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"Honey?"

The sexy sound of my sweet husband's voice came through from the living room, waking me from my daydreaming. Without opening my eyes, I dreamily hummed a weak "Hm?" The warmth from the bath I was soaking in had drained me of all will to create loud noises. Or even move much. It was late November, and I had done a 10k run in freezing rain. This bath was reheating my cold body.

My hands lazily waved to and fro through the tantalising area where warm water met fluffy bath foam. I could hear Kevin's footsteps as he walked towards the bathroom. When they stopped, I glanced at the doorway. There he stood. My sexy, ten-year-older-than-me husband leaned against the doorframe, his hands crossed over his muscular chest. 

"Damn, you look good," we said always in unison. Then we burst out laughing. 

Kevin pushed himself from the doorframe and walked over to sit at the tub's edge. 

"Are you aware that your big tits never look better than when you lay like that?" he said as he brushed a sud of foam from my bust. 

"Do you say they are saggy when I am standing up?"

I shot him a killing look, but he knew I was kidding. My huge tits had always sagged a bit. Anything else would mean they were fake. Natural tits do sag if they are heavy enough. And mine are heavy. 

Kevin once managed to find an overview of the weight of tits based on bra size. He had grinned from ear to ear when he discovered I carried around close to two and a half kilos of tit-flesh, about 5.5 pounds. But despite the slight sag, they stood high on my chest, full and proud. And even more so when the water lifted them to float lazily among the soap suds. 

Kevin grinned at my feigned irritation, let his finger brush my sensitive nipple and sighed. 

"We need to buy a bigger tub. I want to join you in the bath..."

"Who says I want you here? I use this bath to relax and soften my sore muscles after the gym. If you were in here, I have a feeling I would have another workout pretty soon."

Kevin nodded with a wink. 

"Would that be so bad?"

I threatened to splash him, and he let out a laugh. 

"What do you want? Why did you disturb me?"

Kevin held up his phone as if it were a piece of evidence in an old courtroom drama.

"Ron just sent an invitation to their New Year's Eve party. Wanna go?"

Jennifer and Ron were among Kevin's oldest friends and a vital part of our group of friends. Not nearly as rowdy as the rest of the crew, a party with them would mean candlelight, civilised drinking, and cosy chats.

"That sounds lovely. I could do with a quiet celebration this year."

Last year's celebration started a series of discussions and events that eventually led to me getting fucked through the night by one of my coworkers - with Kevin's approval. Actually, with Kevin's wholehearted support and urging. 

My husband looked at his phone as if to check something. There was a glint in his eye.

"I doubt this will be a typical Jennifer and Ron party. They're celebrating their 20th anniversary as a couple. They got together on New Year's Eve and decided to invite the whole gang to celebrate with them. They have booked that villa Josh used for his 40th birthday a few years ago."

I could feel my whole body tense up and my heart beat faster. That villa was huge: two expansive living rooms, a library that doubled as cardroom and bar, a dining room with seating for 30 people, a kitchen fit a restaurant - and eight bedrooms with en-suite bathrooms and walk-in closets. 

But that was not why my heart had started beating faster. If they had invited everyone in the group, we would celebrate with David again. And even if David didn't know anything about it, he was a vital part of Kevin's and my cuckold-and-hotwife fantasies. And a misunderstanding last year concerning Kevin's fantasy to let David fuck me had led to the fatal fuck-fest that one night at my company's teambuilding getaway.

Kevin looked at me quizzically. 

"What?"

I shook my head.

"Come on! I know you. Something's amiss."

I sank underwater to hide the fact that my nipples had started to harden up at the thought of that night with Josh, my coworker.

"It's just that... last year... you know? We had a misunderstanding?"

Kevin laughed. 

"A misunderstanding? We fought! But it turned out OK, didn't it?"

I nodded slowly. 

"Yeah. But it wasn't so fun there for a while..."

The reality was that we almost split up after that one night with Josh. And not in the way you would expect. 

