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I almost couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My wife, Amy, had just gotten out of bed and went across the hall to the bathroom, but on the way she detoured to the kitchen to turn on the coffee pot and then into the living room to go get her phone off the charger. We both sleep naked and she made her trip to the bathroom naked. Normally that’s not surprising or out of the ordinary, but this morning one of our good friend’s kids was asleep on the couch.


Kyle had just gotten back into town for the summer from being away at college. Our friends Jim and Allison have two kids and Jim has another daughter from a previous relationship and all three kids have made our house a second home. Kyle’s older half-sister Jackie lived with us for almost a year straight when she was 19. Her and Allison weren’t getting along and she felt more comfortable with us. So it was no surprise when Kyle showed up at our house last night drunk off his ass and let himself in while we were watching late night TV… He had walked to our house from the local bar, too drunk to drive home and too tired/drunk to walk the extra 8 or 9 blocks as well. Amy made a call to Jim and told him that Kyle was fine and would spend the night. We then hung out for a bit, eventually getting him a blanket and pillow for the couch and then went to bed.


I woke when I felt Amy get out of bed. I picked my head up and looked at the clock on the headboard. 5:47. Ugh. What’s she doing up this early on a Saturday? I then turned over in time to see her bare backside rounding the corner out into our tiny hallway and I heard her footsteps take her to the kitchen, presumably to start the coffee, and then out to the living room, and finally back to the hallway where I saw her walk naked into the bathroom. I saw incandescent light from the bathroom flood the hallway and heard the toilet lid open. That’s when my sleep-fogged brain remembered that Kyle was in the living room. What the hell? Did Amy just walk naked into the living room with Kyle laying right there? The fog in my brain cleared immediately and my heart did a quick rev up. I reached up on my side of the headboard and grabbed my cell phone, opened my security cam app, and started scrolling through recent 30 second videos that get saved to the cloud when the camera in the living room detects motion.


We had put in cameras in the living room and the kitchen to cover both our front and back doors while on a vacation in Europe. We trusted our 20 year old daughter not to have parties while we were gone, but wanted to verify. To that end, I installed a couple web cams in hidden spots in both the living room and kitchen so that my wife and I could monitor who entered and exited our house. We didn’t even check the cameras while on vacation. Only when we got back did I make a run through some of the saved videos. I found out my daughter is boring… no parties. Not even two or 3 friends over. She only had her girlfriend over and they sat around watching TV all day. I never got around to removing the cams once we got back from vacation. I figured they’d come in handy for future vacations as well.


I got to a video with a timestamp of 5:06 and started there. I clicked play and the video went to full screen and I saw Kyle on the couch with the blanket kicked off of him. He was sleeping on his back in the t-shirt he had on last night, his boxer briefs, and his socks. Ten seconds into the video, he moved his arm but otherwise nothing else happened in that 30 second snippet. I clicked the “back” button and went to 5:08. When that one started, I could see Amy’s head peeking around the corner from the kitchen and out into the living room, apparently making sure Kyle was asleep before she went past him to get her phone.


Once she saw that he was still sleeping, I watched as she walked totally naked between the coffee table and couch to retrieve her phone on the end table. The end table with her phone is on the side closest to Kyle’s head, and in order to grab her phone Amy rested her hand on the arm of the couch and leaned over to grab it. When she did, her right breast hung almost directly over Kyle’s face, no more than maybe a foot or so above him. She then stood up, turned around, and then sneaked back the way she came. When she got halfway past the couch, I saw Kyle’s eyes open! He watched Amy’s naked ass walk out of the living room. When she turned past the couch to exit the room, he got a great side view of her left breast too.


A new video with a timestamp of 5:10 showed up in my queue. I turned down the media volume on my phone so that I wouldn’t give away what I was doing and then clicked play to see what Kyle was up to, and I saw him do some sneaking himself. He quietly tiptoed over to the big picture window and opened the blinds and then went back and laid down on the couch with his head turned toward the window. I suddenly realized that from his position, with it still being a bit dark out and especially now that the bathroom light was on, he could look at the picture window and see the reflection of the bathroom from where he was laying without drawing attention to himself, and that’s exactly what he was doing!


Thanks to the 1080p HD video camera, I could see that a bulge had formed in the front of his underwear. I scooted over to my wife’s side of the bed so that all I had to do was look out and across the hallway to see what she was doing in the bathroom and, as long as I didn’t move and kept my phone under the blankets, Amy wouldn’t notice me or at worst would just think I was sleeping. At the moment she was sitting on the toilet looking at her phone.


A new timestamp showed up, so I then chose to watch the live stream of the living room camera and as soon as it started, I was surprised even further by the sight of Kyle with his boxer briefs pulled down to his thighs and slowly stroking his hard cock. The HD video afforded me the ability to see that Kyle kept his cock and balls shaved with only a little patch of pubic hair above the base of his dick. I was also able to guess that his hard on was about as long as mine or maybe slightly longer, but that it appeared much thicker. I could see that his thumb and index finger looked like they were barely touching when his hand was wrapped around his cock, and after closer inspection his fingers didn’t touch his thumb when his hand got to the base of his cock! I’m seven inches plus when fully hard so he was at least that long, and it looked like he was as thick as a fucking beer can!


I suppose by this point I should have gotten upset. Enraged even. After all, there was a 22 year old young man surreptitiously watching my naked wife and jerking off. Oddly though I wasn’t. In fact, I was surprised to discover that my own cock was stiffening. When I thought about it, I found it really sexy that my 47 year old wife had a 22 year old admirer, and enough of an admirer that he got hard and started masturbating at the sight of her naked body. The fact that we’ve known him since he was a baby was a bit weird, but not weird enough for me not to be turned on myself. I hit the button to start recording.


After a minute or so, Amy got up off the pot, flushed the toilet, and stepped over to the sink to wash her hands. After that, she started brushing her teeth with her head leaned over the sink and her c-cup breasts swaying to the rhythm of her arm movement. After brushing her teeth, she moved on to flossing, and after that, to tweezing her eyebrows. The whole time, Kyle was watching her reflection and stroking his cock, at one point stopping to pull his underwear off and take off his shirt and throw it up on to the arm of the couch while Amy was tweezing. I think my wife heard his movement then, because she stopped and turned to her right looking out of the bathroom, listening intently for an indication that Kyle might be getting up. Her eyes then went wide with surprise and she instinctively brought her arm up to cover her breasts.


On the video I saw Kyle freeze as well, with hand wrapped around cock. I guessed he had seen her freeze and did not want to make any other sound for fear of being discovered nearly naked in our living room. After a few seconds she dropped her arm and went back to plucking her eyebrows and Kyle went back to stroking that fat cock of his. I noticed that every 15 or 30 seconds she’d glance right while facing the mirror, and it finally dawned on me what was going on. She must have noticed the open blinds and realized that she was visible to people outside, causing her to cover herself.


I also surmised that the reflection Kyle was using to watch Amy could also be used by her to see him and Amy must have seen Kyle masturbating, resulting in those sideways glances every so often. That meant that in those couple seconds while she stood there covering herself, she had decided to let Kyle see her naked and masturbate, and that she wanted to watch him as well! ‘So that’s why she didn’t just slam the door shut!’, I thought. Again, instead of being upset that my wife of 26 years was apparently now deliberately showing herself to a naked 22 year old, It seemed to make my dick even harder! I could feel precum starting to ooze out of my cock.


Amy finished with her eyebrows and went to brushing out her hair, pausing every once in a while and turning her body to the right, showing her breasts to Kyle, and I suppose her completely bare pussy as well, while “innocently” trying to look at the back of her head in the mirror and inspect her work. Kyle’s pace picked up as he worked his cock. I wasn’t positive, but I thought I saw the shiny evidence of precum on the head of his cock too.


She then did something that removed any doubt that she knew what Kyle was doing in the living room. She started applying lotion to her legs. Normally when she does this, she puts a foot up onto the toilet to spread the lotion. When she does it that way, she’s facing into the bathroom because the toilet is next to the far wall opposite from the door of the bathroom, and she would be facing away from Kyle in this instance. This morning, however, she pumped some of her favorite lotion into her hands and put her right leg up onto the edge of the tub, facing out!


She spent a nice long time spreading the lotion over her raised leg, making sure that her legs were spread a bit to give Kyle a great view of her pussy and breasts. She was stealing glances out toward the living room every chance she got. Because Amy had moved away from the sink, Kyle’s view must have gotten blocked a bit by the doorway, because he quietly stood up and moved toward the other end of the couch and faced away from it toward the reflection in the window, allowing him a much better angle to see into the bathroom.


His new position brought him close enough to the camera that his head was cropped out of the picture. I got a really good view of his cock since it was almost center frame and now probably only about 5 feet from the lens. He was circumcised and indeed his hand didn’t quite wrap around his cock as he stroked, especially at the base. Copious amounts of precum were flowing from him. Big drops would occasionally form and stretch from the head of his cock, either getting caught by his hand as he slid his hand up, or sometimes dropping to the hardwood floor. I had to admit that he had a glorious looking cock and I found myself both enthralled and envious as I watched his hand move up and down the length of it.


Amy finished lotioning that leg and pumped some more lotion into her hand and paused a few seconds to rub it between her hands. She was standing and facing out, giving her a good long look at Kyle jerking off in the other room. She then took her left leg and actually lifted her foot up to the sink! I plainly saw her spread pussy from my vantage point and although Kyle was watching via a slightly degraded reflection in the window and through the slats of the blinds, I’m sure he could see her pussy as well. As verification, his hand sped up back and forth and his body language suggested that he was close to orgasm. Amy was spreading the lotion on her legs with her left breast mashed into her upper left thigh.


She wasn’t even trying to hide the fact that she was looking out into the living room now. I couldn’t tell if they ever made eye contact in the reflection, but I don’t know how Kyle couldn’t have known that she was looking at him as well. As she finished up that leg, she brought it back down and stood facing out again with her legs about shoulder width apart. She rubbed the last of the lotion into her mons pubus and the rest of her lower belly, at one point reaching both hands into her inner thighs and pulling them back out with palms pressed firmly into the flesh of her thighs and the back of her thumbs against her vulva, causing her clit to rise out and into view for a second. She repeated that motion a few times.


This must have had an effect on Kyle, because I saw a huge rope of his cum fly from his cock and onto the floor. This was followed immediately by another and another before he seemed to realize that he was cumming all over our living room floor, and then used his free hand to catch the rest of his cum. I didn’t hear him make a sound when he started cumming, but maybe Amy did because she suddenly stopped and openly stared out through our little hall and into the living room at Kyle’s reflection. I don’t know if she saw him let his cum fly onto the floor, but I’m certain my wife saw Kyle jerking off into his open hand since he was no longer looking at her and instead looking down at his hand and cock, so she had free access to watch without him noticing while he finished his orgasm.


When it looked like he finished cumming and before he had a chance to look back up from his cum filled hand, my wife immediately slapped the lotion back onto the shelf, grabbed her phone and shut off the light, signaling that she was coming out of the bathroom. Kyle panicked at her sudden motion and quickly hopped back onto the couch. He started to reach for his boxer briefs, but saw that Amy was out of the bathroom and had stepped into the hallway and it looked like she was headed for the living room, so he quickly laid back, pulled the blanket over his crotch, and closed his eyes. I could see that his hand holding his cum was dangling off the couch, still in a fist trying to hold it, but cum was slowly dripping onto the floor.


Amy did indeed go into the living room. She didn’t even pause and pretend to see if he was sleeping. She just confidently went in, naked as the day she was born, and headed in the direction of the picture window and then stopped suddenly, picking up her foot and looking down at it and the floor. From my spot in the bedroom I heard her quietly say “What the fuck?!”


I could see an amused smile cross her face when she realized what it was. She bent over and set her phone down on the coffee table and grabbed a few kleenex out of the box sitting next to her phone. She then stood back up, turned away from Kyle and then bent at the knees a bit with spread legs and then let her top half bend down so she could wipe up his cum. Her position was sort of a half squat and since her ass was facing directly at him, he’d have had a great view of her pussy in the slowly brightening morning light, and who knows, maybe even her asshole. I’m sure she did that on purpose. I couldn’t tell if he was watching her or not because Amy was between the camera and his face. I’d guess that he was looking at her ass though. I would have been if it were me. She wiped up the floor for a few seconds, and then reached up to grab a few more tissues and then wiped up some more of Kyle’s cum. She paused and reached a third time for more tissues, holding the cum filled tissues in her other hand.


I have no idea why, but the sight of my naked wife holding Kyle’s cum in her hands turned me on so much. Perhaps it was just because before this morning I never would have figured my wife would have done something like what I just witnessed. She was definitely no prude. She was happy to go out braless in a form fitting t-shirt to the grocery store. We’ve had sex in a couple different state parks(off the beaten path where chances were really slim that other people would see us, but still…). Amy and Allison flashed their tits while out drunk years ago at the local bar. I just never thought in a million years that she’d flaunt herself to another guy in our own house, not to mention that it was Kyle! He’s practically family!


There was also just the naughtiness of what she was currently doing. My mind painted a clear picture of what was probably happening as she was wiping up Kyle’s cum. As she wiped, there were only a few thin pieces of tissue and maybe as she pushed the tissue into those puddles of cum, that thick white liquid would pool up and over the tissue and come into contact with her skin. After a few sweeps of the tissue on the floor it was likely that a decent amount of his cum was making my wife’s fingers slick with it at first, and then slightly tacky and sticky as it soaked into the tissue. The end effect was the same as if she had given him a hand job and he came all over her hand. My mind then played a graphic video of Amy’s hand sliding up and down Kyle’s cock, doing her best to grasp all the way around his full thickness, as cum spurted from the head of it and coated the back of my wife’s hand and fingers. The fantasy of picturing Kyle’s cum spilling over her wedding ring caused my cock to jump and throb and I almost couldn’t stop from having a spontaneous orgasm right then. I could feel the wetness of precum on my belly and the sheets.


She finished wiping the last of his cum on the floor, then stood up and picked up her left foot and wiped off the bottom of it. She added the third set of cum soaked tissue to the others all in one hand, then bent over to grab her phone when she paused for a couple seconds. She was facing Kyle’s body so I couldn’t tell what exactly she was looking at, but something had caught her attention. I was able to see Kyle’s face for a second as my wife was moving and he still had his eyes closed, so he was still trying to pretend. She left her phone in place and instead grabbed another few tissues. As she moved to go back between the couch and coffee table again, I caught a glimpse of Kyle’s hand hanging out off the couch and saw what my wife must have seen.


There was a long strand of thick white cum dangling about 6 inches or so from his closed fist and swinging back and forth ever so slightly. I was so thankful I had spent the extra money on the 1080p video cameras! His hand disappeared as my wife moved between the couch and coffee table with her legs obstructing my view, but I saw her bend over and wipe up the floor below his hand with the tissue. She stood back up for a second as she added those tissues to the rest in her left hand.


Then I saw her bend over again and although I couldn’t see directly, it looked like she moved her right hand toward Kyle’s cum filled hand. A couple seconds later she stood up facing the couch, giving me a profile view of her right side. She raised her right hand up to eye level and I could plainly see Kyle’s cum now dangling from the middle of Amy’s index finger. She just stood there looking at it for a second or two, rolling her hand in various directions as it swung back and forth. She eventually touched the bottom of the strand with her thumb, so that it stretched between her index finger and thumb. After another couple of seconds, she lowered her hand to her crotch and I watched as she stuck her fingers into her crotch, rubbing Kyle’s cum into her pussy. I couldn’t see her pussy directly because of the profile view, but it was clear from her hand and hip movement that she was definitely rubbing her pussy.


<hr pg=“2” />Oh. My. GOD! I couldn’t believe I was watching my wife standing over Kyle and making her pussy slick with his cum! It was so fucking hot watching her masturbate totally naked in front of him like that, her pussy no more than a couple feet from his face and her breasts swinging freely. For all I knew, her left leg was touching Kyle’s cum filled hand still dangling over the edge of the couch. Watching her working his cum into her pussy was almost too much for me to bear. I had to work so hard not to grab my own cock and give myself the orgasm I so desperately wanted. This amazing event unfolding in all its HD glory on my phone screen only lasted for maybe 10 to 15 seconds, because she suddenly stopped, turned and grabbed her phone, and hurriedly walked out of the living room. It was like she suddenly came to her senses and realized what she was doing. I noticed Kyle’s eyes following her as she left the room. I wondered if she saw him watching her and that’s what caused her to stop, or if he opened his eyes after he heard her retreating.


I quickly hit the button to stop recording, put my screen to sleep and laid the phone back on the headboard. I scooted back over to my side of the bed with the blankets up to my eyes and closed them to slits. I heard Amy’s footsteps go out to the kitchen, then the garbage can open and close. Her footsteps brought her back in the direction of the hallway and finally Amy rounded the corner and came into the bedroom.


She set her phone down on her dresser, not even glancing my way, and leaned on the dresser with both arms. Her head was down and I could see from her reflection in the dresser mirror that her eyes were closed. She just stood there for a couple minutes breathing quick shallow breaths, with her deep auburn hair flowing over her neck down to her shoulder blades. Her weight was mostly on her left foot with the heel of her right foot resting on top of her left. Her stance caused her left hip to pop out a little bit, making her narrow waist appear flair out even more dramatically to the left to meet the hip than it normally did. The morning light coming through the window bathed her left side, casting the dimples above each butt cheek at the small of her back into oblong shadows. As I watched her standing there, I had the same thought I’ve always had for the last 28 years we’ve been together… Oh man does that woman take my breath away.


Amy’s breathing slowed and deepened. After another minute or so, she picked up her head and looked through the reflection in my direction. I didn’t move a muscle. After half a minute she must have decided that I was still sleeping because she spread her legs a bit, then picked up her right hand and reached between her legs, slowly massaging her pussy. I could see her hands moving on her crotch through the top of the inverted ‘V’ her legs made. Occasionally a finger would slide up into her. Her eyes closed again and her hand gradually picked up speed. When her breathing got shallow and fast again, she reached up with her other hand and kneaded one breast and then the other for only a second or two before she slid two fingers into herself and held them there as her orgasm shook her butt and legs. The only noise she made vocally was a hiss of breath between clenched teeth as she came.


It couldn’t have taken more than a minute and a half from the time she first touched herself until her orgasm. She must have been ridiculously horny! She put one hand back on the edge of the dresser as she appeared to absentmindedly rub her pussy. What was she thinking about right this moment? What was the thought going through her mind as she came? I had a pretty good idea what she was thinking about and it probably wasn’t me. Whatever it was, I was instantly addicted and I wanted her to do whatever she needed to in order to feel that sexy and horny and naughty again.


I stirred a bit to let her know I was awake. “Good morning, my love. What the hell are you doing up this early?” I said quietly and as sleepily as I possibly could.


“Oh, don’t give me that. I know you were watching me just now.” she replied, also in a hushed tone so that Kyle couldn’t hear us in the next room.


“What gave it away?” I asked, embarrassed.


“You were too quiet, and you didn’t move at all. You’re either snoring, or rolling over, or something when you sleep. Plus, I noticed your eyes open right before I came. Did you enjoy the show?”


“Very much.” I said and smiled at her and pulled the covers back, exposing my raging hard-on slick with a mess of precum.


She just smiled back at me and said “Too late buddy. I’m already coming down from the high of cumming my brains out. You’ll have to do what I just did.”


I responded by grabbing hold of myself and slowly stroking. I asked her what had gotten in to her that she decided to masturbate at 6 in the morning. She replied “Nothing really. I woke up from a dream where I was having sex with Brad Pitt. I tried to ignore it, but was still horny after my bathroom routine, so I came in here and took matters into my own hands.”


I said, “I woke up when you got out of bed and saw you go out into the hallway naked. I’m pretty sure I heard you go out into the living room. Did you go out there naked with Kyle on the couch?”


“Uh, yeah.” she said and went a little red in the cheeks, and then added “But I woke up and really had to pee so I just went out there. I figured as drunk as he was last night, he was still going to be passed out this early.”


“Was he sleeping or did you give the guy an eyeful?” I said playfully, picking up the speed with which I was moving my hand up and down my cock.


Amy noticed and said in a hushed voice “Oh my god! You’d like it if I flashed Kyle, wouldn’t you?”


“Well the thought of my sexy wife showing herself to another guy has a certain appeal.”


She giggled and said “Fucking perv.” and then gave me a playful punch in the thigh.


I gave a chuckle and repeated my question, “Well, did you?”


Feigning exasperation and smiling, she said “No, Kyle didn’t see me naked, you weirdo. He was out cold when I went to get my phone.”


“What about the second time you went out there?”


“Oh. Uh… You noticed that?”


“Yeah. I heard you doing your thing in the bathroom. When you were done, I heard you go back out into the living room. I was still kind of waking up, but it sounded like you were out there for a minute or two.”


“Yeah. I noticed the blinds were open and went to close them and on the way stepped in some cat puke. I cleaned it up. And no, Kyle was still asleep then too.” She tried to say it playfully, but I saw her cheeks get bright red and she wouldn’t look me in the eye. Yeah right. Cat puke.


I have no idea why, but my wife lying to me about what happened seemed to turn me on even more. She’s just embarrassed and doesn’t want to admit she got all hot and bothered by the 22 year old out in the living room, I said to myself. She’ll tell me later. I decided to make her squirm a bit for not telling me the truth. I said “Hey, before you go have your coffee, let me get just a quick taste of that beautiful pussy of yours.”


I figured there was no way she was going to let me lick her down there after smearing Kyle’s cum all over it. I was prepared for her to stammer and come up with some excuse why I couldn’t.


“Okay. Why not?” she said.


I wasn’t prepared for that! I guess it was possible that she was feeling guilty about what she did and didn’t want to turn down my simple request. Or maybe she knew what I was up to and decided to play her own game of chicken? What if she just wanted me to lick Kyle’s cum off her pussy, apparently without me knowing? If the last was true, what a kinky woman! In my current state of arousal, the thought that she wanted me to lick another man’s cum off her body turned me on even more! Well lets see who backs down first, I thought. I moved over to her side of the bed and because the top of our mattress is a little bit high, I laid on my back with my head leaning over the edge of the bed. When I tilted my head back, my mouth was right at pussy height. I continued stroking.


She came toward my face, spread her legs to about shoulder width, and thrust her pelvis out toward my tongue. She didn’t hesitate once, meaning she wanted to feed me his cum! Why wasn’t I confronting her about what I saw her do? Why was this turning me on so much? Oh fuck! I can’t back out now. She’d think it was really odd if I suddenly said no, so I just went with it. When her clit made contact with my mouth, the first thing I noticed was that she was really wet. ‘Was that Kyle’s cum? I can’t believe I’m doing this!’ I thought to myself.


I decided that while a small amount of it might be Kyle’s cum, she had just fingered herself to orgasm and was still wet from that. I licked every bit of her pussy that I could. I found that as I was licking, the knowledge that at least some of her wetness was another man’s cum didn’t disgust me. Quite the contrary! The total taboo of doing something like that made this experience incredibly hot! After maybe 30 seconds, She reached down and pulled the skin on her inner thighs up and toward her hips, effectively spreading her pussy for me. She uttered a moan that was almost a whisper and then I heard her say, almost under her breath, “That’s it. Clean up all that cum I rubbed into my pussy.”


I pulled away for a second to look up at her and tell her how good she tasted. The slightest smirk crossed her face and she whispered huskily, “I knew you’d like the way it tastes.”


She didn’t know that I knew the full meaning of what she was saying, and knowing that she said it with just that hint of devilish glee at what she was making me do caused my mind to reel at all the emotions and thoughts swirling in my head. That combined with the stimulation on my cock produced a giant orgasm that came in waves. Each wave sent a jet of cum up onto my chest and one even hit Amy in the lower abdomen, just above the top of her pussy. She whispered almost harshly “Lick up that cum off my belly!” and lowered herself slightly so that my tongue could reach it.


I’ve never tasted my own cum before, but in the heat of the moment and with the way my wife almost commanded it, I couldn’t imagine NOT doing it. I did as she asked as the remainder of my orgasm was dribbling out of my cock and onto my belly. When she saw me lick my own cum off of her, she then straightened back up and slammed her pussy back onto my tongue and ground herself into my face until she shuddered with another orgasm. At the height of it, she whispered “Oh my god it’s so hot watching you swallow that cum!” I was sure she was talking about Kyle’s cum, even if she didn’t suspect that I knew.


After she gathered herself and I cleaned myself up with a towel from the stack I keep in my armoire for cleanup from sex or masturbation, she gave me a peck on the cheek, threw on a nightgown, and asked if I wanted a cup of coffee. I told her no thanks, that I wanted to sleep for just a little while more. She gave me a smile and said “Suit yourself. I’m going to go into the kitchen and enjoy a cup or two while I argue with people on the internet.” With that, she grabbed her phone and left the room. I heard her go to the kitchen and get her coffee. A chair pulled out and then it was quiet. After a few minutes I grabbed my phone and replayed the video I recorded, making sure it wasn’t a dream. Sure enough, I saw my beautiful wife doing everything I had seen the first time around. I got aroused again and masturbated as I watched, cumming when the video got to the point of Amy rubbing Kyle’s cum into her pussy. I cleaned myself up again with the already cum soaked towel laying at my side. I threw it into the hamper and fell asleep.


I awoke about an hour later to Amy and Kyle chatting in the kitchen, the aroma of bacon in the air. I contemplated whether to lie there a while and try to listen in on what they were saying. I thought it would be hot as fuck to overhear them flirting with each other. I decided against it since I had already been enough of a creep by spying on them earlier. As I threw on some gym shorts and a t-shirt, I heard them talking about how his last semester went.


I joined them in the kitchen and poured myself a cup of coffee. Amy was just finishing cooking the last of the bacon and had a pan of scrambled eggs already cooked and sitting on an extra low flame keeping them warm. Kyle was fully dressed in yesterday’s clothes and sitting at the table. We ate breakfast and caught up with what was new in Kyle’s life. I volunteered to give him a ride back up to the bar so he could get his car.


The only thing that happened during breakfast that gave me butterflies in the stomach was that at one point Amy got up to get herself another glass of orange juice. She asked if anyone else wanted a refill and Kyle said yes. She refilled his glass where it was sitting on the table, instead of asking Kyle to hand it to her. To reach the glass, she leaned over his left shoulder so she could pour with her left hand. I tried to pretend like I wasn’t paying attention and just eating my food, but I could plainly see out of my periphery Amy’s right breast brushing lightly against Kyle’s left shoulder while her right hand rested on his right shoulder. When she was done pouring and stood back up, her hard nipples could easily be seen pushing through the thin polyester of her nightgown. Kyle had to be able to feel her nipple against his shoulder! I’m sure it gave both of them a little thrill. Did Amy notice that I saw? I hope not! For his part, Kyle didn’t let on at all that any type of little “moment” happened. He just kept chatting and occasionally stabbing at the eggs on his plate with a fork.


After breakfast, I grabbed my keys and Kyle and I left. When I got back, Amy was finishing up the dishes. Now that we were alone I had about a million questions to ask her. What the hell happened this morning? Why did it happen? Why didn’t she just tell me she engaged in some harmless exhibitionism(well, mostly harmless)? Is she unhappy with me sexually? Where the hell did that incredibly sexy dirty talk come from earlier, and can we do it again, preferably often? Is she unhappy with our marriage? Does she want to do something like that again with Kyle? Was she thinking about the fact that she had cum from two different men on her body within minutes of each other? Can I believe that I swallowed not only Kyle’s, but my own cum as well within probably 30 seconds of each other! Was she relishing the thought of getting me to lick Kyle’s cum off her pussy?


The emotions, doubts, and questions flew through my mind at light speed, and through all of it, I remained silent. The main thought that went through my mind was that I loved her unconditionally and I trusted her fully. If she wanted whatever that was this morning just for herself right now, I’d let her have it. She’ll tell me eventually. Or she won’t. Either way I loved her no matter what. So instead of laying on a barrage of recrimination and my own self doubt when I came back, I just walked up behind her while she was at the kitchen sink and wrapped my arms around her waist and gave her a gentle squeeze. I planted a kiss on the back of her neck and said “I love you, hon. Thanks for breakfast.” I sat back down at the table and we chatted about what we were going to do with the rest of the weekend.


