
  
    
      
    
  


 
   
    Vanessa Comes Around 

      

      

    “You might be the biggest loser I know. Well, if we don't count Vanessa. If we count your wife you're actually the luckiest bastard alive. Fucker.” 

    Good old Josh. I could always count on him to say something colorful. He was collecting bet money from me, again, and had to rub it in. We worked for the same company but different divisions and he was always in my face. Just once I'd love to beat him at something. Like every guy at my job he was hot for my wife. I don't know how I scored Vanessa but I thanked God I had. She was easily the best thing that had ever happened to me. Even our kids took a distant second place. I know I'm not supposed to say that, but it's true.  

    It was the end of the work day and the end of the work week and everyone was logging out and closing down. I handed Josh his winnings, turned off my computer, and locked my desk.  

    “Goodnight, Josh. I'll get you next time.” 

    The shower in our master bath has room for four but, as always, it was just me and my wife Vanessa using it. We had just returned from a long hike up Turtle Head peak and we were covered in sweat and trail dust. Vanessa rinsed shampoo from her hair and I gazed with admiration as the suds traveled down the length of her body. She's always been fit but as we've aged her desire to stay in shape has grown and she now works at it harder than ever. 

    Our son and daughter are away at college but looking at Vanessa you'd never know she had kids. Her stomach is flat and strong, her shoulders and arms tone, and her legs look like a track star's. Her face is lovely, with high cheek-bones and big green eyes, full lips and smooth skin, framed by a mass of thick brown hair that hangs just past her shoulder-blades. But her breasts are what thrill me the most. They're big, too big for her petite frame really, topped with small pink nipples. She usually wears a bra but honestly doesn't need to. They grew from pregnancy and never shrank. All her girlfriends hate her even as they love her to death.  

    Even in her youth she dressed conservatively but as she's gotten older she's adopted a sexy librarian slash secretary look, covering up most of her amazing body. Most days you'll find her with her thick brown hair piled on her head, a few classy strands hanging down here and there, and glasses to help with the fine print. Ankle-length skirts and long-sleeve shirts and tops complete the look.  

    I scrubbed my legs and let my gaze wander over her again. I'd suggested she shave away her light thatch of pubic hair but she'd informed me only strippers do that. Her labia were still visible but obscured. She leaned farther under the spray and I held my breath as the water ran down her curves in wild rivulets.  

    My penis started to rise. I knew she was tired from the hike and likely to say no so I turned my back and continued washing while it deflated.  

    We ate dinner and watched a movie and. Worn out, Vanessa was ready for bed. I need much less sleep so I tucked her in and said good-night and headed for the office to catch up on the college football scores that I missed, and also to empty my nuts once sure she was asleep.  

    It upsets her that I masturbate. She feels that I actually want other women and must fantasize about fucking them. The truth is I don't want another woman. I don't fantasize about other women at all. I fantasize about my wife getting fucked by another man. I've tried to share this information with her on several occasions but she won't hear it. She's sure I'm lying to cover up. She's assured me no man ever has thought about that except as a reason to kill the wife and her lover.  

    I closed the office door and turned on the computer. After a scan of the day’s football results I opened my favorite porn site and pulled my penis out of my pajama bottoms. I glanced through several pages of videos until I hit on one I liked; fit brunette and her husband sun tanning on a nude beach when a well-hung stud happens to walk by and spy the wife. He stops and chats with them as the wife ogles his meaty cock from behind her sunglasses. One thing leads to another and the bold wife sits up and starts sucking that big cock while the husband watches and jacks off. It could happen, right? 

    When the stud shoots his jizz into the wife's open and eager mouth, the husband cums and so do I, hard.    

    I've always fantasized about sharing my woman with another man but until Vanessa, I've never told my partner, and even with her I was pretty vague, offering only hints and innuendo. As soon as she caught the gist of what I was saying she shut me down. After a few more attempts over the years I never brought it up again. Instead, I enjoyed the little opportunities that came to me. When we are out in public and men ogle her, I watch them and imagine. The lust is always plain in their eyes. I have not yet figured out why I like it so much but there's no sense denying the truth. 

    On those occasions I have left her alone for a moment, she always has an interested male speaking to her when I return. I have held back and watched from afar as they do their best to charm her. I can always spot the ones she likes by her mannerisms; she plays with her hair or maintains eye-contact or smiles big with sparkling eyes.  

    Last year while on vacation I left her at the outdoor bar while I ran back to the hotel room for my wallet. Upon my return I spotted her talking to an older Italian man and not only did she give him her very best smiles, she actually touched his hand several times while making a point. It took my breath away. I continued watching longer than I should and their flirting escalated until they were gazing into each other's eyes. Vanessa realized what was happening and abruptly ended the conversation, looking flustered, so I approached the table and introduced myself.  

    His name was Arma and he was visiting the island with his brother, Brisilio. They came every year and knew everybody and all the best restaurants, bars, and clubs. He invited us out that night for drinks and before Vanessa could decline, I accepted for us both. 

    All three men danced with Vanessa. They were much better dancers than me and so is Vanessa so I let them take the majority of songs. She looked stunning in her billowy short black dress and the thin spaghetti straps barely held her large breasts in as we twirled and dipped her. I kept the drinks flowing and we all caught a good buzz although I held back because I wanted to enjoy every second and miss nothing. My new Italian friends were flirting like crazy and Vanessa ate it up. They passed her back and forth when a slow song played while I sat and watched and Vanessa kept her eyes closed just allowing the sensations to wash over her.  

    Eventually the evening wound down and my wife said it was time for us to go back to our hotel room. Three disappointed men whined but she insisted. Once there she kissed me hard and passionately and we made some of the most intense love of our lives.  

    The next day we spread a blanket and laid in the sun to sweat out all the alcohol from the night before. After a while I ran up to the outdoor bar for more bottles of water and discovered Arma and Brisilio each with a Bloody-Mary and pointed out to them where Vanessa lay. They followed me back, which annoyed my wife because her bikini was fairly immodest, and both men got a good look at her barely covered breasts and ass.  

    I told them they should join us but they had no swim suits. 

    Brisilio joked in broken English, “Unless you want to move to the nude section on the other side of the jetty. Then we could all get very much more comfortable.” 

    I looked at Vanessa with a question on my face but she only rolled her eyes and laid her head back down. 

    “No,” was all she said. 

    I shrugged and the two men smiled. We talked a bit longer and then they excused themselves. Once they were gone Vanessa sat up and looked at me. 

    “Scott. Seriously? Would you have allowed those two playboys to see me naked?' 

    “Well, yeah.” 

    “Why would you do that?” 

    Alarms went off in my head and I chose my next words carefully. “It seems pretty harmless, we're thousands of miles from home and nobody knows us, we'll never see either of them again, and you look absolutely amazing naked. When in Rome, you know?” 

    She scrutinized my face. “And you believe you'd be fine with them naked in front of me?” 

    “Yes, Baby. We're all just recovering from our drunken night, no big deal.” 

    “I don't believe you,” she said, lying down on her stomach. “I think if it really happened you'd freak out and trust me, you don't want to see them naked.” 

    I fell silent. I faced this battle every time I tried to explore my fantasy. Ten minutes passed before I thought about what she'd really said. Why would I not want to see them naked? I was confused until I considered that perhaps while we were all dancing last night Vanessa felt one or both of them press up against her. Was she implying I wouldn't like it because they were hung? The more I thought about it more certain I became; my wife discovered our new Italian friends had big cocks and she was trying to protect my fragile male-ego.  

    Boy did she have it backwards. Instead of intimidated I became aroused. I rolled over onto my stomach. My wife felt other men's cocks! It was through layers and layers of clothing and only briefly as they danced, but holy shit! I thought about it and realized the fact that they were big made everything about the encounter infinitely hotter. I imagined those firm logs bumping against her ass or thighs as they danced and wondered if she too was more excited because they were big. I stayed calm on the outside but inside I churned. The brothers stayed with us almost an hour and then excused themselves.  

    When Vanessa and I returned to our hotel room I fucked her brains out. Before we left the island I made sure I got both brother's phone numbers. I tried talking to her about what happened while they were dancing and what exactly she meant by her comment but all I got was, “You're a smart man, use your imagination.”  

    That was a year ago and since then not much has happened. The only noteworthy events during the last year occurred a few months after we got home. First, Vanessa went out with some friends from work to celebrate one of the older women retiring. Everyone drank too much and she called me to come get her in about an hour and a half. I was bored at home so I left early and planned on watching the game at the bar while my wife drank with her friends in back. When ready I'd drive her home.  

    I parked and did a lap around the place to make sure she was there but while I saw all her friends, I didn't see her. I waited and checked again, keeping my eyes on the lady’s room. Nothing. I'd seen her car in the parking lot so I knew I had the right place so I went out to check her car. 

    I was forty feet away when I saw movement inside her car. I stepped into the shadows and moved closer and saw her with a man. My heart jumped! They sat in the front seat talking, bodies half turned towards each other. My temperature skyrocketed and all the air fled my lungs.  

    I worked myself closer between cars, always remaining in the shadows of the parking lot, until I had a view through the windows of the car next to them. By the way she moved I knew Vanessa was pretty buzzed. Her silk top was unbuttoned to the third button and a gentle curve of firm upper-breast exposed. My dick engorged fast. Within minutes I realized they were only talking but until then I thought my conservative wife about to do something naughty. My palms were sweaty and my breathing rapid and shallow.  

    Later that night I mentioned I'd seen her in the car with her friend and her eyes flared before she composed herself. I told her I'd gotten there early and searched for her. 

    “Oh, sorry, Scott. James needed to talk privately. His marriage is falling apart and he thinks he might be getting a divorce. I bet that made you really nervous, seeing me in a parked car with a man...” 

    I shrugged. “No, not nervous...mostly excited.” 

    She studied my face. 

    “What about that was exciting for you?” Her face showed clear disdain. I trudged ahead anyway. 

    “Honestly, I thought you were being a little naughty. I find the idea of you being naughty exciting. You know that.” 

    She gave me a funny look I could not decipher and the conversation ended there.  

    The other incident occurred several weeks later. We were driving through the Mohave desert, returning to Las Vegas from visiting friends in San Diego and the heat was intense. 

    Vanessa wore a light wrap-around dress that tied at the waist and she had her legs open a little and the front of the dress pulled to the sides, exposing a lot of cleavage. There is a long stretch where they advise you to turn off your car air-conditioning and we always do and open the windows. Inside the car the air swirls and howls and we crank the radio and sing along at the top of our lungs.  

    This time the air billowed her dress, showing generous flashes of skin. A huge black four-by truck came up alongside us and maintained our speed and although their windows were tinted I knew they were enjoying my wife's amazing body. Their vehicle was raised much higher than ours and looked down on us. 

    A gust of wind blew Vanessa's dress to the side, almost revealing a full breast. Only her stiff nipple catching the light fabric prevented full exposure. I stared at her and she looked down and smiled. 

    “You like that Big-Boy?” she asked. 

    I grinned. “Oh, very much Hot-Mama.” 

    Next to us a horn blared. Vanessa's head snapped around and she quickly covered up. 

    “Shit! Do you think they saw me?” 

    “Of course, and they liked what they saw. That's why they're staying with us as we drive.” 

    “Well speed up or slow down. Are you trying to let them see me?” 

    I went for it. “Actually, yes. I love it when other guys check you out. You're hot and you're mine and that says something good about me. You are so pretty and your body is amazing. I don't blame them at all.” 

    I slowed down until the truck was a couple lengths ahead of us. Vanessa chewed on my words.  

    “If I let you have this how far would you go?” 

    Baby-steps, my instincts screamed. 

    “I don't know, Honey. I guess I'd let the wind decide for us. We're safe in here so why not? It's sexy and fun.” 

    Clearly I had caught her in a playful mood. She stared at me for a heartbeat and then smiled. Was I wearing her down? She leaned her seat back a few clicks and closed her eyes and rested her hands on her lap. 

    “Okay, then,” she muttered. 

    I didn't ask questions. Gradually increasing our speed, I caught up to the truck. He'd seen us coming and slowed to help and a moment later he was right beside us.  

    The wind whipped around blowing her long hair and filling her dress with air. I saw both breasts for half a second and my heart skipped a few beats. Vanessa was rigid and I told her to relax. 

    “Are they looking at me?” 

    “Yes, Baby, I see his head outlined through the window tint. There are two of them, young guys, and they are staring right at you. No doubt they are headed to Vegas for a good time.” 

    She was breathing shallow and fast and her hands were tight fists. The wind blew her dress off her legs all the way up to her white lace panties. The guys had learned not to blow their horn and just drove alongside us gawking. Her hard nipples kept the material from fully exposing her tits so I reached over and pulled the string around her waist to loosen it. Her eyes flashed open at me. 

    “What are you doing?” 

    I grinned. “Enhancing the moment,” I replied. 

    Her eyes got big but she didn't fight me. Her neck was stiff with tension as she laid her head back down and remembered to breathe. With the new slack the light fabric lifted in the breeze and curled around. Vanessa ran her hands down her legs to confirm they were uncovered and then leaned back again. By leaning forward she'd inadvertently loosened her dress further and now a big gust blew it open all the way down the front. She was exposed from her neck to the sash and then down from the sash to her ankles. Both big tits wobbled with the movement of the car. Her soft, thin public hair showed dark through the lace of her panties. Her nipples were like pink diamonds, as hard from the swirling air as from her exhibitionistic display.  

    The tinted driver's window slowly lowered and the faces of two handsome college-aged boys appeared. Their lust was intense.  

    “Honey, what's happening?” Vanessa inquired. 

    “They have their window down and are devouring you with their eyes, Baby. They are handsome, early twenties, and no doubt hard as rock right now.” 

    Vanessa risked opening her eyes to slits and I heard her gasp. “They're hot,” she breathed.  

    “Yeah? Well they obviously feel the same way about you.” 

    I saw the stress in her arms; it was all she could do not to cover herself. The front of my shorts rose to a peak.  

    “Are you angry, Scott? Have I gone too far?” 

    “Oh my God, no, Vanessa. I'm loving this. See?” 

    I took her left hand and placed it on my erection, pulling her arm slightly and causing her legs to open wider as she re-balanced. Her tits moved to the side. When she felt my hardness she groaned.  

    We traveled for a minute like this and I decided to escalate things. 

    “Slide your panties off, Honey.” 

    She bit her bottom lip. Her lack of surprise told me she'd already thought of it. I held my breath for a moment and then she moved her hands to her panties. Thumbs slipped under the thin waistband and inch by torturous inch they slowly traveled down her legs until they landed around her ankles. My wife breathed hard and fast.  

    “Open your legs,” I instructed. 

    As if in a dream, her knees slowly feel to either side, pulling open her outer and inner lips. I saw her pink slit through her light pubic hair. The guys had eyes as big as dinner plates and the passenger had a cell phone out recording video.  I mentioned it to Vanessa. I knew later they'd be jacking off to images of my sexy wife. After another minute we passed a sign that said “Rest Stop Ahead.” The driver of the truck pointed at it and gestured that we should join them there. 

    “He wants us to pull into a rest stop with them, Baby.” 

    Vanessa opened her eyes in a panic. “No!” she exclaimed. “I do not want to meet them. Oh my God, Scott, this is so crazy. I can't believe you're not upset.” 

    “I think it's hot.” 

    “It is, Baby, but meeting them is just too far. Don't, okay?” 

    I'd pushed it as far as possible and was thrilled with how far we'd gone. “No problem, my Love.” She laid her head back down. 

    As the off-ramp drew near the guys signaled and changed lanes and then pulled off the freeway. I thought about following them but instead just waved goodbye. They threw up their hands in disappointment. I stepped on the gas and lost them in the rear-view mirror.  

    Vanessa anxiously squeezed her eyes shut. When I placed my hand on her smooth strong thigh she jumped but then remained frozen. I gently slid my hand higher until my fingers grazed her pubes. I felt heat on the back of my hand. Carefully I teased her outer lips and then slipped a fingertip inside. She was a drenched furnace. I pushed two knuckles deep and she moaned. For the next few miles I fingered her, slowly moving my finger faster until she gripped the seat in her fists and her toes curled. At last she exploded in orgasmic intensity, crying out and grabbing my wrist with both hands. She came long and hard and I left her lying there long after she came down.  

    Eventually she opened her eyes, looking a little embarrassed. 

    “No, Baby,” I said right away. “Don't even go there. That was one of the sexiest things we've ever done.” 

    She reached for her panties and slid them back up and then re-tied her dress as best she could. “Yes,” she admitted, “you're right, that was. I can't believe you're not jealous.” 

    “I've been telling you for years, Honey. I'm just not like the other boys.” 

    She leaned on my and took my arm. “No, you're not, and I love that about you.” 

    She turned off the radio and we drove in silence for a long time. The sun was setting behind us and the shadows grown long. Road signs informed us it was okay to turn the air conditioning back on but we did not. We enjoyed the hot outside air. 

    “What would have happened?” Vanessa inquired. 

    “When?” 

    “At the rest-stop, if we'd stopped. What would have happened?” 

    Wow. What should I say? In my head those two studs dragged her to their truck and fucked her unconscious.  

    “Oh, I don't know, Honey. Get a close-up look at you I guess.” 

    “That's all? Tell the truth. What would you have wanted to happen?” 

    “That's a completely different question, Vanessa.” 

    She faced me as I drove. “Then answer both.” 

    Holy shit. I took a deep breath, filling both lungs. “Well,” I began. “As far as what would have happened, I can't say with certainty. I imagine those hot young guys wanted to see more of you but I'm sure they would have asked to touch you too and I don't know what your reaction to that would be.” I heard her gasp so I continued. “I suspect one or both may have started jacking-off while looking at you. I'm pretty sure you would not have touched them. I see them coming up to our car and leaning in, drinking in your incredible beauty and getting really excited by how sexy you are.” 

    She turned and looked out her passenger window as the Yucca plants and Sage sailed by. “And what would you have hoped happened?” she murmured.  

    I remembered baby-steps. This was true progress. I did not want to freak her out. 

    “I would have wanted them to touch you, to feel your big firm tits and maybe play with your pussy. I would have wanted you to touch their cocks, to stroke them until they were hard for you.” 

    “And then what?” 

    I was scared, I admit it. Part of me was excited to share my fantasy and part of me was worried she was setting me up to burst my bubble and tell me nothing like that would ever happen. I considered telling her everything; spilling my guts and revealing every dark and twisted thought I had about watching her. At the last second, I backed down.  

    “I watch you stroke them until they cum. Maybe you aim their jizz at your tits or stomach. In a perfect world, you find one of them really hot and slip his cock into your mouth.” 

    My stomach was flipping and flopping.  

    “That's intense,” she exhaled softly. 

    “Yes.” 

    “It sounds so perfect but feels so wrong,” she muttered. “We're married. We took vows to each other, vows promising to stay faithful and exclusive. I meant mine, Honey; I'm not allowed to touch other men. If you hope all this will lead to you touching other women, I can promise you it won't. I'll divorce you first. You are mine, exclusively, and that's the end of it.” 

    So that was her big fear. “No, Angel. Never. I have no interest in other women at all. I swear it. It's not about us, it's about me watching you. Just you.” 

    She turned to face me, searching my eyes for honesty. I know she saw it. I spoke the absolute truth. She touched my face, her eyes now soft.  

    “It feels so wrong,” she repeated. 

    “It goes against everything we've ever been told or heard,” I agreed. “But it's still true.” 

    We drove in silence for a while before she spoke again. 

    “You'd want me to fuck them.” 

    I kept my eyes out the front and said nothing.  

    “You're afraid to tell me,” she continued. “You're worried I'll freak out. You don't want me to give them just a hand-job. You want to see everything. I know you. You've hinted about it often enough. You'd want me to go all the way.” 

    The sun dropped below the horizon. After a moment of quiet she went on. 

    “I admit what we just did turned me on. I'm shocked I did that. But taking it farther? I believe you'd really regret it after. I believe you'd wish we hadn't. I think it would haunt you.” 

    I lifted her hand and kissed the back. 

    “I believe you're wrong,” I said. 

    We never talked about it again and like I said, that was months ago. At the moment from the upstairs bedroom window I watched Vanessa sunbathe and I remembered that day at the beach with the Italian brothers. Today she wore a tiny white bikini which she said was not fit for public consumption; two small triangles covered each nipple and a slightly larger one covered her pussy. She bought it to eliminate tan-lines and only ever wore it at home, and wished she'd had it on that day. She looked better now. Her body was amazing. She wore headphones and tapped her toes to the beat.  

