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My eyes bounced from one piece of luggage to the next, watching the bags crawl by on the airport carousel. When I finally saw ours, I hauled them off the belt and made my way toward the sliding doors that led outside to the warm Florida sun.

My wife Amy was already outside at the curb, looking for our ride. As I came up behind her, I took a moment to appreciate her tight little ass tucked snugly into a pair of short shorts. We had just come from a cold New England winter where she usually kept herself thoroughly covered. Once we had landed, she wasted no time changing into something more comfortable. Lucky for me, her new outfit was also much more revealing. It was a good sign for the direction our vacation was going.

My wife had just turned thirty the previous summer, and she looked just as beautiful today as the day I met her ten years ago. She’s a sweet and quiet woman, and often very oblivious to her own beauty. Her light brown hair makes her beauty a bit understated, but she has the powerful body of a dancer with toned muscles that she works hard to maintain. She might not be the first girl you notice in the room, but she’s the one with the face that you can never forget.

Amy’s uncle Joe and Aunt Alice had invited us down to spend a week at their house near the beach. Not only was it a short drive to the shore, but he had sent us pictures of the big beautiful pool in his backyard. We were both looking forward to spending a lot of time relaxing in the sun and doing next to nothing.

Joe’s car pulled up to the curb a few minutes later, and he hopped out to help me load the bags into the trunk. He was a nice guy in his mid-forties, with a jolly smile and a firm handshake. I had heard lots of stories about him, but in the entire time that Amy and I had been together, this was the first time I had gotten to meet him in person. His wife Alice seemed nice as well, although she seemed quieter and more conservative.

As we made our way down a long stretch of highway that ran along the water toward our destination, I sat quietly and listened while Amy caught up with her aunt and uncle. She had grown up in Florida, but her parents had moved to New England a few years before she had finished high school. The conversation seemed pretty ordinary until Joe suddenly remembered something.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you!” he exclaimed loudly. “Do you remember Jimmy Nolan? He’s coming up the coast today to visit while you’re here. We have two guest rooms and plenty of space, so I told him he was welcome to come up. He’s excited to see you. I think the last time was when you were just a teenager.”

I immediately noticed a change in Amy’s composure. Her face flushed slightly, and she gave me a sideways glance before looking forward again.

“That’s great,” she said. “It has been forever.”

It took me a minute to remember where I had heard the name, but when I did, I understood why Amy was so uncomfortable.

Jimmy was an old friend of her uncle. They had been neighbors for a while, and even when they both moved to new places, they remained good friends. From what Amy had told me, he would often show up when her family would visit Uncle Joe.

His name hadn’t come up in a long time, but I clearly remembered the last time it happened. It was shortly after I had admitted one of my deepest fantasies to her. About five years ago, I told Amy that I often fantasize about her sleeping with other men. She has a beautiful body and she’s incredible in bed. Any man would jump at the chance to be with her, and if I could watch it happen, it would be like having her perform as my own personal porn star. Plus, she had only been with three other guys before me, so she still had a certain innocence about her. I was eager to have her be a little slut for me.

She was a little surprised when I told her, but she slowly came to accept it.

“I can see why that would turn you on,” she said that night, “but I’m going to be honest and tell you that it’s never going to happen. I just couldn’t see myself doing something like that for real. It’s a hot fantasy, though.”

I accepted the reality of it, and after some discussion, she agreed to two small concessions to satisfy my urges.

The first point was that she would always tell me if she had any thoughts about other men. For example, if she was in a store and saw a cute guy, she could come home and tell me about it and tell me why she had felt an attraction to him. She made it clear that she wouldn’t act on those thoughts, reemphasizing that this would remain just a fantasy. It would be just enough to stimulate my imagination, and I could fantasize in my head about how things might go further with one of these guys.

The second concession was that she agreed to tell me about her past sexual experiences, both big and small. Given that she had only had a small number of relationships before we started dating and they had all been pretty vanilla,

the material there was pretty sparse.

After that day, though, the idea became a constant source of pillow talk for us. Over the years, Amy had learned to feed my fantasy. If she was eager to be pleased, she would tell me about some guy she had seen at the store. She would play it up and tell me about naughty thoughts she had considered, all while I ravaged her body with a jealous intensity. It was a win for both of us.

That was where Jimmy Nolan had come in. On one of those nights, Amy told me that she had once had a mild encounter with one of her uncle’s friends. She was timid about divulging the story at first, but eventually she gave in.

It all went down about ten years ago, shortly before we met. Amy has been dating a guy for a few years, and when things ended badly, she went into a depression for a few months. Jimmy heard about her troubles and reached out to offer her a place to stay if she wanted to get away. He paid for her flight to come down to Florida and visit for a weekend, and he put her up in his spare bedroom.

There weren't any sexual implications when they planned the trip, but on the last night, she got really drunk and ended up making out with him. They didn’t sleep together, and she assured me that it was all very tame. The whole thing seemed pretty minor, but that didn’t stop my mind from imagining her just turning 20 and making out with her uncle’s friend. I didn’t know what he looked like, though, so her older lover was always faceless in my fantasies.

I could only assume that she was still embarrassed about seeing him after all these years. It was just water under the bridge, but she also made it clear that her uncle didn’t know and shouldn’t know. We would both have to keep a poker face.

We stopped for dinner, and by the time we reached the house, the sun was just starting to set. Joe helped me pull the bags out of the car, and we headed inside.

The house was a spread-out ranch-style home. The central portion of the house had a large, open living room and dining room, with a well-appointed kitchen and breakfast nook. A hall on one side of the house led to Joe and Alice’s room, while a hallway on the opposite side led to the two guest rooms.

There was a wall of glass windows and doors at the back of the living room, looking out on a large stone pool with a bubbling hot tub.

After taking a quick tour of the inside, we headed out to look at the pool. That was where I first met Jimmy. He was laying on a chaise lounge with his shirt off, catching the last few rays of the sun. He was in great shape for his age, with a sculpted chest that was lightly bronzed from the Florida sun. He jumped up when he saw us come out and quickly introduced himself.

“Jimmy Nolan is the name, pleased to meet ya, bud!” he piped up as he shook my hand.

Putting a face to the name only fueled my fantasy. Now that I had seen him, it was easy to imagine him on the couch with Amy, the two of them drunk and kissing like teenagers. I chased the thought away and smiled affably.

We grabbed a few drinks and headed outside to watch the sunset. Nothing can compare to the beauty of the sun slipping down below the water, and we all talked and drank until well after it was completely gone.

We turned in early that night, and Amy and I cuddled up close under the thin sheets. It was still pretty warm, so she was dressed in just a pair of panties and a loose t-shirt. She had laid out a pair of shorts in case she needed to pee. Jimmy’s room was across the hall from us, and we were sharing a bathroom right in the middle.

As we snuggled in the bed, I couldn’t help broaching the subject.

“Jimmy seems like a nice guy,” I said.

“Yeah, he’s great,” she said, coming off a bit cold.

I was definitely getting the vibe that there was something off about this whole thing. It felt like there was something she wasn’t telling me, so I decided to be direct about it.

“Is there something wrong?” I asked. “You’ve been on edge ever since you found out Jimmy was going to be here. Is there something I don’t know?”

Amy sighed deeply and finally looked at me. There was guilt in her eyes, and my body tensed in anticipation.

“Do you remember when I told you about that time I flew down here and stayed at Jimmy’s, and we ended up making out when I got really drunk?” she asked.

“Yeah, of course,” I answered.

“Well, I didn’t tell you the entire story of what happened. I was honest that we just made out, but there was a little more to it than that.”

I swallowed hard, but pulled her closer. I had made a promise to her that I wouldn’t get upset about these things, and even if she was admitting it later, she still sounded like she was ready to come clean about it. I took a deep breath and looked her in the eyes.

“It’s okay,” I said. “I would still like to know, if you’re willing to tell me.”

Amy swallowed and nodded, then paused for a moment to gather herself.

“I had a lot to drink that night, and we were having a really good time. He was making me laugh, and at the time, I felt a happiness that I hadn’t felt in a while. So when we got close and he went to kiss me, I let him. I wanted it, even. We were both getting into it, and he started pawing at me, so I reached for him. My hand went down to his crotch, and that was when things changed.”

Amy paused, stopping to assess how I was reacting. I could feel my cock stirring, and when her hand came up to the growing bulge in my pants, she realized I was already getting hard.

“I still can’t believe how much this turns you on,” she whispered softly as a smile started to bloom on her face.

Her hand tightened around my cock, squeezing me through my underwear. Her breathing was getting deeper, and it was clear it was turning her on, too. I was pretty sure it was just my arousal that was turning her on, but it was nice to think that she was getting into it, too.

“I felt him, just like this,” she continued. “We were pretty deep in the kiss, and then I just went for it. His cock felt huge. It’s been a long time since I felt it, but I think it was probably twice as big as yours.”

Her words almost brought me to the edge. I grabbed her hand and kissed her hard, stopping her story long enough for me to recover my self-control. Amy responded by squeezing my manhood harder.

“I got so scared. I thought it would be too big,” she admitted. “That’s why I stopped him. Not because I didn’t want to, but because I thought it would hurt. I ran to my room and stayed there for the rest of the night. The next morning, I got up early and took a cab to the airport so I wouldn’t have to face him. That wasn’t the end of it, though.”

Her hand slipped inside my boxer briefs and she found my hardness waiting. Her fingers had a solid grip on my shaft, and she knew I was under her spell.

“We didn’t talk for a few weeks, but eventually I gave in and called him. We talked it over, and he wasn’t mad. In fact, he felt bad because he thought he had pushed it too far. We talked it over a bit, and once we cleared the air, things were good between us. We kept texting back and forth, and over the next few weeks, things got a bit heated.”

Amy had talked dirty to me like this before, but this was so much more intense than her usual words. Something had come over her, and she was acting much more invested in the fantasy this time. Maybe it was because it was based on something real, or perhaps she still had her own lingering interest in Jimmy

“He asked me for pictures, and I sent them. I showed him everything, all of me, and he sent me pictures of himself, too. It looked even bigger than it felt. Maybe it was because he got himself totally hard, or maybe it was just a good angle, but it looked amazing. I felt so young and naive, I wanted to try it and see what it would be like to feel a cock that big inside me.”

Amy grabbed me and pulled herself up on top of me. Her body pressed against mine, her pussy bearing down on my cock. We both struggled to remove our underwear as quickly as possible. There was an intense heat between us, and her words made me want to feel her that much more.

As she lowered herself down onto my manhood, she continued to tease me.

“I wanted to fuck him so bad. We would send racy texts back and forth, or chat on the phone, but it wasn’t enough. I wanted to fly down here and fuck him. I wanted to ride him, just like this.”

Her eyes closed and she threw her head back and let out a deep moan. I could tell she was imagining it, dreaming of another man while she fucked me. It was the closest she had ever come to carrying out my fantasy.

I didn’t last very long. Her intense cries carried me to orgasm, and I unleashed a thick load of my seed deep inside her. She kept riding me, and within a few minutes, she erupted into her own climax before falling limply by my side.

The room was silent except for the sound of our breath. I had been so lost in the moment, but now my mind was brimming with questions. I stared blankly at the ceiling, though, unsure of where to start.

“Are you okay?” she asked finally after a few minutes.

“I’m great,” I said. “That was intense.”

“Yeah,” she sighed with a light giggle.

“I have to ask a question, though. Was that just talk, or did all of that actually happen?”

Amy lifted herself up and looked me in the eye. I could see the hesitation there, like she was still afraid I might get mad if she told me the truth. Even after all of these years, she still doubted how much I actually wanted all of this.

“It really happened like that,” she admitted.

“Did you actually fly down here to see him?”

“No,” she said, becoming timid again. “I booked the flight but ended up canceling.”

“Why?” I asked incredulously.

It was clear that a part of her wanted to go. I couldn’t help but wonder what would stop her.

“Well, I met this really cute guy, and we hit it off pretty well,” she said, throwing me a sideways glance with a gently curving smile. “I decided that was more important than a weekend fling.”

“Wait, so this was all right before we met?”

Amy nodded meekly.

