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THE
COMPLETE, INSATIABLE REDHEADED NYMPHO HOTWIFE


A
redhead with an insatiable greed for non-stop sex.


A
wife who loves to use hook-up smartphone apps to find
new partners.


  


What
could go wrong?


 


Bob Marston is about to find out. After finding his wife in an
act of lusty adultery, he agrees with her to participate in the hotwife culture. He does it to save his marriage. She has
needs. He needs her. So he is willing to try new things.


 


And
he has to admit – something about seeing his wife in a compromised sexual
position turns him on.


 


His
wife Lisa dons an anklet on her left foot, and is ready to rock the sheets,
with her husband Bob filming and videoing – but he doesn't get to participate,
except for the odd BJ. Because that would ruin the magic, she says.


 


After
a couple months, and his wife taking on almost 100 new partners, Bob can't
handle it anymore, and he heads down the beautiful Oregon Coast, to try to lose
the visions. The damned visions.


 


Will
his estranged wife continue down the path of anklet-wearing hotwifery?


Or
will they find some way to reconcile?


 


This
story and eBook contains sexual scenes, graphic
sexual acts, sexual language, and sexual themes. It is not intended for readers
under the age of 18 years old.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

















BY THE TIME I GET TO PHOENIX


Astoria, Oregon. To the traveler,
it looks like a small version of San Francisco. A seaport town, built on a
hill, next to a large bay – the 'bay' actually being the monstrous estuary of
the Columbia River. Like San Francisco, it has a cluster of office buildings
and a bustling downtown next to the water. Like San Francisco, it's set on a
hilly peninsula, with houses and all sorts of buildings crawling up the
hillsides off of the water. 


Like San Francisco, it has its own
version of the Coit Tower – the Astoria Column, a
tall, masonry structure that is set in a park overlooking the City, the River,
and the vast reaches of the Pacific in the far background.


Like San Francisco, it is a city of
large bridges: the two bridges that connect it with points south, crossing the
broad waters of the Youngs River and Youngs Bay, and then you have the masterpiece: the Astoria
Bridge – a five mile long, sleek bridge with high arch that crosses the
Columbia and traverses the State Line with Washington to the north. Astoria's
shining, silver version of a Golden Gate Bridge.


Astoria, otherwise, is nowheresville, just as many small cities along the
Northwest coast are relative backwaters compared to their inland compatriots –
once prosperous timber and shipping towns with bright futures, now hanging on
by a thread to tourism and whatever small fishing and logging industry is left.
Astoria was once the setting for a Schwarzenegger movie in the 1980's, and
another 80's movie about gremlins. Since then, it's just a point on Highway
101.


To most tourists, Astoria is just a
curious blip.


To aircraft worker and cuckolded
husband Bob Marston, it was the gate to the promised
land.


 


Bob Marston
had just spent the night at a rest area on Highway 8 just east of McCleary, Washington, after popping a valerian pill so he
could sleep. McCleary is a small logging town of
mostly welfare recipients that used to be bustling with commerce and industry.
Now it is a stop off the freeway to the ocean, its most thriving business being
the gas station and deli. 


Stopping in McCleary
to get a large coffee around 10:30 in the morning, Bob headed west, to the
edges of the Aberdeen-Hoquiam mini-metropolis – and then south – trying to get
as far from home as he could. Home was a suburb of Seattle: and home was the
house where his cheating, nymphomaniac, multiple-partner and big-cock craving
slut hotwife still lived.


If I just make the next state,
thought Bob to himself, I'll feel better. The damned visions will go away.


The late morning's drive had been a
decent one: the clouds were trying to break up and let the sun through. At
Aberdeen he'd stopped to get a latte from a nice girl at an espresso stand
shaped like a cat. That was when the sun broke through the gloomy grey skies
for the first time. He crossed the deep bluish-grey waters of the Chehalis
River and headed over the re-logged hills south of town. He passed the forlorn
looking mall – mostly boarded up – and was soon rolling through the misty,
logged hills south of Aberdeen.


It was a day in late Summer, albeit
a bright, somewhat grey one. Above were bright cumulus clouds and patches of
blue sky – Bob hoped the blue sky would overtake the clouds by the time Bob
reached the Columbia River.


Forty miles south of Aberdeen the
sun finally glinted through the grey and shined off the oyster bearing waters
of Willapa Bay. After crossing several wide estuaries
and passing ancient looking dairy farms with grand, two storey slat-sided
houses built by Finnish settlers in the 1890's, he made another turn towards
the Columbia.


Finally, Bob turned a bend on the
Ocean Beach Highway 401, and instantly, the grand vista of the Lower Columbia
sprang into view. There it was – like the promised land. He could see his goal
– the gentle blue hills of the next state, just across the Columbia estuary. 


There's Oregon! he thought to
himself. I've made it to the next state! It's just across that glittering
water! 


I'm going to keep on going South
until her memory is gone, and the damned visions recede – if that's even
possible.


After following the Columbia's
north bank for several miles, passing old pilings – all that was left over of
ancient fishing docks and canneries -- he made the turn onto Highway 101, the
concrete colossus that runs the entire length of the U.S. Pacific Coast. 


He went up the approach to the
small, high span on the Washington side of the water. Ahead of him lay the
broad Columbia, the water powerhouse and life-giving heart of the Northwest.
The glorious Columbia, which provides transportation for several major ports;
which supplies electricity for the entire region; and which waters the broad
agricultural farmlands in Eastern Washington. To cross the massive river, just
two lanes of bright grey concrete beckoned. 


He was on the bridge!


He sped up his Ford Escort,
crossing the State line, demarcated by a green highway sign hanging from the
bridge's first set of burnished silver colored trusses. Why was the line so
close to the Washington side of the River? Bob thought to himself. What's up
with that? Why did Oregon get the entire River, and Washington only got a few
hundred feet of it?


For several miles he drove across
the low standing parts of the bridge, just feet above the sparkling waters, and
then there she was: Astoria, the jewel of the Northwest Oregon Coast. Cruising
back upwards, over the high, high span built to allow the numerous ships to
carry cargoes in and out of the Portland harbor 80 miles away, he drove his
Ford, as the roadway topped the span and then sharply decreased in elevation,
spiraling downwards over the City as the roadway circled before landing next to
the Astoria waterfront.


He drove around the city for a
little bit, marveling at the old buildings that looked as if parts of town had
never left 1925. He found a burger stand just off the waterfront, and got a
burger and fries and a coffee. Then he made his way up to the park at the top
of the town – he'd seen it in the old Schwarzenegger movie when he was young: a
goofy comedy called Kindergarten Cop. There it was – the Tower, the
Astoria Column, dedicated to John Jacob Astor, Astoria's historical founder.


Bob parked and had his burger. 


He switched on the radio. It had
been stuck on the AM band from the night before, during his nighttime drive
from Seattle to the rest area in the Black Hills west of Olympia. It was a
country station, playing modern and classic country.


The sweeping sounds of an old Glen
Campbell hit, "By The Time I Get To Phoenix" played. Written by pop
genius Jim Webb, it was a song about a man leaving his wife. It's a travelogue
of sorts, taking the singer from his home and his wayward wife down the highway
to Oklahoma, Albuquerque, and finally Phoenix – probably a thousand miles away
from his house -- where the song ends.


Bob cried. 


The words, the feelings – they were
just hitting too close to home. And home? It was still back in the surrounds of
Seattle, almost 200 miles away, where he was born and raised, where he met and
married the woman who made life complete before she started slowly ripping his
heart into pieces.


But before that happened, before
his heart was shredded to mush, his time spent with her was one of the most
incredible, mind-blasting highs you can feel: first, the hopes of love – and
afterwards, seeing the one you love physically entwined in screaming passion,
with a long chain of strange men, her belly being impaled by massive cocks;
with her writhing underneath them, calling out their names lustily, as if
taunting your very existence – all while looking you directly in the eyes,
before those wonderful eyes roll upwards into her head as she convulses into
yet another orgasm caused by a strange man's penis.


Ah – the damned visions. All
the memories! So hard to erase.


He tried hard not to think back,
but he couldn't stop it. The visions were too intense.


All those fucking visions.


 


FUCK HIM HARD, HONEY! GOOD GIRL!


The redhead lay back on the four
poster bed in the large and well outfitted bedroom, a strange man positioned
over her, her long, satiny, pale white legs pointed upwards in an extremely
wide 'V', her sexy toes aimed at the sky like cheating flags -- as she welcomed
the stranger's cock inside her with a sluttish embrace, licking her lips
lustily.


The man had her arms splayed out,
pinned to the mattress with his firm hands, her bright golden wedding ring –
topped by a one and a half carat rock -- glinting off of her pale fingers, her
sweat coated chest heaving in post orgasmic excitement.


The bed was a queen sized bed, and
the green patterned blankets were drawn, revealing a squared mattress covered
with sweat dampened, pure white sheets – it was obviously a marital bed, the
two large pillows abutting the ornate, rich colored wooden headboard, and twin
nightstands belying the wedded union: the nightstand on one side had an alarm
clock radio and a couple action novels, whereas the nightstand on the opposite
side of the bed had a pair of glittery panties atop it, along with a few stray
pieces of jewelry, a mostly empty bottle of lube, a vibrator and a small spray
bottle of perfume sitting nearby.


It would have been instantly
apparent to any stray visitor that the redheaded wife was a hot-blooded vixen who
loved to fuck and fuck and fuck; and she sweated profusely when being serviced
by her constant train of new paramours. She cussed and swore, urging her new
lover to violate her profusely.


Her husband sat in a chair by the
corner of the bedroom, filming and snapping pictures of the spectacle. Not only
did he have his SLR digital camera, but he had set up a video camera on a
tripod in the corner of the bedroom, which caught the entire, heatedly sordid
scene. The husband trained his eye on the camera's LCD screen. It was like a
live porno, the star being his beloved wife. She leaned back and gasped
incoherently, her eyes trained on the camera for a second.


The strange man, who had an eight
and a half inch penis, had just inserted it back inside the wife, causing her
to squeal with delight. Within seconds he was nailing her pussy savagely,
pounding her big ass relentlessly into the bouncing mattress, the grunting impaler breathing deeply while steadily working the wife's
glistening, sucking lips towards yet another orgasm. To the husband, the man's
stamina was impressive.


He watched, his heart pounding
incessantly, as he saw the stranger's thick prick enter his wife's belly over
and over again, the room resounding with her squeals of delight and her heavy
breathing as she approached another orgasm. The sights and sounds wracked his
being like a complete, sexually charged agony.


To the stranger with the eight inch
penis, the wife's squeezing, clenching, gripping, sloppy wet pussy and
insatiable greed for cock was impressive.


To the wife, being the orgasmic
center of the attention of two men – a husband and a complete stranger – was
impressive.


"Fuck, this is one hot bitch
of a wife you have here, Bob!" the stranger grunted.


"My wife is definitely a good
fuck, isn't she – er – what was your name
again?" Bob was uncertain. There were so many men he'd seen service his
wife over the previous two months, he always got lost on the names.


"Jeff," said the man.
"But you can call me the well-hung stud that's fucking the shit out of
your sweetheart!" He glanced up, and grinned, as if the two men were both
in on the joke. "I'm just kidding, man," he added – both men knowing
that he really wasn't.


"O.K., Jeff," said Bob
equivocally. He focused his camera in on the sight of the other man's thick,
glistening penis digging deep into his wife's sucking pussy, looking as if it
were splitting her soft, pale wifely belly in two. The wife let out a cry of
pleasure, her eyes rolling into her head.


Bob's cock was rock hard underneath
his boxers.


It was another night of rampant
debauchery at the Marston residence.


"I'm gonna
fuck this whore of a wife until she screams my name!" exclaimed stranger
Jeff, as he plowed his cock deep inside the redhead's body repeatedly, grabbing
her arms and pinning them viciously to the sheets, holding them outstretched.


"You're mine,
bitch!" the man grunted. "Mine, all mine!"


"Fuck, I love your cock,"
groaned the wife.


"Scream my name, you filthy slutwife!"


"Jeff!! Jeff!! Jeff!!"
grunted the redhead in between spasms and whimpers.


"Thank you," said the
man, barreling his cock inside her, causing the room to fill with her shrieks.


Slam! Slam! Slam! went
Jeff's penis inside the clenching recesses of her vagina.


Crunk!
Crunk! Crunk! went the
springs of the queen sized mattress of the Marston's
marital bed, bumping and lurching in time to the repeated violation of the
marriage vows.


Bob checked the video to make sure
it grabbed every nuance of his wife being so expertly serviced. The sights! The
sounds! It made his heart pound. They would provide fantastic visions for
nights to come. He would fall asleep with the sights and sounds of his wife's
flagrant adultery repeating inside his head like the filthiest X-rated video on
repeat. And each time he reviewed the visions, his cock would become hard. It
was like a cross between the most awesome porn video and the worst nightmare,
all rolled into one.


"Damn! What an awesome
cock!" Bob was jolted by the sound of his wife's voice as she shouted, engripped in yet another orgasm. 


His cock throbbed and dripped with
excitement as he saw his wife Lisa laying on her back, slamming her head back
into the sheets, biting her lip and grunting like a pig in heat, her copper
colored red hair splayed down across her arms and chest, with several silky
copper toned tresses crossing her sweat coated face, sticking to her cheek and
lips, with one tress in her mouth as she licked her lips and cried out with
each of the strange man's powerful thrusts. Her velvety pale hands clawed and
gripped at the sheets, her wedding ring glinting in the video screen.


"AAAAaaaahhhhhh!"
she shrieked and panted. "Fuck!!!!"


"Take it, SLUT!!"
grunted the stranger, reaching forwards with a strong hand and intermittently
choking the wife gently while relentlessly nailing her.


Slam! Slam! Slam!


The strange man grunted as he laid
into the wife, the husband snapping pictures intently. His wife repeatedly butted
her head into the mattress, her mouth agape, as she cried out in sordid
pleasure.


Squish! Squish! Squish!


Whimper! Whimper! Whine!


The redheaded wife cursed and
shouted as the strange man's massive cock worked her vagina into overdrive,
sending her once more into climax, her slender feet flexing, her toes curling
as she cried out in a deafening shriek, her teeth bared, her lipstick smudged
lips open in a wide 'O' as she panted uncontrollably in convulsions of
pleasure.


The husband, still sitting down, had
his cock out. He couldn't help it. The reaction of his wife to this man's
vicious pounding was thrilling him to the marrow. His cock was raging stiff,
and throbbing so hard it was aching. He didn't understand just why he felt so
thrilled by seeing the love of his life give herself over to such a gruff,
crude man, but at this moment he wasn't about to try to analyze it. It was
something he didn't want to dwell on. Like Pandora's Box, some things you don't
open, because you never know where those thoughts will lead.


Stroke, stroke, stroke. Trying to
keep from going over the edge. Watching his hotwife
crying out, bucking her hips and crying out like a porn star on meth.


I love my wife, he thought.


She screamed as the strange man's
thick cock stretched her pussy and worked it towards yet another climax. She
grunted and whimpered and shoved her belly upwards to meet her new lover's
thrusts, as if taken over by the spirit of a rutting mare.


My wife is an insatiable slut, he
concluded. What a fucking whore. Maybe that's why I love her so much.


The room exploded with a deafening
din. 


She's coming again, he thought,
stroking and snapping pictures.


Jeff the stranger pulled out his
massive appendage and ordered the wife onto her hands and knees. Within seconds
she was there, obeying the man's orders like a slave from the harem responding
to her king and lord.


She was facing her husband. She
gave him a sly grin, licking her lips, wiping her long red tresses back away
from her sweat lined face. The man placed his hands over the wife's hips – as
if claiming her as his own property -- and pulled her wide ass back towards him
as he entered her.


Instantly, the slutwife
let out a short shriek as the head of the stranger's penis slammed home.


"Hi, honey!" she said
weakly. "How do you like watching your slut wife getting violated?"


"I love her," said Bob.


"You'd better!" she said,
before turning to face the strange man.


"Keep fucking him hard,
honey!" said Bob.


The wife leaned her ass back into
the stranger, butting it back against the new lover's groin repeatedly, and
rolling it up and down.


"Like this?"


"Yeah, like that. Be a good
slut!"


"I am a good
slut!" said the wife, backing her ass into the man, pulling away, and
backing her ass into him, like a mare in heat, wanting to get impregnated.
"I'm the best fucking, filthiest slut in Seattle!"


"Fuck him, honey!"
shouted Bob. "Fuck him hard! Good girl!"


For the next fifteen minutes Bob
watched as Jeff the stranger fucked his wife to two more orgasms.  The
last one was too much. The sight of her ass being compressed by the man's groin
as he violated her. The thought that the man was going to cum inside her pussy
bareback – as his wife had insisted. The look on Lisa's gorgeous face, her
orgasm-dulled eyes as she looked at her husband while coming on the other man's
monstrous cock, the back of her ass being flattened over and over and over; the
pale cheeks blipping and bouncing as she was so savagely fucked.


Within seconds Bob's cock shot out
a massive load, all over the bedroom carpet.


Lisa climaxed, shouting out at the
top of her lungs, clawing and scratching at the sweat stained sheets.


Then it was over.


The other man had filled her belly.
He pulled out, his cock dripping cum. Lisa sat cross legged on the sheets,
facing Bob. Bob could see her pussy was coated inside and out with a foreign
man's sperm.


I'm glad she's on the pill, he
thought to himself.


I hope she's on the pill.


"Don't worry, honey," she
said calmly, as if reading his mind. "I'm on the pill." She looked at
the mess he made on the carpet.


"Fuck. Now I'm gonna have to clean that!"


"I'll do it," said Bob.
"Don't worry."


Lisa pushed the other man away and
came over and sat on her husband's lap, completely ignoring the stranger, who
began to put his pants on.