    That day on the freeway convinced me she possessed a wild side but I had yet to figure out how. This year's vacation was coming up, her reason for tanning today, and I wanted to make something happen. I'd thought a lot about what she'd said in the car that day and I was more convinced than ever she was wrong. I would not regret allowing something to happen. At the very least if I discovered she was right, I'd still have that fantasy off my back. For now, it just lurked in me, simmering. But I was sure I was right.  

    We'd agreed another trip to the island was in order as that was one of our best vacations ever. As I gazed down at my sexy wife I slowly turned my phone in my hands. I still had the number for Arma and Brisilio and I was seriously contemplating texting them secretly and informing them of our vacation plans. I worried it sounded like I was offering them my wife though. They would arrive with expectations and I did not want that. My instinct steered me away from forcing something to happen.  

    I heard a muffled car door at the front of the house and moved to look out the front window. The pool guy, Jeffrey, was here a day early. He was a scruffy surfer type, not too bright but sweet and happy all the time. He always wore cut-off shorts, flip-flops, and a tank-top, even when the weather was cold.   

    It dawned on me that he was headed for the backyard, unaware Vanessa suntanned back there. I thought about warning her but then realized I could easily play dumb and watch what happened. I'm such a pervert.  

    I returned to the upstairs back window and found a great angle. Jeffrey came around the corner with buckets and chemicals and skimmers and stopped dead in his tracks. Vanessa had rolled onto her stomach and untied the string across her back and the thong was buried in the crack of her firm butt, so from his angle she looked nude.  

    He was a statue for thirty seconds, passing his eyes from her feet to her head and back down again. He gently sat his materials on the deck. Vanessa must have spotted movement from the corner of her eye as I saw her head jerk a quarter of an inch before she caught herself. She acted like nothing had happened and she remained unaware of Jeff. Her toes continued tapping out the rhythm of the song.  

    She pushed off and rose to her knees and the tiny top swung free in the air, hanging from only the knot around her neck. Both triangles and the strings slid between as her large boobs bounced and wobbled, leaving her breasts completely naked. She continued acting innocent to Jeff's presence as she adjusted her headphones and moved to lie on her back. She casually placed the triangles to cover each nipple but left it untied as she closed her eyes and laid her head down. Of course, the next puff of air blew the fabric off, exposing her again. I couldn't believe what I was witnessing.  

    Jeffrey stepped back against the wall and under the awning and rubbed the front of his shorts. He stared at her like a hungry wolf. Eventually he slid out and around the corner and went back to his truck and once he left Vanessa sat up and tied her top and then picked her magazine up. When Jeff returned she sat reading behind her sunglasses.  

    She waved him over and I watched them talk and laugh, both of them playing innocent and unaware. After a while he excused himself to get busy and she went back to reading and they spoke no more. Vanessa collected her things and walked to the house and Jeff watched her every step. Even from here I saw his bulge. Somehow that brief encounter left me with a feeling I should just let things evolve natural and not try to control them. Vanessa was definitely an exhibitionist. I just needed to figure out how to use that information.  

    Six weeks later we touched down on the island, excited to be back. We showered quickly and dressed for dinner. I don't know exactly why but I felt a nervous energy, like my subconscious plotted, waiting for any opportunity.  

    After a wonderful steak dinner, we moved to the lounge and listened to a pianist play classical music interspersed with jazz. She did an excellent job of blending the two and Vanessa and I really enjoyed ourselves. Other couples arrived and soon the bar was crowded. Most looked to be from the States but a few looked European and South American.  

    The pianist was a gorgeous blond with delicate Scandinavian features; slightly up-turned nose and sharp cheek bones, with all her hair piled up on top. Her skin was fair to almost pale and her eyes were ice blue. Normally I don't find blonds all that attractive but she truly was, and she kept making eye-contact with me. My wife noticed and commented, adding another comment about how pretty she was. I laughed it off.   

    Just before she took a break a man took an open seat near the piano and smiled at the pianist and she returned a broad grin. They clearly knew each other. I was relieved.  

    “Her man is gorgeous,” Vanessa stated and I sensed it was as much an observation as it was a dig at me for all the attention the pianist gave me. Vanessa is easily jealous and when feeling it, never logical.  

    He was tall and broad shouldered with a square jaw and Nordic features. His hands were massive, comically engulfing the wine glass he held.  The pianist announced a short break and told us her name was Ania, then moved towards her man who stood and gave her his seat. Vanessa watched them like they were made out of gold.  

    “They're so beautiful,” she murmured. “Jesus, Scott, they're like Greek demigods.” 

    While I didn't rank them that high, I had to admit they were an especially sexy couple.  

    “I think you mean Swedish,” I intoned. 

    Now that she was out from behind the piano I saw her top tied behind her neck and plummeted to her navel, open all the way down. Her breasts were firm like Vanessa's but a little smaller. A tight, short black skirt circled her hips, showing off her slender legs.  

    Ania spoke with her man while the rest of us continued our individual conversations. The bar was surprisingly quiet without her playing and everyone automatically lowered their voices. Vanessa and I talked about work, the kids, projects around the house, and the possibility of me getting a gym membership. I ate well but I was still slowly gaining weight.  

    “Hello.” 

    The voice was lilting and playful. We both looked up into the pianist's stark blue eyes. 

    “Hello,” Vanessa said back. 

    “Would perhaps you like to join my husband and me for a drink?” 

    Vanessa looked at me with a question but behind her eyes I saw concern; this woman's beauty worried her and made her feel insecure. I would need to be careful to show her less attention than my wife. Since Vanessa thought the husband gorgeous I thought I'd enjoy watching her around him. I gave Vanessa a quick nod. 

    “Certainly,” she told Ania, who smiled.  

    “Wonderful!” Ania beamed. 

    My wife and I collected our drinks and napkins and moved over to meet Ania's husband, Rune. I had my hand on the small of Vanessa's back when Rune first spoke and I felt her body tense. His voice was a bass so deep it rumbled in his broad chest. He extended his huge hand and we both shook it, although Vanessa's hand disappeared in his. I knew the masculine sound of his deep voice struck a chord with her. Her face softened. I knew she found him sexy. 

    We sat and talked and the conversation flowed effortlessly. These two had expert social graces and put Vanessa and me at ease instantly. Each time Rune spoke Vanessa seemed to fall deeper under his spell. When her break ended and Ania went back to play, we remained with Rune, sipping drinks and respectfully talking low. When she finished much later, her tip-jar overflowing, we both felt like we'd known Rune for years.  

    As soon as she came back she invited us up to their suite. Vanessa agreed without checking with me. As we stood, Rune placed his huge hands on the small of both women's backs and guided them from the bar with me following behind them. I saw Vanessa lean into his touch. 

    Their suite was huge. Rune was a highly successful importer/exporter and he was flush with cash. I got the sense perhaps some of his deals were less than legal. Ania played piano because she loved to. They didn't need the money. They traveled the world, wining, dining, dancing, and apparently inviting interesting couples back to their hotel suite.  

    Many parts of Europe have a different attitude from the US regarding nudity. Rune and Ania were from those parts. As soon as I shut the door and shot the deadbolt, Ania pulled her top off over her head and kicked of her pumps.  She pulled two pins and her long blond hair fell to her hips. She slid her skirt down and stepped out of it. Next to her was a dial for the built in hot tub and she spun it all the way. Ania was stunning, especially her ass and slender legs. She was as fit as a competitive ice-skater. Her breasts were firm and her nipples sat high above the curve, pointing at the ceiling. Her pussy was completely hairless and her inner-lips protruded slightly.  

    Vanessa stopped in her tracks and gave me a hard look. We had all consumed a large amount of alcohol at the bar but this was way outside our comfort zone. Clearly, Rune and Ania were a worldly couple. From their stories we knew that been everywhere and done most everything. I knew Vanessa would not want to appear small and shallow around them. We'd often discussed on our travels a desire to avoid the Ugly American phenomenon.  

    Rune slipped out of his shoes and socks and hung his sports coat on the wall hook. I saw Vanessa's eyes casually drift his way as he unbuttoned his shirt. As her eyes came around to me there was a touch of panic in them. We shared a gaze for a moment and I smiled. If not for all the drinking earlier I suspect my wife would have turned and marched out. Her gaze held an unspoken question and I shrugged, giving her my very best why not face. Her eyes narrowed as she considered it and then she shrugged too. I stepped out of my shoes and pulled off my socks and started to unbutton my shirt. A glance at Vanessa revealed she took her time as by now she'd only stepped out of her pumps. Her eyes drifted time and again to Rune. 

    His shirt was gone and his pants were coming down. Ania had already stepped into the hot swirling water. His body was wide as a tree trunk, solid and muscular, and dark hair covered his chest and arms. He wore tight boxer briefs and tugged them down without embarrassment or a second thought. His pubes were neatly trimmed and his legs fairly hairy, but my eyes went to his penis, and he was big. He looked as thick as a kielbasa and only slightly shorter. He was completely soft and already bigger than me. His cock flesh was darker than the rest of him. Vanessa stared, desire clearly on her face.  

    I calmed myself. I could not believe this was happening!  

    The moment arrived for me to decide nude-or-boxers, and I can tell you the size of Rune made my choice much more difficult. I was so obviously smaller than him. The booze made the decision for me and down came my underwear. This was too exciting and I needed to see where it went. If I backed out or even slowed down than Vanessa might. I tossed my boxers to the side and stepped to the edge of the pool. 

    Ania smiled, which made me feel a lot better, and I quickly joined her in the water. Rune dropped the last of his clothing into a pile and slowly and deliberately descended the steps until he took a spot next to Ania.  

    All eyes turned to Vanessa. She felt them and slowly turned to face us. Now in the spotlight, I thanked God for the drinking earlier. I knew my wife had a buried exhibitionist streak and I prayed it would rear its head now. It did. 

    Vanessa slipped off her shoulder straps and shimmied her dress down, standing in see-through black bra and panties. Ania ate her alive. Vanessa's firm mounds and round butt were accentuated by her choice of lingerie tonight and I realized she'd worn them under her clothes as a surprise for me to find later. I smiled. The surprise was on her. Just like me she faced the nude-or-underwear moment and I crossed my fingers under the water. Rune had his eyes welded to the faint view of her pubic hair through her lace panties and my penis swelled watching this bear of a man ogle my wife. On his face I clearly saw his intense appreciation for my wife's fit and curvaceous body. 

    Vanessa locked eyes with Rune and her trembling hand unsnapped the clasp between her breasts, setting them free. They hardly moved as she pulled the brassiere away. She looked at the churning water and ignored all of us and slid her panties down her tone legs and then just as quickly as I had done, sank into the hot water. 

    The hot tub seated four and because I had taken the seat next to Ania, Vanessa had to sit between me and Rune. It went boy, girl, boy, girl. I bumped my leg against Vanessa's and she jumped before realizing it was me. We both chuckled, laughing about how tense we were.  

    Now that the water was up to all our necks and naked bodies no longer on display, conversation started again and flowed smoothly. Rune pushed a button by the railing and a hidden bar lifted from the deck. I applauded and Vanessa beamed. Plastic cups made the rounds and soon we were all chatting like crazy as we resumed drinking. The hot water felt amazing after our travels.  

    When Ania got too warm she moved up one step which lifted her breasts from the water. When the cooler air hit them her nipples hardened and Vanessa shot me a glance to make sure I wasn't staring.  Lucky for me I had just looked away.  Soon Rune did the same thing although he rose all the way out and sat on the ledge, leaving only his legs from the knees down submerged. The warm water awakened his cock somewhat and it was an inch longer and thicker. It hung down over his large scrotum until the head vanished under the foam, bouncing and bobbing as the swirls moved it. I checked to see if Vanessa noticed and discovered she stared right at it.  

    My stomach dropped.  This was way farther than we'd ever gone. Other men looking at her is very different than her looking at another man, especially since it was his large and bare-naked cock which held her attention. Under the foam my penis turned to diamond, although I also began to feel somewhat uncertain.  

    Vanessa caught herself and quickly dropped her gaze to the wine in her cup but it was too late; we'd all spotted her. Ania gave Rune a knowing smile as she reentered the water.  

    I was about to speak when delicate fingers circled my erection. I was shocked Vanessa acted so boldly until I realized it was actually Ania gripping me. I froze! Rune said something about resetting the dial and finding us a special treat and lifted himself the rest of the way out of the tub, his veiny cock and his huge ball-sack swinging. Vanessa gulped her wine. The way she eyed his balls surprised and excited me.   

    Ania stroked me a few times and I knew I should make her stop but it felt amazing. The drink had me buzzing and she was so pretty. I felt guilty but didn't stop her. How could I stop her without making a scene and embarrassing everyone? 

    Rune returned with a small water-pipe and filled the bowl. He stepped in, once again displaying his large genitalia as his leg flexed, and lit the bowl and puffed. The grass glowed red and then he immediately passed the pipe to Vanessa. 

    My wife had not smoked since her sophomore year of college and I knew weed had changed a lot since then. She accepted the pipe awkwardly and Rune held the lighter over the bowl as Vanessa gave it a go. Ania squeezed my penis hard as Vanessa inhaled. My wife coughed, of course, and passed it to me.  

    I tried to do better but failed. That shit was strong. Ania released my dick and took the pipe and drew a lungful of smoke, handling it no problem. A quick look at Vanessa showed me it was already affecting her. Ania passed the pipe to Rune but he held it only a moment before passing it to Vanessa again without taking a hit. She pulled on it harder this time, trying to prove to everyone she knew what she did. Underwater Ania once more took my erection in her hand.  

    My blood gurgled in my ears as the weed hit me. I closed my heavy eyelids for a moment and felt multiple legs gently bumping mine. Time slowed way down. I heard the pool filter gurgling and every bubble popping. Rune's deep voice said something but I missed it completely. I heard Vanessa exhale, soft and low. No, not an exhale, my brain insisted, more like a sigh. I wondered why she would sigh.  

    Ania slid her hand down to cup my balls and then back up to tease the sensitive head with her fingernails. I kept my face passive but the sensations were intense. 

    I forced my eyelids open and tried to focus. I heard a lovely voice and I turned my bleary eyes to Ania trying to understand that she handed me the pipe again. I drew in another lungful. A thought nagged my mind but I couldn't retrieve it. Ania had damp strands of hair plastered all around her face with additional strands hanging free. Her blue eyes dazzled and seemed to be laughing about something. She lifted slightly from the water, teasing me with her partially exposed breasts and I watched the surface for any sign of nipple.  

    Then I remembered; why had my wife sighed? I turned to Vanessa. 

    Her eyes were closed and her head tilted all the way back on the deck. Sometimes the top half of her body floated higher and the twin points of her nipples appeared and disappeared as the hot foam washed over them. They were hard, pink, pencil erasers, and seeing them made blood surge in my penis. Ania squeezed me again when she felt it. I stared at my wife and lust rose up in me. I needed to touch her sweet pussy. As casually as I could, given my condition, I moved my hand over to her lap, hiding my movement beneath the bubbles. I hoped she didn't scream or jump when I touched her. I touched her knee and when she did not react I slid my hand up. 

    Another hand was already there! A huge, strong, hairy one. I remembered Rune's long thick fingers holding his wine glass back at the piano bar and knew one of those fingers was now inside my wife. My hips convulsed and I almost came. This was better than I'd ever hoped. Rune and I shared an understanding look and I withdrew my hand.  

    Vanessa sighed again. Her eyes opened slowly. I saw her fighting to focus. Circuits connected and gears turned and gradually she tried to speak. Her jaw moved side to side. The drink and smoke were affecting her strongly.  

    “Baaaaaby,” she breathed. “My sweet husband. Rune has his fat finger inside me, Honey, and it feels amaaaaaazing. Is that what you want Baaaaaaby? You always told me that's what you wanted.” 

    Ania squeezed me harder than ever and I gasped. Vanessa misunderstood and took it as a sign I was excited by her news and smiled. Rune paused for a moment to see how I took Vanessa's announcement and when I did nothing, he leaned in to kiss my wife, which she passionately and eagerly returned. 

    “Don't stop, Rune,” my wife murmured, clearly intoxicated. “Your touch feels soooo goooood. Keep fucking me you beautiful, sexy man.” 

    Hearing Vanessa encourage Rune to keep finger-fucking her was pure adrenaline. All the years we've been married I've fantasized about moments like this and now here was one. My emotions were all over the place. I was excited but the bliss on Vanessa's face also made me a little jealous. I chastised myself for it, warning myself not to fuck things up like a bitch. 

    Encouraged by our reaction, Rune floated between her legs. I saw his arm still working so I knew he was still fingering her and wondered what his next step was and how far Vanessa would allow him to go. I expected he'd hit the wall any second now. Ania started jacking me faster and the pleasure took my breath away. I faced her. Her eyes were glacial blue ice and lips curled into a sexy and seductive smile. She was gorgeous.  

    Vanessa groaned and I turned to look. Rune loomed over her and he began kissing her deeply. She returned his kisses enthusiastically, holding his face in her hands. Rune lowered his mouth to her stiff nipples, licking and sucking each in turn and my wife moaned loudly.  

    With her free hand Ania turned me to face her again. 

    “Forget about her,” she murmured. “Leave her be. Kiss me. She wants my husband, I want you. Let her enjoy him. Don't be jealous. You've seen the want on her face. Stay with me. Kiss me.” 

    Rune blocked my wife's view so I knew she would not see me kiss Ania. I hated sneaking but Ania was so beautiful and the drink and smoke only made her more so.  

    Ania's lips were firm yet soft and the weed gave everything an extra sensual feel and sound. We kissed again and she pulled me floating between her legs, which she crossed at the ankles behind me. Over my shoulder I heard Rune encourage my wife to touch him and I knew where he meant. Ania was wildly sexy but I had to see this. 

    I turned within the circle of Ania's legs but my wife was hidden behind his body.  

    As if he read my mind, Rune stood and rose from the water. His cock curved up like an elephant tusk topped with an ornamental head. He was long and thick and Vanessa whimpered when she saw it waving in her face. Water ran from his body back into the pool, mating his body hair. His large testicles were drawn up with excitement and the tight skin made them look even bigger. 

    He sat on the edge and guided Vanessa's face between his legs. Her little pink hands appeared and she cautiously cupped his balls with one hand and circled the base with the other, gazing at this towering pillar of flesh. The twinge of jealousy I'd felt earlier grew ten-fold. 

    The sight of his naked erection shocked her awareness. This was so obviously not her husband. This new cock was unlike any she'd ever seen. Her lips parted and her mouth slowly open in shock, stunned by the sheer size of it. She shook her head and searched for me left and right. Vanessa saw Ania's legs encircling me and by the look in her eyes, I know it registered and she did not like it.  

    “Baby,” she said, dreamily. “Do not fuck her.” She meant it. 

    Her face softened and her shoulders sagged. She licked her lips. I stared at her hands on Rune's manhood and burned the sight into my memory. I'd never forget this moment.  

    “Honey,” she said, getting my attention back on her. “What do you want? Is this okay? Is this what you want? You've always said you wanted something like this.” 

    I was torn; I'd wanted this for so long I longed to embrace it without reservation, but now that it seemed to be happening I was utterly daunted. I loved that Vanessa was so powerfully drawn to him but how would I ever compare again? All the times I'd fantasized about this moment never had I been faced with such real and painful choices. What disturbed me most was the suspicion that she was only taking things this far because of his size. I was excited that it mattered to her but intimidated that it mattered to her. 

    Vanessa gently rolled his balls inside their bag.  

    “Scott, Baby, is this okay? Am I sexy? Does this turn you on?” 

    She tried to wait for my answer but nature took over. Her hand squeezed his solid tube and slid the skin up and down. Just then I felt Ania grip my penis underwater again.  

    “Answer her, Scott. You're hard as a rock. Isn't the truth clear to you? You're afraid of my husband but I assure you everything will be alright. Look how badly your lovely wife wants him.” She started stroking me again. I saw the bong nearby on the deck and fired another quick pull. My head twirled.  

    When I looked back Vanessa had turned away from me and stroked Rune's huge dick with slow and deliberate ups and downs. A clear drop of seminal fluid formed at the tip and she wiped it away on a pass up with her thumb. She breathed through her mouth and gazed at his manhood like it was the face of God. 

    Ania said something to Rune in Swedish and he answered her grinning. She then tugged my arm to make me face her and told me to kiss her again. Her legs drew me up against her, her arms circled my neck. 

    She looked more beautiful than ever so I did. Behind me I heard water splash but Ania kept me from looking by making out with her. We were still kissing when Rune walked by carrying my wife like a baby in his muscular arms, trailing water all over the floor. Her head and arms flopped like she'd swooned. Ania tightened her legs around my waist again, trapping me. Rune was accustomed to taking what he wanted, and he wanted my wife. His cock was now fully erect and waving under her body as he strode to the bedroom. 

