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		The following is a work of fiction. Names, characters and places are solely based on the author’s imagination or are used fictionally. This book is intended for adult audiences only. It contains sexually explicit scenes and language that may be considered offensive by some readers. All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older and all acts of a sexual nature are consensual. Sexual acts depicted without the use of protection are strictly for the enjoyment of the reader. Please practice safe sex.

		

		*

		

	
		

		Prologue

		

		Sarah lay blindfolded and gagged on the bed, her hands tied to the headboard. Her luscious body pale against the dark sheets. I couldn’t quite believe my straight laced and logical wife was letting me do this. After all, she was totally at my mercy. Blindfolded and bound to the bed, she couldn’t escape. Unable to stop me from doing anything I wanted to her. Or, even from inviting someone else to join us? Not that I would. But it was kind of fun to fantasize about it, for both of us.

		

		I was mesmerized. My eyes glued to her pulsing nether lips, while I plunged the huge dildo deeper and deeper inside of her welcoming pussy. Splitting her wide open. Despite my whispered innuendos, her whimpers told me that she knew anything that big certainly wasn’t real. We had gotten the new sex toy earlier that day. It was extremely lifelike in its design, purple in color and heavily ribbed. And, it was big. Damn, it was big. Over an inch longer than my own cock and considerably thicker as well. Purple or not, watching it disappear inside of her, it didn’t take much imagination to erotically think of it as being real. Sarah certainly didn’t seem to mind that it wasn’t. She was practically convulsing all over our king-sized bed, her body thrashing wildly about as her wrists pulled at the unyielding ropes. Little whimpers and cries coming from her lush mouth. She looked so inviting lying there like that.

		

		Cruelly, I turned on the little fluttering bunny ears of the Rabbit vibrator. The tiny soft flaps vibrating against her clitoris, as she bucked in orgasm. Then, another flip of the switch as the long rod began its thrusting motion. Pushing itself deeper inside of her than I had ever been. Her body thrashing wildly, back arched, sweat glistening on her pale skin, as she spasmed in orgasm.

		

		I guess that’s what gave me the fantasy. As I lay beside her, watching her luscious nether lips wrapped tightly around the thrusting vibrator. As she whimpered her satisfaction, I found I wanted her something fierce. I thought about replacing that dildo with something real. Then, wickedly, I thought about trying something else. After all, she was at my mercy. It was like I was possessed. Encouraged by her passion, I ripped the gag from her mouth. Replacing it with my throbbing erection, spit-roasting her. She didn’t even hesitate, just started sucking my cock. Her head automatically bobbing up and down its entire length. Even letting me push deep into her throat, something that I rarely did. It was unbelievable. She just kept moaning as she gave me head while I thrust that dildo inside her again and again. I could feel the resistance as it crashed against her cervix with each pulsing thrust.

		

		Suddenly, she pulled away from my cock. “Oh, fuck! Oh, God… I’m cumming...” she screamed. Her orgasm sending my throbbing cock into a spasm of its own, the creamy cum spilling all over her face and breasts. Her mouth greedily opening to receive the final spurts.

		

		After I had removed her restraints, she looked at me. Her eyes were still clouded with passion as she tried to catch her breath. “Wow. Damn… That was wild, Baby,” she whispered. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum that hard before. It was really hot having that monster inside me while I sucked you.” Then, wiping her fingers through the cum that had splattered her sweet face, she coyly licked it. Her tongue swirling all over her cum filled fingers. “I get the impression you must have liked it too, huh?” she giggled.

		

		“Yeah, I admit, it was kind of hot. It was almost like watching somebody fuck you while you sucked me off,” I admitted.

		

		“Did you really like that? Thinking of somebody else fucking me? Watching as that big cock filled me over and over? Was it as hot for you as it was for me?” she asked.

		

		“Oh, yeah. No doubt about that. It was fucking fantastic. Almost too real, if you know what I mean?” I said quietly.

		

		“Any chance I can get something real in me later tonight?” she whispered seductively. “I’m game for another round, if you are?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Sarah and I had been married just long enough for things to start to get stale in the bedroom. You know how it is. After a few years, there just doesn’t seem to be anything new and exciting anymore. The pizzazz was gone. I also traveled a lot on business, leaving her alone frequently. Sometimes for a week or more at a time. Things like that tend to put a crimp in any relationship.

		

		Anyway, we had decided to be more adventurous. Agreeing we wanted to jump start our relationship again. We’d seen too many of our friends have severe problems over their sex lives getting dull. We didn’t want to end up the same way. Top of the list was to be more explorative in our lovemaking. Thus, we made a visit to an Adult’s only store. Checking out just what all they had.

		

		That visit had been enlightening to say the least. They had a little bit of everything, if you know what I mean? Sexy lingerie, DVD’s, bondage supplies, sex toys… Oh, boy… Did they have sex toys. Whole aisles of them. All sorts of vibrators and dildos, most of them absolutely huge. I had been shocked at some of the things Sarah had found interesting. Seeing my previously very straight-laced wife browsing through blindfolds, handcuffs, even checking out a dildo. A very large one, at that. It dwarfed my more average sized equipment. Curious, of course, I’d asked her if she’d ever had that big a cock before? She giggled as she shyly admitted she hadn’t, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t curious about it. She had heard stories. “Girls talk you know.” Her comments followed by a very embarrassed flush on her face.

		

		We tried out some of our purchases that same night. I have to admit, it was a lot of fun. Different than our normal lovemaking sessions, that night seemed more about unbridled fucking. Just pure lust. I couldn’t get over how Sarah went crazy as that huge dildo split her in two out of my mind. It was kind of a wild fantasy for me, as well. The darn things are unbelievably lifelike. It was actually like watching her take another cock.

		

		Naturally, it seemed like an interesting fantasy to pretend it was another man. That dildo buried deep inside her pulsing pussy, my cock buried deep in her throat. A fantasy that we played out over and over the next few months. Maybe, we played it out too often, I don’t know. At any rate, somewhere along the line, it became more of an obsession. Sarah began to crave being spit-roasted by two cocks, mine in her mouth and that dildo splitting open her pussy. It soon became her favorite sexual fantasy.

		

		I found I enjoyed those nights every bit as much as she did. We even tried having that dildo deep inside of her as I slid my hard cock into her tight anal rosebud, double penetrating her. Sarah didn’t like it quite as much as being spit-roasted. But it sure came in as a close second in my book. Our fantasies growing as we added different dildoes into the equation.

		

		No mention was ever made by either of us about doing anything like that for real. But, at some point along the way, the fantasy started to take shape. At least, in her mind. I’m not even sure how it came up or which of us mentioned it first. Somehow, the dildo got a name, ‘Sam.’ She’d even whimper its name as it pushed deep into her welcoming depths. I suppose it helped her fantasy to think of it as a guy, maybe some stud from the movies or somebody she’d met. Somebody she could picture in her mind as that dildo fucked her silly.

		

		After a while, it didn’t seem like such a big deal. After all, it was just sex. An extension of our lovemaking. If I was out of town, she’d tell me how much she missed me. Sometimes even shyly admitting that she’d had a session with ‘Sam’ the previous night. Wishing that I had been there to offer the real thing.

		

		One night, after we’d gone to a party where another man had been hitting on her, we roleplayed him actually fucking her. ‘Sam’ plunging deeply inside of her as she screamed out an orgasm. Her admirer’s face etched in her mind, his name on her lips. Followed by me taking her, as well. Sarah lying there teasingly asking if I’d liked watching him fuck her so mercilessly. Of course, I told her I had. I even enjoyed what she called her ‘sloppy seconds,’ as I fucked her. Her excitement making her honeyed juices coat her moist pussy, providing extra lubrication. Both of us fantasizing that I was the second man she’d had that night.

		

		Neither one of us had been extremely adventurous before we were married. We’d had a few sex partners, but nothing out of the ordinary. She’d been with two other partners and I’d been with three. Certainly, neither of us had ever been with more than one partner in a night. All our experiences had been with our lover of the moment, using protection. Very normal, very bland, I guess. Nothing even remotely resembling a one-night stand. Maybe that was why we’d taken to the fantasy roleplay so readily. It was exciting to think of being that naughty.