"Thank you for letting me
spend this time with your wife, Bob," said Jeff the stranger.


"No prob,"
said Bob.


"See you again sometime maybe,
Jeff," said Lisa. "You're good – great stamina! And you have a great
cock! I have to say – it's better than most."


"Thanks," said Jeff,
about to pull on his pants.


"I'd like to get more of it
later on," said the wife, staring at the paramour's flagging, veiny, thick dripping manhood. "Maybe we could
re-schedule – perhaps some time next week?"


"I'm fine with that,"
said the stranger with a shit-eating grin. He looked over the wife
lasciviously. Bob saw the look in the man's eyes: to the man, Lisa was nothing
more than an easy lay. A fantastic piece of ass. A sleeve for his penis.
Nothing more than the equivalent of a cheap whore. Which perhaps she was.
Except she didn't charge money for her services. For her part, Lisa seemed
blind to how the other man probably viewed her – she was completely
indifferent. Bob took notice, though.


She's the love of my life, and to
this guy? She's just a hole to fuck.


Bob put the thought out of his
mind. The stranger soon left the room and headed for the front door.


"Did you get lots of pictures,
honey?" said Lisa.


"Yes," said Bob, handing
her the camera. She paged through the shots, looking at them as she pressed the
tiny buttons on the back of the camera. 


"You got some good ones of me,
honey!" she said. "I look great getting fucked, don't I!" She
set the camera on the night stand and kissed Bob on the cheek, and then on the
lips. "We can sell the pics on the internet, you
know!"


"I thought of that. You have
everything it takes to be an amateur porn star."


"Yeah, I'm a horny whore that
can't get enough dick," said the wife, almost cynically. Then she smiled.
"Well, you know what I mean." She kissed his cheek and quickly licked
his ear.


She grabbed the camera as they both
heard the front door shut. Jeff the stranger had exited the building. Lisa
pulled up a pic of her getting fucked on her back,
her legs spread wide – almost a split, with her toes pointed towards the walls
– the stranger's penis violating her clearly.


"Ooooh,
I'm really getting nailed there," said the redhead, pointing out a photo
she brought up on the camera LCD screen. "See how his cock stretches my
pussy? That was my most powerful orgasm this evening."


"You were screaming to high
heavens," said the husband.


"I think he slammed the
vestibule at the very end of my pussy," said the wife. "That always
makes me cum so hard." She kissed her husband on the cheek. 


"It's just too bad you can't
ever hit that spot with your cock," she added, smiling. "I don't
think it's long enough."


"I know," said Bob,
somewhat dejectedly.


"But I still love you,
honey!"


"I know."


For a minute or so, they kissed. 


Then she broke the kiss.


"I'd better get cleaned
up," she said. "Then we'll go out to dinner. I have another guy lined
up for later – if you're O.K. with that."


"That's fine, honey,"
said Bob. "Whatever you want."


 


I LOVE IT TOO MUCH, HONEY


As Bob fell asleep several hours
later – once again, the visions.


His wife Lisa – his beloved, the
woman of his dreams, the future mother of his children, his awesome wife Lisa –
she was sleeping peacefully. She had just taken on her second lover of the
evening, a massively built man with a nine inch phallus. After working her
pussy to the heavens, the man fucked her up the ass for almost an hour –
pounding her raw -- as she screamed for him to do her harder. In fact, they had
run out of lube, and resorted to hand cream, and the man assfucked
her for a few minutes more – his thick cock overtaken by the sensationally
sweet grip of her anus, as he spilled his seed deep inside her.


The video was impressive. Bob and
Lisa decided to put it on the internet later on, once they built their own
website.


Bob lay back, trying to fall
asleep. The next day was Saturday, so luckily he didn't have to wake up early.
This was because he always had trouble falling asleep on the nights that his
wife engaged in her hobby; and her hobby was rampant adultery.


Bob tried to put it out of his
mind. He glanced over to his wife – her curvy, svelte shape revealed by the
outline of the bedcovers, her long copperish-red hair
graced over the pillow. She snored gently and softly, just loud enough to
remind a man that he is not alone in the room – her breaths were slow and
peaceful, her body warmth palpable beneath the covers.


How did we get to this? Bob
thought. When he had first met Lisa, they were co-workers at the aircraft
factory. She was a machinist, as he was. A co-worker friendship turned into
dating, which turned into sex and dating, which turned into love and sex and
dating – which then turned into marriage.


At first, they were just like any
other newly married couple. In love, sexually active, planning ahead, working
on their dream.


But soon enough, Bob discovered a
small quirk in his wife's personality.


It wasn't just her sex drive – it
was healthy, for sure.


But there was something in her
manner in bed – it hinted that she had done more men than she could keep track
of. Of course, she had never told Bob the true number of men she'd slept with
before meeting him – which amounted in the hundreds. Most women don't tell the
truth, for obvious reasons: men love women who love sex, but they are wary of
women who have had high numbers. Double standard? Perhaps. But it's the way
things are. As for Bob – he never pried.


Lisa was an expert at everything
sexual, and amateur at nothing. To most men, that probably wouldn't be an
issue. To Bob, it wasn't an issue at all, until that night he came home sick
from work.


Both he and Lisa had been working
different shifts at the plant, which happens sometimes. Bob, working swing
shift – from 3 p.m. to 11:30 p.m. – was machining a part and suddenly felt a
twinge of tiredness hit him like a hammer. He took a break from machining and
went to the restroom, and ended up nauseous -- puking his guts out. He told his
supervisor, who told him to go home.


As he weakly walked his way to the
exit, he passed the airframes of several large jets on their mounts, the green
coated fuselages gleaming in the bright fluorescent and mercury vapor lights –
the airplane bodies having been delivered by train from other parts of the U.S.
Men were riveting the wings, and other groups of men and women were mounting
them to the body of the plane. Inside were the interior fabricators and wire
harness installers. Planes are built somewhat like ships – sitting on these
massive mounts, and these planes were no exception. Seeing the planes, Bob
always marveled.


We can build planes that fly
thousands of miles and never fall out of the sky unless there is some extremely
rare quirk, thought Bob, still feeling tired and queasy. But we can't cure a
flu virus.


He stopped at a 7-11 and got some
stomach medicine and a six pack of Coke, and drank a little of soda, to settle
his stomach and keep him aware enough to drive the several miles home, east of
town, to the little neighborhood where he and Lisa lived.


As he pulled up off the straight,
four lane highway that served numerous suburbs and neighborhoods, he thought of
calling ahead. He knew Lisa would be watching television and would be surprised
that he was home so early.


Bob pulled out his cell phone. He
looked at it quickly, and changed his mind, and shoved it back into his pocket.


She's my wife, he thought to
himself. She can handle a surprise. Besides, I'm feeling sick enough to want to
go straight to bed.


When he pulled down the main street
of his sleepy little neighborhood, everything was normal.


That was until he saw the strange
late model Ford pickup truck parked on the street, right next to his driveway.
It looked as if the Marstons had a visitor, although
Bob knew that Lisa never had girlfriends over during weeknights. His wife's red
VW was in its usual place, so he knew she was home.


Bob, immediately suspicious, cut
his headlights and pulled into the drive, and switched off his engine. He
quietly crept out of his Escort, and shut the door gingerly.


The lights were off in the living room,
which was highly unusual. Lisa loved watching TV, and always had the TV on. Not
this evening. Bob walked up to the front door of his one storey, brick and
cedar-shake ranch style house. He looked in through the front picture window.
The living room was completely empty. Sure enough -- the TV was off. The
kitchen light was on. There was nobody at the table.


What the hell, thought Bob. Is Lisa
sick too?


On a lark, and feeling a bit
suspicious because of the strange pickup truck – which was parked alongside the
street within 15 feet of the Marstons' driveway --
Bob decided to walk around the house to the back, where the window to the
bedroom was.


As soon as he turned the corner to
the back wall of the house, he heard giggling, and then the sound of a man's
voice, muffled by window glass. Then Bob heard a series of loud whimpers.


The series of loud whimpers were
familiar sounding. Soon enough, they elevated into cries of pleasure.


They whimpers and cries were his
wife's.


Bob crept up to the bedroom window.
The slats of the white, plastic blinds were pulled mainly shut, but were still
open enough to see through.


He peeked around the corner of the
window sill.


He was greeted by the sight of his
bedroom, dimly lit. The pastel blue and green walls of the bedroom walls were
just visible. Bob glanced to the left, towards the bed. He saw the outline of a
man, on his knees, on the mattress. The man's hands were on a woman's big,
wide, pale, slightly freckled ass. There was a mole on the left cheek of that
wonderful ass, which was clearly recognizable. The mole was surrounded by a red
handprint.


The woman cried out and bucked her
big ass back towards the man, who was repeatedly impaling her with a massive
penis. The man's hands dug into the woman's skin and he gave her big, wide ass
a sharp spank, causing the woman to cry out.


Bob couldn't believe his eyes. This
couldn't be his wife, could it? Would Lisa cheat on him like this? But who else
could it be?


He looked further to the left. The
woman had a head full of long, silky, wavy copper colored hair. She pounded her
soft fists on the bedsheets as she shrieked in the
throes of orgasm as the strange man with the massive penis violated her nether
regions again and again and again and again and again.


Bob could see the familiar looking
fringe of red muff surrounding the invading penis as it impaled the woman
between her bouncing, pale cheeks.


"What a great fuckin' pussy you've got, bitch!" shouted
the man, his words clearly audible through the glass of the back window. The man
gave her a sharp spank, his handprint clearly visible on Bob's wife's ass.


Bob felt instantly queasy and
anxious. He didn't want to believe what he was seeing – but there it was:
flagrant adultery.


SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!


"Yes!!!" shouted the
female voice – clearly the voice of Bob's wife.


The sweet, stinging sounds of Bob's
wife's ass being sharply spanked and rudely handled reverberated through the
window, followed by more curses as the man began slamming his massive,
glistening cock into the wife with all his weight.


In and out, in and out went the
foreign penis in between the red-fringed cleft of Bob's wife's ass crack. He
felt a hard on. His heart was pounding – complete panic. His stomach churned.


The wife cried out and whimpered
and cursed and urged the man at the top of her lungs to fuck her harder.


"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck
me!!" shouted the wife at the top of her lungs as Bob felt physically
nauseous.


He turned and ran, stopping by the
neighbor's fenceline, where he puked his guts out.
When he was done, he ran to his Escort wagon, and got inside, not caring if his
wife heard the door slam shut after he got in. He switched on the engine, and
backed up onto the street, nearly hitting a car that was speeding towards the
direction of the main drag.


Fuck, thought Bob. I nearly got
into a wreck here. I'd better get a hold of myself.


He drove 150 feet down the street
and turned his car around; he parked, facing the windshield in the direction of
the stranger's truck parked in front of his house.


He turned off his lights and
engine, and waited. 


His shift would be over in half an
hour. Lisa would certainly clear out her new lover by then, Bob reasoned.


No sooner than he dwelled on that
thought, Coke bottle in his hand, he saw the lights of the Ford pickup light up.
And within a minute, it had pulled out onto the street and was gone.


Bob looked at his watch: 11:00
p.m., exactly. Lisa was clearing out the new lover to make sure she had the
evidence cleared up by the time Bob got home after 11:30. Smart woman. 


Bob waited a minute or two, and
then called his wife.


"Hey!" said her voice,
sounding throaty and sultry. "What are you doing calling me from
work?"


"I'm sick," said Bob.
"The boss sent me home early."


He heard a bunch of noises, sounding
as if his wife was quickly moving things around. Probably changing the
bedcovers, Bob thought to himself. Then some more noises. Then the cell phone
shifted on Lisa's shoulder.


"You want me to make you
anything?" she finally said.


"No. I got some medicine on
the way home for my stomach, and a little cola, so I'm fine. I think I'm coming
down with the flu."


"Yikes," said his wife.
"Well – see ya when you get here." She cut
off the connection abruptly.


Bob felt like collapsing into his
steering wheel. He was sick, and now heartsick as well. Of all the times for
Lisa to cheat – as if there is ever a good time to do such a thing.


He waited another minute or two,
switched on the engine, and and took his time driving
around the block, and pulled up into his driveway as he would normally. 


He noticed immediately that the
living room looked normal. Instead of it being dark, the bluish glare of the
flat screen TV was plainly visible, as were the living room lights, which were
on low.


When he got inside, Lisa was
sitting on the couch, in her nightgown – as usual. She looked as if nothing
awry had occurred. She was sipping a glass of wine, looking as if she had been
watching TV all evening.


"Hi hon,"
she said, her voice still sultry and sounding like she had been extremely well
fucked by a massive penis. It was then that Bob realised
that she had that tone to her voice maybe once a week when he came home from
swing shift and she was still up. He just thought the change in her voice was
due to tiredness. Perhaps it wasn't.


"Hi," said Bob, holding
his stomach slightly. "I'm going straight to bed."


"O.K.," said his wife.
"Seeya in a while."


Bob made his way down the hallway
to the bedroom.


The covers were different from the
morning. The ones that were on their bed in the morning were pretty, dark blue
ones with moons and stars. They had been replaced with a green set with fish
and seahorses.


This wasn't unusual, in that Lisa
was a stickler for clean bedcovers all the time. She was always using the wash
machine. It had been an issue when their water bill skyrocketed as soon as Bob
went on swing shift. Lisa said there was nothing she had been doing to boost
the water use. Bob suspected differently. But now Bob knew at least one reason
Lisa was a stickler for washing bedclothes all the time. 


After all, the changed covers
occurred when his wife had that sultry, throaty sound to her voice at night
when he came home.


The changing of the covers was to
cover up her dalliances.


Bob took a couple valerian herbal
tablets, and some stomach medicine, and went off into a fitful sleep.


The next day, Saturday, Bob slept
mostly. His wife catered to his needs. She brought him tea, brought him
medicine, brought him a little soup. She lay next to him and read her crime
novels, just to be near him.


On the inside, Bob was panicking.
What do I do? She loves me – that is obvious. But she's fucking other men when
I'm gone.


Our sex life is still normal, as it
was. But she's adding at least one lover on the side.


Finally, he blurted it out.


"Are you seeing someone
else?" he said. It was Sunday afternoon, and he had been feeling better.
He was having coffee with Lisa, just after noontime.


"Honey!" insisted his
wife. "Why would you say such a thing?"


"Because when I came home
early I saw a man's truck in front of our house. Then I parked, because I was
suspicious. Then I saw the man come out of my house and leave. This was right
before I called you."


Instantly, his wife's eyes took on
a look of complete and utter shock.


She suddenly looked away.


"Well?" said Bob.
"Who was that man, and what was he doing in my darkened house?"


For a long minute, there was
nothing but silence. Finally, Lisa looked plainly at her husband. His heart was
pounding.


"I fucked him," she said,
matter of factly.


The words ripped through his heart
like a long, sharp knife.


"Why?" he said,
anxiously.


"I don't know, honey…. I'm
just so damned horny all the time," Lisa said. "I need to get laid –
all the time. By big, hard cocks." She looked at him, her eyes dampening
slightly. "I'm sorry, but it's just the way it is. I can't help it."


"Can't you wait until I get
home, so we can do it? Why did you
have to cheat?"


Lisa said nothing. She just
shrugged her shoulders.


"I don't know what to
say," she said softly. "I don't have an answer for that, honey."


"How long has this been
happening?"


"Off and on since I met
you."


"You're shitting me."


"No."


"Same guy? Is this an old
boyfriend, or something?"


"No. It's guys I meet using an
app on my phone." She looked away after looking him in the eyes.
"Lots of women do it. All my girlfriends do it, even the married ones. Hook-up apps." She picked up her
phone and checked the screen, as if looking for an important notification. Then
she set it back down on the coffee table. "Men do it, too," she added
quietly.


Bob was floored. He knew his wife
had many lovers before him, but this was too much to handle.


"Hook up apps," he said,
softly. "I've heard of those."


"Well, they work. All I have
to do is switch on my hook-up app, and then a bunch of guys usually contact me
right away! They all say I'm hot, and
they all say how much they want to hook up with me. Then I swipe the button to
the right or left – depending on the guy -- and we connect; we message each
other. They send me cock pics. The big ones get my
interest the most. Then, well – we hook up. It's all done on my smart
phone."


"All on your smart
phone."


"Yep. All on my smart
phone."


"Fuck." Bob looked at his
wife's phone, which was sitting on the coffee table. Instantly, he realised that smart phones were nothing more than cheating
devices.


"I'm sorry, Bob," said
Lisa. "I just was used to being with a lot of guys before you. And I love
you. But I guess I have too many needs for just one man to handle. I just love
it too much, I guess, honey."


"Women are supposed to be the
monogamous ones," said Bob, dejectedly. "Men are the ones who always
fight it."


"Not any more, honey. Women
are different now. You should know that. And not all women are identical, you
know. We're not robots."


Bob hung his head in his hands.


"I don’t want a divorce,
honey," said Lisa. "Let's work something out."


"What can we work out?"
said Bob. "You're cheating on me."


"Only if you don't accept it.
Not all marriages are 100 percent monogamous you know. Some people have open
ones, and they still work."


Bob looked out the window, still in
a form of shock. An English house sparrow flitted up to the outdoor bird
feeder, chirping happily.


"Lots of married women have
lovers nowadays," said his wife, breaking the silence. "Married men
do too. They share."


"They share," repeated
Bob.


"Yeah, they share," said
his wife matter-of-factly. She took a sip of coffee, having regained her
composure.


"But it's just cheating, isn't
it?" said Bob.


"Not necessarily," said
his wife. "It's not cheating if your husband watches!"


Lisa grabbed her smart phone off
the table, and pulled up a website. It was a local classified ad site with
personals.


