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Chapter 1
 
We’d just returned from a party when my beautiful wife tackled me in the bedroom, sitting naked on top of me she eased my erection into her dripping pussy. It wasn’t like Mary to be this suddenly aggressive. Usually, sex was my idea, and it often took a lot of foreplay before she’d be excited enough for me to enter her, but not tonight. Tonight, she didn’t need any stimulation from me.
It wasn’t like we didn’t make love anymore, but after ten years of marriage and two children, we weren’t the horny rabbits we’d once been. I’d met Mary in college, a conservative religious school. I was shocked speechless the first time I’d seen her. She was so incredibly beautiful, she could have easily been mistaken for an actress or a beauty queen. She had beautiful dark hair, even her lips were perfect, seemingly made for kissing they could have been used as a model for the ideal feminine facial characteristic.
Despite her erotic face and body, Mary seemed wholesome. She had no need for makeup and used very little. She was so far out of my league, I was embarrassed to approach her.
It turned out she was easy to talk to and before long we were in the “friend zone.” We’d shared too much, we knew each other too well to become a “couple” couple. I asked Mary to go out with me on a date, not just as friends, but on a real date. I had to ask her dozens of times before she agreed.
“You know, this will probably end our friendship,” she said.
“No, it won’t. I like you, I want to be your friend even if our date is a disaster,” I told her. “You mean too much to me to lose you as a friend. I think because we know each other so well, we’re meant to be more than just pals. We don’t need to act strangely around each other, we can just be ourselves but with one crucial difference.”
“Which is?” She asked.
“We’ll be evaluating each other as partners,” I explained. “Maybe you’ll even give me a goodnight kiss.”
“What if I don’t?”
“The next morning, it will be like the date never happened. We’ll hit ‘delete’ and be friends again,” I explained, my fingers crossed behind my back. Mary was already laughing, that’s one of the things I loved about my friend. She has a big wonderful smile, and when she laughs, it comes out like a contagious giggle. One can’t help laughing along with her. Her enjoyment is catchy.
We had a wonderful time.
The date was traditional, dinner and a movie. What could be more traditional than that combination? We talked, we shared popcorn at the movie and laughed at the lame comedy.
Afterward, at Mary’s apartment, I felt a need to remind her. “This is a date you know.”
“I know,” she said moving closer as we reached out for each other.
For the first time, I was holding my best friend in my arms. I could feel the firmness of her bra through her thin blouse as she pressed against me. Our lips touched, chaste at first, just two friends pressing their lips together. She tasted wonderful, my senses overloaded with the smell of her perfume. Her lips softened, and her mouth opened a little. I ran the tip of my tongue over her top lip and was rewarded with a soft moan as her tongue met mine.
“Don’t get a boner, don’t get a boner,” was all I could think. Followed by, “Shit,” as my cock pushed rapidly down my left leg. I grew a full erection in seconds. It grew faster than it ever had before, faster than even morning wood.
Mary pulled her head back, just enough to look up at me, as she moved her hips in a small circle. “I think you like me, William,” she said before pushing her hips forward, making full contact with my hard-on.
“Oh God, Mary,” my voice sounded weak even to me, “I more than just like you.”
“I had a great time, Bill,” she said. “I’d like to go on more ‘dates’ with you. If...” she moved away. “Bill, I want to sleep with you tonight, but you know I’m a virgin. It won’t happen tonight, it may never happen,” her eyes were staring into mine. “Let’s just sit down, turn on the television, and do more of this.” She stopped suddenly. “But you have to promise you can control both of us, so we don’t do something we’ll regret.”
That was my first date with Mary. We sat on the couch kissing ever more feverishly until we had to agree I’d better go before we did that thing we’d regret. My hand was gently caressing her breast, through her bra and blouse, at the time.
Years later, after we were married and had children, Mary confided to me she’d been so turned on after our first date, she’d had to masturbate before going to sleep. That was when she’d decide she was in love with me, and one way or another, she was going to be my wife.
For my part, my erection didn’t subside until I’d jacked off, thinking about Mary. The taste of her lips, the smell of her perfume, the feel of her bra-covered breast. I was in love with my best friend. It couldn’t get any better than that, and it never did.
Mary hadn’t given me her virginity until after we’d gone on two more dates. The night remained one of my most cherished memories along with our wedding and the births of our children. If I could only hold on to one memory that first time together would be the one. I’d stripped Mary slowly, kissing and caressing every inch of her as it was exposed. I showed her how much I adored her by worshipping her body. When her breasts were exposed, I kissed them and sucked her nipples. My eyes were wide open, not wanting to miss a thing as she moaned and held my head, her fingers in my hair.
She exposed my throbbing erection before I had her entirely naked. I wasn’t a virgin like Mary, but I didn’t have nearly enough experience to know what I was doing. Mary ran her hand tenderly over my cock, causing it to jump and drip. She looked fascinated as she touched me, stroking me until I put my hand on hers and asked her to stop before it was too late. She looked quizzical until realization dawned, and she smiled at me.
Mary took her panties off, baring her dark pubic hair as my breath caught in my throat. I laid her gently on the bed, took her in my arms, and for the first time, we held each other naked, our skin touching as our lips met in feverish kisses.
I did the unthinkable that first time, I went down on my future wife before I entered her. I don’t know what came over me; I wanted to taste her, I wanted her to know how much she was honoring me. She told me later I had shocked her. Only “very married” couples did that! But she’d loved it.
Mary looked every bit as beautiful ten years later as she had the day we married. She’d filled out some which made her even more beautiful. Her breasts were fuller—babies will do that to a woman. Her breasts weren’t large, just perfect mounds, sitting high on her chest. Mary was tall and slender, long-waisted so her upper body was longer than average. She had a flat stomach which made her breasts appear to be high on her chest. Her hips and butt were a tad fuller giving her more of a rounded figure, but her weight was the same as it had been in college.
Ten years later, after the party, Mary was on top of me when she said it, my cock was buried in her wet, hot pussy as she humped me. My wife tried to speak as her hips moved, and her clitoris rubbed against me. “I found... out something about… Tad ... oh... and Linda,” she took a deep breath. “They’re ... oh ... swingers.”
 “They sleep with other people?” I asked stupidly. The news both shocked and excited me.
“Yes. Tad lets ... Linda fuck ... other men. Oh Bill, he just wants to watch her,” Mary was having a harder time talking as she neared her climax. Suddenly, she stopped moving and looked down at me, breathing hard. “I would never let another woman get her claws in you, so don’t get any ideas.” She started moving again.
“He watches as they fuck her?” I asked.
“Yes, and he jacks off at the same time.”
I was getting excited, not that I wasn’t excited before, of course. I put my feet flat on the bed, so I could pound into Mary from below. My sudden thrusts caught her by surprise, and she groaned.
“I want to watch you being fucked by another man,” I said. I don’t know where the thought came from, but now that I’d said it, I could picture it. “I want to see you cum with another man buried inside you.” I was fucking her as fast and as hard as I could.
“You do? Do you want another woman?” We were having a serious, life-altering conversation while fucking as hard and fast as we could.
“No, I just want to watch you.” I came deep inside her as she joined me, holding her so I could as much of my cock inside her as possible.
Mary laid facing away from me, breathing deeply as I put my arm around her and cuddled to her backside. We stayed like that for a long time before Mary turned to me. 
“It’ll never happen, Bill. I’m your wife, and I’ll never cheat on you.” She rolled out of bed and walked toward the bathroom. I admired her perfect ass as she moved.
“You’re looking at my ass, aren’t you?”
“Yes, honey, you have a world-class perfect behind,” I said.
“You have to say that, you’re my husband,” she said as she disappeared behind the bathroom door.
 



Chapter 2
 
We led a normal life—went to work, took the kids to school. We tried to have dinners together, but mostly we just talked in passing as we rushed from one thing to the next. Twice, I tried to talk to her about the fantasy, but each time, Mary brushed me off with a quick, “It’ll never happen, Bill.”
Three weeks later, we scheduled a “date night.” We arranged to drop the kids off with my parents before going out to eat, then coming back home to make love. Just the two of us in the house without the sounds of kids squabbling or any of the other distractions that come with a busy household. Just us, two friends in love with each other, being together.
I’d dropped the kids off early in the afternoon to give us time to decompress before we went out. Mary spent a long time in the bathtub, soaking before concentrating on her hair and makeup. By the time I held the car door open for her, she looked incredible. She could have posed for a fashion magazine cover. I was as well put together as I could manage.
“We make a good-looking couple, don’t we?”
“A couple of what?” I asked back.
Mary put her arms around me and pulled me close.
“A couple of horny fuckers, that’s what we look like.” That was my beautiful, elegant looking wife with a new, world-class dirty mouth. She made me laugh.
Dinner was fantastic—quiet with just the two of us, free to talk like adults. I could feel the tension draining from my wife as the night went on, Mary feeling free to have a couple of drinks and relax.
“I like this, Mary. Just being with you... like this,” I told her.
“Let’s move and not tell anyone our new address,” she joked, finally loose enough to let herself enjoy the evening.
We strolled around the neighborhood afterward, and on a whim, ducked into a dance club. Several more drinks and numerous dances later, we pulled into our garage, both of us slightly sweaty from dancing and high from drinking too much. Mary threw her arms around me and kissed me like she hadn’t kissed me in a long time. We made out like lovers who were ten years younger.
We were naked in bed when I started talking. I don’t know why the words came out of me as I caressed her left nipple. 
“We’re in a hotel bar, we checked in hours ago, and now, we’re having a drink together,” I began.
“Just the two of us?”
“Yes. You’re wearing the same short dress you had on tonight. The bar is full of businessmen, mostly alone because they’ve been traveling. I see them checking you out, admiring your legs, trying to get a better look at your breasts.”
“They want to see my tits?” she asked me. “They must be very lonely to want to see these.” Mary rolled toward me, sticking her chest out.
“It’s turning you on, being looked at by so many men. You know what they want, and it excites you.” I was stroking her thigh, brushing her pussy with every stroke. “I dare you to take your panties off and give them to me, right there in the bar. At first, you won’t do it, and then you do. You do it so fast, I don’t see it; you hold your hand out and give me your damp panties.”
“Oh, Bill. I’m wearing my dress without panties on?” Mary was breathing harder as I held her close, whispering in her ear.
“I tell you I’m going to the men’s room and when I come back, I’m going to sit at a single table and watch you,” I continue.
“Watch me do what?” Mary wondered.
“Watch you flirt with the men. Watch them buy you drinks as they try to get you to sleep with them.”
“And then what?” She asked, moving my hand to her pussy.
“You’re going to do whatever you want as though you’re a single woman in a bar full of horny businessmen.”
“When I come back from the restroom, you’re standing at the bar, talking to a tall good-looking guy. He moves to stand very close to you. Every once-in-a-while, he touches your arm as he talks, once he even touches your side. You’re doing the same, talking and touching him. One time, you put your hand on him as though you’re going to push him away, but instead you caress his hard chest. Feeling how strong he is, your hand moves down to explore his six-pack stomach.”
“He has a six-pack?” she asked, humming as I stroked her weeping lower lips.
“I use my phone to send you a text. I tell you I’m going up to the room to hide in the closet, so you can bring him up. I see you read my message and glance at me as I stand up and leave. Your eyes close, and your legs spread as the man discovers you don’t have panties on under your dress.”
“Like this?” Mary spread her legs wide and pushed her hips off the bed as I slipped my finger inside her pussy.
“Oh, yes, do that.”
“I’m in the closet, peeking out the slats when I hear the hotel room door open. It’s a long time before I can see you. When you appear, he’s carrying you. Your dress is already gone, and he’s undone your bra. I watch him set you down on the edge of the bed, but you slide to the floor, pulling his belt loose and his pants down until his thick cock pops out. You take him in your mouth.”
“I’m sucking his cock, Bill.”
“I have my cock out, and I’m stroking myself as I watch you. I’m so turned on, I’m afraid I’ll cum, watching you suck his thick, long erection. His hands are on your breasts, pinching and twisting your nipples as you suck.” 
Mary was on her knees, taking my dick into her warm, wet mouth as I pinched and twisted her nipples.
“Before he can cum in your mouth, you lay on your back and beg him to fuck you. You beg him to fuck your married pussy,” I said as Mary lay on her back and begged me to fuck her. I continued the story as I held myself up on my hands and knees, hovering over her as she begged. It wasn’t long before I slid my cock into Mary’s slopping wet twat. I didn’t need to prepare her, she was dripping wet and already open for me.
“You love the feel of his thick cock spreading you open. He can’t see me, so I open the closet door and let you watch me stroking my hard-on as I watch my wife fucking a man she just met in a hotel bar. You can see how hard I am, my cock is red from excitement as I watch.”
Mary was groaning and fucking up at me, just barely in control, her eyes squeezed shut.
“He’s starting to cum inside you, the feel of his cock exploding deep inside setting you off. You can feel his hot cum as he pumps inside, and you cum with him. It’s all too much for me, watching another man cumming inside my unprotected wife, and I cum in my handkerchief.” 
Mary was cumming with me as I reached that point in my story. Afterward, we collapsed in each other’s arms, sweat covering us, both breathing hard.
“Then what happened?” she asked, her breath warm against my ear.
“I slip out of the room, and the next morning, you call me to come back. You’d fucked him all night.”
“Oh, wow, Bill,” Mary’s hips were pushing against my softening erection. 
“I’d never do it, you know,” she said, but her pupils were dilated, and her face was bright red from more than the sex we’d had.
“I know,” I told her, but I wasn’t so sure.
 