		

		As time went by, we added other sex toys into the bedroom. Sarah loved being tied up and ‘forced’ to have sex. The more violent, the more she liked it. She loved it if I just took her, no preamble. Her body would convulse with violent orgasms as my cock ripped into her. Her screams echoing around the room as I pounded into her over and over. My hot cum exploding inside of her, filling her.

		

		Simulated threesome sex was great as well. Especially if she was tied up. She even liked me using multiple dildoes on her before taking her myself. Sarah fantasizing, she was in a gangbang. Whimpering all the time, begging for ‘them’ to stop. Afterwards, curling up gently into my arms and falling into an exhausted sleep.

		

		I suppose at some point, it became almost inevitable that she might want to live out the fantasy. We were curled up on the sofa one night, watching some porn movie on one of the movie channels. We’d both had a few glasses of wine, when she shyly brought it up. “Dave, I was thinking… Well, more wondering, I guess? Would you ever consider us having a threesome for real? You know, living out the fantasy? Seeing me with another man?”

		

		The question really threw me for a loop. I mean, fantasy was one thing, but the real thing? Seeing some other man take my wife right in front of me? Forced to watch as some strange guy’s cock buried itself in her sweet pussy, filling her with creamy cum? I pulled back from her and had to say that I honestly didn’t know. It was quite a leap from fantasy to reality. A very serious one.

		

		“I… Well, I was just curious. You know… It seems like so much fun when we pretend. I can understand if you don’t want to do it for real,” she replied. I could sense the hurt and disappointment in her voice though.

		

		“Sarah, I know it took a lot to ask me that. I’m not saying never. I’m just not sure about it? It’s something I’ll need to think about. Really, it’s something we both have to think about. It’s a big step. Huge. What happens if I can’t take it in real life? What if we feel differently about each other afterwards? There’s a lot of questions that we need to seriously answer before taking that step. Okay?” I replied.

		

		Sarah, at least, seemed somewhat mollified by my response. She cuddled back up while we watched the rest of the movie. Still, there was no sexual romp in the bedroom that night. Or, for several nights afterwards. Not even with ‘Sam.’

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		In fact, ‘Sam’ didn’t come up again until one night when I was out of town. I’d called her to check in, finding her a little breathless as she answered the phone. “Are you okay? You sound all out of breath.”

		

		“Uh… Yeah, I’m fine, Hon,” she gasped. “I was just… Well… I was lonely, and I was playing with ‘Sam,’” she shyly admitted.

		

		“Wish I was there with you to play along,” I told her. “It can get pretty lonely out here on the road too. I’ll be home late tomorrow, maybe we can have a night with ‘Sam’ again then? It’s been a while.”

		

		“Maybe…” came her coy reply. “You have a safe flight and I’ll see you tomorrow, Baby.”

		

		*

		

		We’d had a hot tub installed in the backyard earlier in the year. It was enclosed and very private. We rarely put on swimwear when we were out there. The few exceptions being if we had friends joining us, and not always even then. Several of our friends being at the same stage of life we were, a little bit of erotic adventure a welcome change. Nothing too exciting happened when we were out there with company, but the evenings were always very stimulating. Face it, there’s nothing like seeing your friends naked. All those swaying tits and tumescent cocks as people climbed in and out. Maybe some naughty innuendos as we sat there chatting. What can I say, it stirs some rather prurient thoughts? Maybe even fueling a few fantasies?

		

		Sarah had gotten a tattoo a couple of years back. A very intimate one. That seemed to always be an area of conversation whenever we went nude like that. She had a butterfly tattooed on her left breast, just high enough that it showed in anything other than her most conservative bras. What didn’t normally show was the spray of flowers that wrapped seductively around her breast beneath it. The way it framed her breast always cause for extra attention. Sarah frequently consenting to model it, posing this way and that.

		

		Strangely, considering how hot those nights were, neither one of us ever mentioned getting together with another couple as part of our fantasy life. Sarah might fantasize about so and so being in bed with us, but the wives never seemed to enter the picture. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed the view when one of the wives was naked with us in the hot tub. Oh, boy. Did I. I just didn’t seem to think of them as a partner in our bedroom antics. It was hard to think of any other woman when Sarah was writhing passionately in front of my eyes.

		

		We had decided to spend some time out there after I got home that night. It let me relax some of the kinks out from the long flight home and the hassle of the airport and traffic. We did a little smooching out there as well, before coming back inside and heading for the bedroom for a little night time fun.

		

		Sure enough, ‘Sam’ came out of the drawer. Sarah hungrily swallowing my hard cock as I plunged the dildo in and out of her. Her moans vibrating all along the length of my hard cock as she took me deep into her throat. Finally, she pulled away screaming out an orgasm. Then, still gasping for breath, she opened her eyes, looked at me and asked, “Are you going to take me too, Stranger? Are you going to fuck my innocent little pussy?” her fantasy in full play.

		

		“Oh, yeah. I’m going to fuck you, Lady. I’m going to rip you apart just like ‘Sam’ did. Then, I’m going to fill you full of my hot cum till you’re so full it’ll ooze out of you for a week,” I told her. Her eyes getting big as saucers as she heard my salacious comments.

		

		I slid slowly down her body, my lips trailing kisses the whole way. Stopping to suckle greedily on her erect nipples. Little moans escaping from her lips as I nibbled greedily from those pink tips. Finally, I reached her blonde landing strip. My nose buried deep in the soft curls. The scent of her excitement was almost overpowering. Roughly pushing her legs apart, I slid between her open thighs. My tongue tracing along her moist slit, a scream escaping from her at the onslaught.

		

		“Oh, yes... Lick my slutty pussy. Taste that hot seed inside me,” she cried. Her body thrashing about wildly beneath me.

		

		I plunged my tongue deep inside of her, tasting her honeyed sweetness. Her juices flowing freely from her excitement. Drawing my tongue back out, I twirled it slowly around her sensitive clit, Sarah spasming beneath me as a violent orgasm raced through her. Finally, I slid my throbbing cock between her pulsing nether lips. Pushing deeply inside her with one stroke, taking her. A scream coming from her lips as I bottomed out inside of her.

		

		I was thrusting harder now, Sarah whimpering with each stroke. I could see her body beginning to tense, feel the tightness in her pussy as I rammed into her over and over. I knew she was getting close. Sweat glistened on her body as I pounded into her again and again. Leaning forward, I took her nipple between my lips, suckling her. Then, suddenly, I bit down. The pain rocketing through her as she cried out. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she screamed, her body convulsing wildly as a huge orgasm tore through her.

		

		Even as she still convulsed beneath me, I didn’t let up. My cock was still pounding deep inside of her as she gasped for breath. Her breasts heaving with the effort, her eyes finally focusing on mine. “Oh, God. Yes... Fuck me… Take my slutty pussy,” she cried. “Fill me again. Do it.”

		

		Her words driving me crazy as I fell into her fantasy. Taking her just like some slut I’d picked up. Filling her for, what in her fantasy world, was the second time tonight. My cock bursting inside of her, as I filled her wanton womb. Her head thrashing back and forth on the bed, her long hair flying damply with the effort.

		

		Later, as she lay in my arms, Sarah turned her head to me. “That was so fucking hot. It was almost like doing it for real. I love it when we have our fantasy nights,” her voice a soft purr. Finally, I felt her body relax as she drifted off into sleep. Somehow, I guess, maybe I began to wonder myself just what it would be like?

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		After a while, I got a little more onboard with the idea. Sort of. Anyway, I suggested we go out one night. The idea was to maybe let Sarah flirt a little at a bar somewhere. While I watched the interaction between her and other men. If I could take that, well… Maybe I could handle a little more than that? The idea exciting both of us.

		

		I was watching as she got ready to go out that night. I’m not sure why, but she seemed different, somehow. Maybe it was just that I saw her as primping for somebody else? Not even knowing who that somebody might be, but she was acting differently tonight. Taking a little more time getting ready, her makeup seeming darker, sultrier. And, then there was her choice of dress. A very revealing cocktail dress that she’d only worn once before. Under protest, I might add. Sarah, insisting the dress was way too slutty for the party we were going to at the time.