“Why didn’t you ever tell me about this?”

“I don’t know,” she shrugged. “He’s a lot older than me, and he’s a friend of my family. It just seemed like a little too much. You don’t think I was crazy for thinking about it?”

“Not at all,” I said. “It sounds pretty hot, actually. I’m just flattered that you took a chance on me instead of pursuing your long-distance booty call. It would have made for a great story if you followed through, though.”

“Can I tell you something else that I’ve always wanted to share, then?” she asked.

She already had my full attention, so I nodded eagerly.

“The first night you and I went out, I was really horny. I didn’t want to sleep with you on the first date and have you think I was a slut, though, so I went home and called Jimmy. We had some great phone sex that night.”

My cock stirred again, clearly excited by the idea. In a way, Amy had already cuckolded me. Her reasoning was sound, but she had chosen to get off with Jimmy rather than me, and that turned me on.

“That’s incredible,” I said, kissing her firmly on the lips and feeling her body against mine. “You know, it’s not too late if you still want to find out how he is in bed.”

“No,” she replied firmly, rolling her eyes at me.

The disappointment must have been evident on my face, because she was quick to follow up.

“I’ll tell you what, though. I brought some sexy bikinis to wear for you while we’re here. I was going to keep them in the suitcase when I found out Jimmy would be here, but if you want, I could tease both of you.”

There was a playful smirk on her face that had me wondering where her mind was, but I didn’t want to push. It was a step in the right direction, and sounded like it could be a really fun game.

“Sounds perfectly naughty to me,” I said, pulling closer.

My cock had stiffened slightly with all of the new information, and Amy reached down and gave me a firm squeeze.

“I think he likes the idea,” she giggled, then slid on top of me again.

It took a few minutes for her to get me hard again, but it wasn’t long until I felt her wet warmth sliding down around my length. Our vacation was already starting to look pretty exciting.

The next morning, we all woke up to the smell of Joe making a fresh breakfast. It was the perfect way to start the first full day of our vacation.

It was also the first time I got to look at Jimmy face to face since learning his secret past with my wife. He was certainly a handsome man, and only a little more than ten years older than her. I could see why she would find him attractive.

Amy was eager to hit the beach, but she knew her uncle hated dealing with the parking and crowds. When she mentioned it, Jimmy quickly volunteered to take us. I smiled inside, knowing that this would be the perfect opportunity for her to show off one of those bikinis she had mentioned.

I showered and dressed, then let Amy take over the bathroom. When she emerged a little later, she was dressed in a cover up that wrapped around her body and tucked in just above her chest. Her hair was pulled back into a slick ponytail, and her skin glistened with tanning oil. She smiled at me naughtily, and I knew she was hiding one of those new swimsuits underneath. I could only see a thin red strap emerging from under the wrap and arching around her neck, but I didn’t recognize the material. That was enough to tell me it was a new one.

We headed outside to Jimmy’s car, a classic Cadillac convertible with the spacious interior that was perfect for a relaxing ride. He had the top down and the inside shined up. I went for the back seat, but when Amy tried to follow me, I gently nudged her toward the front seat next to Jimmy. She shot me an annoyed glance, but acquiesced none-the-less.

As she leaned back in the seat and slipped in a pair of sunglasses, the angle of the backrest pushed Amy’s chest forward suggestively. I could see Jimmy sneaking sideways glances as he drove, hoping neither of us would notice. It was a serendipitous outcome that brought a smile to my face.

There was a palpable tension in the car. I could feel the buildup that had happened between them all those years ago, as well as the lack of resolution. It felt like they were both yearning for each other, but Jimmy didn’t want to make it too obvious in front of her husband. The result was that they were both holding back their true desires. Perhaps this would be an opportunity for me to finally convince her to let go and try something wild and crazy.

Jimmy parked just off the sand, and we grabbed our chairs from the trunk. Amy set up her lounger in the perfect spot, and Jimmy and I settled into our chairs on each side of her. My beautiful wife stood up at the foot of her chair, in front of both of us, and pulled at the free end of her wrap.

The fabric whipped away from her body suddenly, thanks to a powerful gust of wind. I felt my heart skip as when I finally got a full look at what she was wearing underneath.

Her bikini was certainly revealing. The top was just two small triangles of fabric held in place by a thin strap around her neck and another around her back. You could see the curves of her breasts, barely hidden by the fabric. Her bottoms were a similar design, with a full coverage back that made her ass look amazing, held by two strings that hooked over her hips.

The size left very little to the imagination, and Amy posed proudly before both of us for a second. She knew Jimmy was looking. In fact, she knew we were both looking, and I could see she absolutely loved it. Then she took a seat and the moment passed.

We spent the next few hours lounging in the warm Florida sunshine. Jimmy and I had a few beers each, and by the afternoon, we were both toasty in every way.

We gathered our things and headed back to grab something to eat. As we made our way back to the car, I felt a little bad about the fact that we would be tracking sand back into Jimmy’s beautiful car. Then I looked at Amy, with the outline of her body now shrouded in her makeshift dress, and I decided he could deal with it as a thank you for getting to enjoy a very revealing view of my wife.

The drive back was still a bit awkward, although the tension seemed to be easing. Uncle Joe was waiting for us with dinner when we got back to the house, and the rest of the afternoon and evening passed uneventfully.

It wasn’t until we got into bed that things really began to evolve.

I was feeling frisky from Amy’s teasing all day. I was snuggled up against her, with a sizable erection pressing against her hip. My lips teased her neck, and she giggled softly. Then her phone buzzed on the nightstand with a message and she quickly scooped it up to check it.

“Oh my god,” she exclaimed. “Look what Jimmy just texted me!”

She turned her phone so I could see the screen, and I began reading over her shoulder as I held her.

“I probably shouldn’t be saying this,” his message read, “but you looked absolutely amazing at the beach today!”

“What should I say?” she asked me.

There was a look in her eye that I had never seen before. She wanted to be naughty and play along. She was ready to push the boundary between fantasy and reality.

“Tell him whatever you would tell him if I wasn’t in the picture. Tell him whatever you want. No limits.”

Amy bit her lip and smiled widely. I could see the wheels turning behind those brown eyes as she weighed her response.

“I’m glad you liked it,” she texted back. “I was hoping you would notice. Feeling your eyes on me brought back so many memories.”

“It was hard to look away. I didn’t want to upset your husband, though” he said, dancing around to feel her out. “I’m going to get you in trouble if we keep talking like this.”

“I don’t think he would be upset. He likes when I show off.”

“He’s not the jealous type?” Jimmy asked.

“Not at all. In fact, he has been asking me to sleep with another man. The idea is a big turn-on for him.”

“You can’t be serious,” he answered.

“Completely. In fact, last night I told him about everything that happened between us before I met him. He loved it and even joked about letting me have another chance at it.”

“So why aren’t you over here in my bed instead of his? You know I wouldn't say no.”

“Oh, shush,” she wrote back as her cheeks turned red. “I didn’t even think it was something I would ever actually do, until now.”

The last two words stood out in my mind in big bold letters.

Until now.

There was a part of Amy’s mind that was clearly envisioning what it would be like to submit herself to Jimmy, to fulfill a fantasy that had lingered somewhere in her mind for over a decade. That was enough to stir my cock again, and it stiffened even more against her leg.

Amy felt my response and turned to look at me again. She pushed back, meeting my urgent thrust, then kissed me softly. It was a very intimate moment, one that showed her that my approval was absolute.

“Is your man asleep?” Jimmy asked her from the other room.

“No,” she said. “He’s reading this as I write it.”

“Tell him I want a picture of you. It’s been way too long. I want to see that beautiful body again.”

Amy looked to me for approval again, and I gave it to her by swiping the camera open on her phone. She pulled it back and framed her shot, a simple picture of her lying in bed with my arm around her waist, then hit send.

“That’s not what he wants,” I said.

“What should I do then?” she asked.

I pulled her close and kissed her as one of my hands slipped under her t-shirt and squeezed her breast lightly. I could feel her body grow tense in my arms, and she kissed me back hungrily. There was an urgency there, and her nipple stiffened between my fingers as I gave it a light pinch.

I let go and grabbed the hem of her shirt, then pulled it up to reveal her right breast. Amy took the hint and snapped a photo of the scene, a mild tease of what I was sure she wanted to show him. There was a second of hesitation, and then she hit send to deliver the picture to him.

Amy kissed me as we waited for his reply, but I knew what was next. If I was in his shoes, that still wouldn’t have been enough to satisfy my lust. When the phone buzzed in her hand, she read the message and blushed shyly.

“More,” he commanded. “I want to see all of you.”

Amy had always had a submissive streak in her, and his words were very domineering. Still, I could sense that she wasn’t sure how to fulfill his request properly, so I knew it would be up to me to give him what he wanted.

I got up and moved in front of Amy. I grabbed the edge of her shirt and pulled it completely off, then pushed her back down onto the bed. My fingers found the edge of her panties and slid those off as well.

“Keep taking pictures and sending them to him,” I said, then moved down between her legs.

My tongue brushed across her labia, then traced back and forth along her slit gently. I could taste her wetness as my tongue played in the folds of her pussy. Amy cooed happily, then tried to run her fingers through my hair, but I quickly brushed her hand away.

“Pictures,” I repeated forcefully.

Amy conceded and grabbed her phone. I licked her lovingly as she began snapping image after image of her upper half. She tried to focus on the camera, but the mounting pleasure was evident on her face.

After several shots, Amy tilted the camera and aimed it directly at me. Her intention was to show off her spread legs and the pussy between them, but she was also unknowingly reinforcing my role as a cuckold. Jimmy would soon know that my wife was his to take, and that all I could do was serve at her pleasure. Somehow, he had become the one she was craving today.

The last picture must have been a good one, because a moment later, Amy gasped excitedly. She turned her phone toward me, and I lifted my head up to look at the screen.

Jimmy has finally responded with a picture of his own. It was a perfect image of his manhood, as hard as a rock in his hand. Her pictures had aroused him, and I saw why she had been pining for him all these years. His cock was perfectly sculpted, with a size that was well above average. The shaft was as thick as a soda bottle, and it stretched out well beyond the palm of his hand. Where my cock was a little more than a handful, his looked like it could easily fill two full fistfuls.

I looked at Amy and saw the lust in her eyes. Perhaps she had forgotten what it looked like, or maybe she had convinced herself that she could be happy without ever experiencing him inside her, but that one picture was enough to bring her thirst back to the forefront.

Amy tossed her phone aside and pulled me up until our lips met. I would love to say that she was thinking of me, but as she pushed me down on the bed and pulled my cock free, I knew she was thinking about him. Somehow that made it even better, knowing that she was on the brink of fulfilling my fantasy, and my cock strained for release. Her body sank down on top of me and I was lost in the moist warmth of her sex.

I didn’t last exceptionally long, but I really didn’t need to. It only took Amy a matter of minutes to reach a whipping frenzy as she exploded into an earth-shattering orgasm on top of me. Her cries were loud enough to carry to the other room, and I could feel her pussy squirt across my lap, something that I had never experienced before. It was as if she was possessed by a nymph-like level of desire.

When we were both finished, she collapsed on top of me and struggled to catch her breath. There were no words necessary after something like that, and the two of us drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms, dreaming of what would come next on this crazy vacation.

We slept in pretty late the next day, and after a hearty breakfast, we decided it was a great day to stay at the house and lounge by the pool.

The tension between Amy and Jimmy had grown even more palpable, but today it was different. Their desire for each other was no longer forbidden, given my reticent approval. Still, there was a thirst there that cried out to be quenched. I would catch them both making fleeting glances at each other. Every now and then, Jimmy would whisper something to her as she passed by, and she would giggle like a schoolgirl. It was blatant flirtation, but Uncle Joe and Alice didn’t seem to take note. Perhaps it was only obvious because I knew there was more to their story.

We headed outside and each picked a chair. Amy chose another new swimsuit, this one a dark green color. It was still more revealing than most of her old bikinis, but not nearly as skimpy as the one she had worn to the beach the day before. The triangles covering her breasts were more substantial, but you could still see the smooth curve of her breasts underneath them.