Chapter 3
 
Mary was a school teacher, and I was an accountant. One of my fantasies involved the long dress she sometimes wore to teach. A white dress with roses printed on it, reaching her mid-calf.
I could easily imagine her wearing it over her naked body. There was just something about that dress that turned me on every time she wore it.
Mary used to be very conservative in her language. Words like “cum,” or “boobs” would never be used or even used around her. The word “cunt,” without doubt, the dirtiest word in the English language as far as she was concerned.
She had such a different understanding of those words than a man would have; to me, it evoked the picture of a highly aroused woman’s genitals. I knew it was often, maybe usually, used to describe a despicable woman, but that’s not what I thought when I heard it used.
We’d had a long conversation about those words. She knew what they meant to me and how a word like “cunt” coming from her mouth was probably enough to make me “cum.” She smiled as we talked and acknowledged how we understood them so differently. She even agreed, given the right situation, she might find them arousing.
I wasn’t sure Mary had ever orgasmed with me. I knew she enjoyed sex, but I also knew she kept a vibrator hidden in her panty drawer. I’d discovered it innocently enough, and now, I checked it from time to time to see if it had been moved in the drawer. I wanted to know if she’d used it, I guess. I didn’t care, she didn’t need to keep it hidden. Hell, she could have used it front of me. I think I would have enjoyed seeing her use it.
One Saturday morning, I got up early and softly closed the bedroom door behind me, so Mary could sleep. About an hour later, the shower turned on in our bathroom. I couldn’t hear it, but I felt the water pressure drop as it turned on.
I did a dirty, despicable thing I’m not proud of. While Mary was in the shower, I checked her vibrator. Not only had it been moved, but it was damp! My wife had been masturbating in our bed. For all I knew, she’d been at it the entire time I’d been awake.
I took myself and my erection to the bathroom and into the shower stall.
“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked, turning to face me, her arms held over her breasts.
“I’m taking a shower with my gorgeous wife, and because I love her so much, I’m offering to make sure her tits are shiny clean,” I said, easing her arms away from her chest, so I could use my soap covered hands to wash her.
“I think while I’m at it, I should help her clean her pussy. You know what they say about a clean pussy?” I asked as I rubbed my hand between her legs. The soap had rinsed off my hand, and what I was feeling was a slick, swollen twat.
“What do they say?” Mary gasped.
“A clean pussy is a happy pussy.” I was stroking her clit the way I knew she liked.
“What do they say about a dirty cock?” she asked.
“That’s it’s best cleaned by a happy pussy,” I said, turning her, so her hands were on the tiled wall, and I could pull her hips up and toward me as I entered her from behind.
“Oh, Bill,” she gasped again. Her pussy offered no resistance as I pushed all the way inside her. “How did you know what I wanted?”
“It’s what I want too.” I held her hips and fucked her as hard and as fast as I could. To make things more interesting, I took the shower nozzle off the hook, and using the long hose, directing the stream directly on her clitoris as I pounded her from the back.
I learned two things that day. The first was Mary knew how to use dirty words.
“Oh Christ, baby. I’m getting so close, I love the water on my clit. Make me cum, Bill.” She was lost in the sensations overwhelming her body. “Spray my cunt,” she screamed as she came.
The second thing I learned was Mary could orgasm with me; she did it in the shower as I exploded inside her.
“I’m sorry, Bill.” Mary turned to me in embarrassment after I slipped out of her. “I got carried away.”
“Sorry?” I asked. “Mary, that’s probably the most exciting sex we’ve ever had. I loved everything you said, every word you used.” I held her tight to my chest. Her arms were over her breasts again, and the water was beginning to turn cold.
“I love you, Mary. I love knowing I’ve pleased you.”
“You always please me, Bill.” Mary gave me a strange look as she grabbed a towel and stepped out of the shower.
Mary loosened up considerably after we made love in the shower. Not only in the way we talked and the ways we made love, but in how she dressed. I admit to having been a bad influence on her.
Before long, my wife was wearing more revealing clothing when she wasn’t at work. She began to show more skin, and her language became much more graphic, at least, when it was just the two of us, but she never used the word “cunt” again.
You can’t win them all.
 



Chapter 4
 
“Tell me that story again,” Mary was lying naked between my legs, her hand toying with my balls.
“Which story?” I asked.
“The one in the hotel,” she answered.
“Okay, but I’m going to change it,” I told her. “We’re visiting Las Vegas, and the only place we can get a room is a hotel with a disco in it. The first night, we just eat and gamble, but as we walk around, we pass the disco. It’s early and not much is happening, so we go up to our room and make love.”
“Do I play with your dick like this?” Mary softly sucked the head of my cock. She wasn’t sucking hard enough to get me off, but she had me fully erect.
“Yes, we do some of that. The next night, we decide to visit the club, maybe even dance, but the club’s crowded because it’s a Friday night. I want to go in, but you don’t, not at first.” Mary was playing with my balls as she sucked, smiling up at me.
“Do I change my mind?” she asked, running her fingers over the wet head of my hard-on.
“Yes, you do. We push our way through the crowd, holding hands until we can make it to the bar. The drinks are strong and after we have a couple, we decide to dance.”
“Is it techno dancing?” Mary wasn’t a fan.
“It’s not. The club we’re in plays different kinds of music, mostly country. The dance floor is crowded and before I know what’s happening, another guy has joined us, but he’s mostly dancing with you. He’s a tall black guy and looks like that basketball player you like.”
“He does? It’s Las Vegas, maybe he is that guy.” Mary looks excited by the thought as she takes more of my cock in her mouth.
“Soon, you forget all about me. You’re dancing with the basketball player. Then the music changes, slows down. Without even looking at me, you let him take you in his arms as the two of you move together.”
“What do you do?” Mary is looking up at me, licking my dick like an ice cream cone. “Do you watch me dance with him?” she asked as she straddled my leg, her clit rubbing against my knee.
“I do. I move to the side of the dance floor, so I can watch. You have your arms around him, and he’s pulling you in, so your bodies are touching. That’s when you feel his erection. He’s hard for you, his cock is throbbing against your pussy. You made him hard, you feel so powerful. A man like that is excited to be holding you in his arms as you rub against him and make him even harder.”
Mary had her eyes closed, her hips moving as she rubbed her damp pussy against my knee.
“He’s hard because of me?”
“You’re turning him so much, he can’t help himself. He pulls your face up to his and kisses you. His lips are demanding as moves his cock against you like he’s fucking you.”
“Oh,” Mary was humping my thigh and rubbing my cock on her soft breast.
“He whispers in your ear, ‘I’m going to fuck you,’ takes your hand and walks off the dance floor as you follow him.”
Mary has moved up my body, so she can trap my cock between her legs and against her pussy.
“Where does he take me?”
“He opens an unmarked door that leads to a service hallway. He leans you back against the wall and kisses you while he opens your blouse and unfastens your bra, just as I slip inside the door behind him. It’s dark where I’m standing, and he hasn’t noticed me, but you have.”
“Are you excited, seeing a black man touching your wife’s tits?” Mary asked.
“I’m very excited.” My cock was rock hard between the lips of her pussy. “I want to see him fuck you. How do you feel about a black man playing with your breasts?”
“I’m about to cum. I want to touch his hard cock, I want to see how big it is when I touch him,” Mary had reached between her legs from the back and was trying to get me inside her pussy.
“I have my hand in my pocket, rubbing my cock when you touch his hard-on. He’s very large, hard, and thick. He spins you around and pins you to the wall. He pulled your dress up from the back and pushed your panties aside. You can feel the cold wall on your tits as he starts pushing his cock inside you. You’re very wet, but he’s so big. You’ve never felt a cock as big as his. He’s stretching you, and it feels so good. You push your ass back at him to take even more of him inside.”
I was buried inside my wife’s pussy as she humped against me. Being on top seemed to be her favorite position lately.
“What are you doing while he’s fucking me with his big black cock?” she panted.
“I’ve got my cock out, and I’m jacking off. I can hear you moaning and begging him to fuck you even harder.”
“Oh yes… harder.” Mary was working up to a major orgasm.
“He’s slamming into you, stretching your pussy. His big balls are slapping against your clit.”
“Oh… oh… my clit,” Mary has pushed her fingers between our bodies, so she could stroke herself. “So… so… good, honey.”
“He pushes all the way inside you and starts to cum. As you feel his big cock pumping inside, you start to cum too. I can hear you as I squirt into a napkin. As soon as I can, I slip out the door and back into the bar to wait for you. I don’t know what happens next, you don’t come into the bar until almost an hour later, your clothes all wrinkled.”
“I get on my knees and make love to his beautiful black cock until he’s hard again, then I put my hands on the wall and beg him to keep fucking me. He takes a really long time to cum this time, but I’m so turned on, I cum over and over again. When I walked back into the club, his cum was running down my legs, and it felt like my vagina is having spasms. All I wanted was for you to make love to me.”
“I take you up to our room and do something I swore I’d never do.”
Mary was fucking me as hard as she could, racing for her orgasm, and I was about to join her. 
“What did you do, Bill?”
“I licked your wet pussy.”
“Oh, God… I’m cumming.”
We held each other for a long time afterward. 
“You’d really lick my pussy after another man had fucked me?”
“I just told you, I swore never to do that.”
Mary sat up, her knees together as she adjusted her hair. 
“That would be so hot, too bad it’s never going to happen.” 
I watched her, my cock softening and twitching, as she walked into the shower.
 



Chapter 5
 
I had “dummy shopped” for Mary’s birthday at the end of winter. “Dummy shopping” means, I wondered around the women’s department and looked at how the fashion dummies were dressed. When I saw a dummy dressed the way I’d like Mary to dress, I’d simply give a salesperson a list of her measurements and sizes and buy exactly what was on the dummy. “Dummy shopping,” a husband’s best friend.
The summer fashions were out, and I was able to pick up outfits Mary would never buy for herself. Outfits that were more daring than she was used to wearing. Including swimming suits that showed far more flesh than my wife had ever exposed outside our bedroom.
Mary was unsure as she unwrapped her gifts. She’d been excited at first to be given so many boxes, but as she opened them, I could see the doubt in her eyes.
“Bill, I don’t know if I can wear any of these,” she said, a worried look on her face.
“Because they’re too daring?”
“Yes.” She was holding up the barely there swimming suit.
“How about if you wear them just for me, on special occasions,” I suggested.
“Who decides what’s a special occasion?”
“I do,” I said, hugging her to me.
Even though Mary was unsure, I knew she was excited. I was giving her permission to do something she’d never do herself. I was saying it was okay to wear revealing outfits. By buying them for her to wear. I’d taken the weight off her. The fault was mine, not hers. It was my fault she was showing too much, maybe even accidentally flashing.
It took a while, but Mary finally saw things my way. Besides, she loved the clothes, she loved I’d bought them for her, and she was excited to wear them. Even if they made her uncomfortable at first, a strange thing happened. She began to enjoy dressing to please me. Over time, she began dressing to please both of us.
The night of Mary’s birthday, we went to bed early, the kids safely out of earshot with Mary’s parents, being spoiled with pizza and ice cream. The stuff her parents had never allowed my wife when she was growing up.
Mary was resting next to me, softly stroking my cock when she started to tell me a story. She’d never told me a fantasy before; I was immediately excited.
“We’re at a big barbeque party, it’s summer and very hot. We’ve been drinking all day, and somewhere along the line, I’ve lost track of you. I don’t know anybody, so I’m happy to talk to a young cowboy-type who was standing near the same punch bowl,” she began.
“The punch had more alcohol than fruit juice, but it tasted great, and I kept drinking it as we talked. I was wearing a light sundress because of the heat, he was wearing jeans and a cowboy-type shirt. He even talked like a cowboy, and I loved listening to him as he told me stories about working on a ranch.” Mary’s leg was over mine as she stroked my hard cock.
“Was he turning you on?” I asked.
“Yes. I felt guilty, but I knew you liked the idea of me with another man, so I just let myself go with it.
“After a while, I had to go inside to the bathroom, and I asked him to hold my drink, so he wouldn’t wander away. When I got inside, I decided to take off my bra. Partly because it was so hot, and I was sweating, the straps starting to chafe. But also, because he was turning me on so much, my panties were wet and not wearing a bra seemed like a safe way to make things even more exciting.” Mary was rubbing her pussy against my thigh. She’d started shaving her pussy, and the shockingly soft skin of her twat as she softly humped my leg felt fantastic. She was leaving a small trail of moisture on me.
“He was standing in the same spot, holding my drink when I returned. He’d filled the plastic glass back up to the rim even though I’d already had more to drink than I should have,” she continued. “We talked some more, then he told me he’d just bought a new car, and it was out in the parking lot. He was so excited, I asked him if he’d show it to me.”
Mary was sitting on me, a naked leg on each side of my hips as she stroked her pussy against my erection. Her pussy lips were spread wide as she rubbed her wet clit up and down my hard-on.
“When I got into the car, my dress pulled up, almost exposing everything to him. There was a street light just off to the side and it was shining on me. It was just about then I saw you watching us. You couldn’t see anything below the waist, but you were standing there, staring at us, rubbing the front of your pants.” Mary was moving faster on me as she tried to talk.
“I could tell I was turning you on, so I kissed him. I scooted over to him, put my hand behind his head and kissed him. He was a great kisser, his lips demanding. I could hear myself moaning. Especially, when he started playing with my breasts. At first, he just touched me through my dress, but when he discovered I didn’t have a bra on, he really went to work.” Mary wouldn’t let me push my erection inside her wet pussy. She wanted to finish her story or at least get to the good part.
“He was kissing and sucking on my nipples when I saw you again. You were higher, sitting on something, so you could look down into the front seat of his car. The light must have been perfect because I knew, somehow, you could see everything. When he put his hand up my dress and rubbed my pussy through my panties, I just about lost it. It felt so good, but I was worried about you."
“You didn’t need to be worried about me,” I added, using my hands on her hips to help her slide against my straining erection.
“Did you like seeing him touch me?” she panted.
“Yes,” I was too excited to add more.
“Then you’d love what happened next.” Mary took a moment to adjust herself, so my cock was sliding into the entrance to her pussy.
“I took off my panties and climbed on his lap backward as he moved the seat back all the way. I wanted you to watch as I lowered myself on to his big hard-on.”
I was all the way inside my wife’s pussy, but she was controlling the action. Fucking me slowly as she continued the story.
“He put his hands on my bare boobs, honey, while his cock pushed all the way inside. He was stretching me, could you see it?”
“Mary, Jesus, I could see his fat cock stretching you. I could see his hands as he squeezed your boobs,” I was close to wailing.
“Were you playing with your cock while you watched me fuck another man?” she asked. Mary was looking into my eyes as she started to fuck me, her eyes so dilated, all I could see were her pupils. Her face was flushed, and I could hear the sloshing sound of my cock in her wet pussy.
“I was beating off as fast I could. I’d never been more excited. My wife was fulfilling my fantasy. She was fucking another man while I watched!” I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold out.
“He was fucking me so good, honey. I put my head on the steering wheel and when I started to cum, I looked up at you.” Mary was cumming on me. Her voice had gotten loud.
“I’m cumming with you. I love you, Mary,” I said as I exploded inside her.
“I love you too, Bill.”
We were laying next to each other, bathed in sweat. My heart rate was returning to normal. 
“Then what happened?” I asked.
“Oh, I just got dressed and joined you.”
“And we fucked all night?” I asked.
“And we fucked all night.”
 