		

		I also noticed that tonight, without any coaxing, she was sans underwear. Of any kind. Just knowing she was naked under that revealing dress was enough to get me hard. What was it going to be like, seeing other men hitting on her? Watching as she crossed and uncrossed those long legs of hers, flashing her bare snatch seductively at her admirers? Her full breasts practically falling out of the lowcut neckline? Nipples pressing like hard erasers against the clingy material?

		

		She giggled, minxlike, as I helped her into the car. Her dress riding high up her thighs, seeing how my eyes fell to her bare snatch. Oh, she was intending to enjoy our little game tonight. Big time. Just the idea exciting her. Her fingers kept stroking my thigh all the way downtown. We were heading for one of the hotels, thinking that she might find a nice array of out of town businessmen at the bar.

		

		Casually, I pulled up in front of the hotel, letting the valet service handle the car. Sarah only looking at me with a grin on her face as the door was opened for her and one of the valets assisted her from the car. My cock swelling as I saw how she let her thighs part as she exited. As we walked into the hotel, her face was already flushing a deep red from having flashed the valet. Oh, she intended to be very naughty tonight. I began to wonder, just how naughty?

		

		Walking through the doors, she turned to me and quietly suggested that I wait a few minutes before entering the bar. Not wanting it to look like we were together. It made sense, though it also felt like a slap in the face. Like I was being dismissed, superfluous to her plans for the night. My eyes following her swaying behind and long legs as she walked away from me. She didn’t even look back. I watched her until she stepped through the door to the lounge, then turned towards the gift shop to kill some time.

		

		Ten minutes later, I walked into the bar. Letting my eyes adjust to the dim lighting inside, I spotted Sarah sitting at the long bar. Her dress hiked well up her thighs, long legs crossed, as she swung one high heeled foot seductively. She was chatting amiably with some dark-haired man. He was older, maybe early forties. Graying hair, but still with a decent build. Giggling at some remark he’d made, her blue eyes flashing.

		

		I found a table where I had a clear view of my wife, without being overly obvious. They chatted for a few minutes, but I finally saw her shake her head negatively at him. He reluctantly retreated a few minutes later, leaving her alone at the bar. Seeing my chance, I shot her a text message,

		

		Hving fun?

		

		Her response echoing back only moments later, a winking smiley face.

		

		It wasn’t long before I saw the bartender set another glass of wine in front of her, with a nod towards the end of the bar. Sarah raising her glass in thank you. The gesture followed quickly by his approach. This one, looking more like some surfer type. Muscled abs and tousled sandy hair. Maybe six foot, or a little more. A confident smile on his face as he walked up and sat down next to her.

		

		He appeared to be a little more to her liking. She was actually flirting. Her fingers wrapping in her blonde curls playfully, batting her eye lashes, licking her lips seductively. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as she purposely crossed and uncrossed her legs. She knew exactly what she was doing. My cock swelling as I imagined the view he was getting up her short dress. She kept leaning over to pick up her drink, letting her top fall loosely away, no doubt exposing her erect, pink nipples to his probing eyes.

		

		Her admirer signaling for a refill for the two of them, I saw Sarah begin to play with the low neckline of her dress. Purposely drawing his attention to the swell of her breasts. Maybe, even allowing him a peek at what was hidden beneath the clingy material. As they sipped their drinks, his hand fell casually to her knee. Sarah tittering as his fingers began tracing lazy circles along her very bare thigh.

		

		My eyes were frozen to that hand. Watching in excruciating excitement as his fingers kept delving higher. Sarah’s breasts rising and falling passionately as her excitement grew. He was feeling her up! His fingers sliding brazenly beneath the short hem of her dress. Her tongue licking her dry lips. She was getting turned on.

		

		A few minutes later, I saw her excuse herself as she walked towards the back of the bar to the restrooms. A slight flush reddening her pale features. I sat there wondering if I should follow her? My cock growing harder by the minute. Just before I was about to get up, my phone beeped at me. It was a text from Sarah,

		

		Get the car. Meet u outside in a few.

		

		As I called for the check, I saw her latest admirer look down at his phone. A smile crossing his face as he stood up from the bar and walked towards the back. O. M. G. What was she up to? She wouldn’t… Would she? I mean, not for real? That… That wasn’t part of the plan. This game had rules, didn’t it?

		

		I had paid my tab, gotten the car and was sitting outside the hotel waiting. What was she doing? We had only talked about her doing some flirting, nothing else. I supposed her admirer’s trip to the restrooms could have been just be a coincidence. But, somehow, with a sinking feeling inside me, I knew deep inside it wasn’t. The more time that went by, the more frantic I became. How long does it take to commit adultery? If that’s what was happening? And, somehow, I was pretty sure that something was happening. Either she was giving him a blowjob, or she was fucking him.

		

		We hadn’t talked about any of this. I never agreed to any of it. This was just to be a night of flirting, kind of a way to get her charged up and test the waters a little. Anything beyond that was… OMG! What was going on, the clock in the dash slowly ticking over one minute at a time? I’d been idling the car for fifteen minutes when Sarah finally waltzed through the doors of the hotel. Her hair was tousled, and her face flushed, but she was smiling as she saw the car. Strolling seductively towards it, looking a little like some feral animal.

		

		Slipping into the car, she grinned at me mischievously. “What did you do, Sarah? You didn’t…” my wife silencing me with a finger to my lips.

		

		“I was enjoying myself tonight, and he was nice. I… Well, I decided I wanted to test the waters. For real,” she teased.

		

		“Wha… What did you do?” I asked, my voice breaking with emotion.

		

		“If you really want to know, I’ll tell you. But, only if you’re serious?” she grinned.

		

		“I… I want to know, Sarah. I have to know. What did you do?”

		

		Eyes flashing, she leaned over the console and kissed me. Her hands wrapping around my head as her tongue pushed wantonly between my lips. Her kiss tasting of… OMG! The salty, musky taste of another man filled my senses. She tasted of cum. She’d sucked him off. I felt like I was going to pass out. Like some huge cavern had opened inside my chest and was going to swallow me. Sitting there, my hands shaking as I tried to grip the steering wheel to settle myself.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I drove home like some sort of automaton. I honestly don’t remember any of the drive at all. It felt as though a chasm had opened between us. A rift that was hard to deal with. Sarah had cheated on me. Oh, I know I’d agreed she could ‘flirt.’ Maybe test the waters a little? But this seemed much closer to ‘pushing the envelope,’ than ‘testing the waters.’ It was not what we’d talked about. Not at all. Not to my mind.

		

		The entire drive, picturing my wife on her knees before her sandy haired lover. Her lips wrapped around his thick shaft. Blonde locks bobbing slowly up and down as she sucked him dry. Letting him shoot his salty seed down her throat. I couldn’t help it. It was all I could think about. Sarah debasing herself like that. On her knees in some filthy restroom. Part of me torn asunder. And… Damn… Part of me… Fuck… My cock was rock-hard all the way home.

		

		Sarah hurried into the house when we got home. I took my time about it, trying to get my head together. Locking up the house and turning off lights before venturing back to the bedroom. She was just standing there, biting her finger teasingly. It looked like she was about to burst out in a fit of giggles. Excited by my consternation over what she’d done.

		

		“What’s the matter, Dave? Didn’t you like it? Tell me you didn’t like it, and I won’t bring it up again, I promise.” Walking towards me, looking like some feral animal in heat. One arm snaking around me, she kissed me once again with those same adulterous lips. Lips she’d wrapped around some other man’s hard dick. Her tongue demanding entrance, still tasting of the tang of his cum. Her other hand wrapping around my swollen cock. Her fingers causing it to swell as she stroked it sensuously. “But somehow I think you did…” she purred.

		

		“Admit it, you liked seeing those men hit on me. You even liked knowing I was doing something naughty with him. Wondering what I was doing? Did it excite you? Thinking about me with him? Was I just sucking him off? Or, was I fucking him? What if I had fucked him, David? Would that have really been all that bad? I’d been with other men before we got married, you know that. And, I’m here, with you, aren’t I? I love you, Baby. Nothing, and no one, will change that. But, adding a little spice now and again? It seems so naughty. So hot. That’s not so bad, is it?”