Jimmy broke out a bottle of vodka, one of Amy’s weaknesses. After several hours by the pool throwing back vodka sodas, my wife seemed to have a good buzz going on.

We all went inside for lunch and decided to take a little time to cool off. After a slice of pizza and a few more drinks, Amy was starting to feel the heat.

“I think I’m going to go lay down,” she said somberly.

“Okay,” I said. “Do you want me to join you?”

“No, that’s okay,” she chirped, almost sharply. “I just got too much sun and I’m feeling tired. You stay out here and hang out with everyone.”

She gave me a kiss on the cheek and headed down the hall to the bedroom. I watched her go, and she flashed me a smile as she disappeared into the room. Something felt a little off with her, but it was tough to tell what it was.

Perhaps she was still thinking about whether she wanted to actually pursue things with Jimmy. Last night had been deeply passionate, and I could only imagine she was feeling as torn as I was about the whole thing.

I looked at Jimmy and took everything in. He was smiling at his phone, blissfully unaware of me. I imagined that smile as it kissed my wife. I imagined him with Amy on her knees in front of him. I could even picture her head bobbing up and down in his lap. Hopefully tonight she would finally be willing to give in and go to his bedroom.

I was lost in that exact thought when I felt my phone vibrate. I pulled it out and found a message from Amy.

“I keep thinking about last night. I keep thinking about Jimmy, too. I’m so horny, and it’s making me want to do something really bad. In fact, I’ve already been doing something bad.”

My heart skipped a little, but I took a deep breath and collected myself.

“What happened?” I asked.

“I’ve been texting with Jimmy all morning, and our conversations haven’t been entirely appropriate. He really wants me to try this hotwife thing and give him a chance. He keeps telling me all these things he wants to do to me, and I really want him to do them.”

I looked back at him and realized that the smile on his face was because of my wife. He was sitting across from me looking innocent, while sending inappropriate texts to my wife. The tension between them had boiled up to a breaking point, and neither of them wanted to wait until tonight.

“Tell me what you want,” I said.

“Can he come lay down with me?” she asked innocently.

“You just want to lay with him?” I said. “That’s it?”

“Well, no,” she admitted. “I want more, but I don’t know how much. I was going to start there and see what happened.”

This was the moment of truth. It was my last chance to say no, but I had no interest in doing so. There was only one other thing on my mind.

“I was hoping to watch,” I admitted.

“I wanted that, too, but I’m scared that Uncle Joe or Alice will come looking for us and find us all together. I need you to distract them and keep them away from our room for a bit. Maybe I can tease you and send you pictures?”

I hated that she was right. If I wanted this to happen, I had to settle for being the babysitter and hoping that Amy would keep me involved.

“Okay,” I said. “Just try to let me know what’s going on, as much as you can.”

“I promise I will, babe! I love you so much for letting me do this! I’ll make sure it’s fun for both of us.”

My heart was pounding out of my chest, and my mind was a whirlwind of thought. I looked at Jimmy and waited for some kind of reaction. Suddenly, his smile widened into a beaming grin. He stood up and took an overly dramatic stretch.

“I think I’m going to go lay down for a bit, too,” he said, throwing me a knowing glance.

Joe mumbled something under his breath, but didn’t object. Jimmy walked down the hallway, which I could still see clearly from my seat. He got to the end and paused, looking back at me one last time. Then he turned left and went into our room instead of turning right to go to his own room.

I sat in my chair, staring at my phone for what seemed like an eternity. The tornado of thoughts had grown, as I began to wonder about what was happening in that very moment. Were they ripping each other’s clothes off, or were they really laying down together? Was Amy still as eager to have him now that he was with her, or would she get cold feet?

Thankfully, it was only five minutes before my phone buzzed.

“I’m so nervous,” Amy texted.

“What are you two doing?” I asked.

“Laying in bed together, talking. He’s reading over my shoulder while I’m texting. It’s just like you and I were last night.”

In order to read over her shoulder, I had been cuddled up against her. I immediately wondered how close they were, and there was only one way to answer that question.

“Tell him to take a pic for me,” I said, “like I did last night.”

I was hoping to nudge things along, but the picture that came through gave me only the slightest tease. Amy was still wearing the green bikini top, although she had slipped some shorts on over the bottoms. The image showed her laying back in the bed with Jimmy beside her. He had his arm draped across her bare belly, inches below the lower curve of her breasts.

While it was enticing to see another man snuggling up to my wife, the picture was still quite tame. I wanted to bring out that naughty side that Amy had shown me last night.

“Tell him he can do better than that,” I replied.

The next pause dragged out for another five minutes, as I wondered madly what was going on. Then came the moment I had been waiting for.

The picture popped up on my screen. They were laying in almost the same position, except Amy had turned her head to the side and was now kissing Jimmy firmly on the lips. His arm was still around her waist, but his hand had come up to her chest, where he had pulled the fabric aside and was grasping her bare breast. Her pink nipple was pinched between his index finger and thumb.

“Sorry that took so long. He’s a really good kisser,” she added with a quick little jab.

My wife had been making out with another man for the past five minutes. She was finally finding a way to overcome her guilt.

My cock strained against my shorts, and I shifted to make sure that Joe or Alice didn’t notice. Thankfully their faces were both buried in a book and they were blissfully unaware of the game going on right under their roof.

“Wow, that’s so hot,” I replied.

“I’m glad you liked it. I’m so horny right now, and so is he. I can feel him hard against my leg. It feels so big.”

“So what do you want to do about that?” I asked her bluntly.

“I want to see it,” she replied quickly. “Maybe play with it.”

“That’s it?” I pressed.

“Would you be mad if I said I wanted to taste it, too?”

“Not at all,” I answered, adjusting in my seat again. “Just let me know before anything else happens.”

“Okay,” she said. “I’m going to put the phone down for a little bit, so I may not answer if you text. Just know that I love you!”

And then she was gone. My wife was turning her attention to Jimmy, and toward his massive manhood. She was giving in to her carnal desires, although I could still sense some hesitation.

I squirmed in the chair, wanting to touch myself and relieve that ache in my cock, but there would be no relief for me. I couldn’t even sneak off to the bathroom, out of fear that Joe might wander down the hallway looking for everyone.

Suddenly another picture popped up on my screen, and my heart nearly stopped. Amy had passed her phone to Jimmy, who was now sending me pictures of what was going on. The image showed my wife, her top askew, leaning down over his cock and slipping her lips around the bulbous head. Another picture followed with her lips halfway down the length. It was so incredibly naughty to see her mouth on another man, pleasing him in ways that she had always saved just for me.

A few more pictures came through, mostly showing the same thing. Then the image changed. Now it showed the space between her parted legs, spread wide with Jimmy’s face buried in her pussy.

“He’s eating me out while I text you,” she said. “He wants me to talk to you. It feels so good, though, and it makes it hard to focus.”

“Did you like his cock?” I asked her.

“Yes, it’s so big. God, I am so horny, babe. This feels so wrong but so good, too. I feel like I’m losing control of myself.”

“What does that mean?” I replied. “Do you want to fuck him?”

“I can’t say yes to that!” she exclaimed. “I’m your wife. I can’t ask you to let me fuck another man. That would just be so wrong. I need you to tell me what to do. Say it.”

I knew what she wanted. She wanted the words to come from me so I could never put them back on her.

“Does he have condoms?” I asked.

“No, but I wouldn’t want to use them. I would want to feel it. All of him.”

Her answer triggered a crazy memory in my mind. For the first year that we were together, she refused to have sex without a condom. That was around the same time she had been planning to go see Jimmy, and I couldn’t help but think she might have allowed him to forgo them if she went to see him even while requiring it from me.

“I want you to fuck him for me, baby,” I said. “I want you to give him all of you. I want him to make my wife cum all over his cock. Will you do that for me?”

There was a pause, then her answer.

“I will, my love. But first, Jimmy wants me to send you one more picture. I love you so much!”

The image that popped up showed my wife’s pussy spread wide with the tip of his cock pressed into the folds of her labia. He had shown me the first violation of my wife, and as far as I knew then, it would be the closest I would come to watching another man fuck my wife.

I was deeply lost in that thought when the entire situation took a sharp turn.

“These kids today,” Joe quipped suddenly out of nowhere from the other side of the room. “They either spend all their time on those damn phones or they’re off napping! Alice, let’s go to the store and get something fun to cook tonight.”

He stood up and slipped on his loafers, then headed to the kitchen and scooped up his keys. Alice was close behind him like a puppy dog following her owner. For a minute, I completely forgot about what was happening in the other room. I got up and headed to the front window, where I was able to watch the two of them climb into the car and drive off to the store.

It had been less than five minutes since Amy and Jimmy had started fucking, and now I was no longer needed as a babysitter. My feet carried me swiftly down the hallway until I stopped in front of the door.

I could hear Amy’s cries through the door, a moaning grunt synced to the rhythm of someone thrusting into her. I was listening to another man fuck me wife. This couldn’t be real, right?

I turned the knob and pushed the door open as my eyes adjusted to the light. My wife was on her hands and knees on the bed, facing the door. She looked up at me and closed them for a second as she let out a crooning moan. Her bikini top hung loosely around her neck, but it was untied on the bottom. Her breasts swayed freely with her body. Both her shorts and her bikini bottom were on the bed next to her so that she was naked from the waist down.

Jimmy was behind her, his hands on her hips. He had a slow and steady pace as he pushed his bare cock into my wife over and over again. Neither one of them flinched when the door opened. They were both lost in the moment.

“They left,” I mumbled quickly as I stepped inside and closed the door behind me.

“Do you want us to stop?” Amy asked lazily.

“No,” I grunted, finally squeezing my erection through my shorts.

Amy just smiled and kept moving with her lover, pressing her hips back hard to meet each thrust. I could only imagine how deep a cock as big as his was reaching inside her.

“Does it make you jealous that another man is fucking your wife?” she smirked naughtily.

“Yes,” I whispered huskily.

“You should be,” she giggled. “His cock is so nice, and so much bigger than yours.”

Jimmy pulled away and I watched his massive cock flop free from her pussy. He dropped back onto the bed without a word to me, and Amy turned and crawled on top of him. All of her hesitation was gone, replaced by a craving that had festered for over a decade. My wife climbed on top of him, and I watched his shiny cock disappear into her sex.

I rubbed myself furiously through my shorts as Amy began riding her new lover in front of me. His hands pawed at her, and my wife found a new level of passion that I had rarely seen before. Her whole body gyrated over him furiously, and her nails dug into his chest. When she whipped her head back and cried out in a powerful orgasm, I knew she had finally discovered her inner whore.

Jimmy wasn’t content with letting her be in control, though. He flipped her over suddenly and climbed on top, then drove himself down into her. Their lips locked together and their bodies melted into one as they gave into their hunger.

I could sense that Jimmy was almost done with her. It only took a few minutes before he pushed himself all the way in and unleashed his load deep in her pussy. Not only had Amy passed on the protection, she had allowed him to leave a part of him deep inside. Amy clutched her body around him and exploded in ecstasy.

They stayed together for a moment, panting anxiously. Then Jimmy jumped up and pulled his shorts on before flashing me a winning grin.

“She’s all yours now,” he said, then ducked out of the room in a flash.

Amy was splayed out on the bed, with his cum leaking from her pussy. She smiled at me and beckoned with her index finger. That was all the invitation I needed as I ripped my clothes off and mounted her freshly fucked pussy.

I could feel his wetness lubricating my cock as I slid inside her, and it drove me crazy knowing that another man had just taken my wife’s fidelity. It was such a turn on, though. I drove myself into her with every ounce of my being, and she met my energy with her own lustful kisses.

Within minutes, I added my own seed to Jimmy’s load, filling my wife and making her mine yet again. I collapsed to the bed next to her and looked into her eyes, and she smiled back at me with a newfound joy.

“That was amazing,” I said finally.

“It was beyond amazing for me,” she admitted. “I got to see you get worked up like that, and I got to get fucked by a big cock. You really liked it that much, didn’t you?”

I nodded earnestly as I sighed.

“So where do we go from here?” she asked, with a wicked glint in her eye.

“I’m not sure,” I said frankly. “Is this something you would want to do again, or was it just a one-time thing?”