"Look at all these women who
are seeking men on the side," she said. "And a lot of them are married.
There are new ads like this every day."


Bob glanced at the ads. Several of
them were brutally honest.


My man isn't making it in bed.
Seeking FWB.


My husband can't get it up.
Looking for sex on the side. He's fine with it. Wants to take pictures while
you fuck me.


My wife would like to try a
threesome. Serious inquiries only.


I would like to see another man
fucking my wife. She's up for it. Pics or no reply.


Married couple looking for extra
partner. NDD, 420 friendly.


"Modern marriage is different,
honey," said Lisa. "You can divorce me if you want – I won't blame
you. But please think about it first. We can work something out. You might like it -- seeing me getting
fucked."


Bob thought of the hard on he
received seeing his wife being profligate. Maybe she has a point, he thought.
Maybe.


"Film me, take pictures of
me," urged his wife. "Join in on the fun. Make me your hotwife. You might really like it."


"Hotwife?
What's that?"


"That's a wife who plays
around and the husband goes along with it, because he loves watching his wife fucking other men. He's proud of her, that she's so attractive
that other men want to fuck her! He's so proud that she's so good in bed that other men enjoy her
body. Sometimes the husband fucks her, too. Sometimes he doesn't. Depends on
the arrangement."


"I've never heard of such a
thing."


"You're kidding? Who
hasn't?" His wife was baffled. After all, she thought, who doesn't know
about modern sexual practices in the internet age? Who doesn't use their smart
phone to screw around, even while married?


Lisa scrolled the screen on her
smart phone, pulling up a website. It was a cuckolding and hotwife
web forum – one of many. She showed it to her husband.


"Just look," she said.
"This is just one app. Just one site. There are many, many
others."


Bob looked it over. He scrolled
down the screen. Ad after ad for men to fuck another man's wife. The terms
"slutwife" and "hotwife"
occurred numerous times.


"This is bizarre," said
Bob quietly.


"It could save our
marriage," said Lisa. "I don’t know if I can change, honey. I really
don't. My sex drive is too hot all the time." She took a sip of her
coffee. "I had so many men before you. I just got used to hook-up culture.
It was so exciting! It's addicting
sometimes. Not to everyone, but to some people it is. I need that
variety physically." She looked him in the eyes. "But I don't
want variety in my heart. You're the only man to have ever captured
that. And I don't want that to change." She looked him in the eyes.
"We could have an open arrangement. You could share me. I'll let you fuck
me too, if you want it that way. But a lot of men get a bigger charge out of it
if they just watch."


"If they just watch," Bob
repeated.


"Yeah. It depends on the
guy," said Lisa. "Some men get a massive sexual charge just watching their wife getting nailed.
They can look but don't touch. It makes the anguish and sexual excitement even
more intense! Some men hold her hand and kiss her while she's being nailed by
another man's cock, relishing the sights and sounds of their wife coming on
strange dick. On the forums they say it's really exciting that way. But I'll
leave that up to you. But I want to fuck the other guy first. It's better that way."


Fuck, thought Bob. What do I do?


He thought back to the sordid sight
of his wife's pale, wide ass being plowed by the strange man's cock. The
awe-striking sight of her red muff surrounding a veiny,
strange, thick penis working her pussy – with her copper fringed labia
stretching and sucking while the penis plunged inside and pulled back out, like
a marriage violating instrument.


And then he remembered once more
the hard-on it gave him.


How would it feel to be in the same
room? Would he still have a hard-on? 


He glanced again at the app. So
many people, doing this for fun.


Is it fun?


Bob handed the phone back to his
wife.


"I don't know," he said.
"It's just too…. Too…"


"Too strange to you,"
said his wife, finishing the sentence. "But you haven't tried it. Maybe
you should try it and then
decide."


"What if I decide I don't like
it?"


"Then I guess I have a
decision to make. Maybe therapy, maybe divorce is the only answer. I don't
know, honey." Lisa looked away, out the window, towards the sunny back
yard. Another small sparrow flitted towards the bird feeder – which was only five
feet from the Marstons' back window – completely
oblivious to the heart churning, cock stiffening conversation going on just
inside the house.


Lisa took her husband's hands.


"Try it, honey. You might like
it. Wouldn’t you like to have my mouth on your cock while you see me being
pounded hard by another man? Wouldn't you like to spurt all over my face and
call me a cheating whore while another man fucks me? Wouldn't you like to have
your own personal porn star? I'm a good one."


Bob looked over his wife. The
vision of her being violated so forcefully returned, causing his cock to twitch
and harden in his pants. He made an instant, rash decision: he would do it. He
would try it. He would take photos, and watch his wife getting fucked by other
men, joining in on the fun.


"O.K.," he said.
"I'll try it. Once."


His wife leaned across the table
and kissed him.


"You're gonna
love it, honey," she whispered. "You're gonna
love your new hotwife."


 


I'M A TOTAL SLUT AND MY HUSBAND LOVES IT


The next Friday night Bob was on
pins and needles. His wife had arranged for a man to come over. It would be the
man with the Ford pickup truck – familiar territory. Lisa had admitted that she
had fucked the man – a trucker named Fred – eight times over the previous two
months.


Bob had already bought a video
camera and a tripod. Lisa bought some special lingerie and extra lube. The
entire week she was in a joyful disposition – in fact, Bob had never seen her
look so happy.


"Wooo-Hooo!
I'm going to be your hotwife!" she exclaimed
gleefully, while putting on a golden anklet with little hearts. She secured it
around her left ankle. She held it out on the bed so her husband could see it
grace the top of her sexy foot.


"Like my new jewelry?"
she said excitedly. "I just got it this week. It's real gold. It's
meaningful to me."


"Meaningful?" said Bob.
To him it was just an anklet. He'd seen some girls wearing them – a lot of them
in porn videos – but hadn't seen one up close.


"Yeah, meaningful," said
Lisa. "See these charms? They're hearts. That means I'm in love. And it's
on my left ankle. That means I'm monogamous – in other words, I'll fuck when my
husband's in the room, but not otherwise."


"There's a code for
that?" Bob was baffled.


"Yes! There's a code! If I had
it on my right foot, it would mean I'm dominating you, or looking for men on
the side despite your wishes, or looking for men of other races. And the charms
– if I had more of them, and they were bigger – would mean I wanted those other
men to impregnate me while you watch, or while I tell you about it on the smart
phone!"


"You're kidding."


"No. These anklets have
meaning." Lisa dropped her foot to the carpeted floor and approached her
husband. She was still mostly naked. She hadn't gotten dolled up for their
visitor yet. She grabbed her husband and kissed him. "I'm wearing it on my
left ankle because I love you so much," she said. She groped
through his Bermudas for his cock, and rubbed it. "It's never going on my
right ankle. Just so you know."


"O.K.," said Bob. He
glanced again down at his wife's ankle. She did look hot with the anklet on. It
made her look sexier, for some reason. Almost as if she were horny and ready to
fuck. Which, of course, she actually was.


"Now remember," she said.
"You don't get to fuck me. Not this time! You can kiss me, hold my
hand, tell me how much you love seeing me get fucked – but you can't fuck me at
all! You try? I'll push you away."


"Why?"


"Because that will add to the
excitement! You're cock will be awesomely hard, because you'll be watching me
get fucked and you can't have any of that!" She giggled a little.
"The fact your wife is getting violated will make your cock get even
harder!"


"How do you know?" said
Bob, looking a little dejected.


"Because that's what the men
on the cuckold apps and sites say. They keep saying how their cocks are so hard
they can't stand it!"


"O.K.," said Bob, still
uncertain.


"Don't worry, honey! I'll blow
you while I get fucked. You can come that way! And I want you to take lots and
lots of pictures!"


"O.K.," said Bob.


"Maybe – just maybe – I'll let
you fuck me afterwards. Sloppy seconds. The guys on the internet say it's
always fantastic!"


Bob shuddered at the thought. But
at the same time, he was excited about the prospect.


"And let me do most of the
talking for a while," said Lisa. "You're new to this thing, and I
don’t want the other men to think you're a novice. Be the strong, silent type.
And watch your hotwife! Make sure you enjoy seeing me
get nailed – I'm doing this for you as much as I'm doing it for me! I
want to be your center of attention."


"You will be," said Bob.
"Trust me."


Lisa giggled. She grabbed her light
blue corset off the bed and pulled it on, making sure to push the cups under
her tits, making them stick out grandly. Being a redhead, her tits were extra
pale, and Bob could just see the veins surrounding the large, pale pink areolas
and nipples. It was a cock-hardening sight. Then she held out her panties, a
light blue pair that said "Daddy's Slut" on them.


"Like them?" she said.


"Awesome," said Bob
circumspectly.


"You're my daddy, and I'm
being a slut tonight – just for you," said his wife. She winked at
him. She was about to pull them up her legs, and changed her mind. She got up
on the bed and lay back, spreading her pale, muscular, shapely legs widely.


"Lick me, honey,
please???"


Her pussy was pink and glistening.
She obviously was already horny from just the thought of being fucked by her
new paramour in front of her husband. Her wild, thick tangle of inch long,
curly and untrimmed red pubes jutted out like a fuck-me flag.


Bob got up on the bed and lay down
on his stomach, and scooted forwards as his wife pulled her legs back by the
knees. Her thick, light pink labia, which were full, meaty lips, slightly
crinkled from plenty of use over the previous years -- jutted out lustily.


The sight of his wife's open thighs
always invigorated Bob. The redhead's skin was so pale and sweet that he could
see slight traces of her bluish veins on the inside of Lisa's well-formed thighs.
Just above, and all around her meaty pussy lips was a tangle of long, lusty red
pubic hairs, a wild lady forest that curled and fringed and reached for the
sky. Lisa's pale red muff was a lighter color than the hair on her head –
instead of a copper color, it was more strawberry, and Bob begged her to never
trim it.


Bob looked over his wife's pussy.
Her clitoris was still hiding up beneath the hood. Bob was well acquainted with
the special spot that got his wife off. It was just below her clit, and slightly
to the left. He had massaged that spot with his tongue many, many times, and
always loved to do so.


Bob placed his tongue right in the
middle of her glistening labia and immediately felt the sensations of her thick
pubes tickling his lips and nose. He buried his nose deep in the hair, deeply
inhaling his wife's natural perfume, filling his lungs with her velvety aroma,
as the scent exhilarating him.


He licked slowly upwards.
Instantly, he was overcome by the awesome taste of a wife in heat. It was salty
and tangy and pungently sweet to his taste buds – he always loved performing
cunnilingus on his wife and this was going to be no exception.


He licked her and licked her and
licked her and licked her and licked her and licked her and licked her until
she was bucking and crying and sobbing and gyrating her hips and moaning and
whimpering and gripping his head and scratching her fingernails into the back
of his neck and cursing and urging him and crying out his name. 


He licked her perineum back and
forth repeatedly, coating it in saliva, causing her to moan and cry in
pleasure. He worked his flattened tongue tip all the way up the sopping wet,
meaty lips, zig-zagging his way up to the clit
repeatedly; then he nudged his tongue just beneath the hood, causing her clit
to throb and bob and causing the wife to overload and scream to high heavens as
she scratched him and shouted and cried.


Finally, his tongue feeling like it
was about to become immobile from weakness, he quit. His stomach was full of
her juices, as he has swallowed so much of them, his mouth was drenched in hotwife juice and filled with red pubic hairs. He felt like
the only thing he would taste and smell for the next week would be his wife's
musk.


He loved every second of it.


He looked up at his wife.


Her eyes were satiated and drowsy
and happy looking. It was as if she were wearing makeup, when she hadn't put
any on yet. Her tits were completely flushed, as was her face. She looked like
she had just run a happy marathon – grinning, with her chest heaving from
coming so hard.


"I love you," she said
weakly.


"I love you too, Lisa,"
said Bob, nearly lisping from his tongue being so weak.


He got up. Lisa dropped her legs
forward and kissed her husband.


"Now, honey," she said.
"Your hotwife has to get ready for our
visitor." She sat on the edge of the bed and grabbed the blue
"Daddy's Slut" panties that had been left sitting there. "Fred
is supposed to be here in about half an hour. So I'd best get spruced up. Don't
be alarmed by the new perfume. It's a special kind of perfume probably used by
whores worldwide. I have never worn it for you because of its
significance."


"I know I have my favorite
perfume that you wear," said Bob, remembering back when he'd first met
her. "But I thought perfume was perfume."


"No. Some perfume is so
strong and sexy – the kind that reminds you of a New Orleans whorehouse? That
kind is just for these occasions."


"O.K.," said Bob. When
his wife disappeared out the bedroom door he set up the video camera and
checked the angle. It would catch all of the action on the bed. He checked the
battery in the digital SLR camera. It was fully charged, and the SD card had
plenty of room – not just for still shots, but videos, too.


His wife would be well filmed
during her adulterous escapade.


Ten minutes later his wife appeared
at the door. She was stunning. Her eyes were made up grandly – a blue and green
mix to her mascara that brought out her blue tinged, green eyes, and matched
her blue bustier. Her lips were painted a low scarlet, and her hair was tied
back behind her head with a clip, the soft, red tresses falling down the middle
of her back in a makeshift ponytail. Her tits were crawling out of her bustier's cups, which were purposefully a size too small.
The freckles sprinkled over her pale cleavage begged to be coated with cum.


And her ass! The blue "Daddy's
Slut" panties couldn't conceal the awesomeness of her wide, pale ass.
Hundreds of men had plundered that ass – and for damned good reason! It begged
to be plundered – as it certainly would be plundered that night!


Bob's cock stiffened in his shorts.


"I'm ready, honey," said
his wife. She walked up and kissed him, beaming. The strong smell of flowery
perfume filled the bedroom. It smelled like a whore in heat. Bob liked it.


Within a minute the doorbell rang.


Lisa and Bob greeted the strange
man, Fred. As Fred had fucked Lisa a total of eight times before this occasion,
this would be his ninth. Lisa had picked him using the hook-up and cheating app
because of his muscular body, and most of all, because of his nine inch cock.


"Hi Freddy," said Lisa
happily. "This is my husband, Bob." She pointed towards her husband
proudly. "He's going to take pictures of us. That's all."


"Hi Bob," said the
stranger. He was about six feet one inch tall, and looked like he could bench
400 pounds with no problems. Bob glanced at the man's groin. He did look like
he was packing a decent punch down there.


"Hi Fred," said Bob.
"Nice to meet you."


"Your wife is awesome,"
said Fred. "I'm so glad you've let me be with her over the past two
months."


"No problem," said Bob.


"Well, let's not waste any
time," said Lisa, leading her new lover by the hand into the kitchen where
she got Fred and Bob each a beer. She poured herself a large glass of wine. She
motioned for the two men to sit down and she stood by the granite counter top,
sipping her drink.


"I met Fred, as you know, a
couple months ago," said Lisa. "He's done quite a few wives."


"Really?" said Bob.


"Yeah," said the
stranger. "These hook-up apps are really cool for that. A lot of married
women on there." He pulled out his smart phone. He showed Bob a different
hook-up app from the one that Lisa had showed him. "See?" said Fred.
"Look at all these women. All married. All looking for 'strange'."


"Strange?"


"Strange dick. Strange pussy –
it's modern slang for fucking around."


"Oh."


Fred scrolled down the screen, and
held it back out again. "Here's your wife's ad. Have you seen it
yet?"


"No. I don’t pry into how she
finds other men," said Bob. He grabbed Fred's smart phone and took a look
at the ad.


Married woman horny all the
time. Seeking FWB, part time only. Discreet inquiries only. Very selective.


There was a picture of her pussy,
the lips glistening with juice or lube, framed by her profuse, tangled mess of
long, curly red pubes.


"I can see why you picked
Lisa," said Bob. "Look at that pic of her
pussy."


"It would make a de-balled man
hard enough to fuck for hours," said Fred. "She's something else.
This photo was just a hint of it."


Lisa giggled. "You guys.
Always nuts about my pussy."


"It's an awesome one,"
said Fred.


Bob nodded.


"Well," said the wife.
"What do you say we carry this conversation to the bedroom. I'm fuckin' horny."


"I'm fine with that,"
said Fred, who stood up, as if he already knew the way. Which he did.


 


SPITROAST HOTWIFE


The two men followed the saucy
redhead down the hallway to the Marstons' bedroom.


The bedroom was already outfitted
with candles and incense. The video camera was set up on the tripod in the
corner, and was powered up. The night stand lights were on bright enough to
make for great video shots.


Lisa went over to the bed and set
her wine glass on the night stand. Then she sat on the bed. Fred sat next to
her. Lisa looked over at her husband nervously, realizing she were about to
break her vows right in front of him, which sent a surge of energy through the
room. She licked her lips and turned away from her husband. Fred's hand was
already on her thigh, his right arm around her back. She leaned into him. The
two kissed.


Bob felt a charge of electricity
jolt through him as he watched his wife deep kissing a strange man on his own
bed. He was instantly plunged into intense anxiety. His heart pounded, his
mouth was dry. He switched on the video camera. He felt stabs of emotional pain
with each moan his wife made as she swapped tongues with the stranger on the
edge of the bed.


For a few minutes the room was
silent, with just the slurpy sounds of kissing. Fred
moved his left hand up between the wife's thighs and rubbed her pussy through
the thin nylon of the "Daddy's Slut" panties. The wife moaned
sweetly. She broke the kiss and began covering the strange man's face, neck,
and shoulders with light kisses.


Then she got up onto the middle of
the bed, and got onto all fours. She hung her big, wide plush pale ass over the
edge, shaking it, causing the "Daddy's Slut" to jiggle back and forth
as the panties clung to her luscious ass cheeks.


"Get down behind me and lick
me a while, Fred honey," she ordered. "Make me a happy, horny hotwife!!"