		

		“I… I don’t understand. How could you, Sarah? We talked about flirting, teasing a little, that’s all,” I reminded her. “This… This was…”

		

		“And, I saw the way you were watching me sitting there. You were burning with excitement. We were both enjoying the adventure. Eventually, we’d have ended up in this exact same place. I just cut to the chase,” she said matter-of-factly. Her voice full of logic and reason. “If you can’t handle knowing I gave some guy a BJ, you can’t handle seeing me with someone else. Watching as he fucks me. His hard cock sliding into me again and again. And, that’s the fantasy, isn’t it? Seeing me with another man? Well, isn’t it?”

		

		“Yes,” I admitted hesitantly.

		

		“Well… The world didn’t end, did it? I’m still here, and I’m full of his creamy seed… Wouldn’t you like to know exactly what happened? I’ll tell you. I’ll even show you,” she purred. Pulling away from me, she slid to her knees in front of me.

		

		“I was in the restroom, and… It was empty. So, I called him and told him to meet me in there. He came in a few moments later, and I pulled him into one of the stalls. Then, I kissed him. Just like I kissed you. A nice, exciting, French kiss. Then, I got down on my knees, just like this. His cock was bulging right in front of me.

		

		“I pulled down his zipper, real slow,” she whispered. My own zipper coming down as she did. “Then, I pulled his cock out. Mmmm… It was a nice one, too. About the same size as you. Nice mushroom shaped head, and thick. Maybe, a little bigger,” she teased. “It felt heavier, anyway. I mean, you know, on my tongue.”

		

		With that, she slid her lips around my cock and slid it inside her slutty mouth. Her head starting to bob slowly up and down my swollen shaft. That wicked tongue of hers, swirling under it. Sliding me deep into her throat, before popping back off. “He was groaning, when I took him deep like that. He tasted different, sort of. I mean, enough I could have told you apart.”

		

		Then, she went back to sliding her slutty mouth over my throbbing cock. The filthy, little slut started humming. My cock swelling intensely as the vibrations burned through me. My hands going to her blonde curls, pulling her down onto my cock. Shoving it deep into her throat, fucking her filthy mouth. Sarah’s eyes closing in ecstasy as she let me use her. Her mind, no doubt, picturing how her lover had taken her. Fantasizing about him, remembering how his thick cock had filled her adulterous mouth. How he’d tasted. The scent of him.

		

		Over and over, I pulled her down on my hard shaft. My mind picturing her just like this, only with her sandy haired lover’s cock in her mouth instead. Watching her expression as I used her whorish mouth. Sarah was moaning now, totally lost in the sensations racing through her. My cock driving faster and faster into her tight throat. My balls boiling with cum, I needed to let go. Needed to fill her slutty mouth with my own salty seed. With a cry, I let loose. Jet after jet of my own creamy cum shooting deep into her throat.

		

		I could feel her swallowing, her throat contracting around my shaft, as she gulped down my seed. Finally, she pulled away. Long streaks of cum hanging from her adulterous lips to the head of my cock. Her eyes burning with lust, as she gasped for breath. “Just… Just like that,” she gasped. Licking her lips as she grinned up at me.

		

		“Then, I stood up and kissed him on the cheek. And, I walked out. Straight out of the bar and through the lobby. Not stopping until I got into the car and kissed you,” she purred. Sounding for all the world like some satisfied feline. “Letting you taste what I’d done. Proving what a bad girl, I’d been.

		

		“Was I really all that bad? Or, was I just a little naughty?” she taunted. “I like being naughty, David. I really do. I like kissing you afterwards, even more.”

		

		Her purring voice, the taste of her cum laced kiss, enough to stir my rampant cock. With a lust bordering on insanity, I tore her dress from her. Leaving her standing naked in front of me. Her only clothing, the pair of fuck me high heels she had on. Grabbing her, I threw her onto the bed. Bending her over the edge as I dropped my pants. My cock already hard again. Coming up behind her, I shoved my hard rod deep into her pulsing nether lips.

		

		Sarah cried out as I pierced her swollen cunt. OMG! She was so wet after what she’d done. I could almost believe she’d done more than a blowjob. Her fingers clawing at the bedding, I fucked her. Fucked my slut of a wife. Her cries echoing around the quiet room. Our bodies slapping loudly together. It was like I was superhuman, my cock was so hard. I’d just cum, so I was nowhere near ready to explode. I fucked her, mercilessly. Sweat pouring off our bodies, Sarah spasming wildly beneath my onslaught. Her body thrashing in one frantic orgasm after another.

		

		Finally, joining her, my own cum filling her scalding hot womb. Leaving her lying exhausted on the bed, gasping for breath. Rolling over, she looked at me. “I think I like being bad,” she whispered.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		That next week I was in town again and I noticed that Sarah seemed a little uptight and fidgety. Not really upset, just not her normal self. “Anything wrong, Babe?” I asked. “You seem kind of preoccupied.”

		

		“No, not really. I’ve been toying with the idea of inviting a friend from work over this weekend. I’m just not entirely sure about it, is all,” she replied.

		

		“What’s the big deal, invite her over. We can behave,” I grinned lewdly.

		

		“It’s not a ‘her,’” came the soft reply.

		

		That got my attention, big time. “Oh? Who is it, Hon?”

		

		“His name is Troy; you’ve never met him. We’ve worked together for quite a while now and he’s leaving the company at the end of the month and moving to New Jersey,” she offered. “We’ve been close work friends off and on through the years. He always liked to flirt with me. I kind of enjoyed the attention, too. It always made me feel kind of sexy.”

		

		“There’s certainly nothing wrong with that, Sarah. Everybody enjoys feeling like they’re sexy. Uh… Wait a minute… You never acted on those advances, did you?” I asked warily.

		

		“No, of course not, Sweetie. You know me better than that. But, well… You know how we fantasize sometimes about another man in bed with us? A threesome? Him fucking me while I suck you off?” she asked shyly.

		

		“Sure, you really get off on it. I guess, honestly, I do too,” I replied.

		

		“Well… It’s just that, now with him leaving, and knowing that I’ll never see him again, I’ve been kind of thinking it presents a unique opportunity. It might be fun to explore things. You know, take the fantasy to the next level? I don’t know, I guess maybe I’m just curious about it. I’d never do anything like that with him without your knowledge, I promise. It’s just, with all the fantasizing we’ve done, it seems like it might be fun to try it for real. I mean… More than just a blowjob in the john,” she snickered teasingly. “You know, maybe have sex with him? Is it? Okay, I mean? Can I have a threesome for real?”

		

		Oh, God, I thought. This was something that I hadn’t anticipated. I knew our little fantasy play made her super-hot. That night at the hotel had been unbelievable. But, taking it up another notch? I wasn’t so sure about that. I mean… Yes, it got me off too, but to really let someone else fuck my wife? To watch her scream in passion as his hard cock plunges into her? I wasn’t so sure about that. If I seriously thought about the possibility of Sarah fucking another man, I found myself extremely conflicted. I mean, my first thought was not only ‘No,’ but ‘Hell No.’

		

		I had to admit my other brain, the little one, seemed to be having some very different thoughts of its own. That brain seemed to be all for it. I could feel the stirrings of a tremendous erection as I thought about sharing Sarah. Getting the chance to see her with another man. Not just taste the aftermath. But, actually watch her face as she slid her pussy sensually down on his hard cock or took that cock between her moist lips in a blowjob. Wow! Hot stuff. But, could I handle seeing it? I didn’t know?

		

		Seeing my consternation, Sarah looked at me, “We don’t have to decide anything just yet, David. But, maybe, can we think about it? Please?”

		

		“If you really feel that you want to do this, I’ll say yes. But, it’s with the understanding that I want to be involved all the way. There’ll be no ‘just the two of you’ slipping off to a bedroom together. No sneaking into the bathroom either. Not like last time. It’ll be a threesome between all of us. Think of it as a Sarah sandwich, if you will,” I said firmly.

		

		“Hmmmm… So, a threesome of my own with two cocks to play with? I think I might really like that kind of sandwich. So, would it really be okay for me to invite him? You mean it? You’re sure?” she asked excitedly.

		

		“Go for it.”