    I tried to rise from the pool. Rune passed through a bedroom door and kicked it shut behind him. Panic rose in me and I reached for Ania's locked ankles. 

    “Scott, stop. She wants it, I promise you. As a woman I can tell you I saw it in her eyes. You saw it too; I know you did. Tomorrow you'll be thrilled you did it today.” 

    The last hit of weed scrambled my brains extra crispy and I turned to face Ania. Just as I opened my mouth to tell Ania my wife did not know what she did, that this was not like her and she would deeply regret whatever happened in the next few minutes, her legs pulled me forward with surprising strength and my penis split her pussy lips and sank half way in. She had a wicked grin on her face and her eyes sparkled with wild lust.  

    Her pussy was tight as a fist and as hot as coals. All the air left my lungs in a rush and my knees went weak as electricity jolted my body. I was inside this beautiful woman! Her hands locked behind my neck and she pulled me down to kiss me and my penis sank the rest of the way into her tight red-hot purse. I felt my balls touch her ass.  

    My drug and alcohol drenched mind exploded with pleasure. I dropped my mouth to her smallish breasts and licked and kissed and bit them. She thrust her hips against me, sloshing water out of the tub, fucking herself on my dick. I did not understand her desire for me when she had a man like that but I was too gone to question it. Maybe she loved seducing men away from their wives. Maybe it made her feel powerful and sexy if she could distract a man while his wife was taken from him.  

    For several minutes I was in another world; kissing her, running my hands all over her unfamiliar body, sucking and licking her pale flesh. I lifted her from the water and set her ass on the ledge and fucked her hard, my worries forgotten, lost in the mind-altering pleasure of her cunt. She came hard, pulling my hair and arching her back, but I couldn't quite get there. Everything felt surreal and intense but somehow the drugs took just enough edge off so I couldn't cum. 

    From the bedroom I heard Vanessa cry out. Not in fear, but a cry of pleasure mixed with pain. Sometimes she makes a similar sound at the moment I penetrate her but this was infinitely louder and packed with much more emotion. I imagined Rune's thick finger three-knuckles deep but a deep sense of dread warned me my wife was not reacting to his finger. Ania tried to keep my attention on her but I wouldn't have it. We struggled for a moment and then she relented.  

    “Okay, okay,” she said. “But go slowly. You may not be able to handle it.” 

    “Handle what?” I snapped. 

    “Your wife, with him.” 

    “I never answered her,” I asserted. “She asked for my permission, she needed my permission, and I never gave it. They're probably still doing what they were doing in the hot tub. My wife would never do something without me right there with her. She's probably worried about me and is hoping I'll follow her.” 

    Ania chuckled. “Trust a woman on this, Scott, please.” 

    She seemed so certain that I doubted myself for a moment. I remembered Vanessa's ever-present reluctance and disdain. No, no way. I touched Ania's leg and she uncrossed her ankles. I started to withdraw but her cunt was so warm and wet I stopped and pushed it back in. Ania bit her lip giving me an impish look, loving the fact I couldn't just withdraw from her. Steeling my resolve, I tried again and fully pulled out and immediately regretted it. Pure will-power made me stand up and move towards the bedroom, my hard penis bouncing absurdly. Ania quickly climbed from the hot tub and beat me to the door, turning off the lights in our room as she passed the wall switch. She slowly and quietly turned the knob.  

    She carefully opened the door half an inch. Through the crack I saw Rune and my wife on the king-sized bed. He sat with his back against the headboard and his legs straight out in front and his big hands kneading her tits. My wife faced him, sitting on his lap, her legs outside his. My heart stopped beating. Was he in her already?  Impossible. She merely sitting astride him. 

    I narrowed my eyes, focusing in the low light. Vanessa lifted her ass just a little and I saw the tight ring of her pussy gripping his cock all the way down around the thick base. 

    Another man was inside my wife! I had been so wildly wrong about her. Was her attraction to Rune so strong? I remembered the way she'd gazed at his cock in the hot tub and there was my answer. Vanessa gets hit on constantly. Men she can handle, even the attractive ones. But she had no defenses against a penis like that, no experience. Surprised, she'd fallen under the spell before she'd realized one was cast on her. 

    Her hands rested on his massive shoulders and her head was all the way back. Her eyes open as she gazed up at the ceiling, she was a million miles away. She was some place where a huge cock overwhelmed her senses and sent rippling waves of insane pleasure coursing through her body too fast for her to comprehend or anticipate.  

    My penis swelled harder than ever yet my heart sank. I was frozen. 

    Ania murmured, “Look at her face; she loves his hard cock. She's never had one like this before. She moves like she doesn't know her own body.” 

    I nodded, barely paying attention to Ania's comment. Vanessa did move awkwardly, unsure what to do, ashamed at the intense pleasure but powerfully drawn to it. 

    As we watched them my wife rose only an inch or two before sinking back down onto his meaty vein-covered spear. Slowly and deliberately my sweet Vanessa fucked herself on him. My heart broke but my penis throbbed. I was so conflicted. The sounds coming from her throat were almost as exciting as the visual. I'd never heard her express pleasure like this. She was half animal, half slut; moans and groans seemed to bubble up from her soul. Her hips pulled themselves up his shiny pole and then lowered again, pushing all the air from her lungs, capturing him deep within her body.  

    “I have to stop them,” I whispered in awe of the sight before me. “She doesn't know what she's doing.” 

    Ania quietly laughed once, abruptly. “She knows, Scott. She wants this. So do you. Your hard dick proves it. You aren't angry, Scott, you're aroused, inflamed.”  

    Ania's body rubbed against mine as she sank to her knees. I felt a warm mouth engulf my penis and knew she blew me as I watched her husband fuck my wife. She was a genius. As painful as the sight was, I'd do nothing to break the contact of her talented mouth on me. I watched in complete anguish as my wife took a cock much bigger than mine and gave herself to it.  

    I'd always thought this something I wanted to see but if not for the fact I was rock hard, I would now believe I myself wrong. But I was hard, harder than I had ever been, so on some deeply primal level what I saw must arouse me, but I feared my wife slipped away with every heart-felt groan that escaped her lips. Rune stole my wife, ruining her with his huge cock. No way would she ever want me again. I knew there was no way I'd ever get those sounds or that kind of sexual response from her.  

    Rune slid down the bed until he was flat on his back and my wife leaned over him, her head next to his, her face buried in his neck, her big tits mashed against his chest. He circled her body with his muscular arms and drove his cock up into her and she took it, cries of pleasure coming more rapidly now. He drove her towards an orgasm. Her pussy clung to him, stretched and sealed tightly all along his rigid shaft. 

    Just as my wife began to climaxed all over Rune, Ania drove her finger up my ass. I grunted loudly and jerked as I shot my load into her mouth, bracing myself in the door frame. I spurt many times, my orgasm paradoxically made more powerful by watching my wife fall.  

    As the last drop of cum left my dick, so did any erotic feelings I had about what I witnessed. Now it was just psychological torture. The rapture on my wife's face crushed me. 

    Rune rolled my wife onto her back and began slamming his cock home. Whenever I've attempted to continue after her climax she's always stopped me but that thought did not occur to her now. 

    “Do you want me to make you cum again?” he asked. “You're soaking wet.” 

    My wife bit her bottom lip, nodding.  

    “Have you ever been fucked like this?” 

    She shook her head slowly, gazing intensely into his eyes. Squishy sounds of her wet pussy and his pumping cock echoed around the room.  

    “You're so beautiful,” he continued. “I wanted you the moment I saw you. My wife does too. Have you ever had sex with a woman before?” 

    Vanessa shook her head again and closed her eyes. It was all too much for her. Her face was dreamy now; the drink, the smoke, her first powerful climax, and this raging demigod between her legs utterly overwhelmed her ability to cope.  

    He leaned over her body and slid a hand under. I knew the moment his finger penetrated her asshole by her look of alarm, which quickly dissolved into surprised delight.  

    “Ooooohhh yessss,” she sighed.  

    “Are you on the Pill?” Rune grunted. 

    Unable to speak, my wife mouthed a silent “No,” shaking her head. 

    Ania drew a sharp intake of breath and I glanced at her, now standing next to me. 

    “Your wife uses no birth control?” she whispered, surprised. I did not answer.  

    “This is perfect,” she whimpered, deeply aroused. “So perfect. Your first time will be a complete submission. Has she always only been with you?” 

    I whispered a dejected yes. 

    “God, this is so hot,” she rasped. “Rune must know. My husband is taking your wife's extra-marital virginity. This has never happened. What are you feeling? It must be pure agony and ecstasy.” 

    I looked at her. Her eyes were wild and burning with lust. How many times have they done this to a married couple? Could they spot the susceptible ones or are Rune and Ania so beautiful almost every couple caves in and has sex with them?  

    I thought about stopping Rune but I knew he wouldn't and I was no match for him physically. Worse, the look on Vanessa's face made it clear she not only wouldn't help me, she'd most likely resist me. My wife wanted to be fucked by him more than I'd ever seen her want sex. He lifted her hips effortlessly and held her where he was able to deep-fuck her better and she instinctively assisted him. His large muscles bunched and writhed all over his body. He was at least three times her size. She was in bed with a grizzly bear. A grizzly that could not take his eyes off her. His gaze roamed her as he fucked her, taking in her big bouncing breasts and flat stomach, staring and the point where his cock disappeared inside her, wrapped tightly by her pussy lips. 

    She cried out on every thrust. He pushed her closer and closer to another orgasm. His strength and stamina were staggering.  Vanessa braced her hands against the headboard and opened her legs in wide invitation, whorish behavior I didn't even know she was capable of. I felt my penis pulse even as her actions stabbed my heart all the way through. 

    At last he held her in a vise-grip and repeatedly drove his length balls-deep. Their bodies slapped and her tits bounced wildly and on the last thrust he buried his cock and held it deep and began to spurt, emptying his massive testicles of their white hot seed as he growled like a pit-bull.  

    “Sweet Christ!” he bellowed and I was sure the other guests on this floor heard. “Take it all! Take all of it! Aaaaaaaahhh!” 

    For twenty or thirty seconds he emptied himself inside my wife, growling the whole time. I could imagine his heavy shaft swelling and spitting and swelling and spitting. Once he finished he pulled his dick out of her like a sword and dropped her onto the bed.  

    Rune remained on his knees towering over her, his chest heaving, his face sweaty, the muscles of his arms and legs pumped. In spite of his powerful orgasm he stayed almost fully hard, his firm cock glistening with my wife's pussy juice.  

    “Oh my God, just look at him,” Ania breathed adoringly. I hated to admit it but he was impressive. He looked like he'd just fucked my wife to death and now knelt triumphant over her corpse. 

    Vanessa lay where he'd dropped her, arms and legs splayed. White cum leaked from her hairy pussy to her asshole. Her hips still moved in tiny circles and her eyes were squeezed shut. Remnants of her orgasm still bounced around inside her. 

    My eyes dropped to the sperm trickling from her body.  

    Rune had inseminated my wife.  

    Ania approached the bed and took Rune's erect penis in her mouth, licking from balls to head. I sank to my knees, holding my face in my hands. Despair rose inside me.  

    Rune had inseminated my wife.  

    Vanessa seemed to be coming back around and a tentative finger slipped down and tested the semen trickling from her. She smeared it between fingertips and then lifted it to her mouth to taste. 

    Rune had inseminated my wife.  

    At last Vanessa lifted her head and braced her elbows under her shoulders. Her eyes found me staring at her oozing cunt and reality struggled through the smoke and the drink. She watched Ania orally worship Rune's manhood for a moment and then looked back at me. Understanding grew in her mind and her eyes were increasingly hollow. Soon she looked about to cry. She'd lost control, fucked someone else, and I'd been there to see the whole thing. Guilt came rushing in. 

    I moved to her side, knelt by the bed.  

    “Scott,” she said, choking on tears, “I am so, so sorry. Please don't hate me. Oh my God, Baby, what have I done?”  

    I was tormented but had no idea what to say. She was my beloved and I couldn't hate her. I put my arm around her shoulders and leaned in to kiss her. Both our lips trembled.  

    “Can we move to the other room?” she whimpered, wanting to get away from Ania and Rune. They were busy with each other so we slipped away wordlessly. When she stood, sperm ran in multiple streaks down the insides of her thighs. She was too high to notice but it punched me in the gut. I felt an overpowering urge to cum inside her too. I watched her firm ass dip side to side as she walked and my penis began to swell. She left a heavy trail of sperm drops across the floor. We left the bedroom and she turned to face me. 

    “Hold me, Honey. Hug me and tell me everything is okay. Please tell me you wanted me to. Please tell me all those times you hinted, that's what you meant.” She was on the verge of a full tear-filled melt down. 

    I took her into my arms and held her tight. My penis continued to harden, slowly rising up the side of her leg. She became aware of it and I felt her body tense, but she said nothing. 

    “It, it was,” I stammered. “I'm just so shocked you actually did it. Was it the weed, Vanessa? The wine? Are you too high?” I gave her a handy excuse but she refused it. 

    “I wish I could blame them. I guess they helped. Rune is so sexy and I just kept remembering all those times you've hinted about me doing something like that. I never expected it to go so far so fast.” 

    I was rock hard. Vanessa turned to look me in the eyes and bumped my erection and looked down at it confused. 

    “Aren't you angry?” she asked, still looking down. “Aren't you jealous? Talk to me, Baby. Tell me what you're feeling.” 

    She looked up and something snapped inside me. I kissed her hard and wrapped my fingers in her long brown hair. My kisses ran down her neck and I sucked a nipple and she gasped and I pulled her to the floor with me. 

    “Scott, wait,” she muttered but I ignored her. My desire raged. I shoved my way between her legs and buried my penis in her dripping wet pussy. I felt my inches sink into Rune's semen but I didn't care. Vanessa groaned and instinctively brought her legs up behind my ass. I kissed her fiercely and she returned them, tentative at first but with increasing confidence. I started to pound her as she made moans and small cries of pleasure. I was so tense I lasted less than three minutes before sucking in a chest full of air and blowing my load inside her, adding my hot seed to Rune's. I dropped my weight on her and then slid to the side and we both fell into an emotionally and physically exhausted drug-induced sleep. 

    I thought I dreamed, at first, but slowly realized I did not. The sounds of sex were real. I still lay on the floor next to Vanessa but now Rune was between her legs, easing his big cock in and out of her pussy. She held her legs behind the knees and pulled way back until they touched her tits, offering him totally access to her married cunt. Her eyes squeezed shut, her face a mask of pleasure so intense it looked like pain, my wife held her breath as Rune fucked her as deep as he could get it. On his face I saw how much he loved my wife's pretty face and beautiful body. 

    They were trying to be quiet and mostly succeeding until his thick cock ripped a powerful orgasm from her. I had no idea how long they'd already been fucking or how long I'd been asleep. I still felt plenty of the smoke and drink in my system so I guessed maybe an hour or less.  

    I lifted my head to see better. How had this started? Where was Ania?  

    Rune lowered his mouth to her round boobs and teased a nipple with his teeth and Vanessa arched her back as her neck muscles strained. Her other breast was inches from my face so I leaned in and took her other nipple in my mouth. Her eyes opened suddenly and saw me.  

    “Ooooooohhhhhhh my fucking God!” she exclaimed, pulling her legs farther apart. Rune leaned back and trapped her hips with his wrists and hammered her furiously before shoving his cock deep and blasting her womb with more sperm. I nibbled her nipple, sucking and teasing as he ejaculated inside her. Vanessa drove her ankles into his ass and held both our mouths to her tits.  

    The combined excitement of his climax and our teasing seemed to give her another orgasm, or perhaps her first one never stopped, but her body went rigid as she squealed.  

    I rolled onto my back, swearing once we got out of this mess, I'd make sure we never found ourselves in another situation like this again.  

    When Rune pulled his puffy cock out of her it made a sucking vacuum sound and a gush of sperm followed it. Finally, soft, the head plopped onto the floor. 

    He rose to his feet and left us as he returned to the bedroom and, I presumed, Ania.  

    Vanessa was out of breath. Her eyes were closed and her hands covered her boobs. I sat up to check if cum still ran out of her and it did. I touched her stomach and she jumped so I touched her leg and she jumped again. Apparently her entire body was still too sensitive. 

    I left her lying there quivering and gathered our pile of clothing and returned. She opened her bleary eyes at me. 

    We dressed with only small talk as she wouldn't look me in the eyes. She stayed while I entered the bedroom as Rune went down on a drowsy Ania. I said thanks for everything and turned to leave and they both gave me a wave and Ania told me to leave our number on the bar. 

    I asked Vanessa if I should and she looked conflicted and then said, “They are such nice people and I hate to be rude. Go ahead and leave it. I'm sure we'll never see them again.” 

    Some moments in one's life are frozen in time because deep down we know they are pivotal. I had that sense of things as I opened my wallet and searched for a business card. I was out so Vanessa handed me one of her which I dropped on their bar. Vanessa was right; the odds we ever heard from them again were incredibly small.  

    On the elevator down to our floor Vanessa stood an arm's length away from me. We talked quietly about everything except what we had just done. She'd pulled her disheveled hair back some and smoothed her dress but held her high-heels in her hand. A curl of black lace told me her bra and matching panties were stuffed into her purse, which meant she wore nothing under her sequined dress. She looked and smelled like she'd just been fucked and I began to get aroused just looking at her.  

    Impulsively I leaned over and kissed her full on the mouth. Her body melted into mine. I held her tightly and we kissed passionately until the elevator stopped a few floors before ours to let people on. An older couple gave us the once-over and looked away, slightly disgusted. Vanessa stood as close as she could to me.  

    We arrived at our floor and stepped out and as soon as the doors closed she kissed me deeply again.  

    “I was sure you hated me,” she blurted. “I was sure our marriage was over.” She hugged me tightly again as I steered us towards our hotel room. Rune's cologne wafted to my nose as I held my wayward wife and her boob jiggled against my arm. I found myself thinking about what I'd seen and the fact that she carried two loads from him and one from me and that Goddamn demon started whispering in my ear again. My dick swelled. 

    Once inside our room I bolted the door and turned on her. She looked confused and surprised when I turned her around and bent her over a reading chair. I fumbled with my zipper and moved up behind her and a minute later I'd injected her again with my jizz. She still held her purse and shoes. 

    I backed away and fell into a heavy chair and she turned to face me. God she looked beautiful. 

    “What's happening right now?” she asked. “One second I see pain and anguish on your face and the next, runaway lust. Are you angry? Hurt? Jealous?” 

    I wiped sweat from my forehead. “Why?” I inquired. “Why did you fuck him? Every time I've ever mentioned my fantasy, you've redirected me or shot me down. Why tonight? Why Rune? What changed?” 

    She dropped her shoes and purse on the couch and drew a deep breath. 

    “Be brave,” I added. “Tell the absolute truth.” 

    She dug at a cuticle, a sure sign she was nervous. 

    “I thought that's what-” 

    “No. You've had other chances but declined them. Why Rune?” 

    She wrestled but eventually gave in. Now was not the time for bullshit. Come what may, this moment in our marriage called for honesty. “He's big,” She stated. “Really big. I couldn't take my eyes off it. It helped that he's incredibly sexy and I was high as a kite...still am, really. But you wanted honesty so there it is; I was drawn to his big cock. That was the tipping point for me, plain and simple.” 

    My insides turned as hot as lava. I never, ever expected my wife to utter those words. Just hearing them pumped a gallon of adrenaline straight into my bloodstream. If I could have gotten hard again, I would have. She waited nervously for my reaction. 

    “The second time, while I was asleep. What happened?” 

    “I was asleep too until I felt hands on my legs. I looked down, thinking it was you, and saw Rune on his knees, his cock hard as steel. I hope it doesn't hurt you to hear me say I love how hard he gets. He's like iron, Baby. It's soooooo sexy. You can imagine the rest.” 

    Indeed, I could. 

    “So. Here we are,” she added after a long pause. 

    “Here we are.” 

    “You've always said you wanted it and I told you you'd regret it. Now you have it. Was it what you'd hoped?” 

    “More. I'll be honest too. There were parts I did not like. I think over-all you were right, which I hate to admit. Now that we've done it I think we should not do it again.” 

    She studied my face. 

    “Really.” 

    I tried to sound as certain as possible. “Yes, it was too much, too hard to watch.” 

    She said nothing for a moment and then, “Okay.” 

    That was it. Years of buildup and near-misses finally culminating in one wild night, and we were done. I felt relief I would never have to watch another man do all that to my lovely wife again.  