Chapter 6
 
Two months later, I showed Mary a website for a resort in the Caribbean that was clothing optional. A resort where anything could and, apparently, often did happen, judging by the pictures and the suggestive language. Even though the resort tried to make itself sound like the perfect spot for couples to have a romantic getaway, they were clearly marketing to hotwifes and cuckolds. The resort was set up as the perfect spot for people to have sex with strangers.
“I want us to vacation there,” I said.
“Oh, Bill, I can’t go around naked like that. Besides, what if… you know… happens?” Mary had examined the site carefully before agreeing with my analysis.
“I think you look wonderful naked, and I don’t care if ‘you know’ happens,” I told her.
Mary studied my face for a long time. I guess she was trying to determine if I was telling the truth.
“It scares me, Bill.”
“It excites you too, doesn’t it?” I asked.
“It scares me more. But it excites me a little,” she admitted, standing up to end the conversation. I noticed my wife’s nipples were hard even though it was a warm day.
Nothing more was said about the vacation for months, but Mary began using our health club membership in earnest. She went every morning and in the evenings after teaching, she’d run.
Not wanting to fall behind, I joined her. Mary was working out with purpose. One of the instructors at the club worked with her one day a week as she completed the circuit. She worked on her arms, her back, her chest, her abs, and her legs. At first, she was using very light weights, doing few repetitions. By the end of summer, she was working out like a demon.
The same thing happened with our running. At first, she had a hard time going around the block. By fall, she was able to run five miles with ease.
All of this was good for me as well. By fall, I could feel and see an obvious difference in both of us. Mary looked gorgeous before, now, she was beyond spectacular looking, and her libido caught up with her physical improvements. Mary was horny all the time.
Her newly rediscovered sexuality was helped along by suggestive comments from her trainer. We were also aware other club members had discovered my wife’s appearance. A club that had been largely empty when she worked out was suddenly full of young men, trying to get in a position where they could watch her.
Mary was always needy after working out. She told me how being watched had embarrassed her at first, but lately, she’d been aroused knowing she was attracting so much male interest.
“Am I giving off a scent?” she asked me.
“Yes, but not the kind you’re thinking of. You’re hot, Mary. They love looking at you and imagining what you might look like working out naked.”
“They do not. Shut up.” But my wife was blushing a deep red.
The next day, Mary wore her most revealing exercise clothes, an outfit I had given her as a joke present. Her top hugged her breasts so tightly, she might as well have been topless. Her nipples were hard and clearly visible. The bottoms were almost two sizes too small, and her camel-toe could be seen from across the room. It became even more apparent as her crotch seemed to become wet and semi-transparent.
When I returned home, she was openly using her vibrator. I walked in as my wife reached her peak.
“What were you thinking about while you used the vibrator?” I asked her. “Besides being watched by the men at the club. I know this wasn’t the first time you’ve used it by yourself.”
“Never you mind,” she answered with a grin.
“Are you thinking about me?”
“Sorta.”
“Sorta? How can you sorta be thinking about me while you use the vibrator?”
“I make up stories to tell myself. Is that weird? Am I a pervert now?” She looked mildly concerned.
“No, I don’t think you’re a pervert.” I held her close to me. “What kind of stories do you make up?”
“Oh, you know,” her voice was muffled as she held her head close to my chest. “Like the one I told you.”
My cock was instantly hard, and since I was only wearing a loose pair of shorts without underwear, my erection was immediately apparent to my wife.
“I just made your cock hard,” she said, using her hand to lightly touch the front of my shorts.
“Yes, you did. Am I watching you in all the stories you tell yourself?”
Mary buried her face in my shirt, her hand tightening on my erection. I could barely hear her answer, “Yes. Most of the time.”
I moved her head, so I could kiss her and look in her eyes. 
“I’m always there in your stories, but you’re having sex with other men while I watch?”
“Sometimes you’re at home, waiting for me. You must think I’m horrible,” she said, her face troubled.
“No, I don’t think you’re horrible.” My cock was throbbing in her hand. “I want to do it. I want to do it for real. I want to watch my wife as she has sex with another man.” Mary just looked at me. “I even want to wait alone while my wife fucks another man.”
“Are you serious, Bill? Because if you’re not, this is the time to tell me.” She didn’t look troubled now, she looked solemn.
“Yes, I’m serious.” My cock was throbbing in her hand. I have no idea how I didn’t cum at that moment.
Mary released my cock and stood up. “Are you serious about not wanting another woman, no matter what I do?”
“Yes, I’m serious. No matter what happens, no matter what you do, I wouldn’t touch another woman,” I answered. My heart was pounding in my chest, my mouth dry. I felt we were arriving at an important point in our marriage. A point once crossed, could never be crossed back again.
“Book the resort vacation for us, Bill. Tell me the dates, and I’ll arrange time off from school and for my parents to look after the kids.” 
My breath caught in my throat.
As she walked through the door, she turned suddenly and looked at me.
“Show me your cock, Bill.” 
I rapidly pulled my shorts down, my erection sticking straight up, as hard as it had ever been.
“What if you had to be on this side of the door while I fucked the big black guy in our bedroom?”
My cock erupted as I groaned. I came so hard, cum splashed on my tee shirt; long ropes of white semen. Mary smiled at me before turning back to the bedroom and closing the door behind her. A moment later, I heard the faint hum of her vibrator again.
I worked at the computer the remainder of the morning, and by lunch, I had our vacation all laid out. I had our flights booked and a list of items we needed to bring which did not include much in the way of clothing. We’d need to be tested; it was a requirement for all resort guests and employees. I printed out a copy for Mary after sending one to her inbox.
Over lunch, Mary studied our itinerary.
“Maybe condoms should be on the list,” she said.
Somehow, I forgot to pack them when the time came.
Mary’s workout schedule increased as the date for our departure neared. By the time we left for the airport, she had the perfect body to go along with her freshly waxed pussy, with only a small dark landing strip. Mary was ready. The question was if I was ready to watch my wife have sex with other men.
 



Chapter 7
 
The island looked spectacular from the window of the small commuter plane. Dense green foliage and turquoise blue-green water so clear, the bottom was visible. Separating them was sand so white, it seemed to shine.
We were met at the tiny island airport by a large, smiling black man, naked from the waist up except for an open, light vest with the resort’s logo.
“Welcome to the best time of your lives. My name is James, and I’ll be your guide and host this morning.” James collected our bags and loaded them into the trunk of a miniature car with the resort’s logo on the door.
“Please, sit up front with me, Miss Mary,” he said. “I’ll tell you a little about the resort on the ride. If you have any questions, please ask.” He wasn’t paying much attention to me, his eyes roaming over my wife’s body. He started talking as we pulled out of the driveway from the airport.
“Just to make sure, I want to ask you both a few questions. You know the resort is clothing optional? Except in the restaurant. Many of our guests will be without clothing.” He looked at both of us.
“Yes,” I said. James looked at Mary, waiting for her to answer.
“Yes, I understand,” she said with a slight stutter. It was real now, not just a fantasy. It was right now.
“You know, you might see people having sex. Sometimes with their partners, sometimes with other people,” James continued.
We both answered that we knew.
“Mary, are you comfortable that people, other than your husband, will want to have sex with you? You don’t have to have sex with everyone who asks, but it’s considered rude to say no all the time.” He was looking directly at my wife as we waited for a light to change. He seemed to be saying it was rude to say no all the time.
“Yes. I understand, and I’ll probably get more comfortable after a day or two,” she answered.
James was concentrating on the road as he asked the next question, “And if I asked you for sex, right now, would you be uncomfortable?”
I saw him reach down to adjust himself as Mary’s eyes followed his hand. I hadn’t expected it so soon, but my wife was blushing when she looked back at his face. After a brief glance at me in the back seat, she answered his question.
“James, you don’t make me uncomfortable at all,” she smiled at him. “Except, you might be a little large for me.”
I couldn’t see what Mary was seeing as her eyes traveled downward to look at his pants.
“Perhaps you would like to touch me? Later, when you are more comfortable, I’ll be available to you,” he said.
My breath caught in my throat as Mary leaned closer to James, and her hand reached for his lap as she smiled, first at me, then at our driver.
James looked at me in the rearview mirror. “Your wife is stroking me through my shorts. Are you comfortable, sir?”
“I’d like to see better,” I answered.
“Feel free to move up, so you can see over the back of the seat.”
I unfastened my seatbelt and pushed forward. Mary’s dainty hand was stroking a long, hard, dark tube inside the driver’s white shorts, his cock so long, the mushroom shaped head was peeking out the leg hole. As I watched, she concentrated on the exposed head of his cock, wrapping her fingers around him as she rubbed.
“Does this excite the two of you?” James asked.
We both answered we found it very exciting. I was throbbing hard and intimidated by the size of James’ erection. Mary was flushed, her mouth open as she continued to touch him.
“I think you’ll both have a wonderful time at the resort,” he said, pulling up in front of the open lobby. As he helped the bellman with our luggage, he turned to my wife, his cock pushing on the front of his shorts. “My name is James, and you can reach me by calling the front desk. Please, don’t hesitate. Unless I am otherwise engaged, I’m available twenty-four hours a day. Anything to make your stay more enjoyable.”
Mary was blushing as she gave him a long hug, pushing herself hard against the erection she’d been stroking moments earlier. It seemed as though she was ready for him then.
The lobby was nicely decorated and open on two sides to allow the tropical breezes to flow through. The center held a massive fountain, and the check-in desk had bird stands at both ends. A multicolored bird would periodically fly from one perch to the other whenever it seemed he might be fed. Everything seemed to be made of teak.
The woman who checked us in was a breathtakingly beautiful, black woman, dressed in the same open resort vest, her breasts barely concealed as she went through the usual procedure of running our credit card and explaining the map of the property. I didn’t hear a thing; my senses were overwhelmed by the wobble of her large breasts as she talked.
As we were led to a golf cart to be taken to our cabin, Mary turned to me.
“Remember, you’re mine. No other women for you.”
“Can I at least look?”
“I suppose so, but you can’t touch unless I give you permission. Agreed?”
“Agreed,” I said, catching sight of two more lovelies. Mary only smiled at me as she got in next to our bare-chested, black, cart driver.
His semi-hard cock was obvious as he moved, helping us into our cabin and showing Mary all the features. As soon as he left, Mary stripped off her clothing and pushed me onto the bed. “I’m so damn turned on right now, all those hard cocks. Feel me, Bill.”
Her legs were spread wide for me as I touched her sloppy, wet pussy. Mary moaned as soon as my fingers touched her.
“You could fuck me, right now, I’m plenty ready,” she said, rubbing herself against my fingers. “As much as I want you right now, I’m hungry, and we need a chance to get comfortable with the resort.”
“I thought you were already comfortable. You stroked a black hard-on all the way here,” I reminded her with a grin.
“That’s why I’m so horny,” she said, pulling on a fresh bathing suit, one I had bought for her. It barely covered her nipples or her slit.
We left our cabin and headed toward the main building, passing a few near-naked guests and several black employees. The male guests gawked at Mary as we passed; she was staring at the black employees working on the lush vegetation. My wife seemed mesmerized by the sight.
We were seated by a dressed, black hostess; apparently, being too exposed in the dining area was considered unhygienic. The rule didn’t stop her from staring at my crotch before smiling as she looked into my eyes. Mary pretended to ignore the exchange.
“You’re turned on by looking at those men, aren’t you?” I said. It wasn’t really a question.
Mary shifted in her seat and pulled the crotch of her bathing suit aside, so I could see her swollen, wet pussy. “We need to walk down to the beach this afternoon, or we need to invite one of those workers to our cabin.”
My wife had a hard time finishing her lunch. She was too turned on to concentrate on her food. She pushed her plate away, her lunch half finished, and turned to me.
“Truth time, Bill. I’m going to ask you two direct questions, and you have to give me absolutely truthful answers because I’m going to hold you to them.”
“I will. I’ll tell you the absolute truth, no matter what,” I said, looking just as serious.
“Alright, here we go. Would your feelings for me change if you watched me having sex with another man?” Mary asked.
“Yes,” I said. Mary drew back in alarm. “I’d love you even more than I do now if that’s even possible.”
Mary smiled at me as she said, “Sometimes, the reality isn’t as good as the fantasy.”
“I know. In this case, I think the reality will be much better than the fantasy, but either way, I’ll always be in love with you. What the second question?”
“Would you feel the same way if you couldn’t watch? What if I just told you about it afterward?” Mary was concentrating on her iced tea.
“Would you tell me everything that happened?”
“Would you want me to tell you?” she answered back.
“Absolutely. Furthermore, I would be very disappointed if you showered before coming back to me,” I said.
“You would? You’d want me all… dirty?” she said.
“Remember the fantasy of licking your dirty pussy?” 
“Yes.” Mary blushed.
“A question for you, and I’m very serious,” I said.
Mary just looked at me, waiting for the question.
“What if you found a man who satisfied you so well, a man you liked for more than sex, a man who made you laugh, a man who wanted to take you from me? Would you go?” I asked, my heart racing in my chest.
“That’s impossible to answer truthfully,” Mary said. “I can only tell you, I can’t imagine a man exists who could steal me from the man I love with all my heart.”
I had to accept that answer.
 