		

		As the weekend approached, Sarah became more and more nervous. I knew deep down that she wanted this. It was, no doubt, the fulfillment of some wild sexual fantasy. For me too, I suppose. Friday morning, Sarah turned to me as she was getting ready for work and asked, “Last chance to back out on Troy coming over tomorrow, are you sure that you’re still okay with this?”

		

		“No… Of course not. In all honesty, I’m never going to be sure about seeing you with another man. How could I be, Sarah? I love you. I will always be jealous and conflicted to see you with somebody else. But, loving you also means trusting you. It means that I trust that you’ll come back to me, no matter what. It also means that I love you enough to give you what you want,” I replied. “Having said that, I’m still saying yes to tomorrow night. Go ahead and fulfill the fantasy for real.”

		

		Sarah put her arms around me and kissed me passionately saying, “Thank you, Darling. What did I ever do to deserve you? How did I manage to get so lucky? You make me so happy. And, yes, I will always come home to you. Always and forever.”

		

		Sarah probably tried on twenty outfits that Saturday afternoon. She paraded out like a runway model for me to see each one, pirouetting and prancing around the room, asking my opinion of each. After making her final selection she went in and started to get ready for her new lover. It’s strange. I’ve come to actually enjoy watching her as she primps. I don’t know, maybe I just like watching my sexy wife, but somehow it seems deeper than that. More erotic now, ever since that night at the hotel. Tonight, even more so, knowing that all her preening is for another man.

		

		Tonight, Sarah even asked my help to her shave her pussy. Knowing that this extra special effort was for Troy and not for me, caused me to feel all sorts of strange stirrings. I’d watched her primp before, of course. After all, we had been married for years. It’s just that this time, fear about what might happen with Troy was foremost in my mind. I felt that if anything could drive a wedge in our marriage, this might be it? Sarah was definitely making an extraordinarily special effort tonight.

		

		The idea of actually watching another man seduce and fuck my lovely wife right in front of me was maybe even scarier. This was, at least in my mind, going to be a passionate sharing of Sarah, not some fantasy. That’s what I hoped, anyway.

		

		As the time approached, we both seemed to be on pins and needles waiting for Troy to make his appearance. I poured each of us a glass of wine to help with the nerves. Sarah looked stunningly beautiful. Her final choice of clothing was an extremely short halter dress. The soft fabric clung to every curve of her body like it had been molded on. It hugged her breasts such that I could easily see the outline of her nipples pressing against the fabric. She’d chosen to go without stockings tonight leaving her tanned legs bare except for the wedge style high-heeled shoes that graced her feet. I hadn’t been at all surprised when, as I watched her dress for the evening, she didn’t put any panties on.

		

		When we finally heard his car out in the driveway, Sarah made one last check of her makeup and then went to the door. As she opened the door to invite him in, she leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. It was almost anticlimactic. I had expected something closer to fireworks, not this chaste little peck on the cheek. Maybe she was as nervous about tonight as I was?

		

		Introductions were made and then Sarah and Troy went into the living room as I brought drinks for all of us. When I came into the room, I was surprised to see that Sarah had decided to sit opposite of Troy rather than next to him. She was curled up on the loveseat, her feet tucked under her. Her shoes lay on the floor. Her dainty fingers were twining around locks of her hair as they talked, a perfect picture of enticing femininity. Even more so when I realized that from his vantage point opposite her, Troy could see up her very short dress. Still, I knew it was best to just let Sarah set the pace. It was, after all, her fantasy.

		

		After a few minutes, Sarah excused herself to get the snack tray that she had prepared. It gave Troy and I a chance to size each other up. It was a somewhat uncomfortable situation. At least, for me. I knew where the evening was headed. He was a nice-looking guy, I had to give him that. He was maybe a couple of years younger than I was with a darker complexion. We were both about the same height and build. Obviously, I couldn’t tell anything about his other attributes, but I was pretty sure that I’d be finding out later. I let him ramble on about his new job in New Jersey and how excited he was to start the new position. Hey, it filled some otherwise awkward time.

		

		After what seemed like an eternity, Sarah returned, and we talked, nibbled and drank for about an hour. It did allow us to get a little more familiar and comfortable with each other. I wondered if Troy knew what Sarah’s plans for the evening were? For that matter, did Sarah even know? For all I knew, she was totally winging it. I continued to let her take the lead. Finally, Sarah mentioned that if he’d like, we could all adjourn to the hot tub in the back yard for a nice soak. “Sure,” came the swift reply. “I’ve really been looking forward to it.”

		

		“Great.” she said with some relief. “Dave, would you please get out towels for everybody and pour some fresh drinks while I go change? By the way Troy, the hot tub is clothing optional. We’ve always let our guests decide what they’re comfortable with…?” she hinted shyly.

		

		“Oh, I’m fine with it being sans clothing. I always say, ‘When in Rome…’” came his quick reply. A grin from ear to ear on his face.

		

		Yeah… I couldn’t blame him.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Troy came into the kitchen with his towel wrapped comfortably around his waist. He seemed to exude confidence. I got the impression he was beginning to feel pretty happy with himself. After all, he was at the very least going to get to see Sarah in the nude. I was still having some difficulty coming to grips with what might be coming later. But I also knew that I would let her go through with whatever the evening brought. Her naughtiness that night at the hotel, whetting my appetite for more.

		

		Troy and I decided to go on out to the hot tub enclosure and get settled in while we waited for Sarah. There was definitely the chance that it could be a while. I thought that tonight in particular, it might be quite a while as I knew she’d be spending extra time primping in front of the mirror to look her best. This would be the first time her potential lover would see her naked.

		

		As we climbed in the hot tub, I caught a glimpse of Troy’s other attributes. From the looks of things, he was already getting a little excited and I had to admit he was impressive. I imagined the idea of seeing Sarah totally naked was driving him crazy. I knew that if I was the one in that position, I’d certainly be excited at the opportunity. Maybe, a little apprehensive as well. Hell, I already felt that way.

		

		Finally, the wait was over. We heard Sarah opening the door to the hot tub enclosure. I noticed, she’d piled her long hair up, keeping it out of the swirling water. She walked in almost casually, asking, “Did you bring my wine out, Hon?”

		

		“Sure did, I’ve got it right here. I think we’re just waiting for you,” I commented.

		

		Sarah turned, giving us both a big smile and rather coyly asked, “Well, I hope the wait was worth it boys?” She slipped her towel off, hanging it up on the hooks we had on the wall of the enclosure. Her body posed perfectly, as every curve was revealed. She slipped out of her wedge heels and walked casually towards us. Proud in her nakedness, she took my hand as I helped her step down in to the swirling water. She looked awesome. My God, she was beautiful.

		

		Sarah was just standing there totally exposed in front of the two of us. I could see Troy drinking in every aspect of her luscious body, his gaze lingering longingly on her breasts. As he slowly absorbed the details of her body, I could see his eyes widen on seeing her tattoo and then proceed on down to her freshly shaved vagina. I had a feeling that was only his first surprise of the night.

		

		Sarah slipped gracefully down in to the tub, settling easily between the two of us. I handed her a glass of wine and she raised it up saying, “To Troy, may your new job be all you hope for and then some.”

		

		As we all raised our glasses, I could see Troy’s eyes straying again and again to where Sarah’s breasts bobbled up with the bubbles from the hot tub. The colorful butterfly part of her tattoo was easily visible. Occasionally her nipples were even peeking from the surface as she would change positions. I could only imagine that Troy was getting extremely excited by this time. I knew that I was. I loved watching Sarah as she exhibited her body. Not even trying to hide her flirtatiousness tonight. She seemed to glory in the knowledge that we were lustfully gazing at her.

		

		As time went on, we all moved closer together. It was just easier to talk over noise of the water jets that way. Of course, Sarah was the center of attention being between the two of us. I could easily tell how turned on she was becoming. Her face became flushed, as her breathing grew deeper and faster. I wondered if she would make a move while we were out here? Now, with the roiling waters hiding anything below the surface from view seemed like it would be a good time for some hanky panky to me. But it was Sarah’s party.