“Well, if I’m being honest,” she started, “I’m not sure that it’s something I would do all the time, and not something that I would ever want to do with a stranger. But the sex was really good, and there’s a part of me that’s already itching to feel him inside me again. I won’t do it if you just want this to be a one-time thing, though.”

“Then let’s try this,” I said. “For just this week while we are on vacation down here, you have my permission to do whatever you want. If you can involve me, I would love that, but the only absolute rule is that you have to be honest and tell me if something happens.”

“Do I have to tell you before it happens, or can I share after it’s over so I don’t ruin the moment?”

“You can wait until after it has happened,” I agreed.

“And you said I could do anything? No rules or limits?”

My stomach tightened at the question. It almost sounded like there was something she wanted to do that might be a little outside the range of ordinary, but this whole thing was so far from normal that I decided to let it go. If she was actually able to let go completely and get into this crazy fetish of mine, then the last thing I wanted to do was hold her back.

“Anything,” I conceded finally.

That night, we had a delicious dinner cooked up by Joe. I could see Jimmy and Amy exchanging flirty glances, but rather than feel upset, I decided to enjoy the momentum of the moment and see where things went.

As soon as we slid into bed, Amy was kissing and touching me. The crazy events of the day had fired her libido up to levels that I had never seen before, and I wasn’t about to complain. She practically threw herself at me, crawling on top and riding me just like she had earlier that day.

When we woke up the next morning, it felt like we both had a mental hangover. After a bit of discussion, we decided that another day by the pool was the best way to go, so we poured a few drinks and headed outside.

Amy came out in another new bikini, but she had seemingly given up on appearing more chaste around her uncle. She had picked out a low-cut top that left little to the imagination, with sexy straps that crisscrossed her body in all sorts of interesting ways. She sat down on her chair and slipped on her sunglasses, then basked in the stares she was getting from both me and Jimmy.

Over the course of the day, we all moved back and forth between sitting inside to cool down with a fresh drink and laying out in the sun. The flirty glances between my wife and Jimmy continued, and I knew it was inevitable that something was going to happen again, probably soon.

It was just after two in the afternoon when my phone vibrated on the table beside me. I picked it up and found a text from Amy. When I looked around, I realized that Joe and Alice were both outside with me, but Amy and Jimmy were nowhere to be seen. I had a good buzz going from drinking all day, but my stomach still tightened in anticipation.

“Come to the bathroom,” her message read.

It was a vague request, yet I still got up and went inside. Once again, my heart began to race with excitement. I stepped through the sliding glass door and found the living room empty, which only enhanced my anxiety. Wherever Amy was, Jimmy was probably with her.

I crossed the room and started down the hallway toward the bedrooms, and that was when I saw the bathroom door open. Jimmy stepped out and pulled the door closed behind him, then looked up and gave me a smile. We both walked down the hallway toward each other.

There were no words between us. He walked right past me, and right as he did so, I felt my phone buzz again in my hand. I looked down and found a picture from Amy waiting for me. I opened it and my heart leapt out of my chest.

The picture was a sort of selfie taken in the bathroom mirror. Amy was bent over the counter, her top askew so that one of her nipples was barely visible. Her eyes were closed, while her mouth was open in a circular shape as if she were crying out in pleasure. Behind her, Jimmy was holding up the phone as he shoved his thick cock into my wife’s pussy. While I couldn’t see the actual penetration, it was clear what he was doing to her.

By the time I stopped in front of the door, I had a full erection. I knocked lightly, and Amy opened the door and dragged me inside and into a passionate kiss. She was fired up with an incredible desire.

She grabbed my hand and pushed it down into her bikini bottom so I could feel her pussy. It was dripping wet, but not in the usual way. I could

feel the slick lubrication of Jimmy’s cum, and I knew he had once again left my wife full when he was finished.

Amy pulled back to look at me as I felt it. There was a devilish look in her eyes, a look that told me she had loved fucking him and wanted me to love it as much as she did. This wasn’t just about fucking Jimmy, although she was definitely enjoying that part. This was also about making sure her husband was happy and content as well.

Once she had shown me what he had done to her, she pulled away and turned toward the countertop. My wife leaned forward, pushing her ass back invitingly and offering herself up to me. I was sure it was the same exact move she had used to entice Jimmy before allowing him to fuck her, and just like him, I couldn’t say no.

I moved behind her and pulled my cock out, then slipped easily through the wetness of her freshly used pussy. Amy cooed seductively, and I quickly took back what was mine. I began pounding her hard and fast, channeling all of my jealousy and frustration into fucking her as forcefully as I could.

Amy bit her tongue to fend off her moans, but I could feel her body talking to me. I felt her muscles tighten, her pussy constructing around my cock, and just as I reached my own climax, I could feel her begin to cum around me. I exploded like a horny teenager in heat.

We both cleaned up and left the bathroom. There was no discussion of what had happened. She never told me how she had ended up in the bathroom with him, but that was probably for the better. I wanted my wife to have a few moments to herself, little details that she could savor without my prying curiosity.

We returned to the house and joined everyone else. Over the rest of the day and through dinner, Amy and Jimmy would still exchange the occasional glance. The two of them were definitely much more relaxed in their interactions.

That night, Amy was quite amorous in bed, and I couldn’t help thinking her mind was on her past and future potential escapades. I couldn’t wait to see what was to come. In the end, we both fell asleep deeply satiated.

The next morning, we all met up again for breakfast. The tension between Amy and Jimmy was much more subdued, as if they had relieved their itch and were moving on. A part of me feared that the lust between them had run its course, but even if that were the case, at least I could walk away with some great memories.

We spent more time around the pool, and Amy and I went for a drive in Jimmy’s convertible. It was nice to have some time alone together.

We came back for dinner, and the time flew by until we were crawling into bed. Nothing further had happened, which seemed to confirm my suspicions. Still, it didn’t hurt to ask her.

“Things have gotten quiet between you and Jimmy,” I said as she snuggled against me. “Is everything okay?”

“Yeah, I just didn’t want to go overboard and have you think that something was going on. I mean, that was really fun to do, but I don’t want to cross a line.”

“Well, I was fine with everything that happened,” I told her. “I don’t want to push you to do more if you don’t want to, but if you do, please don’t stop on my account.”

Amy looked into my eyes for a moment, taking the time to assess my sincerity, then gave me a soft kiss.

“I love you so much,” she said as she snuggled up against me again. “I’m glad we can both embrace our kinky sides together. It means a lot to me that you trust me to do something like that and not get jealous or upset with me.”

“Always,” I said and kissed her head.

I was feeling pretty tired, and I ended up drifting off before we even had a chance to play. My last thought before passing out was that perhaps I had she might find some time for one more adventure while we were down here.

Being a heavy sleeper, it takes something pretty significant to pull me out of a dead sleep. That night, it was Amy kissing my chest and groping my growing cock that pulled me from my slumber.

“Well, hello there,” I said, my body melting under her touch.

“Hi,” she purred. “I was a bad girl tonight.”

Those words were enough to snap me out of my drowsy state. I opened my eyes and felt her entire naked body flex against me. I could feel how much she wanted me, which could only mean something had happened.

“Tell me,” I sighed as her hand slipped inside my boxers and wrapped around my shaft.

She gave me a light squeeze, then let out her own sigh. Her breath was warm against my skin, and it made my entire body tingle.

“After you fell asleep, I was thinking about what you said, and I started to get really worked up. I thought about waking you up, but then I decided to text Jimmy and see if he was awake. I told him that I wanted him to touch me, and he wrote back and told me to come to his room. So I did.”

My cock sprang to life knowing that my wife had just been in another man’s bed. Her lips were enough to distract me and draw me into the moment, but I needed to know more.

“You fucked him?” I asked bluntly.

“Mmhmm,” she purred. “I climbed into his bed, and we started kissing. His hands were all over me, touching me everywhere. He grabbed my breasts; he slipped his fingers between my legs. It felt like the foreplay just went on forever. It was so sensual, like nothing I had ever felt before. Then he started to undress me, slipping my t-shirt off and playing with my nipples before he moved down and slipped off my panties.”

Amy moved over me, still kissing my chest as she slid her dripping wet pussy down onto my cock.

“Once he had my panties off, he went down on me. It felt so good, and eventually I pushed him back and started sucking his cock. We were both lost in the sensation, touching and tasting each other. Then he climbed on top of me and eased his cock inside me. It wasn’t even fucking, but more like he was making love to me. Our bodies moved together. It was so different knowing that you weren’t waiting for me, that I could stay there for as long as I wanted and just enjoy the moment.”

“How long were you gone?” I asked as her body moved slowly against me.

“I don’t know, but I’ve been in his bed for at least two hours,” she replied. “I was just going to go in for a quickie, but once it started, I just didn’t want to stop. He went forever, and when he finally finished, it felt like he drained everything in him into my pussy.”

The image was so honest and erotic. Amy had finally given in to her urges and taken a moment for herself. Now she was on top of me, loving my body with the same smoldering intensity that she had just shared with Jimmy.

Amy moved against me with a heated desire that seemed so powerful. She had done something that was so wrong, so taboo, yet it was allowed. Her movements were not out of guilt for what she had done, but out of desire for the man that had allowed her to do it.

I couldn’t imagine how Jimmy had spent two hours with her and been able to hold back his orgasm. After just a few minutes, my own climax swelled from a hint to an explosion and I released deep inside my wife, adding mine to his.

My head swam with intense feelings, but it was too much for that hour of the morning. Amy and I drifted off to sleep, this time together. We would deal with what was next when we woke up.

The next morning, as we were getting ready to join everyone, I found out that Amy and Jimmy had already planned that next step. As she was slipping into a snug pair of very short shorts and a tank top, she filled me in on their plans.

“Before I left Jimmy’s room last night, we talked a little about tonight. Uncle Joe and Alice have to go see a friend in the hospital, so he was thinking maybe the three of us could get dressed up for dinner and then get a hotel room afterward. We both feel bad that you haven’t gotten to watch as much as you wanted, so I thought it might be fun to get drunk and put on a show for you.”

There was a playful smirk on her face that I had come to love, and it told me that she was looking forward to putting on the show as much as I was looking forward to watching it.

“That sounds like a lot of fun,” I said, “but do you have anything dressy to wear? I thought you just brought those bikinis and beach clothes?”

“Well, that was the other part of our conversation. He wants to lend us his car and credit card so we can go shopping today. He told me he wants me to pick out something sexy to wear for him, both at dinner and when we get to the room.”

My cock stirred at the idea of helping my wife pick the outfit she would wear to tease another man. I quickly agreed, and we headed out to join everyone else at the table.

Breakfast was the same as it had been all week, with no sign of the impending adventure awaiting my wife and me. Even her flirting with Jimmy was subdued, as if she were saving it all for tonight.

When we finished the meal, I noticed Jimmy talking to Amy. He slipped her his card, then walked over and tossed me his keys.

“Take care of my girl,” he said with a wink.

I knew he meant the car, but a part of me wondered if he meant my wife, too.

It wasn’t long before Amy and I were out in the Caddy, cruising down the coast with the top down. Jimmy had sent Amy to a particular mall so that she could visit a certain store. He was intentionally vague about the nature of the store, but his one request was that she pick out something there to wear tonight. Beyond that, it was up to her to choose how she wanted to dress for the evening.

The mall was a beautiful open-air collection of boutique stores. The walkways were lined with luscious green gardens, huge sculpted fountains, and high-end stores.

Amy took me by the hand and led me excitedly from one store to the next. She would stop here and there to try on various dresses, calling on me to offer my opinions. She looked amazing in every single one of them, but it was clear from her choices that she was going for something extra sexy.

After an hour, we had yet to find the perfect outfit. As we rounded a corner, Amy tapped my arm and pulled me toward one of the racier store fronts. The front windows were lined with several mannequins dressed in some of the sexiest lingerie I had ever seen.

“This is the store Jimmy suggested,” she said. “He said they have the greatest stuff!”

We stepped inside, where her same bubbly, excitement carried her past racks of baby dolls and bustiers on display. Several posters displayed statuesque models wearing some samples, and the resulting look was incredible.

