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So, I had been having a ton of fantasies about my wife, Rachel,  being my hotwife. I'd conjure up some extreme fantasies about it so explicit I had to jerk off. I could have fucked her, she was in the next room, but the fantasy was too good.

She was always a one guy woman. I know because I took her cherry, and our sex, well...traditional. But boy, did I have fantasies.  Those fantasies stood unexpressed until one fateful outing.

It was a nice spring weekend and we took a ride to Philadelphia, about an hour away, to visit a girlfriend of hers, Millie. They hadn't seen each other in a while. Millie thought it was a good idea to invite some other high school friends as well for a little party. Great idea. She got right on it.

Millie was cute. Short dark hair, a pixie face you could fall in love with and a knockout twenty-five year old body. I was a few years older than them.

Millie had a nice apartment her Dad paid for. He was in construction and was pretty successful so he made sure she lived in a large comfortable security guarded building. When we arrived, the party had already started. Nice digs. Tastefully decorated. Lots of chatter and drinking.

Now Rachel and I have to spend some time giving you a good visual impression on her since she so important, and she is in a lot of sex scenes.  She is pretty but not a model, her face is maybe a seven, But she's got these home-town looks that makes you want to pinch her cheeks. She has just below shoulder-length, chestnut brown hair. Her almond-shaped eyes are dark, intense, and impossible to ignore, accentuated by sharply arched brows that give her an alluring, confident expression. Full, sculpted lips contrasted against a strong, sharply defined jawline, creating a balance of elegance and raw sensuality.

Her body is petite, one could call her nubile, barely 5’4”,  with toned curves and a highly defined, athletic shape that hinted at both grace and strength. She’s got flat stomach with visible muscle tone, which draws your eye to her smooth fair skin. Her full 36C breasts on that tiny body added a sexy femininity to her otherwise sculpted figure. Every movement carried a quiet confidence—cool, seductive, and effortlessly captivating.

She had amazing nipples. They were layered, an arching mound as a base with a smaller arch on top, with a nice size nipple popping on top. Just looking at those tits could make me cum.

I used to have a girly mag with a photo of a woman with nipples like that that I jerked off to all the time. Now they were in my own hands, in person.

Plus, she loved to fuck. Really. She hawked me as much as I went after her. There were times when I had to beg off because my cock was so sore. Some problem right? I know a lot of guys complain all the time because the wife wasn't interested. I wasn't one of them.

I think it was because she had a pretty big clit. A little dick so to speak. A cock sliding against it really got her going. Oh yeah, she was a loud fuck. A little woman with big, loud responses, moaning and groaning and crying out. I told her it was okay to talk dirty, so once in a while she let out with some awesome “Fuck me harder” and “Oh, God your cock feels great, Mikey!” Stuff like that.

Aside from looks, she’s a great homemaker and a high school teacher with a great sense of humor, plus she loves to tease and flirt. How hard can a man n fall in love?  I had to marry her.

Unfortunately, we couldn't have children, which was a big disappointment for us. Bad lady parts. I told her we could adopt, but she really wasn't interested. She wanted our own.

So back to the party.

Rob, a tall, thin, nice-looking, who looked like he played guitar in a rock band, saw her and quickly came to greet her and gave her a big hug and a kiss. I was a little shocked how intimate. She laughed. He laughed. Rachel introduced us, her first serious high school crush. So they flirted all night. It seemed they couldn't get enough of each other.

Weirdly, it was turning me on, a hot guy all over my wife. I felt a stirring in the loins, if you dig. It was okay because I flirted with Millie while I watched the two of them out the side of my eye. And I admit, I had a few fantasies about Rob fucking her. That would have been a hot scene.

After the party, Rachel took me aside and explained that Rob and she were high school sweethearts, but not to worry, no sex. And thanks for not getting jealous.  

Why would I get jealous?

So now, I was really having hotwife fantasies. For days, I would picture Rob banging her while I watched. Picturing him cumming in her quivering little body. Then he'd stay hard and fuck her again while she cried out “Oh, Rob, fuck me, Rob!”

Of course, in the real world, when she got home from work I was all over her. I know sick, but it’s my kink.

About a month after the party, Rob called saying he was in town and could he take us to dinner. Rachel was delighted. I decided it was time to take a shot at the hotwife thing.

I told her I noticed how close they were. I asked her about her high school dating, and she admitted with a bit of guilt, they did a lot of making out and dry humping. He went home with a big stain in his pants many times, but she never got to blow jobbing or fucking.

“But you wanted to, right?

“Sure,” she said. “But I didn't dare.

And then I asked.

“Suppose I wasn't in the picture. Would you have sex with him?”

She laughed. “But you are in the picture, sweetie,” and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“No, really.” I asked again. “Would you have sex with him?”

“Really?” She thought. “Truthfully, yeah, I would.”

“Cool,” I answered. “Why don't you?”

“What? What the fuck are you talking about?” She was a bit stunned at the statement.

“I want you to have sex with him.”

There was a silence, and then she laughed. “Stop being an ass,” she said.

I told her I was serious, and explained how I had been having this hotwife fantasy for years about her screwing another guy and well, Rob, seemed to fit the bill. And besides, I had slept with lots of women, and she'd only been with me. How could she know how good I was if she had nothing to compare me to?

She wouldn't take me seriously. We talked about it for a long time. She wouldn't budge.

A few days later at dinner she brought the subject up again.

“Would you really be okay if I had sex with Rob?”

“I would absolutely be okay with it. I told you, I have had this fantasy about you with another guy for years.

She shook her head in wonder. It was hard for her to believe.

“My worry is that it would ruin our relationship.”

“Aha, so you do want to have sex with him.”

She was a little embarrassed.