    “I need a shower and sleep,” Vanessa offered. 

    “Me too.” 

    I tried to think of a way to discuss the sights and sounds of our night without sounding like I wanted it to happen again, but couldn't so I kept my mouth shut. Given what we'd just gone through together we were remarkably talented at avoiding any talk of it. We talked about how we would spend tomorrow, where we'd go for breakfast, and a variety of other minutiae, but not one word about my wife fucking another man. I, of course, completely avoided mentioning I'd been inside Ania or that she'd swallowed my cum. 

    Soon we were freshly showered and in bed, naked under the covers, snuggling and waiting for sleep.  I spooned her and brought a hand up to cup a breast. She sighed and pushed back against me.  

    “So, we're okay? You aren't angry with me?” 

    “No, Baby,” I reassured her. “You didn't do it to me, we did it together. The planets aligned and based on all my hints over the years, I understand why you went ahead.” 

    “And you won't hold it against me later? You won't get distant or withdrawn?” 

    “No, I promise.” 

    The room was quiet as we lay there thinking. Outside I heard an air condition whir and click on.  Several silent minutes ticked off and then I said, “Did you enjoy yourself?” 

    She snuggled closer. 

    “You were there. You saw me.” 

    “Yes. I guess I'm wondering where you are with it. We're all concerned about my feelings we haven't really talked about yours.” 

    She pondered for a while. “I'm...happy...I guess. When I first saw your face you looked upset and I was sure I'd made a terrible mistake. I was sure I'd crushed you. But then I saw you also had an erection and I guessed on some levels you were at least a little okay with it. By that point I really wanted it so I let it happen.” 

    “What was it like? Being with him?” 

    She considered my question before answering. 

    “It was the hottest sex I've ever had. I've never, ever done anything even remotely like that. “At your request I've flirted with other men and I admit that was fun but this was altogether something wildly different. I had girlfriends in college that would just have sex with an attractive man and I always gave them shit for it. Now I understand. Sex with Rune was so, so exciting. I still can't believe I actually did it.” 

    I swallowed hard. Her words cut, although she did not mean for them to. I nodded for her to continue and after searching my face for a moment, she did. 

    “His body is so different from yours. He's big and hairy and so incredibly strong. He felt like such a man. I was in bed with a powerful man. He was so unfamiliar to me and I found that terribly exciting. He was new to my eyes, my hands, my lips, and, most distinctly, the way he felt inside me. Every second I was reminded he was not you. Every second the realization crashed into me anew; I am being fucked by a man who is not my husband. It was intoxicating and potent and exhilarating.” 

    She fell silent for a minute but I knew she was not finished. 

    “Baby, I loved the way he touched me. I loved it. I felt his wild desire for me. I felt like I was the most beautiful woman in the world. He made me feel so wanted. I'm not saying you don't make me feel those things too, but you love me. Because he was a perfect stranger those feelings were much more powerful and real. Everything else was stripped away; this was just a gorgeous man's runaway lust for a woman, a man that could have any woman he wanted and picked me.” 

    She rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling. She was back with him, reliving every moment. 

    “He gets so hard. As big as he is, his erection is still like concrete. I think I loved that the most, believe it or not. I know that's not like me at all to care about something so base and physical, but it's true. He made me feel things I've never felt before. Buried all the way inside me, hard as steel and moving deep, probing, driving me to orgasm after orgasm, inching towards his own release, I've never felt so submissive or so womanly. I loved it, Honey.” 

    The knife in my guts twisted side to side. I moved a strand of hair off her face. Her eyes met mine. 

    “Did you fuck Ania?” 

    She caught me by surprise. For a split-second I considered lying but couldn't. I nodded.  

    “Sort of. She pulled me inside her while we were in the hot tub but only for a minute. I didn't cum or anything. Then while I watched Rune fuck you I got hard again and she went down on me.” 

    “Did she swallow?” 

    “Yes,” I admitted and braced myself for the explosion. 

    “Why didn't you tell me this when I felt so guilty earlier?” 

    “I thought it would make you feel worse.” 

    I felt her pondering again. “Okay. Fair enough.” 

    That was it? I waited for more but she remained silent. “Is that all?” I prodded. 

    “Yes. No. I get the whole fog-of-war, caught up in the moment thing, but you used up your one get-out-of-jail-free card. I warned you to stay away from her. I told you several times over the years I worried you only wanted me to fuck another man so you could use that as an excuse to fuck another woman. You swore that wasn't it and yet you did. I'm upset, but I took things way too far tonight, so I don't really have a right to be. So here we are. Since you say we're never doing this again, and we both had our extra-marital indulgence tonight, I know I never have to worry about you again. If you change your mind in the morning and do want me to fuck another man again, know I will not tolerate you with another woman. If that's why you're doing this, forget it.” 

    “No, Honey, I swear it's not.” 

    She turned and faced me in the dark. 

    “Say it again.” 

    “Vanessa, I promise you. It was never about other women. I swear it. Please trust me. My fantasy is watching you with another man, that's all.” 

    “Was watching me,” she corrected. 

    I stumbled. “Yes, was watching.” 

    “Was it the smoke and the drink?” she asked. “Is that why you touched her?” 

    “It was,” I admitted, knowing she needed to hear the words. “If I wasn't high I would never have touched her, I don't care how pretty she is.” 

    She seemed to be weighing my words and I must have passed her test because she moved closer and kissed me soft and warm. Her nipple grazed my chest hair and I leaned in to kiss her again, felt it rub my skin. Our next kiss lingered and the one after that she slipped the tip of her tongue into my mouth. I began to swell. 

    “I hated seeing you with her.” 

    “I'm sorry, Vanessa.” 

    “Never again. Rune was so sexy I was able to forget about you in the moment and just give him all my attention.” 

    She left so much unsaid. I felt an ocean of excitement trapped behind her silence. She hadn't processes everything yet so she felt safer remaining mostly calm and calculating until she had.  

    I ran my fingertips down her arm and up her leg. She was hot. Our conversation made all those memories fresh again and turned her on. My penis grew some. I know she felt it.  

    She rolled me onto my back and climbed on top of me, kissing me deeply. Her body temperature climbed fast. She inched forward and offered my mouth a nipple. When my lips closed on it, she moaned. 

    My erection was trapped under her leg so she freed it, lifted her ass, lined me up and sank down on me. I was shocked by how wet she was until I realized that was Rune's semen from earlier. My dick twitched and it was my turn to moan.  

    She started riding me. Slow, at first, but quickly building speed until she pounded her hips down on my penis. Her ragged breath came in gasps and grunts. She never fucked me like this and I grew more excited wondering what she thought. 

    “Tell me,” I exhaled close to her ear, hoping that aroused she'd be more likely to express herself. 

    She bit her bottom lip. 

    “Tell me,” I demanded, thrusting up into her. 

    She whimpered and ground her pussy against me, shaking her head, fighting me. 

    I pinched both nipples, hard. “Tell me,” I commanded. 

    It started as a wail but became words. “Ooooooooohhhh fuck, Scott, his cock was so big and hard! He filled my pussy, Baby. He filled me on the inside like nothing else. He's so strong and manly and I made his dick hard as diamonds and he fucked me with it, he fucked me and filled me and pumped his cum into me and I can't believe I let him but I did and I loved it! Oh fuuuuuuuck!” 

    Just like that she came again from the memory of his huge cock pounding her. I pinched her nipples again and she sobbed and I lifted my hips to push my penis deeper.  

    “You love fucking him, Vanessa. I see it in your eyes, I hear it in your voice. You love that big cock!” 

    She braced herself on my chest as her body writhed and her head snapped back and a second climax slammed into the first. She looked fantastic. She looked wild and insanely sexy. Her nipples were rocks and her skin covered with goose bumps as her juice and Rune's cum ran down my shaft. I'd never seen her so beautiful as she was in that moment, and I knew I'd let her fuck him again. I loved seeing her like this.  

    The trick, I realized suddenly, was not allowing myself to cum too early. My orgasm drained my excitement and ended the fantasy. The longer I put it off, the longer I stayed aroused by my kinky fetish.  

    Above me I watched my sexy wife fantasize about a hung stud and my dick hardened to almost bursting. She'd done it. She'd actually fucked someone else. My penis swam in his sperm at that very moment. I didn't need to fantasize what the event would look like, I now had memories of the actual event, and they were infinitely more exciting.  

    I fucked her for a long, long time, asking for every detail. My passion grew and I knew as long as I didn't cum it would continue to grow. I called her a slut. I spanked her ass and made her gag on my dick. The rougher I was with her the more she loved it. Armed with my new understanding about myself I really let myself enjoy her infidelity. 

    Finally, she could take no more. She begged for my cum and with a bellow I gave it to her and as expected, minutes later I regretted delving so deeply into my fantasy. I exhaled a frustrated sigh and she moved closer, seeming to understand. 

    “This torments you, doesn't it?” 

    “God yes,” I replied. 

    “You love the idea but only until you cum.” 

    “Yes.” 

    “Okay.” 

    She sounded matter-of-fact and I wasn't sure what she meant by that but was too tired to find out. Before I could speak again I drifted off into a deep sleep.  

    The next day we spent shopping and at the beach, and the day after we enjoyed massages and then hung out around the pool. She did her Sexy Librarian thing again; hair piled up, glasses, knee length skirt and long sleeve top, and heads turned everywhere we went. We ate in fine restaurants and drank all we wanted and read books or watched movies and relaxed. I noticed subtle changes in my wife. She seemed more calm and sure of herself, especially when talking to strangers.  

    As predicted, those little perverted voices in my head began to tease me around day three. We'd been sunbathing and Vanessa wore a new black bikini I'd never seen before and I was shocked by how much it revealed. She'd bought it in a little boutique in town and wouldn't allow me to see it on until today. The fabric under her breasts was a cut-away as was all along her sides. Across the butt was a T-shaped thong and the front plunged way down to just above her pubic hair. This suit was not meant to go in the water.  

    All around the pool, all of the men and many of the women took note of Vanessa. My balls tingled and the voices whispered in my head and I started paying attention to which men Vanessa found attractive and very quickly discovered she enjoyed the glances of every man present. This was a big change for her and I attributed it to us having crossed the line with Rune and coming out the other side relatively unscathed. I kept my sunglasses on my face and enjoyed a day of men ogling my wife.  

    By sunset I was tied in a knot of sexual tension and most of it was from Vanessa seeming to welcome this attention. I caught her several times returning smiles or looking just a half-second too long at some handsome man. Once, when I visited the cabana bar to refresh our drinks, I noticed a young fit guy talking to her while he crouched by her chaise. The bulge in his Speedo swimsuit was visible from across the pool. Every time he looked around at the other sunbathers Vanessa dropped her gaze directly to his crotch.  

    When we got back to our hotel room I tried starting something but she put me off, asking me to wait because she was hot and sweaty from the beach. After her shower she was too hungry and after dinner she was too sleepy. After she fell asleep I tried jacking off but gave up; what I wanted was her. 

    The next day we spent the morning shopping and my head was filled with the whispered voices of my fantasy. Every man we passed in my mind was a hung stud and I wanted them to fuck Vanessa while I watched. She was bold in her assessment of the men around her now, admiring the handsome ones without flinching.  

    We stopped for a light lunch and listened to an outdoor acoustic guitar performance and then went for a stroll along the boardwalk.  Hours later we stopped at an outdoor bistro for a beer and to rest our feet. 

    “My friends!” a male voice boomed. 

    Arma walked towards us while holding hands with a young brunette who wore a yellow sundress and white sandals. Arma was dressed in shorts and button-up shirt. The girl had to be twenty years younger than him and she was a delicious dollop of ice cream. I looked fast and then looked away because Vanessa would not like me staring at this one. She had big firm tits and by the way they bounced under her dress she clearly wore no bra but beyond that, by the bumps in the cloth I could tell her nipples were obviously pierced. She had long brown hair and a bubble butt that made the back of her dress flip and jump. Her eyes were pale green and big and happy and her smile infectious. She was bursting with life and energy and her soft body had never seen a day in the gym yet was firm with the exuberance of youth. 

    I waited for Vanessa to make that face she always makes when another woman causes her anxiety but she didn't. In fact, when Arma drew close Vanessa stood and stepped forward and gave him a big hug and then a kiss on the cheek and then moved over and did the same to Arma's girlfriend. I was stunned. I gave Arma a hug next but made sure to just shake the girl's hand before stepping back.  

    Arma introduced us to Antoinette who promptly corrected him in a sharp Italian accent and told us to call her Toni. Vanessa offered the two empty seats at our table to them which they took and before I knew it we were all talking fast and having a great time. Toni and Vanessa seemed to especially hit it off which surprised me. I was careful to keep my eyes off Toni except to answer her questions. She really was quite stunning. 

    The waiter returned and I ordered drinks all around and Toni hesitated only a second when placing her order. Arma looked at her and smiled and I wondered if she was actually under the drinking age for the island. Oh well, no harm, no foul.  

    We ordered appetizers and sat and talked until the sun was low. Arma and Toni were staying at a hotel on the far side of the island so they excused themselves too soon in order to make it back in time for dinner plans. Vanessa shocked me by suggesting they cancel their plans and come back with us and we all go out together. Toni smiled broadly and took Vanessa's hand across the table. 

    “You are as sweet as you are beautiful!” she gushed. Arma shrugged as if that counted as an acceptance and they both sat back down. I ordered another round of drinks.  

    Hours later the four of us left headed back to our hotel. Vanessa walked arm in arm with Toni, her new best friend, and Arma and I followed closely behind. Vanessa wore a short skirt and flip-flops and a tight white top and the view from behind of both women was spectacular. Arma gave me a knowing look and I remembered that night my wife and I shared with Arma and his brother Brisilio, and I especially remembered my wife dancing with the two brothers and her comments about what she felt beneath their pants. My heart beat faster. Were we headed into something right now? My mouth went dry. 

    As we approached our hotel Vanessa dropped back and traded places with Arma. My wife locked her eyes on Toni's swaying ass and smiled and then gave me a stern look which I understood completely. I knew what she thought and my blood boiled. I imagined her with Arma like she'd been with Rune. I wanted it. I wanted to see it. The voices in my head were screaming at me.  

    As I gazed into my beautiful wife's eyes I saw something else too; she would do nothing without my permission, which she desperately hoped I'd give. She took my hand as we walked and laced her fingers through mine. Ahead of us Toni and Arma kissed. 

    Anguish tied my guts into knots. Could I just hand my wife over to Arma? I remembered my torment after Rune had her. Could I subject myself to that torture again? 

    I debated it all the way to our room. Once inside Vanessa fixed everyone drinks and I used the restroom. When I came out Toni and Arma were making out on the couch. Vanessa looked at me with pleading eyes. When we looked back at our friends Toni fumbled with Arma's zipper. She pulled it down without breaking a kiss and sent her hand exploring. Seconds later she pulled Arma's thick cock through the opening. 

    He was much bigger than her petite hand and looked exceptionally wide. The tapered head sat atop his fat column like a gargoyle. He was only partially erect and bendable like a snake and Toni tugged and twisted his tube of meat until she had him fully withdrawn from his shorts. She then let go, using both hands to hold his face for a kiss, and his python flopped into his lap where Vanessa stared at it. 

    Arma pulled the strings at the collar of Toni's dress and the light fabric fell away. She rolled her shoulders and her dress opened wider and her big beautiful tits came fully into view. Her areolas were twice the size of Vanessa's but the small nipples were about the same. Arma lowered his mouth to one and Toni cradled his head and looked directly at Vanessa with raw lust. 

    “Forgive me,” she said, her accent making the words sensuous. “I am the passionate person.” Vanessa smiled and nodded everything was fine and not to worry and so Toni didn't. She let Arma suckle for a minute or two and then her body slid down his until her mouth ducked under his balls and she licked them. His heavy cock draped over her clavicle and partly down her should blade. Arma rested his head against the back of the couch and let Toni work her magic. Slowly her mouth and tongue worked their way from underneath, curling up and over until she painted his shaft with her tongue. She lifted his cock with one hand and cupped his big balls with the other and swabbed every inch of him. 

    He continued to harden and gain in length and girth. Vanessa's eyes were riveted. Once Toni had him fully engorged she stood and shook off her dress. It piled in a ring around her feet. She held his cock vertical with a hand and, facing him, sank her young pussy down onto him, causing a simultaneous moan to escape Arma, Toni, and my wife. The way Vanessa stared at his cock drove me crazy. I know she wanted to suck it. I know she wanted him inside her.  My kink gathered strength and speed. 

    “Lick his balls, Baby,” I said, and Vanessa pulled her top off and stepped out of her skirt.  Her bra and panties hit the floor next. Neither of them saw her coming and Arma jumped when he felt her tongue lick his scrotum. Vanessa continued up the shaft until she reached Toni's ass and then she buried her tongue as deep as she could. Toni squealed and held Arma tightly. 

    After a minute Toni lifted off and turned around, her back now to Arma. She put her legs outside his and sank back down onto his erection only this time Vanessa could now eat her pussy and clitoris, which she did.  

    Girl on girl had never come up in all our conversations about sex and my wife's actions stunned me. She had no hesitation whatsoever as she licked and sucked every square inch of their pumping genitals. Toni was too excited and climaxed quickly, leaving her body an electrified heap. She pulled her tight young pussy off Arma and collapsed in a pile on the floor. 

    Vanessa gave me a hard look and I gave her a quick nod. A wicked grin split her face and she took a position over Arma facing him with her legs outside his but then stopped. 

    “Please,” he murmured, trying to encourage my wife to mount him. “It's okay. I have protection.” He fumbled in a pocket and held up a foil wrapped square. Vanessa looked at it and then down at the shiny wet cock standing up from his lap. She took the condom and turned to me. 

    “Come here,” she stated.  

    I crossed the distance between us.  

    “Undress.” 

    I hesitated but did as she asked. I was the only one still fully clothed and it felt weird. As my briefs came down Vanessa found the erection she knew she would. She grinned. She tore open the packet and removed the condom. She gripped my penis at the base and placed the prophylactic over the head and rolled it all the way down.  

    “Don't take it off,” she instructed. “Only I get to do that.” 

    I knew exactly what she did. We've used condoms before, early in our relationship, and we both knew they made it virtually impossible for me to climax. She had discovered a way to delay my orgasm and prevent my kink from abandoning me. 

    I looked over at Arma's thick cock standing up like a skyscraper. Vanessa spread her labia with her finger and lowered her pussy to the head. She made minor adjustments with her other hand and then I heard her gasp and saw her legs flex. Her hips began a slow descent. Arma's bare naked member worked deeper inside my wife. 

    I knelt for a better view and watched until the tight ring of her cunt reached the base of his wide cock. She held herself still, adjusting to his incredible girth, while he kissed and caressed her breasts. My wife slowly rotated her hips, grinding her clit against him, allowing herself to feel every fat hard inch of him buried fully inside her. I stood and began to slowly jack off but through the latex felt almost nothing. 

    From the corner of my eye I saw Toni sit up. She reached for my penis but I held her wrist. I was too ashamed to admit what was happening and why so I just shook my head and told her no. She didn't care much one way or the other and I got the sense she was just trying to be fair. She ducked her head and returned the ass-licking favor to Vanessa and then stood next to her and fed my wife her big tits. Fuck it was hot. Without the condom I may have shot my load right then.  

    Arma stood and my wife wrapped her arms and legs around him. He took Toni's hand and disappeared into the bedroom with both women.  

    The pain was exquisite.  

    I stood alone in the living room and listened. Vanessa exhaled a loud and heart-felt moan and I imagined Arma laid her on her back, lifted her legs over his shoulders, and pushed his cock as deep as he could get it. I wanted to join them but the mystery and anguish of my separation was too intense. I don't fully understand this kink I have but it runs all the way to my bedrock. My penis throbbed with excitement. My wife was in the arms of another man, her tone legs spread wide and inviting, and at that very moment his naked cock was pumping in and out of her and I'd never been more excited in my life.  

    I sat on the arm of the chair and stroked my erection. I was so hard now it hurt. Arma growled in the bedroom and I beat faster, wondering what he must be feeling. My wife is tight on me and he is so much bigger. Her pussy must be squeezing him like a wet velvety fist.  

    The rubber barrier worked perfectly. My excitement grew but I moved no closer to climax. I sat and listened to the sounds of their sex until curiosity won and I moved to the bedroom.  

    Vanessa was on all fours and Arma behind her, fucking her with leisurely strokes, enjoying every inch of her perfect pussy. Toni was on her back in a sixty-nine position with my wife, licking Arma's balls as they passed her mouth. Vanessa, eyes closed in bliss, concentrated on the incredible sensation of Arma's extra thick cock fucking her. 