“This stuff is so sexy!” she exclaimed. “I would never look as good as these girls!”

Then she pulled out one of the tags and her jaw dropped.

“It’s expensive, too!” she whispered under her breath.

“Then it’s a good thing Jimmy is paying,” I added with a shrug.

One of the saleswomen approached us, and it was clear that she had overheard Amy’s initial reaction.

“I’m sure I could make you look as good as these women,” she boasted proudly. “We just need to find the right thing. Why don’t I take you in back and bring you a few things to try on?”

I had seen stores like this in the movie, where a designer would choose recommendations for the customer, rather than letting them try to find the right outfit. Clearly Jimmy knew what he was doing when he sent us here, and the result would be an outfit that would fuel both of our desires.

The saleswoman, a stunning blonde who introduced herself as Alexis, led Amy to her own private room in the back and seated her with a glass of champagne. After disappearing for several minutes, she returned with several pieces. I was sent to a small couch back in the main room so she could try them on in privacy.

I fiddled on my phone for over ten minutes, trying not to look at the ads on the wall and get myself worked up. Still, I couldn’t help myself from thinking about tonight. I imagined her dressed up like one of these models, with Jimmy snaking his arms around her and kissing her.

The saleswoman popped out and beckoned to me. The beaming smile on her face told me that she had found the perfect choice for Amy, and when I stepped into the room, I wasn’t disappointed.

My stomach tightened and my cock instantly sprang to life in my shorts. Thankfully, I heard the door click behind me as the saleswoman pulled it closed.

Amy was dressed in a red and black corset that lifted her breasts up into beautifully curved cleavage. The lower edge reached down to a matching pair of red and black lace panties, with seductive black stockings held by clips from the corset. She could have easily passed for one of the models outside.

“What do you think?” she asked coyly, biting her lip.

“I think Jimmy is going to love it,” I said, taking a step closer.

“That’s not what I asked,” she said as she rolled her eyes and moved closer to me. “Do you like it?”

She slipped her hand around my neck and pulled me down into a kiss as her other hand slipped down my shorts and grabbed my cock. When she felt how hard I was already, she sighed and smiled even wider.

“I think he likes it,” she said, then resumed her hungry, passionate kiss.

I could feel the sexual energy emanating from her, and a kiss wasn’t going to satisfy it. She pulled away and dropped to her knees, rolling her eyes up to look at me as she began unbuttoning my shorts.

“Right here?” I said. “What if she comes back?”

“She won’t,” Amy answered confidently. “I’ve been told this happens a lot here. Just don’t make a mess on this, or I’m going to have to buy it, too.”

There were so many questions that came from her answer. Did she know about this kind of thing from experience, or because Jimmy had told her? And if she wasn’t buying this outfit, then what had she picked out for tonight?

All of those questions melted away as the beautiful nymph at my feet sank her lips around my length and began stroking me with her lips. It felt like everything else disappeared and all that was left was the warm wetness of her mouth.

She moved deftly, bringing me to the edge of orgasm over and over again before slowing down and bringing me back. After several rounds, I knew that my end was close. The only thing I didn’t know was how I was going to avoid making that mess she was worried about.

Amy had never been the type to swallow. I had convinced her to do it once or twice, but she had made it clear long ago that she preferred to avoid the taste of my seed. If I pulled out, though, I would never be able to control the resulting explosion.

My wife sensed my hesitation and took over. She reached up and grabbed my ass, pulling my cock deep into her throat. I couldn’t get away, and feeling her mouth around my entire shaft drove me to the point of no return.

My cock unleashed on her throat, and I felt her gulp at my load, swallowing every single drop. She didn’t hesitate even for a moment, and that just made it that much hotter. Her newfound sexuality had its benefits for me, as well.

We both cleaned up, and Amy changed back into her regular clothes. As we stepped out, the beautiful blonde who had transformed my wife into pure sex was waiting for her with a bag all tied up and ready to go. Amy scooped it up and we departed with smiles on our face.

We made a few more stops, but Amy remained secretive about her actual purchases.

“I want to surprise you both,” she said with a wink.

It was tough to wait, but I had no choice.

A few hours later, I was sitting on the couch opposite Jimmy. Uncle Joe had already left for the night, and we were just waiting for Amy to finish getting ready so we could head out.

Both of us were dressed in shorts with a button-down shirt. It was a casual look, but in Florida, the men usually dressed down for a night out. Women, on the other hand, would do it up with the sexiest dresses they could find.

When Amy finally stepped out of the bathroom, she had chosen the perfect outfit to blend in. She was clothed in a tight little black dress with a back that dipped all the way down to the upper edge of her ass. You could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra with an outfit like that, and I highly doubted she was wearing panties, either. Her makeup was flawless, and her brown hair was pulled back into a meticulous French braid. The only time I had seen her look sexier than that precise moment was when she was in the lingerie store earlier that day.

Both Jimmy and I ran our eyes up and down over her body. Her dress was so snug, you could see every curve of her body. Amy posed for a moment to let us drink her in, and then gave us a quick twirl to show the whole thing off.

In the time it took me to get to my feet, Jimmy had already jumped up and made his way over to my wife.

“You look absolutely beautiful,” he said as he moved dangerously close to her.

Jimmy slipped his arms around Amy’s waist and pulled her close. He was at least half a foot taller than her, and when she looked up, she closed her eyes and offered her lips. Jimmy took the invitation and gave my wife a deep, sensual kiss right in front of me.

I suddenly realized how much I had missed between them. I had seen them fucking, and I had seen them both get off, but I had yet to be there at the very beginning of one of their encounters. There was something more to this kiss, an intimate connection, and I could see the first embers of their desire beginning to burn.

Jimmy knew my eyes were on him. He knew that he was in control, and he knew that he was the one that Amy wanted tonight. I felt like a true cuckold, and it filled me with that same angst and desire I had been thriving on since this whole thing had started.

When he finally released my wife, he took her by the hand and led her toward the door. Amy glanced back at me and gave me a timid smile, then turned to follow her bull’s lead. I had no choice but to follow them like a puppy dog.

Jimmy had made a reservation at a beautiful resort down the coast from Joe’s house. He took the wheel and we made our way down as he told us about the amazing restaurant on the property.

A half hour later, we pulled through the gated entrance and made our way to the portico outside the lobby. A valet hurried out to take the car, while a bellhop grabbed the small bag Amy had brought for later. Then Jimmy took my wife by the hand and led her toward the restaurant. I once again followed behind them.

The restaurant was elegant, with dim lighting that gave it a romantic atmosphere. I could only imagine how odd it looked to see three people sitting together when most of the other tables hosted couples, but I kept telling myself that none of them would ever guess that I was out on a date with my wife and her lover.

Dinner was light and easy. We shared several bottles of wine, and Amy’s nerves seemed to subside with every glass. The three of us laughed and chatted amicably, but the sexual tension was still bubbling just below the surface.

We finished our meal with a light desert and a glass of Port, then gathered ourselves and headed outside.

The resort was a collection of individual villas laid out around lush gardens. There was a pathway that wound its way past fountains, ponds, and abundant greenery. The three of us made our way toward our room in the same configuration, with Amy and Jimmy walking hand in hand while I followed a few steps behind.

We came out on a short stretch of private beach and paused on the boardwalk to look out into the dark. The moon was up and casting a glowing reflection on the water further out, while the waves crashed onto the shore before us. It was so calm and serene, but still my heart was racing in anticipation.

Jimmy slipped his arms around Amy and pulled her close. They smiled at each other for a brief moment, then both leaned in until their lips met. Now more than ever, I felt like a third wheel, but I couldn’t look away. My wife wasn’t just being kissed. She was kissing him back. His hands were on her body, resting on the bare skin of the small of her back.

As I watched them, one of the most striking aspects that caught my attention was the difference in their age. There was only about ten years between them, but Amy looked a bit younger than her age, and Jimmy was a bit more grizzled than he should be. To a casual bystander, he looked old enough to be her father, and there was something darkly enticing about that.

After a minute, Amy broke away from the kiss. She looked at me with those puppy dog eyes and bit her lip as she moved deeper into Jimmy’s embrace. She watched me with that devilish smile dancing across her face, all while resting her head against his chest.

“Let’s go have some fun,” Jimmy said finally, then took her by the hand and led her away from me.

We arrived at our villa a few minutes later. Jimmy swiped his keycard and we stepped into the spacious living room of a one-bedroom suite. There was a fireplace with a large, cushy couch in front of it, a small kitchenette, and a hallway leading down to the bathroom and bedroom.

I wandered off down that way, temporarily stunned at how beautiful and luxurious this place was. Every piece of the room was designed to give a warm feeling so that you felt like you were at home. I looked into the bathroom, which had a massive slate-tiled shower and a soaking tub big enough for two. I turned to look in the bedroom and found a solid king-size sleigh bed with several large mirrors on the wall. The room had a seductive vibe to it, and it seemed like the perfect spot to watch another man spend his final night making love to my wife.

I returned to the living room and found the two of them still standing just inside the door, locked in a kiss. Just like at the beach, his hands were roaming across her body, his fingers brushing across her bare back.

As I walked into the room, Jimmy broke away from the kiss and spun Amy around so that she was facing me. His arms slithered around her waist, and he pulled her back against him.

“Is this what you wanted to see?” she asked as he lowered his head and began nuzzling the crook of her neck.

It was such an erotic sight, I stopped dead in my tracks. My heart began pounding. I wanted so badly to fuck my own wife in that moment. It was both frustrating and arousing to know that I wouldn’t get my turn for at least several hours. She belonged to him for now.

“Yes,” I whispered as I involuntarily reached down and rubbed the bulge in my shorts.

“Sit down,” she said, angling her eyes toward the couch.

I followed her direction obediently and took a seat. Jimmy’s hands moved away from her waist, slipping up and clutching at her breasts as she leaned back into him. Her eyes fluttered shut and she disappeared into his embrace. One of her hands reached back toward his crotch, and although I couldn’t see it with her body blocking my view, I knew she was touching him in the exact same way I was feeling myself through my clothes.

One of his hands moved down and pulled up the lower edge of her dress to reveal Amy’s cleanly shaved pussy. He pushed his hand down between her thighs to let his fingers glide across her wet slit, eliciting yet another moan of pleasure from her.

His touch was just a tease, though. He wanted to show my own wife off to me, to show me how much she wanted him. He stepped back and slipped his fingers under her dress in back, then slowly scooped the dress forward. With no back to hold it in place, the fabric parted easily from her body. Amy helped him along by working it off of her arms, then bending over to slide the rest of it completely off. Now that she was left naked, she turned her back on me and they resumed their heated kiss. I was treated to a beautiful view of his hands gripping her round ass cheeks and pulling her naked body closer.

Still fully dressed, Jimmy guided Amy to the couch and sat her down right next to me. My wife turned her head to watch my expression as her lover dropped to his knee, pushed her legs apart, and dove into her pussy with his eager tongue. I saw her eyes roll back again, something I was sure I was going to see many times tonight, as she melted under his lingual talents.

My cock strained against my shorts, and when Amy finally opened her eyes again, all of her attention was on my growing arousal.

“Take it out,” she said, nodding toward the bulge.

For a moment, my heart lifted. Maybe she would give me some release. Maybe she would suck me for a minute while Jimmy went down on her, or perhaps even just a few strokes. When my cock sprang free of my shorts, though, I found out I had been sorely mistaken.

“Play with it for me,” she purred in the sexiest way possible.

It was demeaning that she wouldn’t even touch it, but the fact that she was saving all of herself for him was all a part of the fantasy.

That was when a hint of evil appeared behind her smile. I had never known it was possible to be filled with both excitement and dread at the same time.

Amy pushed Jimmy away and stood up. She guided him onto the couch next to me, then got on her knees exactly where he had been a moment before. Her hands went to his belt as he began unbuttoning his shirt. She finished first, and as soon as she pulled his massive manhood from his pants, she sank her lips around the top without a moment of hesitation.

“See how big he is?” she asked when she took a brief pause from pleasing him.