The stranger instantly got on his
hands and knees and dug his face deep into the redhead's musky scented ass
crack, inhaling her tangy perfume and licking the wife through her thin nylon
panties. Bob watched as the other man's face disappeared between the wide,
musky scented pale cheeks of his wife's ass – the only thing in the way between
his mouth and Lisa's ass being the thin nylon of the panties. The man held onto
the wife's hips and pulled her back into him. The wife dug her ass backwards, shoving
it firmly into the man's face. She began clawing at the bedcovers. Bob snapped
pictures. 


The room filled with Lisa's
whimpers of joy as Fred licked her through the nylon, starting by pressing his
tongue against her nylon covered asshole, digging it in forcefully, trying to
shove his tongue deep in her ass through the material, soaking it in spit,
rolling his tongue in circles around it for several minutes like an ass-hungry
madman. 


Lisa moaned. Fred kept licking
until the nylon was soaked. Bob crept up and took photos of the spectacle. It
was obvious that the man was nuts about his wife's ass. Soon, the strange man
worked his tongue down the now soaked nylon all the way to Lisa's pussy; then,
after a couple minutes, he worked his way back upwards. 


Over and over again he repeated the
process, driving the wife nuts.


The nylon coated ass crack became
dark and wet from sweat, pussy juice, and saliva. Within a minute the wife
began to cry out loudly.


"FUCK!!!" the wife
shouted, her head jerking as her legs shook violently. Her big ass bucked and
jerked against Fred's face, which looked buried deep in between her cheeks.
Fred held his position as the redhead bloomed into orgasm. Within seconds the
screams were deafening.


"You came quickly," said
Fred, pulling his face away from the wife's ass. "Quicker than
normal."


"My husband licked the shit
out of my pussy just half an hour ago and it really charged me up," said
the wife. "Now you're doing the same thing to my asshole."


"I love licking your
asshole," said the stranger. "You know that."


"I sure do," said the
redhead. She instantly pulled her panties down to her knees. She was a sight to
see -- her big, wifely, pale ass peeking over the edge lasciviously. 


"Lick me some more, dammit!" she ordered.


Fred wasted no time in repeating
the process of burying his face deep in wife butt, laying his tongue against
bare, scented perineum and ass crack. Bob felt a surge of panic as he saw the
strange man make oral contact with his wife's fleshy, private pleasure garden.


Soon enough, the room exploded into
a chorus of screams. Lisa bucked and jolted, and pulled her ass away from
Fred's face.


"FUCK!" she cried.
"It's too much!" She crawled away from the man and sat down, cross
legged after jerking her panties down past her toes and tossing them at her
husband. "Get those pants off and get up on the bed, Fred!" she
commanded. The man did as he was told.


"You're gonna
put on a show for your husband?" said the stranger.


"I'm a horny hotwife, and my husband loves me for it!" beamed the
redhead.


"That's good. I wish I had a
wife like you," said Fred. "I'd be a happy man."


"You sure look like a happy
man, now, Fred!" said the wife, looking at his turgid, throbbing manhood.
"And you'll be happier in a few seconds!" She licked her lips
hungrily as she placed a hand around the massive cock. She graced the tip of
his thick 50 millimeter cock head with her tongue, wetting it. "Mmmmmmmm," she groaned.


"That's my girl," said
Fred, staring down at the copper headed slutwife's
lips.


"I'm a good girl,"
said the wife.


"You're a slut,"
said Fred.


"Damned straight I am!"
she said. "I'm a damn good slut, too!"


Within seconds the wife had the
stranger's nine inch cock head buried in her cheek, as she slurped and sucked it
greedily, trying to shove as much of it into her mouth as possible. Bob focused
in on the action with the SLR, snapping sharp looking shots of his wife sluttily fellating the stranger,
his thick veiny pole impaling her lips as she began
to throat the massive penis.


Gurgle! Gurgle! Gurgle!


Lisa looked her husband in the eye
as she fellated the stranger. Bob could tell when the head of Fred's cock went
inside his wife's throat. Trails of spit dripped down from her lower lip and
down over her chin and onto her heaving breasts, making her look especially
sluttish.


After five minutes of sucking, the
wife let the man's penis out past her lips. A long trail of slimy spit hung
between the wife's lips and the man's soaking wet cock head.


"Time to fuck," said
Lisa. She pulled the bedcovers back, revealing pure white sheets.


Instantly, she lay back on the bed,
spreading her legs wide.


Fred wasted no time. He propped
himself over the wife's spread legs, his thick penis aimed at her belly like a
weapon of adultery.


Bob felt an intense surge of
incessant panic, realizing that within seconds he would be witnessing his wife
being rampantly violated. His mouth was dry from excitement, his cock surging
in his shorts. He watched as the other man leaned down and kissed the wife, his
cock head propped against the opening to her birth canal. The man broke the
kiss and leaned back, staring down towards his redheaded conquest.


Bob felt his heart pounding and his
pressure rising as he watched the other man's thick headed penis enter his
wife.


There was no turning back now. As
soon as the man's cock head was several inches inside his wife's vagina, she
let out a stream of sharp, sweet whimpers.


Within seconds he the stranger was
balls deep, grinding his cock all the way into her, as far as he could go.
Instinctively, Bob pulled out his cock and began stroking. He couldn't help it.
It was the hugest thrill of excitement he'd ever felt in his life.


Bob noticed that Fred's cock
stopped with about two inches to spare. Then he forced more of his cock inside
her, as if pushing the head past a small obstruction. The man groaned as he was
in her all the way to the balls.


Instantly, the room filled with
non-stop whimpers as Lisa bucked her hips against the stranger's thick prick,
crying and sobbing in pleasure. Fred pulled back and shoved his cock deep
inside her belly again. She cried out once more.


Soon enough, the man was pounding
her ass into the mattress, as Bob stroked himself while watching the spectacle
– his wife's pussy was stretched white around the man's thick, veiny girth, which was slipping in and out of her,
violating his marriage vows with each and every stroke.


It sent Bob's head reeling. He
wanted to jerk off over his wife's face and call her a filthy whore. Or kiss
her and tell her how much he loved her. He wasn't sure.


Lisa looked over at her husband who
was photographing the union of lovers, both from close up and wide angle
perspectives. She looked directly into the camera.


"Hold my hand, darling,"
she said sweetly. "Hold your wife's hand."


Bob got up and walked over towards
the bed. He held her hand and watched the stranger plow his beloved off to
another orgasm.


As Lisa sighed and whimpered her
way towards climax, she turned and faced her husband.


"Kiss me, dammit!"
she ordered. Bob kissed her. Her breath was hot, her lips blazing and wet, her
face flushing, as she dug her tongue into his mouth, kissing and shrieking and
panting and cursing and moaning and then shoving her tongue back into her
husband's mouth and crying out and breathing heavy and squeezing his hand
tightly and he could feel her body being violated through the kiss. She finally
pulled her mouth away from his and shrieked out loud as she hit the ceiling in
the throes of violent orgasm.


Bob still held his wife's left
hand, but backed away from her face slightly and watched as she violently
bucked and jerked over the sweaty sheets as she came on Fred's massive penis.
Her hand felt like it was going to crush his, her wedding ring digging into his
fingers as the other man continued impaling her.


Finally, Fred pulled out.


"I just came in you,
Lisa," he said.


"I know. I could sure feel
it," she said.


"I'll be ready for seconds in
about a half hour," said the stranger.


"You're always good for a
second go 'round," said the wife.


After a half hour of small talk
over sipping drinks, Lisa asked Fred if he was ready for seconds.


"I think so," said Fred.
He got up on the bed without asking, and pushed the wife on her side, and
ordered her on her hands and knees. Lisa did as she was commanded.


Fred spit several times on Lisa's
ass crack, the two lobs landing square in the middle of her bright, pink
rosebud.


"I'd sure love to fuck that
right now," said the stranger.


"Maybe next time, honey,"
said the wife.


The man rubbed his cock over her
wet anus, the warm, slippery skin causing his cock to harden. Then he pushed it
into her pussy.


Within a minute he was pounding her
towards another orgasm, the wife bucking her wide hips back against him sluttishly, crying out his name.


Then she pulled away from her
lover, pulling his cock out of her pussy as she moved her ass away from Fred's
groin.


"What's up?" said Fred.


"I want to blow my husband
while you fuck me," she said.


"That sounds cool," said
Fred. "It'd be great for him to join in. I'm not into that weak, cuckold hubbie shit. Come on, Bob!"


"Honey," ordered the
wife, "get your pants off and get up on the bed, back against the pillows.
Bring the camera. Take pictures while we all have fun together."


"O.K.," said Bob. Soon
enough, he was laying back on his wife's large fluffy pillow, his legs apart.
His wife knelt between his legs, taking his throbbing six and a half inch hard
cock in her mouth. Fred mounted her from behind and began pounding her.


The sensation was incredible. Bob
was wracked by thrill after thrill as he felt his wife's mouth sucking and
slurping, and the sharp sensations of his wife's teeth bumping against his
sensitive skin as her head was being jerked violently back and forth over him
sent him off into the ionosphere – all happening while the other man slammed
his cock deep into his wife's pussy. Bob could see his wife's big ass jiggling
in waves as it was being flattened by the other man's thrusts. It was
mind-bendingly awesome.


She looked up at him, her eyes flashing
with giddiness, her mouth stuffed with her husband's thick cock, her white
teeth gripping the skin gingerly. She looked like the happiest woman in the
world. The sensation of her teeth lightly scraping and jerking against Bob's
shaft as her tongue massaged his most sensitive spot sent waves of pleasure up
his body.


He took pictures of his slut wife
sucking and being fucked. It was exhilirating. Soon
enough, he was going to ejaculate.


"You're going to spurt soon,
aren't you honey," said his wife, pulling her mouth off his cock
momentarily. "I can tell." She looked her husband in the eyes
lasciviously, licking his cock head with the tip of her tongue while grunting
and panting – the stranger's cock still slamming in and out of her like a fleshly
jackhammer. 


"Yeah, I was about to
come," said Bob.


"Well, focus that camera on my
face," she said. "I want some make-up!"


"O.K.," said Bob,
groaning as he felt his wife squeeze his balls with her left hand. He could
just feel the band of her wedding ring against his bare skin as she pulled on
his balls gently, placing her jerking and jolting mouth back over his purple
helmet. Bob could feel her breath on his cock as she gasped while Fred nailed
her.


His redhead wife began sucking and
slurping, her teeth digging into his shaft heartily as her head jerked over his
cock head, and she began jacking him forcefully, her fine, pale, wedding ring
coated fingers working his cock into overdrive.


He looked into her eyes, and then
looked down her sweat-soaked back, watching his precious wife's big ass
undulating as it was being slammed flat by Fred's forceful thrusts – the man's
hands gripping the wife's ass flesh, owning it in front of her husband
flagrantly. The hot, tooth accented sensations of Lisa's sweet mouth working his
cock head and shaft sent Bob further and further over the precipice.


"FUCK!!!!" grunted Bob,
feeling his cock light on fire, that aching, painfully awesome sensation that
he was about to blast off into outer space. His wife pulled at his balls while jerking
him manically. Bob snapped and snapped and snapped the camera as his wife
sucked and then jerked him, finally getting the prize she was looking for: a
hot facial.


Blast! Spurt! Lob!


A massive wad of sticky white
ejected from Bob's cock and slammed his wife on the forehead, a huge blob of
the pungent goo streaking across her hairline before
settling towards her follicles. A second lob jetted like wildfire from Bob's
cock tip and sprayed a plaster of white goo over
Lisa's nose and left cheek. A third, then a fourth, then a fifth spurt pasted
his wife's sweet face violently as Bob felt his entire body convulsing with the
painfully thrilling, awesome fire of climax.


His wife looked up at him, smiling,
her face coated with dripping white, smelly goo, as Bob
snapped picture after picture. She looked like a whore at her first gang bang –
completely pasted.


She let go of his cock as Fred
pounded her for another ten minutes towards two more orgasms. Finally, the
stranger jetted a spray of hot cum over the wife's back, much of it getting
into her sweat coated hair.


Bob kept taking pictures. He had to
admit – his wife looked so marvelously slutty and
whorish with cum pasting her face and her sweat coated back. And she loved
every minute of it.


After Fred left, Lisa and Bob
looked over the photos. There were at least 500 photos of Lisa being debauched
in every position, and coated with cum.


"I look great covered in cum
like that, don't I, honey," said the wife.


"You look hot like that,"
said Bob. "You really do. Way hotter than any porn star."


"That's because I am
hotter than any porn star," said Lisa. "Now we need to post these on
a website."


"Really?" Bob wasn't so
sure of making his married debauchery public.


"That's part of the fun. Other
couples do. We're just sharing our adventures. We could do it on a forum if
you'd rather."


"I'll have to think about
that," said Bob.


"That’s O.K.," said his
wife. "So – how did you like it? Did you enjoy sharing your hotwife?"


"It was hot," said Bob.
"Really hot."


"You were harder than I've
seen you in years."


"I suppose I was."


"Ain't
no 'suppose' about it, mister. I can tell. And you literally blasted me
with cum! You never did that before."


"That's true."


"Face it, darling" said
Lisa. "You really love seeing me be a horny, shared slutwife."


Bob smiled. Yes, it was true. It
was exciting as hell.


"Tell me," she insisted.
"I want to hear it."


"I loved it."


"I need to hear more than
that," said Lisa.


"I love sharing my slutwife, and seeing her get fucked," said Bob.


"Ooooooh,
I love hearing those sexy words!" she cooed.


Bob smiled.



 

DRIVE-THRU
SLUT THREEWAY


"Honey," said Lisa during
the middle of the week, "let's go out for a burger. I'm hungry, and don't
feel like cooking anything."


She had a mischievous smile as she
spoke.


"You look like you're up to
something bad," said Bob.


"Awww,"
said the redhead. "Not little ol' me!!!" She gave her husband a quick
kiss and turned for the hallway. "I need to change into something sexy.
Don't want to go downtown without looking hot for you! I'll be right
back!"


Bob waited in the living room while
his wife went to the master bedroom to change. When his wife returned, she was
wearing a short grey skirt, and a thin, red and white striped
spaghetti-strapped top. She was wearing her hotwife
anklet on her right foot. She smiled. "You like?"


"Fuck!" said Bob.
"You look cock-hardening hot!"


"That's good!" said Lisa.
She held up her left foot. "Like my hotwife
jewelry? I haven't worn it in a couple days."


"You look like you're going to
be out on the prowl. But it's on the wrong ankle."


"No – when it's on the left ankle it means I'm more selective about which strangers I'm
going to fuck," said Lisa coyly. "Or maybe I want to caress my
husband's ear with my anklet while he fucks my clenching, dripping hot pussy
deeply after we eat our burgers. Ya never know what
to expect!"


Bob grinned.


"I'm so glad you accept me
being your hotwife!" said Lisa, giving her
husband a kiss. "Hey, lets take the mini-van!"


"You sure? We're just getting
burgers."


"Yeah, I want to be able to
stretch out my legs a bit while we eat."


"O.K.," said Bob,
wondering what his wayward wife was up to.


Within ten minutes they were
cruising down to the local burger stand, one of the last ones in the suburb.
Burger joints used to be plentiful, but since the 1990's more and more of them
went out of business, with only two national chains surviving in the area,
McCloud's and Burger City.


As they drove down the four laned avenue towards the center of the suburb, Lisa pulled
out her cell phone and texted somebody.


"Who are you texting?" said Bob, curious.


"Nobody in particular,"
said Lisa. She looked over and gave Bob a sly smile.


When they pulled up to the burger
stand, they went through the drive-thru. Bob ordered a large burger and fries,
with a small shake. Lisa ordered a smaller burger and small fries, and a small
cola. Soon her text tone went off. She answered and texted
the person back. Bob just shrugged it off to more hotwifery.


After the two had finished their
burgers, a car pulled up next to them. The text tone went off. Lisa looked at
it, and looked over towards the car next to them. Bob glanced over. It was a
car with two young men, looking maybe 20 or 21 years old.


"They're here," said
Lisa. She reached in to her purse and pulled out a digital snapshot camera. She
handed it to her husband. "While I fuck these two boys, you take
pictures."


Bob grinned ironically. "So
this is why you wanted to dress so sexy."


"Of course, silly!" Lisa
pulled up her skirt. "And see? No panties. Nothing but bare pussy for
these hot blooded boys. They were online looking to tag team their first MILF –
and I volunteered!"


"And you're going to do it
right here, in the Burger City parking lot?"


"Why not?


Lisa opened the right side door and
went over to the car next to them. The driver, a pimply faced dude with a short
shock of dark brown hair, rolled down his window. Bob strained his ears to
listen to what was being said, but all he could hear was the excited tones of
his wife's sweet voice. Then he saw Lisa turn, and she opened the back
passenger door, and climbed inside the back seat of the mini-van. The two boys
got out of their Toyota, and they came up to the door.


"Bob – this is Jack and
Terry!" said Lisa, breathless from excitement. "They really want to
experience fucking an older, married woman. So I made them an offer they can't
refuse!" She turned to the two young men. "Guys, this is my husband
Bob. He loves to see me getting fucked by other men, and – as I told you – he
will be taking pictures. You're fine with that, right?"


"Sure, dude," said the
driver. The other young man, a lanky guy with a shaved head, nodded his assent.


"O.K., boys," said the
wife. "Climb on in!" Lisa sat down on the driver's side of the rear seat,
which was a bed seat. The second guy, presumably the boy named Terry, climbed
in after the driver and shut the door.


"You sure you want us to fuck
you here in the burger parking lot?" said the driver, Jack.


"Why not? It will only make it
more exciting," said the wife.


"Whatever you say, girl!"
said the bald guy, Terry. Bob noticed he was reasonably muscular, with tribal
tattoos. Jack was skinny but wirey, and had a large
tattoo of a naked girl on his right shoulder and bicep.