    I pulled a chair closer to the bed and watched. Toni stopped and asked me if I wanted help with my dick and Vanessa opened her eyes and looked at me although she spoke to Toni. Her eyes held a wicked light. 

    “Toni, you're so sweet,” she said, slightly breathless. “But my husband is off-limits. We have an understanding, he and I. If he cums, I have to stop, so we can't allow him to cum.” 

    Arma turned to look at me and I saw him recalculate and reassess. He smiled. He suddenly saw a lot more fucking of my wife in his future. He wove his fingers into Vanessa's long hair and pulled her head back, driving his large cock deep. Vanessa grunted. 

    “Then Scott does not orgasm,” he said with finality.  

    Shivers ran up my spine. This was my fate and I had only myself to blame. Toni slid forward and attached her mouth to Vanessa's clit and tongued her while Arma fucked her. It was almost more than she could bear. Arma pulled her hair again and drove his cock all the way inside, gripping her hip with his free hand. My wife groaned and gasped and dropped her head to the mattress and Arma began a smooth and strong back and forth. My wife was his to do as he pleased. I jerked a little faster. 

    For the next hour or so I watched these two enjoy my wife however they wished. Vanessa was with them step for step although she climaxed more often than Toni. At last she found herself on her back with Toni over her face and facing Arma, while he lay between Vanessa's legs sawing in and out. Toni and Arma kissed passionately as he fucked my wife and as he started to orgasm Toni clutched his face and they kissed deeply. I stroked lightning fast as it happened but still could not get there. 

    The three of them lay on their backs chuckling and holding hands. Vanessa had a leg tangled with each of theirs so her legs were wide open and from where I sat her swollen labia gaped. Arma's fat cock had stretched her into a new shape. I knew in time she would return to her natural tightness but for now her pussy had adjusted to accept his massive thickness and it was sexy as fuck. His potent sperm leaked from her open cunt.  

    When I pulled my eyes away I discovered Vanessa was watching me and had been the whole time I gazed at her pussy. A slight satisfied smile curled her lips. Her eyes darted down to my aching hard-on and back up. 

    “I guess that means I can keep going?” 

    She was right; I wanted more. “Yes,” I murmured. 

    She moved her head down Arma's stomach until her mouth was an inch from his soft cock. The tip of her tongue licked away a drop of semen oozing from the slit and then the head disappeared into her mouth. She closed her eyes in pleasure. His spongy, pulsing cock was full of life and warmth and she held it in her mouth and suckled it. Arma's hand drifted down and rested gently on her head and my wife savored the taste of this handsome Italian man. Toni pulled a blanket up and headed for sleep 

    After a few minutes Vanessa became aware Toni attempted to sleep so she eased out of bed and took Arma's hand. Together they headed for the bathroom, shutting the door behind them. I was left alone with a sleeping Toni and my erection.  

    I considered removing the condom and making myself cum but worried that would change everything and besides, Vanessa said only she could remove it. Instead I moved to listen at the bathroom door and was greeted by muffled slurping and moaning. My wife sucked a fat cock and I couldn't see it.  

    I listened to them a long time. Eventually I moved away and sat on the bed but when they still didn't reappear I leaned back and soon fell asleep. Vanessa woke me, telling me to get under the covers, and all four of us slept together in the same bed. Once during the night, I woke again to Arma slowly and softly fucking my wife. He came again and they returned to sleep. I grew again as I listened until the loose condom once again gripped me tight. 

    The next morning Vanessa slid her head under the covers and tugged the condom off my deflated penis. We all agreed we wanted to visit the beach and Toni suggested we visit the nude beach. I knew Vanessa would not enjoy that and was about to let Toni know it when Vanessa chimed in with a confident okay and plans were made.  

    As we moved around the room getting ready Vanessa slipped off her sleeping shorts and I saw her hairy pussy was now bald and sleek. My eyes bugged and my jaw dropped. Her clearly visible labia were pink and swollen from taking Arma's large cock all night. Toni laughed at me.  

    “Surprise!” Vanessa joked. 

    I'd hinted for years that Vanessa should shave and always got turned away. One night with Arma and by morning she was as smooth as silk. She pulled up a light sarong and gave me a playful smile.  

    “I'm guessing that face means you like it?” she teased. I gulped and nodded.  

    We were at the beach all day. Vanessa and Toni clung to Arma like he was their husband while I was merely a good friend tagging along. They all shared an intimacy and familiarity that was obvious to the rest of us. Everyone on the beach knew they were all lovers and that I was not. They touched each other constantly; shoulders, face, back, legs. I grew and lost a thousand public erections watching my wife with him and discovered the mild humiliation aroused. Toni and Vanessa enjoyed flirting and playfully teasing me, knowing sex or even touching was not allowed. By late afternoon my balls ached and I felt like I could explode with just a touch.  

    We decided it was time to eat and Toni and Arma ran down to the water to rinse off sand and left Vanessa and I alone for the first time in a long time. 

    She folded a blanket while she spoke. 

    “How are you, Honey? All this has to be hard on you.” 

    I starting packing the cans of soda. “It has, but in a good way. I think if you touched my dick I'd spray cum everywhere.”  

    She laughed. Our eyes met and her face softened. “Is it what you hoped for?” 

    Her sweet caring eyes melted me. “Yes. Everything and much, much more. How about you? I love the sounds you make.” 

    She laughed again. “Never in a million years would I ever have imagined all this. First Rune and then Arma, and then Toni too. I haven't kissed a woman like that since college.” She cast me a quick glance and I made a mental note to follow-up on that story.  

    She sighed. “I keep waiting for you to get angry and jealous but you never do. I have no idea where the line is with you. You seem to really love watching your naughty wife and as long as we don't let you cum, you love it.” 

    “I do. It's amazing.” 

    Her posture stiffened.  

    “You know,” she said. “This is all very wonderful, and who knows what the next few days will hold for us, but when we get home I hope you can put all this away. We've both lived out some fantasies on this vacation but I couldn't continue like this. I'm having a wonderful time but I could never do this at home.”  

    Her words made me sad but I hid it. She was right but I hated the idea of this coming to an end. Her tits wobbled as she folded the blanket 

    “Of course, Vanessa. We'll call this vacation rules. I'd hate for someone we know to run into us at a time like this. How humiliating. This can never get out.” 

    She studied me like she tried to see into the heart of me. As she folded the blanket her big tits swayed. My eyes went to her bare naked pussy out on display for all to see and people had been looking all day. She got sexier by the hour. 

    “So you'd want to do this again? Like on our next vacation?” 

    My heart rose. “Yes,” I said. “Every vacation.” 

    She smiled again. “We'll see.” 

    I finished packing the drinks. “Vanessa, I need to ask you something; you're not just doing this for me, right? You want this too? At least a part of you does?” 

    She walked over and dropped the blanket at my feet. She took my hand. 

    “Honestly, at first, with Rune in the hot tub, I did it because I thought you wanted me to. It seemed the perfect chance to show you that you only thought you wanted it. I was sure you'd stop me and call it off. But then it got complicated. When he carried me to the bedroom my heart beat so fast. I wanted to fuck him. God! I wanted him so badly. I hoped you wouldn't stop us, and you didn't. From that point on everything I did with him or Arma or Toni was all because I wanted it. I never thought I'd say this, Baby, but I love it. It is so exciting. I get so hot!” 

    We kissed and then hugged and finished cleaning up. By the time Arma and Toni rejoined us we were ready to go. Back at the hotel we parted company so they could go back to their suite but we agreed to meet later that night at a local dance club.  

    My balls hurt like hell and I needed release so as soon as I closed the door to our hotel room I grabbed Vanessa by the arm. 

    “Won't this ruin it for you?” she asked as we kissed and I struggled to free my penis from my swimming trunks.  

    “I don't care.” 

    I had her top off and the sarong around her feet in record time. I turned her around to fuck her from behind but she fought me. 

    “No,” she stated. “That's not for you. Not until we get home. I'm your dirty wife, a slut, and my pussy belongs to other men. Here, let me do this.” 

    Her words totally excited me so I stepped back to see what she'd do. She sank to her knees and tugged my trunks down and sucked my penis into her hot mouth. My load bubbled up almost instantly and I had to fight it. I felt her cheeks close around me as she sucked and her tongue teased all along the bottom of my shaft.  

    My wife saved her pussy for her lovers. That truth drove me crazy. Everyone on the beach today knew she was married to me but saw how she and Arma were all over each other. She had a crowd watching as she coated his body with sunscreen and I'd held my breath as she'd stroked and caressed his fat floppy cock with it. I'd gotten hard in front of everyone. 

    I could hold back no longer. My mind swirled with erotic thoughts and feelings. A million images raced through from the previous days; Rune plowing her dripping cunt, Arma pushing her legs back and wide as he emptied his balls inside my wife.  

    Just as my penis swelled and was about to explode, Vanessa pulled her mouth off with a pop and held my wrists to my sides. My orgasm died but sperm spilled from my penis like white pee. My hips thrust involuntarily but it was too late. My balls drained but my ruined orgasm faded quickly into the background, never reaching fruition. I groaned in frustration and Vanessa chuckled.  

    “We have a week to go,” she taunted. “I'm sure you would have come around but in the meantime we lose valuable days. We're going clubbing tonight and I want you in the mood. Lord knows I sure am.” 

    She stood and kissed me and headed for the shower. I stood there with my shorts around my knees and my penis slowly deflating and wondered if I should get angry or not. Her genius proved itself less than an hour later when my lust to see her violated returned. The desire diminished somewhat in the minutes after my thwarted climax, as we knew it would, but by frustrating me Vanessa hastened the return of it, and it came back stronger than ever.  

    Tired from the sun we decided to nap. Vanessa laid her head on my chest and snuggled up under my arm. I pulled a light sheet up over our nude and freshly showered bodies. The window was open and a warm, moist, tropical breeze gently stirred the air in our suite. Vanessa cuddled me tighter. 

    “We should get up in time to buy you a new dress for tonight,” I said. “Something sexy, maybe a little slutty.” 

    She chest my nipple. “That sounds fun.” 

    “You know, I've shared my fantasies with you but you've never really come out and told me what yours are. Do you have any?” 

    “A few.” Her voice was clipped and suddenly shy. 

    “Like what?” 

    We lay there in silence so long I was sure she'd fallen asleep. Just as I decided to drop my question and drift off myself, she spoke. 

    “You have to understand I don't actually want to do them. I'm not like you. I'm only sharing this so you know what's inside my head better.” 

    Now I was really intrigued. I waited. She took a deep breath.  

    “A whore. I also want to be forced by four guys at the same time. Against my will.” 

    Wow. I did not see those coming. 

    “Go on. Tell me more, Baby.” 

    She was clearly uncomfortable but given what we'd done recently I think she felt like she owed it to me.  

    “Before I met you, way back in my first year of college, I read a story about a girl that made extra money by having sex with strangers. I got so excited. I felt so disgusted with myself. I masturbated and then closed that website but the next day I went back and read more and made myself cum again. I read every story on that site and then went looking for more. They're hard to find. Eventually I ran out and those ideas just faded into the background.” 

    “And forced by four guys?” 

    “Do we have to talk about this?” 

    “I bared my soul to you. You can trust me, Baby. I don't judge.” 

    She sighed. “In high school I was on the gymnastics team. After we finished with the gym the boys’ basketball team took over to practice. One day I forgot my windbreaker and ran back for it but the doors were already shut. I circled the building and ducked through a maintenance door and got lost in the twisting halls and corridors. I randomly picked one and it took me passed the boys locker-room. I took another wrong turn and the next thing I know I'm in the dark equipment room looking out through a heavy wire mesh as about thirty nude boys showered and changed clothes. Everywhere I looked I saw muscles and penises. I even knew some of the boys. I saw a few of my girlfriend's boyfriends! I've never told anyone about this. I stood and watched way too long as they all washed, dried, dressed, and left, all except four muscular guys from the wrestling team. They carried ear-protectors and opened the equipment room door to put them away. I froze. They saw me and gathered around, teasing me about what I'd seen. I was surrounded by hot guys and flopping, bouncing, clean young cocks. I couldn't breathe. My legs went weak. I sat on the bench, which was a mistake because now their dicks were at face level. They moved closer and I panicked. I jumped up and shoved my way passed them and ran. I heard them behind me laughing. Thank God they never told anyone but for the next three years those guys gave me a funny look or made a teasing comment every time we saw each other. I thought I would die from shame.” 

    I grew increasingly hard as she'd talked and was now fully erect. She ignored it and my intuition told me now was not the time to approach her.  

    “After a few days I calmed down and started remembering what I'd seen and how I'd felt. That was the first time I ever masturbated. I was fourteen. I felt so dirty. I hated that it turned me on. I'd resist the urge but always lose to it. Now, as an adult, I remember it more fondly.” 

    All this time and I'd never known these things about her.  

    “Those are sexy stories, Baby.” 

    “I was fourteen.” 

    “Not because you were fourteen, but because of how they affected you, because they reveal you in a new way. Those experiences helped shape you into the woman I fell in love with. They're important because they expose the real you and when you share them with me, you are trusting me, and that makes me feel closer to you.” 

    I let her chew on that for a minute. 

    “Okay, all that makes sense. Sorry I snapped at you.” 

    “No worries, my Love.” 

    She seemed to be holding something back. “What else can you share with me, Honey?” 

    “I tried it once; being a hooker. I never went all the way.” 

    “What?” I was stunned. 

    She snuggled closer, afraid of being judged. I pet her hair, still slightly damp. 

    “Please tell me more,” I said calmly. 

    “When I read all those stories about turning tricks I wondered if I could do it. Like I said, I hadn't met you yet and I struggled in college with classes and money. Remember how poor I was when we met?” 

    “Yes.” 

    “One weekend I thought I'd give it a try. I had a little black dress from high school that was now really short and tight on me. I put an ad on Craigslist along with a picture of me wearing it. I said I needed money and if you were a nice guy and wanted to meet a nice girl and maybe help her out a little financially, then maybe we could go on a date.” 

    Holy shit.  

    “How did that go over? What happened?” 

    “I had a hundred and twelve responses within an hour. I panicked and took down the ad. After I calmed myself I read back through them. A lot of guys included pictures of their dicks. Why do guys do that?” 

    I shook my head and told her I had no idea. 

    “Anyway, I settled on three that seemed nice and cool and wrote them back. The first one never showed. The second one did...” 

    “And?” 

    “And he was really sweet and handsome and nice and we enjoyed dinner and he gave me two-hundred dollars.” 

    “For what? Scintillating dinner conversation?” 

    “No. I sucked his cock.” 

    Boom!  

    What the fuck? Who was this woman? Clearly, I had been asking the wrong questions our whole marriage. I stayed calm. 

    “Tell me how that happened.” 

    Vanessa waited several heartbeats before describing the events of that night. 

    “I was super nervous. I tried to remember little pointers I'd picked up from all my reading but none of them mattered. I met him at the restaurant, a nice one, and we were seated. I think it was his first time doing something like this too as he was as nervous as me. We had some wine and that helped and before long we were talking and getting along. After dinner we walked around the park and I noticed he grew more nervous. Finally, at a lag in the conversation he blurted, “how much?” I tried to be cool about it like I'd done this before so I asked him what he wanted. He said I was gorgeous and he wanted everything. He said he was already incredibly excited and then he awkwardly took my hand and placed it on his erection. He was so hard! I jerked my hand back and he apologized and I felt badly for him. I told him not to worry but we were in a public place. He pulled me off the path and under a tree and kissed me and squeezed my boob. I started to protest but he unzipped and placed my hand on his bare cock and pushed down on my shoulders. I didn't know what to do! I dropped to my knees and found myself face to face with a rock-hard cock and he pulled my head forward so I just opened my mouth. He came so fast he caught me by surprise and I swallowed because I didn't want any on my pretty dress. Stupid girl. He tasted foul and there was so much to swallow. I gulped and gulped and then he trembled and shook and finished. He asked me again how much and two-hundred dollars came out of my mouth and he opened his wallet and handed it to me and then thanked me and walked away really fast. I realize now that was clearly his first time. I stood and straightened my dress and walked to my car. On the way I stopped at Starbucks and spent some of his money for a coffee to rinse the taste of him out of my mouth. All the way home I laughed and then cried and then laughed again at what I'd done. I was a whore. I'd accepted money for sex.” 

    I was speechless.  I knew she waited and I needed to say something. This was possibly the most vulnerable I'd ever seen her in all our years of marriage and I wanted her to know I did not judge her in even the smallest way. In fact, I found her admission stimulating.  

    “Baby,” I began, “I feel closer to you at this moment than I ever have before.” 

    She squeezed my hand and held it.  

    “You don't think I'm disgusting? I got paid for sex, Baby. I turned tricks. What man wants to hear such a thing about his wife. You aren't mad I kept it from you?” 

    “Not in the least. No, Baby. Go on. What happened next?” 

    “Nothing. Not with him. I did the same thing six more times the rest of the school year, every time money got tight. I made between one hundred and three hundred dollars each time and it saved my ass. I was able to finish school that year. I never had intercourse with anybody, but I sure sucked their cocks. That became my angle on the Internet; hot cock-sucking co-ed. I met you that summer and you had tons of money and always wanted to pay for everything so I never had to do it again. It was part of my past before you so I left it buried and moved beyond it.” 

    I had a sudden insight. “You still fantasize about it.” 

    Her voice got very quiet. “Yes.” 

    “What do you think about when you do?” 

    “They all fuck me. I'm so sick but I wish some of them had just taken me. When I think back about it now, as an older woman, I imagine myself back there again. They've paid their money and I'm trapped. I have to let them do whatever they wish, and what they wish is to ravage my body, to use me to please themselves, to fuck me senseless and leave me sprawled on the bed dripping cum.” 

    “Why do you think that idea excites you so much?” 

    “I've thought a lot about it and still don't have an answer. I like that my powerlessness also makes me kind of innocent. It's complicated but once the money changes hands I'm contractually bound. I have to give them sex. It wasn't up to me anymore. It wasn't my fault. I'm still a good girl. I hear myself say that and I know it doesn't make a lot of sense.” 

    I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close. This was a huge revelation. I never had any indication this lay in her past. I won't lie; part of me felt betrayed by her lie of omission. I voiced assumptions and she allowed me to believe them. She may have told no lies, directly, but she did not correct me when she knew I was wrong. Another part of me was excited by her scandalous and decadent past. She was broader and deeper than I'd realized and that made her more attractive.  

    We fell asleep. When we woke about an hour later, I made coffee and told her to get ready to go shopping before we went to the club. We found a little boutique and she picked several dresses to try on, settling on a short red number with a deep neckline and long billowy sleeves. Toni and Arma would love it.  

    As the time drew near I sent Arma a text letting him know we were headed for the club and to meet him there and he text back that Toni was sick and he apologized profusely but they wouldn't be able to make it. When I told Vanessa she was so disappointed. I got turned on watching my wife long for another man. I know she'd planned on fucking him again tonight.  

    She asked if we should return the dress and I told her to keep it. My mind raced. I told her to sit tight and I would be right back and don't ask any questions. 

    Down in the lobby I'd noticed a haberdashery and entered looking for a fedora. The salesman helped me and minutes later I was on the elevator back to our room. When Vanessa saw it she tilted her head like a puppy and raised an eyebrow. 

    “My husband bought a hat?” 

    “No, a fedora, and while I wear it I am not your husband, bitch, I'm your pimp.” 

    I surprised her. 

    “Now take off those panties. You won't need them tonight.” 

    She was paralyzed.  

    “Do it!” I commanded. 

    She jumped and her hands flew up under her dress. Seconds later she handed the panties to me. I put them in my coat chest pocket, adjusting them to appear as a pocket square. My shirt was a matching red to her dress so it went perfectly. I offered her my arm and we left for the club. 

    Once there she gulped several drinks before asking any questions. I waited patiently. 

    “So, what does all this mean?” she asked, finally. 

    I faced her squarely. “It means I will offer you to the man of my choosing, not yours, and in exchange for cash you will fuck him, as well as anything else he wants.” 

    I'll give her credit; she met me head on. Our eyes battled silently in a test of wills. I know she thought about telling me no, but for reason all her own, she didn't. I'm rarely this assertive with her and I got the feeling she liked it. I know she thought a million miles an hour but she said nothing until she cast her eyes down to the table and quietly said, “Yes, sir.” 

    I had won. I knew this was risky. So many pieces needed to come together just right, the first of which was a man at the club willing to pay to fuck her.  