		

		After we had been in the hot bubbling water about forty-five minutes, Sarah suggested that it was time to go inside and cool off. As I held out my hand to her for support, she led the way out of the hot tub. Troy seemed to be heartily enjoying the view of her shapely ass ascending the steps. His attention was absolutely riveted as she dabbed herself dry and wrapped a towel around her body.

		

		Afterwards, she pulled her hair loose, letting it fall in soft curls down her back. Her head tossing seductively as she freed it. The three of us casually stood around in the living room talking. We just had our towels wrapped around us, as we sipped on newly refreshed glasses of wine. Troy had been admiring Sarah’s soft curves all night and now his eyes kept straying to the small butterfly tattoo that partially peaked out of the top of her towel.

		

		“Did it hurt when you had that done?” he asked.

		

		“A little, but it was kind of sexy at the same time,” purred Sarah. “There I was topless in front of this hot looking guy I’d never even seen before and his hands were all over my breast. There was no way he could avoid it. I have to admit, I got kind of turned on, pain or not.”

		

		“Does it feel any different?” Troy asked. “I mean, like does it feel different to the touch?”

		

		“No, of course not. Why would it?” replied Sarah sounding a little miffed.

		

		“I don’t know, it just seems like it should,” said Troy defensively. “I mean you’ve got extra stuff in your tit.”

		

		“It’s just ink. I guarantee you it doesn’t, Smartass. But if my word’s not enough for you, prove it to yourself Troy,” taunted Sarah haughtily.

		

		“You mean… I can touch it?” he asked tentatively. His gaze shifting from Sarah to me and back again.

		

		“Why not? It’s nothing you haven’t seen out in the hot tub already. Go ahead,” taunted Sarah. “Prove it to yourself.” Brazenly, she pulled her towel down, so he could have access to her tattooed orb, leaving her left breast completely exposed and open to his touch. He little pink nipple prominently on display.

		

		Troy tentatively reached out to touch Sarah’s warm inviting breast. I could see her breasts rising and falling faster, heaving as her breathing deepened while his fingers gently traced around her colorful iridescent butterfly. Then, his hand slipped slowly around her breast tracing the normally hidden flowering vine that wraps around it, framing her nipple. My eyes intoxicated as I watched it harden excitedly.

		

		I was just standing there, a bystander in their little erotic play. Like some voyeur. Feeling extremely possessive and jealous as I saw his fingers move sensually around my wife’s breast. I was also getting more than a little turned on as I saw his fingers cup her whole breast. Lifting it in his hand and feeling the weight of it. It was then that things got more complicated, or maybe more interesting depending on your point of view. Troy didn’t stop there. His fingers slipped down to Sarah’s inviting soft pink nipple. Giving it a little tweak.

		

		“That’s NOT my tattoo,” proclaimed Sarah loudly, as her body quickly jerked away from his probing fingers. With her sudden reaction, Sarah’s towel came loose the rest of the way dropping to the floor, leaving her standing totally naked in front of the two of us. With a slightly inebriated and embarrassed giggle, Sarah looked up at us shyly. “Oops... That wasn’t supposed to happen.”

		

		“Oh, please don’t cover up on my part. I’ve got to be honest, Sarah. I’ve fantasized seeing you naked for a very long time. You are absolutely stunning.” admitted Troy.

		

		Sarah’s finger went to her pouty lips considering his request. With an impish gleam in her eyes, she reached a hand over, grabbed Troy’s towel and jerked it free. “Fair is fair, Troy. Now, I get to check you out too.” Then laughing she turned to me and repeated the maneuver with my towel. “That’s more like it. Two hot studs at my disposal. This could become an interesting evening.”

		

		I think Troy was too shocked to react at first. He looked a little like a deer that has just been caught in the headlights of a car. His cock swelling at her wanton display. I stepped over behind my luscious wife and wrapped my arms around her. Then, bent to give her a kiss on her neck as she purred softly. Sarah was on fire. My little kiss of reassurance developing into a full-fledged French kiss as she twisted in my arms and molded her body to mine. My cock distending between her thighs. Finally coming up for air, Sarah coyly turned to face Troy. Slipping from my embrace she stepped up to his naked body and leaned in giving him a tentative kiss. I could see his cock swelling as her lips brushed against his.

		

		That hesitant kiss was all the invitation he needed. Troy pulled her into his arms, passionately mimicking my earlier French kiss. His hands moved slowly down her back, finally cupping her cute ass cheeks. Pulling her body tightly against him, he reveled in the warm embrace. Her body molding itself to his. I could see his now rapidly growing erection pressing hard between her legs. When he finally broke the kiss, his lips moved swiftly down her neck and collarbone. Leaving little kisses, the whole way, not stopping until he reached her enticing butterfly. Then, finally he reached his ultimate objective. Taking Sarah’s erect pink nipple into his mouth, he began to suckle greedily from her breast.

		

		Sarah threw her head back, a soft moan escaping from her lips as Troy drew her nipple into his mouth. I slipped up behind her again and kissed the back of her neck. My hands roamed freely down her back and sides as Troy’s hands became busy touching and caressing her breasts. I even cupped her breasts for him, offering them to him as he suckled greedily on first one nipple then the other. Sarah’s soft moans became little whimpers with our mutual ministrations, her body starting to writhe between us. My cock rising to the occasion as it pushed insistently against her ass.

		

		Eventually, Troy’s roaming hands found the soft, moist lips of her newly bare pussy. Sarah whimpered loudly as he ran his fingers along her moist slit. Finally, when he stroked her sensitive clit, her whole body seemed to dissolve in a violent orgasmic spasm. Sarah turned her face to mine, hands twining in my hair while she kissed me passionately as Troy’s tongue boldly replaced his fingers. Kissing her dewy nether lips tasting her sweet musk and then twirling around her pulsing nub of nerves. It was unbelievable. The two of us were actually making love to her, no doubt fulfilling her deepest fantasies. She couldn’t seem to stop cumming. Eyelids fluttering uncontrollably as her body spasmed. Her cries of ecstasy only becoming silenced by my kisses, the two of us driving her wild.

		

		As Troy finally slipped his tongue between the soft, sensitive folds of Sarah’s pussy lips, I drove my tongue deeply into her inviting mouth. We were tongue fucking her from both ends. Her body was jerking wildly from the sensations. I knew she couldn’t keep this up much longer. Within moments, Sarah spasmed violently, her whole body going rigid. She pulled away from my lips and screamed, her eyes rolling back into her head. Totally lost in her orgasm. My arms the only thing still holding her up. Troy finally ceased his tongue fucking of that sweet pussy and Sarah began to breath more normally in my arms. Giving me a passionate kiss, she pulled away and moved seductively over to Troy.

		

		I watched in total fascination as Sarah knelt submissively before him and daintily wrapped her hands around his throbbing erection. She leaned forward and began to lovingly kiss the large mushroom shaped head of his cock. I stared in awe as she ran her tongue along its entire length before once again coming back to kiss the swollen head. Sarah turned her head, looking directly at me, her eyes clouded with lust. Then, I saw her pink tongue snake out, sensuously licking the clear drop of precum that had gathered on the slit of that mushroom head. Letting the taste of him roll on her tongue for a moment. Then, smiling, she seductively opened her mouth and pushed down his hard length. Her eyes never leaving mine as she voraciously swallowed him deep in to her throat. He was big enough she could only get about two thirds of his length in to her mouth. I was mesmerized. Seeing her actually sucking another man’s cock was like something out of a fantasy. Our fantasy. I could see her diamond ring flashing as her hand worked the long shaft of his cock. She was sucking him off. Her cheeks hollowing as she slid him deep inside her throat.

		

		I still wasn’t sure how I felt about that. I mean, I knew she’d done it before. Duh! But it hurts to watch your wife take a strange cock in her mouth. It was also erotic as hell. My throbbing erection attesting to the fact. Troy began to groan as his hips started to move involuntarily, fucking her sweet mouth. His fingers tangling in her blonde locks. Sarah’s head bobbed wildly up and down his hardened rod as he thrust in to her. Her hands wrapped about the shaft covering where her mouth couldn’t reach.