Lisa got up and pushed Jack towards
the left side of the bed seat, and sat down between the two boys. Bob looked at
her through the rear view mirror, and they matched eyes. Lisa was a picture of
utter and complete happiness.


She looked to either side.
"You boys going to make a move? Or do I have to!"


"I'll start," said Terry,
and he leaned over and put his arm around the wife, and began to kiss her.
Within seconds the inside of the van was filled with sloppy kissing noises. Bob
took several photos, with the flash off, as it was still late, late sunset and
the combination of the setting sun's deep golden glow, along with the
brightness of the parking lot lights made it easy enough to take pictures
without using the flash – and getting attention.


As Lisa and Terry were in the
throes of a passionate kiss, Jack reached up underneath the wife's skirt and
felt around a bit.


"Dude!" he exclaimed.
"This MILF doesn't have any panties on!" Bob watched as Jack's hand
moved around, the wife's legs spreading apart as the young man's fingers found
the prize. The interior of the van exploded in high pitched MILF whimpers. Bob
could hear the Squish! Squish! Squish! sound of fingers working sopping wet
wife pussy as his wife began to be seduced by the two young guys.


After a few minutes of being kissed
and fondled by the two men, Lisa got up on her hands and knees, sticking her
big, pale ass towards Jack as she fumbled around for Terry's cock, so she could
suck it. Soon enough, Jack had his face buried to the hilt in the scented
pleasure zone of hot wife ass as he licked her holes fervently, working his
fingers deep into her pussy. As Bob snapped photos of the spectacle, his cock
raged in his Bermudas. Jack reached down and removed Lisa's shoes, placing a
firm hand over her left ankle, covering her anklet while gripping and kneading
her leg, as he ground his face deep in between her dampened ass cheeks.


Lisa slurped up Terry's cock head,
causing the shaft to come to immediate full erection. It looked to be nearly
eight inches long, and very thick. Lisa struggled to get more than an inch or
two down her throat. After a couple minutes, she succeeded, and soon enough she
was throating the young man excitedly, her whimpers
being muffled by cock head.


After a few minutes of slurping and
sucking on the large phallus, Lisa pulled her face off of it, and she abruptly
jerked her ass away from Jack's tongue, climbing up over Terry's lap. The van
was filled with the sound of her breathless gasps of excitement. She reached
down and grabbed the saliva-wettened head of the
thick cock she had just been blowing, and lowered herself slowly over it.


"Fuck!" the wife grunted.
"You're stretching my pussy!!"


Terry chuckled. "Your pussy
can take it, MILF!"


The van filled with a chain of
Lisa's anxious whimpers. Bob snapped photos of her vagina stretched to the
limit as his wife struggled to contain the thickness of the young man's cock.


Bob was in a panic as he watched
the massive cock invade the cleft between his precious wife's legs. As much as
he had grown to appreciate the sight of his wife being debauched by strangers,
it was always the moment when another man's cock head first penetrated his wife
that he went into a complete and utter panic. His heart pounded, and his mouth
was dry from excitement. He felt a blast of anxiety shock him to the core as he
took pictures, seeing the thick, wet head of the cock spread apart his sweet
wife's pussy lips before being wrapped in them tightly.


Within seconds Terry's cock was
buried deep in cheating, hot wife.


Lisa started moving up and down on
the big cock, kissing the young man's neck, moaning sweetly into his ear as she
rode him. It only took two minutes of fucking for her to break into the noisy
throes of orgasm. Then she leaned down over Jack's crotch, and fumbled for his
cock, trying to unbutton his jeans as she bopped her big, bulbous ass up and
down over his friend's big penis.


Jack reached down and quickly undid
his fly and soon enough his six inches were standing tall, and no sooner than
Lisa saw his bare skin she had all six inches of Jack buried deep in her
throat.


The interior of the van began to
get warm as the three carried on with their adultery, and the van started to
reek of hot wife pussy.


As Bob took pictures of his wife
fucking and sucking the van filled with the noises of her pussy being stretched
and worked to another orgasm, and Bob could hear his wife's throat gurgling as
she deep-throated Jack's six inches.


For about five minutes Bob watched
and took pictures as his wife fucked one guy and sucked another.


Then she pulled her throat up off
of Jack, and pulled off of Terry's lap.


"Lie back, Terry, so I can
ride you while your friend there fucks my ass," she said.


"You sure? We don't have any
lube with us," said Jack.


"You don't question it when a
wife tells you to fuck her ass!" She pulled Terry's legs downwards,
towards his friend, and then she promptly mounted his cock again. She let out a
long, sweet groan as the pink lips of her pussy turned white from being
expanded over Terry's cock flesh.


"Get behind me and just spit
on my asshole, and then work that little cock inside me. You'll probably come
in me before you can cause me any discomfort anyway," said the wife,
grinning back at the surprised young man.


Bob's heart was pounding intensely.
Here was his sweet, lovely wife – offering her ass to a complete stranger while
her pussy was stretched full of thick cock. He snapped numerous pictures as his
wife's hot, stuffed cunt moved up and down over
Terry's glistening penis. The back of the van wobbled a little as Jack got up
onto the seat, his pants down below his knees. He had his cock out, and he
aimed it at the gently bobbing, pale redhead ass in front of him. Lisa's little
hole was pink and sweet looking, with just a tiny fringe of light red hair
framing it in the pale setting sunlight. Her ass was already wet from Jack's
oral caresses, as he had been licking her entire crack when he first got the
chance. He spit on her puckered hole, and pushed the saliva around with the
head of his cock.


The wife let out a gasp of joy.


Jack spit again, several more
times, continuing to work the slick mixture over her forbidden, puckered hole.
Then he pushed.


Lisa slowed her movements, holding
still as Jack slowly entered her anus.


"Fuck!!!" Jack groaned.
"I'm not even in her and she feels so fucking good!!!"


"I have the best ass for
fucking," said the wife confidently. She adjusted the angle of her ass
over the thick cock beneath her, to give the second, smaller cock more space
for anal fucking. Her pussy stretched to the breaking point as she leaned her
body forwards. The wife cried out in pleasure as the thick cock embedded in her
pussy hit all the right places. Meanwhile, the cock that was about to invade
her anus pushed and pushed and soon enough – her hole began to open.


The wife whimpered uncontrollably
as the anal orifice stretched around the tip, and then the head of Jack's six
inches… Then his coronal ridge entered her sacred space with a quick 'plop!'
Jack grunted. Lisa whimpered and mumbled incoherently as she showered Terry's
face in kisses – still holding her ass still.


Soon enough, Jack was balls deep in
wife butt. He pulled back and shoved his cock forwards, slapping his balls
against the wife's perineum. She let out a yelp.


"You want me to pull
out?" said Jack.


"Fuck no!!!!" the horny
wife grunted. "Fuck me hard!"


Within a minute both cocks were
working Lisa's holes to another orgasm, and soon enough, Jack emptied his sperm
deep into Lisa's guts.


No sooner then Jack spurted, Terry
let go with a massive load deep inside the wife's pussy. As Bob kept snapping
photos, he saw the man's shaft turn a frothy white from the semen he was still
working deep into the cheating wife's belly.


The other man slowly pulled out of
her ass, leaving a blob of hot cum coating her reddened pucker hole.



 

As Bob and Lisa drove home about
fifteen minutes later, neither spouse said anything. It wasn't because of any
tension between them – Bob just didn't know what to say. What do you say after
you just saw your wife being D.P.'ed by two young
strangers?


Finally, Lisa broke the silence.


"Well?"


"Well what?"


"What did you think?"
said the wife. "Did you get off by seeing your hotwife
getting doubly penetrated?"


"I'm still hard. I almost came
in my pants."


His wife turned and smiled.


"That's the reaction I want to
get from you every time you see me
getting fucked," she said sweetly. "I want you so overcome with lust
for me that you come in your pants just
thinking about it!"


She grinned. "It makes me feel
like such a powerful woman!"



 

B.B.C.
HOTWIFE PARTY


For the next three weeks Lisa
arranged for a new man to arrive every Saturday night. Friday night was Fred's
night for fucking, as Lisa had taken a liking to him and his penis. She figured
the familiar would warm Bob up to the entire idea as well.


On the fourth weekend Lisa upped
the ante. The man named Jeff, who had an eight and a half incher,
arrived with a friend who had a seven incher. Jeff
had been at the Marstons' residence the previous
Saturday, but this time Lisa wanted to be fucked by two men at a time in front
of her husband.


At first, Bob wasn't sure. Dealing
with one guy at a time was intense enough. After all, every night when he fell
asleep all he could see was his precious bride being impaled by massive cocks
attached to strangers; all he could hear were the echoes of her sweet voice
screaming out in writhing orgasm while other men serviced her. Every time he
saw her, he couldn't help but envision her legs apart, straddling a massive
cock, shouting out another man's name.


She was still his wife, of course.
That didn't change. And they still had sex once or twice during the workweek.
The sex was palatable. Even if Bob thought he didn't measure up to his wife's
new lovers, she always made him feel like a stud – which he really tried to be.



The only thing he had on them all
was his tongue. He could lick her until she was nearly unconscious.


But he still wondered: am I good
enough?


Now she wanted two guys to do her all
night, while Bob filmed and photographed it for their website, which was
getting thousands of hits:


REDHEADEDSLUTWIFE4U.


It started bringing in a little
money from advertising.


And so did the personally sent and
signed photos – the used socks, the used panties, and used nylon stockings.


Lisa was getting offers from all
over the U.S. to put on private webcam shows, too.


Bob began to feel like a suitcase
pimp.


 


It was Saturday night.


"Honey, tonight is going to be
really special," said Lisa, as she attached a second anklet, a thicker,
shiny gold one to the top of her right foot. It had several large charms on it.
Bob looked at them. They were two B's and a C, along with a black spade charm.


"Oh – this is a special
anklet. I'm just wearing it for tonight," she said.


"It's on your right foot.
Didn't you say that means something?"


"It means a white wife is
looking for black guys to fuck her," said Lisa matter-of-factly. The B, B,
and C stand for Big Black Cock. The spade denotes a white wife who has devoted
herself to chasing big black cock."


"Oh."


"Now, I'm not always looking for that, as you know,
but I've arranged for a special night tonight," said his wife, grinning.
She pulled on a white T-shirt over her red lace push up bra. The T-shirt said
"White Whore 4 Black Cock Only". The '4' was large and purple, donned
with purple rhinestones. "As you can see, honey," said the wife,
"we're having a few African American guys over."


"Oh," said Bob. "How
many is 'a few'?"


"Five guys. I've been talking
to Andrick over the internet for the past month. He's
offered to bring his friends over for a gang bang. I met two of them after work
the other day at the Starbucks in the Valley. They're good guys. And from their
pictures – very well hung."


"Oh," said Bob.


"They've done this
before," she said. "They know you'll be there. They're very
respectful of cuckolded males."


"O.K.," said Bob.


"Now, don't look so down,
honey. It'll be fun!!!"


"I'm sure it will," said
Bob, setting up the video camera and checking the battery.


"Now, honey!" Lisa came
over and got on her knees, and yanked down his pants and boxers. "Has your
hotwife ever let you down? I never will!" She
began to suck his cock fervently, bringing it to full erection. She slurped and
sucked, letting the shaft out past her lips slowly as she gripped it lightly
with her teeth, gently scraping the skin, causing wild sensations to go up
Bob's spine.


Looking up at her husband, she
moaned and let his cock head out past her lips with a wet 'plop'!


"I love cock so fucking
much!!" she exclaimed, instantly jamming Bob's six and a half inches down
into the top recesses of her throat. Immediately, the redhead slut made
gurgling noises as she started to throat Bob all the way to orgasm.


Bob was disappointed in his wife:
true. Was he a bit angry that she didn't at least ask him about having a gang
bang without consulting him? A little bit. But how could he stay mad seeing her
sea-green eyes looking up at him, her angelic face full of cock – his cock? She
reached up and grabbed his bare balls and pulled gently while fucking his cock
head with her throat.


Bob groaned, staring into his slutwife's eyes and jetted a full load down her gullet.


Lisa swallowed with her tongue, the
sensations adding to the coming sensations that were already sending Bob into
the stratosphere.


After a minute, his wife let him
out of her mouth. She licked up every last bit of spit and cum off his penis.


Then she kissed the head, and got
up off her knees.


"I love you, honey," she
said. "Just go along with the ride tonight, O.K.? You'll like it. You've
liked everything else we've done."


"O.K.," said her husband,
satiated.


He had to admit, Lisa knew how to
get her way. A hot, greedy, filthy, sloppy blow job with just the right amount
of teeth will always get the point across.


A half hour later Lisa met the five
men at the door.


They were very polite men. All
muscular, except one guy, who didn't talk much. It turned out he had the
biggest cock – just a few millimeters shy of ten thick inches.


Lisa was on top of the world. She
came like a bitch on the ten inch cock – she couldn't get enough of it. She
even let the guys do an airtight seal – three at a time, filling all holes. It
was the second double penetration Bob saw his wife do – and it made his cock
drool as he watched it, his heart in a slow panic.


Finally, Andrick,
the most talkative of the men, suggested Bob climb on and fuck his wife in the
ass while she rode his nine incher.


"Come on, dude!" he
urged. "Get up on your bitch and ride her ass, hard!"


Lisa looked at her husband, her
sea-green eyes darkened from having so many orgasms. Her lipstick was smeared
to the point it was nearly gone from sucking so much massive African American
dick.


"Climb on and fuck my ass,
honey!" she exclaimed.


Bob pulled off his pants and
boxers, and got up on the bed. His cock was already raging hard from watching
his wife being debauched and stretched so thoroughly.


Lisa was already astride Andrick, whose massive cock was completely buried in
stretched, pale-pink redhead wife pussy. Bob looked down, watching the massive
cock work his wife's clenching orifice very slowly, her massive red thatch
surrounding it awesomely. The sight made Bob's cock throb – his wife's furry
ass crack looked terrific being impaled at close range.


One of the other guys handed Bob
the lube. Bob poured a little lube down on his wife's bright pink asshole,
which was framed by a light dusting of sexy red pubic hairs. The sight of her
waiting, already fucked hole made his cock drool. He rubbed his cock tip into
her pink button, smearing it bright with lube. Lisa cooed, bucking her fleshy,
pale globes back towards her husband's glistening tip as she rode the anchor – Andrick's impaling weapon.


Bob pressed the head of his cock
against her flaming hot, tight rosebud. Already having been thoroughly broken
in that evening by bigger cocks, the pink hole opened up easily and swiftly.
Bob pushed forwards. Lisa moaned sweetly and ground her ass up to meet him.
Down below, Andrick immediately began increasing the
pace of his fucking the wife's pussy, going from a slow thrust to a moderate,
deep rhythm. 


Bob shuddered in pleasure as soon
as his head was wrapped in sweet wife anus. He pushed further, until a third of
his cock was gripped in wet heat. Andrick sped up his
movements, which Bob could feel beneath his wife's anal walls. He closed his
eyes, trying to take in the moment. He had never DP'ed
his wife before. He pressed forwards another inch. It was pure rapture! Andrick sped up his thrusts. Lisa whimpered. Bob shuddered,
his wife's red-fringed hole gripping and slipping over his girth smartly.


The heat! The tension! The
tightness of her hairy, forbidden hole!


It felt magical!


"FUCK!" exclaimed Bob.


"I told ya
that ya needed to assfuck
this slutwife of yours!" grunted Andrick. "Now shove that shit all the way in there, up
to the balls! Pound your black cock loving whore!"


Bob looked down at that African
American, who gave him a warm smile.


This dude actually wants me to
enjoy myself, he thought. How cool.


Bob pushed his cock all the way
inside his wife's anus, all the way to the balls. He could feel her hot, lube
coated anal pubes tickling his balls. He could feel Andrick
working her pussy underneath him. He could see his wife's sweat coated back,
marked by handprints and some scratches by inadvertent rough handling. He could
see the spank marks on her pale, full ass and her sweat tangled hair. He looked
down and could see the red handprints and fingermarks
on her ankles where two of the men held her wide – like a wishbone asking to be
broken -- as the other three men took turns fucking her holes into a frenzy.


He saw her anklets. The sight of
them made her look so sexy, so available, so slatternly – it made her feet look
sexy. The fact she wore them to turn him and the other men on – it made his
balls boil. He kept grinding his cock deep in Lisa's rectum, relishing the
sensation.


As his bare balls rubbed against
his hotwife's wet perineum he felt a rush of
incredible energy roll up his spine as her sweet recesses tugged and yanked on
his entire, swollen cock.


Bob pulled back and shoved it back
home. His wife was close to orgasm from Andrick's
massive penis being squished against her clitoris.


Bob pulled back and slammed his
cock home once more. It felt wonderful.


He pulled back and hammered his
wife's tight anus again. And again. And again. And again. Breathing deep,
relishing the sensation of hot wife ass. Pound, pound, pound. Her tight, smooth
hole gripping him like a vise, squishing and sucking, stretching around him
like a welcoming, fleshy, airtight glove.


Slam! Slam! Slam! Slam! Slam!


Bob took out all his frustrations
on his wife's asshole, nailing it as hard as he could. Lisa cried and
whimpered, coming on Andrick's penis. She was
overtaken by being fucked for the hundredth time, now by man number six: her
husband.


Pound! Pound! Pound!


Every thrust into his wife's ass
felt better and better!


I'm fucking my hotwife!
I'm nailing my slutwife's ass!


Bob was taken by the moment. He
looked over. One the other men was snapping pictures of Bob assfucking
his wife. The man had a big smile on his face.


Bob grabbed his wife by the hips
and thrust his cock in and out of her ass, not caring whether the lube gave out
or not. He'd be spurting into her guts way before then.