A whole week went by and Amy didn’t give a hint that she wanted to talk about what had happened. She did initiate sex with me three times. I’m sure that was fueled by at least a little bit by guilt. I can’t remember the last time she initiated sex. Hell, I can’t remember the last time we had sex more than twice in a week. So sex 3 times in a week, and all initiated by her, was something special.


I wondered if she was fantasizing about Kyle during sex that week and I discovered that imagining her riding his fat cock would disturbingly make my cock harder and I’d cum every time I pictured Kyle unleashing his orgasm deep in her pussy. I was going to joke about all the sex she initiated and tell her keep buying whatever new vitamins she got because I liked them, or something else lame like that. I thought better of it though. For some reason I didn’t want to give her an opening to tell me about what happened. In some weird way, I almost liked that she was keeping her secret. It added intrigue and some drama into our otherwise mundane middle aged lives. And the sexual thoughts that ran through my head were powerful and raw, and I couldn’t deny that I liked that too.


It was Saturday night and we were just lounging in front of the TV as is usual for us late in the evening. Suddenly a soft knock sounded on the front door. It then opened and in walked Kyle, almost as shitfaced as he was the week before. He said, “Hi guys. Do you mind if I crash here tonight? I’m in no shape to be driving. Or walking. Or being awake.”


Amy beat me to the punch on replying and piped up cheerily, “Sure thing! Have a seat. We’re just watching some TV.”
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I woke with a start, a small amount of drool on my cheek. I could tell from the amount of light from outside coming into the bedroom that I had slept later than I wanted. My wife wasn’t in bed next to me and I looked over at the clock on the headboard. 8:27. Damn! Kyle had spent the night on the couch last night and with what happened last week when he spent the night, I wanted to be awake before my wife got out of bed so I could spy on her giving Kyle a show from the bathroom again.


I was too wound up all night thinking about what might happen in the morning. I had visions of Amy with a leg up on the sink giving Kyle a great view of her pussy, like she did last week. I was so horny and so excited that I masturbated twice over the course of the night with Amy sleeping next to me. The last time I noticed the clock before finally dozing off, it was 4:04 a.m. Now it was late and I could hear Amy and Kyle talking in the kitchen.


I was getting ready to get out of bed to go join them when I remembered the security cameras in the kitchen and the living room. I reached over to my phone and started the security cam app, looking for any recent timestamps in the list of videos saved by motion detection. The first timestamp from after we went to bed was from 1:39 a.m. and, thanks to the camera’s night vision, I could see Kyle sit up on the couch and take off his shirt, then lay back down on the couch and pull off his underwear. As drunk as he was last night, I was surprised that he was even awake at that hour and not completely passed out. I’ve been there before… so drunk and sweating and uncomfortable and trying not to puke… The only thing that makes sense at that point is to get out of the clothes making you hot and miserable.


There were a few more 30 second videos over the course of the night with the last one being at 5:35, but all of them were triggered by Kyle adjusting position as he slept or by the cat. There was a 6:02 timestamp on both the living room and kitchen cameras. I looked at the kitchen video first and saw Amy walking naked from the hallway to the coffee maker and turning it on. She then made her way back to the hallway as the video ended. I then checked the living room video. Just like last week, she walked into the living room totally naked. Unlike last week, she didn’t even stop to check and see if Kyle might be sleeping. As she rounded the corner from the hallway into the living room she stopped dead in her tracks by the arm of the couch. I’m sure she saw very plainly what I had already seen on the video.


Kyle was laying on his back on the couch totally naked except for a sock on his right foot, which was on the floor. His right arm was folded behind his head with the elbow slightly off the couch and his left was at his side. His left foot was up on the back of the couch, making his crotch seem even more on display due to his legs being spread. Amy was at the arm of the couch closest to Kyle’s feet with mouth agape at the view before her. Because she stopped moving, the video ended. I started the video with the next timestamp and continued watching.


Amy started moving again and as she did, I could see a visible shrug of her shoulders. Her body language at that moment seemed to say ‘Oh what the hell, I’ve already come in here, so I might as well keep going.’ She slowly made her way between the coffee table and couch toward the end table on the other side. I’m guessing her intention was to grab her phone, as she did last week. As she made her way past Kyle, her knee bumped into his shin. That caused her to freeze for a second before realizing that Kyle didn’t wake up. To my surprise her next motion was to bump her knee into him again, this time slightly harder.


Holy crap! She was trying to wake him up! This must have meant that she wanted to repeat what happened last week! I wondered which part she was thinking about more, showing off her body, or seeing a masturbating 22 year old young man. My cock started getting hard. Why wasn’t I getting mad about this?! When it was apparent that Kyle wasn’t going to stir from her second bump into his leg, she did it a third time even harder. He still didn’t stir. I knew he wasn’t faking it either, because the last timestamp from his movements was 25 minutes ago or so. He was out cold.


Amy must have come to the conclusion that he wasn’t going to wake, because she continued moving past the couch. When she got to about the middle, at the position of Kyle’s waist, she stopped again. It was obvious that she was looking down at his flaccid penis, which was pointing toward her. Since she didn’t make a significant movement for 30 seconds, the video ended. I started the next video and my head swam with dizziness at what I saw.


She bent over his cock, getting her face no more than a foot above it. She stayed like that for a few seconds just looking at it and then moved even closer. I thought she was actually going kiss it or maybe put it in her mouth, the thought of which caused my cock to jump, but she stopped with her head no more than a couple inches above his dick before rising back up so her head was maybe 15 or 18 inches above his torso. For more than the first time in the past two weekends, I was so thankful for the HD video cameras. She then reached down with her hand. Again I thought she was going to touch his cock but she stopped just above it and then pulled her hand back, apparently deciding at the last second not to go through with it.


My brain was in overdrive. I was completely and utterly shocked that my wife was doing the things I was seeing her do. It was such a heady mix of arousal and doubt running through my mind as I watched her contemplating touching another man’s cock. On one hand it was so fucking hot watching my wife do what she did last week and what she was doing this week. On the other, would she really cheat on me… with Kyle no less! In my aroused state, I decided that I wanted to see her touch his cock and I would deal with the repercussions later.


And how could she have forgotten about the cameras?! Isn’t she worried that I might see the video? It’s entirely possible that since she placed almost no importance on the cameras, even when we went on vacation, that she put them wholly out of her mind.


She then placed the fingers of her left hand onto his chest. She actually touched him! She traced her fingers languidly down his well defined abdomen. As she did so, I felt a pang of jealousy watching my wife obviously enjoy his toned abs. I used to have a body like Kyle’s and am still in decent shape, but now at over 50 years old, my 6 pack has long since been obscured by a little layer of flab. I decided right then that maybe it was a good idea to start eating better. Maybe start running again too. Her fingers continued down to his lower belly and actually ran over the little tuft of neatly manicured pubic hair he kept and finally stopped almost right at the base of his cock. Kyle still didn’t move.


I wish I knew what was going through her mind at that moment. I’m sure for her it was a great thrill to see a 22 year old with a great body masturbating to her 47 year old body and maybe she was replaying that in her mind. Hell,it was a great thrill for me too.


My wife is a beautiful woman, but as we get older, our bodies can’t help but show it. Amy does a great job of keeping herself in shape. Nevertheless, a few wrinkles and age spots from too much sun in her youth couldn’t be avoided. She exercises solely for the health benefits and up till last week she had never given off any vibe that she might want to be desired by anyone other than me. At least not that I saw.


Since I’ve aged right along with her and seen the development of those slight imperfections, I’ve come to find that she wears them with grace and poise and find her even more beautiful because of them. Battle scars of a life well lived. Thinking about my own superficial imperfections though… a bit of extra flab around the waistline, or a quickly receding hairline… and I can understand what a boost to self image it would be to have someone half her age showing a sexual interest in her. Movement on the screen pulled me out of my thoughts.


Amy then stood up and moved toward the end table, leaned over the arm of the couch and grabbed her phone. Before retracing her steps and leaving the living room, she started the camera app on her phone and held it up over Kyle, snapping a few pictures. Then she moved the phone close to his cock and snapped a couple close-ups! After that, she left the living room.


Holy fuck! Taking pictures was something I might do in that situation, but never expected her to do. The next timestamp was from the kitchen camera 10 minutes later. I started that video. The kitchen camera is on top of one of the cabinets strategically placed among some decorative bottles, so I was looking down on the whole kitchen. Amy was sitting at the table with her left side to the camera. She had a thigh-length black nightgown on. I loved when she wore it because it was sheer, made even more so because it was at least 10 or 12 years old and had been through far to many wash cycles for it to be able to hide whatever was underneath it. Even now on the video I could clearly see the shape of her left breast through the fabric.


She took a sip of her coffee, and then placed her phone in front of her and started looking at her pictures. I couldn’t tell what they were, but I could clearly see her sliding from one to the next, and then sometimes back. Given that one of her hands slid down to her crotch as she did so, I assumed she was looking at the pictures she just took of Kyle. I was feeling bad stealing these views of her but easily justified it with the counterpoint that she was also sneaking around, so I kept doing it.


After no more than a minute, Amy scooted her chair out a bit and grabbed her phone in her left hand, leaned against the back of the chair, and put her right foot up on the table. Her legs were spread wide apart with her left foot on the floor. Her nightgown was raised to her waist as she moved her right hand rhythmically over and around her pussy while looking intently at her phone in her other hand. The way she positioned the chair and herself gave me almost a perfect view to watch. I could plainly see her lower abdomen and pussy lips, and her hand working ever faster down there. Her areolas were plainly visible through the fabric of her nightgown.


I made a mental note that she was facing directly toward the small hallway in our house. That hallway was basically just a nexus that connected my office, our bedroom, the bathroom, and the living room. If Kyle woke up and walked into the kitchen, boy would he get an eyeful! That thought got my motor revving, and I started stroking my cock in time with her hand movements. After a couple more minutes of masturbation, Amy slid her middle and ring finger deep into her pussy and shook them violently back and forth. Her head tilted back and her eyes closed and then the rest of her body shook with an orgasm. Watching her cumming while fantasizing about the cock in the other room brought me over the edge as well, cumming all over my chest, belly, and hand.


As my wife’s orgasm subsided, she pulled her fingers out of her pussy and put them into her mouth up to the second knuckle. It was such a sexy sight! I had never seen her do that before. I was still flush with my own orgasm and moving in sync with her and before I could process fully what I was doing, I brought my own cum soaked hand up to my mouth and licked my own semen off the back of my middle finger.


As I was bathing in the afterglow of my orgasm, I fully experienced the strong alkaline taste of my own cum. It didn’t taste great, but it wasn’t horrible either. As my head reeled from all the mixed sensations and emotions, I decided that it was kind of a turn-on to do exactly what I was doing at that exact time as my wife was tasting her own juices on the video. I licked some more off my hand and a thick white strand attached to my lower lip as I pulled my hand away and finally dropped onto my lip and chin.


“Oh! I was just coming to wake you up.” I heard my wife say at just that moment. I looked up from my phone and saw her standing in the doorway to our bedroom, watching me with a look of both puzzlement and amusement on her face. Shit! I was so caught up in what I was watching on the screen that I forgot it wasn’t live. Of course she could have walked in on me at any time. Shit shit shit! I’m a fucking idiot!


All I could think to say was “Sorry. I was just watching some porn and got a little carried away.” I laid there with cum all over my belly, fully exposed. At least I had the good sense to put my phone away and pull my hand away from my face.


“No problem. We all have to take care of business sometimes. But I have to ask… Did I just see you lick up some of your own cum?” She said the last part in a whisper and with delight in her voice.


“Uhh…” Suddenly I was embarrassed, with cum on my torso, hand, and face, and my wife eyeing me as if she were going in for the kill. She approached my side of the bed. I could see her breasts sway under her nightgown as she came toward me, her nipples erect. She stopped at the side of the bed, about at my chest.


She quietly said “I think I did see you licking it up. You’ve still got some on your chin there. Let me help you with that.” Before I could respond, she reached down and slid her index finger up my chin towards my mouth, pushing my cum up towards my lips. Now I was really embarrassed, so I closed my mouth. My cum pooled on my lips and I raised a hand to wipe it away. She grabbed my wrist to stop me. I let her and just looked up at her.


“Don’t worry John. Do you have any idea how hot I think it is, looking at you with cum on your lips right now? I won’t tell a soul if you won’t.”


She lifted her wet finger up to her mouth and stuck the tip in and then pulled it out. She said “See, it’s no big deal. You know I’m not a huge fan of swallowing your cum, but when the mood is right, it ain’t so bad. Now let me see you swallow that cum.”


I did as she asked, but because the cum was a thick strand, it didn’t immediately fall into my mouth. I had to lick my lips in order to remove it. Once it was on my tongue, I swallowed. I felt self-conscious and exposed. Amy responded to my action with a husky “Oh that is so hot!”


She asked “What were you watching that got you horny enough to taste your own cum?”


I couldn’t tell her what I was really watching so I just told her that I followed a link in my Reddit feed that took me to Pornhub and that I just got caught up in the moment.


“Yeah, but swallowing your own cum?”


“Well, it was really hot when you had me lick up my cum off your belly last week and I guess that was running through my mind as I was jerking off this morning, so I just kind of relived the moment.” I wasn’t about to tell her that I also knew I had licked her pussy after she rubbed some of Kyle’s cum into it, but I’m guessing she had that thought in her mind because she flashed a wicked smile at me.


“So you liked seeing a man’s cum on me and licking it up? You kinky little devil! I liked it too. I’m glad I told you to.”


I found it interesting that she said ‘a man’s cum’ and not ‘your cum’. And I’m the kinky one?


She said “Now that I know you’re awake, I’m going to head back out to the kitchen. I’ll get you a cup of coffee. Kyle said he’d help me out in the garden today so you’re off the hook for that duty. We’ll head outside a little later this morning after the poor kid has had a chance to get over his hangover.”


As she was speaking, she casually reached down to my belly and scooped up some more of my ejaculate onto her fingers and then raised her hand toward my mouth. The fluid on her hand formed a big milky white droplet at the tip of her index finger. As it was getting ready to fall, she lowered her hand and put her cum-slicked fingers to my lips. She slid them into my mouth and I tasted myself on her fingers. She pulled them out and scraped up a thick white strand off my chest with her hand. The strand was actually dangling a few inches as she lowered it into my mouth. She scraped her finger across my lip to loose the strand from her hand, and then wiped her hand on my pillow to dry it.


She still had that devilish, playful smile as she bent over and gave me a quick kiss.


Why was I allowing this? Why wasn’t I angry about what she had done with Kyle? Why did it turn me on? Why did I like hearing her talk so dirty, not so subtly making reference to another man’s cum. Even now, despite the fact that I just came my brains out no more than 2 minutes ago, my cock was attempting to stir. Amy noticed it and said “This really is getting you all hot and bothered, isn’t it?”


I replied “I have no idea why, but yes.”


“I have no Idea why either, but I kinda like it too… a lot!”


I told her I loved her. She said she loved me and started walking out of the bedroom. I said that I’d be out in a few minutes. I could see her ass crack through her nightgown dancing back and forth as she left the room. I was tempted to point out that she was giving Kyle quite a show out there, but I’m sure she knew. I decided to hold my tongue for now because I’m a fucking perv and for some inexplicable reason I seem to like the idea of my wife showing off to Kyle.


Before I got out of bed, I wiped up the little bit of cum that was left and then grabbed my phone again. I wanted to see if there was any other interesting stuff between Amy and Kyle this morning on the security cameras. There was a time stamp of 6:40 in the living room, but that was just Kyle pulling his leg down off the back of the couch.


There was another living room timestamp of 7:00 on the nose. That video started with Amy walking into the living room, this time with her nightgown on, and standing in front of the couch about at Kyle’s waist. Kyle was still sleeping and still naked, but now his cock was engorged, with the head of it resting just below his belly button as he laid on his back.


Amy stood there for a few seconds gawking at his obviously thick and obviously hard cock. ‘You’d think she had never seen morning wood before!’ I thought to myself, and then chuckled as I imagined her turning to the camera and saying ‘Well no, not as thick as my wrist I haven’t!’


She then left the living room and the video ended. The next video showed her reentering the living room with her phone in hand, returning to her previous spot. Again I found myself dumbfounded as I watched her snap a few more pictures of Kyle’s cock, making sure to get a couple more close-ups before exiting her camera app. My own cock was starting to come back to life again at what I was seeing.


I could see Amy’s lips move on the video. I turned up the audio volume to hear what she said and then went back a few seconds to play that part again. This time I could hear Amy say “Kyle. Wake up.”


The sound of her voice from my phone speaker startled me. I had mistakenly turned the volume way up on my phone and I fumbled to turn it down, cursing my stupidity and hoping they didn’t hear it out in the kitchen. I paused the video and listened intently for any indication that Amy heard my phone. It sounded like she stopped in mid sentence, but I couldn’t be sure because I wasn’t paying attention to their conversation out there. After a second or two of silence, I heard Amy’s voice again. After a few more seconds of making sure they were still talking, I breathed a sigh of relief and continued the video.


Kyle didn’t move after Amy had told him to wake up. “Kyle. Wake up!” This time a little louder. He moved an arm and turned his head, but didn’t open his eyes.


“Kyle! Hey!” she said, and as she said it, she bent over and shook his shoulder. He opened his eyes and looked up at her as he stretched his arms and legs.


<hr pg=“2” />“Morning Amy. Man, does my head hurt. What time is it?” he said.


“It’s time for you to put some shorts on. I don’t want John waking up and having to come out here and see that big ol’ dick of yours.”


Kyle looked confused for a second and said “Wha… oh hell!” as he looked down and realized he was naked and hard.


He did his best to cover his cock with his hands as he sat up and leaned back, scanning the couch. He said “I’m really sorry, Amy. I have no idea how I got out of my underwear. I don’t remember taking them off. I don’t remember even taking off my shirt or pants! Where the hell ARE my underwear?”


“Don’t worry about it. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, right. Although… it was only through the reflection in the window so I didn’t get to see it like I saw it just now.” She flashed him that same devilish grin she gave me a few minutes ago.


Kyle just responded with “Uh…” and even on the video, I could see his cheeks redden.


Amy teasingly said “Sure. You remember last week, don’t you? When you were watching me in the bathroom from out here? Yeah. You must have snuck over and opened the blinds to watch me while I was naked because we always close the blinds at night and how else would they have been open? I happened to look up from tweezing my eyebrows and not only are the blinds open, but in the reflection of the window, I see a very handsome young man holding a very hard cock as he’s looking at me.”


“I’m really sorry about that, Amy. I didn’t mean for that to happen, but when I saw you bend over me to get your phone and you were naked… it just sort of took off from there. Please don’t hate me. Please don’t tell John. He’ll kick my ass.”


“I’m not mad at you, Kyle, and I’m not going to tell John. As a matter of fact, it was very flattering seeing you get so turned on by me when I’m so much older than you. I didn’t realize you were awake when I came out here to get my phone last week, otherwise I wouldn’t have been naked. I guess I owe you an apology for that.”


“No need for you to apologize. You’re totally hot, Amy. I’m the one who feels bad for spying on you.”


“You think I’m hot? How nice of you to say so.”


“Hell yeah, you are! Um… while we’re on the subject… I don’t want to be spying on you again and don’t know how to say this, but… uh… I can kinda see through your nightgown.”


“Oh this old thing?” Amy said as she pinched some of the fabric of her nightgown between her thumb and forefinger. “It’s seen better days, but then again it’s not revealing anything you haven’t already seen, right? I can go put something else on if this makes you uncomfortable.” and she gave him a playful smile.


“Oh no! No need to change on account of me.” And he smiled back.


“That’s what I hoped you’d say. Now you better get yourself dressed before John gets up, but before you do, can I ask you a couple questions?”


“Sure, go ahead.”


“Ok. I didn’t mean to gawk before I woke you up just now, but I couldn’t help noticing just how thick your cock looks. Can you even get your hand around it?”


Kyle got embarrassed again and said “Well… uh… when I’m fully hard, no. Not quite.”


“You look pretty hard now. Can you show me?”


Kyle looked unsure. Amy said not to worry, that it was ok and if he didn’t want to, that was cool. He must have decided he was ok with it too because he pulled his left hand away from his crotch and wrapped his right around the middle of his cock. Kyle showed her how his thumb and middle finger didn’t quite touch.


“That’s pretty impressive. I’ve had sex with quite a few guys before marrying John and I’ve never seen a dick that thick.” I met Amy when she was 19 and I knew that she wasn’t a virgin when we started having sex, but this was new information. She told me she lost her virginity 3 days after her 18th birthday, so how many guys could she have fucked in a year and a half? I really wanted to know what ‘quite a few’ meant. The thought of many men having sex with her before she met me increased my arousal.


Kyle said “Thanks. My girlfriend said the same thing. Well not that she had sex with quite a few guys, but that it was the thickest she’s ever seen… not that you’ve had sex with a lot of guys… I’ll just shut up now.”


Amy laughed, then said “If I didn’t think it would get you in trouble, I’d have to ask her how it felt to sit on that thing the first time!” I don’t think she even noticed doing it, but it looked like she bit her lower lip and stared at his crotch for a few seconds after she said it.


Then she added “I also can’t help but notice you’ve got no hair on your balls and only a little patch of pubic hair on your belly? Don’t you worry about having a razor down there and cutting yourself?”


“Well, uh, don’t laugh okay, but I don’t shave down there. I epilate.”


“You can’t be serious! You pull the hair out?!”


“Yes. It makes things much smoother and there’s no razor burn or stubble when it starts growing back in. Sam likes it better because it doesn’t irritate her when we have sex. I’ve got an epilator and I just use it like 10 minutes once a week. It’s easy, once you get past that horrible pain the first time you do it.” Samantha was Kyle’s girlfriend since senior year in high school.


Amy said “Really! No stubble?”


“Nope smooth as silk.”


She said “Do you mind if I…” and made a gesture with her hand as if to slide her fingers across some invisible surface, obviously hinting that she wanted to feel for herself.


Kyle said “Are you sure? What if John comes out here?”


Amy got up and went toward the hallway and disappeared for a second and then came back.


“John’s still sleeping. Just a quick check… for science.”


Kyle pulled his hand away and his cock laid fully exposed against his lower abdomen pointing straight up at his chin. Amy leaned in toward him, bending at the waist and reaching her hand down. I could see the v-neck of her nightgown pull away from her body as she bent over. Kyle noticed it too because his eyes were locked on her hanging breasts. The pad of her index finger made contact on the underside of his cock right at the base of it, at the point where cock met scrotum. It was a place where there should have been a lot of hair but there was none. As soon as she touched him, his cock jumped up and off his belly. It made Amy flinch and snap her hand back and say “Ooh!” They both gave a nervous laugh.


She put her finger back and lightly moved it back and forth along the base of his cock. I was totally transfixed. Seeing my wife touch Kyle’s cock sent my mind reeling with excitement and desire. Oddly, I didn’t feel jealousy or anger. What the fuck was wrong with me?!


“Wow! It really is smooth!” Amy said. And then she actually placed her whole hand on his balls and ran it down the front of them. Then she brought her hand up and wrapped it around the base of his cock. Her head was maybe 18 inches above his crotch. It was so intoxicating seeing his cock in her hand. I knew immediately that I’d let her do whatever she wanted if it meant I’d get to see more of this.


She leaned her head to the left a little to get a better view of the side of his cock where her thumb and middle finger were. I couldn’t see that side of his dick, but she exclaimed “Holy shit! Look at that! There’s got to be a full inch gap between my fingers!”


Kyle said “Yeah, but it’s not that thick at the head. I’m sure you could get your hand around it up there.”


Amy slid her hand up his cock and stopped at the top, with her thumb and forefinger directly under his cock head. “Yeah, here I can at least get my fingers to touch. And I see that you’re leaking a little too.” I couldn’t see it, but apparently she could. Please-touch-his-jizz please-touch-his-jizz oh please-touch-his-jizz… She must have read my mind because she then slid her index finger over the top of his cock for a few seconds. Kyle let out a little groan of pleasure.


“Ok. I think that’s enough, before we both do something that will get us into too much trouble.” Amy removed her hand and stood up.


“Yeah. I guess you’re right. And anyway I’ve really got to take a leak.”


Amy stepped away from the couch and watched as Kyle scrounged for his clothes. When he found them all, he stood up with them bundled at his chest. His erection was pointing up and away from him as he turned and walked to the bathroom. When he was out of Amy’s view, she put the finger that rubbed his precum up to her tongue and tasted it. Oh my god my woman is sexy as fuck!


The video ended and I browsed through the few other videos from the kitchen. There was no more obvious sexual interaction between them, but on one of the videos, Kyle asked Amy if she was going to stay in that nightgown and wouldn’t I be upset seeing my wife on display in front of him.


She smiled “Don’t worry abut John. He likes this nightgown more than you do. I’ve got a feeling that he won’t mind if you see a little more than you should.”


At another point in the same video, I heard Amy jokingly give Kyle a hard time…


“Yeah. And I had to clean up your cum off the floor last week too. I didn’t see that you came on the floor and stepped in it when I went to go close the blinds.”


“Oh man. I’m so sorry Amy. I saw you doing that but was so freaked out about being caught by you that I just laid on the couch and pretended to be asleep.”


“I figured. You freaked me out a bit yourself when I thought I saw your eyes flutter for a second after I finished cleaning it up.” She left out the part about rubbing Kyle’s cum into her pussy. I wonder if he saw that? He didn’t let on that he did. He just said that yeah he saw her for a quick second before he closed his eyes again.


I sat for a minute thinking about all that happened this morning. What do I make of the fact that I saw my wife grab hold of the fattest cock I’ve seen outside of porn with my own eyes… and that it was Kyle! I didn’t know how to feel. Well I knew how the rest of society would feel and maybe that’s how I should have felt. But betrayal and rage were not occupying my mind and it was baffling.


I did know that it made me incredibly aroused to spy on my wife as she was being an exhibitionist to Kyle and the light sexual contact I saw turned me on even more. What… The… Fuck… is wrong with me!? Would she ever tell me about what was going on? It would be a relief if she did, but I wasn’t sure I wanted her to. It was a great bit of titillation to watch her with him unbeknownst to her. Maybe she did want to tell me in some way, after all, when I finally did go out there to join them, it would be plain to see that she had no problem exposing her body through that nightgown to Kyle, so she’d have to know I knew something was up.


I decided that I would settle for that subtle ‘confession’, as it was, for now. I loved her unconditionally and was sure she loved me too. Let the woman have her fun. I was certainly having my own fun with the situation. I put on a t-shirt and some boxer shorts and joined them out at the kitchen table.


When I first entered the kitchen I saw Amy sitting and facing Kyle who was at the spot 90 degrees around the table to her left. Kyle’s back was to me, so Amy was facing both Kyle and myself. Her chair was back from the table a bit and she was leaned back with her left arm on the arm rest and while her legs weren’t spread apart, they were relaxed enough so that her knees were probably a little over a foot apart. Given that her nightgown had ridden up a bit as she was sitting and barely covered her crotch, Kyle was probably getting a great unobstructed view of the point where her inner thighs met her pussy. I could easily see her nipples through the fabric of the nightgown. She might as well have been sitting there naked.


When Amy saw me, she instinctively turned away from Kyle and crossed her legs.


“Hey babe. It’s about time you got up. Coffee’s here.” She pointed to the spot opposite Kyle. I said thanks to her and good morning to Kyle and sat down. I took my first sip and the coffee was already lukewarm. I must have spent longer than I thought in the bedroom looking at the rest of the videos.


“How’d you sleep, Kyle? You were pretty drunk last night.” I said.


“I was out like a light.” I don’t remember anything after passing out until Amy woke me up this morning, probably checking to make sure I wasn’t dead.” That got a chuckle out of all of us and I thought to my self that the boner he had was the opposite of dead.


“Thanks for helping Amy out in the garden today. I might use my newfound freedom to go to the golf course.”


“No problem. I always enjoy hanging out over here.” I thought he said it a bit to cheerily, but that could have just been my mind filling in blanks that weren’t there.


