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Suki danced with every man at the reception—and half the women, too.

Simon had never been much of a dancer, not even when he was first dating Suki.  Even back in college, Suki would get up on the dance floor and grind against a stranger’s thigh.  Simon would sit back, watching.  People thought he was a wallflower.  He wasn’t.  Not really.  He was a man who knew what he liked.

And Simon liked to watch.

At the moment, Suki hung off a man who was big, black, and built.  His tailored vest and navy blue trousers looked expensive, and his finely carved facial hair shouted out that he was a man who took great care in his appearance.

Mr. Big didn’t have a moustache.  He had a soul patch, of sorts, and cool cascading lines echoing the bold curve of his jawline.  His smile was contagious.

Over the booming music, Simon couldn’t hear what the dancing man whispered into Suki’s ear, but it made her giggle.  Simon wondered how old Mr. Big thought she was.  Suki had looked like a Japanese teenager until she was about thirty-seven.  Even now, she looked nowhere near her age.  She’d cut her hair recently, and the style made her look a little older, but Mr. Big probably took her for twenty-five, tops.

“Touch him,” Simon whispered into his wine glass.  He was confident Suki could hear his thoughts across the reception tent, even if she couldn’t hear his voice.  “Rub his cock.  Come on, Suki.  He’s so hot for you.  He’s so hard...”

“Hey.”

Simon nearly jumped out of his chair.

“I’m leaving now,” Greg shouted over the music.  “Time for Ed’s bachelor party.”

“Okay, well have fun.”

“Yeah, right.”  Greg raised his glass in a mock toast.  “Naked boobies.  Whoop-dee-doo!”

Simon couldn’t take his eyes off Suki and her new friend.

“What’s wrong?”

Simon struggled to look up at his son.  “Nothing.”  He felt as though their roles were reversed, and he was the young man trying to hide his perversions from a judgmental elder.  “Try to enjoy yourself, okay?  For Ed’s sake.  He’s getting married in the morning.”

“Poor fucker.”  Chuckling, Greg shook his head.  “Okay, well don’t wait up.”

“We never do,” Simon called to Greg’s back.  He'd had always been a bit of a wild child, but he was an adult now, and Suki insisted they allow him his freedom.

Simon took another sip of cheap merlot and shifted his attention back to Suki.  The atmosphere in the reception tent turned electric as a slow song came on.  Its beat throbbed through the floor.  Simon couldn’t name the tune, but he could sure as hell feel it in his crotch.  His balls clenched as he watched Suki wrap her arms around Mr. Big’s neck.  The man was so much taller than her.  Good thing she’d worn those kick-ass stilettos and fishnet stockings.  Her feet must be killing her, but she looked elegantly trashy, like she belonged in a music video.

Simon’s cock throbbed as he watched his wife move against the stranger.  Her red dress rode up at the front when she rubbed against Mr. Big’s crotch.  Simon swallowed hard, hoping she’d move away for a moment.  He was dying to glimpse that man’s erection, even just outlined by those tight designer pants.

As they danced close, Suki arched and whispered something into Mr. Big’s ear.  His huge hands moved down her ass, and when he squeezed her firm cheeks, no one seemed to notice.  

No one except Simon.

Simon’s cock bulged, battling his fly.  It begged to be touched, but nothing excited him more than delayed gratification.  The orgasms he put off the longest were by far the best.

What he really wanted to see was Suki’s hand on the stranger’s cock.  He wanted her to rub that man’s erection, tease him right there in front of family and friends and people they’d never met.  The thought of someone else noticing his wife playing with another man in public brought Simon so close to orgasm he had to close his eyes and take another sip of wine.

Why did it get him off, the idea of others imagining him as some unwitting cuckold?  He really didn’t know, but why should it matter?  Everybody had their sexual quirks.  Watching, waiting—that was his.

Was Suki really too bashful to grab that guy’s big black dick?

“Grab it,” Simon whispered.  “Touch it.  Stroke it.”

Suki’s hands cascaded down the stranger’s chest.  His didn’t move from her ass.  She whispered something and his eyes shot wide open.  He nodded vigorously and Suki laughed, holding up a finger, as if to say “one minute.”

Simon knew the signs.  He set down his wine glass and raced from the reception tent.  His cock had swollen so large he felt like he was walking on three legs.  Limping down the outdoor path, he made his way to the resort hotel.  He felt led by his erection, like someone had him by the shaft and was dragging him up the stairs and along the hall.  Pulling out his key card, he opened the door.

The moon lit his path as he cut across the darkened space.  The first thing he’d noted when they’d checked in was the Chinese room divider near the window.  These fancy resorts were always decked out in antiques, but he’d never seen a room divider in a hotel before.  It couldn’t have been more perfect.

Rushing behind it, Simon kneeled on the floor.  He could only see through the crack where one section of the triptych gave way to the next, but that was enough.

Simon probably only spent a few minutes waiting, but his belly flip-flopped with anxiety.  Every second felt like an hour, until he heard muffled laughter in the hallway.  The lock beeped.  He squinted when Suki opened the door.  The hallway was so brightly lit that it hurt his eyes.