He could still feel the other man
working her penis inside her belly as he nailed her anus repeatedly.


Soon enough – the sensation of
tight, slippery, flaming hot anus was too much.


Bob spanked Lisa's ass cheeks hard,
as he jetted a massive load deep inside her rectum. He could feel her muscles
squeeze his cock as if sucking every last drop of semen from his balls.


He held himself inside his wife for
a bit and then pulled out. Looking down at his handiwork, Bob was proud. Lisa's
asshole was dripping sperm, her cheeks a criss-cross
of red handprints.


Lisa turned and looked at him
around her shoulder.


"How did you like assfucking your hotwife,
honey?" she said weakly.


"I loved it," said Bob.


And he had to admit it: he actually
did.


But the rest of it? He wasn't so
sure. Where was this all heading? Ten man gang bangs? Twenty guys?


Did Lisa have any limits? He wasn't
so sure anymore.


And what was this doing to that other
thing they had in common: their marriage?



 

YES, I AM A
HOTWIFE


Lisa got home early. It was a
Thursday afternoon, and it was 90 degrees out – a sunny August day in Seattle,
when the Mediterranean climate that the scientists say it has really comes out
and shines.


She needed to get some deodorant
and a few other things, and drove her red VW compact car the fifteen blocks
down to the local Left-Aid drug store to get out of the heat and do a little
shopping. She had a tryst lined up for the evening, but it wasn't set in stone
yet. She hadn't heard back from the guy who said she was "hot" on the
pick up app she had just loaded on her smartphone. Up
'til now, she had been relying on the internet classified ad sites and
swingers' forums, but she decided that perhaps using a pickup app would give
her more variety in men for her hotwife journey.


She pulled up to the drugstore and
got out of her car. Instantly she was plunged from the cool, air conditioned
auto interior into a quick blast of summer heat. The bright afternoon sun felt
hot on her shoulders. Her hotwife anklet began to
feel a little sweaty on her bare leg as soon as she walked across the parking
lot, and she enjoyed the sensation because it reminded her she was advertising
herself as sexually available. 


She was wearing a tight, short
beige skirt, and low white heels, and a thin, tight white blouse. She looked
like a suburban MILF out for an afternoon stroll. Her red hair was clipped but
hung down her back in a loose ponytail. Her bare legs were muscular and Lisa
knew they would draw the attention of any man with intact, working balls. She
had decided to leave her hotwife anklet on all the
time – she loved the sensation of it draped around her sexy ankle, especially
when she knew it advertised her wares to any men in the know. And from the sly
stares she received – there were increasing numbers of men who understood the
message that a gold ankle bracelet sends to the world: I am married and I love to fuck around.


She had just grabbed a deodorant
container and turned the corner into the health supplements aisle when she
noticed the moderately tall, well built man who had just ogled her bare legs.
His eyes had caught sight of her anklet. Lisa looked over at him and smiled.


She just knew that he'd received the message. And from the look in his eyes,
she knew that he knew, also.


"Hi," the man said. He
had a full head of hair and a baseball cap with a Seahawks emblem on the front
– very common in football mad Seattle. He was holding a couple small bottles of
supplements. Lisa saw "goat weed" inscribed on one of the bottles.
She had read somewhere that goat weed made men virile and hard.


Hmmmm,
she thought. Maybe I can take this man home, get him to take a few of those
capsules, and film him fucking me with his hard penis so Bob can have a
surprise video to watch when he gets home from work!


"Hi," said Lisa with a
smile. She looked in the man's eyes. I know you know I’m available, she said
with her eyes. Hit on me.


"Do you know where I can find
some good supplements for women?" she said. "I'm new to this
store."


"What kind of supplements for women?"
said the man, smiling. From his expression, Lisa could tell he was attracted to
her. She looked him over. He was well built – he definitely worked out. That
meant he had a lot of testosterone, even if he was middle aged. A middle aged
man who takes care of himself is always good in bed, she had learned from her
numerous exploits.


"Ummm,
I need a supplement for women that… er," Lisa
began coyly, "…that makes me have better orgasms in bed."


"Really?" said the man.
"You look like you'd have no trouble whatsoever!"


"Well, I have no trouble – I
just want to make it even better."


"Well," said the man,
"there's a section for women right next to where I got these pills for my
circulatory system." He held up his bottle of goat weed. "The icarrin in these caps is good for clearing out your
veins."


"I heard that stuff makes a
man really hard."


"Well – depending on the guy –
yeah. That too."


"Oooooh,"
said Lisa, biting her lip, hoping it got the heat across. "Do they have
something like that for women?"


"I think so," said the
man. "Come on, let's take a look!"


He gently touched Lisa's shoulder
and nudged her in the direction of the sexual supplements. Sure enough, there
was a large bottle of pills that had numerous herbs and other amino acids in
it, designed to enhance women's sexual satisfaction.


"You sure this stuff
works?"


"It all depends on the person,
and it all depends on the brand. You have to start out easy, and listen to your
body," said the man. "This stuff here?" He held up the goat weed
bottle. "Some brands are better than others, but after a while you can
tell if it's real from the smell of the caps. Icarrin
has a particular smell to it – quite earthy and nice, actually. And you have to
build up your levels of it before it works."


"Does it work for you?"


"Yes, it does. It helps. And
it has other benefits."


"But some of the papers say
supplements are all phony."


"Most aren't, actually. And
some have been backed up by scientific trials." The man looked over the
female supplement bottle. "A lot of this stuff is amino acids. There are a
few herbs I've read about in this bottle that help women. And this is a
reputable brand." He handed it to Lisa.


She looked it over. She hadn't been
planning on buying something like this. She had no trouble coming like a rocket,
and her sex drive was always through the roof. But if she bought the bottle,
she could make her move. And maybe before the hour was through, she'd have this
nice hunk's cock plunging deep inside her!


"I'll get it," she said
with a smile. "By the way, I don't know your name!" She held out her
hand. "I’m Lisa. I live just fifteen blocks away from here." She
licked her lips slightly, hoping it would get the message across that she was
available."


"I'm Joe," said the man,
shaking her hand firmly but politely. "I notice you have an anklet on your
foot. Do you know what that signifies to a lot of men?"


Lisa grinned.


"Yes," she said.
"I'm a hotwife." She bit her lip as she
smiled, looking over the man in front of her. She glanced at his crotch, but he
was wearing a pair of cargo shorts, a bit baggy, hiding his bulge. "I'm
married and I fuck around," she added, speaking softly to keep other
shoppers from hearing it.


"Wow," said the man.
"I've only been with one married woman, and I didn't know she was married
until after we'd done the deed. And she had one of those anklets on. It looked
so hot on her ankle, especially when her feet were next to my ears when I was
fucking her. She told me all about the anklet, and what it all meant."


"We ladies have to advertise
discreetly," she said. "But we know there are men out there – like
you – who get the message! So -- you interested?"


"What – in having sex?"


"Of course!"


The man looked surprised. It was
obvious to Lisa that he hadn't expected an offer so quickly. He looked over the
hot redhead in front of him, his eyes going from Lisa's face to her pale
cleavage, to her hips, to the ring on her finger, and finally down to her feet
– and especially the anklet on her right foot. He smiled.


"Sure, I'd love to!" he
said. "No guy in his right mind would pass up a chance with a hot woman
like you – especially if she's married."


"Well," said Lisa.
"It's settled. We'll go to my place and fuck. Follow me home after we
leave the store."


"What about your
husband?"


"He's working late. And he
knows I’m a hotwife. He's fine with it."


"He must really love you.
That's a big rock on your finger."


"He does love me. And I love
him, too!" said the wife. "But the problem is that I also love to
have lots and lots of sex!" 



 

Half an hour later Lisa was getting
the pounding of her life. Joe had a medium length cock that was extra thick,
and this – combined with the intensity of his balls slamming into her clit as
he savaged her doggy style -- led her to a series of mind-numbing orgasms, all
captured on SD card for her husband's pleasure.


Joe pulled out and ordered the wife
to lie on her back. The late afternoon sun lit up the Marstons'
master bedroom brightly. Joe grabbed the wife's bare, pale legs and pulled her
ankles up next to his ears and shoved a pillow under her ass. Then he proceeded
to fuck her hard and deep. The room echoed with Lisa's ear splitting cries as
Joe's cock head hit home repeatedly. Joe kissed all around the wife's anklet,
her skin tasting pleasingly salty on his lips and tongue as he violated her
viciously until he erupted deep inside her belly. The anklet, like the wedding
ring, reminded the burly man of the fact he was violating another man's inner
sanctum. He felt the anklet rub against his left ear as he pounded the wife to
yet another orgasm.


Mission accomplished.


 


FUCK THIS, AND FUCK YOU, TOO


Bob couldn't get to sleep. He
popped one valerian, two valerian, three valerian – nothing. He popped several
melatonin. Same thing.


No sleep.


It was the visions.


Finally, he popped an allergy pill,
one of the weak kind that are used sometimes to help people sleep. Even then,
it was hard for him to sleep.


It was the damn visions.


For several nights in a row, he had
trouble falling asleep. He would turn his head and glance at his better half,
sleeping peacefully next to him, and he couldn't push out of his mind the
notion that she was not his alone: although she was his wife, and wore his ring
on her finger, her body belonged to whomever she wished for a particular evening.
She no longer belonged to him: she belonged to the world.


The visions – they were so intense!
And they never would leave him alone.


Lisa, his redheaded beauty,
screeching and crying as she was pounded mercilessly by this "Joe"
guy she had picked up – behind his back – at the drugstore. The video was
amazing, but also haunting – the sight of the strange man's thick, veiny penis violating his wife so forcefully.


Then there was the recent memories
of Lisa, his precious wife, screaming in the throes of non-stop pleasure as she
was taken repeatedly by all five guys just a few nights before that.


Sure, those guys were polite. And
sure, not all of them were hung like horses.


But five men, using his wife like a
cheap vagina with a cock-crazy slut attached to it – and the sounds, the sights
– haunted him as he tried to fall asleep.


And assfucking
her? That was mind-blowing. But it didn't erase the other visions.


The damned visions.


The next evening after arranging
for a seven man gang bang, Lisa said she wanted to try out for porn. She wanted
to become an amateur porn star. She had already been contacted by several
makers in Los Angeles and was making arrangements for her and Bob to fly down
for an audition. She had forgotten to clear the plans with Bob ahead of time.
He was taken aback – it seemed that she was on her way to planning him out of
her life.


"I'd be good at it, honey.
Wouldn't you want your wife to be the object of a million other men's
attention?"


"I don't know," said Bob.


"Why not? Wouldn't it make you
feel proud to be the husband of the world's hottest slutwife?"


"I really don't know about
this."


"About what?"


"About any of this
anymore," said Bob.


"What do you mean?"


"Sharing you, I don’t think I
like it anymore. It's starting to give me a weird feeling. This has gone a
little too crazy for me."


His wife looked at him with an
angry glare.


"What the fuck you talking
about??? You sure enjoyed cumming deep in my ass when
Andrick plowed my pussy several nights ago! You sure
enjoyed jacking off the night before that when Fred and Jeff took turns fucking
me until I couldn't stand up anymore! You sure enjoyed taking the all the
pictures and videos! You're lying!"


Bob became instantly red with
anger.


"I could be a damned good porn
star!" she insisted angrily. "I'd be the best! You're just fucking
jealous!"


Bob saw his vision blur as he was
overtaken with complete and utter rage.


He had just tried to pour out his
heart, and had just been cut off. He was in no mood for compromise. Especially
when he had no sleep to speak of.


"Fuck this," he said. He
got up and drained his coffee down his throat. "And fuck you, too!"
He flipped off his wife, and went to the bedroom. 


"Fuck you, too, you
liar!" she exclaimed. "You're just trying to control me! Jealous!!


"Go to hell," said Bob.


He entered the bedroom and
immediately grabbed his gig bag, and filled it with a spare pair of jeans,
underwear, some socks, a few T-shirts and a button up shirt, tossed in his
headset radio and Mp3 player, his phone and chargers, his tablet computer – and
headed for the front door.


"Where do you think you're
going?" shouted his wife. Still sitting at the kitchen table, as if
completely in disbelief that Bob would ever act on anger.


"Fuck off," said Bob,
slamming the front door. "I'm done."


A half hour later he was in Tacoma,
driving South on the I-5 freeway. He recalled his first visit to the city – at
least the one he could remember -- when he was a child, during his second trip
to the ocean. At the time, Tacoma still had a working pulp mill and smelter.
The combination made the local air smell like a baby's soiled diapers – which
Bob's parents had thought had happened during the family's first trip to
the ocean, which Bob didn't remember, of course, as he was a baby. They had
told him while they were driving through the second time, when Bob was five.


It was nearing one in the morning
when Bob hit the Black Hills, a set of tallish foothills west of Olympia.
Highway 8 can be a lonely road at one a.m., and Bob was worn out and tired. He
saw the sign for the rest area and pulled off. Hitting the can, he pissed and
then got a long drink of water from the fountain. He slept fitfully in his car.


Two days later he was halfway down
the Oregon Coast.


The sun was higher in the sky the
farther South he drove, and he took a few breaks from driving now and then to
get out on the beach and get some sun -- but the damned memories didn't fade
the way he thought they would.


In Lincoln City he had a hamburger
at a joint that had a view of the surf. A pretty redheaded girl served him. She
looked just enough like his wife to make him feel upset. He ordered a coffee to
go and went for a walk on the beach. He heard his cell phone go off. He checked
the screen. Fifth call from his wife. He put the phone on vibrate and hit the
ignore button.


Then he drove further south.


I'll go all the way to California,
he thought to himself. Fuck the aircraft factory, and fuck Seattle. I'll find a
new life. As far south as I can go.


The weather began to brighten even
more when he got south of the dunes, and past Coos Bay, where the coast turns
to green meadows, groves of myrtle trees, and a few rocky headlands – and
always, glimpses of the wide surf of the vast, blue Pacific.


He crossed the Curry County line –
the last county before California -- and began to feel the visions dissipate
just a little. He spent the afternoon at Cape Blanco, a misty, grassy peninsula
with a tall, white ancient lighthouse, and a windswept broad sand, empty beach.


Then he drove further south. The
next large town was a small boat harbor called Gold Beach – then the road
drifted inland past a massive, thousand foot high monolith that rose up out of
the sand just hundreds of meters from the surf – and then came Brookings. The
last town before the California border.


 


IT'S REJECTION, MY MAN – REJECTION


Bob liked Brookings. It was small,
and the weather was nice. The locals at the diner told him it was 65 degrees
year 'round. Sometimes in the winter a Chetco wind – a
breeze that followed the local Chetco River valley --
could blow in from the east and increase the temperature to 70F – even in
December and January. The surroundings were beautiful. There were gentle fields
of green, forests of fir, redwood and myrtle, here and there a rocky headland,
and always there were sweeping vistas of the vast Pacific surf.


There were no jobs, though, so as a
place to settle, it was a negative.


He spent the late afternoon at the
local beach, Harris Beach. The surf felt great washing against his legs, almost
as if it were washing his worries away.


The first night at the Harris Beach
Motel he realized that his entire life with women was too often littered with
being shoved aside. His first love was painful. She fucked half the men at
school, but wouldn't even date him. He'd had a few one night stands, but
nothing ever clicked until he met his wife. And now this: at first, he had to
admit sharing Lisa was fun. But over time, it just felt like he was being
pushed away.


But other guys were into sharing,
why was it that Bob had such a problem? Was there something wrong with him? 


Am I the problem, and not my
wife? he wondered. 


Late the next morning Bob was
inside the diner, just off Highway 101, having a tall coffee and scrambled eggs
with sausages, and a man walked up to the side of the booth where he was
sitting. At the time, Bob was still looking out the window, over the Pacific.
The sun was about to break through the early afternoon clouds. Bob hadn't
noticed the man standing there.


"Can I join you?" said
the stranger, startling him.


Bob looked up. The guy was a medium
tall man with rugged features but an almost refined look – as if he were a
country businessman. He had a full head of dark hair and piercing blue eyes.


"Uh, I really need to be alone
right now, sorry," said Bob.


"They told me you're new here
and as you can see – " the man swept a hand across the small diner –
"there aren't any other booth seats, and this is the one I usually sit at
when I come here." The man smiled. "Look, sorry. Didn't mean to
bother you."


Bob thought for a second. What
could a bit of company hurt?


"Go ahead, man. Have a
seat."


"Thanks." The stranger
sat down. The waitress brought him a tall coffee. 


"I'm Ray," said the man,
holding out his hand.


"I'm Bob." Bob shook the
man's hand. He had a firm, steady handshake.


"I love the coffee here,"
said the stranger. "Reminds me of back home, in Seattle."


"You're from Seattle?"
Bob was surprised. Seattle people usually didn't drive any further south on the
Oregon Coast than Cannon Beach. The rich Seattle people would stop at Cannon
Beach -- the artsy, rich enclave that it had become. The poorer Seattle-area
people were lucky if they were able to drive to Oregon at all. Places like
Brookings were unknown to Seattle people.


"Yep," said Ray, taking a
sip from his coffee, freshly served by the waitress. "I'm from Tacoma,
actually. But no one seems to know where Tacoma is when I'm out of state. Which
has been 15 years now. I've almost forgotten what it's like up there."


"I just drove through Tacoma a
couple days ago. On my way down here from Seattle."


"On vacation?"


"You could say that,"
said Bob, a bit hesitant.


"Running from something, or
someone?" said Ray.


"You're a bit prying with your
questions, Ray."


"I just notice a lot. It's my
job."


"What do you do?"


"I’m a minister at a
non-denominational church here in town."


"Oh."


Fuck, thought Bob. One of those.
Now he's going to try to convert me.