		

		Sarah was starting to moan loudly as he hammered her mouth brutally. His long cock filling her throat with every thrust. I watched in amazement as her throat expanded, accepted his thick rod as he pushed deeper into it. This couldn’t go on much longer. Troy was holding back as much as he could, but I knew from the look on his face it wouldn’t be but a few more seconds. Suddenly, I saw him stiffen. A loud groan escaping from his mouth as his body spasmed. Sarah was swallowing like crazy, trying to take all his creamy seed. Finally, he began to slow. She pulled away from his softening cock with a loud slurp, gasping for breath. Her mouth covered with his creamy seed, a few drops even dribbling down her chin to fall on her pale breasts. I watched as she sensuously licked the sticky cum from her lips.

		

		A little triumphant smile formed on her face. Now that she had finally come up for air, I took her hand and helped her up from her knees. She turned to me, molding her body to mine. Raising her lips to mine, her tongue pushed deep into my mouth as I tasted the salty cream Troy had left behind. I let my tongue duel passionately with hers. Tasting her infidelity, the unmistakable proof that she had sucked off another man.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Taking her hand, I guided her towards the sofa. The fingers of her other hand entwined in Troy’s, dragging him along on our quest for a better venue. I sat down and pulled her upper torso into my lap, once again commencing to kiss her passionately. I could smell the musky scent of another man’s cock fresh on her lips, taste his cum on that delightfully probing tongue. Quickly getting the idea, Troy knelt between her legs and once again began to lick and probe her soft nether lips with his tongue.

		

		Sarah couldn’t help herself; she whimpered, she cried, she screamed, her whole body dissolved in spasms as our four hands and two tongues attacked her defenseless body. At last Sarah looked up at me and whispered, “I love you so much.” Then turning her attention to Troy, she said, “I need you, Troy. Fuck me. I want you to shove that hard cock in me. Now.”

		

		Troy looked totally out of his element; this was obviously new territory for him. Sarah was lying there in her husband’s arms, demanding that he fuck her. “I… I’ve got a condom in the bedroom; I’ll go get it…” he stammered.

		

		“NOW, Troy. I want you RIGHT NOW. Just shut up and FUCK me,” she wailed.

		

		Troy began to stroke his rapidly hardening cock back to life. Gaining his full length again, Sarah held on to my hands as Troy began to slide that monster up and down between her soft pussy lips. I could see everything. This was so different from watching a plastic dildo pierce her. There was a sensuality to it, almost a beauty in their coupling. It was seductive, enticing. I couldn’t tear my eyes away even if I’d wanted to. And, quite frankly, I didn’t want to. I realized on some level it was fulfilling my own fantasy as well as Sarah’s.

		

		Sarah gasped, her hands gripping mine tightly, as Troy began to push the large head of his cock past her swollen pussy lips. Inch by inch his long shaft began to disappear inside her eager, welcoming pussy. He moved slowly, taking his time, letting her adjust to his size and length. I leaned down and kissed my beautiful wife as Troy’s cock finally bottomed out inside of her. I could feel her body convulse involuntarily as he began to move slowly in and out.

		

		Sarah’s hands were now holding fast to my head as she kissed me non-stop, her tongue like a writhing snake in my mouth. By this time, Troy had given up any pretense of slow passionate lovemaking; he was driving his cock into her, pounding her eager body with each thrust. My hands roamed freely over her breasts, attacking her swollen nipples. At last, Troy could hold back no longer. Sarah tore her mouth from mine and screamed out her passion as Troy emptied himself deep inside of her. Her entire body convulsing in her lust fueled excitement, toes curled tightly.

		

		“I love you, Sarah,” I said as I leaned down to kiss her.

		

		“Oh God, Dave. I love you so much,” she replied as she once again began to shower me with her kisses.

		

		Troy stood up a bit shakily. His rapidly deflating cock now glistened with their combined juices. Sarah didn’t even seem to see him standing there as she continued kissing me passionately. Finally, still breathing hard, her focus shifted to my own rock-hard erection. “Hmmmm… I wonder what we could do with this? Do you have any ideas, Hubby?” she queried impishly.

		

		“What would you like to do with it? This is your night. I am totally at your command,” I volunteered.

		

		“Then, I want you to fuck me. Claim me back. Make me all yours my love,” came her breathy plea.

		

		I swiftly knelt between her open thighs. I could see Troy’s hot creamy cum oozing heavily from between her smooth nether lips. It ran copiously down her legs to pool beneath her on the leather of the sofa. I leaned down and kissed her soft mound, my tongue flicking against her clitoris, inhaling the combined aroma of the two of them. The musky scent of their lust enough to drive me insane. Finally, I let my probing tongue slip easily inside her hot velvety tunnel. I could taste Troy’s cum, like burning hot lava, inside her writhing body.

		

		You’d think that the sight of Troy’s creamy seed bubbling between her soft pink petals would be debasing. The truth is that nothing about it turned me off. Sarah’s body convulsed violently as my tongue penetrated her cum filled depths. Her lips parting in a scream as an orgasm overtook her. I wanted to remember everything, every feeling, every taste, every sensation about tonight. Needed to remember it.

		

		Finally, I slowly began to push my cock inside of her. She gasped at the feeling of another cock, so similar yet so different, now invading her illicit depths. Two different cocks consecutively probing her most private places. The sensations seemed to overwhelm her. Hell, the sensations were overwhelming me. The feeling of her lava hot pussy gripping against my engorged erection as I moved deeper and deeper inside of her was unreal. She felt so hot and slick, yet still so unbelievably tight. I began to pump slowly at first and then with rising rapidity. I could see my cock streaked with Troy’s cum as I slid in and out of her welcoming pussy. Sarah was once again screaming her satisfaction, “Fuck me, Dave. God, yes, fuck me. Make me all yours,” came her cries. “Take me back. Fill me up with your hot cum.” Troy seemed now to be all but forgotten in her craving for ultimate sexual satisfaction. Her lustful hunger totally consuming her.

		

		Finally, I succumbed to her demands, emptying my seed deep inside of her. Reclaiming her. Letting my own seed duel with her lovers for possession inside of her. We both screamed with the exultation of our mutual orgasms, and then collapsed in each other’s arms. Troy, for his part, had strictly been a spectator to this round of sexual athletics. He looked like he still couldn’t believe what had just happened. I think a lot of fantasies had been fulfilled tonight. I also wondered if there weren’t a few more to come?

		

		Sarah and I kissed hungrily, enjoying the closeness of being in each other’s arms. Just lying there, feeling the afterglow of what had just happened. Finally, I heard Troy say, “Wow. What a rush. I never thought I’d ever really do anything like that in my life. It was like being in some porn movie. A total fantasy come true.”

		

		“It wasn’t just your fantasy, Troy. Believe me, you helped fulfill some of ours as well,” replied Sarah impishly. “In fact… Why don’t you come over here and let me see if I can’t fulfill some more fantasies?”

		

		With that, Sarah tentatively reached out to touch his cock, feeling it begin to grow once again in her teasing hands. She turned to grin at me, and then moved to take him into her mouth, her wedding ring sparkling brightly as her hand closed round his hard cock. She began kissing the enlarged purple head of his cock and then began to slide her tongue slowly down its length as she worshipped it. Tasting the combined secretions that still clung to his manhood.

		

		I shifted down on the sofa and began to nibble and suck at her soft pink nipples as I let my hands roam hungrily over her seemingly insatiable body. This was definitely going to be a night of unbelievable fantasies coming true. I could see her starting to take almost his entire length into her sweet mouth and felt no jealously. I was way too turned on to be jealous. Besides, I was right there taking part in all of this. Literally, sharing her. How could I be upset? Watching her sweet lips slide over his thick rod, I could begin to feel my own cock stirring again. Despite having just cum inside of her only a few minutes before, I was hard again.

		

		I knew what I wanted to see. More importantly, I knew what I wanted to give her. I wanted her to have the sensation of two cocks penetrating her at the same time. Two-real cocks, Spit-Roasting her. I began to stroke my now growing erection, feeling unbelievably turned on. Finally, I moved to her sopping wet cunt and began to penetrate her again.

		

		Sarah moaned deeply, as I began to enter her. Her mouth still greedily wrapped tightly around Troy’s hard erection. As I began to stroke in and out of her, she began to get used to the rhythm of the two of us. She responded, moving her body willingly to accommodate us. Enjoying the exquisite feeling of us both sliding in and out of her body. Her moans became louder and then developed into screams as she pulled her mouth from Troy’s cock. Giving voice to the feelings erupting inside of her.