That night at the teambuilding, the slut I used to be resurfaced. I thought I had managed to bury her completely. But Kevin's constant talk about actually wanting me to be a hotwife and Josh's oh-so-sexy body - and quite a lot of alcohol - wore my defences down. I fucked Josh in an outdoor tub in the middle of the night, then in my cabin, and then again in the morning. The last time I even filmed the whole wild affair. When I looked at the footage during the lunch break, I couldn't help but finger myself to another orgasm. Josh's cum was still in there to make my pussy extra wet. 

Pressing play on my phone I saw me climbing up onto the bed, my full ass towards the camera, my pussy lips already swollen and glistening. I had taken Josh's whole massive cock in my mouth and sucked and licked it for so long. My right hand held his cock in place while my left cradled and fondled his big balls. Then he grabbed my chin and lifted my head to kiss him before he lifted me and threw me back down on the bed. Looking at the footage and seeing how his muscles rippled as he lifted me had my pussy spasm. That was when I rolled up my skirt, pulled my panties to the side and started to rub my clit. Watching Josh dive down between my legs to attach my clit and pussy with his mouth, I mimicked what I remembered with my fingers. When I watched him get up from my pussy on the video, licking his lips and stating he loved my taste, I moaned. And when he positioned his fat cock in between my pussy lips, and pushed forward, I did the same with three of my fingers. 

Watching that footage made me orgasm faster than Josh managed in real life that morning. And - I have to admit- it has done so many times since. Josh fucked me relentlessly in missionary and doggy. I rode his beautiful cock while begging him to impregnate me. He spooned me and fucked me hard from behind while molesting my big tits. And then he did me missionary again - and deposited his thick cum deep inside me.

When I saw Josh after lunch, all of us getting ready to board the bus back home, I blushed furiously. But I couldn't keep the images of us fucking from my mind. He saw me and winked. I gave him a faint smile and hurried inside the bus. I found an empty seat and dumped my bag beside me, indicating I wanted to sit alone. I could feel Josh approaching, but then he hesitated. I heard him take a few more steps and dump down beside one of our colleagues. Letting out a silent sigh of relief, I sat staring out the window, not trusting myself to be able to be close to him.

Kevin picked me up outside the office, clearly eager to hear all about it. He hugged me happily, grabbed my luggage and ushered me into the passenger seat. 

"Well?" he said as soon as we hit the road. I felt a lump in my throat and couldn't say a word.

"Are you going to tell me?" he said eagerly, touching my thigh. 

That was the last drop. I started crying uncontrollably. My whole body was shaking. Kevin looked at me with fear, and stopped the car at the first possible place.

"What on earth..." he started before he reached out to cradle me. But I pulled away as if burnt. 

"Don't..." I managed to croak. 

My poor husband sat there dumbfounded. The night before, I texted him and said everything was OK - I had made his dream come true. Now, I was crying like my life had collapsed. And in many ways, that was how I felt. At that time, I was convinced I was on the brink of losing all self-control and fucking every man in sight. And I was sure I had ruined my marriage and the life I loved. 

Kevin unbuckled his seat belt, turned around to face me and asked me with worry: "What is wrong, Jules? Did something go bad after you sent me those texts?"

I nodded and started crying even harder. I felt his hand on my shoulder. It felt so good, and I never wanted it to disappear. But if I told him what had happened, he would never want to touch me again. 

"What happened? He didn't force you, did he?"

I shook my head.

"Did someone see you and tell the others?"

I shook my head again. The thought of the rest of the company talking about me as a cheating slut hadn't even occurred to me until then, which started a new bout of intense crying.

Kevin stroked my chin lovingly.

"Whatever happened, I'm here to support you. You are my wife, now and forever."

I shook my head. "That's the problem," I managed to croak.

"You don't want to be my wife?" he asked with a small laugh.

"You won't want to have me as a wife when I tell you what happened!" I blurted out, and started crying hard again.

I know. I sound like a crazy crybaby. Normally, I am not. But the shock of losing my calm, monogamous self had rattled me.

To my surprise my sweet husband didn't pull back. Instead, he released my seat belt and drew me against him, my head cradled against his chest. Of course, getting
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