"Look, Bob, I can tell what
you're thinking, and you're wrong if you think I'm gonna
hit you over the head with religion. That's not what I'm about."


"Then what did you mean by
what you said – me running from something, or someone."


"I can see it in your eyes.
I've seen that a lot before. Men, especially. Women? Not so much."


"They don't need to. They
cause all the fucking problems."


"Woh!"


"Sorry. Had a bad
breakup."


"Sour marriage?"


"You could say that." Bob
stirred a little more creamer into his coffee. The waitress brought a plate of
fries and a BLT to the minister.


"You want to talk about
it?"


"Not really."


"Maybe it would help. I'll
keep religion out of it, if that would bother you. I might be able to help. Ya never know. I've seen a lot of shit."


"No one can help my situation.
Nothing can. My marriage wasn't ordinary."


"Most aren't."


"No – most are. This
one was… She likes to have sex with other men. I couldn't stop her. So I
accepted it. And enjoyed it. Really enjoyed it."


There was a pause.


That will make this holy roller
leave, thought Bob to himself.


"Hmmm," said the stranger.
"That is a bit unusual. Usually the couples have their lovers on
the side. Sometimes one of them convinces the other into sharing or something
like that. There isn't much sharing that goes on around here that anyone wants
to admit to. But I've heard of it. You're not alone."


"You're kidding."


"I'm not."


There was a pause.


"Look, Bob -- I've seen nearly
every foible known to man. We ministers see and hear it all.
Ministers and lawyers are probably the two fields aside from psychological
counseling that see every aspect of human nature. Good and shitty."


"Shitty?" said Bob.
"A minister using real language."


"Sometimes you have to say
things the way they really are. It's just language."


"I've just never heard a
minister use language like that before."


"We're not all clones, you
know," said Ray. "And we're not all a bunch of judgmental
know-it-alls breathing hell-fire. So don't think your problem is unique."


"Well, what we were doing –
what she was doing -- was not common. And I loved it for a while – but
then reached the point I just couldn’t handle it anymore. And I'm blaming
myself, because I enjoyed watching her. And I don't know why."


"Sexualization
of Rejection."


"Sexuali---
what???"


"The Sexualization
of Rejection," said the minister. "I read it somewhere. It's not
established science, just a theory one counselor put out there – somewhere on
the internet. And I've thought about it, as I had at least two parishioners in
another church I pastored – over in the Willamette
Valley -- they had your issue."


"Really."


"Yes, really," said Ray.
"It's one of the psychological impulses that lead to cuckolding."


"Cuckolding. Yeah, that's what
we were into."


"Stems from one man depositing
sperm into another man's partner, causing the cuckolded man to raise a child
that's not his. It goes all the way back to cave man days. Raw human
psychology, on the basest level. Your wife get pregnant?"


"No. She was on the
pill."


"That's good." Ray took a
sip of his coffee. "Did you start it? The cuckolding? Some men do."


"No. She wanted others. So
that's what it led to," said Bob. "I don’t know why I loved it so
much, before I hated it." He took a bite of his scrambled eggs. "I
still see the visions."


"It's not well studied. Some
psychologists say it goes back to evolution and sexual selection, when males
competed for the impregnation of females. The sight of another male mounting
their beloved made them more sexually agitated, and they soon 'reclaimed' their
partner through vigorous intercourse."


"Makes sense, I suppose."


"And although we're not in the
cave anymore, the psychological vestiges of how we got here – or developed, as
we ministers prefer to put it -- still remain."


"That's pretty deep for a
minister."


"You have to think deep to be
a decent shepherd for your flock."


"So why was I so excited
seeing my wife – er – serviced?"


"It's rejection. Like I was
about to say: the sexualization of rejection. Your
previous rejections and heartbreaks were so intense that they were sexualized
as you grew older. It's like a subtle form of psychological trauma. That's my
theory, anyway. But don't take it as gospel fact. Just my take on it. That's
all."


Bob remained silent. Had he been
rejected? Yes – too many times to count. By ones he loved? Certainly.


The minister went on.


"Every man, Bob, has been
rejected. Well – most of us have. The vast majority of us. Some few
don't ever get rejected. They are the ones who usually treat women like
appendages. But the rest of us? We've all been in love with a woman and
seen her fall into the arms of another man, seen her hand-in-hand with him,
seen her kissing and embracing him -- or seen her marry another man – and she
meant the world to us." The minister paused. "A long time ago,
I was really in love. She was the best thing in the world. I adored her. She
didn’t adore me. She adored half the town."


"Woh."
Bob thought to himself, sounds similar to Lisa.


"Yeah," said Ray.
"She slept with half the guys at the bar I went to. This, of course, was
way before I chose my present vocation."


Bob took a sip of his coffee.


"One night I asked her
out," the minister continued. "I thought she was just drinking a bit
and going through a phase. I didn't think I could change her, but I was in love,
see? So I asked her out. She said no. That night she left the bar with four
guys. They were high-fiving each other as they
followed her out the door. I think you know what happened."


"Yeah. She fucked them all.
The pictures could be on the internet somewhere."


"Maybe. Who knows? I know I
never want to see them."


"I don’t blame you."


"My point is – things like
that slam your psyche. And they slam it hard. Because you invested so
much of your self in your feelings for the woman who hurt
you. And a man – if he truly loved a woman who speared his heart with a ten ton
pike – never completely gets over it. We are men, yes. But we still have
hearts. We can try to drink it away, pray it away, wish it away, think it away,
but it never truly goes away. It's always there in the background. It
keeps you from truly trusting. It colors your view of every other woman you see
or fall for. They all become part of the one who shredded your heart
until there's nothing left of it."


"I think I see what you're
saying. But what does this have to do with my enjoying my wife screwing
others?"


"It was your sexual psyche
still mixed up from some other hurt you felt when younger. I'll lay money down
someone you loved in the past broke you to pieces."


Bob thought back. Yes, it was true.
It was that girl he loved who dated every guy in the economics class except
him. And the word got out that she had slept with all of them.


"Yes," admitted Bob.
"That did happen. A lot. One was really bad. It crushed me. I had
forgotten."


"No, Bob," said the
minister. "You didn't forget. That's part of what made you want to
see your wife having sex. It's not the whole reason. But it's part of
it. You've sexualized your earlier rejections. Sex, psyche, emotions – they're
all tied together. You are still hurting. The excitement that sexual and
emotional hurt brings can become mixed. And that's what happened. You were
re-living the pain, by watching your wife. And I take it she is
attractive?"


"Yes, very."


"So it was visually exciting
to see. You were just psychologically confused. In a very exciting way. It
happens to a lot of men in different ways. Yours was watching her cheat. At
least that's my guess."


"It sounds plausible,"
said Bob.


"And the only way to undo
it is to realise where the problem stems from -- and
then truly deal with it."


"How do I deal with it?"


"Accept it as fact -- and then
let it go. Sometimes once you recognise the source of
a problem, it helps you compartmentalize it." Ray took a big sip from his
coffee. "And that helps you handle it, and the pain that goes with it.
It's like using knowledge to get rid of fear. I used to be afraid of flying
until I read a book on flight and how planes work aerodynamically. I realised that planes can't just fall out of the sky. It's
physically impossible. It can be the same dealing with a lot of other problems.
Knowledge of the source, and the reason, helps you deal with it. And –
hopefully – the pain, or issue, starts to recede."


"How long would it take?"


"I don't know, Bob. But try
this: give women – give your wife -- a real chance. Tell yourself every night
before you go to sleep that you will no longer be hurt by the actions of
others. It's speaking to your own subconscious. You could pray to God – that's
what I do, which helps me. But if you're not religious, well – that wouldn't be
an option. But speaking to your subconscious – perhaps that would help."


"Hmmm," thought Bob.


"It's easier said than done, I
know," said Ray. "I'm still alone. Just haven't been lucky."


"It's not easy finding
someone," said Bob. "When I found my wife, I thought I'd hit the
jackpot."


"You did hit the
jackpot. You married her. And she loved you enough to marry you. That's a jackpot, my friend. And that's
something you can still work with – even if it doesn't seem that way."


"But then I discovered she
wanted more."


"And you went along with it,
trying to make her happy. And it was visually and viscerally exciting."


"Yes."


"What would have happened if
you just said no to it completely?"


Bob thought for a moment.


"I don't really know," he
said.


"Why don't you go back to
Seattle and talk to her, and just say no to it. Say that there are certain
things you won't accept, and that includes her being with others. You're just
being honest. And see what she says. What can it hurt?" Ray looked Bob in
the eye. "If she says no, you're no further worse off than you are
now." Ray took a big sip from his coffee. "And if she says no, then
you move on. Give someone else a chance. But if your wife says yes... well, you
can work on it together."


"What if we try and it doesn't
work out?"


"I believe that if two people
who are married love each other, there's always a way to work something
out," said Ray. "They just have to keep the big picture in sight:
what drew them together to begin with."


Bob was silent. The man was making
sense. In his anger, he hadn't thought of that. He just left.


"She can say yes, or no,"
continued Ray. "If she's as open as she is about sex, perhaps she's also
willing to be open with you about working something out. After all – she did
marry you. You must mean enough to her, where your own happiness should have some
importance in her life. Maybe she just got lost along the way. Maybe she's
dealing with some trauma she's forgotten. Either way -- you don't know until
you try."


Ray finished his BLT, and mopped up
the last of the ketchup with his last French Fry. He looked at his watch.


"I hate to leave you in the
lurch, my man, but I have to go. I've got a young couple I'm counseling. I'd
really like to stay and talk more, but unfortunately – I can't. I hope you
don't give up. I take it the divorce hasn't happened yet?"


"I just stormed out and drove
south and west, towards the ocean."


"Have you called her?"


"No."


"Has she called you?"


"Yeah."


"And you didn't answer."


"Ignored it."


"Call her. Tell her you're
coming home to talk. See what she says."


Ray dabbed his mouth free of some
ketchup with his napkin. Ray smiled. He looked out the window, before looking
back towards Bob – as if thinking about something. Then he spoke.


"I know you're not religious,
Bob, but can I pray with you before I leave?" said the preacher.
"It's what a minister is supposed to do – it's part of our way to help
people. I'll keep it short, and succinct." He looked Bob in the eye.
"I won't do it if it bothers you."


Just what I need, thought Bob to
himself. But what's the harm? 


He shrugged his shoulders. "Go
ahead, Ray. I'm fine with it."


Ray bowed his head.


"Lord, my new friend here is
going through a tough time. You invented marriage. You can fix it. Bring them back
together. Please help them. Amen."


The preacher unfolded his hands and
took a last gulp from his coffee cup, emptying it. Then he got up.


"It's been great chatting with
you, Bob," he said, holding out his hand for Bob to shake. "Thanks
for letting me sit with you. I wish you the best."


"You too, Ray," said Bob.


"Oh – Bob," said Ray.


"Yeah?"


"Tell your wife you love
her."


"You're kidding."


"No. She needs to hear that.
And you probably need to say it. So say it. Trust me."


With that, Ray pulled his brown
suede cowboy-style leather jacket from the back of his chair and put it on, and
headed for the cashier.


Bob watched as Ray exited the door.
Ray waved to him before exiting the building. Bob watched as the cowboy
jacketed man walked across the small parking lot towards an old Ford pickup
truck that originally had green paint that could be seen in places beneath the
dented grey primer.


As the truck exited the lot, Bob
pulled out his cell phone. He looked at it intently. Do I call her? Fuck – I
just can't. She hurt me too much. She won't change for me. I can't expect that.


He put the phone back into his
pocket.


He pulled it out again. He looked
at the 'received calls'. Lisa's number was there at least five times, excluding
the registers of calls that he deleted.


He put the phone back into his
pocket. He finished his scrambled eggs. He looked out the window. The sun broke
through the cloud cover. It would be another warm day at Harris Beach. He would
just sit and contemplate, and watch the girls in bikinis and the families and
the young couples and the solitary men and the elderly couples and the seagulls
and the sandpipers and the surf.


He finished his coffee, and got
another tall coffee with creamer to go. Then he paid his check, and left.


It was an hour later at the beach
he reached for his phone.


He brought up Lisa's number. His
heart swelling into his mouth, he pressed the button with a shaking finger.


The connection rang.


"Hello?"


"Hey."


"Bob???!!!! Where the fuck are
you????"


"I'm in Oregon."


"Oregon???!!!" There was
a short pause. "What the fuck??!" There was another pause. "Where
in Oregon?"


"As far as I could get. The
California border. I'm at the ocean right now. Can you hear it?" Bob held
out his phone just as some seagulls and sandpipers were making bird noises.


"I hear the surf," said
Lisa after Bob returned his phone to his ear. For a moment neither said
anything. Lisa broke the silence. "Why the fuck did you just up and leave
me? Why?"


"I can't take it
anymore," said Bob.


"What can't you take anymore?
The sex?"


"Yes. The sex you're having
with other men. It hurts too fucking much. I loved seeing it for a while. But
then it hurt. I can't handle it anymore. It changes, or I'm out. I'll be in
California and you can do what you want."


"Why didn't you say anything?
You never really told me you felt this way about it. You didn't
explain."


"I tried. You yelled at me
when I brought it up."


"That's true."


"I can't change you, you
know," Bob said. He paused, trying to keep the tears which were trying to
develop, that familiar twinge of emotion he was trying so long to suppress.
"I just can't. It wouldn't be right to expect that."


For a while he heard nothing. Then
his wife's voice cut through the static.


"Come home."


"I can't. You'll just fuck
others. I don’t want to ruin your happiness."


"No, I won't. I'm done with
that. I want my husband back. 100 percent of my husband. 100 percent of my
marriage. That's what I want."


"Bullshit."


"In case you haven't figured
it out, genius – I'm not happy right now! Not happy at all! Not
with you gone." The voice on the other end of the connection sounded a
little emotional. It was tearing at Bob's heartstrings. 


"But you wanted to be with
other men."


"Not any more. I just told you
three times -- I'm done with that."


"That's changing you."


"No, that's me making a
decision to save my marriage."


"But I don’t satisfy
you."


"Yes, you do. And I know you
can. We'll just have to do it more often. Just you and me." She paused.
For a moment Bob thought he heard her sob, but he wasn't sure, as cell phone
connections can be so shitty – sounding like a bad Mp3 in a washing machine.


"Come home," she
repeated.


"I don't know," said Bob.
For a moment, he wanted to say yes, he would return. But the sound of Lisa's
voice – it brought back so many of the damned visions. Of her lying
back, crying out as another man's massive appendage speared her towards orgasm.
Of her eyes rolling in her head as she whimpered uncontrollably, being pounded
to climax by a burly, rough character – reacting so instantly to such
treatment, when Bob's own lovemaking just never seemed to cut it. Or so he
thought.


That same, sweet voice. Screaming
in the throes of yet another orgasm induced by another man's penis. He forced
the thought of it away.


"Tell me where you are,"
said his wife. "I'll come down."


"You're shitting me. You
wouldn't do that."


"Try me and see,
motherfucker."


"I'm in Brookings."


"Brookings? Where the fuck is
that?"


"You go down Highway 101 until
you're just eight miles shy of the California border."


"Stay there. I'm on my
way."


"No you're not."


"I'm not lying to you,
asshole! I'm grabbing my shit and coming down as soon as I set down my cell
phone."


"You won't know where I'm
staying."


"A town that I've never heard
of probably has only one motel. I'll find you if you don't tell me."


"You're not lying, are
you."


"No, I'm not. Stay there. I'm
coming down. I'll be there as soon as I can get there."


"I'm at the motel near Harris
Beach."


"Harry what?"


The connection, which was a bit
choppy because of Bob's location, cut off. He dialed up her number, and it just
rang and rang and went to voice mail. He cut the connection.


He opened the text screen.


Harris Beach. Harris Beach
Motel. He entered the text, and hit the send button. He knew the text would
get to her, bad connection or not. It would be spooled electronically, and then
reach her when the connection improved.


There, thought Bob. I'll stay
another two days. Then – if she was just putting me on – I'll go into
California and find a new life.


The words of the minister suddenly
appeared in his head.


"Tell her you love her."


Fuck, thought Bob. Should I?


It didn't take long for him to
decide. After all -- he knew he really did love her. There was no doubt
whatsoever about that. The pain couldn't kill that. Neither could the damned
visions. Nothing could kill the love he felt for her. He re-opened the text
window.


I love you, Lisa. I love you so
much it hurts. Bob.


He hit send.


Within a minute, the text tone went
off.


Bob opened it.


I love you too! <3 <3
<3 PS – don't go anywhere. I'm in the car. I'm on my way. Harris Beach
Motel. Brookings. CU soon. <3


Fuck, thought Bob. What am I going
to do when she arrives – if she doesn't change her mind and turn around?


 


THE WARM WATER OF HARRIS BEACH


He spent the rest of the day listening
to some music, and then beachcombing. Southwest-facing Harris Beach, close to
the 42nd parallel North, is where the water of the Pacific starts to
turn warm – at least along the coastline. Although the Humboldt Current is a
cold current, it lies far offshore, and the inshore waters of the Pacific
become warmed by the increased insolation of the
southern latitudes. It's like the Northwest's taste of California beach water.
You wade into the surf, and the water is no longer cold on your toes – it's not
bathwater warm, like the Gulf of Mexico, but it's still warm compared to the
water up North.


Bob ate dinner at the diner, half
hoping to see his new friend Ray. But Ray didn't show up.


He stopped by the local 7-11 and
got beer. He was going to get fucked up. He didn't know when his wife would
show up. Or if she would truly find the place. 


Perhaps she would change her mind
when she got past Centralia or Kelso on I-5 and turn back for home, and the
promise of other men. Bob just didn't know.