Conversation went on for a bit, with Amy and I drinking coffee and Kyle drinking lots of water. I was chatting with Amy about our daughter wanting to stay at school for the summer and take a couple more classes and I happened to glance over and saw Kyle openly staring at Amy’s tits. I smiled and looked directly at Amy, then gave my head a little nod in Kyle’s direction along with raised eyebrows. She got the hint and looked over at Kyle.


Once she saw what he was looking at, she looked back at me with a grin, shrugged her shoulders and rolled her eyes, as if to say ‘Ugh. All men have a one track mind.’


Toward mid-morning, Amy went and put on a pair of shorts and a tank top for working out in the yard. I noticed that when she came out of the bedroom, she was braless, nipples poking up through the fabric of her shirt. She went and got her sun hat and asked Kyle if he was ready to go. Out they went, leaving me alone with my less than virtuous thoughts.


Is it weird that I got ready to go to the golf course hoping that Amy and Kyle would come in while I was gone and spend time in the living room or kitchen so that I could watch them? I think it’s fucking weird. All I could look forward to was my my phone constantly buzzing a notification that motion was detected while I’m out. I had no desire to golf. I knew I’d be to distracted to devote attention to a game I normally loved. I decided to just leave the house and go someplace quiet where I could watch any video that might pop up without interruption.


I put on jeans and a collared pullover, grabbed my car keys, and went out back to tell Amy that I changed my mind on golfing. They were in the back garden, Kyle with his shirt off and a sheen of sweat covered his torso and arms as he was busy tilling up soil with a shovel. Amy looked radiant in her tank top and cutoff jean shorts that barely covered her ass. Her auburn hair catching the sun and turning to fire as it gently moved across her collar bones from the light breeze.


As I walked down the sidewalk toward the garage, I yelled over to Amy that I was headed over to Best Buy just to shop and maybe look for a new dryer. Ours had been acting up lately. I told her I’d be back in a couple hours. She waved and blew me a kiss. I pulled out of the garage and headed to the store.


I browsed around aimlessly, waiting for my phone to vibrate in my pocket. After almost an hour I finally left the store and just sat in my car. A guy can only wander a store for so long before he raised suspicion, and I thought I was getting to that limit. I pulled out my phone. No notifications. I watched the live feed from both cameras. Nothing. What the hell! I figured giving them some alone time in the house would free them up to misbehave. I guess I was wrong.


Or maybe they’re fooling around outside. Our back yard is protected by a privacy fence and only a few nearby houses have second story windows that could see into our yard. My mind ran wild imagining all the possible things they could be doing in front of each out there. Or to each other. My cock got hard, but I couldn’t pull it out and stroke like I wanted to. I was in a parking lot, after all.


Finally after maybe another half hour of sitting in my car with the air conditioning running my phone buzzed in my hand, telling me motion was detected in the kitchen. I brought up the video and was disappointed. It showed Amy come in the kitchen door, grab her keys from the hanger on the wall and head back out. I knew what was happening. They finished working, and Amy was taking Kyle back to his car up at the bar, since that’s where he left it and walked to our house last night.


Sure enough, about 10 minutes later I got another notification. That video showed Amy coming back in the kitchen, hanging her keys back up, and heading toward the hallway. I switched over to the live feed when the video ended. A few seconds later she came back into the kitchen topless, got herself a glass of water from the faucet, and drank it down fast while standing at the sink. Then she left the kitchen again. I guessed she was going to take a shower. Damn. My cock was now back to flaccid. I shut down the cam app, pulled out of my parking space, and headed home.


When I got back, I heard the hair dryer in the bathroom. I went to tell her I was back and when I got to the bathroom, saw my beautiful wife still naked and drying her hair. I waved a little hi to her and as I turned to go put some golf on TV, she turned off the dryer and grabbed my hand and pulled me to the bedroom.


We had sex and Amy was a woman possessed. I had never seen her so full of raw desire and passion. At least not in a really long time. The way she spoke was intoxicating. Almost the first thing she said was how she liked seeing me ‘lick up all that cum’ earlier this morning. She spent some time sucking my cock like she really liked it. For her that’s extraordinary since she’s never been one to really get into sucking my dick.


But today she had me leaking precum in no time, saying things like ‘You like seeing a cock in your wife’s mouth, don’t you?’ or asking me if I like the taste of cock on her tongue when she told me to kiss her only a second after she pulled my dick out of her mouth. As I was on top of her in missionary position, she looked directly into my eyes and said “I want you to cum in me and then eat it out.”


Her eyes were smoldering when she said it and she brought me to orgasm with those words. As I came, she said “That’s it. Dump that load in my pussy so you can lick it out.”


I responded with my own dirty talk “I want to taste your well fucked pussy.”


When my orgasm subsided, she gently pushed me down by the shoulders, guiding me to her crotch. “Try not to let any of it get onto the mattress.” She said.


I brought my face down and was inches in front of her pussy. It was slick with my cum and a tiny bit had leaked out and was trickling down her perineum toward her asshole. I was motionless for a second looking at the sight before me and contemplating whether I really wanted to eat my cum out of her pussy. My decision was made for me when she suddenly grabbed my head with both hands and pulled me into her. My lips were smashed into her labia and I stuck my tongue out and into her pussy and what seemed like a torrent of my own cum ran into my mouth. Amy’s breathing got faster and shallower as I continued to lick up all my cum. Once it was mostly swallowed and no more was leaking out I concentrated on her clit, finally bringing her to orgasm orally.


Only after sex did I feel embarrassed about what we said during sex and what I did. In the heat of the moment, I could tell that she was fantasizing about me desiring her after she had been with another man. I went along with the fantasy and at that time I liked the fantasy too, but now that the heat of the moment was gone, I was struggling with what it was that I was really wanting during sex.


Would I really like tasting another man’s precum on her tongue right after she pulled her mouth off his cock? Would she really want me to? What about the simple naked accident that brought all this about? It was Kyle that she was fantasizing about. Would I let her actually continue what was going on with him? I hated myself for coming to the conclusion that I would. I liked seeing her doing what she was doing and I loved the new way she behaved in bed, and yes dammit, I realized that I liked eating her well fucked pussy. Did I give off some kind of signal to her that I would have been open to something like this? What the fuck was wrong with me?!


<hr pg=“3” />Nothing of note happened the rest of the weekend or even through the middle of the following week. Wednesday night, Amy and I were winding down after I got home from work and she got home from pilates. Amy used to work as an anthropologist, but when the university lost some federal funding 9 years ago, her department made some cuts and lost her job. She didn’t look for a new position. I was making plenty of money as a lead software developer at a trading firm. Now she spent her time doing her own research, as well as enjoying time with friends and pretty much whatever else she wanted.


Dinner was done and we were both just lounging in the living room on opposite ends of the couch, her in Lululemon yoga pants and t-shirt and me in my pj’s. Amy was spending time on her phone and I was watching TV. Suddenly she turned to me and asked “Why haven’t you asked me yet about the nightgown and Kyle?”


She surprised me with the question and the first thing out of my mouth was an eloquent “Huh?”


“On Saturday morning, when Kyle spent the night? I’m sure you remember that I was walking around in front of him all morning in that sheer nightgown. You yourself caught him totally staring at my tits. Why haven’t you said a single word to me about that?”


“What should I have said?”


“Oh, I don’t know. How about ‘Hey Amy. Why the hell were you basically naked all morning in front of Kyle?’”


“Well, I figured that if you were comfortable enough in that nightgown with Kyle in the house, then I guess I was comfortable enough with you to trust your choice in clothing. After all it’s just Kyle.”


“You seemed to get a kick out of him staring at my tits.”


“Well I just thought it was funny.”


“Yeah, it was cute the way the poor guy couldn’t tear his eyes off my body. It was a bit flattering, don’t you think?”


I got a bit flustered at the implication of Kyle’s desire for her. “Well it’s just Kyle, and I’m sure it was just some harmless gawking. He’s only 22 after all.”


“So you didn’t like that I was showing him my body? I’m sure you noticed him looking down at my exposed legs and maybe even my pussy when you came out of the bedroom that morning, and you didn’t say anything.”


I couldn’t bring myself to tell her that it did turn me on. A lot. I did my best to mock indignation. “No! I figured it was just morning and you had on your usual morning clothes and what was the big deal if he saw a little more than he should.”


“So just for the record, you weren’t getting off on me exposing myself to him.”


“For the last time, no!”


A grin spread across her face and she said “Yeah. Well you better tell that to your dick.”


I looked down and saw what she had seen. My pajama bottoms had a tent in the crotch. My cock was pushing up against the left side of the fly, causing the right side to droop and expose my engorged cockhead and upper shaft to my wife, who was on my right. I was mortified. I covered myself with my hand and she giggled.


“Don’t worry about it.” She said. “It turned me on a bit too that a twenty-something guy was checking me out. Even if it was just Kyle. I suppose that’s why I just sat there and let him look at my pussy before you came out of the bedroom. And it turns me on a bit that you liked me being exposed.”


She scooted over to me with her left side leaning against the back of the couch. She reached down with her right hand and freed my member from my pajama bottoms and started slowly stroking it. She said “Since we’re on the subject of that morning and I see that you’re not totally unhappy with what happened, I’ve got a little something to tell you that I’ve been feeling guilty about since that morning.”


“Ok.” was all I said as I spread my legs a little bit to allow her access to more of my cock.


“Well, I don’t want you to get mad, and it was totally harmless, but I saw Kyle’s dick that morning.”


I tried my best to sound and look surprised, and I guess I was a little surprised that she told me. “What?! How did that happen?”


“Well after I got out of bed, I went into the living room to open the blinds, and Kyle was on the couch totally naked, out cold.”


“Holy crap! That must have been a shock!”


“It was! And all I was thinking was that you didn’t need to wake up and see his hard cock just flapping in the wind like that, so I woke him up and told him to put on some shorts.”


“Wait. He was hard?”


“Well yeah. He’s 22. Morning wood. You remember being 22, don’t you?” She gave me a playful smile.


“Yeah, I remember. What happened next?”


“Nothing much. He said he was sorry for being naked and he didn’t even know how that happened. Then he grabbed his clothes and ran into the bathroom with his boner bouncing against his belly as he went.”


Nothing about touching his dick. Nothing about taking pictures. Nothing about masturbating to the pictures she took. Well at least she wanted to tell me a little bit. “So seeing his boner didn’t do anything for you?” I said, trying to turn the tables on her.


“Well I might have looked at it a bit longer than I should have. But no, nothing major… I did tell him I thought it was thicker than any cock I’d seen before. I probably shouldn’t have said that to him.” My cock involuntarily swelled in her hand when she told me that. She felt it and gave a squeeze. “I hope you’re not mad.” She added with a playful smile.


“No I’m not mad. But you probably shouldn’t have said that to him.”


“Yeah, I know, but it was just so big and it kind of just came out. He blushed a little and just said that Sam said the same thing.”


“So how big is it?” I liked hearing her tell me about another man’s cock.


“Are you sure you want me to tell you?”


“Sure. Why not?”


“Well… because he’s bigger than you and I know how guys can get when it comes to their dicks.”


“Nah. I’m not that shallow. I’m comfortable with my little guy. And anyway, it’s not like you’re gonna fuck him or anything.” She glanced down and to the right for a quick second before recovering. I finally made her squirm a bit!


“No, of course not. And your guy is anything but little.” she said as her cheeks pinked up ever so slightly. “So anyway, he’s probably about an inch longer than you, and it’s really thick. Like really really thick.”


“Sounds like you really really were checking out his dick.” I said with a smile.


“Shut up. You would’ve too if you saw a cock as thick as your wrist laying on your couch!” She said laughing. Then she added “I mean. Oh my god. I used to change his diaper. I never imagined he’d grow up to have that monster between his legs.”


“And seeing his dick, and then wearing that nightgown in front of him had nothing to do with each other?”


“Well not initially. I wasn’t planning on waking Kyle up or anything and normally I would have put on some shorts and a shirt before waking him up. I just wanted to open the blinds. When I saw he was naked, I figured I’d better tell him to get dressed. After me seeing him naked and our little conversation about his dick, I figured maybe it was only fair if I let him get an eyeful of me. So I just left the nightgown on all morning.”


“Well that sounds reasonable.” I said. Still nothing about watching him masturbate last week, or showing off her pussy to him, or rubbing his cum into her pussy and getting me to lick her afterward.


I added “Man. I never would’ve figured Kyle had the biggest dick you’ve ever seen.”


“Well it wasn’t the longest I’ve ever seen, but the thickest by a mile.”


She left me an opening to ask about her past! “You mean like not as long as porn stars, right? Or have you actually been in the presence of a longer one?”


“Uh… I uh, am not sure I should answer that one.” She said somewhat nervously as she massaged into my cock the precum I was oozing.


Amy continued “Are you sure you want to hear? I know you’re hard right now and you might think you want to hear about this, but what if once I start telling you things and you think differently about me? I’m actually pretty nervous about starting this conversation and I couldn’t bear losing you over something like that.”


“Don’t be ridiculous hon! I’d never think less of you over something like a past boyfriend. We’ve both had sex before we met each other. What’s the big deal? I’m more in love with you now than I ever have been.” I meant what I said, but I also wanted to hear her tell me sex stories from her past. I’m a fucking perv.


“You say that, but you don’t know. Not really.”


“Well lets start slowly then, and you don’t have to tell me anything you don’t want to. How about we start with this long cock you saw?”


“I guess we can do that.”


“What was his name and how did you meet him?”


“His name was Joe and we went to high school together. We were both seniors and we met at a party one night.”


“How did you guys end up dating?”


“Well… uh… we didn’t date. We just kind of hit it off at that party and made out for a bit and I ended up jerking him off in his car.”


Now I was surprised! “So you just met this guy and gave him a handjob?! Holy fuck!”


“I told you. You might not be ready for this.” She said. She took her hand off my cock and asked again if I really wanted to hear. I assured her it was ok and that I did want to hear. I put my own hand on my cock and started stroking as an indication that I was ready to hear more.


“How long was his dick?” I asked.


“Well as soon as he unzipped and scooted his underwear and pants down, I could tell he had a big dick. It wasn’t until I grabbed it though that I realized just how big. I can’t tell you in inches exactly, but at one point I grabbed it with both hands and there was still plenty of cock that my hands weren’t touching. Maybe 10 inches would be my guess?”


“Holy shit hon! That’s fucking hot! Did you jerk him off till he came?”


“Yes.” She said flatly. She wasn’t looking at my eyes. She had her eyes on my cock, but not really looking at it. It was like she was looking off in the distance, remembering that night from so long ago.


“Where did he cum?” I sped up my stroking.


“Promise you won’t get mad?”


“I promise.” I said huskily.


“Him being the typical 18 year old, he didn’t last long. Maybe after 30 seconds of me making these huge strokes up and down the length of him, he said he was going to cum and started freaking about getting cum in his dads car and how his dad would kill him if he stained the fabric. So I just bent over and put the head of his cock in my mouth as he started cumming and also being the typical 18 year old, he came in buckets, but I let it all flow into my mouth and when he was done cumming, I just swallowed it all.”


My mind flooded with the image of my wife with the head of a 10 inch dick in her mouth swallowing spurt after spurt of cum. I couldn’t believe the arousal I felt! A fresh, large drop of precum appeared at the tip of my dick. Amy ran her index finger through it then put the tip of her finger in her mouth.


“Did he return the favor? Did he make you cum?”


“I was horny and wanted him to, but I think he got embarrassed that he came so fast. He zipped up, said thanks, and we went back into the party.”


“Damn! That must have been a letdown.”


“It was, but it was senior year of high-school. I couldn’t expect too much out of the guys back then?” She smiled wickedly.


“Guys, huh? So there was more than one? If you don’t mind me asking… how many guys did you have sex with?”


“It only took you 29 years to ask that question. Impressive.” She smiled.


“I always figured it was none of my business.”


“What’s your number?”


I joked “Only 29 years to ask. Impressive.” Then I added “Two. Not including you.”


“Did it turn you on listening to me tell you about letting another man cum in my mouth?”


“Yes.” I showed her my hard-on and jizz slicked hand as evidence.


“Ok. If that really turned you on, I think I might be able to tell you the truth.”


“Please do. I promise I’ll never think badly of you.”


“14. Not including you.”


I did the math in my head. She started having sex right after she turned 18 and met me when she was 19 and 8 months. So 14 guys in 20 months. Ok. That was kind of a lot, but so what if she went a little crazy at that time in her life. A lot of people did.


“That’s not so bad hon. Guys sow their oats and they’re considered cool. So if you were a guy, you’d be cool.” I said with a smile.


She reached down, removed my hand from my cock, and replaced it with hers. She started stroking slowly and gave me a wicked smile. “I’ve never really thought about it this way before now, but do you realize that’s 14 cocks other than yours that have been inside my pussy? It doesn’t bother you that 14 other cocks have cum in my pussy?” She said it with a sultriness that was mind bending.


“Oh god that feels good and no I don’t mind. I find you so fucking sexy. Didn’t you worry about getting pregnant?”


“I started on the pill a few months before I turned 18. I had started getting sexually more adventurous by then and didn’t want to risk anything.”


“That makes sense. I’m glad you were being smart about it. Which of the 14 was Joe with the long cock?”


“Well, uh, he wasn’t one of the 14 since we never actually had sex. His cock never got near my pussy.”


“So that’s 15 different cocks you saw before mine. That’s really fucking sexy hon.”


“Well… what if there were more? You know… where we didn’t actually have sex.”


I looked at her. “How many more?” A mixture of both fear and arousal filled my head.


Amy continued stroking as she said “You have to keep in mind that my parents were divorced and I had a lot of stress as a teen from that, and when I turned 18, I didn’t want to have anything to do with real relationships or marriage or any of that. In college I just wanted to let loose and have fun and I liked sex, so that’s what I did. I never had a ‘boyfriend’, but I would go out with a guy for a few weeks or a month or two if he was fun, but as soon as he wanted to get more serious, I broke it off. So that’s the context you have to put what I’m about to tell you into, okay?” Her hand felt wonderful on my cock.


Suddenly I got very afraid. What if I couldn’t handle this? What if I did think differently afterward? I said “Stop. Don’t tell me just yet. Let me process what you’ve already told me before we go any further.”


“Okay. If that’s what you want.” She removed her hand from my crotch, looking worried.


“No no. Can we continue that part?”


“Sure” she said. She added “Did I mess things up?”


“No.” I assured her. “I just want a little time to process. I love you with all my heart!” She picked up speed with her hand. As I was getting back into the wonderful feeling down below, I asked “Did you ever see Joe with the long cock again?”


She pulled off her yoga pants and straddled me as I leaned back into the couch, her pussy sliding onto my cock with ease. As she rode me with a quickening pace, she said “Yes. I saw him at a party the following weekend. Maybe it was two weeks later.”


“Did anything happen between you two?”


“Yes. I went there with another guy, but I saw him go into the bathroom so I followed him in.”


“Holy crap, hon! What did your date think? Did he see you follow him?”


“No. He was drinking a beer and talking with some friends outside at the time. He had no clue.”


“What happened when you went into the bathroom?”


“Well Joe was in the middle of pissing. He saw it was me that opened the door on him and he let me in. He asked what I was doing and I told him I wanted to see that anaconda between his legs one more time.”


“You didn’t actually call it an anaconda, did you?” I said with a smile.


“No, but I told him I wanted to see it again. I watched him finish pissing and even soft his cock was big. When he was done, he turned to me and I just grabbed it and started stroking it. Since it was soft, his dick was kind of whipping back and forth against my knuckles and wrist as I stroked. It didn’t take him long to get fully hard.”


“What was it like to feel a big dick like that get hard in your hand?”


She started breathing a little faster and gave out a little moan. “Unh… It felt amazing. I remember the way the head of his cock felt in my palm, and the way his skin felt as I caressed from the base to the tip. After I got him fully hard, we kissed for a couple minutes before I got on my knees and sucked his cock. I could only get a few inches in my mouth, and he came again in like 30 seconds. I swallowed it all… oh my god I’m cumming!”


She started slamming her clit into my pubic bone as her orgasm hit. Her motion plus the realization that my wife’s orgasm was induced by her imagining swallowing cum from another man sent me over the brink.


I said “I wish I could have seen you suck that cock!” as I started cumming and I came hard deep inside her. When both our orgasms subsided, she planted her feet on either side of my hips and stood up over me with her pussy inches away from my face. She didn’t ask. She didn’t say a word. She just looked down at me and lowered her now dripping pussy to my mouth and I cleaned up every drop of cum that fell out.


As I was finishing cleaning my cum out of her, she gently pulled my head into her and asked if I knew how hot it was for her to see me lick her cum filled pussy. I didn’t answer, except to stick my tongue as far up inside her as I could. She responded with a gently surprised “Oh!” and then followed up with “I always knew you liked it.”


I wasn’t sure what she meant exactly with that last statement, other than she was really getting into this new game of ours. She bent down and gave me a deep kiss before stepping off the couch and sitting back down over on her side. She draped her yoga pants over the arm of the couch and sat bare-assed.


She said “Just let me know, babe, when you’re ready to hear more. I’m sorry for freaking you out.”


“Don’t worry about it hon. I’m not freaked out. Maybe a little information overload all at once. I’ll be fine.”


I couldn’t stop thinking about what she had told me. The way she told me about 14 different men cumming inside her occupied almost every waking moment. And blowing a guy with a 10 inch dick and swallowing his cum twice in a couple weeks! She almost never swallows my cum. Hell, she almost never sucks me to completion. It’s more just a part of foreplay and only lasts a couple minutes.


I couldn’t sleep. I was distracted at work. I masturbated at least once a day imagining that long cock shooting spurt after spurt of cum into my wife’s open mouth. I masturbated at least once more per day watching the video of Amy grabbing Kyle’s cock and marveling at how thick it was. I decided I wanted to hear more. I wanted her to tell me about each and every sexual encounter she had with other guys, my own cock stiffening at each new gory detail. What the fuck is wrong with me?!


After that night, Amy didn’t make any reference to her past. She let me process it in my own time. Although somehow me eating her creampie sort of became a regular part of sex. We had sex on Friday and midway through she told me that she wanted me to ‘cum in me now and eat my well fucked cunt.’ I did, and as I was eating her out I got hard again, so I came back up and fucked her again.


While sliding myself in and out of her she said through clenched teeth as her orgasm approached “You like the taste of cock and cum on my pussy, don’t you.”


I told her I did.


Then she said “What if it was Joe’s 10 inch cock you tasted on my wet cunt? Would you still like the taste?”


My cock felt so good inside her and passion made any rational thought impossible. I said “Yes.”


“And after he came deep inside me, you’d still want to lick it out of me, wouldn’t you?” Her eyes bored holes into me.


“Oh god hon, I’d always want to taste your pussy. I don’t care if there’s no cum in it, or if Joe’s cock just came in it. You’re so fucking sexy.”


<hr pg=“4” />Shortly after that we both came, her for the first time and me for the second.


After I rested for a minute post-orgasm, I slid my softening cock out of her and made a move to get out from between her legs. She stopped me with a “Hey” and pulled her knees up to her chest and spread her legs, exposing her spread labia to me.


She looked me directly in the eye and said “Aren’t you going to get that load too?”


No smile. No playfulness. The heat of the moment was gone and I really had no desire to lick up anymore of my cum, but the way she said it made me want to do her bidding. I bent down and ate my second creampie within 15 minutes and as I did so I realized that I was never more attracted to her than I was at that moment.


When I was done, I got off the bed and started to head to the bathroom, but she stopped me again, got off the bed, came over to me, and bent down and put my now flaccid cock in her mouth and as she did, I could see the last little bit of my cum on my cockhead touch her lips as it entered. She used suction to pull almost the whole thing into her mouth and then pulled off of it with an audible pop. She then came up and kissed me deeply and said “Thanks for the good orgasm, my sexy man.”


I smiled and said “Any time, my sexy woman!”


The same thing happened during sex on the following Monday and Tuesday as well. It didn’t happen exactly the same of course. The sex was different and the number of orgasms for her and I were different, but the end result was the same. I cleaned up every one of my loads with my tongue.
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While at work, I would get notifications of movement detected by the cameras. I checked them occasionally to see if there was anything interesting. Usually it was just Amy reading, or leaving the house, or any number of daily activities. On Friday afternoon, I had several notifications come in rapid fire. While sitting at my desk, I opened my security cam app and started one of the saved videos from the living room.


On it was Amy lying back on the middle cushion of the couch in just a t-shirt. Her legs were up in the air and spread wide. The middle and ring finger of her right hand were buried in her pussy as she worked her hand back and forth vigorously. I paused the video so I could attach ear buds to my phone and listen.


I hit play and the video resumed. I watched totally mesmerized as she masturbated. After a few seconds she reached her left hand over toward the arm of the couch. That’s when I saw the phone propped up against the arm. She touched the phone and went back to masturbating. I assumed she was looking at Kyle’s pictures. My cock got hard while sitting at my desk.


I switched to the live view, hit the record button, and continued watching. I could hear sounds of wetness as her fingers would pull out and slide back in and as she moved her hand in a circular motion. I could also see the wetness on her hand and her upper thighs. I was familiar with it and always found it incredibly sexy to see my wife jizzing that amount of fluid. And the feeling when I slide my cock into that wetness is indescribable.


She touched her phone again and her movements got faster. She added her index finger to the other two already inside her and she started forcefully slamming her fingers in and out of herself with her palm slapping into her clit. She started cumming, her flat belly convulsing and her legs and feet tensing and stretching in midair as she did. While she was mid-orgasm, she said “Oh god I want to feel that fat cock inside me!”


When she had gathered herself, she reached over and picked up her phone. She then held it down in front of her crotch and snapped a couple pictures of her pussy spread wide and slick with her cum. She then got up and left the room.


It was only fantasy, I told myself. She wouldn’t really fuck Kyle. After all, I’ve jerked off plenty of times over the course of our marriage fantasizing about Lucy Lawless or any number of other women. My current favorite was Jennifer Lawrence. Yeah but Kyle comes over to our house and I highly doubt Jennifer Lawrence is going to be paying me a visit. What if she did fuck him? I couldn’t deny that the image in my head of his cock stretching her pussy made me hard. Would I be upset? I honestly didn’t think so. I was confident that she loved me and whatever this was, it wasn’t out of ill will toward me.


When I got home that night, we ordered some Chinese takeout. Amy went to go pick it up and while she was gone I removed the video cameras from the living room and kitchen and put them in my desk. I changed into some sweats and t-shirt and set the table with some silverware and paper plates, then waited for her to return. When Amy got back I served up some food. While we were eating I worked up the nerve to ask her the question I wanted to ask. I really hoped this wouldn’t backfire on me. Either way, it would mean no more spying on Amy surreptitiously.


I started “Hey hon.”


“Yeah, babe?”


“You know how you were telling me about seeing Kyle naked a few days ago?”


“Yeah. What about it?”


“Well, I uh… kinda liked hearing about it.” I said as I stabbed nervously at my rice with my fork.


“Yeah so? I remember your dick getting hard when I asked about why you didn’t get mad at me walking around in my sheer nightie all morning?”


As I remembered that conversation, I shifted uncomfortably in my chair as my hardening dick was trying to force its way upwards. “Yeah, exactly. That was just him seeing you naked and I uh… really liked that as you saw. But I also really liked you telling me about seeing Kyle naked on the couch and your conversation with him about his dick…”


“And that turned you on too, huh.” She finished.


“Well, yeah.”


“What turned you on about it?”


“Well, I pictured you standing there in front of Kyle in that see-through nightgown, looking at his boner and telling him how you thought it looked really thick. I guess you almost naked and talking with Kyle about his hard cock waving at you, while it’s right there waving at you, is really sexy to me for some reason.”


She laughed. “It wasn’t waving at me. It was way too fucking hard and swollen to do much waving. It did do some bouncing as he walked to the bathroom though. You pictured it, did you? I just have to ask… how many times since I told you about it have you jerked off thinking about me in the living room looking at Kyle’s crotch?”


My cock got harder. “Probably twice.” I lied. It was every day since then.


“Have you jerked off imagining Joe’s cock in my mouth, what maybe 30 years ago now?”


“Yeah. Maybe a couple times.” Like every fucking day.


Then the video I saw of Amy with her fingers buried in her pussy earlier today popped into my head. I asked “How many times have you masturbated imagining Kyle’s cock?”