Chapter 8
 
As we left the cabin, barely dressed, we paused for a moment to read the resort “rules.”
1) No means no. Every person has the right to turn down a request for sex from any other person, and each guest is expected to honor that right without exceptions.




2) Regardless of rule #1 and a guest’s right to refrain from having sex with other guests, it’s considered rude to refuse every opportunity (wink).




3) While it is not always possible to control erections, male guests are encouraged to keep as much control as possible. Some of us don’t want to see your hard-ons.




4) Regardless of rule #3, women who cause men to be in violation of the above rule are highly regarded by resort management. Keep ‘em up, ladies.




5) Clothing is optional except in public areas and food service areas.




6) Guests engaging in sex in public are going to be watched. If guests don’t want to be watched by others, go inside.




7) Resort employees have been known to engage in sex with resort guests if invited, and if doing so does not interfere with their duties. Please use discretion.




The list continued with pool and restaurant hours, mundane matters mostly.
Mary turned to me, “I guess our questions are about to be answered. Are you ready?”
My wife was gorgeous—shiny dark hair, a face that could have easily graced the cover of a fashion magazine, and a spectacularly, perfect, naked body. Her pussy had a small landing strip of dark fuzz above a red-rimmed slit. Mary was excited, not only did her labored breathing give her away, but so did the glimmering, wet look between her legs.
I pushed the crotch of Mary’s suit aside and ran a finger between her lips. My finger came away covered in a string of warm honey-like juice.
“You’re ready, Mary,” I said as she released her hold on my semi-hard cock. “Let’s do it.”
The resort featured walking paths which wandered through lawns that looked like a fine golf course. The paths continued through heavy, jungle-like foliage, interspaced with more manicured lawns and sandy areas with groves of widely spaced, palm trees. The effect was a visual stimulation.
Most guests stayed in rooms in the main building, but I had opted for one of the less expensive cabins that didn’t feature a view. Cabins with a partial view were more expensive, and the priciest of all had full ocean views and were on the beach. As we passed one of the latter, Mary seemed struck with envy.
On our short walk, we passed one couple fucking on a towel spread on the grass. She was another slim, dark-haired woman, I guessed in her mid-thirties. She was laying on her back, her legs spread wide, as a large black man plunged repeatedly inside her. She kept up a running commentary for the benefit of a man with a slight paunch, standing next to them. I took him to be her husband.
“He’s so big, Mark,” she said as he pushed inside her, and she gasped. Her husband was stroking his much smaller erection as he watched. “He’s already lasted longer than you can.”
Her husband seemed to really like her last comment as he groaned and stroked his erection even harder. As his wife wrapped her legs around the black man’s back, more people stopped to watch. She stopped talking as she concentrated on her black lover. Her husband had to release his erection and turn away to calm himself.
After the black man finished and left, she lay on the blanket and asked the crowd if anyone wanted sloppy seconds. A young white man accepted her invitation and took his place between her thighs. As I put my arm around Mary’s shoulders, I could feel her shaking.
“Bill, I’m so turned on right now. I’ve never seen anything like that. I want to be her. Are you okay with this?”
We watched as the pale white butt rose and fell, pushing grunts out of the older woman. Her husband turned back to watch her new lover in action. The sight was too much for him as he came in long white strings on the grass near her head.
 “If we stay, I’ll join her.” Mary pulled me away. “Let’s go to the bar by the beach.”
As we walked away, Mary whispered to me, “I can feel the breeze on my thighs, they’re so wet.”
Next to the outside bar was a casual eating area, serviced from the main restaurant. Tables and chairs had been set up on a wooden patio which featured a view of the beach and the endless ocean. Food and drink were also available on the beach as young, native waitresses moved around, order pads in hand.
People were standing around the outside bar when we arrived, talking to each other or just watching the bodies on the beach. When Mary walked up, eyes focused on her and cocks that had been flaccid began to grow. Two men turned to talk to my wife, and I moved away to look at the naked women sunbathing just a few feet away, my eyes hidden behind sunglasses.
By the time I turned back to the bar, Mary was in deep conversation with a well-built, young, white man who was at the bar alone. I moved closer to them and ordered another drink.
“Where’s your wife?” Mary was asking him.
“I think she’s off somewhere having sex.”
“Does that bother you?”
He caressed her shoulder as Mary finished her first tropical drink. 
“Not in the least, that’s why we’re here. Isn’t that why you’re here?”
“I guess,” Mary answered as his hand trailed down her back to caress her perfect ass over her bikini bottoms. My wife moved closer to him, and I turned again to look out at the beach. A black beauty was moving around the sand, taking drink orders from sunbathers. Her large breasts swayed as she moved, and more than one man was watching her with interest. I was wondering if she was as available as the other resort employees seemed to be.
When I turned to look, Mary and her new friend were gone. They hadn’t gone by me, leaving only two possible options—left, toward our cabin and the lady on a towel who was now laying with her husband, or right, down the beach. I had a good view left, but the trees blocked my view right, the direction I picked to walk.
I didn’t know what I’d find as I wandered down the beach, hugging the tree line. I hadn’t gone far when I heard Mary’s voice from inside the palm grove.
“Oh ... Rickie,” she sounded excited as I followed the sound. I stood sideways at each tree as I peeked around. The grove grew thicker as I moved behind a large palm and peered around the right side of it.
My wife had Rickie pressed against another large tree as she caressed his erection, and he pushed her bottoms aside to finger her pussy. I had my hand wrapped around my own cock as I watched Mary stroke another man’s erection. We’d made the leap from fantasy to reality.
“I really want you, Rickie. I want to fuck you right here, right now. But I can’t, my husband has to be with me,” she sounded disappointed. I wanted to step out of hiding and tell her it was alright, I was here, but another part of me wanted to see what would happen.
“You’re dripping wet, Mary. How about if I just eat you?” he asked as he dropped to his knees. He spread my wife’s legs as she looked down at him. When his tongue touched her aroused clitoris, Mary moaned and put both hands on his head. I could see the sparkle of her engagement ring as she held another man tight against her pussy.
I’d seen enough. If there was more to see, I’d just cum on the ground like the first husband had, and I didn’t want that. Instead, I made my way back toward our cabin. My erection was visible in my suit as I walked past the black waitress. My question regarding the availability of the female staff was partially answered as she’d studied my erection and given me a questioning look.
A short time later, Mary charged into the cabin.
“Bill, I came so close. I wanted to do it. I let another man eat me.”
“I know, I watched until he was on his knees.”
“You did? How did you feel about it? Are we still okay?” She had a worried look on her face.
“We’re better than okay, we’re wonderful. I wanted you to fuck him, look how hard I am.”
Mary stroked me.
“You still want me to be your hotwife?”
“More than ever, but if you keep stroking me, I’m going to cum.”
Mary smiled as she took her hand away.
“He brought me right to the edge of a climax, honey. I’m still there, I can feel my pussy vibrating. If I see him again, I’m going to go for it. But I want to know you’re absolutely sure.”
“You don’t need to keep asking me, and you don’t need to worry about it. I’m sure,” I told her, but Mary still looked a little doubtful.
“I’ve just never heard of a husband wanting his wife to cheat on him before, and now, we’re here. I’m like… required to cheat on you. It’s almost a rule,” she said, flopping on her back. Her long, lean frame was spread out beside me, her firm round breasts pointed out. Her hand moved to her stomach, inching lower until she was inside her bottoms, brushing the fuzz above her pussy.
“Is it there something wrong with me wanting to do it?” She turned her head to look at me. “I have a secret to tell you, Bill. Promise me you won’t be upset with me.”
“I promise,” I said. Naturally, the promise was meaningless since there was no way I could know in advance what she had to say. Still, I felt safe considering what we’d been talking about and where we were.
“Remember when you first showed me the website for this place?” she asked.
“Yes.”
“I was so turned on by it, I masturbated. I was scared, I honestly didn’t want to come here, not then. But it was so exciting, the idea of being naked in front of other people, watching couples having sex. Maybe even having sex with a strange man, and I knew you wanted to do it. Even then,” she said, dipping a finger into her vagina to get it wet before rubbing a circle around her clitoris.
“That’s why I worked so hard to get in shape. I wanted to look good for other guys,” she continued. “Are you upset with me?”
“No. I’m proud of you. I couldn’t be prouder or more in love. Now, you have to make me a promise. You have to promise me something, no matter what. Will you do it?”
“Yes.”
“First of all, this isn’t part of the promise, that’s next. You can’t ‘cheat’ on me if I give you permission.”
Mary looked at her finger, still circling her clitoris.
“Alright, I guess I understand. What’s the promise I have to make, no matter what?”
“You have to promise to have sex… to fuck… the next man who turns you on like the guy did today. You have to promise to do it even if I can’t watch you.” I held my breath waiting for her to say something.
“Okay. I promise.” Mary’s finger was moving faster on her pussy until, suddenly, she bent almost in two and came, gasping and calling my name.
 



Chapter 9
 
It was still early when we walked to the restaurant for dinner. We had on the minimum amount of clothing allowed as they seated us at a table for four near the railing overlooking the beach. We could see people standing at the beach bar and one woman at the end, her hands on the teak bar, being taken from behind as two men looked on.
“Do you think one of them is her husband?” Mary asked.
“I suspect the guy with the boner.”
“’Boner.’ What a word,” Mary laughed. “Do I make you ‘pop a boner?’”
“Yes, all the time.”
“Good.”
The restaurant had filled up, despite the early hour, and the hostess approached us asking if we would be willing to share our table with another couple. We agreed, and she introduced us to Mary’s friend from the afternoon, Rickie, and his petite wife, June.
Rickie and Mary shared a hug that threatened to turn into much more as they kissed, and Rickie held my wife against the balcony railing. June broke them up by tapping her husband on the shoulder.
“Maybe you two can get reacquainted later, I’m hungry now,” she said.
“Of course, you’re hungry. You were laid today. I’m still horny,” Rickie laughed.
The seating was rearranged so Mary could sit next to Rickie as we watched the sun setting, and the lamps came on, giving the beach a soft, luminous glow. The only lights in the open restaurant were the candles on the tables.
As we enjoyed drinks and waited for our food, Rickie and Mary moved close to each other and held a whispered conversation. From time to time, Mary would catch my eye and smile, but her concentration was on Rickie.
“They’re going for it,” June said to me. “Do you want to watch with me?”
“Yes, very much,” I answered adjusting my shorts to allow for my erection.
June took my hand and put it on her smooth, shapely thigh. “I want to watch too. But if you’d rather do something more?”
“I’m good with watching, June, but I think doing it with you would be great.”
“Hey… hey guys,” June said to get the attention of the other two. “Whatever you’re cooking up together, we want to watch.”
“Okay,” Rickie said. Mary just looked uncomfortable. She was saved from further embarrassment by the arrival of our food.
“So,” Rickie said between bites, “we’re going back to our cabin, and Mary and I are going to finish what we started this afternoon. Are you two going to join us or just watch?”
“Just watch,” June said. “Although… plans could change, I guess.”
Mary gave me a sharp look that softened as I shook my head ‘No.’
June wouldn’t let me take my hand off her bare thigh for long, reaching out for me whenever I tried to remove it.
“I just like the feel of your hand on my leg,” she whispered to me. “It doesn’t mean anything; do I feel good to you?”
“You feel wonderful,” I answered truthfully. June just smiled and continued eating.
She was so small, it felt like I was touching a teenager even though June was probably closer to twenty-five. I confined myself to her thigh although I’m sure my finger would have easily fit under her loose shorts.
Mary’s eyes closed, and her fork hung motionless, halfway to her mouth. Rickie’s arm was moving between her legs. We couldn’t see exactly what he was doing, but the result was apparent on my wife’s face.
“Rickie… oh… yes.” Mary finally put her fork down and concentrated on the sensations before looking up at us. “Does anybody want dessert or are you as ready to go as I am?”
The stroll to their cabin turned into a footrace as Mary and Rickie almost ran, their hands locked together until we were inside. Mary stripped off her clothing and lay face up on the bed as Rickie joined her, his leg trapped between her thighs, pushing against her pussy. They kissed frantically, Mary humping Rickie’s thigh as the kisses became even wilder, and the sound of my wife’s moans surrounded us.
Mary’s head dropped to Rickie’s chest as her humping slowed, and she pushed her pussy even harder against his thigh, putting more friction on her clitoris. Rickie’s erection was impressive though not nearly as large as our driver’s. His white, pale cock was quivering as his hands squeezed my wife’s breasts.
June was already naked when I turned to look at her. Her breasts appeared oversized for such a petite woman. Her bare pussy looked swollen, glistening wet. Her labia were a dark red color as she turned to look at me, her legs spread.
“What are you waiting for, Bill?” she asked. “Let’s see your cock.”
I dropped my shorts to the floor. Mary was between Rickie’s legs, his cock in her mouth as she concentrated on him, paying no attention to me.
I was so excited, watching my wife with another man, I lost track of June. I stood near the bed, my wife slobbering over another man’s prick. Mary’s ass was pointed at me, her legs slightly spread and her pussy pink and ready with desire. He was her first man, other than myself, in ten years.
She wanted him, at that moment, she would have done anything for him as she made love to his erection. Her salvia dripping down his shaft and onto his balls when he pulled his cock from her mouth and moved her to the foot of the bed.
Rickie bent Mary over the edge, her feet on the floor and stood between her legs, rubbing the rubbery head of his erection along her center. I stayed where I was, looking at my wife’s face as she felt a strange cock touching her. Her eyes were wide, and her mouth hung open. Her arms were stretched out on the bed until Rickie gathered her wrists together and held them in one hand, behind her back, forcing her flat on the bed as he pushed the head of his cock into her pussy.
“Ah… oh,” Mary was groaning into the bed.
As Rickie pushed in further and started to fuck her, my wife’s moaning increased. A long series of “Oh,” only interrupted by loud panting as Mary was held motionless while a strange man ravaged her.
My wife’s orgasm seemed to build in intensity until she came as Rickie pushed her body into the bed and slammed his cock into her pussy. Mary was still peaking as Rickie stuck his finger in her asshole. We’d never engaged in ass play; as far as I knew, this was the first time for my wife.
“Ah… God… yes,” Mary was shrieking as her orgasm reached a new peak.
“I can feel my cock in your cunt with my finger,” Rickie said as he moved his finger and his erection in rhythm. “Do you want me to push another finger into your dirty asshole?”
“Yes… please… fuck me.” Mary had begun to cry from pleasure. Tears ran down her cheeks as Rickie added another wet finger, spreading her asshole even wider as he continued to ram his cock into her pussy.
“Cum in me, Rickie. I want you to feel you shooting so deep inside me.” Mary was talking more during sex with another man than she ever had with me. I stood behind them as he started to cum, unprotected, inside my wife. Rickie pulled his erection out just enough for me to see his cock rhythmically pumping sperm inside her as Mary lowered her head to the sheet and concentrated on the feeling of being flooded.
When he finished, he released my wife’s arms and allowed her to fall to the floor at the foot of the bed. She lay crumpled until June crawled to her and spread Mary’s legs. My wife’s eyes opened wide as June began licking her open pussy.
Looking up at Mary’s face, June said, “We can’t let all my husband’s sperm go to waste.”
June’s ass was high in the air, her pussy looking as excited as Mary’s when Rickie spread her cheeks and turned to me.
“From the looks of it, this might be a good time for you to fuck my wife.”
I wanted to, lord knows, my throbbing cock wanted to do it. I could have pushed right inside her, but I’d promised my wife I wouldn’t. Mary was propped against the end of the bed, her legs spread, her knees bent, watching another woman lick and eat her pussy.
June raised her head and reached out to kiss my wife, her face covered in her husband’s cum. I’d never known Mary to be attracted to another woman, but I’d never known her to like having her ass penetrated either. I watched as she licked Rickie’s cum from June’s face.
“Mary,” June whispered. “We’re going to make love before the week’s over, aren’t we?”
My wife put both hands behind June’s head and pulled her lips hard against her own.
“Yes.”
 



