernadette and Lalo and some new girl. He didn’t feel about me the same way I felt about him. I’m just shaving because my poor pussy is tender and the stubble was uncomfortable.”

I felt a knot loosen inside me.

“Besides, a girl likes to feel pretty and one never knows what the night may bring. I want to be ready for anything. This is Vegas after all.”

She blew me a kiss and returned to shaving.

I stared at her pussy. Her lips were still extra pink and puffy. Brandon must have almost killed her. Her inner-lips peeked out which was unusual. I realized his semen was still inside her. As Angie turned and twisted, trying to reach everywhere, I admired her amazing body. Brandon had enjoyed every inch of my wife. A faint hand print was still visible on her smooth and taut ass. My exhausted penis stirred. Amazing. 

The four of us started the night with a steak dinner at Landry’s. After the meal but before dessert Bernie received a text and kissed Josh on the cheek.

“Bye you guys. Don’t wait up. This is so crazy! Baby, I can’t believe we’re doing it. I’ll text as much as I can but I make no promises. I have no idea what he has planned. Last chance, Love. Are you sure about this?”

Josh looked nauseated but excitement danced behind his eyes. He gave his wife a quick nod. Angie’s face was lit with vicarious arousal and I must admit I was excited too. Sweet little Bernadette was innocent no more. Josh was in for a long night.  

Angie and I kept Josh distracted the best we could. After about forty-five minutes his phone buzzed and after checking on it, his jaw dropped. The picture he showed us was Bernadette, eyes closed, mouth open, with two big cock heads stuffed in. I recognized one as Lalo’s but the other was a mystery. Josh got another picture a few minutes later showing Bernie jacking both cocks onto her face. Her eyes were closed and she wore a huge smile. I pointed out her wedding ring pressed against a stranger’s dick had a big dollop of cum on it and Josh excused himself to go use the restroom. Angie and I chuckled while he was gone; we knew he was in there jerking off. The night had only begun and already he was over-stimulated. 

From the restaurant, we moved to a nearby club and ordered drinks. Josh clung to his phone, checking for updates every few minutes. We were early so the club was mostly empty. We grabbed a booth by the dance floor. Angie danced with him a few times and then with me and then back to him. We kept her busy. 

The club filled up. When his phone buzzed again he almost jumped, rushing to open it and view the message. This picture was from behind, Bernadette on all fours with a fat dick in her pussy and a thumb up her ass. I pointed out that at the top edge of the photo I also saw a cock in her mouth. This time when Josh excused himself, Angie went with him.

I waited for them to return but it seemed to take longer than usual. When Josh came back alone I wasn’t too concerned; the men’s room is always faster than the ladies. Josh buried his nose in his phone. After more time passed I wondered out loud where Angie might be and Josh muttered, “Probably still talking to that guy from last night.”

Time stopped. I froze solid. 

I pointed to my ear and raised my voice over the music.

“Say that again,” I said.

“I bumped into that guy from last night, Brandon. He was in the men’s room too. I told him we had a booth and he should stop by. I mentioned Angie was in the lady’s room. He must have waited to talk to her. I’m sure they’re still talking now.”

I stared at my glass and squeezed my toes into fists inside my shoes. Several deep breaths later I let Josh know it was my turn to use the restroom. He vaguely waved me away, engrossed in the pictures of his wife. I scanned the line at the lady’s room but of course Angie was not there. I went upstairs and looked down on the dance floor, searching and rejecting each woman one by one. Angie had been wearing a red dress so spotting her would be a little easier but after fifteen minutes I was convinced she had left the club. But gone where? 

As soon as I thought it, I knew. I used the upstairs exit, got my hand stamped, and raced through the lobby. Brandon’s hotel was across The Strip and two blocks down so I double-timed it. 

Up the elevator and then quietly down the hall, I heard my wife’s muffled laughter as I neared the door. I held still as I listened, flashing back to that night long ago when I stood outside another door and heard her sucking Jacques cock. I pulled out my phone, turned the volume off, and sent my wife a text. 

“Where are you?” 

I heard her phone chime on the other side and then her telling Brandon to stop for a second. Silence, and then my phone lit up. 

“Three guesses,” her text said. 

“Only need one,” I answered. “Tell me this wasn’t planned.”

“Pure serendipity. I won’t be long. I just wanedt one last suck.”

“I trusted you.”

“Nothing to do with trust, everything to do with desire. Don’t be mad. I’m confident you’ll be fine. Do not jerk-off. I’ll need you to fuck me when I get back. Just imagine what he’s doing to me. Don’t worry Baby.”

Through the door I heard Brandon ask Angie if her husband was angry and she replied, “A little, but I’m sure he’s more turned on than pissed off. You know he jacked off five times last night while I was with you? He can climax more from imagining me getting fucked than from fucking me.”

That stung because it was true. It also gave me insight into what it felt like to be her. Their voices dropped so I pressed my ear to the door.

“How long do we have?” Brandon asked.

“Thirty minutes. Maybe a little more. Now shut up, I have to have that perfect cock inside me again.”

A zipper and then slurping sounds drifted under the door. Brandon gasped.

“Jesus,” Angie stated, “Your cock is beautiful. Fuck me.” 

So much for a last suck.

I heard the swoosh of her dress getting flipped up and over and then a guttural moan from my wife. I knew at that moment Brandon had his cock inside her naked pussy and my traitorous penis began to swell. My wife had been right. I was doomed. She and I both knew that when it came to sex, she could do whatever she wanted, fuck anyone, come and go as she pleased, bend me over backwards, and I would take it.  Of course she’d never leave me. Cold comfort.