She looked away and smiled, like she got caught with her hand in the cookie jar. She looked back at me and said “A couple times. Maybe three. Does that make you mad?”


Fucking hot! My woman is so fucking sexy! “No.”


“Does it make you hard?”


I smiled and said “I refuse to answer that question on the grounds that it may incriminate me.”


She chuckled and took a bite of her Mongolian beef. “So other than telling me you’re a perv who likes hearing about his wife in compromising positions with other men, was there some other reason for bringing this up?”


“Well, uh, yeah. I was thinking that since I like hearing about it, maybe I wouldn’t mind seeing it too.”


“I’m sure you would you weirdo,” she said with a smile. She went on “and maybe it would be fun for me too. But how the hell would that happen? I’m sure Kyle would freak right the fuck out if he came over and I said ‘Hey Kyle! Good to see you again. Why don’t you take of your clothes and have a seat while I flirt with you a bit in front of John!’”


“Well obviously I couldn’t be in the room. That would freak me out too.” I said.


“So why even bring it up if it’s not gonna happen?”


“Well, do you remember those security cameras I bought for vacation? I was wondering if you’d mind if I put them back up in the living room and the kitchen? That way if there was some harmless nudity between you two, not only would you get your spank material, but I’d get a little bit too.” I smiled and hoped I didn’t sound too much like the creep I felt like.


“You’ve really thought about this?! You’re fucking kidding right?”


“I know it’s weird. I just thought Kyle wouldn’t have to know, and after all the fun you had telling me about swallowing cum from that footlong cock and admitting masturbating to Kyle, that there might be a slim chance you’d be ok with it. After all, it was just some harmless fun, right? And I’d never want you showing off to him for me… I’d never want you to do anything with anyone just for me. Ever! I just thought that if we caught some harmless nakedness as it happened, it could be kinda fun and sexy… I’m sorry for suggesting it hon. Forget I said anything. I’m a fucking moron.”


She thought for a few minutes. Finally she said “I guess I get it. I can see why you thought it might be ok. I have had a lot of fun recently telling you about other men, especially during sex. I guess it should be ok.” She smiled a playful smile and added “You really want to see me with Kyle, huh?”


“Well no, not WITH him. But if any of the stuff you told me about were to happen again, I think it would be cool to see.”


“I’m not doing anything I don’t want. Understand?”


“Of course! I’d never want you doing anything you don’t want to. I’m not even going to utter another word about it. I do not want to be suggesting anything to you about it.”


“Go ahead. Go get the cameras and put the up before I change my mind.”


I got up and kissed her and went and got the cameras and made a big demonstration of putting them up while she finished her dinner. I left my plate where it was, with half finished orange chicken. When I was done, she asked me to install the cam app on her phone so she could see the videos too. I did, and I showed her how to use the app.


After I explained about the HD night vision cameras and how to use the app, she brought up the live feed of the kitchen on her phone. She said “So to record, I just hit this button here, right?”


She turned her phone to show me the button she was talking about.


I said “Yeah, that’s the one.”


She hit the button and said, “So I’m now recording us sitting here at the table? Cool!”


She grabbed her phone and came over to me and asked me to stand up and pull my pants down. I was perplexed, but assumed it meant sex so I did. She reached over and started stroking my cock. She glanced at her phone and said to me how cool it was that she could see such a clear picture of my dick from the camera way up on top of the cabinet. I said “Yeah, you can even zoom in and see a grain of that rice if you wanted to.”


“That’s pretty neat!” She continued stroking me till I was hard, kissing me on the neck and lifting my shirt and flicking one of my nipples with her tongue. She even bent all the way over and sucked my cock for a minute. It felt wonderful. She stood up and looked me in the eye before speaking.


“I seem to really like getting turned on lately. And I like seeing you turned on. I can feel you getting harder in my hand, but want you to tell me… are you getting turned on?”


“Yes.” I said quietly.


“Louder. I want the microphone to hear what you say.”


I repeated my answer more loudly.


“Good. I’m starting to get a bit hot and bothered too.”


I reached up to play with her breasts. She stopped me and told me she wanted my hands at my sides for this little exercise. I put my hand down and just enjoyed the feeling of her warm hand on my now throbbing cock. It was starting to leak precum. As it did, she used it as lube to slide her hand up and down the length of me.


“Are you horny enough to hear my true number yet? I really want to tell you.”


“I’m not sure yet.” I replied.


“You liked hearing me tell you about feeling that long cock in my hand, right?


“Yes.”


“And you liked it when I told you about putting my mouth over the head of that big beautiful cock so he could cum in my mouth. And I bet you liked hearing me tell you how I swallowed all of it, didn’t you?”


“I’m sorry for being such a perv, hon, but I did.” I could feel my legs starting to tremble at the excitement of what was happening.


“I know you did. I could feel it in the way your cock swelled at every new detail.”


“You remember the number of guys I’ve fucked, right?”


“Yes. It was fourteen.”


“That’s right. Fourteen different hard cocks have been inside me before you. Fourteen different cocks have pumped their loads deep in my pussy. I’ve felt semen from fourteen different men running out of me and down my ass onto my bed, or their bed, or onto the stairs of my dorm. Is hearing about other men’s cum in me turning you on? It’s starting to get me really wet.”


Her voice was pure honey. Every picture she painted with her words ran through my head and made my cock throb in her hand. I replied “It does.”


“It does what?”


“It does turn me on.”


“It does turn you on to what?”


“To imagine you fucking someone else. To imagine another man’s cum in your pussy.”


“Ask me how often I had sex with those 14 men.”


“How often did you fuck those guys?”


“Well I met you shortly after I met number 14. How often did you and I have sex after that first time?”


I thought back to that time. I really liked her a lot from the minute I met her on the campus quad. We dated for a couple months before having sex. She actually wanted to that first date, but I wanted to take it slow. Once we started having sex, we did it a lot.


Precum was now falling in long stretched out drops from my cock onto the table. Amy’s hand was coated in a clear sheen of it. She pulled my plate over so that it would fall onto my half eaten meal.


“Hey! I wasn’t done with that yet!” I protested.


“All that cum of yours you’ve eaten out of me lately? Surely a little more won’t kill you. You can finish eating in a few minutes.” She smiled lecherously. I was so fucking horny that I happily allowed her to leave the plate where it was.


As she continued stroking me, I told her what I remembered. “Those first few months, it seemed like we were having sex every day. Sometimes it was two, three, or even more times per day! It was such a whirlwind back then. Hell, we had sex at least a few times a week the first 15 years we were together. And lately we’re having it that often again!”


She got a wistful look as she remembered, then she smiled and said “Yeah. Sex with you has always been… nice. Now let me ask you… why wouldn’t I have had just as much sex with those previous fourteen guys?”


“Wel, I guess there’s no reason to think you didn’t. I just never thought about it before.”


“I know you’re a math geek, so answer a word problem for me. If I didn’t have a, how do the kids say it nowadays… fuck buddy, for about 2 weeks out of the entire time I was sexually active before I met you, how many times did I allow one of those 14 cocks inside me?”


Oh god. That was a lot. The thought of it made my head swim with lust. “Well that’s about 20 months you were sexually active before you met me. At about 30 days a month, that’s 600 days minus the two weeks makes it 586 days. With sex once a day, that’s 586 times, but we had it more than once a day on a lot of occasions… I’d guess easily a third of the time. So altogether I’d say it’s a safe bet that you had sex at least 800 times.”


She closed her eyes and rolled her head back for a second, obviously relishing that thought. “Oh god that gets me wet. That’s right, babe. At least 800 times I spread my legs and guided a stiff cock into my pussy. 800 loads of cum were deposited into me, or sometimes on my tits, or my belly, or my ass and back. Every once in a while, I would let them finish on my face.”


“Holy shit! On your face?! You let them cum on your face?”


“Sure I did. Why wouldn’t I? Guys were always cumming on my face back then!” She visibly winced a bit after she said it, as if she were silently cursing herself for saying too much.


Incredible! She said guys. Plural. Amy never let me cum on her face. Never! To be fair, I had never considered it an option. I mean, what guy truly wants to cum on his wife’s face when he loves and respects her. It always seemed so degrading when I saw it in porn. I never asked and she never offered so I never did it.


“Wait. What?! Guys? What do you mean?” I said.


“Well I’m not talking about full loads of cum on my face… well, except for one guy… he liked cumming on my face so I usually let him. You have to remember, we were all young, and young men, even the 25 or 27 year-olds, usually didn’t have a lot of self control when it came to their dicks. So if I were stroking a guy with my head close to his pecker, or maybe if I was sucking his cock and pulled my mouth away for a second, it wasn’t unusual to suddenly get an unexpected spurt or two of cum to the chin or cheek or hair before I could get my mouth over his cock or cover it with my hand.”


The total ease and frankness with which she talked about sex with others was both exhilarating and discomforting. It meant she was comfortable with the subject. And there was so much unsaid there! What guys? How many guys? How many times was she putting cock into her mouth? Why the hell was this driving me wild with desire?


I imagined I’d find out the answer to these questions eventually. By now in this short sex filled conversation, I think my view of my wife had changed irrevocably. When I considered though, I think my respect, admiration, and love increased. My incredibly hard cock verified that my sexual desire definitely increased. I thought of something and grabbed my phone.


“What are you doing?” my wife asked.


“I want to check something real quick.” I brought my phone to my face and said “Ok Google. What is the volume of the average male ejaculate?” Google, being helpful as always, told me that the average male ejaculates about 5 milliliters of semen.


Having done a little more math quickly in my head and having my mind blown by what I just discovered, I asked dumbfounded “Do you know what 800 times five is?”


“I do have a PhD. I think I can figure that one out. It’s 4000.”


“Yeah. That’s 4000 milliliters of cum.”


She said “Wow! It’s hard to believe that I’ve had over a gallon of cum in me or on me from men other than you, and if you’re ready to hear the full truth, I can tell you how much more I’ve had too.”


I said “Oh my god hon. I can’t help but picture all that cum leaking out of you, or splattered onto you.”


“Is it a turn on for you? I can’t believe it, but hearing just how much it was is a turn on for me.”


“Yes.”


“Do you want to hear my true number?”


“Yes. I do.” I was prepared for a ridiculous number. A hundred. 200?


“In addition to the 14 guys I had sex with, there were another 20 or 21 that I fooled around with.”


“How do you mean ‘fooled around’” I asked.


“I gave blow jobs or hand jobs, or maybe let a guy finger me or eat my pussy till I came on his face. That kind of stuff.” She said it cheerily.


“But how is that possible? You said there was only a couple weeks where you didn’t have a fuck buddy.”


“You’re a smart guy. Think about it.” She said and flashed a wicked smile.


The only way it was possible was if she had more than one partner at least some of the time. The thought of my wife fucking one guy in the morning and then sucking a different guy’s cock in the afternoon sent me over the edge. I told Amy I was about to cum. She adjusted the angle of my cock so it pointed toward the plate. I let loose and spurts of cum coated my orange chicken and rice. As I came, she told me how sexy I was and how fucking wet she was. When the last bit of my cum was hanging in a big drop over my plate, she wiggled and shook my cock so it would fall onto the plate. Amy bent over and licked and sucked up the last little bit on the head of my cock.


She pulled off the shorts she was wearing and her thong underwear and sat down at her chair. She spread her legs wide. I could see just how moist she was between her legs. She lowered her right hand to her pussy and started playing with it.


“I want to watch you eat the rest of your food with all that cum on it while I jerk myself off in front of you.” She said.


I pulled up my sweats and sat down. For some reason that baffled me, I was actually looking forward to eating all that cum on my plate. My wife had some new command over me that made me want to comply, at least when it came to sex. I took my first bite. Surprisingly, although I could detect the taste of my cum, it wasn’t nearly as strong as when I ate it directly out of Amy’s pussy. I tasted mostly orange sauce.


“That’s it. Eat all that cum for me.” She said as her movements got faster. With each bite I took, she got visibly more aroused.


“So you’ve had sexual contact with more than one guy in a day?” I asked.


“Yes.”


“How often?”


“Not all the time. But a lot. Maybe two thirds of the time.”


“So, like, 400 of those 600 days, you touched multiple cocks? Made multiple guys cum?”


“Unnnff… uh… that sounds about right.” She breathed.


“Has there ever been more than two in a day?”


She paused, considering whether she should say. Finally she said “Yes.”


<hr pg=“2” />“What was the most?”


“Five. Maybe more. I hate to say it, babe, but I don’t remember exactly since that many happened in a day on, uh… well, more than one occasion.”


“FIVE! Holy fuck hon! How did that happen?”


She continued masturbating as she told me that over those 20 months, as she got to know more and more guys who she thought were cute and non-judgmental, she’d let them know her rules and invite them into her circle of ‘buddies’. Then the guys would show up at her dorm room, or her house if it was before she left for college or was on summer break. She explained that she had no problem helping a guy get off real quick. She just didn’t think sex was that big a deal and was having fun. The only deal breaker for her was if I guy started disrespecting her or blabbing about her to others. She said she didn’t tolerate guys treating her like a slut. Guys got put on pedestals for their sexual conquests in college, so she wasn’t going to accept anything but the same.


“So five guys showed up at your dorm room on some particular day? What the hell did your room mate say about all this?” I took a bite of chicken that had cum soaked into the batter.


“Jenny, my room mate, was totally cool. I doubt I’d have been anywhere near as promiscuous if she weren’t. She even got to the point of not being bothered if I fooled around while she was studying at her desk.”


“So, like, you’d suck a guy’s dick right there in front of her?”


“She had a little reputation too, so wasn’t averse to a little fun. She wouldn’t bother us, unless she thought the guy was cute or wanted to see what his dick looked like. And I always made sure to tell the guys to be as quiet as possible. She even had sex with her boyfriends in front of me on occasion too. So it was a great arrangement.”


“So about the five guys?”


“Oh yeah. That first time it was five, it was just one of those days. I didn’t even have sex with my boytoy of the month that day, if I remember. It all happened in the evening. From maybe 6 until 10 or eleven. I think I sucked off 3 of them and just gave hand jobs to the other two.”


“Where did they cum?”


“The three blow jobs… In my mouth and I swallowed their cum. I think I jerked off one guy onto my tits. I was topless. And the other guy I jerked off… I don’t remember where he came. I’m sure it was on my body somewhere. Maybe I put him in my mouth when he started cumming and I swallowed it. It was always way less messy when they came in my mouth and I swallowed it.” She smiled after she said it, and then her mouth made an ‘O’ as she started cumming, saying “Oh god I loved tasting and feeling all that cum!”. She came for probably a solid minute, her body shaking from the pleasure she gave herself.


As she was coming down from her orgasm, I thought about what I learned. My wife has seen and touched at least 35 cocks. Made at least 35 cocks spurt cum onto or inside her. How many times did she let someone cum in her mouth? She stood up and pulled her shorts back on and then sat back down. She hit the ‘stop’ button on the security cam app. I had totally forgotten that she was recording all this. I had a few bites of food on my plate. I figured I had already come this far so I might as well finish it since I want yet full. I cleaned my plate as she watched, smiling.


We spent the next few hours talking about her sexual past. No sex, just a discussion. I learned quite a few other details. Two of her ‘fuck buddies’, as she was now calling them, were close friends and on several occasions the three of them all had sex together. In fact, she was never exclusive with any of her fuck buddies. She often had sex with more than one guy in a single day.


There were other things too. She had drunken sex one night with her room mate Jenny. She said she enjoyed when Jenny went down on her, but that she really wasn’t into eating pussy. After that night though, they were both comfortable hanging around in their dorm room naked if they wanted, and an occasional grope happened from time to time but nothing serious. Basically, my wife who before last week I’d have never suspected was so sexually adventurous at one time, had done pretty much every thing with every type of person.


Two guys that she didn’t even count as part of the 35 never wanted to touch her or have her touch them. They just wanted to jerk off in front of her or watch her masturbate. She said they were ‘good christian boys’ and didn’t want to have sex before marriage. One of them liked cumming on her though. She said he always liked to cum right on her pussy, his cock no more than a couple inches from her clit. She said that she would then push it up inside her as he watched and she would ask him what the difference was between what they were doing and actual sex because his cum still wound up inside her.


I had asked her some very specific questions like how many of those 35 did she suck(all of them and all of them came in her mouth at one point or another). How many times did she swallow cum(often more than once a day, but usually at least once per day)?. How many hand jobs did she give(she didn’t know, but maybe every other day)? How many were uncircumcised(about 1 in 5)? What was the range in cock size(she had already told me about the longest, and the shortest was barely 4 inches hard and was the thinnest. She told me it was fun to suck him because she’d have her nose touching his pubic bone and his cock would barely be at the back of her mouth. She felt like a superstar cock sucker, she said)? The range in thickness was from finger thin to almost as thick as Kyle). How often did she cum(all the time if she masturbated and maybe a fourth of the time during sex… they were all pretty inexperienced, she reminded me)? Did she ever try anal(yes, a couple times but she didn’t like it. She said sex is supposed to feel good, not hurt.)?


And then she told me about Brad Jorgensen. Her eyes got a far away look. She said “Brad was my fuck buddy right before I met you. He had the thickest of the 35. His cock was beautiful… seven inches long and circumcised… nice and meaty thick. I sat on that fucker as often as I could and rode it to orgasm after orgasm. He was so good at making me cum! So you can see why when I saw Kyle’s and it was even thicker and longer and more beautiful…”


She seemed to catch herself and came back out of her reverie and said “Dammit! I did it again, didn’t I? Too much information?”


I laughed and said “Well yeah probably, but don’t worry about it. If the 1600 loads of cum didn’t stop me from being madly in love with you, then you really enjoying sex with one of those guys in particular isn’t going to stop me either.”


“Hey. I thought it was 800. Don’t go making me look easy!” She teased.


“The 800 was just from fucking. You said you were giving blowjobs or handjobs or just letting that good christian guy cum on your pussy. I’m guessing it was at least 2 or 3 times a day that you were involved in some guys orgasm, from the way you were talking.”


“Oh… yeah. I guess maybe it was that much. I’m really sorry babe. I didn’t mean to overwhelm you.”


“No. It’s ok, hon. I’m glad you finally told me. Nothing would ever change the way I feel about you. I’m more in love with you every day, hon.”


“Really? Even after, what’s that… over TWO gallons of cum have either been in me or on me before I ever met you? Are you sure?”


“Absolutely!” I meant it. Then I added “I have to ask… If that’s true… 1600 times you made a guy cum in 20 months… how the hell did you manage that? Wasn’t it exhausting?”


“Well, no not really I guess. That’s 80 times a month, so yeah, you’re right. At least 2 or 3 times a day on average. But I was still doing all the stuff other college kids were doing too. I studied, went to parties, took finals, hung out with friends. There were a lot of days where I had no sexual contact with a guy. The thing you have to remember again, babe, is that the vast majority of those 35 guys were between 18 and 21 years old. All they were really interested in when it came to sex was their own orgasms and they had no self control. Other than with Brad, there were no hours long sex marathons. It would be something like Billy pops over to my dorm room while I’m studying hominid classification and 3 minutes later he’s cumming in my mouth. Then a little later I might meet a fuck buddy and 10 minutes later, I’ve got a pussy full of cum. It was nothing to bump into one of my 35 guys and sneak around the corner of the building and jerk him off behind a bush in a couple minutes.”


I said “I guess that makes sense. It might not have been a huge time investment.”


“Hell no it wasn’t! I remember one day, it just happened to be the right set of 5 guys and they were on the right schedule. It was a total of 23 minutes from the time I saw my first dick that day to the time the fifth was cumming in my mouth. And that’s just because there were a few minutes between one departing and the next arriving. If they were all just standing there in line with their cocks out, I could have swallowed all five of their loads in less than 10 minutes!”


Despite the fact that my cock was now extremely hard again at the reality of my wife having swallowed 5 loads of cum from 5 different guys in less than a half hour 30 years ago, I wanted to keep the conversation from turning sexual. I still had a question or two… or a million. I asked “Why would you have all that sex if you weren’t really attached to the guys and you weren’t having orgasms every time yourself?”


She replied “Well I was young and I was rebelling and I enjoyed sex, even when I didn’t cum. I know you probably think it’s weird, but I really did enjoy feeling a hard dick in my hand, or mouth, or pussy, or just even watching Matt the mormon jerk off and spray his cum all over my pussy.”


I laughed “Matt the mormon! That’s hilarious!”


“Yeah, his name was Matt and I have no idea what religion he really was, but I called him that when I talked about him with Jenny.”


“Why didn’t you ever show this side of yourself to me back then?”


She took my hand in hers and gave it a squeeze. “I’m sorry, babe. I guess maybe I could have a little bit. I think that maybe when I threw myself at you that first night and you said you wanted to take it slow because you really liked me… well I guess I really liked you too right from the start and then you not being the usual guy and actually turning down a free piece of ass… for two or three months… that made me like you even more. I didn’t want to mess anything up with you by getting wild in bed and you thinking I’m slutty or anything like that. So when we did start having sex, I let you take the lead and you never got too wild so I never got too wild… you never asked for blowjobs… never wanted to fuck in the fitting room at Marshall Field’s… when we were at the Mars’ party a few summers ago and we were in the hot tub with those two couples, you pushed my hand away when I tried sneaking my hand into your trunks and getting your cock out… and it just sort of became how we did things. And here we are 29 years later and counting.”


“Just so you know” I said, “I’d never in a million years think of you as a slut, even if I discovered that you were a porn star and made gang bang videos. Sex isn’t something to be ashamed of, or to shame someone over. I wish you had told me this right after we met. I feel like maybe you sacrificed a major part of your life for me. I’d never want you to do that!”


I chuckled and added “And I definitely DID want to at the Mars’ pool party. I was just nervous that someone would see. I’m an idiot! That would’ve been fucking hot to get a hand job from you right under the noses of those other two couples. I hope you didn’t feel snubbed, hon. That definitely wasn’t my intention.”


Amy laughed too and said “Well it’s a date for their next pool party, then.”


“Agreed!” I smiled. I thought for a minute and then said “For what it’s worth, I’m really glad to see that old side of you coming out over these last couple weeks. You seem happier, and the sex is mind blowing! I mean what we did just a little bit ago… you jerking me off onto a plate of food and then me eating it while you sit in a chair and masturbate… how fucking hot is that! I’m really glad you had those little accidental interactions with Kyle. It seems to have brought that side back out!”


“Me too!” she beamed. She then said “Hey, since we’re back on the subject of Kyle… while I don’t plan on there being any super hot and heavy shenanigans since I only teased him a bit so far and I’m just planning on teasing him a bit in the future, I need to explain a couple things that have happened that you don’t know about. In case you hear him talking about it on one of these videos, I don’t want you to be surprised, or maybe even angry.”


Amy went on to explain everything that happened between her and Kyle in those early morning hours. She even told me about exposing herself to him in the window reflection, cleaning up his cum, touching his dick and even grabbing it, and even that she took some pictures of him while he was sleeping.


She also told me about something that wasn’t on any video because it happened in the garden. The day Kyle helped her out there, she said they started talking some more about Kyle’s dick after I left.


When I asked how that happened, she exasperatedly said “Okay, smarty pants! I started talking to Kyle about his cock again.” She smiled and continued telling me that at one point Kyle had complimented her on her looks again.


She said “Really, you don’t think my boobs are starting to sag a little? You got a pretty good look earlier. Tell me what you think.”


Kyle supposedly replied something along the lines of Amy looked fantastic and her tits looked as good or better than women his age.


She said to him “Are you sure? It sounds like you’re flattering an old lady now.”


He said “oh no, I’d never do that with you. You really are a MILF. And I haven’t touched them, but from what I saw this morning, your breasts looked like they were plenty firm and in the right position.”


She said right after that he got all embarrassed and apologized to her for talking about her body like that. She told him she didn’t mind and he was being helpful. She then told me she said to him that she wanted to let him see them again in the sun, just to make sure. She explained to me that since she saw him up close, she thought it was only fair that he see her up close too.


So out there in the garden, Amy pulled up her top and showed him her breasts. She said he got all wide-eyed and stammered out that she looked great as she stood there with a boob in each hand. She said that a couple minutes later she noticed a very significant bulge in Kyle’s jeans as he worked.


She was really apologetic to me and said it was all harmless fun and she didn’t mean anything by it. Especially after the conversation we had, I can understand how her harmless fun differed from what most people consider harmless fun. I wasn’t mad, and I wouldn’t have been even if she didn’t have that promiscuous past to help put things in context. I did note to myself that she didn’t mention rubbing Kyle’s cum into her pussy.


As our conversation was finally winding down, Amy exclaimed suddenly “Hey! I totally forgot about that!” And then she ran downstairs. I had no idea what she had forgotten about, or what she was doing, but I heard her rummaging through something. A few minutes later, she came back upstairs holding her hands behind her back.


“Do you want to see something? It’s kinda naughty, but since we’ve talked about almost everything from my past and you seem to be ok, I thought you might like to see.”


Suddenly very curious as to what she had behind her back, I readily agreed.


“Are you sure? I don’t want to upset you.”


“I won’t be upset… I think.” I smiled at her to assure her.


She pulled her left hand from behind her back. It was holding what looked like an old polaroid picture. She handed it to me and indeed that’s what it was. I saw ‘August 1989’ scrawled on the back in Amy’s handwriting. I turned it over to look at the picture. The colors were washed out and faded from age, and it looked like there was some water damage on the upper left, but there was Amy looking all of 19 years old in a shot of her face and topless chest as she laid on a couch. Her face was covered in thick white cum and she was smiling big, hamming it up for whoever took the picture. I could see a big white pool gathered in her left eye and covering her lips and cheeks. It was running down her chin to her neck and down her face.


“Holy crap hon! Is that the guy you were talking about earlier who did that?”


“Yep. And hey, see all that cum in my eye? Now that you’re swallowing cum again too, don’t ever get it in your eye. That burned like a motherfucker!” She laughed.


“Duly noted.” I smiled and then added “And what do you mean ‘again’? I just started doing that.”


“Oh, uh… nothing. I don’t know what I was saying.


“Was that your polaroid camera that you had when we moved in together?”


“Yeah it was. I’m sure my mom would be mortified if she knew I’d be taking pictures like that with it. She never would have given it to me.”


“So you have more?”


“Well, uh… yeah. I’ve got a few more downstairs in an old box of my stuff. I can show them to you if you want.”


I said “Hell yes.” She ran back downstairs and brought up the whole box. In it were some old school notebooks, a couple trophies, and other assorted items. She pulled out a large manila envelope and handed it to me. It was already open, so I emptied the contents onto the table. About 30 or so polaroids laid in a jumble in front of me. Of the ones facing up, all were of people in various states of undress. A lot of the pictures had Amy in them, but some did not.


As I picked up and looked at each picture, my cock got harder. I was seeing images of Amy totally naked with her legs spread, showing off her pussy to the camera. I had forgotten that she was shaved totally bald even back then. I don’t think I’ve ever seen her with a full bush. Another picture showed her sitting on a chair in her dorm room, smiling for the camera while two naked men had their erect cocks inches from either side of her face. I found another of the same scene, but this time my wife had the head of both cocks in her mouth. Others showed her fucking in various positions, a couple pictures showing her sucking cock while another was buried in her pussy. Lots of cum in other pictures. And one almost ordinary picture of her sitting in her dorm room next to another young woman. Both were topless. She said it was Jenny, her room mate.


I asked her if she minded if I took pictures of each one with my phone so I could browse through them later. She mocked indignance and said in her best southern belle impression “Why, Mr. Simmons! I deCLARE I think you are planning to abuse yourself while looking at your wife engaged in all SORTS of debauchery with other men! I simply MUST say that I approve.” And we both laughed.


The next evening while we were winding down for bed, I asked her if she minded showing me the pictures she took of Kyle. She asked if I was sure I wanted to see them. I told her I just wanted to see if he lived up to her description after all the gushing she did about it. She punched me in the arm playfully, and then got her phone and brought up one of the pictures she took of his cock.


“Holy shit! That thing is a fucking baseball bat!” I said. I had seen it on video already, but wanted it to sound genuine.


“Yeah. Isn’t it amazing?”


“Alright, alright. Just calm down there. I don’t want a wet spot on the couch.” I teased.