Chapter 10
 
When we walked back into our cabin after passing couples fucking on the beach, my cock was still hard. Pre-cum had hardened on me, and I throbbed looking at my wife’s flushed body.
Mary pushed herself against me and whispered, “Do you still love me?”
“Yes, I love you even more now than I did two hours ago.”
“It’s not just your hard-on talking?”
“No.”
“Do you want to fuck your used, slutty wife while I tell you what happened to me?”
“Yes. Please tell me about having his fingers in your ass. Please tell me about the feel of June’s mouth on your pussy.”
“You won’t last long enough for all that,” she answered. “But I have an idea.”
Mary lay on the edge of the bed and holding her legs to her chest, her pussy open to me, said, “Eat me like you promised. After another man has been inside, and I’ll tell you what happened.”
I sat on the floor between her thighs, my tongue tracing her slit up to her engorged clit. Joan had been there before me, so not much remained to be cleaned.
“Motherfucker,” I’d never heard Mary use that word before, much less at the top of her voice. She was already bucking against my face as I backed off, afraid I’d hurt her somehow.
“Get back in there, I’m just sensitive, so be careful.”
“Okay, but you have to tell me what happened.”
“He fucked me, Bill. Another man put his big cock inside your wife’s pussy, and it felt incredible. I haven’t been with another man in ten years. He stretched me wide. He held my arms, so I couldn’t move, and he just pounded me like a piece of meat. I loved every minute of it, Bill,” Mary used my hair to pull my head away, so she could look at me. “I’m going to tell you some things that might hurt you. Are we still alright?”
“Let me back in there. I want to hear every detail from your side. No matter what,” I told her as she pulled me back against her open, wet pussy.
“I came, Bill. I came more than once while he fucked me. I didn’t know I liked having something in my ass, but I do. Does that disgust you?” she asked. I shook my head ‘No,’ and Mary continued, “I felt full, and his finger was touching something inside me, making it rub against his cock. I’ve never cum that hard before in my life. I’m so sorry, honey. I know how that must hurt you, but I could feel him in my entire body. I want to do it again.”
“How about when Joan ate you?”
“I’ve never been interested in another woman, but I am now. She was so good, I came with her too, but it was different. Softer, somehow, but just as good. Maybe better in a way… oh shit, Bill. I’m going…” and Mary climaxed one more time.
I climbed to my feet and plunged my cock into Mary’s open, throbbing pussy. She was still cumming when I burst inside her.
I woke in the middle of the night, the two of us laying on a bare sheet, Mary wrapped around me. I moved my hand down my wife’s back and fondled her ass before taking a chance and moving a finger to caress her asshole. Mary stirred, and I quickly removed my finger.
“Don’t stop,” she murmured against my chest.
I moved my finger back and continued my light caress. Mary spread her legs enough for me to get one hand on her pussy to spread some moisture on my finger.
“Push inside me, Bill.”
For the first time in our marriage, I was inside my wife’s backside. Her opening didn’t resist me as Mary moaned against my chest and played with her clitoris.
“I didn’t know I liked that until tonight,” she said as she moved to sit on me backward, ‘cowgirl’-style. With my erection inside her pussy, she looked back at me, the room just light enough I could make out her features.
“Put your finger back inside,” she said as she rested her head on my knees.
“Can you feel your cock inside me? Can you feel me fucking you?” Mary had moved one hand back to her clitoris. “Do you want… to… fuck my… ass… someday? Maybe… you can fuck… my ass… while James fucks… my… oh, God… CUNT,” Mary came before I was ready, her movements spastic on my erection.
“You’re still hard,” she said as she climbed off the bed. “I want to play our game again today.”
“The one where I don’t get to cum?”
“Yes, that one. Look at you, we’re already playing,” she sounded excited as she watched my cock throbbing with each heartbeat.
“Okay, when do I get off?” I asked.
“Tomorrow. Today, unless you’re in my ass, you can watch and touch, but you can’t cum,” she smiled. “But tomorrow, you’ll be rewarded beyond your wildest dreams.”
As Mary climbed out of bed, she said, “I may even let you have June.” My cock throbbed in response.
We ran into Rickie and June at breakfast and after some initial embarrassment, rehashed the night before.
“How did you know I’d like your finger up my ass?” Mary asked.
“You have a beautiful ass, I thought it deserved special pleasure,” Rickie grinned.
“I like it, too,” June said looking at me.
“Has he ever fucked you in the ass? You’re so tiny,” Mary asked, intrigued.
“Yep, it’s not my favorite thing unless I have my dildo up my front side at the same time,” June said.
“She goes crazy,” Rickie added.
“I do.”
“Have you thought about… I don’t know how to say this,” Mary started.
“Having two men at the same time?” June finished. “I did it when we were here last year.”
Mary’s face was pink as she asked, “How was it?”
“I was still cumming from the memory days later,” June said without embarrassment. “If my butt hadn’t been tender, I’d have done it every day. I’d have done it continuously. When one guy finished, I’d have recruited another.”
Mary was silent for a long time, concentrating on her breakfast as the three of us chatted. Finally, Mary stood up and took off her swimming suit, “I’m going for a walk. I’ll see you guys later. Bill, would you take my clothes back to the cabin for me?”
“She’s going to get laid,” June said. “Probably more than once.”
I was suddenly overcome with jealousy and uncertainty. My wife was walking around a resort that catered to free and easy sex, without me. She wasn’t conservative Mary anymore, she was a libertine. Likely to screw the first man she saw.
My uncertainty must have shown on my face as June put her hand on my arm.
“Rickie, how about if Bill and I take Mary’s stuff back while you find us a place on the beach?”
Rickie looked relieved as he headed out the door, leaving June and me alone at the table.
“He’s hoping to get lucky. In fact, he’s hoping to find Mary, but I don’t think he will,” she said to me.
“Why not?” my voice was shaky.
“Because she’s looking for a black guy.” June looked at me. “So am I, no offense.”
After we put my wife’s clothing on a chair in our cabin, June gave me a hug on her way out the door.
“I was serious when I told Mary I like other women,” she said. “So, please, let me know if the two of you might want to be with me.”
I spent time with June on the beach before walking around the resort in a daze for the remainder of the day. My wife had disappeared and everywhere I looked were naked women, some of them having sex with other men or even other women. One incredibly beautiful, blonde beauty was being taken by three men under a palm tree.
 