“As long as you don't fall back in love with the guy it would be fine, plus, it would turn me the hell on,” I said.

“You're one sick puppy, Mikey.” And that was the end of the conversation.

A few days later she took me aside again before we headed out to work.

“You know that thing you asked me about me and Rob?”

“Yeah?”

“You wouldn't get jealous? Throw it up in my face later, would you?

“Probably a little jealous. And no I wouldn't throw it in your face. It's my idea.”

“Well, I always wanted to,,, you know...have real sex with him,” she finally admitted.

“Oh really? Wow, terrific.,” I decided to make light of it and teased her. “One thing I gotta know. Does he have a big cock?”

“That's the first thing you ask? If he has a big cock?”

“Well?”

“Just like a guy. Always about the dick.”

“You're not answering the question.”

“Yes, yes he does. He has a big dick. I've felt it between my legs many times. He would be on top of me in the car, and I could feel it rub against my,...you know.” She was getting into telling me about it.

“And you didn't take it out and play with it?

“God no. I wanted to, but I was too embarrassed. We never got as far real sex. Then he went to college and that was that. He got a college girl friend, and we stopped seeing each other.”

“So what do you think? You want to do the dirty deed with him?”

She sat on the couch and thought about it. Hesitant. Finally,

“If you won't freak out.... yeah. I'd love to find out what he's like in bed.” She let out a guilty laugh.

I laughed back. “Great!”

“Really, you think it's okay.” She still couldn’t believe it. “..but you can't watch.”

That was disappointing.

“Okay, but you have to give me all the raunchy details when you get home, and you have to have sex with me immediately, and you have to take some video so I can see you in action.”

“That’s a lot of requirements,” she smiled. “Here’s one for you. You have to tell me you love me afterwards.”

I smiled. “I’ll tellyou I love you before and after.”

“I’m serious,” she said. “I’ll try screwing for fun, but you have to give me some real love after.

“Hey, I can do that.”

“Well...okay then....deal.” She looked at my crotch. I had a massive boner.

“Holy shit! This is really turning you on,” she said as she got on her knees, unzipped me and pulled it out. One thing about Rachel, she loved giving head as much as she liked screwing.

“I really don't know if I can go through with it Mikey, but I'll tell you one thing, it makes me horny thinking about it,” she said as she stroked it.

“Shit, Rachel, you're always horny.”

Then she bit my dick.
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The Saturday Rob was coming to town she went to the salon, got a mani, pedi, hair style, even had them do her makeup. She wore a pair of skinny jeans, hi-heel pumps and a silk blouse with no bra. Her nipples popped up under it. Plus, she totally bling out. When I saw her I freaked. I was giving this away?

“Oh God, Mikey, I'm so nervous. Do I look okay?”

“Look okay. Damn, woman. You never get dressed up like that for me?”

She smiled. “Familiarity breeds contempt, I guess.”

Always with the smart mouth. One thing about her I love. She is a great tease.

“Come, on. I'm going to give you both a treat tonight. You can fantasize about how hot I am while he's between my legs, and he can think about how he's the luckiest guy in the world to do a fox like me.”

She had gotten comfortable real quick about giving herself to another man. She gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“Do I really look okay?”

I pulled her to me. I wanted to do her first.

“Uh-h, you'll mess up the makeup. I took your credit card. Do you know how much I cost you today to look like this—for another man?” She said fixing her hair. There she goes again.

We decided that they would get a room, meet at our place but not do it at our place. When he arrived, he almost fell over seeing how hot she was.

“You didn't look like this last time I saw you,” he said. His pupils were wide open.

She put her hand behind his neck, pulled him to him and gave him a big wet kiss, then looked at me with a look that said, Are you sure?

Rob was a little embarrassed, but I told him it was okay. We had a drink and  some conversation trying to get comfortable. It was an odd situation. He wanted to make sure I was not going to freak out later. I assured him we both agreed to it. We were just having some fun...but don't fall in love. This is play time.

Then she grabbed her purse, and they were off. She gave me a wink as she left. Just then, a rush of jealousy rushed to my head, and I thought maybe I might be doing the wrong thing.

Well, he fucked hell out of her. All night long. I expected her to roll in around two, but she finally arrived about five.

She got naked slid into bed, gave me a kiss on the cheek, said, “I'll tell you all about it tomorrow. I'm exhausted,” and fell immediately to sleep.

I couldn't go back to sleep. She had gotten me hard again.  My mind was filled sexual images of her with him. I tried to get into her cell to see if she shot any video. No luck. No password. It seemed she was never waking up. I tried to watch a cable movie, but couldn't concentrate. My balls were aching from the continual hard-on thinking about the kissing, the intimate touching, him feeling her breasts, his cock going in and out of her, the sex sounds.

My girl, completely taken by another guy, those pretty, shapely legs wrapped around him with her high heels in the air. I needed to jerk off. I was playing with myself continually, almost cumming a dozen times. Finally, she got up around three.

She dragged herself out of bed looking like shit. No sex goddess now. Disheveled hair, makeup gone, wearing an old robe. She unlocked her phone, pulled up a video, slid it over to me, and said “Have a look.”

She gave me a wicked smile while while she dragged herself to the counter and made some coffee.

Holy shit, the guy did have a big, uncut dick, and it was in her mouth. The video was only a couple minutes long before he shot a big load down her throat. It dripped over her lips. She wiped it and looked up into the camera and laughed and addressed me.

“What do you think babe? Hot enough?” then laughed.

Damn, I didn't think she'd be so casual about it.

Then it went to black.

The next scene started with a shaky, handheld close-up on her face. She was on all fours taking a selfie, completely naked, her skin glistening with sweat under the dim bedroom light
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