“Too late.” She teased back and smiled. She held her phone in front of me as she swiped through the pictures she took. She swiped a little too far, though, and the next picture that displayed was a picture of her very wet, post-orgasm pussy.


<hr pg=“3” />“Woah! I like that one! Can you send it to me?” I said.


“Oh. Sorry about that, babe. That was a picture I snapped right after masturbating to that monster between Kyle’s legs. I hope you’re not mad.” She then sent the picture to my phone.


“Nope. I think it’s actually kinda fucking sexy!”


“Can I tell you something? Don’t be mad, okay, but at the time I took that picture I was really close to sending it to Kyle.”


“What? Why?!”


“Well, I had seen his cock up close by that point, and he had only seen my pussy through the reflection in the living room window. I’m sure it was just a blurry view from a distance through the blinds. I figured I could even the score a bit and give him a nice clear view of it and do a little harmless flirting at the same time. I hate to say it babe, but what stopped me wasn’t worry over whether you’d be upset, but rather that his parents might somehow see the picture.”


My cock got hard at hearing her words. She noticed the bulge in my boxers and laid a hand on my crotch.


“As you can see, I’m not mad.” I smiled. Then I added “Yeah. It would be bad if Jim and Allison saw that. I don’t think they would, but it was better not to take the chance. If you want, you could do with him what you just did with me now… ‘accidentally’ show it to him. You could set up a separate photo directory on your phone and put in pictures of one of our vacations, or maybe flowers from your garden, and then add that picture to the middle of them. Then when Kyle is over, or you see him up at the bar, find a reason to talk about our vacation or the garden and say ‘hey, I’ve got some pictures right here…’”


She smiled big and said “Hey that’s a great idea! Help me set up a photo gallery so I don’t accidentally show him one of my pervy pictures of his cock.” I spent the next 10 minutes setting up a separate gallery of pictures she had taken of her garden. I renamed the pussy picture so that it would be placed in the middle of all the others alphabetically so that as she swiped, it would pop up in the middle.


When I was done, she thanked me and gave me a kiss on the cheek and asked if I was sure I didn’t mind if she showed Kyle that picture. I assured her that I was okay with it. I reminded her that it was only 11:30 on a Saturday and that Kyle might still be up at the bar. I wouldn’t object if she wanted to drive by and see if his car was there. She asked if I really wouldn’t mind. I told her no and to have fun.


She said “Let me see how I feel after I do this one last thing.” She came over to me, scooted me out of my sweats, knelt in front of me as I sat on the couch and put me into her mouth. She started slowly, licking up the length and running her tongue over the head of my cock, asking me if I was really ok with all the sex she had when she was younger. I said yes. Did I like seeing those polaroids of her with other men? Yes. Which was my favorite? I told her I liked them all, but there were a few pictures of cum running out of her pussy that I really liked, and the picture of her with two cocks in her mouth at the same time.


She said “If I remember correctly, they both started cumming while in in my mouth at the same time. It was fucking so naughty and sexy and dirty to feel both those loads spurting into my mouth at the same time!”


I replied “Oh my god hon that is so fucking hot! I’m going to cum!”


She covered the head of my cock with her mouth and I emptied myself into her. After I finished spasming, she made one last draw up my cock with her lips firmly sealed around my cock and then came up to kiss me. I met her lips and opened my mouth to stick my tongue into her mouth. When she felt my mouth open, she opened hers and I felt a flood of seminal fluid run from her mouth and onto my tongue. I could feel her tongue slick with my cum as my own tongue danced in her mouth. Then it was my tongue that was slick with it. We kissed deeply and passionately for at least a minute. Her lips were slick with my cum when we pulled away and I told her so. She smiled and told me so were mine.


She got up and left the room to go change. She came back out in yoga pants and a low cut t-shirt, with a pair of New Balance running shoes on her feet. She had her hair in a pony tail to complete the gym look. She came over to me and bent down and kissed me on the cheek.


“Thanks for that hon. That felt amazing!” I said.


“No problem babe. Now I’m going to the bar for a quick drink. Maybe Kyle will be up there. Keep in mind that I’ll be chatting with people while your cum is still on my lips. Nice thought, eh?”


I said “Fuck yeah it is. You are so fucking sexy, Amy.”


“You’ve had a busy night, go to bed. I shouldn’t be too late.” With that she walked to the kitchen, grabbed her keys, and went out the back door toward the garage.
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I went to bed after my wife left to go up to the bar. I laid in bed awake for a while thinking about everything she had told me earlier in the evening. It was overwhelming. My brain couldn’t process it all.


I tried to process it anyway. What do I do with all these newfound facts, emotions, and imagined movies running through my head of her engaged in all sorts of sordid sexual activity with any number of men? She said the most men she’s made cum in a day is five, and maybe MORE. I wondered how many more. The thought of my beautiful, caring, loving wife bringing 6, 7, or ten guys to orgasm all in a row and letting them cum in her pussy, on her body or face, or in her mouth was both terrifying and thrilling. My cock stirred at the mental imagery.


I got out my phone and perused the pictures I took of her Polaroids. I couldn’t believe it made me aroused as I swiped through images of Amy sucking one cock while being fucked by another, or with cum on her face, on her tits, all over her pussy. They were such hot pictures. I couldn’t believe I missed out on seeing this side of her when we were younger. As I looked through the pictures, I didn’t feel jealousy or anger. I felt a longing. I wanted to go back in time and share each of those 1600 or so experiences WITH Amy… with the woman I love more than anything.


I wished desperately that she felt comfortable enough with me back then to share that part of herself with me. At least in some small amount, she was showing me some of that old free spirit over the last couple weeks. I was glad she did, despite all the mixed emotions that came with it. I wondered if she made any of those other 35 men ever lick up their own cum, or if she only did that with me. After a while I put my phone away and finally fell asleep.


I woke up to Amy’s hand shaking my shoulder and whispering to me “Hey! Wake up.” Once I started gaining some alertness, saw that the clock said 6:17. Damn! I slept all the way through the night. Amy whispered again “I think I hear Kyle moving around out in the living room.”


“What? You brought him home?”


“Yeah. I just asked if he wanted to maybe help me again in the garden and told him he could spend the night if he wanted.”


“Oh. Ok. Did you accidentally show him your pussy picture on purpose?”


“Yep. I’ll tell you about it later. Let me see your phone. I want to see what he’s doing out there.”


I reached over my head to get my phone off the headboard, unlocked it, and handed it to Amy. She started the security cam app as I laid next to her. She let out a little sigh and then whispered “Damn. He’s not naked.”


“My wife the pervert.” I laughed.


“Said my husband, the pervert.” she smiled.


“So what’s he doing?” I asked.


“Just laying on the couch in nothing but his boxers and looking at his phone.” She showed me the phone and I saw Kyle laying on the couch naked except for a pair of striped, loose fitting boxers.


“So what’d he say when you showed him that pic of your pussy?”


“You should have seen how wide his eyes got! I told him I was sorry and swiped past it real quick and that I forgot that picture was in there. He told me not to worry about it and joked that anytime I wanted to show him pictures like that, it was ok with him. I told him he was as bad as you. I asked if he really liked it and he said from what he saw, yeah, but that he only saw it for a second.”


“Let me guess, you showed it to him again?”


“No silly. I’m not going to just let him gawk at my pussy pictures right there in the bar where anybody walking by might see. I texted it to him.” She gave a radiant smile.


“Holy shit, hon! What if his parents…”


“Don’t worry. I told him to make very sure that nobody else would be able to see it even before I sent it to him. After I sent it to him, I watched as he put it into a safe folder that’s protected by password and hidden from anyone just browsing his pictures.”


“Well at least that’s ok.” The realization that my wife just shared a very graphic picture of her privates to Kyle caused a stir in my loins. I wondered how many guys still had polaroids of her pussy from 30 years ago. Would Kyle still have this picture 30 years from now? If he was at all like me, he would.


“I’m going out there for a minute.” she said and handed me my phone back. She added “Make sure to hit the record button.”


As she walked totally naked out of the bedroom, I pressed the red ‘Record’ button on the security cam app and watched on the screen as she entered the living room confidently. Kyle turned his head toward her at her entrance and a look of surprise crossed his face when he saw that Amy was naked. When she got to the arm of the couch, she stopped suddenly and jerked her arms up to cover her breasts and crotch.


She exclaimed in a loud whisper “Oh fuck, Kyle! You nearly gave me a heart attack! I thought you’d still be asleep.”


Kyle said “Sorry for scaring you. I just woke up and was just, uh, checking out my phone.”


Once Amy got over her ‘fright’, she relaxed her arms, which exposed all of herself to Kyle. Her hair was disheveled from sleep. I could see her breasts sway as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other. She was beautiful. She then started talking to him as naturally as if she had on Jeans and a t-shirt. I was amazed yet again at her brazenness with Kyle.


“Oh? Was it by chance a certain picture I sent you last night?” She said coyly.


“Uh, yeah, maybe.” He was a little embarrassed.


“No need to be embarrassed about looking at my picture. I’m flattered that you are. Hey, you were sitting next to Mary and Brian when I went into the bar last night. Do you know them. They’re nice people. She’s a nurse up in the city. John sees her on the train sometimes.”


“No, I just met them last night. They seemed pretty cool though. I… was uh…” I could see on the video that Kyle couldn’t keep his eyes from roaming all over Amy’s body. He finally finished his sentence “talking to… uh… Brian about his job since that’s… what I’m going to school for.”


Amused, Amy said “You poor guy. I’m making you uncomfortable, aren’t I? I just figured you had seen me naked before. I’ve seen you naked before. I’ve even touched your dick. And after seeing that pussy picture of mine last night, you’ve REALLY seen me naked. I figured what the hell, what’s a little friendly nakedness among consenting adults, right? They do it in Europe all the time. I can go put on some clothes if you want.”


“No! Don’t do that! I mean, um, not if you don’t want to. I was just feeling a bit self conscious because, well I was starting to get a bit aroused while looking at you and didn’t want you to think I’m a pervert or something.”


Amy smiled. “With a dick as big as yours, I was able to plainly see that you were getting aroused under those boxer shorts. You’re a guy, and I know that happens with guys sometimes, especially guys in their early twenties. Just so you know… you don’t need to feel self conscious or weird. I’ve already seen you at full attention and am comfortable seeing you get hard in front of me. I consider it a compliment.”


“Okay, I guess. Won’t John get mad if he comes out here and sees you naked in front of me?”


“John’s still sleeping, so he won’t come out here. And it might freak him out a bit if he did come out, but he wouldn’t get mad, I don’t think. I’ve already told him that I saw you naked, and he obviously knows that you’ve seen me at least almost naked. There isn’t much to that nightgown I was wearing last weekend and he was out in the kitchen with us while you were ogling my tits. He didn’t get mad then, did he?”


Kyle got visibly red in the face. “Oh my god, I’m so sorry for staring. I should have been more respectful. Obviously he knew that I could see you. I’m such an idiot!”


“Don’t worry about it. You were fine. We both got a laugh out of it. Can I tell you something?”


“Sure.”


“Well, you know I’m an anthropologist, right?”


“Yeah.”


“And anthropologists study people. I was always fascinated with other cultures. Anyway, after doing my own research in high-school and then into college, I learned that people have different norms in different parts of the world. While lots of societies tend toward sexual repression, there are also lots that tend toward sexual freedom and equality.”


She paused briefly to gather her thoughts, and then continued “Entire villages in the Amazon rain forest lead their daily lives basically naked. They go hunting naked, talk with their neighbors naked, eat dinner with their family naked. In Germany today, it’s totally normal for women and men to sunbathe naked in public parks all over the country. There is a whole world out there with a much richer living experience than here in the U.S. where sexual repression and marginalization of women has been the norm.”


Kyle said “I know a little about what you’re saying. I’ve seen some of it on National Geographic channel.”


“Yes, but it’s entirely another thing to actually experience it. I went to Europe after high-school for a couple weeks, and then did some research for my thesis in South America. It was so liberating to be sitting on a Mediterranean beach totally naked, with people of all ages and shapes naked as well, just enjoying each other’s company. I decided I was going to do the same when I got back home if I felt like it. You may be shocked to hear this, but I was naked all the time in my dorm the first couple years of college. My friends got used to it and would join in sometimes.”


“That would have been so awesome! I wish my friends would do that!” Kyle interjected.


“Well be the one who starts it. You may get laughed at at first, but eventually some people may figure it out. And those changes in attitude last a lifetime. Anyway, after I met John, I introduced him to that kind of lifestyle. We used to hang around naked with friends all the time when we were your age. So if he did see us out here naked and chatting, I don’t think he’d worry too much about it. Don’t tell anyone, please. I don’t want friends getting the wrong idea about us.”


Amy lied. She had never shown that side of herself to me back then. I did know about her trip to Europe, but not that she spent any time on nude beaches. In fact we just took our 7th trip to Europe this past December. We never did any nude sunbathing. I understood why she was telling him all this though. She wanted him to feel comfortable with both his and her nudity at our house.


The head of Kyle’s cock was now poking through the fly in his boxers as he laid on the couch. My own cock was hard as well. Kyle said “I remember you telling me you had sex with quite a few guys before meeting John. Was that how.”


“Well sure. When a bunch of young people are all hanging around naked all the time, well, sex happens.” It wasn’t quite that way. But I guess it’s a decent approximation of what she told me.


Kyle asked “Did you ever tell John about sex with others?”


She smiled and said “I eventually told him, yeah.”


I chuckled. Yeah. Last night!


She then walked between the coffee table and the couch over toward the other arm of the couch, the arm where Kyle’s head was resting, and put her left hand on it for support and leaned over the side of the couch and grabbed her phone off the charger with her right. As she stretched for her phone, her right breast hung directly over Kyle’s face. From my perspective on the video, it looked like her nipple was no more than 3 inches from his nose. Kyle made no attempt to move. I probably wouldn’t have either.


Amy then stood back up after getting her phone. She transferred it to her left hand and then reached down and wrapped her hand around top half of Kyle’s cock as it protruded from his boxers and gave it a quick little jiggle back and forth, saying “If you need to take care of this monster, you’ve probably got about 20 minutes or a half hour before Jim gets up. I’ll be in the bathroom taking care of my morning routine.”


She released her grip and walked over to the picture window and opened the blinds, giving Kyle a knowing smile. Kyle sheepishly smiled back. She basically just invited him to watch her as he had done that first morning two weekends ago. She then walked out of the living room and into the kitchen to turn on the coffee maker. I poked my head out from the bed and watched her enter the bathroom, leaving the door open.


As she did every day, she started through her morning routine. Brushing and flossing, brushing her hair, tweezing eyebrows, applying lotion to her legs. I watched on the video as Kyle removed his underwear and started stroking his cock while looking through the reflection in the window at my wife. I sent Amy a text saying ‘He’s masturbating.’ I didn’t know what she’d do with that information, but just wanted to let her know. She sent back ‘thx. I’m watching on my phone.’ Of course she was.


I got up from the bed and moved toward the door. Our bedroom door is directly opposite from half the bathroom door, so I was able to watch my wife as I stood there, slowly stroking my cock. She gave me a quick smile as she was brushing her hair. When she finished with her hair, she then made a movement like she was trying to reach behind and up between her shoulder blades. I don’t know if she had an itch, or she just wanted to make it look like she did to Kyle who was still watching her through the reflection.


She walked back out of the bathroom, making eye contact with me for a second as she walked across the hall and into the living room. I continued watching on my phone as she said “Hey Kyle, I’m sorry to bother you while you’re taking care of business there… Oh that’s a really nice cock!… Anyway, do you mind scratching my back for a sec. I can’t reach and I don’t want to wake up John.”


“Sure, I guess.”


“Oh thanks. You’re a lifesaver. It’s right between my shoulder blades.” She stepped over to the couch and turned her back to Kyle. He stood up and started scratching her back between her shoulders. Amy was making groans of pleasure and hunching her back and adjusting her torso to get the right spot scratched, her breasts swaying and bobbing with every movement. It looked genuine. Maybe she really did have an itch.


I had to give props to Kyle, because he kept his distance. His cock was thick and hard and pointing up and away from his body directly at the top of my wife’s ass cheeks. The tip couldn’t have been more than a foot away from her but he made sure never to let it touch her or to try letting his hand wander over any other part of her body. I’m guessing that’s one of the things that attracted Amy to him, aside from his toned abs and monster dick. He’s a gentleman.


After a few more seconds, she said thanks and that did the trick. She then said “I’ve still got to put some lotion on. How about as a thanks for helping me out just now, I get my lotion and come out here and do it? Would that be ok? That way there’s no horrible reflection or blinds getting in the way of your view.”


“That would be so fucking awesome, Amy. I can’t believe this is happening.” Kyle sat down on the center cushion of the couch and leaned back. He started stroking his cock again.


She walked to the bathroom and got her lotion and returned. I was now so fucking turned on. I had seen my wife grab his cock again, even if it was only for a second, and just a playful gesture. Now I was going to watch her lotion up her naked body right in front of Kyle. I laid back down on the bed and started stroking my own cock.


Amy positioned herself at the corner of the coffee table, right in front of the left cushion of the couch. She was no more than 3 feet away from Kyle. She pumped some lotion into her hand and started lotioning up her arms. She stood facing Kyle and half away from the camera. I could see her right breast and most of her ass. Kyle couldn’t keep his eyes off her body. He stared at her breasts as they moved with the rhythm of her arm movements. Then he’d stare at her pussy. All the while stroking.


She pumped some more lotion into her hands and rubbed it onto her upper chest and started working it down the front of her torso. She made sure to work it into her breasts with slow, sensual movements. I saw her trace her index finger around each aureole and finish by giving each nipple a slight pinch. Well I assumed both. I saw her pinch the right one and the movements of her left side appeared to mirror the right. Kyle was mesmerized. She worked lotion into her upper abdomen and hips. Kyle watched every move.


Amy asked “Since masturbating over here a couple weeks ago, have you jerked off thinking about me?”


She turned to the right slightly for a few seconds and I could see her slick fingers slowly dip down below her belly button, both hands making a figure eight as they moved across her tight, flat belly. Occasionally they’d wander out to her hips and then come back to center.


“Yes.” Kyle replied.


“How many times?”


“A few.”


“That’s fucking hot. You’re making me blush.” She smiled at him.


Amy pumped some more lotion into her hands, picked up her left foot and put it onto the coffee table, and started applying lotion to her left leg. Her ass was to the camera so I couldn’t see much. My lack of ability to change perspectives and watch from a different angle was frustrating. I decided I needed to get more cameras.


When her hands were working her upper thighs I heard Kyle say “Oh my god I can see your pussy Amy. You look so fucking good!”


“Thanks, Kyle. Believe me. You look really fucking good right now too.”


She put her foot down and got some more lotion. For the right leg, she picked up her leg and stuck her foot on the back cushion of the couch, no more than a foot away from where Kyle’s head was.


Kyle moaned and said “Oh… I can see your clit. I can see how wet you are. You’re driving me mad!”


My wife applied the lotion to her leg. As she was rubbing it in, she said “That’s a lot of precum you’re leaking. Do you like seeing my pussy. Do you like that it got wet because I was thinking about that fat cock of yours?”


“Oh god yes. I want you so bad right now, Amy.”


“You can’t have me. Not in that way. Not right now. But you can cum for me. I want to watch you cum.”


She pulled her leg down and turned around, giving him a view of her ass. She made a show of rubbing the last bit of lotion into her ass cheeks. At one point she paused and looked directly at the camera… directly at me… and gave a wicked smile before breaking eye contact with me and bending forward about ninety degrees. I couldn’t see Kyle’s face or cock anymore because Amy’s hips were blocking my view. She then reached back with both hands and it appeared that she pulled both ass cheeks apart. She stayed like that for a few seconds, then sat down next to him.


In a throaty whisper, Kyle said “I want to bury my cock in your beautiful pussy, Amy. Thank you so much for showing it to me that way.”


I can only assume that he got a great view not only of her spread pussy as she bent over, but her asshole too. My wife was so fucking sexy! And what did she mean that he couldn’t have her right now? Did that mean she left the possibility open for some time in the future? I didn’t feel jealousy. I only felt overwhelming lust.


Kyle was beating his cock at a furious pace now. As my wife sat there next to him, she spread her legs, her right knee touching his left. She put her right hand down to her pussy and slid two fingers in and pulled them out right away. They were slick with her juices. She playfully said to Kyle “See what you did to me?” and wiped the clear, viscous liquid on his thigh.


That must have done it for him, because he started shooting spurt after spurt up onto his chest and belly. Amy just sat there watching as Kyle had his orgasm, obvious desire in her eyes. I stopped masturbating because I was hoping that Amy would come back into the bedroom and jump my bones. I was still leaking precum by the quart.


<hr pg=“2” />When his cock was done draining, Amy said “Oh man, that was hot to watch. Have you ever heard of a porn star named Peter North? He was before your time. Me and John used to watch his movies back in the nineties.”


“No, I don’t think I have. Why?” I could see semen slowly trickling down his chest toward his navel. He still had his hand on his cock.


“He was famous because he would cum just a ridiculous amount. He was like a fire hose! I think you could have given him a run for his money. It’s all over you!”


She sat forward and grabbed five or six tissues from the box on the coffee table and set them on his belly in a bunch. Amy stood and watched Kyle wipe himself up. After a minute, he lifted the bunch of tissues up over his stomach, holding it between the tip of his thumb and index finger and slowly turning it this way and that, trying to keep the cum from dripping off.


He said “Uh… I think I’m going to need a few more.”


Amy held out her hand and said “Here, gimme that before you get any more cum on my couch.”


Even on the small screen of my phone, I could see that a large glob of cum was forming at the bottom of the ball of tissue and getting ready to drop as Kyle placed it into Amy’s hand. She accepted it palm up with no squeamishness whatsoever. She then grabbed another bunch from the box and handed it to him. She watched and waited while he finished wiping himself off and when he was done, he handed her the second bunch of tissues. Seeing all that cum in my wife’s hand sent a jolt through my cock. I almost came right then.


Amy said “Thanks for the show. We’ll have to do that again sometime. Soon.” and smiled impishly. She added “Throw on some clothes. John should be up soon. You want some coffee?”


“Yeah, thanks.”


“Okay. I’m going to go put some clothes on too. I’ll meet you out in the kitchen.”


I watched on the video as she left the living room, and then physically saw her round the corner from the hallway into our bedroom, pushing the door shut behind her. My cock was throbbing as she walked over to me.


When she got to the bed, she leaned down and kissed me deeply. When the kiss broke, she said. “That was so fucking hot, don’t you think?”


“Oh my god yes, hon. You are so fucking sexy!”


“Did you see all that cum?” She opened her hand containing the tissues and showed it to me. I had to sit up to see it because she couldn’t tilt her hand for fear of it spilling out. She used her left hand to pull the kleenex from her right, wiping as much excess off as she could onto her fingers and the heel of her palm. When she finished, there was actually a pretty decent sized puddle of thick white semen formed in the middle of her palm.


I said “Man! I’m embarrassed to say this hon, but I think that’s more than I produce per orgasm, and most of his is still in the tissues in your other hand!”


“I know, right! I was amazed as I just watched rope after rope shoot out of that big, beautiful cock of his.”


I started reaching for a towel from my armoire and she said “No. We’re not done with this yet.”


She got on the bed and I laid back down. She straddled me and her I could feel her very wet pussy pressed against my cock as it lay flat on my belly. She felt heavenly. As I looked up at her, she took her hand with the tissues in the palm and dipped a finger into the puddle of Kyle’s cum. When she raised her finger, it was wet and I could see a drop of his cum forming at the tip.


“Do you want to see me put another man’s cum in my mouth?” She whispered seductively.


I wanted to see it, but I didn’t want to tell her what to do. I wanted her to derive pleasure from what she was doing and not do anything just for my pleasure. “If you want to hon. I don’t want you to do it for me, though.”


“What I want” she said as she stared directly into my eyes, “is for you to watch me put another man’s cum in my mouth.” She lifted her finger up over her mouth and tilted her head back. I watched as the drop formed and stretched down and away from her finger and onto her lower lip. She then stuck her finger in her mouth and closed her lips around it, pulling it out slowly. She started sliding her pussy along my dick.


She did it, I thought to myself. She actually swallowed Kyle’s cum right in front of me! I was delirious with fantasies running through my mind. The best one playing out in real life right now.


She said “I don’t have much time. I told Kyle I’d meet him in the kitchen and get him some coffee. But I’m so fucking horny right now and I need you to fuck me.”


She dipped her finger in Kyle’s cum again and smeared it onto her lips. She bent over and kissed me passionately. She didn’t stop to see if I might not like the idea of kissing her with another man’s cum on her lips. She just did it. I felt a bit of shame because I returned her passion without hesitation, but I couldn’t help myself. I was overcome with a desire for my woman and the dirtiness of Kyle’s cum on her lips made it more intense.


She picked her head up and whispered “You liked tasting another man’s cum on my lips, didn’t you?”


“Yes. I’m sorry, but yes I did.”


“No need to be sorry babe. I think it’s fucking sexy.”


She scooted down so that she was straddling my knees. She set the tissues on my belly and picked up my member, pointing it skyward, and took the hand with Kyle’s cum in it and poured the remainder onto the head of my cock. She grabbed my dick with her cum slick hand and stroked me for a few seconds, then scooted back up, guiding me into position to enter her. I watched as she lowered herself onto me. I slid into her with ease.


She said “Oooohhhhh… that feels sooooo good. What’s it like fucking me when I have Kyle’s cum up inside me?”


“You feel so good hon. It’s such a turn on knowing his cum is making your pussy so easy for me to slide into. I’m not going to last long.”


Amy started grinding her pelvis into mine with quickening pace. She placed both hands on my chest for support. I could feel wet palm prints of Kyle’s cum on my chest and as she moved, the wetness smeared.


“That’s right. You like knowing that I’ve got another man’s cum in my pussy. It turns you on.” she panted while looking right into my soul. Her orgasm came right then, and so did mine. We both whispered to each other how fucking sexy the other was as we came our brains out.


She rested for a minute on top of me. I could feel my penis softening inside her. She slid up and off of me and scooted up over my face, pinning my shoulders to the bed with her knees. She rested her arms on the headboard as she waited for me to lick her clean.


I said “But hon, there was a lot of Kyle’s cum. I don’t know…” As I hesitated cum dripped out of her pussy and onto my lips and cheeks.


“Oh just do it. You already tasted him on my lips, and most of it will be yours by now anyway.” She lowered herself until her pussy made contact with my mouth.


I did as she asked. I wanted to do as she asked. I relaxed and stuck my tongue up inside her. I licked up all of our combined fluids. The realization that I had mine, hers, and Kyle’s cum in my mouth at that very moment was so intoxicating. The cum that had dripped onto my cheek smeared onto her inner thigh as I continued licking all the folds of her vagina.


After a minute, she got off me and off the bed. She bent down and gave me a kiss, then got a thin pair of loose fitting cotton shorts from her dresser and put them on. I could see the slick spot of cum on her inner thigh still. I pointed it out to her and asked if she wanted a towel. She said not to worry, it’ll dry in a few minutes, and anyway it will be kind of hot to go sit out there talking with Kyle as his cum dries on the inside of her thigh.


“You know what’s a really naughty thought?” She whispered conspiratorially.


“What?” I asked.


“Even after you wipe up your crotch, your chest, and your face, when you join us for coffee, you’ll be sitting there talking with Kyle while a tiny amount of his cum will be drying on your lips, cheeks, and cock. He won’t have a clue how naughty we were just now. It’ll be our own dirty little secret.” Her eyes lit with glee and she smiled delightedly.


“I’ll see you out there” she said.


She pulled a sheer, pink, half nightie out of her drawer and left the room still holding it in her hand.


I picked up the tissues on my belly and sat up, putting my feet on the floor. The tissues were soaked, totally saturated. I squeezed the ball and cum seeped out into my fingers, like excess water from a sponge. I actually felt the urge to dip the tip of my tongue into the liquid on my hand, but I resisted. Barely. I was certain that if it was before the orgasm I just had, I would have done it, and if Amy wanted to stuff all those cum-soaked tissues in my mouth as we fucked, I happily would have. What the fuck was happening to me?!