Chapter 11
 
I didn’t see Rickie or June again, not that I was looking for them. I even tried calling the front desk and asking for James, only to be told he was ‘currently unavailable.’ My insecurity spiked. This was what I had wanted, what I’d work toward for the last few years. Now, it was here, and I was unsure of myself, for the first time.
What had I done? My wife was looking for a black man with a huge cock to fuck her, and I had no idea where to find her. Not only did I not know where she was, but she had suddenly discovered her asshole, a part of her that had laid dormant, right in front of me, all this time.
Every hour or so, I’d check the cabin, but Mary didn’t reappear, and her clothing was unmoved. Until the third or fourth time I checked, and it was gone. I rushed to the lobby and the restaurant, but Mary wasn’t in either place. She was still missing and now dressed.
At dinner time, I went back down to the restaurant and pulled up a chair with June and Rickie. Both looked sun-pink and satisfied.
“Still no Mary?” June asked, looking puzzled.
“No, and the clothing she was wearing this morning is gone.”
June and Rickie looked at each other.
“What?”
“Okay,” June said. “It could mean nothing.”
“Or it could mean…”
“She left the resort with somebody,” June finished lamely.
“What does that mean?” I asked.
“It would mean she found the black cock she wanted, and he took her somewhere. It happens,”
“When will I see her again if that’s what happened?” My heart was hammering, and I’d lost all my appetite.
“Dude,” Rickie said chuckling. “Don’t wait up.”
“Rickie!” June slapped his arm. “Have some compassion!”
“Why… what? Tell me,” I said.
June put her hand on my thigh, just below my shorts and leaned in close.
“Everything will be fine, Bill. Just relax. Do you want me to wait with you in your cabin? I could help.” June’s hand was under the leg of my shorts, her fingers caressing the head of my semi-erect cock.
As good as June’s hand felt, my mind was on Mary. Visions of my wife naked, her legs in the air, being pounded by an enormous black man with James’ face clouded my brain. My body was reacting to June’s fingers, but all I could see was Mary.
“I’ve got to go,” I said, standing suddenly. My prick was making a tent in my shorts as I turned to leave.
“Call me if you need anything, Bill,” I heard June giggle behind me. 
I walked around the grounds again, hoping I’d find my wife this time. There were guests everywhere, most naked, but a few wearing swimming suits, but no Mary. I stopped for a few minutes to watch the same blonde woman from the afternoon being fucked from behind while she sucked another man.
“Do you like watching me, honey?” she said to the man in front of her while looking at me. “Do you like watching your wife being fucked?”
I hurried away, her question hitting too close to home.
I walked up the path to our cabin. Staying as quiet as possible, I crept inside, but the room was as empty as it had been all day. My mind was in turmoil, but my cock was rock hard. I briefly wondered how long a man could keep an erection without hurting himself.
I must have dozed off. I woke with a start as the cabin door opened, and James walked in, my wife laid out over his broad shoulder, her clothing in his free hand.
“I brought your wife back. I hope you don’t mind I borrowed her for a while,” he said, laying her on the bed.
Mary woke up and looked around before her gaze settled on James. “You’re not done as you?” she said, pushing herself gracefully off the bed. “There’s one more thing I want to do today, and I need both of you.”
James and I just looked at each other as Mary worked tugging his shorts down his legs. His erection was impressive, thicker than I thought my wife could possibly handle, and so long, I was sure it would hurt her. In fact, it resembled nothing so much as a wine bottle in length and thickness.
His cock was covered in hard cords and veins. Bumps stood out along it’s long girth. He was uncircumcised, and when he pulled his foreskin back, the mushroom shaped head of his black cock was white.
James caught me staring and glanced down at my clearly inferior member. My heart was hammering in my chest as a cold sweat covered my body and my cock quivered with every heartbeat. Lord help me, I wanted to see my wife violated by that giant phallus! Something was wrong with me to want to see the woman I loved, the mother of my children fucked by this strong, large, black man.
Mary worked on his cock, squatting in a submissive position, her hands behind her back. All the while she licked and tried to suck him, she held her eyes firmly fixed on his face.
Long strings of my wife’s salvia connected her mouth with his erection, more pooled on the bare wood floor beneath them, mixing with the puddle forming under my wife’s pussy. The sounds of her moans filled the cabin as Mary became more frenzied.
My wife never looked so beautiful, her long, toned thighs spread, her perfect hips and her tight, hard stomach. Her hands were behind her back as she tongued his huge cock and balls, making them shine in the light.
James seemed close when Mary pulled her head away from his cock and took charge.
“On your back, James. On the edge of the bed.”
James quickly laid down, his ass on the edge of the bed, and my wife crawled on top of him. I bent to get a better view as Mary lined his cock up with her pussy and rubbed the head along her slit.
I still had a hard time believing something so large could fit inside her even as Mary, resting on one knee the other leg with her foot planted on the bed, began forcing him inside.
“Oh… my God, James,” she whispered. “How did you get inside me before?” There was no longer any doubt, my wife had fucked this large black man earlier in the day.
She finally forced the head of his cock inside, stretching her more than I would have thought possible. My wife pushed herself on his erection a few inches before pushing herself back up and allowing his wet cock to reappear. Mary’s eyes were focused down her long body as she lowered herself further each time until James was hidden completely inside her vagina, and she dropped, so both knees were on the bed.
She stopped then, her hips rocking against him as she groaned, her eyes tightly closed. 
“Talk to me again, James. Like you did earlier.”
“I’m going to fuck your cunt so well, you won’t be able to feel your husband’s cock again.”
My wife just smiled. “That’s true, Bill.”
As my wife raised and lowered herself on his cock, bending forward with her weight on her hands and knees, I could see pussy stretched by his girth. As she pushed herself up, it seemed as though he was pulling her vagina inside out. Her labia were so stretched, they tightly grasped his erection, and when she lowered herself, her lips were pushed inside.
Mary used her fingers to gather moisture from her pussy and spread it on her asshole. 
“I may not be able to feel you in my pussy tonight,” she said, “but I’m sure I’ll feel you fucking me in the ass.”
My wife looked over her shoulder at me as she lowered her head to James’ shoulder, her hands spreading her ass cheeks apart. 
“Put it in, Bill. I want you to be the first person to fuck me in the ass.”
She was having a hard time talking or holding still as I gathered more moisture from her pussy. I wanted to linger, to feel another man fucking my wife.
When Mary’s asshole was as wet as I could make it, I started pushing my cock against her tiny rosebud. Because James was so big, her asshole was squeezed into a tiny slit. I added more wetness to my cock and pushed against her as Mary pushed back at me while using her hands to spread herself as wide as she could.
“Push it in, Bill,” she wailed. “Just shove your cock up my asshole.”
Her desperation drove me on, and I shoved so hard, I felt as though my cock was bending until she relaxed enough and I was rewarded, her hole gave way, and I was suddenly inside.
“Oh… oh, Bill… hold still… everybody,” Mary gasped loudly. I could feel her ass squeezing me. “Okay… go slow… oh.”
I started to fuck her, adding more lubrication as James pushed in from below. It was a strange sensation being inside my wife’s tight backside, feeling another man’s hard cock fucking her.
“Can you feel him, Bill?” she wailed. “Can you feel him fucking meeee?”
“Yes, I can feel him.” I was gritting my teeth, feeling myself on the very edge of orgasm as my cock rubbed against another man’s, deep inside Mary. I could feel all the veins and bumps as we fucked my wife together.
“You’re touching… something… so deep… I’m going to cum. Just me,” Mary held perfectly still as her first orgasm rolled through her. I felt her spasm around me, her ass squeezing me as her climax overtook her.
“Could you feel me cum?”
“Yes,” we both answered as Mary held herself up with her hands flat on James’ chest.
“Fuck me, hard now. Both of you,” Mary’s voice trailed off into a wail.
It took a few seconds for James and me to get our rhythm. When we did, and we were both fucking my wife, the room became quiet except our grunts. I could just see the side of my wife’s face as we pounded into her. She was biting her bottom lip, her eyes tightly closed as she concentrated on the sensations flooding her system.
I could feel James’ cock sliding against the thin membrane separating us deep inside my wife. The difference was his cock was much longer and bigger around than mine. I could feel every vein and lump as we fucked her.
“You’re… oh my God… touching something… I’ve never felt,” Mary’s voice trailed off into a scream as she climaxed again. I’d lost track of my wife’s orgasms, it felt as though she was cumming almost continuously.
The urge to cum finally became too much even as I struggled to remember every moment of this fantastic experience. I was fucking my wife’s asshole while a large black man was inside her pussy. Just thinking that was enough to cause me to burst deep inside her. As I came, James joined me, his large cock pumping load after load inside my wife. I could feel his spasms as he came.
My cock softened, and I eased out of her ass. Mary might not have noticed as she murmured, “Thank you… thank you,” between each kiss with James.
Her ass was leaking my sperm as Mary pulled herself off him and lay on her back on the bed. She held her arms above her head, her legs spread, as she looked down her body at me.
“Did you like that, honey?” she asked. I was shocked at the sight of my wife’s pussy. She was visibly stretched, her slit not closing as it normally did after sex. I could see inside her as she throbbed and some of James’ cum dripped onto the bed.
Mary touched her pussy with one hand, lazily gathering moisture and caressing her own clitoris and hood. For the first time I could remember, that part of her could be easily seen and looked erect.
“You’re staring,” Mary said as she felt her own extended slit. “Do you like looking after another man has stretched me so much? It’s okay.” Her fingers had retreated to her aroused clit.
As my wife’s wet finger circled her bud, she did something else I’d never seen Mary do. She used her other hand to cup her breast and pinch the nipple. Her eyes were closed as she masturbated for us.
“You touched something special, Bill,” she said. “Deep in my ass while James was deep inside my pussy. You rubbed against something, the two of you did, some part of me I didn’t even know was there,” she almost shouted at the end as an orgasm overwhelmed her, and she held herself as she came.
James was already dressing. I hadn’t noticed him move, my concentration so intensely focused on my wife. Mary smiled at him as he moved to the door, “I had a really good time today.”
“I did too,” he said, stepping out the door. “I’ll tell the guys how much you enjoyed yourself.”
I snapped my head around to look at my wife, but all she did was smile at me as she continued to caress her breast.
“The guys?”
“I need a shower,” she said, rolling off the other side of the bed.
It wasn’t until we were on the plane, on the way home, that Mary told me about the “guys.”
 



Chapter 12
 
When we met up with Rickie and June for breakfast the next morning, Mary had difficulty sitting down. After squirming around, trying to get comfortable, she finally gave up and leaned against the railing at the end of our table.
“You must have had fun last night,” June said as she sipped her coffee.
“I had an incredible time, thanks for asking,” my wife smiled widely.
“Are you still cumming this morning?” June continued.
“No, but I could. What do you have in mind?”
June just stood up, smiled at me, and took my wife’s hand.
“I thought we might finish what we started.”
Rickie and I scrambled out from our seats to follow. The door was locked at their cabin when we arrived.
“June has the key,” he said, knocking on the door as I walked around the side. His knock went unanswered, and I motioned for him to follow me to the side window. We couldn’t see anything; the window was open, but our view was blocked by the thin curtain.
“Oh, yes… Mary, have you done this before? Ah… yes… right there,” it was June’s voice. Wet sounds leaked through the open window as we looked at each other, our eyes wide.
June started to cum, “Mary… yes.” My wife had caused another woman to climax. I wasn’t sure how much of this resort my heart could tolerate.
We heard a lot of kissing and whispering too soft for us to overhear before it was Mary’s turn to be pleasured by June. My swimsuit couldn’t contain my erection; Rickie looked like he was having the same problem.
“Hey guys,” it was June’s voice, “Mary and I are going to be here awhile.”
Rickie shrugged and walked off toward the beach bar. Easy for him, he could just see if he could get laid. I stood by the open window for a while longer until Mary said, “Bill, go get a hand-job or something,” followed by soft giggles.
I tried to adjust my hard-on so it wasn’t showing as I moved away from the cabin. I was surprised to find myself just inside the palm trees next to the beach. I pulled down my suit to get a better idea of how to place my throbbing erection when the black, beach waitress walked into the trees on her way back to the main building. She stopped short when she saw me trying to wrestle my unwieldy cock back into a piece of fabric never meant to contain it. I’d been turned on and frustrated for so long—except for the night before—my cock was throbbing and dripping pre-cum as she watched me.
“Looks like you may need some help,” she said. “He doesn’t seem to be cooperating. Do you want me to see if one of the beach bunnies will help?”
I suddenly knew what I wanted. I wanted to feel her touch more than anything in the world—this shockingly beautiful, black woman with large, barely contained soft breasts, smiling pink lips, and bright shining eyes. Her ebony skin shone in the semi-darkness of the trees. Even the bleach-white running shoes looked wonderful on her black legs.
“Would you be offended if I ask you to touch me?” I asked, suddenly embarrassed by my predicament.
“I won’t let you fuck me,” she said, her face suddenly serious.
“No. Maybe a hand-job?” I sounded pathetic even to my own ears.
The beauty looked around carefully before moving deeper into the bush, beckoning me to follow. “Just a hand-job?”
“Yes, I promise. You’re so incredibly beautiful.”
“Thank you even if it’s just your prick talking,” she laughed quietly. “But, I’ll tell you what I’ll do for the compliment,” she said as she lowered the top of her resort provided, two-piece swimming suit. Her large breasts had almost no sag as she freed them, her nipples huge. “You can touch me until you’re done. But please, don’t tell anyone, or I could be in trouble.”
As she wrapped her soft hand around my straining erection, she leaned close to my ear. “It’s okay for the men to fuck the guests, but they don’t like us to mess around. I get so horny looking at you guys, I have to change my uniform twice a day.”
I moaned as she stroked me; she wasn’t in a hurry, and I was caressing and lightly squeezing her breast.
“I saw you yesterday, you were hurrying from the trees further down the beach,” she whispered. “Your cock was so hard even then. I wanted to pull you into these trees.”  She stroked me for another moment. “Does that sound awful, I wanted you to fuck me, and here we are.”
I looked down at her shiny eyes, her pupils pitch black in her perfectly white eyes. 
“I’d really like to make love with you. Not here in the trees, in a bed.” I said as her grip grew firmer. 
“You can squeeze my tits harder, I like it rough.”
“Would you like to make love with me?” she asked. I moaned in acknowledgment as she smiled brightly. “You would? You’d like to put your white cock inside me? You’d make me cum.”
I was so close, just hanging on the edge, my cum felt as though it was at the top of my cock. Just as I felt myself starting, my beautiful waitress bent and took my cock between her soft lips. I groaned as my sperm flooded her mouth. I bent with her, my fingers crushing her breasts as hard as I could squeeze. Her moans added to my excitement.
I wasn’t sure if what we had done technically qualified as a blowjob. Only the tip of my cock had been between her lips and then, only as I came. Still, it was the best damn blowjob I’d ever received.
“What’s your name?” I gasped.
“Nova,” she said, wiping her mouth on the back of her hand.
“If I wasn’t already married, Nova,” I smiled broadly, “I’d want to marry you and run away.”
Nova’s face was suddenly serious. “Were you serious about being willing to make love in a real bed?”
“Yes, oh God, yes.” I held her head between my palms and kissed her. A long soft kiss that became harder as she pulled my face into hers. Her lips were so soft, I lost myself in them. I only pulled away as I remember the most important thing.
“I want to,” my cock was hard again, pressing against her, “but I can’t. I promised my wife I wouldn’t… you know… with another woman while we were here.”
“Has she?” Nova asked.
“Yes, but I gave her permission.” It all sounded lame even to me.
“Does she like other women?”
“I didn’t use to think so, but things have happened to change my mind.”
Nova smiled up at me as she tucked her breasts into her top.
“Bring her along.”
 
****
 
I watched my black goddess walk away through the trees, her trim ass moving as she walked until she was lost from sight. I wasn’t much softer than I’d been before meeting her. I was so turned on by everything that had happened and what I’d heard, my hard-on just would not go away.
The beach bar was crowded with barely dressed or naked people, laughing and talking. The naked blonde next to me turned just as I reached for my beer and my arm dragged against her nipples.
“Oops, sorry,” I said.
“Oh, don’t be. My name’s Jill,” she said, extending her hand. Jill was good-looking, nothing compared to Mary or Nova, of course. The breasts I’d touched were large but not firm. Her stretch marks looked white on her suntanned skin. Not everybody at the resort was perfect. Most of the men had paunches and small cocks nestled in thickets of pubic hair. Some of the women looked like Jill, but it was obvious the resort also catered to trophy wives and the men who loved watching them.
“I’m Bill,” I said, taking her hand.
“Only one letter off,” she smiled. “This is my husband Rusty,” she introduced me to a naked man who looked like most of the husbands at the resort.
“Are you here alone?” Jill asked.
“No, my wife is around somewhere,” I said, evading the question. “I heard her voice just a bit ago.”
“Is she with another man?” Jill winked at me.
“No,” I answered truthfully before saying too much. “Not another man,” I could have bitten my tongue off. Why had I said too much?
“Oh,” Jill said, her eyes widening. “Not another man? What’s your wife’s name? I think I’d like to meet her.”
“Um… er… Mary,” I said.
“Do you have kids?” she asked.
“Yes,” I answered just as my Mary walked up. “Honey, I was telling Jill and Rusty we have two kids.”
Just like that, Rusty and I were ignored as the women talked about children and how they missed them even though they were having a great time. I talked with Rusty about guy stuff while I listened to the women with half an ear.
Rusty abruptly had my complete attention when he said, “Jill’s curious about being with another woman.”
“She is?” I asked stupidly.
Rusty was holding his beer and looking out at the water as he said, “I’d kinda like to see that.”
“Has she… I mean… have you?”
“She has,” he said. “I’m not… most of the women seem to be looking for a particular type of guy, and I’m not exactly what they want,” he smiled ruefully. “I guess I remind them too much of their husbands,” he said. “How about you?”
“I haven’t,” I said as Nova walked by us and smiled broadly as she looked at me.
Rusty gave me a quick, sharp look. “Did you?”
“No, we’ve… er… talked,” I finished lamely.
“Must have been some conversation,” Mary said with a smile. Wife’s don’t miss things like that.
“It was a… um… satisfying conversation,” I told her.
“We’ll talk more about your ‘conversation’ later,” she said, turning back to Jill.
Jill and Rusty had stashed their clothing in beach bags, and the four of us walked to the restaurant. Before we were seated, I excused us for a moment and pulled Mary aside to talk.
“So, here’s the deal, the waitress, Nova, wants to fuck me, and she wants you to be there,” I said as my Mary’s eyes grew wide.
“What did the two of you do?” she asked.
“She gave me a hand-job, which you said was okay,” I reminded her.
“That’s all, just a hand-job?” Mary was suspicious.
“I might have finished in her mouth, but that was her idea, and I was so far along, I couldn’t stop,” I said defensively.
“What else?” Mary asked.
“Jill wants to sleep with you.”
“Oh, get out of here. She does not, who told you that?” Mary was dismissive.
“Her husband. He can’t get laid, his words, but Jill’s interested in being with another woman, and when she figured what you’d been doing,” I sounded even more lame than earlier.
Mary’s mouth was hanging open. “She knows I was with June? You told?”
“Not directly, look, never mind. She knows.”
Mary turned to consider Jill. “The beach waitress is the black woman?”
“Yes.”
“She’s gorgeous.” At that moment Jill turned and caught Mary’s eye. “Oh God, you’re right.”
Dinner was tense as Jill turned doe-like eyes on my wife throughout the meal, and Mary tried to be friendly without committing to anything. Rusty’s goal seemed to be getting the two of them in bed, so he could watch, mine was to support my wife and keep out of the line of fire.
Mary explained it had been a long day for her, and we left first. A misty-eyed Jill watched us until we were out of sight.
“She was… intense,” I said.
“Ya think? I expected her to crawl under the table and between my legs, at any moment,” Mary didn’t look unhappy with the idea.
“You don’t look displeased with the idea,” I commented; too often I lack a speed bump between my brain and my mouth.
“I’m not ‘displeased.’ I just wasn’t ready for her. She’s too… intense,” now, Mary was borrowing my words.
“How are you feeling? Are you too worn out from this afternoon?” I didn’t want to push my wife into anything if she didn’t feel up to it.
“I’m fine. If anything, the afternoon just threw fuel on the fire. I haven’t been this continuously horny since,” she paused. “You don’t want to know.”
“Before me?” I asked.
 