He was listening to some 2000-era
metal music on his headset about midnight when he was startled. Rap-rock. He'd
never realised how much he missed hearing it on the
radio. The music sent him back to better days, when there was so much promise
in life. Now? Life didn't seem all that promising – especially if his wife
decided to not show up.


He'd just been working on his third
16-ounce beer. The alcohol was just starting to kick in, starting to blur the
feelings.


BAM! BAM! BAM!


Someone was at the door to his
motel room.


What the fuck? Bob got up off the
bed, and yanked the headphones from his ears.


BAM! BAM! BAM!


Bob made his way to the door. He
opened it.


"Bob?"


He instantly knew the eyes, he knew
the hair, and knew the face. It was the woman he loved, at his door. She had a
book pack slung over her shoulder, purse slung over the other shoulder, and a
luggage bag in her right hand. She was wearing tight grey sweats and a matching
grey hoodie. She obviously had been in a hurry when
she left the house.


She must have been speeding the
entire way from Seattle, the entire 500 miles to the California border, Bob
thought to himself.


"Lisa? You really did come to
see me." Bob was still shocked.


"Of course I did,
silly! You gonna let me in, or what?" She looked
over him, and then into the motel room quickly, ascertaining the beer cans on
the nightstand. "You've been drinking, haven't you?"


"Yeah," said Bob.
"I've been drinking. Was worried over whether you'd really show up."


"Here I am," she said.
She paused. "You gonna let me in? Or should I
go."


Bob, coming to his senses, opened
the door.


"No, no – come in, sweetie.
I'm just surprised, that's all."


 Lisa stepped forwards. She
dropped her bag, and grabbed him. And hugged him. Bob hugged her back, holding
her tightly. It was like being home again, only a million times better. He
smelled her hair, and her warm fragrance – his favorite perfume. It was the
perfume she had been wearing when they first dated, and the night they first
made love.


"I'm not going back to what I
was doing," she whispered. "Ever."


"I love you," said Bob,
trying to keep his emotions from getting the best of him.


"I love you, too," said
his wife.


After several minutes, Lisa broke
the embrace, and grabbed her bag and set it near the bed. Then she sat on the
bed. She looked around the room. It was a typical motel room – sterile and
spare.


"It wasn't hard to find. You
were right – it's just off the highway."


"I thought you might change
your mind and turn around."


Lisa looked at him, incredulous.


"Don't ever think something
like that!" she said. She patted the bed next to her. "Come over here
and sit next to your wife, honey. Let's talk a little. Or not talk, if you
don't feel up to it. I just want you near me."


Bob shut the door and sat next to
his wife.


For a while they said nothing.


Then Lisa began holding her face in
her hands. She was crying. Bob put his arm around her, holding her, and then
rubbing her back.


"I don't want to lose you,
Bob," she said, softly sobbing. "You mean more to me than you
know."


"I'll never leave you again,
no matter what," said Bob. "I won't ever give up on us, if you don't.
Deal?"


"Deal," said his wife.


Bob kissed her cheek.


Ten minutes later Lisa recomposed
herself. 


"I was doing 80 most of the
way here," she said. "Got lucky. No tickets. You know how Oregon cops
are."


"Yeah, I know. Remember we
went to Crater Lake? We got a ticket on I-5 just doing 76 miles an hour. One
mile per hour over the speed limit -- and they nailed us."


Lisa smiled. "That was a fun
trip."


"Sure was," said Bob. "Our
honeymoon. Delayed by a couple months."


"We've had some good times
alone together," said Lisa. "We can again, you know."


"Were you sure when you said
you don't want to be with others anymore?"


"Yeah. Because you're more
important than that." Lisa looked her husband in the eye. "Sometimes
a woman sees a dick as a dick. 'Oooh, that one made
me feel good' – etcetera. It happened to me before I met you. Then you can get
carried away with it, you know? But then you learn that some dicks are much more
important than others. It's because of the man they are attached to.
Like your husband's – the most important one of all." 


She gave him a kiss on the lips. 


"When you went out that door,
a part of me left and never came back until just now. I know you think all I
want is sex with guys, but I thought it all out. I mean what I say. Your wife
isn't going to be a slut anymore – except just for you and you
only."


"I’m glad," said Bob.
"It got too much for me."


"I know. You don't have to say
anymore, honey," said his wife. "I already know how you feel."


For a while they sat next to each
other, arms around each other. Bob couldn't believe it. She drove 500 miles
just to see him, just to be with him.


Maybe things would work out, after
all.


Lisa broke the silence.


"Remember when we first made
love?"


"It was in my bed, at my
apartment. It was the best night of my life."


"Your room was so messy!"
said the wife.


"I know," said Bob.
"I was kind of embarrassed, but I was so excited! I got to see your tits… and
then your ass and pussy! It was the best thing in the world to see you naked –
and to touch you and feel you!"


"You were crazy about
my pussy!" said Lisa. "You licked me for almost two hours! No other
man has ever done that! You know, you drove me absolutely nuts!"


"I loved it! 'Cause it was all
part of you. I wanted so much to be with you, to taste you, to feel you
– to make you feel good. It's because I was head over heels in love with
you."


"I felt the same way, you
know," said Lisa. "I wanted you with me every day after that."


"Same here," said Bob. He
looked down at the floor, trying to fathom the fact that he and his wife were
seemingly turning a new page. He turned and looked at her. "I still do. I
want you with me every day."


His wife looked him in the eye, and
smiled. She pushed him back, lying his head against the pillow. She instantly
straddled him, and leaned down and kissed him, her long, soft scented hair
covering his face like a warm, silky tent of unbridled love. She kissed him all
over his face, and then kissed his lips, and then deep kissed him. After a
minute, Lisa broke the kiss, and sat up. She reached down and undid the top of
Bob's jeans. With several sharp yanks, she pulled his pants and boxers towards
his ankles.


Quickly, she yanked down her sweats
and panties, and kicked them off onto the carpet. Before Bob could say
anything, his wife was back straddling his torso with her naked bottom, and her
bare legs warming his. He could feel the softness of her wild tangle of thick
red bush massaging his cock to life. She leaned down towards him, giggling
softly, rubbing her labia against him until his cock was erect. She deftly
inserted the head of his penis in between her moistening lips.


Within seconds Bob was balls deep
in hot blooded, loving wife. His wife. His beloved. The one and only. He
groaned. Lisa leaned down and kissed him, grinding her vagina over his
throbbing girth.


"I'm so damned horny, I want
to fuck my husband all night and morning," she said.


"I'm glad," said Bob.


Lisa smiled, grinding her pussy
down over as much of Bob's manhood as she could suck in. As Bob was very hard,
it was easy for her to manipulate him inside her.


"I did some reading, you
know," she said.


"What kind?" said Bob,
groaning. His wife's vagina was sending thrills up throughout his body.


"I read some shit on the
internet, about how to get any man's cock to touch that special spot inside
your pussy." She licked her lips, rolling her belly and grinding herself
downwards. "It's all about the angle."


"Oh, really."


"Yeah, really." She
ground her pussy down more forcefully, pressing with her weight, and adjusting
the angle of Bob's attack. Then she leaned back slightly, while rolling her
hips, as if trying to find something with the inside of her pussy. "There
are some positions that will make it…. FUCK!!!" 


Suddenly, she began wiggling her
lower torso manically, as she let out a series of insistent whimpers, her eyes
rolling back into her head as she ground her pussy over Bob, before heaving up
and slamming her pussy back down, causing Bob's cock head to bottom out once
more. 


She began to whine continuously in
pleasure, bucking and jerking, working Bob's cock head against her cervix and
the spot just behind it.


"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!
FUCK!!!" Lisa cried out uncontrollably, and looked at her husband, her
face and chest flushed.


"You O.K.?" said Bob,
clenching his teeth, trying to ignore the awesome sensations.


"Fuck yeah, I'm O.K.!"
cried the wife. "You're there!"


"There?"


"Yeah – there!" She
leaned downwards and kissed him. "It worked."


"I'm glad," said Bob.


His wife giggled. "We'd better
practice this position more!"


"I love it," said Bob.


"I am a horny girl, you
know," said Lisa.


"I know."


"And from now on it's just
my husband this horny girl is fucking. So you'd better be up to it!"
She licked her lips, letting out a whimper as she ground her squishing,
clenching orifice over him. "We're gonna fuck
each other's brains out for the rest of our lives!"


"I hope so," promised
Bob. "But if I'm not…"


His wife instantly shushed him,
pressing a finely manicured finger against his lips.


"There isn't any
hedging about it. I know you can make me happy in bed. We did it the first
time! And we did it after that. So we'll do it every
time." She kissed Bob all over his face. "I promise."


With that, the redhead proceeded to
fuck her husband intensely, bouncing her wide hips up and down, yanking her
shirt and lace bra up over her tits -- the bare, nippled,
pale and fleshy globes jutting out sluttily like a
high school cheerleader fucking her boyfriend on the sly while her parents are
watching TV in the next room. The vision of Lisa's bouncing, full breasts
caused Bob's cock to ache with passion.


Then the wife proceeded to send
herself quickly into the stratosphere. After all, she knew her husband's cock
expertly, and knew just how to work herself to orgasm on it – she just hadn't
done it much for a while. But the parts worked together wonderfully once they
reconnected! It was evident in her loud vocals.


She fucked him and fucked him and
fucked him. Bob took deep breaths, trying to enjoy the sensation without
coming. He watched his wife manipulate herself over him, sending herself off
into the sky, her face and tits flushing from orgasm.


Soon enough, the room erupted with
her deafening cries as her clenching pussy worked over every inch of Bob's
girth, squeezing and sucking, sending him closer and closer and closer to the
inevitable.


Lisa leaned back, jerking her head
as she cried out in climax. Slamming her clenching pussy down into her
husband's groin, pulling and squeezing his manhood expertly, as if working a
familiar, favorite tool.


"Fuck!!!" she grunted.
"I love your cock so much!!"


"Your pussy's so fucking
awesome, woman!"


"I'm glad!" she said,
giggling. She leaned over, propping her weight on her hands as she pumped her
big ass up and down repeatedly, intent on sending her husband as far into the
ionosphere as possible. "I love ya, ya know!"


"I love you too!" Bob
grunted, trying to keep from spurting too soon. So far, it was working. But
Lisa was an expert fuck – as he knew so well.


He lay back, looking up at his
wife's face. She was smiling, and panting as she bobbed her ass up and down,
her waist flexing like an exotic dancers, her pussy sucking and working her
husband – the sensations thrilling him to the core.


"Hi honey," she said,
grinning, before kissing him. "You gonna come in
your wife now?"


"Fuck – I'm trying not to
come in my wife right now!"


"I bet you can't hold out much
longer!" chuckled the redhead. "Come on, baby! Give your wife some
cum!"


"Lisa! I'm trying to…."
Bob just grunted.


His wife picked up the pace,
giggling as she worked his cock closer and closer to the edge of the precipice.


Bob – for his part – took deep
breaths and tried his hardest to hold out as long as he could. After all – this
was his wife he was pleasing! He loved the feel of her pussy over
him – he wanted it to never, never end! He was so on fire he could feel that glow.
When you feel like your partner is a part of you, and you feel closer to her
than ever.


But Lisa's pussy was always
magical, and especially so this time! It was working and slurping, sucking and
gripping, making Bob's balls tingle, and that exquisite fullness of approaching
orgasm got more and more intense.


And how could he hold back? He was
back with the only girl he loved deeply enough to marry. She was the only dream
he'd ever had. And here she was – telling him how much he meant to her! She was
kissing him and riding him more fiercely than she had with anyone else!


"Go ahead and come in me,
honey," cried his wife. "Fill me up! I'm off the pill – just
for you! Give your wife some cum!" 


That was the trigger. He couldn’t
help it! It was too much. He let out a breath as he felt his balls twitch; his
cock ached and jerked, and he felt the fullness spread throughout his body as
he injected his wife's belly full of hot sperm.


Within an hour they were sleeping
in a close embrace, the soft sound of the surf just audible through the
cracked-open front window. It was heaven.


The next morning Bob licked out his
wife for two hours, and fucked her voraciously until he came in her – no
marathon session necessary. Then they fell back asleep, waking again just
before 11 a.m.


They had a late breakfast at the
diner. The sun had already broken through the ocean mist. It was a beautiful
day in Brookings.


"Hiya
Bob!" said a familiar voice. Bob looked up. It was Ray. He was holding a
paper bag in his hand, and a coffee in the other. Lisa looked up at the man.
The man looked at Lisa and put two and two together.


"This must be your wonderful
wife," said Ray.


"It is!" said Bob.
"Ray, this is my wife Lisa. Lisa, this is Ray. He's a guy I met here for
coffee, by accident a couple days ago."


Lisa looked a bit embarrassed. She
shook Ray's hand. Had her husband told this man about her secret life? Ray
realized her predicament. A natural with people, he allayed her fears.


"Your husband's nuts about
you, you know.  We had coffee the other day and all he could do was tell
me about how much he loves you."


Ray, you're a good liar, thought
Bob. But in a way, the man had sensed the truth. The reason Bob and Ray were
talking that day was because Bob did love her.


"You want to sit with
us?" said Bob. "I'll move over and sit next to my wife, and you can
have my seat."


"No – I just stopped in to get
a sandwich to go. But I'm glad to meet the both of you." Ray turned and
walked a few steps, and then turned back. 


"Remember what I told you,
Bob, O.K.?" he said with a smile.


Bob thought for a second. What was
that? Yes, now I remember.


"I will," said Bob.
"And thanks."


"My pleasure," said Ray,
leaving the couple alone. Bob watched as the man – still wearing a big leather
cowboy's jacket, left them – sandwich bag in hand.


"What did that man tell you,
honey?" said Lisa.


"He told me to always tell you
I love you."


"Oh." Lisa looked a
little embarrassed. 


"I love you, you know."


"I love you, too," said
Lisa.



 

SURF, LOVE,
AND SUN


Before leaving for home, the couple
went to the beach. Harris Beach, the state park where Bob had called her. Lisa
looked awesome in the new red, white and blue flower patterned bikini she
bought at the local department store – it set off her svelte, curvy body
grandly. They waded out into the surf and laughed as the waves rushed over
them, the warm water feeling wonderful in the bright August sun.


"The water's so warm in the
ocean down here," Lisa said, grinning. "I could stay here
forever!"


"The water's warm 'cause we're
so close to California," said Bob. "You know? I could stay here
forever, too – as long as I'm with you."


A large wave approached and washed
over their legs, the water just touching their waistlines. Lisa giggled.


"You know," she said,
"we need to come back here!" She grabbed her husband's hand and
joyfully pulled him out a bit further into the waves. 


"Let's get washed over by the
surf, honey!" she said enthusiastically. "It's been so long since
I've played in the ocean waves!"


The two strode out into the waist
high water, the waves rushing past them, the sound of the surf filling their
ears as the sun warmed their skin. It was paradise.


Bob looked out towards the sea,
which was wave after wave, each crest translucent from the bright rays of the
one o'clock sun. It was like summer would never leave, and as he held his wife
close, he was certain that even in the darkest days of winter, as long as he
had Lisa near him, it would always feel sunny in his life. 


"Look out!" said Bob. His
wife turned to see what had caught his attention. Instantly she giggled in
anticipation. It was a big wave, maybe three feet in height, bright blue and
green, topped with a big froth of foam. It looked like it would wash completely
over them.


"Wheeeeee!"
shouted Lisa, holding on to her husband as the large wave washed over them, the
foam just reaching the top of their shoulders for just a moment before passing,
the lukewarm water refreshing their skin. Bob laughed and tasted the salt from
the sea water.


When the wave passed, Bob leaned
over and kissed his wife's face and then her shoulder, her red hair darkened by
the sea water, her skin salty to the taste, her laughter filling his soul with
joy.


The drive home was beautiful.
Sometimes in August the Oregon Coast really lights up. It's the dry period for
the Pacific Northwest – August is when the entire region actually looks like
the Mediterranean climate that the climatologists claim it has. The grasses are
dry inland, and the trees are still green, making the region a wonderland of
green and gold.


But on the Coast? It can be
exceptional. Especially in the Oregon Coast's southern reaches the scenery is
all various shades of green, as you drive north from the California border you
see vast meadows and headlands to the right side of the highway, with the
bright blue reaches of the Pacific on the left. The skies are sparkling, with
bright sun. The temperatures are in the 60's and 70's F. The beaches are
magnificent expanses of light brown sand, bleached from the surf and sunlight.
The air is bracing from the gentle ocean breezes. The Coast, is – of course –
where Western Oregon comes out to play, and the Highway 101 corridor is loaded
with signs of tourism and good times.


Both having called in sick for
family reasons, Bob and Lisa took their time driving home. They had stayed at
Brookings two days, and then went up to the dunes near Florence. Then they cut
inland and hightailed it home northbound on I-5, driving near each other,
staying in contact via cell phone, both stopping at various towns and places
along the way.


The next week Bob was back at work,
as was Lisa. They both had lunch together every day, and talked of their
future. The talked of the family that they wanted. Their dreams. A bigger
house, perhaps. Or they would keep the one they had and improve it.


They never talked of the
dalliances, and Lisa had already taken down their website. They both let that
chapter of their life fade. As did the damned visions.


And every night they had great sex.


And every night Bob slept like a
baby, holding his wife.


And years later, they were still
living happily ever after.


 
















AUTHOR'S NOTE:


As per usual, I'm not endorsing
the activities here – they are just fantasies.


And most hotwifery,
from what I've read, hopefully isn't as negative as portrayed here. This story
is nothing more than an extreme fantasy story, and just that -- which hopefully
made it interesting reading.


The imaginary website mentioned
in this story, of course, doesn't exist. Any possible remote connection to any
real website with a similar name is – of course – purely coincidental, and by
accident.


J.B.
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