I threw the cum-filled ball of tissue into the waste basket next to my dresser and grabbed a towel and wiped myself off. I put on a t-shirt and boxers and went to join Amy and Kyle in the kitchen.


I sat at the table and said good morning. Kyle returned the greeting. He was in his boxers and a t-shirt as well. Amy was in the chair immediately to my left and to Kyle’s right. Her nipples could easily be seen through the fabric of her nightie, her c-cup breasts lifting the midriff-length hem up off her upper abdomen. I sat there for a minute listening to their conversation and paying attention to the non-verbal cues they were sending as they talked.


Their casual postures as they sat facing each other, the lasting eye contact, the ease with which Amy reached over and placed her hand on Kyle’s forearm to emphasize a point, the big smiles, all told me that they were into each other. I’m sure they didn’t even realize they were doing it. Seeing their interaction outside of the sexual situation showed me just how quickly things had changed. Two weeks ago, my wife would never have dreamed of looking at Kyle the way she was right now while her breasts were on full display. And it was all because of some accidental exhibitionism on her part.


What I saw right before my eyes like this made me feel both dizzy and like my stomach was going to flip at the same time. It was like standing on top of a thousand foot high cliff and looking over the edge. I hoped I didn’t trip and fall over the precipice. Or get pushed.


“Don’t you want some coffee, babe?” Amy asked.


“Huh? Oh. Yeah. I forgot to grab some before I sat down.” I made a move to get up, but Kyle stopped me.


“I’ve got it, John. You stay sitting. It’s the least I can do for you guys letting me bum it on your couch.” He hopped up and went to the cabinet and got a coffee mug and poured a cup.


“Just a little bit of cream and a lot of sugar.” Amy directed.


Kyle made my coffee to specification. As he did, he walked from the coffee maker on the counter to the refrigerator to get the half & half. I couldn’t help but notice that the head of his dick was poking through the hole in his fly. It seemed to be lodged at the base of the opening between the flaps. Since his fly was being held open, I was also able to see his shaft wiggling and jostling as he stepped.


It was no big deal, I told myself. I’m sure he has seen mine bouncing around through the hole in my boxers with all the time he’s spent at our house. But it was a big deal because now instead of it just being something to make a joke about and have some good natured fun at Kyle’s expense, it signified a sexual potential. What if Amy saw it and somehow turned events to playing with it? Could I handle more so soon?


Who was I kidding? I knew I wanted more. I was totally addicted to the insecurities that came from her flirting with Kyle right in our own house. I was addicted to seeing her so sexual and so free. I was addicted to how hard my cock got as I watched her tease Kyle or talk dirty to me. I accepted that this was her equivalent of the male midlife crisis, although that somewhat trivializes the full spectrum of what was happening with her, and was willing to let her lead both of us wherever this experience took us. I don’t think I could ever have gone back to life the way it was less than a month ago. I knew for sure I didn’t want to.


Kyle walked my cup of coffee to me. As he leaned over to set my cup in front of me, his dick fell all the way out of his fly. It was only eighteen inches to the left of my face. It also happened to be only eighteen inches to the right of Amy’s face too. She saw it and made eye contact with me and gave me a sly smile. Kyle made no move to acknowledge that he felt it fall out. He just set my cup down and walked back to his chair and sat back down. I didn’t see it because the table blocked my view, but I’m guessing his cock was still out after he sat because Amy spent a few seconds openly staring at his crotch.


I said “Thanks for the coffee.”


“No problem. Like I said it’s the least I could do…”


“You’re always welcome over here Kyle. Don’t mention it.” Oddly, thanks to Amy’s comment to me earlier, I found that I was aware that his cum was on my cheek and on my cock… Right now as we were talking. I liked the feeling it gave me… Like there was a bond that only Amy and I had, that Kyle couldn’t have. It was our little secret.


“Well I’m glad you said that, babe.” Amy said.


“Why? You know that. Kyle is family.”


“Because we were just talking before you came out and Kyle gave me a bit of bad news. Samantha broke up with him earlier this week. I told him that if he wanted to come over here any time to… i don’t know… mix things up and get away from his house, his routine… to help not think about Sam… that he was welcome to. I hope that’s ok.”


I said “Of course it’s ok. I’m really sorry to hear that. What happened? Is it for good? You two have been together for, what, three or four years?”


Kyle said “Yeah. Almost 4 years. I guess it’s been coming. We go to different schools and it was just a matter of time before she met someone at her school, or I met someone at mine. I’m actually amazed we made it to senior year. It still hurts though.”


“Well” I offered, “It’s like Amy said. Any time you want, you’re welcome. Make yourself at home. If there’s anything you need, just let me or Amy know. Breakups suck.”


“Thanks a lot, you guys. I appreciate it.” Kyle said.


Amy said “I was thinking of taking him to the gym with me today to help him take his mind off Sam”. She looked at me the way a wolf eyes a lamb.


Uh-oh, I thought. Here we go. In my attempt to ease my conscience over spying on Amy, I invited her in on the fun and maybe I was witnessing the creation of a monster… or was it the recreation of a monster?
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Sunday and Monday proved to be uneventful except for some fantastic sex for Amy and I. Amy did take Kyle out shopping with her and to the gym, but nothing sexual came of it. At least not that I knew of. I did masturbate Sunday while they were out, wondering if she was playing with his cock in the car on the way home, or maybe letting him fondle her tits.


There was one interesting thing that did happen on Sunday afternoon, though. Amy and Kyle came home from L.A. Fitness while I was watching the final round of the golf tournament on T.V. Kyle came into the living room carrying a bottle of water and joined me. Amy said she was going to take a shower.


I asked Kyle how he was holding up with the breakup, and he said he was doing ok. We chatted for a few minutes about Samantha and school, when suddenly Amy took a few steps into the living room to ask me if I knew where her wood-handled hair brush was. She was in her yoga pants and nothing else. I could see Kyle out of the corner of my eye staring slack-jawed, and I tried to answer as casually as possible to give Kyle the impression that this was no big deal.


“Uh. I dunno hon. I haven’t touched it.”


“Well it’s not on the shelf. Did Abby come home. She’s always stealing my brushes.” Abby was our daughter.


“Abby’s not home. Are you sure you didn’t bring it in the bedroom?”


“I guess. Maybe it’s in there.” She turned and walked out with both of us admiring her form as she left. I saw her round the corner into our bedroom.


I made a comment to Kyle about how we always used to be naked with a certain circle of friends when we first started living together, and nudity, especially for Amy and especially in our own house, wasn’t an issue. I told him now that he was in on the secret, he might be seeing more of it. Of course the first part wasn’t true, but it aligned with the little white lie Amy had told him. I thought it would lend some weight to what she had told him earlier that morning. The second part sure seemed to be true lately. Amy seems to have developed a taste for showing off her body to Kyle. A minute later, Amy popped her head around the corner smiling and holding her brush.


“Found it!” she said as one of her lovely boobs came into view before she disappeared into the bathroom.


I was sure that was staged for the benefit of Kyle, and probably me too. I wasn’t going to complain. While Amy showered, Kyle asked me if I was sure it was ok that he hung out over at our house. I told him I meant what I said and that he was welcome anytime. He asked if it was ok if he came by a little later in the week for maybe a few days. I told him yes. A few minutes later, he got up and told me that he wanted to get home… he needed a shower too and had some other stuff he wanted to do. He shouted in to Amy a goodbye and she shouted one back. He said maybe he’d come back on Wednesday, and then walked out the front door.


Later that night, I took Amy out for dinner. Nothing fancy. Just to the Olive Garden over by the mall. I know it’s horribly clichÃ© Italian food and no self respecting foodie would ever be caught dead in a restaurant like that, but I’m not a foodie. Fuck the snobs. I like their bread sticks. After the waitress took our drink order, we made a little small talk while looking over the menu and, after a pause in our conversation, a question flew out of my mouth that I had no idea I wanted to ask.


“You love me, right?”


Amy replied “Of course I do babe! Why would you even have to ask?”


“No. I know. I guess I’m feeling a little more insecure than I thought I was about… you know… what’s been going on with Kyle lately. Things seem to be progressing quickly and I guess I just want to make sure you’re not losing interest in me, or have fallen out of love with me, or anything like that.”


“Have you lost interest in me?”


“Hell no! I could never be anything but madly in love with you hon. It’s been that way since the day I met you and it’s probably truer now.”


“Well the same goes for me babe. You will always be my knight in shining armor. You’ll always be the stable ground under my feet. You will always be my home. And I’m not just blowing sunshine up your ass. I mean it.” She reached across the table and gave my hand a squeeze.


The waitress took our order, soup and salad for her and the five-cheese baked ziti for me, and then our conversation continued.


She said “You’re probably wondering if I just want to relive my glorious sexual past or something. I can tell you that’s not it… this isn’t a midlife crisis.”


“Then what is it?”


“After that happenstance flashing of Kyle, and him watching me, I thought about it for a long while. I thought about my past a lot. I thought about a lot of other things too. I thought about who I used to be and about who I am, and who I used to be wasn’t bad, or wrong. I do have some regrets and I imagine I’ll get around to telling you about them, but mostly I enjoyed myself… a lot. And who I am now, today, is the same woman I was a month ago before Kyle ever saw me naked and before I saw that amazing cock of his, and it’s the same woman I was a month after we were married, and it’s the same woman I was before I ever met you.”


She stopped to sip her vodka and lemonade, looking into my eyes while holding my hand. She smiled tenderly at me.


She continued, “Things changed for me after you seemed to show so much… uh, arousal… in watching me flash Kyle. I thought it might be ok to show you that side of myself without worrying about losing you, or you looking at me with derision. I couldn’t stand losing you over something as silly as sex. The prospect of being truly myself around you is tantalizing. I really want that. I want to share my life… all aspects of my life… with my wonderful husband who I love more than anything.”


She made me feel better. Knowing she loved me made all the difference in the world. I knew it before I even asked my stupid, insecure question. It was nice to have her vocalize it though. What was I to do about the implications in what she said though? If she’s always been the same woman with those same desires, maybe her behavior didn’t stop after we got together. I wasn’t ready to ask her that question yet. I’d leave that for another day.


“I think I get it, hon. I love you too. I always want you to be able to fully… express yourself with me. Never, ever, worry that I don’t love you. I’d never leave you over something like meaningless sex you had in the past, or even the stuff you’re doing now with Kyle.”


“Oh no. It has meaning for me. It definitely fulfills a need. But it’s something separate from love. Love and sex can exist apart from each other and aren’t necessarily attached to the same person.”


“I know that, hon. I just want to make sure you know how I feel about you.”


Our meals arrived, and we talked some more over dinner about various things. Abby needed money deposited into her checking account. Amy’s car needed an oil change. She talked a bit about some article she read in one of her anthropology journals. I mentioned that I wanted to hide another camera or two in the living room. I told her how sometimes I couldn’t see everything that was happening on the video this morning. She called me a perv and laughed. I laughed back and made reference to pots and kettles. She said she’d make it a point of taking pictures and videos with her phone if anything fun happened so I could see closeups.


Tuesday morning while I was on the train on my way to work, Amy sent me a text letting me know that Kyle invited her to go to the beach with him and a few friends, and did I mind if she went with.


Me: No, I don’t mind. How many friends?


Amy: Mark and Carrie, and two of his friends from school that live up here in the suburbs too. One of those guys has an SUV and will drive.


Me: You realize you’re gonna be stuck with them if you let someone else drive you. They could be there till the sun goes down. And you’re really gonna go? You haven’t been to the beach in ages! :) Which beach?


Amy: Indiana Dunes. And I don’t think it’s going to be an all day thing. One of the guys has to work later tonight, so I’ll probably be home before you. And it’s not so much the beach I’m interested in, but the young man with a great body and an amazing cock who happens to have a sexual interest in me! :)


Me: LOL. You never have to worry hon. I can guarantee you that any guy who sees you has a sexual interest in you. You’re most definitely hot!


Amy: Aw thanks babe. So you’re sure you don’t mind if I go?


Me: No I don’t mind. Have fun. Take some selfies when you get there. I want some pics of my hot wife in her bikini. ;) Don’t let the driver drink too much. I want you all home in one piece. And take sunscreen!


Amy: Sheesh! Yes mom! Lol. I love you babe!


Me: I love you too!


Mark and Carrie were two of my daughter’s friends from the neighborhood and I knew those two. If the other two guys were friends of Kyle’s, I was pretty sure they were decent enough. Not having to worry about who she was with, my mind started wandering to thoughts of Amy in her bikini with a bunch of young men around her. They were wicked thoughts, and I felt ashamed that they caused my cock to stiffen as I sat there swaying with the train’s movements as it rolled down the tracks toward Chicago.


Shortly after 9:00, just after I walked into my office to begin my day, I got a message from Amy. It was a picture from inside the truck. Amy was holding her phone behind and above the seat she was sitting in when she took the photo. She was all the way at the back of the truck, turned to look back at the camera with that beautiful smile of hers. She had on a terrycloth pair of loose fitting shorts and an old Naked Raygun concert t-shirt. Next to her was Kyle. He was in swimming trunks that went down to almost the knee and a t-shirt and was looking ahead. It looked like he was saying something to the people ahead of him. Mark and Carrie sat directly ahead of them, both of them were also looking forward, oblivious to having their picture taken. In the front was the driver and the other friend. The guy in the passenger seat had his head turned and was looking back, probably talking to Kyle.


The text that came with the picture said ‘We’re off on our adventure! Kyle’s friends are cute!’


I sent back ‘Are you trying to make me jealous? :)’


Amy: Yes! Is it working? LOL


Me: Maybe. :)


She sent another picture with the text ‘How about now?’ The picture showed Amy’s left hand resting on the inside of Kyle’s right thigh just below his crotch. A conspicuous bulge was visible in the crotch of his swimming trunks. I could see the smooth skin of her thigh extending from the bottom of her shorts and her knee touching his.


Me: Nah. Not bothering me at all. :)


Amy: Oh really! :)


Me: Well maybe a little. But in a good way. :)


Another picture with the text ‘and how about now? ;)’ This picture showed my wife’s hand down Kyle’s swimming trunks, her wrist hidden underneath his waistband.


Me: OMFG hon! Can anyone else see what you’re doing!


Amy: No. they’re all looking toward the front. So are you jealous yet?


Me: A little


Amy: I bet you’re getting a boner sitting there in your office though. Aren’t you? :)


Me: A little


Amy: You may not be as big as Kyle, but there’s nothing little about your boner! :)


Me: Thanks hon! <3 Does he know you’re texting me?


Amy: I’m guessing he does. Do you mind if he knows?


Me: Well I guess it’s no real big deal, but I guess it feels a little emasculating.


Her: Why?


Me: Well it’s complicated. I guess the normal reaction to another man fooling around with a guys wife would be for the husband to kick his ass. Me not wanting to kick Kyle’s ass lets him know I’m a pussy or something.


Her: That’s BS and you know it. Kyle thinks the world of you and I doubt he’d be so free with me if he thought you were totally against what we were doing. Societal norms have no bearing on your relationship with me nor on how we behave with each other. I find it really hot that you’re MAN enough to eat cum out of my pussy, or get horny when you see me enjoying myself with other men. Don’t worry about what anyone else thinks, as long as we’re ok with each other.


Me: I get it, and I agree. Now please tell me he can’t see what you just sent. LOL


Amy: Cute, motherfucker. :) No he can’t. One more for now…


A few seconds later, I got a picture. In it, Kyle’s waistband was tucked under his balls, leaving the full length of his rock hard cock on display and pointing toward his knees. Amy’s hand was wrapped around it with her fingers resting on the head. His right hand was resting on her inner thigh, with his pinky against her crotch. I was sure she was showing her wedding bands on the head of his cock to me on purpose, the symbolism unmistakable. I told her how fucking hot she was and that I loved her. I tried to make it through the morning without thinking dirty thoughts about my wife. I was unsuccessful.


About 11:00, I got a series of pictures from her. They just showed the group having fun at the beach. A couple selfies from her in her bikini and she looked stunning. A couple other pictures of the group. They all posed by the water with drinks in their hands. The two new guys were both 6 feet tall or so, both had toned arms and torsos, and handsome faces. There were pictures of Amy and Kyle and one of the guys standing in knee-deep water splashing each other and from behind, Amy’s ass looked fantastic. Her bikini bottoms weren’t thong, but the triangle of fabric wasn’t nearly big enough to hide all of her ass cheeks. In another picture, I noted that Amy had no problem touching one of the guys arms as they were laughing at something. I still didn’t know the names of the two other guys. Carrie looked good too in her bikini, but not as good as my wife.


At 1:15, just after I got back from lunch, I got a text from Amy.


Amy: I’m a little buzzed, and I just got done misbehaving.


Me: Uh-oh. What did you do? :)


Amy: Nothing too bad. ;) Carrie and Mark took a walk, so I took Kyle for a walk too.


Me: Is ‘taking a walk’ a euphemism for what I think?


Amy: Maybe for Mark and Carrie. LOL But I didn’t fuck Kyle. I did help him jerk off that big, beautiful cock though.


Me: Holy fuck! Are you sure Mark and Carrie didn’t see? They could gossip.


Amy: No they didn’t see, you worry wart. And so what if they did gossip. You’re my man and I don’t care what others think.


Me: I guess. I just don’t want people looking down their noses at you, and more importantly have to explain to Jim and Allison that you’re taking advantage of their son. LOL


Amy: Yeah I guess that would be awkward. I’ve got some video I took with my phone. Do you want me to send it to you, or do you want to wait till I get home and show it to you while I’m riding you?


Me: Well that got my attention! :) How about you send me the video, and tell me about your day later while you’re riding me?


Amy: Ok. But before I do, I need to let you know I got a little carried away with my dirty talk, but it was just talk. You have to promise that you won’t get mad. I actually think I should wait and show it to you later so I can explain myself :)


Me: Is it really that bad?


Amy: Well, I could see how it might make you upset. I was just going with my feelings and it just came out in the heat of the moment. I’m feeling like a jackass now. I shouldn’t have said anything about the vid and just kept it for myself. Sorry babe.


Me: No it’s ok. You can send it. I’ve seen you grab his cock, so how much worse could it be if you didn’t fuck? :)


Amy: I guarantee you this is worse than just grabbing his dick. I think you’ll probably like it though. I hope I’m right. I don’t ever want to hurt you, so please know that my intentions are good. Perverted and sexy, but good. :)


Me: Ok. Go ahead and send it and I’ll let you know what I think when I’m done watching.


Amy: Promise not to get mad?


Me: I promise.


Amy: Ok. I’ll send it. I love you!


Me: I love you too.


A few minutes later, she sent me a link to a video file on her google drive. I clicked the link and downloaded the video. I put in my ear buds and clicked ‘play’.


The video started with Amy looking down at her phone, and from the perspective I had, it looked like her phone was on the ground. She was adjusting the position and I was able to see that they were somewhere with a lot of trees and bushes with Kyle kneeling on the edge of Amy’s towel off to one side of Amy. A sand dune rose up beyond them in the background, and I could hear the waves of Lake Michigan breaking on an unseen shore somewhere nearby. Once she positioned the camera the way she wanted, she scooted back over to the towel, placing Kyle between her knees.


I was looking up at them from the side. Amy was sitting up and had both hands on Kyle’s hips as he looked down at her. They were both looking into each others eyes. Amy said “Where were we? Oh yeah, I remember.” and with that she slid her hands up to his back and pulled him down and onto her. They started kissing and exploring each other’s bodies with their hands. I found myself a bit distressed at the intimacy of their kissing, but I found myself aroused when Kyle’s hand would cover her breast or wander down to her pussy. It was especially thrilling to see Kyle’s hand wander under Amy’s suit, or Amy’s hand wandering under Kyle’s.


After a couple minutes, Amy pushed Kyle back up onto his knees and sat up in front of him with her legs on either side of his knees. She grabbed both sides of his swimming trunks with her hands and pulled them down to his thighs, exposing his hard cock. It was inches from Amy’s face.


She grabbed it and started stroking it, saying “I can’t believe how thick this thing is.” She then leaned forward and took as much of him into her mouth as she could. It looked like she made it only an inch past the head. Seeing my wife with Kyle’s cock in her mouth sent my mind reeling. I was already jealous seeing them kissing and groping, then seeing her lips wrapped around him sent jolts of arousal through my whole body and my own nether regions responded. The mix of emotions was intoxicating.


I watched as Amy spent the next three minutes bobbing her head up and down on the head of his cock and stroking him with her right hand as his hands reached down to fondle her tits under her bikini top. Occasionally she would take him out of her mouth and lick the entire length of his shaft. Once she even bent way over and I saw one of his hairless testicles disappear into her mouth. I burned into my brain the image of her mouth on his balls with his shaft resting on her cheek as her hand was wrapped around the head of his cock.


My wife paused what she was doing and took off both her bikini bottoms and top and threw them to the side. Kyle exclaimed “oh my God you look so fucking sexy, Amy!”


She replied “So do you! I want to see you cum again like you did on our couch.”


She laid down on her back and scooted herself so that the bottom of her ass was touching Kyle’s knees as he faced her. Her legs were spread wide and bent at the knee, with her heels hooking onto the bottom of Kyle’s ass. I could see the curve of her right buttock and some of her inner thigh up to her flat belly, as well as her calf tapering to her ankle as she laid there splayed open for another man. She was beautiful. She looked at him with that same sexual intensity she’s had when with me recently.


She reached down to her pussy with her right hand and up to his cock with her left and started stroking him. Although I couldn’t see her pussy from my vantage point, I could see the top of her right hand over her crotch and made the assumption that she was stimulating herself. I could see Kyle’s scrotum resting on the back of her hand as she played with herself. To look at my wife’s pussy, all Kyle needed to do was move his cock to the side a little bit and look down.


<hr pg=“2” />By now, Kyle was leaking precum. Even on the video I could see a strand of the clear liquid stretching from the head of his dick to Amy’s lower abdomen dancing and jumping as she jerked him. When the strand would finally break, it was replaced by another large drop falling from the head of his dick onto her belly and making another strand. Suddenly Amy stopped what she was doing and planted her feet on the sand and then pushed her butt up of the ground, placing her pussy up against the bottom of Kyle’s dick.


She said “Get some of that precum on my pussy.”


Kyle replied “Are you sure? Are you sure John is ok with this?”


She responded with insistence in her voice “Yes John is ok with this! Now get my pussy wet with your jizz.”


Kyle did as she asked. I saw him grab his cock and stroke it a few times, then slide the head down below the top of her pussy. From the movement of his arm, could tell he was sliding the head of his cock up and down along the opening of my wife’s vagina. All it would have taken was a slight forward movement by him and he would have been inside her.


After a few times up and down, Amy said “I can feel myself wet with your jizz. That’s such a fucking turn on! Now slide your whole cock along my pussy. I want to feel you sliding against my clit.”


Kyle again did as she asked. I could see him pressing on the top of his cock with his thumb, and his cock was pressed into her crotch. Then I was able to see the head of his dick appear above her belly and then disappear below my line of sight as he thrusted.


“Ooohhh that feels so good.” Amy cooed.


“Yeah it does.” Kyle replied. “Do you want me to put it in? I want to be inside you so bad.”


“No don’t. I want to wait a little bit with you. Keep sliding your cock on my clit like that. I’m close to cumming.”


Who didn’t she wait with, I wondered, and how long ago was that? I feared the answer to that question, and yet I found myself getting even more aroused at the prospect that my wife of 29 years may have cheated on me. I tried to imagine three weeks ago to a time before the accidental nakedness between the two people I was watching on video, a time before Amy had told me just how much sex she had before she ever met me. Would the me of three weeks ago have been devastated at the news that my wife had cheated on me?


I wanted to think that I would, but maybe it was something I had always subconsciously suspected and had just pushed those thoughts away, or maybe tucked them away in the back of my mind for safe keeping until a time like this, when I could truly relish them after Amy told me the full truth. If I really thought back, I could remember lots of times that Amy had been at the gym or work late, or even back in school there were plenty of times she couldn’t meet because she was studying or out with friends. Did each of those occurrences signify a secret tryst?


Maybe I was over-analyzing. Everybody’s tardiness or study session could be interpreted as a chance to meet on the sly with a lover. She may have had totally innocuous reasons for all those late nights, as she said. Regardless, why did the suspicion of her infidelity make my dick hard? I’m guessing it’s because I’m some kind of weirdo. I mean, who the hell actually likes that their spouse may have cheated? Pervert fucking weirdos, that’s who. What the fuck was wrong with me!?


“Faster.” Amy said on the video. She reached both hands toward her pussy and thanks to her elevated butt, I was able to see her grab the top half of Kyle’s cock with one hand and guide it as he slid it over her pussy, and her other hand went lower, apparently to bury a finger or two inside herself. Kyle picked up his pace and as he did, she made a guttural sound of approval. She started bucking her hips to meet his thrusts, all the while his cockhead was pistoning up into view over her belly at an ever quicker pace.


Suddenly she blurted out “Oh my god I’m cumming on that beautiful cock of yours! I can’t wait to let John see you fuck me for the first time!”


Kyle faltered slightly and said “Wh… What?”


Amy said, obviously still in the throes of her orgasm, “That’s right. I want his face inches away from my cunt as you bury that thick fucking cock inside me for the first time! You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”


“Well, I don’t know. If that’s something John wants, I suppose I could give it a try…”


Her orgasm was starting to subside, but she still kept on with the dirty talk. “Fuck yeah he wants that. He just hasn’t realized it yet. I’m helping him get there. One of these days… it might be tomorrow, or it might be a year from now… you might see John go down on me and lick up one of those huge loads of yours right out of my pussy. You think you’d be ready for that?”


“As long as I don’t have to eat his, I suppose so. John would really do that?”


“He’s already kissed me with your cum on my lips… after you gave me your cum-filled kleenex this past weekend, I rubbed some on my lips and he happily kissed me. I felt his cock get harder as we kissed. I think it’s so fucking hot watching him eat cum out of my pussy.” She lowered her butt back to the sand as her orgasm completed.


Kyle said “Holy fuck! I never would have figured John would do something like that!”


“Don’t judge him for it, ok. It’s just sex between two married people. He’s already going to be embarrassed enough after he sees what I told you.”


“He’s gonna see this video?! Holy shit!”


“Sure. I don’t want to hide anything from him, although I probably wouldn’t have been half as vocal if the alcohol hadn’t worked its magic.”


A long strand of precum stretched from Kyles cock to her belly. Amy sat up and leaned forward, milking another huge drop of precum out before putting the head of his dick in her mouth. She pulled off and licked around the head and shaft, anywhere there was his liquid, her tongue went. When she got done, she laid back down.


She started rubbing her pussy idly with one hand and said “I want you to cum on me. Cum a huge fucking load like I saw this weekend. I want it on my belly, my tits, my pussy, my thighs. Grab your cock and make yourself cum.”


Kyle started stroking himself quickly and as he stroked, her hand started moving faster on her clit. She grabbed and kneaded one breast and then the other with her other hand. I watched for a couple more minutes as both of them massaged their sex organs. Finally, Amy declared “Ohhh I’m cumming again Kyle… I want your cum on me!”


As soon as she said that, Kyle started shooting rope after rope of thick white cum all over Amy’s torso. The first couple went up as high as her neck. A few more as high as her breasts. And the rest on her belly and lower abdomen. When they were both spent and Kyle was just kneeling over her with his cock still pointing straight out, there was a long thick strand of milky white cum dangling from his cock. Amy sat up and bent over and caught the strand on her tongue and then put his cock in her mouth as she milked the last of his cum out with her right hand.


When she was done, she leaned back on one hand, turned a bit to face the camera. I could see thick white streams of cum stuck in place on her tits, in her belly button, on her mons pubus, and on the back of her hand and forearm. She smiled at the camera and just sat there for a minute, letting all the less viscous liquid run down her neck to her breasts, with cum falling in long stretched out drops from her right nipple. I had the sense that she was posing just for me.


Cum had run down both sides of her and I now that she was sitting, it was running from her lower belly down to her pussy. With her free hand, she scooped up a small handful of the thick white stuff off her belly and rubbed it into her pussy.


Kyle said “That was intense. You are so fucking sexy, Amy.”