Chapter 13
 
As we rounded the last corner to our cabin, and I caught sight of a pair of bright white running shoes walking toward us. A second later, an equally bright smile appeared, and I was able to make out Nova carrying a small bag from the beach bar to the main building.
“Nova,” I smiled, “I want you to meet my wife. Mary, this is Nova.”
I don’t know what I was expecting as Nova turned her dazzling smile on my wife.
“Your husband didn’t do you justice, but you’re far too beautiful for words. So, I think he did the best he could.” Nova hadn’t extended her hand, but she put the small bag on the ground and turned her body to face my wife.
Mary looked at me before turning to Nova.
“I understand you gave my husband a ‘hand’ this afternoon? May I see it, please?”
Now, it was Nova’s turn to look at me. Her eyes wide with uncertainty, she held out a hand, showing only a slight tremble. Mary held Nova’s hand in both of hers, smiling at the spectacular looking, black woman before turning Nova’s hand and softly kissing the palm. The kiss turned into an equally soft lick as Mary seemed to be making love to the other woman’s hand before lifting it to her cheek and using it to caress herself as she smiled.
“Do you just lend a hand to handsome men like my husband, or are you open to women, too?” My head swung back toward my wife in shock, but she was smiling as she continued to hold Nova’s hand against her face.
“I,” Nova began, moving closer, “I just got off work… um so… what kind of hand do you require?”
Nova was pressing herself against my wife, her hand moving on my wife’s face. Their lips touched, lightly at first as Mary’s hand went to Nova’s back, softly caressing her near perfect ass. Standing next to my wife, I could hear Nova moan as they pressed their lips and bodies more firmly together.
I gave Mary’s arm a slight tug. “Let’s go inside the cabin.” Still clutching each other, the two women followed me inside.
Their lovemaking was a mixture of slow and frantic, lovingly gentle and roughly intimate. I watched Nova, on her back, eating my wife’s pussy as Mary sat on her face. I saw my wife make love to the other woman’s large breasts, taking them in her hands before caressing them with her face and sucking a large dark brown nipple into her mouth.
I watched my wife, stretched out between Nova’s thighs, drive the other woman to orgasmic bliss with her lips and touch. Best of all, I stroked myself as Nova made love to Mary in ways I never could.
I was so close, a few strokes away from cumming when Mary said, “Fuck her, Bill… oh… fuck her while she eats me… can he do that Nova? Is it… oh.” She lost her train of thought as Nova, her lips still sucking my wife’s clitoris, raised her ass off the bed and used her hands to spread herself open for me.
I didn’t wait, I didn’t want anyone changing her mind as I plunged into Nova’s shockingly pink opening. It was only when I was inside, and she was moving with me, a horrifying thought crossed my mind. I pulled out, and said, “I don’t have a condom.”
Nova had become so excited by what we were doing, she had driven Mary to repeated climaxes. Without taking her mouth away from my wife she murmured, “So’ k.”
Again, I didn’t wait. Mary was cumming again, her eyes fixed on me as I plunged back into Nova’s pussy, pushing in as far as my hips would drive me and unloaded inside her. I pumped load after load deep inside her pussy as my wife came, and we looked into each other’s eyes.
It felt like I was fucking Mary except my cock was inside another woman, a woman who was giving my wife an orgasm like no other she’d ever had.
When we were done, when there was no more to give, we stretched out on the bed. Nova and Mary held each other while I watched until my wife motioned me to lay against her backside. I wrapped my arm around my wife and found my hand caught between their breasts. I tried to move away, but Mary whispered, “Don’t move, it’s okay.”
As I fell asleep, Mary pushed her ass back into me until I eased myself between her cheeks. My hand was caught between my wife’s smaller, firm breast and Nova’s large, soft one.
I woke before Mary the next morning, the sunshine leaking around the curtains. We were both lying naked in the rumpled bed, the smell of sex still hanging heavy in the air, but Nova was gone. My wife was so beautiful, smiling in her sleep and giving me morning wood.
“We’re never doing this again,” she said, her eyes still closed. “We’re going to get it out of our system here. You can watch me as much as you want, and when we get back home, we’re going to put all this behind us.”
She opened her eyes and peered at me, “Agreed?”
“We only have a short time left, what are you planning?”
Mary rolled onto her back, her shapely firm breasts attracting my eyes. My wife smiled at me as she spread her long tan legs, showing me her puffy pussy. “I’m going to lay nude on the beach and see what I might attract. I might have a talk with Jill, and if I get the opportunity, I will definitely try ‘talking’ to Nova!”
My wife’s pussy looked as though it was growing a deeper shade of pink as we talked. 
“How about if we have a warm-up now?”
Mary ran her hand through her short, fuzzy, dark landing strip.
“Nope. I’m already warm but, thank you.”
“You let me fuck another woman,” I said to her ass as she disappeared into the shower.
“Savor the memory, it’s not happening again.”
 



Chapter 14
 
Mary let me follow her down to the beach; she was wearing her bathing suit but planned to take it off as soon as she had her towel spread out on a beach chair. The bar was empty when we arrived, the bartender restocking as I walked up and ordered a Bloody Mary which seemed appropriate, all things considered.
As I sipped my morning ‘wake-me-up,’ I watched Mary drop her suit and spread out on the beach lounge chair. Just to make things interesting, she had a leg on each side of the lounger as she focused on an eBook reader held close to her chin. It didn’t take long before she attracted the attention of men walking by. Mary must have known men were looking as she used her free hand to stroke her clitoris.
“She your wife or are you just interested?” a male voice next to me asked. I turned to find a man at least ten years older than I was, sipping a drink like mine, right down to the celery stick. His hair had streaks of gray, but his body was firm. What caught my eye was the size of his cock. Unlike many of the white men at the resort, his flaccid prick hung about a quarter of the way to his knees.
“Gary,” he said, holding out his hand.
“Bill,” I answered as my hand was lost inside his large palm. “And, yes, she’s my wife.”
He nodded once before releasing my fingers. I resisted the urge to shake my arm to restore the lost feeling.
“Do you have a problem with me talking to her?”
“Not if you have a problem with me watching her all day,” I answered.
Gary ordered two more Bloody Mary’s and walked over to my wife. I could only see her arm as she accepted the icy glass from his large hand. She watched him as he pulled another lounger next to hers.
My wife kept her legs spread as they talked, after a few minutes Gary lay back, his cock resting on his hip pointed at my wife. Mary sat up for a moment, facing him as she retrieved her beach bag. Her legs were still spread wide apart as she retrieved the sunscreen.
I watched, mesmerized as my wife lay on her back again, and Gary rubbed the lotion on her body. Starting with her legs and feet, he worked his way up Mary’s thighs. I had to admire his work, he was very thorough. His fingers seemed to linger as he worked her upper thighs and around her pussy. Next, he massaged both her arms and hands before kneeling on the sand and covering my wife’s chest and throat.
Mary seemed to be breathing harder as he filled his palms with lotion and caressed her breasts. Despite the heat, my wife’s nipples were hard as he worked. When she was fully protected, he refilled his hands and spread lotion on her belly. Mary pushed her hips off the chair as his lotion covered hands stroked her landing strip.
When he pushed his hands between her legs, my wife’s head came back, giving me a glimpse of her sunglasses and half open lips. He worked between her legs until, stopping suddenly, he held the lotion bottle out to her.
Mary seemed confused as her head turned in his direction, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she took deep breaths. After a moment, she took the sunscreen from him and rolled off the lounge as he settled on his. He was laying on his back as Mary knelt on a towel on the sand and began working on his calves. Mary moved faster than Gary had until she was between his legs, caressing his large testicles.
My wife made sure Gary’s large cock was well protected from the sun, stroking him with her soft, lotion-covered hands until he was fully erect. Hard, his cock was even more impressive. He wasn’t as long as James, but he was more than long enough. What was impressive was the girth of his erection. He might have been even fatter than Mary’s black lover.
Mary stroked his cock for a long time, sometimes using one hand to fondle his balls as she worked. Her head turned in his direction as he said something to her. They talked as my wife continued stroking him until she used a towel to wipe the lotion off the head of his cock before licking it. Her tongue traced under the mushroom head until she reached the sensitive underside of his erection. Even from a distance, I could see her pink tongue stroking him there, her eyes smiling up at him until she suddenly stopped, went back to her lounge chair, and move it so close to his, they were touching.
A new beach waitress walked up to them and took orders for more drinks. As they waited, my wife and Gary talked, each sitting on their chairs, their legs overlapping. From time to time, Mary would reach out to stroke his impressive cock, and Gary would return the favor by fondling my wife’s breasts or between her legs. After their drinks arrived, Gary knelt on the same towel and put his head between Mary’s legs as she leaned back and enjoyed what he was doing to her.
They’d been at it for almost two hours when Mary called me over.
“We’re going to Gary’s cabin, you can watch if you want but you have to walk behind us. Can you do that, honey?” I nodded I could. Gary gave me a smirk.
On the way, we met June, walking naked toward the beach, carrying a towel and a bag. The women talked for just a moment, and as June moved past me, she smiled and whispered, “Wanna fuck?”
I did, but I knew my place today. I followed my wife’s gracefully swaying ass as we walked to a part of the resort I hadn’t seen. Gary’s cabin was much larger than ours. He had three rooms—a bedroom, sitting room, and a kitchen—in addition to the usual bathroom and closets.
“Where’s your wife?” Mary asked.
“Do you know a guy who works here, James?” he asked.
Mary blushed as she removed her hat. “I’ve heard of him.”
“She’s off with him somewhere. I understand he has a large cock, she likes ‘em big,” he grinned before turning to smirk at me again. He pulled my wife in close. “How do you like ‘em, Mary?”
My wife was holding his cock again as she looked up at him. “I’m beginning to understand the attraction.”
They disappeared into the bathroom together. I heard my wife giggling and moments later, the shower turned on. When I looked around the corner of the bathroom doorway minutes later, my wife was on her knees, carefully scrubbing Gary’s erection under the spray.
I retreated to the sitting room where I had a good view of the bed. My breathing seemed unnaturally loud as Gary burst into view, throwing my wife on the bed, and kneeling between her legs.
As Gary worked on Mary, she turned her face and our eyes met. She stared at me, her mouth open and her breasts rising and falling as she panted through her first climax.
Her head turned as Gary lined up his fat cock and pushed inside. At first, Mary gasped and pulled her legs up to make it easier to take his girth. He’d done his job; my wife must have well lubricated as he buried himself inside her after only a few strokes.
Gary was looking to his left, his cock buried inside my wife, his weight supported by his elbows, when Mary turned her head and looked at me again. Our eyes locked as she wrapped her arms and legs around him. From the thrusting of his ass and my wife’s grunts, he was moving as fast as he could possibly move. All the while, as her face and chest reddened and her grunts grew louder, Mary looked at me.
Her lips had been only slightly parted at the beginning, but her mouth was opened fully as he pounded inside her, and still, my wife looked at me. Our eyes never straying even as I fumbled to release my erection.
I stroked myself as Mary’s eyes opened wider and groans replaced her grunts. My wife’s hips were pushing up, almost as wildly as Gary’s were pounding down.
It felt as though I was looking inside my wife as she was taken by a man who was much larger than I was. A man who disdained me as he fucked my beautiful wife. We shared something emotionally deeper than her vagina.
Mary stopped pushing, her hips held high as her arms and legs tightened around him. As she climaxed, we watched each other, her eyes closed halfway, we didn’t stop looking into each other’s eyes.
Gary came deep inside her, holding himself still as his large cock pumped, repeatedly. Even as Mary’s chin came up and she felt his cock pumping deep inside her, our eyes were locked together.
Mary only looked away as she stroked his back and urged him off her body. As soon as Gary’s weight was off her, she rolled off the bed and came over to me. “We need to go, Bill. I want my husband now.”
My wife led me out the door, not once turning back to look at her discarded lover.
 



