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I ALWAYS THOUGHT MY wife Veronica would leave me for my boss, Scott. It was no secret that they’d been hooking up, ever since we’d had the talk about opening up our marriage. Things had not been going well in our relationship, and letting her fuck other guys didn’t help.

We’d met one night at a bar, after she’d been dumped by another guy. She latched on right away, was super affectionate, always talking about us and our future together. She came over the first night and blew me for an hour. She was super patient about the fact that I had a hard time getting hard with the lights on, and also that I have a small dick. 

She spent the night, and kind of never went home. The sex never really got much better, but Veronica didn’t seem to care. We made several attempts to find our groove, but it wasn’t until she started playing with my asshole that I could get hard enough to fuck her to completion. That encouraged her. Soon she was fingering me without being asked when she wanted to screw.

She suggested that we get married, so she could officially move in and save money on rent. I told her I’d never been to her place, and that the nights she spent out she came back wearing the same clothes she left in most of the time and smelling like booze and sex. She laughed, telling me I was the funniest man she’d ever met.

We were married a week later in a late-night ceremony in Vegas, no witnesses, no friends or family. The first thing she did was quit her job, informing me that it was my job to take care of her from now on. She also began spending freely from my savings account, signing up for new credit cards, and taking out a hefty life insurance policy on me. 

She bought these super sexy outfits she never wore for me but took with her on ‘trips to her sister’s’ for the weekend once a month. After a year of this behavior, I came home early for lunch and caught her getting fucked by the plumber in our bed. Tears welled up in my eyes as I watched, but my cock got rock hard, something that hadn’t happened in months. 

The plumber finished with a loud grunt, dumping his raw load into my young wife’s freshly fucked pussy. He pulled out and yanked his pants up. He made eye contact with me, then hung his head.

“Sorry, mate,” he said, not sounding a bit sorry at all. 

The plumber left and I stared at Veronica, unable to speak.

“I knew you were there,” she laughed. “Did you like the show, honey? Did you like seeing a big, strong man do what you couldn’t for me? Satisfy me? Is that why your little cock is so hard right now. Don’t try to hide it, either. I can see it.”

Instinctively I covered myself with my hand, then pulled it back. 

“That’s better,” she said. “Take off your pants. I want to see that little cock of yours. It’s been months since I’ve seen it hard. Go on. Show me.”

My face burned red with embarrassment. My mouth was dry. My heart pounded in my chest. There was a lump in my throat. More than anything I wanted to run from the room, to hide from my shame, my throbbing arousal. Instead I did what she told me, taking my pants off.

My stiff little cock stood at attention.

“There it is,” she purred, spreading her legs and showing me her pussy.

A trickle of creamy white jizz drooled out of her, drooling into the crack of her ass. I licked my lips at the sight of it, my cock twitching in excitement. I felt a tingle thinking about what it would feel like to fuck her with all that slick load in her.

“Look at how excited you are right now,” she said in amazement. “Get on your knees and eat me out.”

I froze. Was she really asking me to eat another guy’s cum? Why was I considering it? Why was the idea making me even harder? What was wrong with me?

Still I couldn’t deny that I wanted to do what she told me, that I yearned to know what it tasted like. I crawled between her legs on my tummy, leaning down and licking away at her pussy. The usual tang was there, but the creamy glob of sweet white ejaculate drove it out, overwhelming me with the intense masculine flavor. 

I greedily lapped away at her, making her cum again in the process. When there was no more jizz to lick out, Veronica blew me. I closed my eyes, thinking of the plumber’s salty load. I felt her slide two fingers into me, massaging me from the inside. I pictured the plumber banging her, how I’d felt catching them. I cried out as I came, firing my load down her throat.

“Now we know what it takes to get you excited,” Veronica laughed. 

From then on, she didn’t bother lying about screwing around. At first it was sort of a fun game between us. She’d bring guys home she’d met at clubs or the gym, total strangers. Then one day I walked in to find my neighbor, a divorcee who lived several houses down, fucking her asshole on the kitchen table. 

Things got worse from there. One day she dropped by work to bring me lunch. She handed me a brown bag with an apple, a banana, and a bottle of water in it. Then she asked me for cash, telling me there was a sale at the mall and her cards were all maxed out. My boss Scott came in to yell at me about something and she began flirting with him right away.

Scott took her to lunch while I ate a banana at my desk. When I got home, I ate three loads out of her, two from Scott and one from the gardener.

Things hadn’t been great at work to start out with, and having my wife cuckold me with my boss didn’t help. I had never been much of a man. I didn’t have any friends. I wasn’t into sports. All I had was my marriage and my job, and suddenly both felt like they were in jeopardy. 