The real cut of her words was unspoken. It wasn’t just that he was big, but that he was bigger than me. I’m not small by any means, but Jimmy’s cock was visibly longer and thicker than mine, and it was clear that my wife enjoyed his endowment.

Jimmy finally got his shirt off and pushed his shorts off as well. That gave Amy a little more freedom, as her hands cupped his balls. Then she pulled a move that I had never remembered her using on me before, where she pulled his cock aside and leaned in to suck on his balls. There was a level of effort in her blowjob that I had rarely experienced myself.

I watched in awe as her lips glided across the smooth skin of his shaft. All of her guilt was gone, replaced by the desire to please this man that she had been craving for almost a decade.

Once she had him hard, Amy didn’t waste any time. She stood up and pulled Jimmy to his feet, then led him by the hand toward the bedroom. As she pranced away, she looked back at me.

“You can join us,” she said, “but get rid of your clothes.

I stripped down quickly and hurried behind them. Amy smiled with excitement as she entered the luxurious bedroom. They approached the bed, and she eyed him excitedly. She tried to turn away and bend over the bed, offering Jimmy the opportunity to take her from behind, but he wanted something different. He wanted to show me exactly what he had given my wife the night she had come to his bedroom. He didn’t just want to fuck her in front of me. He wanted me to see them make love.

Instead of grabbing her hips and taking her just like that, Jimmy scooped her up in his arms and tossed her onto the bed like a big doll. Then he crawled up onto the bed after her. His body moved between her legs and over her.

As he moved forward, he pushed her legs back to spread her pussy wider. He leaned down and kissed her, with the tip of his cock bobbing inches away from her opening. Then he moved down and his cock plunged inside her.

Amy cooed softly, her cry muted by his kiss. Jimmy began to slide in and out of her at a gentle pace. I realized that this was the fourth time they had had sex, but I hadn’t seen them together since that first time. There had been a lot of time for them to learn a little more about each other’s bodies, and the difference in the way they moved together was obvious. There was a simple synchronicity that made it beautiful to watch.

I sat down in a chair, feeling awkwardly naked. It didn’t really matter, because Amy was lost in the moment. She had tried so hard to include me, but for a few minutes she seemed to forget that I was even there. Perhaps that was her way of including me. She was showing me why it was like between them, the reality of how they were when they weren’t putting on a show.

With his legs parted to give him better thrust, I had a clear view of Jimmy’s cock gliding in and out of Amy’s pussy. Her labia hugged his shaft, leaving behind a shiny coating of her pussy juices. His pace was still slow and measured, which kept her moaning.

Her cries grew more urgent, until her legs were wrapping around him tightly. It was the kind of orgasm with a slow build and a mild peak. That allowed them to keep going with only the slightest pause, and more climaxes came closely behind, one after the other.

I lost track of how long I sat there watching them, as well as how many times he brought her to orgasm. It was like watching an elegant dance, their bodies moving this way and that. Jimmy stayed on top for a bit, then they moved to a scissor position with her on her back and him on his side, their legs tangled together. Soon Amy wanted control, so she climbed up and mounted him so that she could ride his cock.

Now that she was in charge, she began grinding her body against him salaciously. She would push down against him until his cock was so deep, it would touch those places that my manhood could never reach. Her cries became more urgent and her craving became more intense, until Jimmy couldn’t hold himself back anymore.

Being on top also meant that Amy was in control of where Jimmy would cum. She could have pulled out and let him coat her pussy or dribble in his own lap. But instead, she pressed down as far as she could and erupted into her most intense orgasm yet as his cock began spurting deep inside her. The two of them achieved the perfect simultaneous orgasm, ending when Amy collapsed limply on top of him with his cum dripping out of her.

After a few minutes, she was able to lift her head enough to turn it toward me, before resting it on her lover’s chest.

“That felt so amazing,” she cooed. “Did you like it?”

I nodded. It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen, and the only thing that would make it more perfect would be my own release. My balls ached, but Jimmy and Amy were the only ones who had gotten their cookies so far.

Amy rolled off the bed and walked toward me, and my heart lifted with the hope that it was my turn. She stopped right in front of me and bent forward, reaching down to squeeze my cock for a brief moment.

“I’m going to go shower,” she said. “I could really go for another bottle of wine, though. Would you mind ordering one or two for room service? We have a long night ahead of us.”

Amy gave me a light peck on the forehead, then let go of my shaft just as quickly as she had grasped it. A long night meant that I wouldn’t be getting any release soon, especially if she made me wait until Jimmy was done with her.

I let out a resigned sigh and followed her out of the room. She scooped up her bag and disappeared into the bathroom while I went to the living room to make the call.

I grabbed my shorts off the ground and slipped them on with no underwear, then grabbed the phone and placed an order for two bottles of Amy’s favorite wine. When I hung up the phone, I realized Jimmy had joined me in the living room. Thankfully he had donned one of the fluffy white robes left for guests, so I didn’t have to stare at his sizable manhood while we waited for Amy.

There was a moment of awkward silence before Jimmy finally broke the ice.

“Man, your wife is amazing,” he said. “I can’t tell you how much I appreciate you letting us fool around. It’s definitely been on my mind for the past ten years, so it’s nice to finally get some closure on that. She’s even better than I ever could have imagined.”

“Of course,” I said. “You two look amazing together. I’ve been fantasizing about this for so long, and I really appreciate you helping to make it a reality, and still being respectful. This experience has been great.”

Jimmy hesitated for a moment, like he wasn’t sure if he should say what was on his mind. His confidence got the best of him, though, and he blurted it out suddenly.

“Hey, can I ask you a question? Have you really never fucked her in the ass, or is that just something she told me to get me going?”

I wasn’t expecting the question, and I found myself stammering as my mind spun. As my thoughts came back into focus, there was one question that surged to the front of my mind.

“Well, yeah, we haven’t done that,” I said finally. “Can I ask how that came up, though?” 

“Oh, it’s always been kind of a thing between us. Way back when she was talking about coming down to see me, she told me that she had never tried that. We would talk about it on the phone sometimes, and she had pretty much agreed to try it. I was so worked up by the idea of being her first, but then she started talking to you and I just assumed it wasn’t going to happen. When we were talking the other night, I made a comment that I still regretted not being her first, and she told me that I still might have the chance. That was when she told me you two had never done that. I asked her if she was still up to try it, and she said she might be down to try it, but only if you were okay with it.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said. “She has always been so against it. I asked a few times, but she kept saying no, so I stopped bringing it up. I doubt she would be willing to let you try it.”

“That’s not the impression I got the other night,” he chuckled in response.

The hackles on my neck stood up a bit, but before I could dispute it with him, I heard Amy’s footsteps coming down the hall. Both of us turned to see her.

Amy was dressed in the other fluffy white bathrobe. Her freshly showered hair was pulled back into a tight, slick ponytail. Her expression was serious, like a predator stalking her prey. As she stepped into the living room, she opened the robe and dropped it on the floor behind her. Underneath, she was wearing the lingerie she had chosen earlier in the day.

She was dressed in a tight corset with a split running down the front of it. A crisscrossing lace held the two halves together, while showing the inner curves of her breasts. The top was paired with matching boy shorts and accented with sheer black stockings and garter clips.

This was the one I hadn’t been allowed to see. This was the lingerie she had chosen just for him, and I felt my heart surge. She looked like pure sex in it, and I swallowed hard just looking at her.

Amy walked through the middle of the room. She knew we were both watching her, and she was reveling in the attention. She turned toward Jimmy and stopped right in front of him. There was a quick glance in my direction to make sure I was still watching before she turned her attention back to him.

“Do you like it?” she asked with a wry smile.

“I love it,” he replied, running his hand up her inner thigh and brushing it across her pussy.

Amy ran her fingers through his hair, pulling him in until he kissed her belly. It seemed like things were heading in an interesting direction when the doorbell rang and interrupted the moment.

Amy looked up at the door, then at me. There was a moment of panic in her eyes, but then she smiled devilishly. Something had occurred to that playful mind of hers.

“I’ll get that,” she said.

Amy strode across the room dressed in the sexiest lingerie I had ever seen, with the full intent of showing herself off. She opened the door on an unsuspecting bellhop and smiled widely as his jaw dropped open.

“You can bring that in here,” she said.

My wife then turned away and walked back toward Jimmy while the delivery boy got to enjoy a perfect view of her ass. As she passed by my chair, she threw a quick jab to tease me.

“Could you sign for that, honey?” she said, letting the stranger know that we were a couple right before dropping into Jimmy’s lap and settling into a deep and passionate kiss with him.

My cheeks burned red, but I got up and signed the receipt. It was probably the closest I would ever come to being publicly cuckolded, and it was even better seeing my shy little wife show off her body in that outfit to someone else. Perhaps that was a sign that she was settling into this new lifestyle.

I pushed the door closed as the bellhop left, then turned back to the living room. Amy had slid off the couch and pulled back Jimmy’s robe, and her lips were already wrapped around his hardened cock. She glanced sideways to make sure we were alone, then patted the couch next to Jimmy.

I went to sit down, but Amy grabbed my shorts and tugged at them. She wanted me naked again, so I slipped them off and sat down.

Amy looked as beautiful as ever with his cock stuffed in her mouth. She took as much as she could, using her hands to massage the lower shaft and his balls.

My cock stood up like a flagpole, and my natural inclination was to stroke it. I wrapped my fingers around it, feeling it strain, and rolled my hand across it. There was an immediate sense of relief, but I also felt my body ready to climax at even the slightest suggestion. I didn’t want to lose control now and lose the chance to reclaim my wife later.

I started slowly, watching her lips moving up and down the shaft and enjoying the image of her lips rolling across his flesh. I swallowed hard and moved slowly. It didn’t help that she looked incredibly sexy in her special lingerie.

Amy’s attention was on pleasuring Jimmy, but her eyes were also watching me. She would throw sideways glances at me, then shift her gaze down to watch my hand stroking my own length.

After she had been sucking him for almost ten minutes, Amy began pausing to give me orders, stopping just long enough to get the words out before she slipped her lips around him again.

“Faster,” she murmured first.

I tried to go a little faster, but I felt myself getting close to the edge, so I slowed down again after just a few motions.

“No, keep going. Faster,” she urged.

I tried again, but I could still feel myself edging, and quickly. I got even closer to the edge, then stopped again.

“Don’t stop,” she hissed next.

“I’m going to cum,” I muttered.

“I don’t care,” she snapped back with a wicked smile. “I told you to keep going.”

I suddenly realized what she wanted. She wasn’t concerned about me getting to reclaim her later. She wanted me to cum now. Jimmy got to fill her pussy, while I was left to make a mess of myself.

I moved my hand faster, just like she asked. Her smile brightened, and she began sucking fervently on Jimmy. My orgasm swelled quickly out of nowhere, but not before I noticed his body growing tense as well.

My cock erupted all over my lap, sending globs of cum into the air and back down onto my hand and belly. Jimmy started to grunt moments later, and for a moment I thought Amy was going to swallow his load again. She pulled back a second before he gave way, and his cock shot white globs flying all over her neck and cleavage. A few wayward drops landed on her corset.

Amy smiled and giggled at him, giving a few slow strokes to make sure she got it all. She looked quite pleased with herself as she stood up and grabbed my hand.

“Come clean up with me,” she said as she pulled me off the couch and toward the bathroom while leaving Jimmy behind.

Amy bounced happily over to the open slate enclosure that was the shower. There was plenty of room for both of us in it, under a huge rain showerhead. She turned on the water to let it heat up, then hurried back across the room and jumped on me. Her lips pressed eagerly against mine, and I pulled her into me as I kissed back. I could smell Jimmy’s seed on her, but all that mattered was how happy she was to be alone with me for the moment.

She continued to kiss me as she stripped her new lingerie away, then pulled me over to the shower and under the scorching waterfall. When she finally let go of me, she ran her fingers through her hair and leaned back to let the water flow across her naked skin.

“This has been so crazy,” she said as she nuzzled my shoulder and snuggled against me.

“You have looked so sexy all night,” I said, kissing her again. “I was trying so hard not to cum so I could reclaim you later tonight.”

“Oh, I’m sure I can get you hard again after he leaves. Maybe now you’ll last more than thirty seconds,” she smirked.