Chapter 15
 
I tried to stuff my erection back in my suit as we walked, Mary in the lead, back to our cabin. Once inside, my wife wrapped her arms around me and seemed to be crying as she rested her head on my chest. I stroked her hair until she seemed to settle down.
“What’s going on, honey?”
Mary sniffled a couple of times before she sat on the edge of the bed and looked up at me.
“He was really rough, Bill. He didn’t give two shits about me, he just fucked me as hard as he could, and he was heavy.”
I was becoming angry, I could feel my body preparing for a fight. It would probably be a fight I’d lose, but I didn’t care. He’d hurt my wife.
Mary saw what was happening with me.
“That’s not the reason I was… upset. What upset me was how much I liked it and looking at you the whole time, I felt so… close to you… I had… it was incredible for me.”
“You liked that he was rough and didn’t care about you?” I asked, the fight suddenly gone from me.
“Don’t forget his big cock,” Mary smiled. “I’m sore down there. I’ve had more sex this week than I might have in a year or more.”
My cock was still hard and dripping as I stripped off my damp swimming suit. I stroked myself for a moment, just concentrating on the feeling.
“I’m remembering what you looked like as he was on top of you,” I said, my eyes closed. “How you looked as he made you cum.”
“Did you like it, Bill? This is what we wanted, isn’t it?”
I opened my eyes enough to see that Mary had leaned back on her elbows, her legs spread wide. Her pussy had an angry, sloppy look. Her labia were swollen and violently purple. I could glimpse the inside of her gaping vagina. I wanted to plunge inside her, instead, I continued to stroke myself as I looked at her.
“How do you feel when you watch other men fuck me?”
“Aroused, more aroused than I could have ever imagined.” I was still looking at her well-used pussy. “But also, angry, hurt, deliciously jealous.”
Mary looked concerned. “Deliciously jealous?”
“Yes, the hurt and anger, combined with a feeling of jealousy. I feel scared too, scared I’ll lose you. How do I explain?” I stopped to look at her. “Stupid isn’t it, how all those emotions mixed with a straining erection give me a sexual high, and all I want to do is fuck you until you’re mine again?”
Mary was touching herself as I talked, “Put it inside me, Bill. Reclaim your wife, take me back.”
We kissed as I eased myself inside her. The swelling must have allowed me to give her a higher level of pleasure, or maybe, it was just making love with her husband that did it. Mary started to cum as soon as I was inside, and we stared into each other’s eyes as I pumped inside her clinging vagina.
Mary’s orgasms didn’t seem to stop until I had emptied myself inside her. Afterward, we held each other, not bothering to leave the cabin for dinner. We talked most of the night about what we’d done and how we’d felt about it.
My wife admitted to being wildly turned on the entire time. She’d grown to love being naked on the beach. She’d discovered, not only did she really liked big cocks, but she liked ass play. She looked at me as she admitted how much she’d been surprised by the pleasure of having two cocks inside her at the same time.
“I don’t know what it is, Bill. There’s a spot inside me, maybe it’s inside every woman, when you were in my… butt… James was rubbing the spot against you.” Her voice trailed off as she seemed to be lost in the memory.
“Pleasure… that’s not the right word, but it’s all I have. Pleasure was everywhere, my entire body lit up. Everything was… tingling,” she finished. “I would never have expected it, but you know what?”
“No, what?”
“It could be the experience of making love with the man I love. No, really, the sensation needs to be mixed with our emotional connection to be really meaningful.”
“Are you saying you wouldn’t want to feel the pleasure of two men ever again?”
“I’m not saying that,” she answered, smiling.
“How about with June or Nova?”
“Nova was an entirely different thing. No way I can compare the experience of being with another woman to being with a man. Apples and oranges. The sensation of being with a hard man, being penetrated, is so completely different from being with a soft, giving woman like Nova,” she tried to explain. “You’re giving, please don’t misunderstand, but with a woman, it’s a different kind of giving.”
“Would you ever want to be with another woman?”
“If the situation was right, yes, I would. How would you feel about that?”
“Could I watch?”
“I’d want you to, but what if you couldn’t watch?”
“I’d still be okay with it,” I told her as we hugged each other.
“Would you be willing to fuck me… you know, in the butt again if another man was… you know?”
“Yes, and why are you suddenly having a problem saying what’s on your mind? You can say ‘asshole’ and ‘pussy.’ I’ve even heard you use the word ‘cunt’ without referring to another woman.”
I could feel Mary giggling at my side. “Cunt,” she said. “Don’t get used to that, either.”
The next day, our next-to-last day at the resort, we ran into Nova on the beach, and I watched with ‘delicious jealousy’ as they walked up to the cabin together while I shared a drink with Rickie at the bar. We talked as we watched the wives on the beach, all of them topless, most of them completely naked.
Rusty had been right. The husbands, with a few notable exceptions, looked like him, carrying a paunch over a small, soft cock. It made sense that more than one woman stopped to talk to us as they unnecessarily visited the bar. Eventually, Rickie disappeared with one of the better-looking women as her husband looked on, and I walked slowly back toward our cabin.
I stood by the open window, listening to my wife moan Nova’s name. I waited until Nova was moaning before slipping inside the door. Mary was kneeling on the floor between her thighs, a belt held loosely around her neck, as she worked on Nova’s pussy.
My cock felt tender as my erection grew. I didn’t dare grip it too tightly, instead, I lay on my back on the floor and pushed myself under my wife to lick her flowing juices. She had a musty odor and tasted a combination of her own wonderful flavor and Nova’s wet kisses.
Mary held herself away from me at first, no doubt as tender as I was, before she trusted me enough to rest her weight more fully on my face. My ears were partially blocked by my wife’s thighs, but I could still take pleasure in the sound of Nova’s groans.
I wasn’t given the opportunity to fuck Nova again. Even though my prick was tender, I would have done it if given a chance. Nova pulled my wife up by the belt around her neck, and they kissed and held each other for a long time.
Eventually, the three of us sat on the bed and talked; I’m not sure why Nova didn’t have to return to work. I was happy just to look at her, sitting cross-legged on the bed as Mary rested her head on one dark thigh. It fascinated me how Nova’s pussy could be so pink as I watched it throbbing and she stroked my wife’s hair.
“Your husband is staring at my pussy,” she said to Mary.
“He wants to fuck you again.”
“Should I let him?” she asked.
“No. He wasn’t supposed to be with anyone else but me, so he’s had all the ‘strange’ he’s going to get,” Mary said, giving me a meaningful look.
“It’s true. I could have easily gotten some strange at the beach bar, but I was a good boy,” I told them.
“I’m sure he could have,” Nova said as she played with one of my wife’s nipples. “Some ladies are pretty shameless. Have you met Jill and Rusty yet?”
“Yes, but we don’t know them. What’s their story?” Mary asked.
“Jill wants to experience as much as she can while they’re here,” Nova said. “She’s been entertained by some guys, and one group of guys. Now she wants to be with a woman.”
Mary sat up and looked at Nova, “She came on to me.”
“From what I hear, she’s an enthusiastic lover. Maybe we should do a three-way with her?”
Mary pulled Nova’s head in for a long kiss.
“If only we had more time. I might even have given her husband a ‘mercy’ fuck.”
I pulled on a fresh pair of shorts and stood by the door.
“We’re coming back next year. Nova, will you still be working here?”
“Yes,” she answered.
“Will you remember us?” Mary wondered.
Instead of answering, Nova lay my wife flat on the bed and crawled on top of her. They were too busy to notice me as I left them alone.
I hadn’t gotten twenty feet when I ran into a fully nude June, standing on the path. 
 



Chapter 16
 
“Where’s your gorgeous wife or are you available this afternoon?” she asked.
“She’s in our cabin with Nova. You should join them.”
June’s eyes lit up, and she brushed past me, jogging up the trail toward our cabin. I was curious, but I continued toward the bar and took a seat at a table in the food service section. I was soon joined by Jill and Rusty.
“Rusty got lucky!” Jill told me.
Rusty had a wide smile on his face, “I was the third or fourth guy, but still.”
I had to laugh along with him. “You got in on a gangbang?”
“One of the beach bunnies wanted to entertain the guys,” Jill said. “She was really built too.”
“She was on her hands and knees, so she didn’t know who it was, but still,” Rusty was too satisfied to be concerned about much of anything else.
“What was she doing with her mouth if you were behind her?” I asked, just to keep the conversation going.
“She was eating me!” Jill was just as excited for her husband.
“Was it everything you hoped it would be?” I asked her.
“Oh yes,” Jill was lost in the memory for a moment. “Do you think Mary will be around later?”
“She might,” I said. “She’ll probably look for me here.”
“You mind if we wait with you?” Jill said.
My wife would probably be too worn out and sore for Jill, or she’d have had her fill of lesbian sex and would be looking for a man. There was always the possibility she’d be looking for her husband if she hadn’t fallen asleep instead.
We talked for some time as we drank and nibbled appetizers. We’d circled back to the discussion of Rusty’s lucky day when we heard, “Where’s the gang thing happening?” Mary was right behind me.
“Hey, Mary,” Jill seemed supernaturally happy as she hugged my wife. The sight of two naked women hugging would have an immediate physical effect on me just a few days earlier. Now, it took a few extra seconds.
“You got lucky, Rusty?” she asked. “I guess you’re too worn out for me.” Mary had a disappointed look on her face, Rusty just looked shocked.
“I’m not too worn out. I may need some time, but I’m good to go.”
“I’m not worn out. In fact, I’m not worn at all,” Jill said, hugging my wife from the side.
Mary gave her a tired smile, and said, “Maybe after I have something to eat. I’ve had a busy day so far.”
“Well, let’s get you fed, and maybe then, you’ll want to play,” Jill said, helping my wife to a chair next to hers.
Our meal was relaxed, the conversation easy as we talked. Jill was a teacher, too, and the two women bonded over more than kids as they talked about the joys and heartaches of their jobs. Rusty worked in the garage of an auto dealership, so we talked about sports as we watched the activity on the beach and at the bar.
Rusty stopped talking as a tiny, young redhead, her frizzy hair held in a ponytail, was mounted by a large black man. They were just a few feet away from us on the far side of the patio from the bar.
At first, because of the noise of people talking and the sound of the surf, it was as though they were completely silent. As he sunk inside her, we could hear as she began to grunt and howl. He was a large man, and from what I could see, he was well endowed.
The redhead held her legs in the air, bent at the knees, she thrust her hips upward to meet him as he plunged inside her. Her pale hands contrasted with his black ass as she urged him to move faster and harder. It was only when she looked toward the patio, we noticed a man standing on the sand just below us playing with his small hard cock. They smiled at each other as she continued to encourage her black lover.
Jill and Mary were standing on their feet, leaning against the railing as they watched. Jill was standing sideways, both arms wrapped around my wife, her head resting on Mary’s shoulder.
She let go as Mary walked off the patio to stand next to the couple in the sand. After the redhead climaxed, she pushed herself out from under and walked, smiling, her pussy vivid against her pale skin, to embrace her aroused husband.
The young black lover was kneeling on the towel they’d use, his cock still hard and glinting wet. He seemed confused by the sudden change. He’d just been fucking his heart out, and now, the woman was gone. My wife knelt on the towel with him and bent to take his wet erection in her mouth.
The redhead had turned to watch as the older woman claimed her stud. Jill was walking toward my wife, churning up sand as went. The young man, who thought he’d been abandoned short of orgasm, just minutes before, now had two women licking and sucking him and kissing each other.
Rusty and I just looked at each other, both of us wondering what had happened? There was no doubt in Jill’s mind as she got on all fours, on the towel, and offered herself. It was amazing to watch as Jill was penetrated from behind by his large, thick cock. He went slowly at first as Mary crawled under their bodies and began lick Jill’s clitoris.
Jill growled as she put her head between my wife’s thighs. Again, the ambient noise masked most of the sound but, even then, we could hear Jill growling, Mary whimpering and the young black man grunting as they worked together.
I joined Rusty as we stepped off the patio and circled the group. Rusty wanted to watch his wife being penetrated and stretched. Fascinating as that was, and Jill’s pussy was being given a beating, I wanted to watch what Jill was doing to my wife.
It was Jill’s first time between another woman’s legs, a moment she’d fantasized about, and she was making the most of it. Mary’s legs were spread wide, her hips pushed up, as Jill licked and sucked eagerly. What she lacked in experience, she more than up for in enthusiasm.
Jill was the first to climax, shouting her orgasm into my wife’s pussy. Mary was next, the vibrations caused my Jill’s shouting pushing her over the edge. With two women cumming beneath him it was only natural the cock inside Jill burst next. He squirted his final blast on Jill’s back.
Jill wanted to keep going, but my wife had had enough. As she crawled out from under her new friend, another man was lining up to enter Jill. The two women didn’t even have an opportunity to say ‘goodbye’ as Jill was already lost in the sensations of being fucked again.
As Mary and I walked back to our cabin, she said, “I certainly didn’t plan on being a lesbian on this trip.”
“Well,” I said, pretending to be deep in thought. “You are what you eat.”
I managed to duck Mary’s wild swing at me. 
“That makes us both cunts,” she said, using the forbidden word again.
 



Chapter 17
 
After telling me about the “guys,” Mary closed her eyes slept on the flight home, only waking up when we landed. My wife had been gang fucked by James and three of his friends the afternoon I couldn’t find her. She’d fulfilled another fantasy, one I hadn’t even known she had. We were barely in the house when my wife attacked me.
“I need sex, husband,” she said, tearing at my pants. “Honestly, I’m horny.”
We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. All we had to do was bring up a memory by saying ‘Nova’ or even ‘Gary.’ Mary would start panting if I said the name ‘James.’
We had grown closer, talking more openly than ever before. Even the kids noticed.
I overheard one of them say, “They must have had a great vacation away from us.”
“Yeah, I wonder what they did.”
I sent emails to our new friends and booked our vacation for the next year.
 
****
 
We hadn’t been home long, Mary’s tan hadn’t completely faded, when I took her out to eat, followed by drinks at the restaurant’s nice bar. It was almost like one of our long-ago stories. We were talking as Mary's eyes wandered to look at the other people.
Without a word to me, my wife stood and walked to the bar and began talking to a tall young man who had been drinking alone. I leaned back in my chair and crossed my legs to hide my growing erection and wondered what would happen next… 
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