    As it turned out, I needn't have worried about that at all. She looked stunning in her short red dress and after the first brave man asked her to dance and I said yes, the floodgates opened. She rarely had a moment to sit. Two men seemed especially interested in her. One was shorter than me and forty pounds heavier and tended to sweat a lot. The other was tall and skinny with an over-bite and a big Adam's apple.  

    When Short Fat first asked her to dance Vanessa was about to tell him thank you but no thank you but I cut her off, telling him she'd be delighted. His face lit up and she gave me a scathing, 'Oh really?' look which I ignored. He took her hand and led her away. In her high heels she was about an inch taller than him. Tall Skinny wandered away into the crowd. 

    Short Fat was a decent dancer and she had fun in spite of herself. They stayed on the floor for several songs and then she excused herself for the restroom, casting me a scathing look, while he came to talk to me. 

    “You're a very lucky man,” he said, gushing. “And generous too. I can't thank you enough for sharing her with me.” 

    “Isn't she gorgeous? I'm Scott by the way.” 

    “I'm Todd. She's an angel. A stunning beautiful angel. You must have had a shitty previous life because the table have certainly turned. I applaud you. I'd pay a king's ransom for a woman like that.” 

    This was too easy. I met his eyes and silently called his bluff. I saw him tick through the possible meanings of my gaze and arrive at the final conclusion. 

    “Are you saying what I think you're saying? I have no desire to offend.” 

    I held his gaze without speaking until the realization sank in. 

    “How much? Name your price.” 

    I'd noted his Rolex earlier and that his suit was tailored. “One thousand.” 

    “I prefer without condom.” 

    I answered quickly, like I got this request all the time. “Fifteen hundred.” 

    “Done.” He could not keep the excitement from his voice. His hands shook as he opened his wallet and tried to hand me the money but I instructed him to leave it spread on the table. He was confused for a moment and then realized it was for Vanessa to see and understand she'd been sold. He grinned and spread the money in a fan; fifteen one hundred dollar bills. I noted he had plenty more in his wallet. 

    When my wife returned she was about to suggest we leave when her eyes fell on the money. Her mouth dropped open and she quickly closed it while taking her seat. I saw her run her gaze over the cash again and again. I know she counted it and the large amount seemed to arouse her. She looked at Todd with feign interest, knowing he would soon be balls deep inside her. My strong and assertive wife was becoming submissive right before my eyes. 

    “What happens next?” he asked. “Shall I get us a room at this hotel?” 

    “We have one. Twelve ten. I'll take us up and leave you two alone.” 

    A shiver ran up my wife's spine and her nipples rose to points under her dress. Todd did not like the idea of me being in the room with them and I watched him wrestle with it. Finally, he looked again at my wife and said okay, deciding it was worth the risk Vanessa and I would rob him. 

    “She's all yours,” I said with a wave of my hand. “Do whatever you want to her.” 

    Her eyes got big as reality hit her. Todd stood and offered her his hand, which she took, reluctantly, and they walked out in front of me. Vanessa slipped into her role as a whore completely. She clutched his arm and leaned her head on his shoulder, never giving me a glance. From behind I saw his hand drift down to her ass and discover she wore no panties beneath her tight dress and he caressed the round mound of her butt.  

    As they chatted I studied my wife's face. She was excited for what she did but this man was not attractive at all. He was not someone she would ever pick as a lover. At the elevator she gave me a nervous look, questioning if we should go through with this, wondering if I bluffed and would I call it off any second. I returned only a hard stare and adjusted my fedora. 

    Inside the elevator his hands were all over her and I saw her allow it. He kissed and bit her throat and mauled her big tits. He would get his money's worth. He ordered her to show him her pussy and she tentatively lifted the front of her dress. He licked his lips.  

    “Grab my cock,” he commanded and she placed her hand on the crotch of his slacks and squeezed. I watched her face for a reaction and saw her disdain. I also saw she got turned on in spite of herself.   

    The elevator stopped and two well-dressed couples got on. Todd pulled my wife's ass back against him and wrapped her in his arms. The couples said hello and gave us a quick scan, trying figure out our story, then turned to face the doors. In the silence I heard Todd kissing the nape of my wife's neck. 

    I have to admit I enjoyed this new power over Vanessa. I wasn't completely sure why she played along so completely. Maybe she had lingering guilt over fucking Rune and Arma, or maybe this fantasy struck a deeper chord in her than I realized. Regardless, while she seemed worried and unsure, she yet went ahead, playing her role and doing what she was told. Until tonight, I'd never seen her submissive and I wanted to enjoy it fully. 

    The elevator stopped and the couples left and soon we began to ascend again. I asked Vanessa if he was hard and she said yes so I told her to show me. She gave him a questioning look and he smiled and I heard a zipper. Under his sports coat she reached into his pants and pulled out his cock. 

    He was about as long as me, maybe just a little longer, but he was much thicker, maybe even thicker than Arma. He was circumcised but his cock-head was way too big for his dick and sat at the end like a bright red mushroom. He had a lot of loose skin on his shaft and when my wife stroked him the skin slid forward and covered the head. His cock was ugly but very masculine. One thick vein ran along the top. 

    She tucked him back into his pants when the elevator stopped again and we said nothing as a man rode with us for five floors. Pride would not allow her to back out of this, but something else was at work here too. 

    At last we reached our floor and entered our suite. Vanessa had no idea what to do next and I dropped into a chair away from them and let her struggle. I knew Todd would take over and I was right.  

    If I enjoyed the look of total desire on my wife's face while she fucked Rune and Arma, I equally enjoyed the look of distaste on her face as Todd told her to undress. She tried to hide it but I knew her too well. Todd couldn't see it but to me it was plain. Todd's eyes weren't looking at her face anyway. As her dress came down her body, his eyes got bigger. She was incredibly uncomfortable in front of him naked and I loved it.  

    Next he ordered her to undress him and she did. His fat belly hung over his belt buckle so she struggled with that, hesitating to touch his gut, but he didn't give a fuck and just waited. She unbuttoned and unbuckled and unzipped with arms made of lead. 

    Once he kicked off his shoes he was a few inches shorter than her. His body was hairy, pale, and out of shape, but his dick throbbed in anticipation of plundering my woman. 

    He looked at me across the room and told me to stay there while he showered with her. I didn't like it but played along and had to imagine what he did to her in the bathroom. They were in there a long time and the sound of the shower covered any other sounds. When they emerged he led my wife by the hand and nudged her onto the bed. He stood next to her and lifted his cock in one hand and she knew exactly what to do. 

    “Do it like I showed you. That's what I like.” 

    On all fours, Vanessa lifted her ass high into the air and locked her eyes on his as she obediently opened her mouth and slid her lips up and around his dick. He rested his hands on her head for the pleasure of feeling her bob on him. Her red lips traveled up his shaft until they pressed into his dark pubic hair. 

    “Balls,” he said, after a few minutes, and my wife used her left hand to fondle his sack and pull on the loose skin.  

    “Now lick.” 

    Clearly their time in the bathroom had been educational as Todd taught her everything he loved in a blowjob and then let her practice. Her head ducked under and I saw her roll his hairy balls around in their pouch with her tongue. She shifted for a better angle and I also noticed her pussy was puffy. Todd fucked her in the shower too. I wondered if his sperm was already in her.  

    “Get my cock really wet. I'm going to fuck your ass.” 

    My eyebrows shot up. Now we had a problem. Nobody, including me, has ever fucked Vanessa's ass. I attempted it once, long ago, and she told me no, that's an exit only and not for sex. I brought it up again a few years ago and she just laughed. 

    Vanessa turned away from him and lifted her ass higher, opened her knees wider, and pressing her forehead into a pillow.  

    “Go easy, I've never done this before.” 

    What the fuck? Todd looked at me like he thought she lied but my expression made him realize she told the truth. His eyes narrowed. 

    “Fuck that's hot,” he murmured. 

    My wife was a whore in every way. Eager to please her pimp, eager to please her John, eager to be used. Todd licked his palm and rubbed the tip of his dick and then bent over and tongued my wife's asshole to get it wet. She squirmed and groaned into the pillow but pushed her butt back at him. 

    Nervous anxiety seized me. I liked that she was so slutty but it stung that another man was about to take my wife's anal cherry. Angst gripped my chest. Todd put his hands on her ass and walked her back to the edge of the bed. He was short enough that his cock lined up almost perfectly to her sphincter and he leaned his hips forward until the cock-head mashed her puckered ring. She jumped and I saw her fighting to control herself.  

    She murmured, “Please...easy...please...slowly...” and Todd held her hips tightly and I saw his flat butt flex. Vanessa's face screwed up like he hurt her. 

    “Todd,” I said. 

    “Shhh!” Vanessa hissed. “Go slowly, Todd. I want it. I want you to have me however you wish. I want to please you.” 

    I couldn't believe it. Vanessa gather fistfuls of blanket but held her ground and Todd's flat ass flexed again. Vanessa started a low moan as I saw the tip of his cock, slimy with her saliva, push open her pink ring and begin to slid inside. Her cunt enveloped him slowly, like he sank into soft ice cream, her sphincter quickly closing behind each advancing inch.  

    She made a face again and I knew he hurt her but she just took it. Every time Todd felt her body tense he stopped and gave her a chance to relax before once more launching his relentless penetration. On her face I saw pain was gradually becoming pleasure.  

    “Squeeze it,” he instructed. “Tighten your asshole around me and then relax it. It will help.” I watched her comply. He withdrew an inch and slid two back in. 

    “Better?” he inquired. 

    “Yes,” my wife gushed. “Don't stop.” 

    My wife breathed fast and hard as Todd, utterly unremarkable Todd, worked his steely cock up her ass. He'd push cock a little deeper and then wait, allowing her to adjust to his penetration, and then push a little more cock deeper and repeat. Inch by inch this man conquered my wife in a way I never have, and it bothered me a lot. If this was Vanessa's way of getting me back for whoring her out, it worked.  

    They worked together, back and forth, until his last inches disappeared up her rectum. With a thump his hips met her butt, his balls slapped her pussy. He held himself triumphantly buried for a moment, enjoying his victory, and then pulled out a little and pushed back in. Vanessa groaned and reached down between her legs and started rubbing her clit and Todd pumped a little faster.  

    Yelping and grunting with intense pleasure, Vanessa rubbed faster and soon he fucked her ass with long strokes, occasionally pulling all the way out before plunging that fat head back into her. She learned quickly what worked best and began thrusting her ass back at him to capture his cock. 

    When Vanessa cried out, caught in a powerful orgasm, it startled me. Encouraged, Todd pumped her faster.  

    I was shocked my wife was able to cum with him. He was nothing she would have picked for herself. That was my main reason in picking him. I knew it would make her whore fantasy all the more real. But here she was, head down and ass up, climaxing from an anal pounding by a total stranger. We had tumbled down the rabbit hole and I got a sense nothing would be the same.  

    Todd took her hips in both hands and really started to pound her, his balls slapping her pussy mercilessly. My wife yelped and twisted but did not try to get away.  

    “Here it comes,” Todd warned. “Holy shit you're hot as fuck. You like your ass fucked? My cock made you cum like that? Cum for me again sexy bitch!” He slapped her ass hard and she screamed. He slapped her again and hammered her even harder. “Do it!” he commanded. “Do what I say! Fucking cum again you fucking whore!” He slapped her one more time and her back rolled forward as a massive orgasm twisted her spine. My wife screamed into the pillow again, rubbing her clit furiously, as Todd arched his back and began to spray his sperm inside her bowels. His plump balls jumped and jerked as he delivered his hot load. Vanessa begged him to give her every drop, begging him to fuck her ass like a slut. She reached between her legs and massaged his balls and pleaded with him to fill her ass with his hot load. 

    I did not know this woman. 

    Vanessa screamed again and rotated her hips all around his hard shaft. Her thigh muscles twitched and trembled like crazy as her orgasm simply would not end. Todd pounded my wife like a demon, flooding her with semen. When Todd finally ran out of juice Vanessa still came. He pulled his softening cock out of her ass and she just stayed where she was, wracked with spasms, twitching, waves of pleasure rolling and crashing inside her hot body, traveling from one end of her to the other.  

    Todd sat on the bed watching her. When she'd calmed down enough he sent her to the bathroom for a washcloth and soap. She walked like she was a disobedient child, clearly embarrassed by how hard she'd climaxed from her first ever anal fuck, no doubt wondering how she would ever explain it to me. When she returned she knelt between his knees and bathed his cock, which was still pretty stiff.  

    He waited until she was satisfied and then told her to suck it. She did without hesitation. He lay back on the bed and let her work on him, glancing down occasionally at this gorgeous bitch sucking him ugly cock. 

    He left her there a long time, long enough to harden again. I was aroused and disturbed; I'd never seen my wife so compliant, so docile, so passive. My understanding of her needed to change completely, and that unsettled me.  

    Vanessa had Todd's hard dick standing straight up when he told her to fuck him. She stood and moved over the bed, straddling him, guiding his cock into her pussy. If he hadn't already filled her with cum in the shower, he was about to now.  

    I stood and announced I was leaving. Vanessa turned surprised eyes on me but said nothing and I got the impression she actually wanted me to leave, she wanted to be alone with her trick. Her hips never even slowed. Todd said fine but Vanessa just went back to riding him. As I closed the door behind me I heard her begin to relax, now that she was to be alone with him. 

    “I love your hard cock,” she moaned, looking down into his eyes. “Fuck me all night. Make sure you get your money's worth out of me.”  

    He reached up and pulled her lips down to his. 

    In the lobby bar I drank for an hour before I had to burn off some stress. I left and headed for the boardwalk but it seemed everyone I passed was just a happy couple out for a loving stroll. It was hard to take. I kept one hand in my pocket on my phone hoping to feel it vibrate but another hour ticked off with nothing. I stopped to rest my feet and a real hooker tried to pick me up but I told her no thanks and started walking again. Eventually I ended up in a park overlooking the ocean and just sat and enjoyed the amazing nighttime view. Out on the horizon the lights of a huge cruise liner slowly passed from right to left. I knew at that moment another man was probably pumping more seed into my wife and the thought snatched my breath away. 

    I circled around and finally found my way back to our hotel, now hours later, and discovered near-by a twenty-four-hour cantina and ate a ham and cheese omelet. I was paying the bill when my phone buzzed and the message read, “He's finished with me.”  

    I answered I was on my way. The elevator up took forever. 

    I entered our suite cautiously and immediately noticed the smell of sweat and semen. Vanessa lay on top of the covers, nude, legs wide open, facing the door and waiting for me. She was a glorious mess. 

    “You okay?” she asked. 

    “Yeah. You?” 

    She hummed. “And then some,” she replied.  

    I began to undress. 

    “You jealous?” she asked, rolling over to face me. 

    “Yes. Some. A little. A lot.”  

    My answer seemed to delight her and even in the dim light I saw the mischief in her eyes. My underwear came down and she saw my erection. 

    “Was that fifteen hundred dollars on the table?” she asked. 

    “Yup.” 

    “What's my cut?” 

    “Eighty-twenty, so three hundred to you.” 

    Her eyes flared. She liked that I kept so much. “That doesn't seem fair,” she protested. 

    “Nope. Now shut up.” 

    I grabbed her hair and roughly pulled her head to the edge of the bed. I bent my penis down and stuffed it into her mouth, my balls tingling almost immediately. I had so much stored sexual tension I knew I would last only a short time. Vanessa sucked my dick like a slut. When I pulled a leg to turn her over she fought me and twisted back around. 

    “Sorry, Honey, he left me too sore. Finish in my mouth. After you left he got a lot rougher.” 

    I moved back to her face and rubbed my balls all over her tongue while stroking. 

    “Tell me how he was rougher?” 

    “Oh, you like that? Your sweet wife fucked hard? He slapped my ass and pinched my nipples. He slapped my face. Twice. He forced me to deep-throat his cock, and I did. I've never done that before either.” 

    I caught her reference to his anal robbery. We both knew what happened here tonight. 

    “He fucked my pussy so hard, Baby. He pounded me.” 

    “Did you cum?” 

    “Yes, and then he did right after. He shot so hard in my pussy, I felt it hit inside. We had a few drinks and talked for a while and then he rolled me on my stomach and fucked my ass again. It was easier because his first load acted like lube. Does that upset you, Baby, that I gave Todd my ass? Nobody ever fucked my ass before, not even you. I liked it. I felt like such a bad girl, such a slut.” 

    I'd kept stroking while she talked and that was all I could take. I grunted and launched a forceful jet of semen across her body all the way down to her feet. She burrowed her face under my balls, licking fast and hard, and I shot again and again. I came so hard the room spun and tilted and I almost fell over. I collapsed to my knees. 

    Vanessa rolled over and kissed the end of my nose. “Best husband ever,” she muttered. I couldn't move. My whole body tingled. She used a sheet to wipe all my cum off. She got out of bed and sperm dribbled from her ass and pussy to the rug, but none of it was mine. She left a trail of droplets across the hardwood floor all the way to the bathroom; Todd's kids scattered from our bed to our bath. She shut the door and I heard the shower running. I lifted myself on heavy legs and flopped onto the bed.  

    What a night. 

    I fell asleep instantly, only awakening when she got back on the bed, now all freshly showered. She waited for me to come around and meet her eyes and then she spoke very clearly.  

    “Scott, I've thought a lot about it and I want to do it again. I know this is the worst possible time to tell you and I'm sorry for that, but I want it out there. I want you to know and start thinking about it now.” 

    Evidence of her infidelity was all over her body; bite marks and hickeys, swollen inner and outer labia and bright pink asshole. Her nipples looked raw. Everywhere I looked she bore the marks of wild, animal sex. My balls tingled again. 

    “Right now?” I teased. 

    She socked my shoulder. “No, but before I die of old age. That was a fantasy come true. I can't believe it actually happened. Everything was perfect. We started down this road exploring your fantasies and now we've run into a few of mine. I want to investigate them the same way we did yours. I want to do it again.” 

    “Okay,” I agreed. 

    “Really? Just like that? So easily?” 

    “Hell yes. You look amazing. That was amazing. You've never been sexier. I can't wait to watch you again. You know I love it. Where your kinks overlap mine, we both win.” 

    “Yes, but you just came really hard and still want more. You always need time, days even, before you get interested in your fantasy again. This is totally new. What happened?” 

    She was right. I had no idea why or how, but a threshold had been crossed. 

    “I don't know. Something deep has shifted. I know that I will come around again in time, so why fight it. If you wanted to head back to the bar downstairs right now I might not like it but we both know by tomorrow I'll be fantasizing about it again and within a few days I'll be hot for it, so why deny it?” 

    She clapped her hands. “Darling, I love this life. I love exploring all this with you. I feel so alive and sexy!” 

    I pulled her to me and we wiggled under the covers. The sun would be up in a few hours. I tried to fall asleep again but couldn't and neither could she.  

    “Show me,” I said.  

    She understood right away. She rolled onto her knees and aimed herself at my face. She used both hands to spread herself wide open. Her cunt and ass were filled with milky sperm. Little-man Todd was a cum making factory. I told Vanessa what I saw and she said Todd mentioned he hadn't cum in over a week.  

    I spread her labia with two fingers. My wife was flooded with him. I was sure she carried some of him in her belly too. If I was him, I would have made her swallow. She crawled back under the covers and we tried for sleep once more. It came, eventually, but only after I made her tell me everything I missed after I left her alone with him. When she finished she sat staring at me. 

    “Why him?” she asked.  

    My answer worried me. I was sure she'd hate it.  

    “I watched you mentally arranging all the men in the club. Todd was your last in line or he was close to it. I knew he'd be the guy you found least attractive and I thought that would make you feel the most controlled and forced. Whore have to fuck whoever pays them. I picked Todd to maximize the effect.” 

    “Brilliant,” was all she said.  

    “In your eyes I saw how you hated it and loved it too. Since he did nothing for you, it was work; he was a trick, a John.” 

    “No, you nailed it, Scott. I hated fucking him, giving myself to him, being forced to do whatever he said. At the same time, it was a perverted dream come true. God that man made me cum.” 

    In the morning she was famished and I took her back to the cantina I'd found. She loved it and ate a ton of food. Afterwards we found a spot on the nude beach and just relaxed and enjoyed a lazy day. Virtually every time she mentioned how tender she was or moved to accommodate being sore, I sprouted a mini-erection.  

    Her body looked new to me, like unexplored territory. I saw her in a new light and she saw me that way too. We were like giddy grade-school sweethearts. We touched constantly, kissed frequently, nuzzled and gazed into each other's eyes. I was amazed. To look at her filled my stomach with butterflies.  

    Late afternoon we got a text from Arma. Toni still felt sick so count them out of any plans. I got the feeling Arma really wanted to fuck Vanessa again but with Toni sick that would make him an asshole so he behaved.  