“Thanks. And yeah it was!” Amy replied. “You made a mess on me. That was fucking hot! I want to go rinse off in the lake. Do you think I could make it to the lake without too many people seeing me?”


“What, you’re going to go naked?”


“As long as there aren’t too many people around, sure. We’re in a pretty secluded spot so I think it should be ok?”


“Why not just use your towel, or just put your suit back on and then go out to the water?”


“Well, smarty pants,” she said with a smile, “I don’t want to use the towel because if I go into the water, I will still need my towel and I don’t want to be drying off with a towel full of cum. And I don’t want to put on my bathing suit because I like my bikini, and if I get cum on the fabric it will stain, even if it’s for 30 seconds while I go out to the water.”


Kyle smiled back and said “Well it’s about 40 feet to the water. With the last 20 of it open sand. Are you sure?”


Amy reached over and grabbed her phone and the world in my viewer went jerky and upside down for a second before Amy’s face filled the frame. She said “Do me a favor and scout it out real quick and…”


The video ended at that point. I felt a wide range of emotions. Despite the fact that my cock was incredibly hard and leaking precum into my underwear, the strongest emotions at that point were embarrassment and shame. How could she tell Kyle all that? I was mortified that Kyle knew I’ve had his cum on my lips and got hard because of it. What the fuck!


I sent her a text that simply said ‘Call me. Now!’ Of course I had to wait nearly an hour for her to call me back. The whole time I was picturing my wife covered in Kyle’s cum and imagining everyone she was with sitting around and drinking and laughing at Amy’s husband who wanted another guys cum in his mouth. It was both torture and sublime pleasure.


When she finally called me back, she said “Hi babe. Sorry I missed your call. What’s up?”


“Are you alone?” I asked.


“No. I’m sitting here with everyone. Why?”


“Can you get someplace so we can talk in private?” I didn’t want any more of my dirty laundry aired in front of Kyle, or anyone else for that matter.


“Sure. Give me a sec.” I could hear movement on her side of the line as she got up and moved away from the group. “Ok. I’m by myself. What’s up babe? You’re starting to worry me.”


“What’s up is that you humiliated me in front of Kyle. I’ll never be able to look him in the eye again. How could you do that?”


“Oh babe. I knew it’d make you upset. I’m so sorry. I should never have sent that video. Just so you know, I wasn’t trying to embarrass you or anything. I was just enjoying my time with Kyle and in the heat of the moment that stuff just came out.”


“He knows I’ve tasted his cum, though. How humiliating.”


“It’s not as bad as you think, babe. You’re only humiliated because you think that him knowing that somehow makes you less of what society thinks a man should be. Remember what I told you this morning. I don’t care about that definition and you will always be one hundred percent my man. You shouldn’t care about that definition either. I talk with Kyle when you’re not around, you know, and younger guys today don’t seem to be as hung up on the super macho guy image.”


“What? What did you talk about?”


“Well nothing specific. Just trying to get a feel for where he stood, sexually. You know, he said that he thought it was pretty cool of you to be so secure in your sexuality that you were comfortable enough to do something like that.”


“I’m comfortable enough with you, hon. I’m not so sure about others knowing my sexual kinks. And he really said that?”


“Well he didn’t say it in so many words, but it’s effectively what he said over the course of our conversations today. You don’t have anything to worry about. I promise. Kyle still looks up to you. And anyway, I’m guessing you liked what I said on that video.”


“Huh? How could you say that? I was mortified, hon.”


“How hard were you?”


“What!?” I said, exasperated.


“How hard was your dick while you watched me stroking Kyle’s cock?”


“It was hot as hell hon. I’m not disputing th…”


She cut me off in mid-sentence. “I asked How hard your cock was while I played with that gorgeous dick of Kyle’s?”


“It was hard.” I admitted.


“And did you stay hard when I put his cock in my mouth? How about when his cock was sliding along my wet pussy, or when he came in buckets all over me?”


“I probably got harder.” I replied quietly. I was getting fully hard again just listening to her describe what happened.


“And when I told him I wanted your face right next to my cunt the first time he penetrates me, did you picture that scenario in your mind?”


“Come on hon. I don’t want to answer that.”


“It’s just us talking. The others can’t hear me. Did you?”


“Yes.”


“And I bet you got turned on even more, didn’t you?” she said, with a fair bit of satisfaction in her voice.


“Yeah. I did.” I said, almost dejectedly. She had won. I knew she had me right where she wanted me. I was surprised to find that I liked the feeling.


“Did you imagine the scenario when I told Kyle that he might see you eat one of his loads of cum out of my pussy sometime soon?”


“Yes.” I couldn’t keep my abject shame out of my voice.


“Don’t feel bad about it, babe. We all have our sexual peculiarities. I can tell you that it turns me on thinking about your tongue on my clit as a big fat cock is in my pussy. Wouldn’t that be fucking hot?”


“Yeah, it probably would.” I agreed.


“I always knew you’d say that.” she said, almost under her breath.


“What?”


“Oh nothing. I was just talking to myself.”


“I’m pretty sure you said you always knew I’d think that that. How did you always know?”


“It was nothing, babe. I’ll tell you what? Ask me that question again when I get home and I’ll tell you. I love you. I think we’re gonna leave by 3 or so. Brian has to work at 5.”


“I love you too hon. Who’s Brian?”


“Oh he’s one of Kyle’s friends from school. The other guy is Jake.”


“Ah. Ok. Now I’ve got names to go with the guys I saw in your pictures. You’ve got me curious and nervous about that whole ‘ask me again when I get home’ thing.”


“I’ll explain it later. I think you’re ready to hear it. I really love you, John. Thanks for putting up with me lately.”


“Nothing to put up with, hon. You’re the sexiest woman on the planet and I’m enjoying myself too. I’ll talk to you later.”


We said bye to each other one more time and then hung up. Her letting me know that Kyle didn’t think I was some kind of weirdo helped a bit. I was really worried about what she wanted to tell me after she got home. I had a pretty strong hunch and, if I was right, I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. Have I really been her cuckold for the last 30 years. If I have been, I had a feeling that I might not even be angry, and was certain that no matter what it was, it wouldn’t change anything about our marriage. I couldn’t imagine my life without Amy.


At about 4:00 that afternoon, I got another text from Amy. There was a link to her Google drive account and the text ‘I think Brian was watching through the rear view mirror. ;) We should be home by 4:30.’ I downloaded the video and put my ear buds in, then clicked play.


The video started by looking forward in the truck. I could see Mark and Carrie obviously sleeping in the seats in front of Amy, and the drivers eyes looking back through the mirror at the camera. I assumed that was Brian, and wondered what it was that he was seeing. I inferred that Jake was in the passenger seat and it looked like he was sleeping too, because I could see his head resting both on the side of his seat and on the inside of the car door.


The camera then turned around and moved lower in elevation until my wife’s face was in the frame. Her right arm was draped over Kyle’s torso and her right hand was wrapped around the base of his cock. The top two thirds of his incredibly thick member was snuggled against the side of her face. The camera showed a perfect view of the underside of Kyle’s dick. The head was shiny with either her saliva or his precum, or more likely it was both. She was smiling wickedly at the camera. Her face was positioned over Kyle’s abdomen and he was laying almost flat on the car seat. Amy must have somehow had her knees and butt off the rear seat of Brian’s SUV to be in that position.


She backed her head up a little bit and angled Kyle’s cock down and placed the head of his cock in her mouth and started stroking him quickly and after only maybe 10 seconds, I heard Kyle whisper to her that he was going to cum. At that point she opened her mouth and tilted her head back slightly, letting the head of his dick just rest on her bottom lip as his orgasm came. Despite the fact that her mouth was open, I could clearly see that she was smiling.


I saw in vivid detail Kyle’s cum spring from his cock as he grunted quietly, glazing my wife’s tongue and instantly coating it white. Amy slowly stroked his cock throughout his orgasm, making sure that the head of his cock stayed on her bottom lip. I was able to see that before each spurt of cum, the base of his cock would contract, pulling his left testicle slightly up toward his belly. Each time it happened, I swear I could see his urethra swell all along the length of his cock, followed immediately by another stream of thick white fluid flying into my wife’s mouth. One stream would hit her tongue. The next would hit the roof of her mouth. The next would coat her teeth. All the while she was letting each spurt pool in her mouth. It seemed to be happening in slow motion.


After seven or 8 full spurts, it slowed to a flow with each contraction of his kegel muscle, and finally to a dribble. Amy milked his cock with two or three tightly gripped strokes of his dick, making sure to get as much as possible into her mouth. When he finally seemed to stop, she brought the camera a little closer and angled it as well as she could to show the pool of his cum. It had totally submerged her tongue. She backed the camera up to it’s previous spot with her eyes staring directly at the camera. It seemed with her look that she knew everything I was thinking and feeling at that moment. She knew I was feeling jealousy and doubt, and loss of control and desire. She knew she could do with me as she pleased. I loved everything about that look she gave me. I loved her.


Amy finally closed her mouth and smiled, resting the head of Kyle’s dick on her lips. She kept her stare directly at the camera as she swallowed all that cum in one gulp. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out at me just to prove she swallowed it all. She gave a little wave with her hand to me and then stopped the video. In total, it was a 34 second video. But oh man what a ride over that short time!


Given that I only saw the end of things, I wondered how long she had


been sucking his dick before she started recording. What did the driver see? Did she let him watch Kyle cumming into her mouth? Did she walk across the beach to the water naked with Kyle’s cum all over her body? What was it that she needed to tell me in person? I was really intrigued by that one. I desperately wanted to ask her these questions. I couldn’t wait to see her again. Unfortunately I had more work to do still and I wouldn’t get a chance for at least another couple hours. I did my best to silence my mind and concentrate on work.
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I walked in the back door carrying the Chinese takeout I had brought home with me, both terrified and titillated at what I might walk in on. I had spent the last two hours replaying the videos my wife had sent me earlier in the day while she was at the beach. I had played the video of her stroking Kyle and letting him cum in her mouth probably twenty times. Only very rarely had she swallowed my cum. I think it might have been a couple years into our relationship before she did it the first time. I was a little jealous that she had done so with Kyle only the second time they had any real sexual contact.


I realize now, given what she told me about her past, it was simply a matter of me asking. I felt a real sense of loss at what could have been over the past 29 and a half years. What a fucking naive jackass I’ve been! I was determined not to miss out now, even though things were progressing quickly and I was feeling overwhelmed.


Not even a month ago, my life was normal. I was a well-to-do software engineer with a loving wife who I adore. We were settling comfortably into middle age. Suddenly a little bit of accidental nudity turned my life upside down with the discovery that I liked surreptitiously watching my wife sexually tease Kyle. I was completely out of my element. I had no idea what to expect, nor what Amy expected of me. I guessed we’d figure it out together.


I hung my keys on the hook by the back door and set the food on the table. As I was pulling Kyle’s beef broccoli out of the bag, Amy stepped out of the bathroom naked with a towel wrapped around her head. Her eyes brightened when she saw me and she met me in the kitchen, where we hugged and exchanged a long, passionate kiss as my hands explored her wonderful curves.


When the kiss broke, she said “I just got out of the shower. I had to wash the lake smell off.”


“From the video I saw, that wasn’t all you needed to wash off.” I jabbed good naturedly with a smile.


She gave me a playful slap on the arm and said “Yeah well I bet you’ll be jerking off to that for years to come, my pervert of a man.” Her smile made my heart dance with joy. It always has that effect on me.


As I was groping one of Amy’s breasts, Kyle stepped out of the bathroom naked with a wet head and a semi-rigid cock. His face instantly turned red and he looked totally embarrassed as he saw me looking at him. I looked down at my wife, and she just looked up at me with a playful smile.


“Oh. Uh… hi John.” Kyle said, “I didn’t think you’d be home this early. I was just, uh, in the shower. I had to, uh…”


“Wash the lake smell off?” I finished for him.


“Uh… yeah. I’m really sorry. I’d have come out with some clothes on if I’d known you were here.” He covered his crotch with his hands.


Amy looked at me and said, almost matter-of-factually, “It was just a friendly shower together. I hope you’re not too upset, babe, but it was all in good fun.” A mischievous glint was in her eyes.


Ugh. What have we gotten ourselves into? I wasn’t even upset at my wife for showering with this young man. I found that I liked wondering what might have transpired while they were in the shower together. I let out a sigh and said “No worries hon. A little hanky-panky among friends is okay with me. And no worries either, Kyle, on being naked. Nakedness around this house is okay too, I guess.”


Amy said “Yeah. No need to be bashful, Kyle. John has already seen plenty of your dick. He told me how hot it was to watch that video of you cumming all over me at the beach. Didn’t you, John?” She looked at me the way a cat looks at a mouse it’s playing with just before shredding it.


I wasn’t sure what she was doing. I had never seen my wife this eager to embarrass me. Or maybe, I thought, she wasn’t doing it to embarrass me, but rather just to get us comfortable with sexual ideas around each other. After all, it’s one thing to see other guys naked in the locker room, it’s another entirely to be present when another guy has an erection. All I knew was that I liked the mix of embarrassment and attraction to my wife’s assertiveness.


Neither Kyle nor I met each other’s eyes. I said “Well, yeah. I guess I did say that. But it’s kinda embarrassing hon, saying it in front of Kyle.”


“Oh nonsense!” she said. “There’s no need to be embarrassed. We’re all adults here, and we’re doing very adult things. We can at least acknowledge what it is we like. Kyle, You’re standing here naked in front of my husband… it’s ok to show us that beautiful dick of yours…” Only after Kyle relaxed his arms and exposed his cock did Amy continue, “I’ll ask you right here in front of my husband, did you enjoy sliding your cock up and down on my pussy and cumming all over me?”


“Uhh, well of course I did. You’re hot as fuck, Amy. But I’m with John. This is a little embarrassing to talk about in front of him.”


“Men.” She said, shaking her head in disbelief. “You men are such odd creatures. You’ll totally deny what you enjoy in the name of preserving your masculinity.” She looked at me as she continued. “Well I for one am happy to tell both of you that I really enjoyed the feeling of Kyle’s cock on my pussy. I enjoyed feeling his cum spurt onto my body. I enjoyed the feeling of his hard cock in my mouth and feeling his cum hit my tongue while in the back of Brian’s truck. I really enjoyed riding his face to a fantastic orgasm in the shower not even ten minutes ago. Be honest, John. Just now listening to me, what were you feeling?”


My cock had stirred in my pants as she talked. My mind conjured up images of Amy and Kyle in the shower together… Amy letting his hands wander wherever they wanted… Kyle on his knees as my wife stood over him with water from the shower head splashing on her back, her pussy firmly planted on his mouth… a leg up on the side of the tub to grant him better access, her calf and thigh muscles flexing with every move… her flat belly bucking upwards and ass muscles flexing as his tongue brought her to climax… I glance over in Kyle’s direction and could also see that Kyle’s cock had also firmed up a bit.


“It turned me on.” I said.


“That’s what I thought. And doesn’t it make you feel better to know that it obviously turned Kyle on too?” She smiled and pointed over at his cock, which was now pointing straight out.


I chuckled and Kyle laughed nervously. I said “Okay. Okay. I get your point hon. I’ll try not to be so uptight.”


“Great!” she said. “Now go get out of your work clothes and we’ll eat dinner.”


I went to the bedroom and changed into some sweats. I could hear Amy and Kyle talking quietly as they set the table with silverware and finished unpacking the takeout. When I went back out to the kitchen. They were both sitting at the table waiting on me. They were still naked. Well, I guess if they’re comfortable with it.


“What are you doing?” Amy asked.


“Huh?”


“You just said you were going to try not to be so uptight. We can all eat dinner naked. It’s no big deal, babe.” She looked at me and Kyle looked at her.


“Oh. Yeah… Well, I guess I didn’t realize you expected me to get naked. I thought I was just changing out of my work clothes. I’ll be back.” I went back into the bedroom and undressed. I came back out feeling a bit self conscious. Those two were in great physical shape and I had a little bit of flab around my waist, not to mention my dick looked nowhere near as impressive as Kyle’s. I walked around to my seat and sat down at our small table, noticing Amy looking at my dick as I walked and I even saw Kyle glance down at it. Kyle sat opposite me and Amy was to my left and to Kyle’s right.


We all dug into our respective meals. Despite an awkward start to the dinner, we all relaxed as a few minutes went by and conversation started flowing more naturally. Talk, of course, eventually turned to sex and we got to talking about the crazy things people can do when they’re horny. Amy steered the conversation that way, and started with her own story.


“Oh my god you guys, when puberty hit, it was like I turned into a sex fiend overnight! I couldn’t keep my hands off myself. I used anything that I thought would fit to fuck myself with… hair brush handles, jump rope handles, all the family toothbrushes. One time I tried backing onto the doorknob on my closet door…”


“Wait what? You tried fucking your doorknob?!” I said, incredulous.


“Well I wasn’t successful. It was way too awkward to try and stand on an old dollhouse and get into the right position to get a doorknob into my pussy.” She said with good humor, and we all laughed.


Kyle asked what else she might have done.


“Well, I humped my pillows, the arms of our couch and chair, pretty much anything I could straddle, I tried humping it. The washing machine was one of my favorites. I fell in love with the spin cycle. My dad caught me doing it once, and of course I couldn’t be like a normal kid standing there in my pajamas or sweats with my belly just pressed against one corner of the washing machine while I’m doing the laundry. No. Sex crazed me had all my clothes off, arched backward into a kind of reverse ‘C’ so that I could get as much of my pussy pressed against the metal as possible. I was so involved with what I was doing and my pussy was feeling so good, that I didn’t notice that my dad had come down into the basement. So I’m just standing there like that, pressed against the washer with my eyes closed and head back. I can feel my belly and breasts vibrating with the machine, and I have an incredible orgasm and right in the middle of it I hear my dad yell ‘JESUSFUCKINGCHRIST Amy! What the fuck?! I don’t need to be seeing that! Do that in your bedroom with the door closed!’”


We all bust a gut laughing and Kyle said “Oh man, that had to be humiliating. What’d you say?”


Amy said “Well at first I jumped so high from fright that I nearly hit the ceiling! Then I did my best to cover my tits and crotch with my clothes as I blurted out an apology, and then just stood there humiliated, and exposed… and feeling so good in my loins all at the same time. For his part, my dad was really cool about it. After I apologized, he stood there looking at me for a few seconds… not in a sexual way at all. He wasn’t perving on me or anything. He looked at me with understanding and compassion, and even though I was mortified, I felt like my dad truly understood. Like he knew that we’re all just people, and sometimes people do weird shit. He said he was sorry for startling and embarrassing me. He said next time he’d make sure to yell down to give me a warning. He said his toolbox could wait and went back upstairs. I think it was two months before I got myself off with the washing machine again. I did it with my clothes on from then on, though.”


She laughed at the memory. Kyle and I laughed with her. She went on “I always wondered if that experience helped shape my attitude toward sex, or maybe I was just born with the sex drive of a man… Either way, after that I always felt a special connection to my dad, even through the divorce. He always ‘got’ me. It felt good to have someone like that. I should have let you in all those years ago, babe. I’m sorry it’s just now in the last month I’m letting you see ‘the real me’. My dad understood. I should have known that others could too. I was just afraid of scaring you off. I didn’t want to lose you.”


I said “You never told me that before, hon. We haven’t gone to visit your dad in a while. I think we’re due for a trip to California soon. And as far as losing me… I was yours to do with as you please from the first sentence we spoke to each other. I was hopelessly in love with you back then. And I’m hopelessly in love with you now.” We smiled and held each other’s hands. Kyle was quiet, but he looked at her and I, and I could see true affection. He was a guy who grew up with us, after all. We loved him too.


I took a bite of my orange chicken. Kyle spoke up. “I’ve got a couple stories about being too horny and doing weird shit. Both I’m embarrassed about, but if you can share that story with us, Amy, I can share mine.”


“I can’t wait!” Amy said gleefully.


“I’ll do the least embarrassing one first. Ok, promise not to laugh, you guys.”


“We promise.” I assured him.


He took a deep breath to steady his nerves. “As John, and pretty much any other guy… and I guess you too Amy…” He stopped for a second as Amy and I chuckled, then continued “As any of us know, hormones go haywire as soon as puberty hits. From the age of 12 till, well… I guess now, my dick gets hard at the slightest breeze…”


This time Amy interjected “Boy don’t I know it.” and we all laughed.


Kyle continued, “So before I got physically involved with girls or anything. I had no outlet for all this sexual energy and a guy can only jerk off for so long before he wants to try something else… remember you promised not to laugh… so I sucked my own dick.”


His statement hung in the air. The surprise was plain on Amy’s face. It was almost comical and I might have laughed at her, but didn’t want Kyle to think I was laughing at him. After a few seconds of silence, Amy blurted out “Holy shit! Guys can do that?!”


I said “Well most guys can’t. I must confess that I tried when I was younger too, for very much the same reasons as Kyle. I couldn’t do it. I’m jealous as hell, Kyle.” I gave him a smile. I could see the relief wash over his face. He wasn’t alone. He wasn’t a freak.


Amy said “Holy Shit! You too babe?”


I just looked at her and shrugged with a smile. I said “What guy hasn’t tried?”


She laughed and said “Well I guess if I had some hard pointy appendage sticking out the front of my body, I might try too.”


“So how did it happen? How did you know you could?” Amy asked Kyle.


Kyle answered “You guys know that I spent four years on the gymnastics team in high-school. During gymnastics we did all kinds of work on flexibility and by my sophomore year, I realized that there were positions where my head was pretty close to my crotch. So one day I’m naked in my bedroom with the door closed and I’m horny as hell and my cock is pointing straight up at my face, and I wonder if I can touch it with my tongue. I do a couple warm-up stretches and then sit on my bed and bend over, pulling up against the back of my thighs. I was able to touch the tip of my dick with my tongue! That got me all excited and I sat up straight to relax my back muscles and I ended up just stroking my cock a few times and cum shot all over my chest and belly.”


“That’s technically not sucking your own dick.” Amy said. “You just licked it.” She smiled at him and took a bite of her shrimp fried rice.


“Yeah you’re right.” Kyle chuckled. “But I tried again a couple days later. This time I was on my bed and I got into the plow position…”


“Plow position?” I asked.


“It’s a yoga position.” Amy answered. “It’s a position where you’re on your back and throw your legs up over and past your head, curling your spine so that your crotch is, or at least can be, right over your face. You’d know that if you went to the gym with me once in a while.” She gave me a playful smile.


Kyle continued, “So anyway, I’m there on my bed with my dick hanging directly over my face. I’m hard as a rock and horny as hell and for whatever reason I’m thinking it’s a good idea to suck my own cock. This time I’m reaching up and grabbing the back of my thighs to pull my hips down toward my face. I pull down, and just like that, the head of my dick touches my lips. I pull down a little further, and the head of my dick slides into my mouth. Man I’m embarrassed to say this, especially in front of you, John.”


I replied “No worries, Kyle. I’m still jealous of what you’re describing. I tried doing the same thing. I just didn’t know I was in the plow position.”


Amy said “So you’re laying there all horny with your dick in your mouth. What did you do when you came?”


Kyle replied, “I was really horny, remember, and when I finally came, I just kind of…”


He had a hard time finishing the sentence. That’s a tough thing to admit to others the first time. Amy finished it for him. “Oh my god! You came in your own mouth, didn’t you? That is so fucking hot!”


“Well, yeah.” His face was going red.


“Did you swallow it?” Amy asked, staring at him intently.


“Um… uh… yeah.” He said meekly.


“Oh. My. GOD! That is so fucking sexy, Kyle. Did you ever try it again?” She asked.


“Yeah I have. I’m embarrassed to say it, but I kind of made it a regular thing.”


“No way!” she said. “And you always swallow?”


“Well, uh, yeah. There’s no cleanup involved.” We all laughed.


“When is the last time you did it?” I asked.


“Maybe three weeks ago.”


“So you’re still doing it. Fucking hot! Do you think later tonight, you can show me how you do it?” Amy asked.


“Sure. I guess.”


“One more question…” Amy said. “What’s more embarrassing than admitting you suck your own dick?”


“Oh yeah. The second thing…” he said. “I guess as far as regular teenage behavior it’s not really too far out of the ordinary, but it’s embarrassing for me because it has to do with you, Amy.”


“Oh really?” Amy said. “Color me intrigued. Go on.” she said with a smile.


“You guys have always been a part of my life and before puberty, you were just the Amy I always knew and loved. After puberty hit, I saw you with new eyes and realized just how fucking hot you were. I’ve had a crush on you since I was twelve Amy, and what’s going on now between us is a dream come true for me. Thanks to both of you for including me in this. Anyway, I was over here one day hanging out with Abby. I was maybe 18 or so. You were home and John was at work. You had Abby doing the laundry. So I’m in the basement with Abby while she’s doing the laundry and you called her back upstairs for something. She was gone for a few minutes and I got bored. I don’t know why I did it, but I snooped through the hamper that was sitting there. I found a pair of your panties. At least I hope they were yours. They were thong. I guess Abby could have been wearing thong at 17, but I just assumed they were yours.”


“They were.” Amy said. “I don’t remember seeing Abby in thongs until she was at least 18.”


“Whew!” Kyle said. “That would have been awkward. Anyway, thinking that those panties had been so close to your pussy, I put them to my nose to see if I could smell your, uh… scent.”


I could see that Amy was actually getting turned on. One of her hands was below the table. I had a good guess where it was. She hadn’t touched her food in a few minutes.


“Were you able to smell me?” She asked huskily.


“Yeah, but only very faintly. It was enough though. I got hard, and I don’t know what came over me, but I pulled out my dick and quickly jerked off and came into your panties. Since they were just thong, I pretty much coated every bit of the fabric and cum was still all over my hand as well. Just as soon as I got done cumming, I heard Abby start back down the stairs. I quickly threw your panties into the hamper and wiped my hand off on the lower part of my jeans.


She came around the corner and didn’t notice anything, so I thought I was in the clear. She starts chatting to me as her hand digs into the hamper to continue separating whites from colors. Well your soaked thong is right on top, and she picks it up real carefully and says ‘What the fuck is this?’ I’m just looking at her all sheepish, I guess, and she makes the connection and goes ‘Oh my god! You did this. You jerked off in my mom’s underwear.’ and then she says… well she said a couple other things… and then said I was lucky she wasn’t going to tell on me and now I owed her a favor. She,uh, held that over my head for a while.”


Since Abby was in the story, it kind of broke the horny spell on Amy, but we both chuckled at the end. Amy told him that he was a perv, but she liked that in her men. Kyle went back to eating.


<hr pg=“2” />Amy said “Your turn John. What’s your ‘so horny that you do stupid shit’ story?”


I said “Well like Kyle, I tried sucking my own dick, but I couldn’t. That did result in me spraying my face with cum though. I had it in my hair, in my nose, all over my lips and cheeks and in my mouth.”


“That doesn’t count.” Amy said. “Kyle already used that story. You have to give us something else.” A mischievous look came over her.


“Well, other than jerking off all the time and getting cum on probably everything in my bedroom, I can’t really think of anything in particular.”


“I can think of something.” Amy said. “It happened just last Friday right here in this kitchen. In fact we were eating takeout from the same restaurant that we are right now.”


Oh fuck. She wants me to tell that story. I wasn’t sure I wanted to. “I dunno hon. That’s kind of embarrassing.”


“I’m sure it’s no more embarrassing than me getting caught cumming on the washing machine, or Kyle cumming in my panties and sucking his own dick. I think I even have some video of it. Kyle, you want to see this video I took?” She reached for her phone.


“Ok. I’ll tell the story.” I said before her hand got to her phone. I wasn’t all that worried about him seeing me on the video. I was worried about him realizing that there was a hidden camera up on the cabinet.


I tried to get it over with as quickly as possible. “Long story short… Amy jerked me off onto my plate of orange chicken.”


“That’s not all.” Amy said. “Tell him what we were talking about as I stroked your cock.”


Damn. She wanted me to suffer. “We were talking about your sexual history.”


“Yep.” She said. “Kyle, did you know I had sex with 14 men before meeting John? And do you know what John said when I told him?” Kyle shook his head no. She continued, “He said it turned him on to imagine me fucking those other men, didn’t you John?”


“Yeah.” I agreed. I was getting red in the face.


“What else did I tell you?”