That’s why when Veronica suggested we take a vacation to reconnect I jumped at the opportunity, scheduling time off and not telling Scott where we were headed. My wife had taken up yoga, fucking her instructor and several classmates before discovering a pink haired guru named Blissful Traveler, or BT for short. 

He was an older white guy, in his late forties. He had a ton of videos on his site, each with his shirt off, his ripped chest and abs exposed. He spoke of free love, of honoring your bliss, and gave lessons on increasing your spiritual energy through tantra and meditation. But it didn’t take a genius to know that his message took backseat to his appearance with the millions of women who daily visited his site for inspiration, including my wife.

She talked about wanting to meet him all the time. I understood what she really meant, that she dreamed of being one of his chosen angels, who sat in a state of bliss at his feet while he gave sermons to his followers. There was no doubt in either of our minds why those women were smiling.

When BT began talking about the upcoming Burning Man festival, my wife’s opinion on camping and dirty hippies went right out the window. Suddenly going off the grid and getting ready for ‘the burn’ were the most important things in the world. I even took out a loan so she could buy all the costumes on Etsy she needed.

We booked an RV months in advance, bought tickets, stocked up on supplies from baby wipes to bottled water to glow sticks to lube. I picked it up early and stocked it up while my boss fucked my wife one last time, for the road.

“Take good care of her for me,” Scott said as he left, patting me on the back. “I mean I know you can’t defend her but maybe pick up some pepper spray and a rape whistle, in case one of the hippies goes nuts on LSD.” 

I nodded, unsure of what to say. I watched as Scott drove off, feeling humiliated again. Veronica didn’t seem to notice. She came out looking excited and refreshed after getting fucked hard. 

“Are we packed?” she asked, gingerly touching the RV.

“Just put in the last of the water,” I said. “Do I need to clean you before we go?”

“No need,” she laughed. “I had him finish in my mouth. I knew we’d be pressed for time. I want to get there early, so we can get a spot in BT’s camp before fill up.”
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SHE SLEPT MOST OF THE drive, which took all day and most of the night. She came to around Reno, growing more excited as we turned off the bumpy dirt road heading into Black Rock City. We passed a few RV’s like ours, filled with happy hippies with Burning Man stickers and slogans plastered all over. There was an old school bus that had been painted to look like an American flag, a car covered in what looked like pink fur, and more than one VW bus. 

We lined up with them on a dirt road lined with signs that read WELCOME HOME, BURNERS and YOU ARE HERE NOW, passing a big metal gate made of bicycles and used car parts as we headed into the playa. Off in the distance I could see the statue they were going to burn later. I drove in a circle, feeling totally lost as I passed tents, cars, and art statues. 

Veronica knew just where to go, navigating me around a doll and wine camp, past a beer garden, through a disco bar, and an art gallery made up of moving paintings on a rotating laundry line. Upon closer inspection, I saw they were all images of hard cocks going into mouths with bright red lips, creamy cum spilling down faces.  

I glanced up to see the artist running the show, a man in a cheap devil’s mask with a cartoon smile plastered across the front and black combat boots, and nothing else. He stroked his cock as he made the images whirl mesmerizingly by. Veronica grabbed the wheel, keeping me from plowing into the side of a tent shaped like a large, pink and purple striped cat with wild green eyes, a top hat, and a leering smile.

“Watch it,” she snapped. 

“Sorry,” I said, rubbing my eyes.

It had been a long drive. I was wiped out. And driving into an acid trip wasn’t exactly helping things. Veronica sensed I was fading quickly. She quietly pointed out the last few markers to BT’s camp. We pulled into the last spot across from his camp, three o’five on the dial, Wonderium and Playa. 

I set the brake, then wandered back to the bed, crashing hard. I could hear the sound of drum beats in the distance blending in with the sounds of music and laughter, like a million parties happening all at once. For the first time I was excited about the trip. It seemed like I was bound to have fun exploring the grounds even if my wife ditched me the whole trip and banged other men. I might even meet someone else, or discover something about myself.

“Go ahead and sleep, honey,” Veronica said, sounding uncharacteristically kind. “Rest up and 

I’ll explore and find out where everything is. Sweet dreams.”

I heard her leave, the door shutting, and passed out cold. When I woke it was already night. I got cleaned up, rinsing off in the tiny RV shower, then put on the fur pants and sheer top my wife bought as my Burning Man outfit. She was supposed to fix it before we got there, take off the puff on the back, but I guess she was too busy fucking my boss.
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