    “Too bad his brother didn't make this trip,” Vanessa quipped. I wondered if the brothers shared Toni and decided yes and determined if I was ever able to involve Vanessa in a threesome with both men, I would.  

    We did not see Arma or Toni again. They called and apologized like crazy but their flight out was tomorrow and they just wouldn't be able to see us again. I reassured them it was no problem and the next time they visited the States they needed to stop by and stay with us in Vegas. They promised they would. 

    Vanessa and I were enjoying a late dinner when she asked me what the new rules should be. I thought about it. 

    “I'm not sure. What do you think?” 

    She had her answer ready. “I can have sex with anyone I want, whenever and wherever I want, as often as I want, and can decide to tell you or not as I see fit, and you can't have sex with anyone except me for the rest of your life.” 

    I don't know exactly what my face did but she laughed at it. After a second I realized she'd exaggerated just to fuck with me but I also knew there was truth in there too. Basic negotiating strategy; ask for more and then settle for what you really wanted all along. She took a shot at a perfect-world scenario just to gauge my reaction. After I composed myself I ran what she'd just said through my head again. As long as we made sure we kept this completely secret and away from anyone we knew, and she backed off the not telling me condition, her ridiculous request actually made perfect sense. 

    “Okay,” I stated. “With two changes.” 

    It was her turn to make the funny face. 

    “Really? Are you fucking with me? What changes? Are you serious?” 

    I took a deep breath. 

    “Yes. My fantasy steered us down this path. I reserve the right to always know what you're doing and with whom. Otherwise it's just cheating.” 

    She carefully placed her fork next to her plate and looked around at the other patrons, making sure all were out of ear-shot. 

    “Done. What's the other rule?” 

    “As a man, my fantasy is humiliating and embarrassing; we battle each other for possession of women, yet here I am giving mine away. It's scandalous. Other men will look at me with scorn and think me weak. I don't want that but it can't be avoided. However, it can be minimized. If I don't know them, I don't care what they think. They have no power over me. I can handle their derision for the short time we are with them. Therefore, we have to keep everything secret.” 

    “But we are no longer limited to Vacation Rules, right? Is that what you're saying? You are agreeing we can take this life home with us, provided we are careful and follow your rules.” 

    “Yes.” 

    “And if I agree with those two rules, you are saying, sexually, I can do anything I want?” 

    “Yes, with those two rules in place, yes.” 

    Glee filled her eyes. “Holy crap!” she exclaimed and several customers turned to look at her. She lowered her voice. She gazed about the room again but this time her eyes lingered briefly on each man. When she came back around to me she spoke. 

    “There are two or three guys here, right now, I'd take to bed. You'd be fine with that?” 

    I looked around trying to guess who they were but gave up. 

    “Yup, given my conditions. Since I see no one I recognize Rule Two is covered. If you promise to tell me everything, assuming I can't be present to watch, the Rule One is covered and you are free to act.” 

    Her eyes danced and laughed. I felt waves of triumph and jubilation radiating off her. 

    “I'm going to look at every man so differently now, Scott. I'm going to think about sex all the time. Because I'm in a committed relationship with you I can dispense with all the dating and courting games we all play. I am guilt free. If I want him and he wants me, it will happen. Oh my God, Honey, this is crazy!” 

    She gazed around the room again. 

    “Finish eating,” she said, shoveling food into her mouth. “You need to take me back to our room and make me cum. I'm all jittery.” She held up a trembling fork. 

    I did as I was told, sort of. When she said on this trip her pussy was for other men, she'd meant it. I used my fingers and tongue brought her to a deep and satisfying climax, but my penis never entered her vagina. She jerked me until she had me close and then, just to fuck with my head, brought me to the sink and made me cum as the water ran, washing away my wasted load. She was still exploring this new world and all the new things we might find exciting, and she definitely loved trying new things on me to see their effect.  

    I may have given my wife complete sexual freedom, but you'd never know it by the remainder of our vacation. We ate and drank and lounged at the pool or the beach. We attended fantastic outdoor concerts and delicious gourmet meals and not once in all our remaining days did she spy someone that she found attractive enough to seduce.  

    Strangely, now that she had her choice of anyone, her standards went up.  

    On the last day of our trip we had been out all day shopping and sight-seeing. We returned to the hotel I veered off to order lunch delivered while she went to the hotel room to wash off the dust from our walk. As I passed the hotel bar I saw a familiar face and darted in.  

    Tall Skinny nursed his beer and watched American Football on the big screen and I came up from behind without him noticing.  

    “Too bad you disappeared the other night, my friend. My wife would have enjoyed dancing with you.” I extended a hand. 

    His head spun around and he hurried to set his beer down and wipe his hand on his pants. He caught the bottom of the glass on his plate and almost spilled it. He shook my hand vigorously, recognizing me instantly. Vanessa had made quite an impression.   

    “So I heard,” he exclaimed, too late realizing how bad that sounded. 

    I ignored it. “So I guess that means you are friends with Todd?” 

    “I know him. We cover the same territory. I'm better friends with him now, though, after the things he told me about his night with her.” 

    I smiled. “And what did he tell you?” 

    “Everything. I was so bummed. When he told me the story I couldn't believe it but he swore. Lucky bastard. That could have been me.” 

    I extended my hand again. “Still can,” I said, smugly. “I'm Scott.” 

    I watched his Adam's apple move up and down as he swallowed hard, wanting to believe me but afraid to. 

    “Steve. How much?” he asked at last. 

    “I thought you said Todd told you everything?” 

    He pulled out his wallet and I saw at least three thousand in cash. He counted out fifteen hundred dollar bills and placed them on the bar. 

    “She's your wife?” 

    “Yes.” 

    “This fun for you guys or what?” 

    “Very much, yes.” 

    “When can I have her?” 

    I looked down at his mostly eaten sandwich. “Now?” 

    He pushed back from the bar and dusted the crumbs off the front of his shirt.  

    “Holy fuck,” he said. “I kicked myself for not being aggressive enough that night. I always miss out on the good times. I can't believe I'm getting a second chance.” 

    On the elevator ride up I explained Vanessa would be in the shower. I wanted him to undress and wait for my signal. He was nervous but agreed. I swear men will risk anything for beautiful women. We entered the suite and I heard the shower running like I thought it would be. I found my fedora and put it on and he looked at me funny.  

    “Don't ask,” I whispered. 

    I told him to undress and follow closely behind me.  

    Off came his clothing. He was skinny and bony with sharp elbows and no ass and he naturally had almost no body hair; just a tuft in the middle of his sunken-in chest. When the underwear came down I was pretty impressed. His cock was light pink and circumcised and already a little excited so it hung down about five inches. It wasn't as ugly as Todd's but it was not pretty. His natural hairlessness extended to his genitals as his faint blond pubes were almost invisible. He tugged his dick a few times knowing Vanessa was about to see it.  

    I put a finger to my lips to silence him and we approached the bathroom. Inside steam clouded the mirror and made the air thick. 

    “Vanessa?” I said. 

    “Yeah, Baby. Are you getting in with me?” 

    “Not exactly.” 

    I pulled the curtain back. Her eyes went first to my hat and then to naked Steve next to me and then to naked Steve's swelling cock. To her credit she made no move to cover herself. I dropped the money on the bathroom counter as her eyes continued to grow. I saw a million questions die on her lips. She knew what was expected of her. She could back out, of course, but she didn't and I knew she wouldn't.  

    Steve said hello and stepped into the shower. Vanessa gave me a hard look and I knew I'd scored another victory. Steve was a man she'd never have as a lover and yet she was about to. I watched the soap run down her ripe body and drip from her bald pussy and so did Steve. 

    “Good God,” he muttered, stunned by her raw physical beauty. 

    I held the curtain back as Vanessa dropped to her knees and dutifully opened her mouth, lifting his rapidly swelling manhood in a hand and closing her lips around the head. Her cheeks dented as she sucked him to life. I closed the curtain and moved to the living room, taking a chair near the bed. 

    They stayed in the shower over an hour. I heard Vanessa's sweet cry of orgasm after only fifteen minutes and wondered what he had done to get her there. Their moans and groans got to me and I pulled my penis out to jerk as I listened.  

    Finally, the water turned off and I heard them moving around and talking, their voices too low to understand. They exited the bathroom nude, Vanessa leading Steve by his erection which was surprisingly large. His balls hung low in their sack and I wondered if she'd already drained them. She ignored me completely but he saw me and quickly looked away. What did you do to my wife, skinny-man? 

    In her other hand Vanessa held a bottle of baby-oil. At the foot of the bed she stopped and lifted on her toes to kiss him on the lips. He was tentative and unsure and I heard her whisper to ignore me as she pressed her full and firm body against his. He brought his hands up to her hips and returned her kisses.  

    She laid Steve on his back and coated her hands with oil and gave him a slow firm hand job. He closed his eyes. I watched her gently but firmly work the oil into his shaft and balls and even push a slick finger up his ass which brought a deeply satisfied groan from him.  

    Once she had him so hard the skin on his cock looked thin, she straddled his body and lined his cock up to her asshole. I held my breath. Yet another man was about to sample my wife's anal treasure.  

    She was so much better at it this time. The oil helped immensely, no doubt, but all her nervousness and fear were gone. She relaxed and her sphincter blossomed around his cock-head. She grunted as his cock slipped up her rectum. Her tight ring sank down his pole until it rested at his scrotum. She lifted and sank and lifted and sank, polishing his cock until it glowed red.  

    “You have a big dick,” she grunted. 

    “I can't believe I'm fucking your ass,” he groaned in reply.  

    Steve was not a handsome man but my wife leaned down and kissed him like he was a movie-star. I saw their tongue playing. Steve grabbed a big tit and stuffed in into his mouth and Vanessa closed her eyes. Her manicured hand reached back and played with his balls, bright red nails pulling loose skin.  

    My wife sat up and arched her back, her large breasts jutting up and out. Her eyes searched the room until they found me and then she smiled. She moved her hips more quickly and by the look on her face I knew she headed towards an orgasm. 

    “He already came in my pussy,' she gasped between breaths. Her head fell back and her long hair tickled his thighs. A long drawn out whine signaled the start of her climax as her hips moved faster. Steve pumped up into her as much as he could and once he heard her start to cum, he stopped holding back and released a flood of semen deep in her ass. I saw his balls rise with each spurt. 

    Fifteen hundred is a lot of money and I wanted Steve to feel like he'd gotten a good deal. I stood behind Vanessa and tilted her head way back and kissed her upside-down lips. 

    “You leaving?” she asked. 

    I nodded. 

    “Will you start the bath before you go?” 

    Zing! “Of course, Honey.” 

    She curled up on top of Steve like a cat and he draped an arm around her neck. His hefty cock was still balls-deep up my wife's ass and neither of them seemed in a hurry to remove it. I plugged the tub and set the water and collected my phone and extra door key and I was off. They'd started kissing again as I closed the door. 

    This night was much longer than Todd's. I tried to keep busy but ended up in a lounge chair on the beach in the dark. I'd fallen asleep wrapped in a hotel towel when my phone vibrated and woke me just after four in the morning. 

    Back in our suite Vanessa was sound asleep. I took a hot shower and joined her in bed and she wriggled over to snuggle but she was exhausted. Steve had worn her out. In the morning I woke before her and started coffee and cleaned things up some and noticed three-hundred dollars missing from the fifteen hundred on the bathroom counter.  

    We ate breakfast on the balcony. I wore boxers and Vanessa just wore panties. Her tits and neck were covered with bite marks and her nipples had hickeys near them and my wife wanted me to see it. 

    “Should I just expect you'll surprise me like that until the day we die?” 

    “Yup.” I tried hard to ignore the marks on her sexy body. 

    “You picked Steve for the same reason you picked Todd?” 

    “Yup.” 

    “I bet that big cock surprised you.” 

    “It did,” I admitted, “but I was happy to see it.” 

    “Me too. You were right you know; never in a million years would I ever have sex with Steve. I feel irritated and annoyed that he had me. I'm like a drunk cheerleader waking up next to a nerd. I hate that I gave it to him but I love that I had to. You're a bastard, selling your wife like that.” 

    “Yup.” 

    Late afternoon we told the island good-bye for now and flew home, back to our working lives, back to our friends and family. Within days we were back to our familiar routine, fighting new battles with clients and co-workers. Vanessa returned to her strong assertive self, covered in armor, ready to win.  

    The only remnant of our adventure was Vanessa keeping her sweet pussy hairless. She shaved it, at first, then scheduled an appointment to have herself waxed. When she got home, tender and sore, I discovered she'd eliminated all hair from the neck down. She set her appointment to reoccur so she'd never have hair again. She was smooth and sleek and sexy as fuck.  After just a few days Vanessa gained a distracted quality about her. I attributed it to real life crashing our fantasy life party.   

    Four weeks later we were lying in bed waiting for sleep. 

    “Why did we ever leave that island?” she asked, exasperated. 

    I snorted. “An excellent question.” 

    “I miss it. I miss the lazy days, I miss the sun and food...mostly I miss that feeling that sex could explode at any second. God, that was the life.” 

    More time passed. My kink built pressure and I now fantasized about her infidelity hourly. Our sex life was better than ever only now one or both of us would narrate a dirty memory from our carnal vacation. We were intensely in-love and our intimacy was at an all-time high, although my wife still seemed to be less than a hundred percent present. Something was on her mind and occupying her thoughts but things were so amazing between us I did not worry about it at all. 

    I began to wonder if I could make it all the way until next vacation. My concerns about secrecy were valid and I knew I should not let my fantasy get ahead of my real-life, but damn, I was going crazy. I struggled with my desire to watch her again and our need to keep our two lives separate. 

    Days later I was at work and Josh, the asshole from sales, stopped by to tease me, as he often does, about my football team losing. I try to give as good as I get but he's a die-hard Patriots fan and those fuckers just don't lose.  

    Josh always gave me a hard time about something. I used to be on the sales team and was perpetually number two. Josh made it look easy, scoring top sales week after week while the rest of us battled for second place. He used that to torture me for years. He's a natural athlete and always wins whatever sport he's playing at the company picnics and makes sure to rub that in my face too. The only thing I have on him is brains and an education, but those are hard to tease someone as big as him about. 

    I could not think of a single time I've ever beaten him at anything. 

    Josh sat on the corner of my desk and rattled off his top ten reasons why my team will never win the Super Bowl. I tried to keep working but he said so many things I found annoying. Finally, he picked up my framed picture of Vanessa. I had swapped the old picture out with one from our recent trip.  

    She wore a pretty yellow sundress at one of the outdoor concerts we went to and the sunset fell across her long brown hair just right. If one looked closely, the sunlight also shone through her dress under a breast and revealed the perfect size and shape of it. Of course, Josh looked closely. At least he had the manners to keep his mouth shut.  

    What he didn't know about that picture was at the moment it was taken, my wife's womb held about a quart of Rune's sperm from the night before. It was our little vacation photograph secret. I'd placed it on my work desk as a constant reminder of what we'd done. 

    “How did you score such a perfect babe?” he asked. 

    “Brains,” I replied, trying to put years’ worth of scorn into a single word. 

    He studied the photo up close and I watched his face. He may have defeated me at everything else, but I had him in the one category that mattered most, and he knew it. That was probably the reason he gave me so much shit in the first place. He was handsome and fit but could not hold on to a good woman. He set the picture down and adjusted it carefully but got it all wrong. Idiot.  

    “Yeeeeeah,” he drawled. “That's what she likes.” 

    He walked away chuckling. I set the frame right. 

    After work I headed straight home, as always. My phone buzzed. Jeffrey, our pool guy, sent me a text letting me know he'd be a day early again. I remembered how things went the last time and resolved once again to keep my mouth shut and see what happened. There was an excellent chance Vanessa would lay out tomorrow. I'd love to see how my wife handled Jeffrey after the vacation we'd had.   

    Vanessa seemed distracted at dinner and when I asked her about it she complained she was swamped at work with no help on the horizon. After dinner we watched the latest episode of Game of Thrones and went to bed. I reached for her but she turned her back and snuggled me instead. 

    “I'm exhausted. Sorry, Honey.” 

    I was disappointed but understood and wrapped her in my arms.  

    The next day Jeffrey showed up but Vanessa did not lay out. She ran some errands while I worked in the yard and then made us diner. Sunday was more errands for her and football for me. I made another move on her that night but she said her cycle was coming up so we shouldn't, unless I wanted to run out and buy some condoms, which I did not. We cuddled and slept again.  

    Wednesday evening, just before closing, my world turned upside-down. 

    Josh stopped by my desk again. My team lost on Sunday, again, and even worse it was to the Patriots. I knew what came next. Thankfully the office was almost empty. I looked up into his smug and arrogant face and waited.  

    “What?” I said. “Go ahead. Say it.” 

    From an inside breast pocket he pulled his phone and thumbed through several screens. He handed the phone to me. 

    “Tightest pussy ever,” he boasted. I gazed at the picture on the screen. 

    Vanessa, nude, on her back on an unfamiliar bed, legs spread as wide as possible, cupping her own tits, eyes closed in ecstasy. Josh, leaning back to take the picture down the length of his body, his cock, so much bigger than mine, already more than half-way buried in my wife's soaking wet cunt. Josh fucking Vanessa. 

    I felt like crying. My heart ached. My stomach turned sour. Why had she done this and why the fuck had she done this with Josh? I've talked about him a million times. She knows I hate him. He was the one man I wanted her to avoid the most. She knew that. Why then did she make this happen?  

    Josh reached over the screen and thumbed left; Vanessa on her knees as Josh thoughtfully pulled her hair back so I could see his vein-covered cock stuffed in her mouth. He thumbed again; Vanessa on her knees, mouth wide open, Josh resting his cock on her tongue as he shot sperm into her mouth. The timing of the photo was perfect as it captured a brilliant white plume of semen as it left the tip of his penis and blasted into the back of her throat. In the photo the corners of her mouth were curled in a smile. She was having fun. 

    I thumbed to see the next picture; Vanessa on her knees and facing away from the camera. Josh held her pussy open from behind. Half his cock stood up in the foreground while milk seeped from my wife's pussy. He just filled her with hundreds of millions of seeds and withdrawn and immortalized the moment with a photograph for my viewing pleasure. I was crushed. My ribs ached. Breathing hurt.  

    This was the ultimate Rule violation. Not only had she fucked someone we knew, someone from our inner-most circle, but the man I detested most had enjoyed my wife and I could never reverse that. He'd cum inside her. She'd carried his sperm for days, sleeping next to me, kissing me goodbye in the morning, laughing with me as we watched a movie together. I now understood her distance, her reluctance to make love with me. She'd been busy. 

    I looked up at Josh and his maddening smirk. “When?” I croaked. “How many times? Where? Why?” 

    His smirk grew into an arrogant grin. “A few days after you got back from vacation. She called me and of course I jumped at the chance. She's a tigress. I'll tell you one thing; I tried to steal her from you but she wouldn't hear of it. She said she loves you, she said she's in-love with you. She said this was a surprise for you and that you'd like it, but I can see on your face that you don't. I couldn't care less. I got to fuck the hottest woman on earth over and over again.” 

    I looked down at the phone and tried to will my hand to flip to the next picture but could not. I felt dizzy. His fucking cock was huge. Josh had fucked my wife. 

    “I'm fucking her again tonight, Scott. At your home, in your bed. First time we've ever done it there.” 

    I was numb. “Why?” was all I managed. 

    “Ask her. Hell if I know. Like I said, she seems to think you'll love it. She said you'll hate it at first but you'll come around. I just love that I've fucked your woman. I fucking love that.” 

    He slipped his phone out of my dead hand and walked away whistling some made up tune. I couldn't move. I couldn't think. I couldn't feel. I'm sure I felt something, but I couldn't name it. The truth is I felt a million things and could not separate them. A minute later my wife called and I answered it robotically. 

    “Hi, Honey,” she chuckled. “Surprised?” 

    Thinking and talking was like slogging through waist-deep molasses. “You broke my rules. Both of them.” 

    “Yes.” 

    “Why? Why on earth would you do that to me? Do you hate me? Are you angry with me? Do you love him?” 

    “Aw, my poor Baby. No to all three, Lover.” 

    “Vanessa,” I pleaded. “Why did you break my rules?”  

    Across the room Josh leaned back in his chair and smiled at me. I lowered my voice and went on. “You've ruined it. Josh is an asshole and can't be trusted. Now everyone will know and I'll be humiliated and laughed at. Guys will think they can walk all over me. They will hover around you like bees whenever we attend a work-event. I may have to quit this job now.” 