I listened as long as I thought I could get away with it. Vegas hallways have cameras. I heard her cum, begging him to fuck her harder. I walked away to the sound of their bodies slapping. I was stiff as wood. 

I returned to Josh and he asked where I’d been, I said after the restroom I’d stepped out for air. 

“Is that guy fucking Angie again?”

I sighed. “Yes. Yes, he is. At this very moment in fact.”

“God, that is so hot. Our wives are so hot. Look, Bernie sent more pictures. Look how much cum.” 

Honestly, I wasn’t that interested any more.

It took her an hour but Angie wandered back to our booth. I always love the way she looks after being fucked. She slid into the booth next to me and squeezed my hard dick through my pants. 

“Good boy,” was all she said. She kissed me and her mouth was salty and slick. I wondered if he had shot his load down her throat but she read my mind and patted her lower belly. 

“Two times,” she whispered. “I got him right here too.”

We drank and danced and waited for more pictures from Bernie. Josh was so worked up he was ready to fuck his wife the moment she returned. I was feeling the same way about Angie. She was sitting next to me with a belly and a womb full of another man’s sperm but I had to wait for Bernie to reappear before I could do anything about it. I was dying to reclaim Angie from that man that had such a hold over her. I know it was primitive caveman stuff but it was powerful and real. 

Angie said, “If I had known Bernadette would be gone this long I would have stayed with Brandon longer.” 

I felt my face flush. Angie laughed. So did Josh. 

“You should text him,” Josh suggested. “I’m sure he’d come back to the club to see you. He might even be here already since he knows you’re here.”

He made a good point. Angie scrutinized me for a negative reaction and when she saw none, fished out her phone. Slowly and deliberately, waiting for me to tell her no or stop her, she texted Brandon. He answered quickly.

“He’ll be here in ten minutes,” she informed us. My guts twisted.

My God, will this ever end? 

Angie moved around the booth and sat on my lap. She laced her fingers behind my head. She pulled my mouth up to hers. As we kissed I again tasted her salty lips and knew I also tasted him. She kissed me again, slowly, her lips lingering against mine. 

“I am often amazed at how far we’ve come,” she said. “Remember a few years ago at the lake? You tried to get me to wear a two piece and I refused. I even got mad at you for suggesting it. Now look at us. This way is better, don’t you think?”

I told her yes. She went back to kissing me; soft, loving kisses. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and he was all over it. He filled her pussy and shot another batch into her mouth right before she left. She slipped it back in again but left it longer this time. 

“I was angry often back then,” she continued. “I know now it was because I wasn’t living my true self. The real me is a highly sexual person. I’m happy and playful all the time now. Back then I was so frustrated and upset. I’m sorry for putting you through all that, Honey.”

I shrugged, letting her know the past was forgiven.

She bent to kiss me again. She was driving me crazy. The kisses were wonderful but we both knew what she was doing. Each kiss was a reminder. Each kiss offered salty proof of her infidelities. The twisted pervert in me loved it. 

Then Josh said hello and a deep voice replied in kind and I looked up from Angie and Brandon was standing there smiling at her. She slid off my lap and stepped to him and he gathered my wife into his arms and they shared a long and loving kiss. He held her face and they kissed again and I reached some internal limit.

“Okay,” I stated, “That’s it.”

I gripped Angela’s wrist and pulled her back to my side. I turned to Josh.

“Joshua, my friend, you’re on your own. I’m taking my wife home. Brandon, nice meeting you. Josh’s wife should be back soon. I recommend you get to know her.”

I gathered Angie’s purse and phone and led her from the club. She protested but not too much and once we were outside on the casino floor I stopped.

“You are finished with Brandon. You had your fun. You got your last fuck and then some. Put him behind you. I am your husband.”

I had planned on saying more but her big, warm eyes were busy loving me. She kissed my lips.

“I love you so much,” she said. “Like in a way-down coal-mine-deep kind of way. Pulling me away from Brandon was the sexiest thing you’ve ever done.”

“Really?”

“Really. I’m wildly hot for you. Take me home and fuck me, Honey. I’m your woman. I’m your wife. Take me home and remind me of that.”

So, I did. 

For the first half of the night I fucked her like I needed to reclaim her. I was rough and aggressive and she took it all and loved it. Then we cuddled for a while and when I got hard again, she worshiped my penis with her mouth before we made sweet love. At four in the morning she received a text from Brandon telling her he was about to board a flight and thanking her for everything. She deleted all his messages and did not text him back. Josh and a completely exhausted Bernadette came home around an hour later and I heard Joshua fucking her before they fell asleep.

The next day we all met around the pool and let the blazing Vegas sun burn away all the sins and alcohol from the day before. Bernie looked tired but satisfied.  Angie looked radiant and in-love. 

All was well.

Josh and Bernie spent several more days with us but eventually flew home, happier and more intimate than I’d ever seen them. Angie and I experienced the same kind of bonding; such intensely emotional events either drive people apart or bring them closer. We’d never felt so connected. She confessed the highpoint for her was when I asserted myself and reclaimed her from Brandon. She still found him wildly attractive and informed me she planned on fuck him again on his next Vegas visit, but mentally he was in line behind me and that’s how she wanted it. 

I wanted it that way too.

 

End.
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