I laughed, but she was clearly right. I was already feeling some stiffness returning to my manhood, and I was sure I would be completely hard soon. Amy decided to help it along by getting some soap and cleaning the sticky goo off of my body. Her touch was so gentle, and the soap made her hands glide over me.

We then changed jobs. I moved behind her and reached around with a bar of soap to scrub her chest clean. As I felt her ass press against my growing cock, I felt my heart surge and my mind spin.

I was still trying to process what Jimmy had been saying before Amy came out earlier. We had talked about anal sex a few times in the past, and she always seemed turned off by the idea. The fact that she had discussed it with Jimmy was news to me. Did she really want to try it with him, or was that just Jimmy putting a spin on her words? There was only one way to know for sure.

“I think Jimmy really wants to fuck you in the ass,” I blurted our nervously.

Amy just laughed and buried her face in her hands.

“He asked you about that, huh?” she said with a sharp huff.

“He mentioned it. I don’t think you and I have talked about doing that in ages, though.”

“It’s not really my thing,” she shrugged. “Jimmy used to talk about it a lot, and he would always bug me about trying it when I came down. I was thinking about letting him do it, especially if it was that much of a turn-on for him, but then the trip got cancelled. It came up again the other night, but I said you probably wouldn’t be up for it.”

“That’s not exactly the way I heard it,” I said as I gave her nipple a light tweak.

Amy sighed weakly in my arms. She squirmed just enough to put some pressure on my shaft, and I felt myself grow a little harder.

“Oh, yeah? And what did you hear?” she cooed.

“Jimmy seems to think you’re down for it, as long as I give my approval.”

“Are you saying you want him to be the first man to fuck your wife in the ass? You want me to share an intimate memory like that with him, and not you?”

I couldn’t tell if she was taking cuckolding to the extreme, or if she was trying to convince me to say no. Either way, I decided to call her bluff.

“I mean, we could always give it a try right now and I would still be your first,” I said, pressing harder into her backside so that she could feel the faint outline of my returning erection.

Amy giggled and spun around in my arms. Her fingers slipped around my growing shaft, right before she put me in my place.

“You would have to be much harder than this to get inside my ass,” she whispered harshly in my ear. “I’ll make you a deal, though. If you let Jimmy be my first, then I will let you have a turn after he leaves tonight. If you say no, then nobody gets to go back there, except for in your wildest dreams.”

It was a cruel game, but a relentless tease at the same time. In the end, the answer was quick and easy. Letting Jimmy be her first wasn’t really a punishment. It only added to my jealousy and arousal. To experience that level of submission and to still get to experience the act with her myself was a win-win situation.

“Okay,” I said. “He gets you first, then.”

Amy gave me another deep kiss as the water rinsed the last of the soap away. She wasn’t done with Jimmy, so this would be my last moment alone with her until then. Our shower had been a nice respite from a very emotionally tumultuous evening, but it was time to return to the action.

Once we had dried off, Amy grabbed a bottle of baby oil from her bag and shook it in front of me.

“How about a massage?” she asked playfully.

As we passed through the hallway on the way to the bedroom, I spied Jimmy on the couch with his head tilted toward his phone. Once he realized the shower was off, I knew he would come looking for us, but for now, I was happy to have a moment alone with my wife.

Amy climbed onto the bed and laid out flat on her belly with her hands tucked under her head. I got onto the bed next to her and poured some oil into my hand, then spread it across the back of her calf. As I touched her body, my mind replayed the events that had transpired so far. I thought about Jimmy’s body touching my wife, his hands touching the exact same spots I was, except his cock was buried deep inside her at the time. I thought of the thrill I had felt, I thought of how he had used my wife, and eventually I began to think about what he wanted to do to her still.

My hands moved up to her thigh, taking the time to rub a good amount into her ass cheeks. I wanted to slide a hand down between her legs, but that felt like it was off limits right now. That place belonged to Jimmy, at least until I was alone with her again.

I moved onto her back, shifting around so that I was above her head. That position allowed me to reach down and really get a deep knead into the muscles of her back. I heard footsteps behind me and glanced around to see Jimmy standing proudly in the door.

Amy turned her head to the side when she heard him too, and a smile dawned on her face.

“Do you want to fuck me in the ass in front of my husband?” she asked bluntly, giving her butt an inviting wiggle.

Jimmy smiled and pulled his robe off as he crossed the room. His cock was already pretty hard, and a few quick strokes seemed to bring it all the way to life. I felt a bit jealous of his stamina, and found myself wishing I could get that hard that easily.

Jimmy climbed onto the bed while I continued to rub her upper back. He straddled her legs, with the tip of his cock aimed directly at the spot where her thighs came together. He took the oil from the nightstand and poured a little on his hands, then smeared it all over his shaft.

I pulled my hands away to let them have their moment, but Amy stopped me.

“No, keep rubbing me,” she said. “I need your hands to help my body relax for this.”

It was humiliating, but she had a good point. The last thing she needed right now was to be tense. I reached back out and resumed my massage just as Jimmy leaned forward and pressed the head of his cock into that magic spot.

At first he seemed to meet some resistance, but with a little pressure, the head of his cock disappeared. Then he pushed a little more, slowly but firmly, and another inch vanished. I could feel Amy holding her breath, and when he slipped a little deeper, she let out a deep, moaning sigh.

It had happened. Jimmy’s cock was now inside my wife, in a place that I had never been. She had surrendered her anal virginity to him, making me her absolute cuckold. There was a rush of emotion, a swirling nebula of fear, anger, dread, and most of all, arousal. I wanted to be him, to feel how tight she was around him, but first I had to endure watching him take advantage of the last sacred part of her body.

He began pumping into her slowly, letting his hips do the work. Amy was silent at first, only letting out an occasional choking gasp. I could tell she was getting accustomed to the sensation, but I still couldn’t tell if she was enjoying it. Then she suddenly found her voice.

“Oh my god,” she said, her voice cracking over each word. “This feels so amazing. I’ve never felt anything like it!”

My cock was raging, but Amy barely even noticed I was there. Her hands clawed at the sheets to gain some traction, as Jimmy had her pinned perfectly.

“Your ass feels like it was made for my cock,” he whispered harshly. “So fresh and tight. God, I’ve been waiting a decade for this.”

I kept my hands on her back, but I stopped pressing hard. I could feel her body shake with each buried thrust. It was happening, and I was helpless to stop it.

Jimmy didn’t last long. With one final push, he buried his cock all the way inside her ass and released a flood deep inside her. It was his parting gift to both of us that his seed would be inside her when I finally got my chance to take her like that.

He stepped away with a smug look on his face. He had taken all he could of my wife, and now he was done with her.

“I’m going to get dressed and leave you two alone for a bit,” he said. “Feel free to stay as late as you want, or spend the night if you like. This has been great, and hopefully I’ll see you one last time tomorrow morning before you head out.”

He leaned down and gave Amy one last kiss, then excused himself from the room. I looked at her, and she just grabbed me and pulled me down into a warm, soft kiss.

There was an intensity between us, but we both held back until we heard the front door of the suite close and we were completely alone. Then things heated up quickly.

Amy climbed up on top of me and pressed her naked body hungrily against me. My cock was hard and aching again, leading to a rush of adrenaline when she lowered herself down onto my shaft.

“God, that was so hot,” she said as she pressed me deep inside her. “I never thought that would turn me on, but it was even hotter to see how much it turned you on, too.”

“You were so beautiful,” I moaned.

Amy began swiveling harder, and I could feel the tension building in her body. Thanks to my earlier release, I was able to maintain my self-control and really enjoy the feeling of her pussy wrapped around my cock. Even as she broke into a powerful orgasm, I still held back.

It only took her a second to recover. She got up off the bed and pulled me off as well. Then she bent over the edge of it and planted her feet shoulder width apart.

“I want to feel your cock in my ass,” she pleaded.

My whole body tingled. I stepped behind her and guided the head into the soft indent. I could feel the slickness of the oil Jimmy had used mixed with his cum, and I pushed inside with little resistance.

“Oh, god,” she gasped. “It feels even better with you.” 

I had to go slowly, because her words alone brought me close to the edge in just seconds. It felt so tight, so different from what I was used to. It wasn’t necessarily a better sensation, but the way Amy reacted to it made it much sexier.

“Fuck me hard and fast,” she growled.

The big advantage of being a little smaller than Jimmy was that I didn’t stretch her as much. That gave me a little more room to be forceful, and I knew she loved it rough. This wasn’t going to last long, so I grabbed her hips and started slamming my body into hers.

“Oh my fucking god,” she cried out. “Yes, just like that!”

My groin flexed and I sent another fresh load inside her. I felt her tighten around me even more, and I knew that she was cumming with me.

Then, it was over.

I stepped back, staring at the beautiful woman in front of me. We headed into the bathroom to clean ourselves up before climbing into bed naked, which was how we spent most of the night. I lost track of how many times we made love, but neither of us could get enough.

The next morning, we took a cab back to the house, where Jimmy greeted us with a smile. We didn’t have much time, so we packed our bags and sat down for breakfast with Uncle Joe and Alice.

After that, it was almost time to leave. I checked to make sure we got everything, then took our suitcases out to the car. When I came back, I looked around for Amy, but I couldn’t find her anywhere. Then I looked at my phone.

“Jimmy and I snuck off for one last goodbye. Keep Uncle Joe distracted.”

My cock twitched again with excitement. I had freed a sexual monster, and I couldn’t be happier.


Like me on Facebook for updates on the latest releases!

Other books available on Amazon by Alex Skylar :

Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor

Lisa and Shane had planned for a nice romantic ski getaway in the mountains of New Hampshire for their first anniversary. When they meet their ski instructor for the weekend, however, Shane suggests pursuing his fantasy of watching his wife with another man. While Lisa is hesitant at first, she gives in to her urges. The result is a weekend of sexual exploration that neither one of them will forget.

Warning: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.

Cheating with Permission: Return of the Ski Instructor

This story is a continuation of Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor: When Shane spent his anniversary weekend watching his wife fulfill his sexual fantasy by sleeping with another man, he thought his cuckolding experience would be a one-time thing. Months later, Lisa tells him that she has been in touch with her bull, and he wants to go on a weekend camping trip with them. Shane knows he will be a cuckold once again, but his wife has plans to take his fantasy to the next level. Will he be able to handle her unbridled sexuality and the accompanying humiliation? 


WARNING: This 14,000- word erotic short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme humiliation, creampie humiliation, and group sex.  

Losing the Bet

Chris had always dreamed of seeing his wife Melody with another man. After using her for a wager over a late night game of pool, he ends up getting his wish. But when Melody and her friend Kristen decide to test the boundaries of his fantasy, will he get more than he bargained for? 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and a threesome. 


Cheating with Permission: The Latin Lover

When Mia went out for some salsa dancing with her sister, she never knew it would change her relationship with her husband forever. At first she felt guilty for getting too close to a stranger, but when her husband encouraged her to explore her sexuality and test her boundaries, her curiosity takes control. How far will she take it? 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story explores the world of hotwives and cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of cheating and exhibitionism. 

Taking the Game Further

Things have been tense between Sarah and her husband as they struggle to get pregnant. One night while they are out for drinks, they start a new game: Sarah flirts with other men while her husband watches. While the game distracts them from their problems for a little while, a big fight eventually causes Sarah to take the game a step further with a handsome stranger. How far will she take it, and how will it change her marriage? 


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story explores the darker side of cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of sex, cuckolding, and humiliation. 

The Night Before the Wedding

Stephanie's fiancé loved to watch her with other men, but she had rarely gone out on her own. For the night before their wedding she plans an exciting sexual adventure for herself that will leave her in bliss, while relentlessly teasing her soon-to-be husband. What sort of trouble will she get into on her own, and what surprises will she have in store for her husband?

WARNING: This 11,000-word erotica short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, bondage, group sex, and humiliation.

Taking his Wife

Her name was Keira, and she was absolutely gorgeous. The only problem was that she was married. It was easy to become friends with her and gain her trust, but I wanted more than that. Could I convince her to give in to her base sexual desires and to give herself to me, a wealthy black man?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and interracial sex.  