    “Calm down, Scott.” Her voice was reassuring and gentle. “They probably will hover around me now but I think that's something we'd both enjoy. Remember Todd? Remember Steve? You boldly went outside our relationship for them. A hunch told you I'd love it although you knew I would never pick them, and you were right. I'm doing the same thing; you'll hate that Josh has had me, him above any other man. That's why I picked him. His big cock is just a bonus, an added surprise. Work will never be the same for you. Every time you see Josh you will remember and every time you remember, you will get excited. Maybe you can't see that right now but it's true. You'll see.” 

    I glanced at Josh and noticed he thumbed through pictures on his phone. My face burned. Josh Turnbow has had my wife. Josh has felt my wife from the inside. She gave him her perfect pussy. He's felt my wife wrapped around his cock, milking him, coaxing his hot cum out. I felt my blood begin to boil. Was she right?  

    “Oh my God, Vanessa, you fucked Josh. I just can't believe it.” 

    I heard her chuckle again. “Seeing is believing, Baby, and after tonight you will be a convert. Tonight he's coming over to fuck me in front of you. Our bed will be his altar. There are a million things that will turn you and me on that we haven't even discovered yet. We will make mistakes. We will try things and not like them, but I'm sure this is not one of those things. I think you'll hate it but be hard as rock.” 

    Across the room Josh turned off his computer and pushed in his chair. 

    “Is he still there?” she asked. 

    “He's leaving now.” 

    “You get off work in an hour. Is that right?” 

    “Yes.” 

    She actually purred. “Mmmm, Baby, I'll have him alone for a whole hour before you get here. Just think about that and hurry home.” 

    My phone went silent. Unbelievable. Was she right? I looked at the clock and took a deep breath. What could I do? She'd broken my rules. How could I punish her? Divorce her? I knew there was zero chance of that and besides, that punishes me. I had to live with her decision just as she'd have to live with mine. She probably looked at Todd and Steve and could not believe they'd had her, which was exactly how I felt when looking at Josh.  

    I tried to concentrate on work but failed utterly. I stared at my monitor and my mind played those pictures of Josh fucking my wife over and over. It was brutal. My belly was a sour pool of angst. Cold sweat covered my back. The fucking clock slowed to a drunk ant crossing my desk. Had Josh fucked her ass too? I hadn't been inside her for weeks but he had. Her mouth too. Had I kissed her after she'd sucked him? Had I gotten some of Josh in my mouth? I imagined her secretly smirking as her tongue slipped from her mouth to mine. I shivered. This guy was my nemesis! 

    Finally, my work day ended and I shot out of there and headed home. My heart raced as I passed cars on the freeway and had to force myself to keep it under eighty miles an hour. I pulled into our garage with tires squealing.  

    I entered the kitchen and the house was quiet. The lights were low and the fireplace lit. Candles lined the counter tops. I set my briefcase on the washer. Somewhere in our home my wife fucked a man I hated. I stopped in my tracks. Incredibly, my penis began to rise and did not stop. As I stood in my still kitchen listening for clues, my dick turned to diamonds. Vanessa was right. 

    From the back of the house I heard a softly feminine and meaningful moan. My penis trembled to imagine Josh had just gotten that sound from her. I pictured the moment I looked into our bedroom and saw what was happening and they looked back at me. I wanted to be naked too. I could give them my tacit approval and participation if I was naked too. I undressed and left my work clothing in a pile on the kitchen floor.  

    I was so hard! My penis is perfectly average in length and maybe slightly under in girth but at the moment it looked bigger than it ever had. Vanessa moaned again, deep and drawn out and packed with grateful emotion and I knew it was real because they could not know I was home yet. I crept down the hall to our room, listening to my wife's sighs and groans of pleasure, and my balls tightened and tingled more with each step. What was he doing to her? Without an ounce of self-deprecation, I can honestly say I'd never pulled sounds like that out of her, and neither had Rune or Arma or Todd or Steve. Something new took place on the other side of that bedroom door.  

    As I drew closer I heard Vivaldi's Four Seasons playing very low. I felt so strange sneaking through my own home. Everyday objects loomed like I saw them for the first time; Vanessa's work-out shoes, a crumpled sports bra hastily discarded, a drip of coffee spilled in this morning's rush to get to work on time. I was inside my house but everything seemed strange and unfamiliar.  

    I heard Vanessa whispering breathlessly; “I loooooove fucking you, Baby. Your cock feels so good. I love fucking you.” Candle light framed the slightly open door and I put my eye to the crack. My wife was on her back. He had her legs hooked by his forearms and bent all the way back over her, causing her pussy to open obscenely like a meat-eating flower and he slow-fucked her from head to balls on each strong smooth thrust. Her position tugged at my heart; she was so exposed and vulnerable. Her defenses were gone. My wife offered Joshua everything. 

    This wasn't fucking. Josh and Vanessa were making love. My wife made love to another man in our bed. My knees went weak and I braced myself against the door jamb. I watched as they kissed slowly and passionately.  

    My life-long fantasy had been fulfilled many times by now. I'd witnessed my wife fucking other men and enjoyed the intense erotic pleasure of that sight even while suffering the mind-melting agony and anguish of that sight. I had not realized it at the time but in all those moments there was always something about the way Vanessa behaved that let me know we were fine; everything would be okay.  Another man fucked her but it was all part of a grand game we played.  

    All that was gone now. Vanessa and Josh were making love.  

    “You're beautiful,” I heard her tell him. She looked at him with reverence and adoration. She was connected to him; I saw it in her face and I saw it in her eyes and I saw it in the way she moved under him. This was no simple exciting fuck for her. She was emotionally involved. 

    Now I understood what he'd meant by trying to steal her; Josh wanted her for himself. He possessed deep feelings for her and by the way my wife moved her body and gazed into his eyes, she had feelings for him too. My world tilted and pain flared in my chest but my kink had such a grip on me that cum spurted from my untouched penis and I groaned, my weak knees buckling. 

    Both their heads turned towards me. Josh wore a blank expression but Vanessa looked gorgeous and satisfied. I saw her love for me as her face softened and she held out a hand. I hesitated then opened the door and crossed our bedroom floor. I may have shot cum a minute ago, but my penis was still hard as a steel rod. A filament of semen trailed behind me. Vanessa saw it and her smile broadened, her eyes dreamy. 

    “My sweet husband,” she said, between Josh's smooth deliberate thrusts. Closer, I saw just how big he was and I thought of Arma's extra thick cannon. Josh's cock looked like that. My wife's pussy bulged holding his big dick inside. Candlelight gleamed from his soaked shaft and her hairless pussy lips. 

    I took her offered hand and stood near. She tilted her head back and away from his. 

    “Kiss me, my Love,” she purred, and I did. I held her focus for only a few seconds before he stole her back. She could not resist him. His fat hard cock overwhelmed her senses. They kissed again and she freed her hand from mine and clasped her hands behind his head, holding his mouth to hers as they kissed. 

    Josh made out with my wife in front of me as his hips rhythmically rose and fell. Their tongues twisted and writhed and Vanessa made soft moaning sounds, so happy he moved inside her. In many ways the kissing was harder to take than the love-making. They moved with such familiarity I knew they’d made love many times. They understood each other. Josh would touch her leg and she'd move to a new position, knowing exactly what he wanted. Vanessa would gaze into his eyes and he'd pound her hard like she wanted. It was agonizing to see but I was harder than ever. Josh had shown me just a few pictures but I wondered how many times they enjoyed each other since our return from vacation. Home almost eight weeks and I wondered for how much of that time had she been seeing him. I thought back to our conversations and her slightly distracted manor and realized Josh was almost certainly the source of it. These two had been making love behind my back for months.  

    Months.  

    I was hurt and I should also have been enraged, but I wasn't. My mind drifted back and a million oddities rose to the surface. It had all been there right in front of me but I had missed it. How many days had we both had her? How many nights had I added my cum to his? I looked down at my gorgeous and sexual wife and she looked more beautiful than ever.  

    My instinct told me he was not a threat. She was just playing a game and having fun. He wanted her but she wanted me. I worked with him and we had mutual friends, so a million things could still go wrong, but now, looking down on her sweet face, her brow twisted in passion, eyes squeezed shut and biting her own lips from the intense pleasure of his cock, those million things seemed far away.  

    She opened her eyes and met mine. 

    “I'm going to cum, Baby,” she warned, “and it's going to be so gooooooood.”  

    She moved her hands out to her feet and gripped her toes and pulled her legs wide open. In pure unreserved supplication she handed her married pussy to Josh. His big cock filled her pussy completely, pulling surrounding skin in and out as he fucked her. Her vaginal ring was a tight white seal around his fat shaft. Her lower abdomen bulged grotesquely each time he buried his massive cock.  

    She was lost in euphoric sensations. Josh dropped his hot mouth to her nipple and gently bit, his eyes closed, his face serene.  

    He'd clearly fallen in love with her and in that moment I saw my path to domination of him; to get to her he had to go through me. He may love her but she loved me. At last I had something he wanted and I could lord it over him. He'd behave himself or lose her. I knelt by her head. 

    “Give it to him, my Love. His cock is so big and hard. He must feel so different inside you than me. How does your little pussy take him? Show him how much you love the way he fucks you, Vanessa. Cum for him, Baby. Show your husband how deeply your slut runs. Cum on another man right in front of him.” 

    She looked at me and we shared an understanding. She knew she was forgiven, in fact never condemned. She could do anything she wanted and I had to just trust her. Best of all, she saw in my eyes that I would, and that thrilled her more than anything else. 

    “Ooooohhhhh my God, Honey. Oh my God! Fuck! Baby, that's so hot. You want me to cum on him? Is that what you want your slut wife to do?” 

    I leaned closer. His hips were moving faster and he plunged deeper on every stroke. He used his impressive meat to pleasure my wife, reveling in her submission.  

    “I do,” I said. “Give him everything. Show us both.” 

    “Ggggnnnhhhh! Fuck! He's gonna make me, Baby! I love his cock! Almost there! Ooooohhhhhnnnhhhhh.....Fuuuuuck! Fuck me, Joshua! Let me feel your hard cock ruin me. ” 

    Her head snapped back and then forward as Josh sawed his huge tool in and out. Her hands gripped his shoulders as every muscle she had flexed and contorted her body. 

    “OOOOOhhhh aaaaaaaahhhhh yesssssss! Now! Noooooow! Nnnnnnnnggggghhhhh!” 

    Josh grunted as her cunt squeezed his dick but he never slowed. My wife was a crazy whore cumming all over his intruding member. Another orgasmic wave smashed into her and her back arched and her fingers dug into his skin. She screamed. 

    “Oh! Yesssssss, fuck me! Oh my God! Fuck!” 

    He kept the rhythm steady, allowing her to climax for a long time. Her entire body shook and trembled. When she finally came down he slowed until she was still except for her rapid breathing. Her body was so sensitive any move he made sent wave of electricity through her. He eased his weight back onto his feet and slowly pulled his huge cock out of her depths. It left her pussy with a slurping sound and stood up from his hips like an angry tower of flesh.  

    He leaned against the headboard and spread his legs and now, so close to it fully revealed, I saw for the first time exactly how big he was. What a monster. No wonder he's gone through life an arrogant asshole. A dick like that gives your rights and privileges men like me do not get. He caught me looking and just smiled and I thought, yes, you have that, but I have her. 

    Vanessa came around slowly, drifting from her dream world of Hedonistic pleasure back to ours. She opened her eyes and found Josh leaning back and still rock hard and she rolled over between his legs. He stroked her hair gently as she bent him down and suckled the fat head. She looked so fucking hot with that big cock in her mouth. Her pussy was now aimed right at me and I saw her distended lips and gaping hole. He'd stretched her. She'd return to the tiny slit she's always had but not right away. In the meantime, I was thrilled that I was able to actually see up into her body. 

    I did not want to join them. Vanessa looked so sexy she made my eyeballs ache. I watched her drag her tongue up and down every throbbing inch of him until she'd licked away every drop of pussy juice. She cupped her tongue and lifted his balls and licked his scrotum and he closed his eyes and accepted her oral worship. There was no question she loved fucking him. She loved being in bed with him.  

    When he was ready he gave a quick jerk of his chin and my wife knew what to do, flopping onto her belly and rising to all fours. She reached her fingers underneath and spread her pussy, inviting him to take it. He brought his legs under him and rose up behind her and his cock dwarfed her little cunt. He steadied himself by holding her ass and lined his cock up. I saw his abs flex and he pushed forward and my wife's eyeballs rolled back as he once more filled her cunt. Seconds later her big tits started swinging in circles as he began to fuck her.  

    I sat next to her on the bed and held her hands in mine. She moved forward until her head rested in my lap and it was my turn to stroke her hair.  

    I looked up at Josh and he smiled as he fucked my wife from behind. I was unable to see the penetration so only experienced it through his facial expressions, the contortions of his muscles, the vibrations of his efforts through my wife's body, and the sounds he caused my wife to make. I held her like a barnyard breeding animal as the stud pounded her, inching ever closer to his climax.  

    The closer he got, the harder it was to breathe. Pictures are one thing and knowing they'd already fucked many times another, but seeing it right in front of my eyes, holding her as he had her, that was something else altogether. My mouth went dry and my body began to sweat. Josh was about to pump my loving wife full of his seed and I had to fight a growing sense of panic.  

    Vanessa must have felt his cock growing because she moaned long and deep. 

    “Fuuuuuuck, Josh, that's so hot. Do it, Honey. Give it to me.” 

    My penis was a pink mushroom standing straight up from my lap, pulsing and quivering and ready to explode again.  

    Josh leaned over her back and grabbed two handfuls of long brown hair and started slamming his cock into her guts. If it hurt her there was no sign of it, as she grunted with pleasure and urged him to fuck her harder. Josh expanded his lungs and drew in a bushel of air and held it as his hips slapped hard against her firm ass. His face twisted as he rammed his hefty spear home three more times and then at last held it buried and released his cum in a satisfied roar. His hips twitched and jerked as he emptied his large testicles inside my wife.  

    Vanessa trembled in my arms. She was beyond another climax. Her body was on fire, a jangled mess of electric waves and spastic muscles jerking. He stuffed her full of cock and injected her with a seeming gallon of sperm.  

    He rested his chest on her back and they both sank to the bed, spooning. His fat cock remained lodged deep, a plug against any semen escaping. For five minutes they lay together nuzzling in a post carnal glow, he stayed inside her. When he tried to withdraw she whined and pulled his ass forward and he left his thick cock buried. My wife smiled.   

    My pulse pounded. We were in our bed in our home and yet I somehow felt like Vanessa was off-limits to me. Worse, for some reason that made me feel even more aroused! I did not understand it but watching her respond to him like that, watching her crave him so deeply, stirred desire in me. My entire body felt ready to explode. I whimpered with desire and Vanessa opened her eyes to look at me. 

    “Poor baby,” she chuckled. “My poor traumatized baby. I put you through Hell, don't I? You don't need to answer; I know it's true.” She turned her head and offered her lips for a kiss. I tasted Josh in her mouth.  

    I glanced down where their bodies were still merged and she caught me and partially opened her legs, careful to keep him inside. Sperm leaked around his penis and coated her lips and his balls. Some pooled around her clitoris. He was mostly deflated but still puffy enough to spread her pussy. I groaned at the sight of his spongy cock inside my wife. 

    “What do you want, Scott? You want to fuck me too? You want to mix your cum with his?” 

    I shook my head. Honestly, I had no answer. She brought her leg back down and wiggled her ass back at him. He seemed to be falling asleep. She glanced at him over a shoulder. 

    “He always does this,” she explained and I felt a sharp pang of jealousy at the reminder of her history with him. She rolled her hips forward and pulled herself off his impaling meaty spear with a vacuuming slurp. It flopped to the comforter. She moved to the edge of our bed and stepped down, pulling a sheet up to cover him, making sure he was warm and cozy. It was such an intimate and loving gesture it silently knocked the wind out of me. She took my hand and led us from the bedroom.  

    We sat in front of the fire. I sat with my back against the couch and she sat between my legs facing away from me, my erection poking her in the back. She wriggled against it teasingly. I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and buried my face in her scented hair. 

    “You broke my Rules,” I murmured after a few minutes. 

    “Yes, yes I did. But was I right?” 

    She meaningfully pressed her back against my erection that wouldn't die. I understood. 

    “I hate that he's had you. Hate it. You have no idea. I hate that man. He's plagued me for years, always beating me at everything. I always lose to him and now he's swimming around inside you while sleeping in our bed. I want to scream. My head is filled with madness.”  

    I slipped a hand down and lightly caressed a breast.  

    I asked, “Why did you sleep with him so often if your goal was to get me back for Todd and Steve?” 

    “I followed a hunch. If we were still on the island how many times would Todd and Steve and who knows who else have had me by now? Tell the truth, we both know it. I'd be fucking a new man every night. You love playing my pimp a little too much I think. I'd planned to only fuck him once or twice and then tell you but he's amazing in bed. He makes me feel so good. He started falling in love with me right away and I didn't have the heart to stop seeing him but I also loved the huge ego boost. Women are crazy about that man and yet he wants only me. I selfishly allowed myself to enjoy his attention.” 

    “I saw more than that.” 

    She sighed. “Don't be mad, please. Or hurt. I know it looked different from the others and I admit it is, but I love you. I'm in love with you.” 

    “You love him too,” I stated. 

    “Yes, in a way. He's a very different man with me than he is with you. You need to trust me. This is not a competition. Why do men always frame everything like that? It's impossible to see someone think and feel about you the way he does about me and not want to return some of it. To me he's smart and funny and kind and sexy. He's gorgeous and generous and I haven't even mentioned hung and great in bed.” 

    “You're a very naughty girl.” 

    “Who knew? Our sex life was good but so limited before. One little vacation and everything changed. I think it changed for the better. We are complex sexual creatures and until the last few months have done nothing to explore that. Who knows what we'll discover about ourselves.” 

    “Have you swallowed his cum? Has he fucked your ass?” 

    “Baby, he's had me every way a man can have a woman. After our second time together my resistance crumbled and I gave him everything he wanted. I tried to hold back but I couldn't. He captured a special place in my heart.” 

    I pulled her against my erection firmly. She purred.  

    “Do you want to fuck me now?” 

    I wrestled with my answer and she saw it. 

    “I want us to be totally honest with each other and ourselves, Scott. From this moment until we die. What does your gut tell you right now? What would turn you on the most? We can do anything you want.” 

    I thought about it, allowing the thoughts to take shape in my mind. I told her. 

    I moved to the fire and rose to my knees, stroking. She came around behind me and leaned on my back, her hard pointy nipples poking me and her hot mouth next to my ear. She began to speak, just as I'd asked her to, and describe every thought and feeling she has while another man fucks her and fills her with cum, but I especially craved the agony of Josh between her legs. She was happy to comply and I stroked as I listened to my gorgeous wife share every intimate detail. I sensed she held something back, unsure if she should say it or not. Given what she'd just said about honesty I trusted that she would and she did and my mind exploded. 

    “Two days ago I was distant and distracted. I know you noticed. I waited on test results to see if I carried Joshua's baby or not.” 

    I groaned and fell against the mantle, banging my head and shooting cum into the flames. Boiling lava surged up from my nuts and shot out of my penis. My pelvis was out of control, thrusting and jerking as I spat each blast of semen. I was unprepared for her revelation and the very idea filled my head with roaring screams and seized my body with an orgasm so powerful and long-lasting I nearly blacked-out and fell in the fireplace, eventually sliding down the wall to lie face-up on the rug. I saw stars whether my eyes were open or closed and my electrified body tingled madly. I was at the center of all things and the universe wheeled around me. 

      

    A year has passed since Vanessa told me she might carry Joshua's baby. We are back in front of the fire, sipping hot chocolate and talking. For three days she'd left me wondering what those test results were and we had the best sex of our lives. Finally, she admitted she was not pregnant and I was relieved and disappointed at the same time. This lifestyle is so complicated.  

    We've enjoyed many adventures during the last twelve months; some failures, some mistakes, some events that set us back. We've stopped for weeks to talk a few things out. But mostly we've enjoyed one success after another and even our missteps eventually brought us closer and taught us to trust more deeply.  

    I took a sip and smiled at my beautiful wife. Once again Josh is asleep in our bed. I'd worried he'd expose us and my kink would ruin my life, but that did not happen. He visits every now and then, sometimes he surprises us and sometimes we invite him. Vanessa especially loves fucking him right before her cycle and their sex is intense. He still teases me at work but his heart is no longer in it and mostly just to keep up appearances.   

    Rune and Ania will be here in three days and Vanessa is nervous. Rune has informed me Vanessa will be staying with them at their hotel room without me. I can come visit on day three. My stomach is already in knots.  
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