Suki tugged the stranger into their room, putting out the “do not disturb” sign.  Simon held his breath while the stranger took a tentative step into their room.

“It’s dark in here,” Mr. Big said.  “Where’s the light switch?”

His deep voice reverberated through Simon’s body like a gong.

“What do you need lights for?”

Suki was such a pro.  She didn’t sound nervous in the least.

“I want to get a good look at you, don’t I?”

Ooh, me too!  Turn them on!

“You didn’t get your fill on the dance floor?” Suki teased.  “I thought I gave you plenty to look at.”

Mr. Big chuckled, and Simon felt it in his balls.  “I bet you got plenty more to show me.”

“What am I going to do with you, Arthur?”

“A lot, I hope.”

So Mr. Big had a name.  Simon wouldn’t have guessed Arthur, not in a million years, but who knows?  Maybe it was a fake.

“Do a lot, like what?” Suki asked.  “I take requests, you know.”

“Okay, so turn on a light.”

Suki chuckled richly and snapped on one of the bedside lamps.  “Here I am.”

With a growl, Arthur stalked Suki between the beds.  Apparently he had more than Simon’s one-track mind, because he stopped for a moment and looked around.  “Two beds... and men’s clothes?”

“My brother and I are sharing a room,” Suki said, nonchalantly.  She was such a good liar.  “He’s at the bachelor party tonight, so we won’t be interrupted.”

“So, a pretty girl like you brings her brother to a wedding?”

Why did every man Suki fucked have to ask that sort of question?  It made Simon want to gag.

“We didn’t get plus-one invites, so we came together.”

“Simple as that, huh?”

“Simple as that.”

Why was this guy so suspicious?  What did it matter?  Just fuck my goddamn wife, already!

“You got a boyfriend back in the city?”

“No.”

Just a husband—right here in the room!

Arthur’s back was turned to Simon.  All he could see was the supplicant smile on Suki’s lips as she looked up at the guy.  And then she turned around.  “Unzip me?”

Simon could only imagine the smile on Arthur’s face as his big fingers fiddled with the tiny zipper on Suki’s dress.  The style was sort of 1960s-inspired, with a high neckline and a very high hemline.  Her arms were totally covered, and it came as a shock even to Simon when Arthur revealed the full fishnet body stocking underneath.

Suki turned around, showing Arthur her nearly-naked front.  She hadn’t worn anything under the body stocking, and her little pink nipples hardened between the black spider web weave.

“Look Arthur: no panties.”  She traced her fingers between her legs, cupping her mound.  “Can you believe it?  All that time on the dance floor... you could have fucked me right there.  You could have spun me around, pulled out your cock, and fucked me with all those people around.”

“You’re not for real.”  Arthur looked around the room.  “You got a camera set up, or some shit.”

“No, no.”  Suki grabbed him by the wrist and set his hand against her pussy.  “I’m not out to get you, Arthur.  I’m just a little slut.”

Simon’s dick pummelled his pants.  He struggled not to moan.

Arthur didn’t say anything.

“Put your fingers in my pussy,” Suki begged.  “Feel how wet I am?  That’s something a girl can’t fake.  It’s all for you, Arthur.”

Suki leaned against the side of the bed.  Arthur turned as he pushed one thick finger into Suki’s wet cunt.  Simon had a pretty good view of the stranger finger-banging his wife, but it was the soundtrack that really made him throb.  Suki’s pussy made messy squelching sounds as Arthur moved his fat finger slowly inside her.

“Fuck, that’s good.”  Suki pressed her palms down on the mattress and spread her legs for him.  “Two fingers, Arthur.  My tight little pussy wants more.”

When the stranger groaned, Simon’s cock surged vicariously.  If he got any more turned on, he might jizz his pants.  Watching his wife with other men turned him into a teenager.

Arthur pulled his first finger out of Suki’s slit.  It gleamed with pussy juice.  Simon’s mouth watered as Arthur pointed his index and middle fingers at her snatch.  His hand looked like a gun, and for some reason that image made Simon’s balls clench.

When Arthur pressed those two fingers into Suki’s wet cunt, she winced and whined.  Two of that man’s fingers nearly matched the girth of Simon’s cock.  It was a wonder he didn’t get jealous of other men, but as he aged, Simon realized what a waste of energy jealousy was.  Anyway, watching truly thrilled him.

“Your fingers,” Suki moaned.  “They’re so fucking huge!”

“Yeah?”  Arthur fucked her slowly, in and out.  “I never really thought about it.”

The pace was torture.  Simon could only imagine what a tease it was for his wife.

“Give me another.”  Suki lifted her heels onto the base of the hotel bed.  Her crotchless body stocking gave the room a great view of her glistening pussy.  “I don’t know if I can handle three of your fingers, but I sure would like to try.”

“What else do you want to try?”

She winked at him, sending a shiver down Simon’s spine.  “One thing at a time, Big Boy.”

“Three things,” Arthur said with a reverberating chuckle.

Simon trembled as the big guy twisted three huge fingers in his wife’s cunt. Together, their mass
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