The Reluctant Cuckold

When my wife Kim wanted to bring her younger sister Anna along with us on our anniversary trip to Miami, I hoped I might have the opportunity for some fun with the two of them together. Those dreams were dashed when her younger sister met a black man named Joe. After a game of strip poker and a lot of alcohol, I soon realized that my wife had an equal interest in her sister’s new friend. How far would the three of them go as I watched helplessly?


WARNING: This 9,700-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, group sex, and interracial sex.  

College Cuckold

When Eric and Elise first went away to separate universities, they were just an ordinary couple. But the first time he visits her at school, he decides to play a game. He pretends he has never met her before, while encouraging her to explore her sexuality with her friend Tyler. Elise plays along, and the ensuing adventure creates a new dynamic in their relationship. How far will Elise take it, and how will Eric handle becoming a cuckold?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Revenge Cuckolding

When Eva found her boyfriend’s secret stash of cuckolding porn on his computer, she was furious at first. So she decided that the best way to get even would be to carry out his fantasy right in front of his face with the help of her friend Jon. Would the reality of it be too much for him to handle, or would her revenge turn into a fun night for both of them?


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme public humiliation, and cheating.  

While You Were Away

Chris had always fantasized about watching his wife Kylie with another man. One night after a few drinks, a spontaneous moment leads to their first foray into the world of cuckolding and leaves both of them wanting more. When Chris leaves town on a short business trip a few weeks later, he gives her permission to explore the idea further, but how far will she take it without him there? 


WARNING: This 14,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, hotwife behavior, humiliation, and voyeurism.  

My Fiance Prefers My Best Friend

A week before their wedding, Scott’s future wife Katie learned of the unusual nature of his friendship with his best man Kevin, as well as his fantasy of watching her with another man. When he gives her his blessing to explore her sexuality and desires with his best friend, they begin a sexual adventure that will shape the future of their relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of hotwives, cuckolding, and humiliation.  

The Cuckold Honeymoon

When Scott and Katie head out to the island of St. Lucia after an exciting lead up to their wedding, they find that the island offers them some great opportunities to further explore the cuckolding lifestyle. A friendly cab driver named Joe takes them on a wild adventure that pushes their sexual boundaries, leading to a honeymoon that neither of them would forget. 


WARNING: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

My Wife Prefers Her Ex

Several months after their adventurous honeymoon, Scott’s wife Katie suggests they explore the cuckolding lifestyle further. Her friend Mina wants to experience a well hung man, so she invites her ex-boyfriend Mike for group date. Scott finds himself both excited and nervous about the possibilities of the night ahead when the four of them head out together. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, anal sex, group sex, and unprotected sex.  

Cheating With Permission: My Boyfriend’s Family

For Amanda, it started as just a simple camping trip with her boyfriend Andy, his best friend, his brother, and his dad. When Andy suggested fulfilling his fantasy of having her sleep with his best friend while spending the night in tents, the thrill and excitement of cuckolding him for the first time with his family around kindled her sexual desires. But when his brother catches her in the act, how far will she go to cover it up? What happens when a woman is given the freedom to explore her darkest sexual fantasies?


WARNING: This 13,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

The Cuckold Experiment

Bill teases his wife about being curious about sleeping with a black man, but has never told her he'd secretly love to watch her with one. When they are approached by a pair of sexy black students to participate in a research study, neither realizes right away that they are being given the chance to make both their fantasies a reality. Will Kara give in to her deepest sexual desires and violate her marriage vows for the sake of research, and how far will the experiment go?


WARNING: This 8,500-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, and anal sex. 

Cuckolds and Cuckqueans

It started off with a simple suggestion. Mark knew his wife often struggled with her sexual interest in women, so he encourages her to explore her sexuality with another woman. Things start off great, but when she decides to try bringing home a handsome male cop as well, it pushes and warps the boundaries of their relationship. Will she be able to handle watching her husband with another woman, just as he watched her with another man?

WARNING: This 19,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cuckqueaning, and threesomes.
 

Raising the Stakes

After he loses his job, John and his wife Melinda place an ad to downsize some of their belongings. Two well-built black men answer the ad, and offer John an unexpected bonus: the chance to watch his wife with not one, but two other men. Will John's shy wife let two strangers convince her to push her sexual boundaries and explore a new side to her marriage? 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 

The Hotwife Party: Ella’s Journey

After a drunken night with her husband and his best friend leads Ella into the world of cuckolding, she decides to confess her exploits to her best friend, Gina. Little does she know that Gina is a hotwife herself, and will lead Ella down a path to new and forbidden desires. When her friend invites her to a hotwife party, how far will she take her husband’s fantasy, and will she be able to control herself when faced with the temptation of a sexy black bull?


WARNING: This 16,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial sex, cuckolding, humiliation, group sex, and anal sex. 

Shannon’s Cuckold

I had always wanted to watch my girlfriend Shannon with another man. When we set up our date with Michael, I knew I would be pushing her sexual boundaries. I had no idea she would also be pushing mine. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and male bisexual exploration. 

The Nanny’s Cuckold

After struggling to raise his son on his own after the death of his wife, James decides to hire a live-in nanny named Allie to help out. Nothing seems out of the ordinary – until he overhears her having sex one night. When Allie catches him and confronts him about it, he expects her to be angry, but instead she leads him down a path into the world of cuckolding that will change his life forever. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  

Capturing the Hotwife

Lily wanted to find the perfect gift for her husband, Justin. While he had always wanted to see her with another man, her shyness always seemed to get in the way. Then one day, she decides to do a boudoir photo shoot for him. When she discovers that Eli, her photographer, is the man of her fantasies, the only question in her head is how far will she take her husband’s fantasy.

WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, bondage, and voyeurism. 

The Right Way to Cheat

Sometimes, all it takes is a chance encounter to show you a whole other world that you never even knew existed. For Alexis King, that moment comes when a handsome stranger walks into her diner and leads her down the road to infidelity. That one day would take her down a slippery slope of lustful sex and illicit affairs that would eventually bring her to Mr. Cole, her billionaire boss with a penchant for cuckolding. With her marriage collapsing, could his knowledge of non-traditional relationships be the key to finding her own happiness?


WARNING: This 60,000-word novel contains graphic sexual descriptions of infidelity, cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex. 

The Cuckold and the Rope Party

Brian and Liz had been married for over a decade, and lately the sex had been lacking. Brian wants to find a way to spice things up, so he asks his friend Ian if they can attend one of his monthly bondage parties. Liz is hesitant at first, but when it becomes obvious that she wants Ian to do more than just tie her up, Brian gives her the freedom to take things as far as she wants. With her husband’s approval and a room full of people watching, how far would Liz let Ian go, and how will Brian respond to watching his best friend take control of his wife?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of bondage, cuckolding, group sex, and humiliation. 

The Hotwife’s Massage

When Anna decides to use her husband’s gift of a free massage, she has no idea that the masseuse is her well-endowed ex-boyfriend, Matt. While she thinks it won’t be an issue, she later finds herself unable to control her thoughts about him. It doesn’t take long before she confesses her thoughts to her husband, but she is surprised to find him turned on by the idea instead of being upset with her. When she comes home the next day and finds another gift certificate waiting for her, she decides that it’s time to make her husband’s fantasy a reality, both for her pleasure and his. 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and infidelity. 

The Blind Date: A Cuckold’s Tale

Sam has dated a lot of women, but none of them have been able to handle his fetish for being cuckolded. When his friend suggests a blind date with an charismatic woman named Allie, he decides its best to be upfront about his habits. How will she respond to his unusual tastes, and how much will she be willing to try for a man that she has just met?


WARNING: This 5,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and humiliation. 

From Housewife to Whore

Eric’s wife Jillian was very conservative, but when financial difficulties drive them to extremes, she decides to try out for the amateur night at the local strip club. That opens both of them up to a new side of their relationship, and eventually leads her to audition for an adult film. How far will she go to get the part, and how will it affect her relationship with her loving husband? 


WARNING: This 25,000-word story contains graphic sexual depictions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.  

From Housewife to Whore 2: Corrupting Allison

Eric had already enjoyed watching his innocent housewife Jillian develop into a prominent adult film star. Now, years later, they have moved into a quiet suburb in California. Their new neighbors, Allison and Jacob, come over for dinner one night, and it turns into a wild night when Jacob recognizes Jillian from her films. At first, Allison is fine with letting her husband have some fun with the woman of his dreams, but it doesn’t take long before she decides she wants to explore her own sexuality. With some guidance from Eric, she learns how to fulfill her husband’s hotwife fantasies in the most wicked ways possible, taking his fantasy to places he never could have imagined. 


WARNING: This 20,000-word story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex. 

Away on Business

As a top-level executive, Mark was often forced to travel on business for a week at a time. On one particular trip, his beautiful wife Amber begins flirting with the idea of going to dinner with another man. Mark loves the idea, and encourages her to flirt and tease her host. When he gives her permission to go further, though, how far will she go to feed her husband’s cuckolding fantasies?


WARNING: This 15,000-word story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and anal sex. 

Fighting for the Girl

It always happened the same way. A nightclub and a beautiful woman, and the guy that was trying to take her home. Shane wanted her though, and he knew that if he could just win the fight, he would be the man in her bed at the end of the night. Would he be in excruciating pain at the end of the night, or lost in a state of ecstasy?


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and pregnancy risk sex, as well as graphic violence.  

Welcome to My World

Ever since she had caught her husband John cheating on her, Bella had found it difficult to trust men. When she meets an enigmatic billionaire nicknamed the Beast of Belton, she assumes he is just like the others, but more she learns about him, the more she realizes that she can’t judge a book by its cover. Her mysterious new lover draws her into his secret world and helps her learn to love again, even as her past tries to destroy their happiness. 


WARNING: This 20,000-word romance novel contains explicit descriptions of sex and bondage, against a background of fairy tale romance. 

Elise’s Friend with Benefits

I often shared my girlfriends with other men, but that changed when I met Elise. She was the picture of perfection, and my interest in cuckolding was quelled by the fear of losing her to a better man. That all changed one night while she was away on business in Arizona and told me about an old friend who used to entertain her on her trips before we met. Chris sounded like the perfect bull, and her words stirred my dormant fetish. The resulting encounter was like nothing I had ever experienced before, and would forever change the nature of our relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, mild humiliation, and creampies. 

My Ex-Wife’s New Boyfriend

I have always wanted to watch my wife Sarah with another man. Unfortunately, that opportunity didn't present itself until after our divorce. When Sarah discovers my interest in her relationship with her new boyfriend, it opens up a new kind of connection between us. Our lives become intertwined in a strange game of master and servant, but how far will she take it? 


WARNING: This 19,000-word story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme femdom, and extreme humiliation.  

My Ex-Wife’s New Boyfriend 2: Her Coworker

When my ex-wife Sarah and I rekindled our relationship, we agreed that she would be allowed to date other men, as long as she shared the details with me. That allowed her to start a torrid affair with her coworker Paul, a fit black man with a lot to offer her. He pushes her to new and extreme levels of kinkiness, until her boss discovers their illicit relationship and threatens to expose them. How will she put him in his place, while guaranteeing her own pleasure?


WARNING: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial sex, pregnancy risk, cuckolding, and humiliation. 

The Birthday Cuckold

Ethan had always wanted to watch his girlfriend Devon with another guy, but she always brushed the idea off as a joke. After some subtle pushing and a good dose of alcohol, she decides to try out his fantasy on the night of his birthday. How far will she go to make her man happy on his big day?


WARNING: This 6,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and cheating.  

Kate’s Dates

Kate loves her husband more than anything else in the world, but after twenty years of marriage, the passion has started to fade from their relationship. Her sexual frustration pushes her to confront him, and he doesn’t shy away from her disappointment. Instead, he suggests that she go on a date with another man to find the release she has been craving. At first, she thinks he doesn’t want her, but when she steps out for the night with a guy from her gym, she learns that there is much more to it. Her husband is aroused by her infidelity, which soon leads to a variety of sexual adventures that she never would have anticipated.


WARNING: This 32,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, stag/vixen relationships, group sex, and drug use.  

cover.jpeg