		

		“Oh, God. I’ve never been so full. Fuck me. FUCK ME... I want you. I need both of you. Make me cum again. Oh, yes. Yes. YES.” Her screams were never ending, her mind unable to process all the signals her body was sending. As both Troy and I approached climax, Sarah moved right along with us. We pounded into her from both ends. She was totally filled. Spit-roasted by her two lovers.

		

		Having had more down time, Troy came first, emptying his seed down Sarah’s pulsing throat with a loud groan. Overcome by the erotic experience. I could see her trying to swallow all his hot cum, not wanting to waste any of it. The sight of my beautiful wife accepting another man’s cum into her mouth was the final impetus I needed. I erupted with a tremendous orgasm of my own, sending my seed into her now overflowing pussy. Cum oozed heavily out around my cock as it slowly deflated. Even then, Sarah’s body still continued to spasm, each contraction sending another spurt of cum from her smooth nether lips. Her cries coming out somewhat muffled as she still greedily held Troy’s deflating cock in her mouth.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		After that, we all needed a break. I got us some drinks and we sat talking for quite a while. When Troy needed a refill, Sarah offered to get it for him. As she offered him his refreshed drink, I saw his hand slide enticingly up her leg. Sarah leaned down and gave him a kiss as his fingers reached her warm, wet pussy and began to explore deeper. I could see cum coating his searching fingers as they slid in and out of those moist, swollen lips. The mixed deposits of the two of us. “Oh God, he’s really getting me turned on again, Dave,” she whispered.

		

		“Maybe we should take this someplace a little more appropriate this time,” I suggested. Grasping her by the hand I led her towards the bedroom with Troy following eagerly along behind.

		

		When we reached the bedroom, Sarah jumped into our large bed exclaiming, “OK, boy toys, who’s first and how do you want me?”

		

		“Seems like guests first is only fair. Troy, would you like to do the honors?” I suggested.

		

		Troy didn’t waste any time in climbing on the bed and starting to kiss Sarah passionately. This time, he made no move towards tasting her cum filled pussy. He just played with her tits and let his fingers dance lightly over her clit. Finally, Sarah took control and rolled Troy over on his back, lustfully climbing on top of him cowgirl style. Her pussy enveloping his hard cock as she slid sensuously down its length. Her cum filled tunnel oozing around his shaft. She was in command now and she knew what she wanted. I stood mesmerized, watching her beautiful pussy slide slowly up and down on Troy’s long member. A puddle of cum oozing from inside of her, pooling around the base of his hard shaft. Their erotic play was really turning me on as well and I found I had to share some of Sarah’s passion.

		

		Climbing onto the bed, I came up behind her and began to kiss the back of her neck and nibble on her ear lobes. Sarah began to moan from our mutual ministrations as my hands roamed her breasts and began to pinch her rock-hard nipples. “Oh God, I want you too, Dave. Please? I need to feel both of you inside me. Fuck my ass, Dave.” she crooned excitedly. “I want you both at once. DP me.”

		

		I knew I hadn’t taken her anally for quite a while. It just wasn’t something we did very often. But I was more than willing to make an exception tonight. I grabbed the bottle of lube we kept in the bedside drawer and, moving up behind her, began to massage her tight little rosebud. Letting my middle finger slip slowly inside of her, I could feel Troy’s hard cock moving gently behind the thin barrier between us. Adding more lube and moving slowly, I let my thumb replace my probing finger. Little whimpers coming from her lips with each enlarging change. Finally, I slid a second finger into Sarah, easing her tight little ring open even wider before attempting to slip my cock inside of her.

		

		Once she seemed ready, I slid my fingers from inside of her and began to ease my well-lubed cock into her tight opening. She was stretched unbelievably tight with both of her orifices filled. Sarah loudly let out a scream as I felt the pop of the head of my cock penetrating her tight rectal ring. After letting her adjust for a few moments, I began to slide deeper into her. Sarah began to wail, “God, I’m so FULL. Oh God… So, full… Oh, I’m CUMMING. Oh, fuck me, both of you. FUCK ME. I’m CUMMING. FUCK. FUCK. FUCK.”

		

		Sarah went meekly limp between us, the violence of her orgasm overwhelming her. The two of us still buried deep inside of her. We began a slow rhythm, Troy withdrawing his large member almost completely as I would slide in. The feeling of his hard cock sliding beneath mine with only a thin membrane separating us was unbelievable. Sarah’s body just went with us. She was moving almost like a ragdoll. Our hands were the only thing holding her up. Her cries and whimpers never stopping as we began to pick up the pace and really fuck her hard. I’m not sure if she ever stopped cumming until after we had both exploded, completely spent, deep inside of her.

		

		Troy left a short while later. Sarah had slipped on a sheer nightgown to wish him goodbye. It was pink and fastened halter style around her neck. In all reality, it was superfluous. The gown was so sheer that you could clearly see every inch of her naked body beneath it. She had kissed him a passionate goodbye at the door, melting against him one last time. It had to have been a night that Troy would never be able to forget. I knew it had been for me. I would never be able to forget the memory of Sarah’s body as it spasmed between the two of us, impaled on our thrusting cocks. Deep inside, I knew I didn’t want to forget. It had been a beautiful sight.

		

		A while later, we lay in bed in each other’s arms. Now it was just the two of us, alone in our own little sanctuary. “Thank you, Hubby. I can’t even begin to tell you how hot tonight was. When the two of you exploded inside me, I thought I was going to pass out. I’ve never felt so full before in my life.” she whispered. “We can do that again sometime, can’t we? Please? It was just soooooo WILD...”

		

		I quietly nodded my agreement and kissed her gently. I admit that the experience with Troy was definitely an eye opener. In one respect, I felt like I now knew my wife a thousand times better having shared the experience with her. It was like I’d finally gotten to meet her “other” self; the fantasy one that existed in her mind. Surprisingly, I somehow felt safer in our love now, more secure. I also found that I loved sharing my wife. I didn’t think it would matter with who, male or female. Maybe I was just somehow making some sort of mental peace with all of this, but it was a peace I knew I could live with. After all, at the end of the day, I had Sarah. I knew that I would happily do whatever it took to keep her in my arms.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Sarah was breathing hard, her breasts rising and falling with the effort, as she slid to her knees. Darren’s kiss still warm on her lips. Her fingers trailing down the curly black hair on his muscled chest. Her fingers tentatively reaching for the zipper of his pants, slowly pulling it down. She glanced over to where I was sitting on the sofa of the hotel room, her eyes locking on mine. Then, she licked her lips and reached inside to pull his throbbing cock free.

		

		I could hardly believe my eyes as that monster appeared. Thick and black, it had to be at least nine inches long. Certainly, the biggest cock I’d ever seen outside of a porn movie. Heavy veins ran the length of it as Sarah’s fingers traced their outline lovingly. A quick glance back at me, and then her tongue snaked out to taste the drop of precum that had developed on that thick mushroom shaped head.

		

		Darren groaned as Sarah licked his hard dick. His hands going around her blonde locks as her lips wrapped around his thick girth. Sarah’s muffled “Ummpphh…” coming softly to my ears as he pushed that monster into her mouth. Watching in utter fascination as that long black snake disappeared between her sweet lips.

		

		She looked so vulnerable, there on her knees before him. Her little dress hugging her soft curves. Spike heeled feet crossed behind her, a golden ankle bracelet gleaming on her trim calf. My little ‘Hot Wife.’ Her blonde hair flying as she bobbed her head up and down that thick black shaft. Her first BBC. Tonight’s fantasy was all hers, one hundred percent. I wasn’t even sure where it had come from. But this is what she wanted. What she’d asked for. To be dominated, bred by the big black man. His creamy seed filling her to overflowing.

		

		All while I watched. Mesmerized as she was plundered by his huge black shaft. Her pussy ravaged again and again as she screamed in orgasm…

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about the adventures of Dave and Sarah as much as I did writing about them. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to look for my other stories and novellas as well.

		

		Many Thanks,

		

		Richard Carlisle
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