“You told me about all the other guys you would give blowjobs to, or jerk them off.”


“That’s right. And did you like that too?”


“Yeah. I did.” Kyle and I couldn’t look at each other. I think he might have been feeling a little bad for me, seeing Amy torture me like this.


“And what about the best part? What did you do after I stroked all that cum out of you onto your plate?”


“I ate the rest of my food with all that cum on it.”


“Did you like it?”


“Yes.” I said flatly.


“Why?”


“I was watching you masturbate as I did, and it was just so fucking sexy thinking about you with all those other men…”


“You know what I want to do?” she asked.


“What?” I replied. Kyle was quiet, and even looked uncomfortable.


“I want to repeat that?”


I thought about it. It was really fucking amazing the last time we did it. Doing it in front of Kyle might be awkward, but why should he get to have all the fun with my wife. I decided to give it a try if she wanted. I had just a couple bites remaining of orange chicken on my plate as I stood up. My cock was already hard and leaking precum. I looked from her to Kyle. Both were looking at me. Finally, Amy said “That’s a nice looking cock babe and it’s hot to see that you’re already hard thinking about me with other men, but I was talking about Kyle.” She turned and looked at him with a smile. I sat back down.


Kyle, surprised, said “What, me?”


“Yes you. I want to feel your cock in my hand. I want to let my husband watch me make you cum.”


“In my food? And you want me to eat it?” Kyle asked.


“No. I want to see you drink it.” Amy said, and walked to the cabinet, pulled out a shot glass, and sauntered back. She placed the shot glass in front of Kyle.


“Is that a problem? It’s the least you could do as repayment for cumming into my underwear.” Amy said. Now she was torturing him.


“Well… Uh… I guess so.” He hesitated and then slowly stood.


To my surprise, he was also already hard and leaking precum. His incredibly thick cock was pointing somewhere over my head. Amy scooted her chair over next to Kyle. She moved the shot glass under the head of his dick. I watched in rapt attention.


“Are you sure you’re ok?” Amy asked me. It wasn’t a sexy or sultry question. She was giving me an opportunity to stop this if I wanted to. I nodded my head in the affirmative.


She wrapped her left arm around his right leg. I could see her fingers on his inner thigh just under his balls. She grabbed his dick with her right hand and started stroking it. His precum immediately started falling in strands from the head of his dick. She rubbed her hand over the head of his dick, getting it slick with his fluid. His cock started glistening with wetness as she worked her hand up and down. Then it would dry and she’d get some more from the head of his cock and make it wet again.


My eyes never left her hand touching his cock. His testicles were swinging to the rhythm of her strokes. I couldn’t see a single hair on them. I could see how her hand couldn’t come close to wrapping all the way around his girth. I watched as the opening of his urethra would stretch open from the surface tension my wife’s hand created as she stroked down toward the base, and then assume its normal shape on the way up and then close tightly as her thumb and forefinger crested over the glans. I could see just how close my wife’s face was to his hip and how her cheek would graze it occasionally. I could see the desire in her eyes as she looked at his cock just inches away from her face. This was so much more intense than watching on video.


I didn’t look up at Kyle’s face. I couldn’t look up at his face. I didn’t think he viewed this as some sort of competition thing between us. But what if I saw triumph, or smugness, or derision as he looked down on me a mere 48 inches across the table. I didn’t think I could deal with that. I’d have ended it right then and there. I was fine with Amy dominating me a bit, but not him. It’d be over. No cameras, no young lover staying at our house. None of it. And I’d just have to live with the fact that my wife stepped out occasionally… or maybe even often… to get herself some extramarital dick.


Amy looked back and watched me watching her hand. She got an amused smile on her face and said “You like watching me touch and stroke this big cock, don’t you?”


“Yeah hon. I do.” My voice was trembling. Every nerve in my body was sending a flood of sensory data to my poor, overloaded brain.


She looked at me, then at his dick, then back at me. “Did you like seeing that video of his cock on my lips as his cum filled my mouth?” She leaned her head over so that the head of his cock was touching her cheek. His precum glistened near the corner of her mouth as she said the words.


I was having a hard time forming words. My mouth was dry. “Yes” was all I could muster.


My wife turned her head to the left as she angled Kyle’s cock toward her face. He adjusted position so that his torso was about 45 degrees toward her, leaving it angled 45 degrees toward me. She covered the left side of his cockhead with her lips, then opened her mouth and licked the precum from his urethra.


She looked up at Kyle and said “Kyle, do you want me to suck your cock?” She didn’t break eye contact with him and continued stroking him with his cock pressed against her lips.


He was obviously getting into it. I had already heard a couple quiet utterances of ‘oh’ or ‘uhh’. His stomach muscles were tight and I could see every single one. His hips were set forward and angled up. His hands were back on his ass cheeks.


He replied “Ohmygod yes Amy. You suck my cock so good.”


He seemed to catch himself. He must have realized he just said he loves the way Amy sucks cock while her husband was across the table, because he quickly added “oh… I’m so sorry John. I didn’t mean anything by it. I wasn’t trying to be disrespectful. Amy just feels so good and she’s so sexy…”


I looked up at him. There was no smugness. He was genuinely concerned about my feelings. He’s a good kid. I’m glad Amy picked him to do this with.


I replied “Don’t worry about it Kyle. I know you don’t mean any disrespect. Just be yourself and have fun.”


Amy looked over at me with the head of his penis on her lips and smiled wickedly before taking him into her mouth. Kyle moaned. As she sucked him, she placed her right hand against his groin with the base of his dick tucked into the ‘V’ made with her thumb and forefinger. Her left hand was on his hip. I watched as she sucked and licked him. I can attest that watching your wife pop another man’s testicle out of her mouth and licking up the length of his cock is incredibly arousing.


She teased and sucked his cock with her mouth, taking breaks when her jaw would tire and just stroke him. At one point she made a show of rubbing the head and shaft of his dick slowly around her face, never breaking eye contact with me.


She said, “You won’t be able to kiss me, babe, without your lips touching a spot where Kyle’s cock has touched. Does that bother you?”


“No, but I could still kiss your neck or breasts or arms or belly.” I replied with a smile. Both of them laughed.


Amy quickly rubbed his cock on all the aforementioned locations. Her movements were exaggerated and meant to be a joke. When she got to her breasts though, she squeezed her 34c’s together around Kyle’s dick and let him fuck her tits, hitting her chin with the tip of his dick on each stroke. After a minute she stopped and grabbed his dick and held it.


“Anywhere else, babe?”


“Well there are a lot of places his dick still hasn’t touched.” I said.


“By the end of the night there won’t be.” She said and smiled lecherously. “Will you still want to kiss me?”


I smiled back. “Yes. I will always want to kiss you, hon.”


“Kyle, I think John might be looking forward to tasting your cock on my lips later when he kisses me. Does that bother you?”


“No.” Kyle said.


“Why don’t we get the first time out of the way now? Come over here and kiss me, babe.” She rested Kyle’s cock on her tongue and looked at me, milking precum out with her hand.


I wasn’t going to argue. I stood and started to make my way around the table. A strand of my own precum was stretched from the tip of my penis to my upper thigh. I got to where she was sitting and bent over a little, expecting her to come up and meet me for a kiss. My head was right next to Kyle’s right shoulder.


She stroked him for another ten seconds. His fluid was all over her tongue and lips. She stopped stroking and turned her head toward me, keeping her mouth open and sticking her tongue out further. Precum stretched from the corner of her mouth to Kyle’s cock for a second before breaking and dangling both from her chin and the tip of his penis. She grabbed the back of my head with both hands and pulled me down to her for a long passionate kiss.


I could taste him on her tongue and on her lips. I could smell him on her face… maybe it was just him I smelled, because I realized that my face was now no more than six inches from the tip of his dick. I was surprised to note that he didn’t try to pull himself away to a safer distance. The sensory stimulus was intoxicating. I definitely liked what was happening. Amy did too because our tongues danced together in a way they hadn’t in a long time. As we kissed, her free hand wandered up my leg and gave my cock a few gentle strokes.


When our kiss broke, I stood upright and looked down at her. She still had a hand wrapped around Kyle’s dick and also had the other around mine. She leaned over and put me in her mouth for a few seconds then licked up the precum that had run down to my testicles and thigh. She felt so fucking good.


“Did you taste Kyle’s cock?” She asked me.


“Yes.” I said.


“Did you like it?”


“Yes. I did.”


“I thought you might like it.” To Kyle, she said “I bet you never thought you’d hear John talking about liking the taste of your jizz on my lips, did you?”


Kyle replied “No, I guess not. But it’s cool. I don’t mind.” He made eye contact with me and smiled. I returned the smile.


Amy put my cock in her mouth for a second and then said to me “Babe, you can go back and sit down.”


To Kyle she said “Kyle, give me some warning a few seconds before you cum. I don’t want you accidentally shooting it across the table and putting poor John’s eye out.” He and I laughed.


“I will. I promise.” Kyle said.


I did as she asked. Before I had even taken a step, she had his member in her mouth and was stroking and bobbing her head quickly. I sat and watched every move. She gradually picked up pace. At one point, she buried her face in his balls, licking every square inch of his scrotum as his cock rested on her forehead and in her beautiful auburn hair.


She said “God I love the way your hairless balls feel on my lips. You are sexy as fuck, Kyle.”


She went back to paying attention to the head of his cock. Kyle’s breathing was getting fast and shallow, and he was uttering lots of ooohs and ahhhs. He was getting close. She turned him so that he was facing the table again. His cock was pointing right at me as Amy furiously pumped him with her hand. Her hand was wet with his precum and the sound of her slick hand sliding on his cock flooded my ears. She looked directly at me and didn’t break eye contact. The shot glass was directly under the head of his dick.


After another 30 seconds or so at that pace, Kyle finally said “Oh my god Amy, you feel so good. I’m gonna cum.”


Amy smiled wickedly at me as she quickly covered the head of his dick with the shot glass just as the first spurt flew out and coated the inside of it. I looked on in awe as she continued stroking him and he continued cumming inside the shot glass. Despite the fact that he had already cum twice today, the amount he produced was so much more than any of my orgasms ever produced, even when I was his age. I watched seven full, thick, ropes of cum spurt into that little container and even after that, cum was still flowing out of him. Finally, it had slowed to just a small glob when Amy milked toward his glans with her hand. She shook off what she could and wiped the head of his dick across the edge of the shot glass.


Kyle was panting and recovering, standing at the table with his cock now laying on the table surface with the last of his cum pooling around the head as it leaked out. He finally realized his dick was on the table and stepped back and sat down.


“Oh man. That was great, Amy. You are so sexy.” Kyle said.


“I had fun too, Kyle. I love playing with your dick. It feels so good in my hand. Now what are we going to do about this shot glass?”


We all looked at it. It was at least half full of Kyle’s cum. How the hell did he do that? I remembered my Google search when talking to Amy a couple weeks ago. The average volume a guy produces per orgasm is anywhere from three to five milliliters. I happen to know that the shot glass Amy got from the cabinet is a one ounce shot glass. I also am aware of the conversion of 1 ounce to 30 milliliters. That means what Kyle just produced is at least 15 milliliters… three times the average guy… And this is already his third orgasm today! I wondered if he could fill it if he waited two or three days before having another orgasm.


I glanced over at Kyle. I didn’t want to make eye contact with him because I knew what Amy wanted him to do, and drinking your own cum in front of another guy, especially if you’ve never done anything like that, is probably an uncomfortable proposition. I of course wouldn’t think anything negative of him. On the contrary, it would help validate me with all of my cum I’ve had to drink this past month. If another guy is doing it, then I’m not such a weirdo.


Kyle was indeed looking a little uncomfortable, like he wasn’t sure he wanted to do it anymore. Amy could see it too. She gave him a sympathetic pat on the shoulder and looked over at me.


“What do you think, babe, should I give him a reprieve?”


What the fuck!? She never gave me a reprieve. But I never wanted one either.


“Yeah. I guess. Don’t make the poor guy do it if he doesn’t want to.”


“It’s not that I don’t want to,” Kyle said. “well I don’t really WANT to, but it’s not a real big deal if I did…I suck my own dick and swallow my cum, remember. But doing it in front of you, John, is harder than I thought it would be.”


I said “Don’t worry about it Kyle. If you are uncomfortable, then don’t do it. I’d hate for you to be doing something you don’t want to do. This is supposed to be fun for all of us.”


“I’m glad to hear you say that, babe.” Amy said. “You know what I think would be fun for all of us?” A devilish glint flashed in her eyes as she slowly slide the shot glass across the table until it rested in front of me.


Well wasn’t this a turn! Now I was the one looking uncomfortable, but that discomfort was part of the fun for me, wasn’t it? As I sat there looking at that shot glass with another man’s cum in it, my dick was hard because I just witnessed my own wife milk all that thick white goo out of him with her own hands…I was able to rationalize that it was her that had produced all that cum. It would have been totally different if Amy took no part and Kyle had jerked off into it and placed the shot glass full of his cum in front of me. I imagine fisticuffs would have ensued if the latter case had happened. As it was, though, I had to admit to myself just how turned on I was and how curious I was to see what the contents of that glass felt and tasted like.


“You’re not going to make him drink that, are you?” Kyle asked Amy. He looked over at me with a look of sympathy on his face.


She smiled him and said “I’m not making him do anything. I’m helping him realize something about himself.” She then looked at me and said “Go ahead and tell him, John. Or do you want me to do it for you?” Her question was half taunt and half dare.


Fuck it, I decided. Don’t be so uptight, right? “It’s ok Kyle. I hope it doesn’t freak you out too much, but I’m ok with having to do this.”


“You have to?” Amy asked, almost harshly.


“Well no, I guess I don’t have to.” I admitted.


“So then you want to, right?” She helped me clarify.


I sighed. “Yes.”


“And what is it you want to do?” she asked.


I chuckled exasperatedly, and said “You have to make me say it, huh.”


“Yes. I’m getting a lot of pleasure from seeing you squirm, my sexy man.”


“Fine.” I said. “I want to find out what another man’s cum tastes like. Is that better?” I met her gaze with a defiant smile.


“Oh that’s much better, my love. Don’t you feel better having admitted it? Now there’s no awkwardness the next time and we can all just relax and enjoy each other.”


She was right, of course. And I did feel better having said it. It was like a weight lifted from my shoulders. “Yes. I guess I do feel a little better.”


She got up and pulled her chair way back from the table and then sat back down. I admired her form as moved. Her body was perfect. She’s approaching 50 and could easily pass for 30. How the hell did I get so lucky? She spread her legs wide and placed the index and middle finger of her right hand on her clit and started moving them in small circles. A look of relief washed over Kyle. I assumed it was because now he had something to look at besides me and a shot glass full of his sexual fluids. Amy watched me, waiting for me to start.


This is it. I’m really doing this… right in front of my wife… right in front of the guy she just jerked off. It’s not just a hint of his cum on her lips, or even a puddle of his precum on her tongue. This is a full load just sitting there in front of me. I was hard. I was looking forward to feeling the texture and taste of his cum in my mouth. What the fuck is wrong with me?


I picked up the shot glass and held it to my nose. I inhaled lightly, trying to detect any kind of scent. There was no strong scent of sex. There was almost no odor at all. I was barely able to pick up a hint of something I couldn’t describe, other than to associate it with ‘maleness’.


<hr pg=“3” />I looked Amy right in the eyes and held the glass up to her as if in a toast. Then I tilted my head back, opened my mouth, and poured the contents of the glass into my mouth from above. I noticed Kyle looking at me as well as Amy. I held the glas still so all the strands of cum could have a chance to fall. As it was, there was one long strand stretched from the glass to my mouth, with less viscous liquid dripping into my mouth and into my lips. I could feel all that cum in my mouth. I let it roll over my tongue so I could feel the thick texture. There was no strong bitter taste. It was actually quite a mild taste. It didn’t taste good, but it wasn’t bad either. There was so much of it that it felt like it coated the entire inside of my mouth. I finally swallowed, and then I had to swallow again, and I still felt like I had cum in the back of my throat.


Amy picked up her speed and said “Oh my god that is so hot, babe. Kyle, come over here and put your face between my legs. I need to cum.”


Kyle did as he was told. He got on his hands and knees and approached her. When his face was a few inches away from her crotch, she grabbed the back of his head with both hands and pulled him into her pussy. He started licking and sucking and Amy kept one hand on the back his head, and put her left leg up over his shoulder. She bored holes through me with her eyes as her body responded to his touch. It was so fucking sexy to watch!


I lowered the shot glass and licked the long strand that never dislodged from it, and then stuck my tongue into the glass and licked out any remaining semen while I watched my wife get eaten out by Kyle.


She looked at me and said “Ohhh… Babe his tongue feels so good. I don’t know why, but it is turning me on seeing you lick Kyle’s cum out of that shot glass while you watch him make me feel so good. Thank you for going along with this… oh yeah Kyle… just like that… don’t stop… I love you so much babe.”


“I love you too hon. And I’m not just going along. I’m having as much fun watching you as you are while you’re… uh… having it.”


“Do you like drinking another man’s cum, babe?” She asked.


“Yes.” I replied simply.


“Tell Kyle.” She said. That familiar evil smile formed at the corners of her mouth.


“Hon. Come on…” I protested.


“He doesn’t mind. It’s no big deal.” Kyle stopped using his tongue on my wife for a second and looked uncomfortable, but didn’t say anything.


I said “I’m sorry, Kyle. I hope Amy isn’t freaking you out too much with her perverted brain. But I am having fun doing this. It’s embarrassing as fuck doing it in front of you, but it’s a turn on at the same time. I hope you get what I mean. I really hope this doesn’t affect things between us outside of the bedroom… so to speak.”


Kyle said “No worries, John. I like it a whole lot more when I’m watching your wife swallow my cum, but watching you do it isn’t as bad as I thought it would be. And what happens in the kitchen, stays in the kitchen.” We all laughed and he went on, “No matter what happens during sex, you guys are still the John and Amy I love.”


“Thanks Kyle.” I said. “That makes me feel a lot better.”


“I hate to break up your bromance,” Amy chimed in, “but I need some attention from you Kyle.” She pulled his head back into her pussy and he went back to work.


It was so hot watching Amy’s stomach tense and release as Kyle licked her. Because she was facing me, Kyle’s butt was also facing me. I could see his cock and balls hanging and swinging, and even his asshole. Despite the fact that he came a few minutes ago, it looked like his dick was starting to grow.


“Babe, I want to see you fill that shot glass.” she said.


I grabbed the shot glass and got up and went over to where they were. I stood with my cock over Amy’s right shoulder and started slowly stroking myself. I could now see Kyle’s face. I watched his tongue work on my wife’s clitoris and occasionally wander down and into her pussy.


I bent over and kissed her. Her soft moans of pleasure as our lips and tongues merged drove me wild.


When I stood back up she said, “oh my God, babe. I can taste Kyle’s cum on you. That is so fucking sexy! I want to taste you. Put your dick in my mouth.”


I did. She felt like silk. I said “I’m not going to last long, hon. You have me so damn excited.”


She licked around the head and said “That’s ok babe. I just wanted a taste.” She went back to watching Kyle and moaning from what he was doing to her. I could tell she was close too.


“Did you fuck Kyle in the shower?” I asked as I stroked myself faster.


“Is it torturing you not knowing what I did with him in there?”


“Yes.” I said.


“But I can see that you like not knowing… wondering where he touched me, how many times I came, how many times he came. Am I right?”


“Yes.”


“If you want, I can let you keep wondering what happened in there.” She smiled and licked precum from the head of my dick.


“Tell me. Please.”


“Well I wanted to. I would have fucked the poor guy senseless, but Kyle said no, that it was his turn to make me feel good. I stroked and sucked him and got him hard. I could see that he wanted me so bad. But he still said no. We were kissing as the water was hitting us and his thick, beautiful, hard, cock was pressed against my belly. It felt so good. Then he got on his knees and ate my pussy so good babe… As good or better than you. I hope that doesn’t make you mad.”


Mad? Why would I be mad? He’s got nothing on me. Except he’s in perfect physical shape, has a longer dick than me, has a thicker dick than me… a thicker dick than everyone…, can seemingly last longer than me, apparently can eat her pussy as good as me or better… Why the hell would she ever want me again, sexually? Nothing really to be worried about.


“No hon. I’m not mad. I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself, and glad you’re sharing your experience with me.”


“Thank you babe. That means… unnnfff…oh god that feels so good Kyle. I’m gonna cum on your face soon… That means the world to me, John. I’m glad we’re doing this together.”


I continued masturbating as I watched Kyle between my wife’s legs. Seeing her derive such pleasure every time his tongue flitted over her clitoris drove me wild, and it only took me maybe 45 seconds before an orgasm washed over me. I covered the head of my dick with the shot glass just as Amy had done to Kyle’s just a few minutes ago, allowing it to catch my cum. Amy moaned with delight as she watched. When my orgasm was done, I scraped the excess cum on my dick into the glass. I looked at the fruits of my labor and I definitely had less than a sixth of the shot glass filled.


I held up the shot in toast to Amy again and poured the contents into my mouth.


Amy said “oh my God, babe, I don’t know why, but it’s such a turn on for me to watch you jerking off and swallowing cum while he is making me feel so fucking good. I’m cumming now Kyle! Ooohhh! Lick the rest of that cum out of that shot glass, babe!”


She took my softening cock into her mouth as I licked my cum out of the glass, and her thighs clasped tight to the sides of Kyle’s head and she bucked her hips up forcefully into his face as she came too. Her moans of ecstacy on my cock sent shivers up my spine. When her orgasm subsided, she released Kyle from her crotch and me from her mouth at the same time.


She pulled Kyle up to her for a long, heated kiss. When he straightened up, I could see that he was fully hard again. Sheesh! What I’d give to be 22 again! To my surprise, Kyle didn’t hesitate from kissing her back, despite the fact that I had my dick in her mouth just now.


When their kissing and groping were done, she patted him on the ass and said “Thanks. That felt wonderful. I’ll take care of this thing…” she wrapped a hand around his dick and gave it a playful jiggle… “properly later, if you want.”


“Fuck yeah I want!” He said and smiled. When he stood, I saw angry red marks on his knees where they made contact with the kitchen tile.


“Kyle, are you still hungry? You’ve still got a half a plate of food. In all the excitement, I think you forgot to eat dinner.” Amy said and smiled at him.


“No. I’m okay for now. Can I save it for later though?”


“Sure.” she said. “Why don’t you boys go relax in the living room and I’ll clean up in here.”


I went to the fridge and grabbed us a couple Fat Tire’s. I popped the caps with a bottle opener and handed one to Kyle, then we went out to the living room. He sat on the chair and I sat on the couch in Amy’s usual spot so I could sit close to Kyle. I had something I wanted to ask him and I didn’t want Amy to overhear. The fact that we were lounging naked in the living room seemed tame after what had happened in the kitchen just now and neither one of us seemed to mind. Kyle still had a semi erect cock that was very slowly deflating.


“Well, that was somethin’.” I said, referring to the action in the kitchen.


Kyle replied “Yeah. That was pretty intense. Hey John, the way Amy kind of… uh… well… she’s almost like a totally different person with you. They way she had you telling me you want to, um, well to swallow my cum… she was almost… uh…”


“Mean?” I finished for him, chuckling.


“Yeah.” he said. “Is that okay with you?”


“It’s complicated, Kyle. The short answer is yes, it’s okay with me. There’s a bit of both emotional pain and pleasure for me in what she says and gets me to admit, both to myself and to her… and to you too, I guess. It’s weird and fucked up, and if you don’t get it, I understand.”


“Actually, I think I do kind of get it. And just so you know, no matter what you say or do during sex is going to change what I think of you. Hell, I’ve sucked my own dick and swallowed my own cum probably a hundred times. Who am I to judge anyone about what they do in the bedroom. A little friendly swap of bodily fluids during sex never hurt anyone, right?” He gave me a genuine, friendly smile.


“Thanks Kyle. That means a lot. The same goes for me too. You’re a really good guy and I’m glad Amy picked you to do this with. Now I do have a question about something you said earlier when we were talking about embarrassing shit we’ve done.”


“Oh yeah. Well if you were wondering, I don’t even have to get into the plow position anymore. I can just bend over and get my dick into…”


“No no no. Not about that,” I said “Although that’s fucking impressive and I’m jealous as hell. I’d never leave the house if I could do that.” We both laughed.


I heard the water start running in the kitchen sink and dishes being placed into it. “When you were talking about Amy’s panties, you said Abby caught you and ‘held it over your head’. What did you mean by that?”


Suddenly he blushed and got quiet. It was almost comical to see that what was left of his erection disappeared almost instantly. “John, I don’t want to get Abby in trouble. And in this case, I don’t want to get myself in trouble either. Can we not talk about it?”


I chuckled and said “Kyle, how are you going to get in trouble with me? You just watched me drink that big fucking load of yours out of a shot glass and then jerk off into the same glass and drink that. And I promise not to say a word to Abby. I’m just curious, and I know my daughter and have my suspicions.”


“What are your suspicions?” he asked.


“Well, I suspect my daughter might have more of her mom’s genes in her than mine. She’s always been real close with her mom. I think she’s always had boys following her around, even before she had any idea about sex. You have always been around, but you two always were more like brother and sister. I’ve always kept my head buried in the sand because she’s my kid and I don’t want to think about what she might be doing in her bedroom and I never thought sex was necessarily bad. If she wanted to explore, so what? That’s what teens do. But I don’t think it would surprise me if Abby might do something like Amy just did when she’s older too. Am I getting warm at least?”


He met my gaze reluctantly. “Yeah. You might be getting warm.”


“She extorted you for sex, didn’t she?”


He slumped his shoulders dejectedly. “It wasn’t extortion. Yeah she said she’d tell if I didn’t, you know… but I kind of wanted to. I think you’re right about her being like Amy. Without giving too much detail, I’ll tell you this… We did it right down there in the basement while the washing machine was running. I hate to say this in front of you, John, but Abby is hot. And smart. And sexy…”


“Okay, okay. I get the point. And anyway, it’s a lot more appropriate for you to be having sex with my daughter than with my wife.” The truth was that Abby is beautiful. Thankfully she got her mother’s looks. It was probably why boys were at her beck and call her whole life. I worked hard trying to not picture Kyle’s huge dick anywhere near my daughter.


“What about Sam? Weren’t you going out with her by then?”


“It was just before I started going out with Sam.”


“Why didn’t you just date Abby then if you liked her so much?”


“Well, uh, we kind of did. For a couple months. I can’t believe you didn’t notice, but like you said, I was always over here anyway so unless you were looking for the clues, you might not have. Anyway, I fell for Abby. Hard. A couple weeks before I left for college, she broke my heart and said she met someone else.”


“Did she say she was breaking up with you?” I asked.


“Well now that you mention it, no, she didn’t. I just assumed. I mean what else was I supposed to think when she told me something like that? I got mad and yelled something mean at her and stormed out. It was probably not till the following summer that I talked to her again.”


“Maybe she was just trying to be honest with you and she didn’t want to break up. Think about what we all just did. I fucking hate to say this about my own daughter, but maybe Abby was trying to talk to you about her own… uh… sexual peculiarities. Maybe she liked you a lot too and was hoping to take you along for the same kind of ride that Amy is taking me on right now. I find myself wishing Amy had been honest with me right from the beginning. Maybe that’s what Abby was doing.”


“Yeah. I guess you could be right.”


“Next time you see Abby, maybe talk to her about it. I hope she’s not a sex crazed fiend like Amy, but if she is, you showing her some understanding could go a long way.” I took a swig of my beer. Kyle followed suit. He leaned back in the chair, pondering what we had talked about. I leaned back as well.


“Are you going to tell Amy about me and Abby?” He asked.


I replied “My guess is that she already knows. You know as well as me that those two are as thick as thieves. I’ll probably talk to her about it. If it’s news to her, I don’t think it’s going to affect her attraction to you, though.” We both took drinks from our beers.


After a minute, I looked over at him and said “So, I’m sitting here naked with a guy who’s had sex with my daughter, and will probably be fucking my wife later tonight. What a mindfuck for me, huh?” I gave him a friendly smile.


“I’m really sorry about that, John. I should have resisted Amy. But I really have had a crush on her and it’s difficult to tell her no.”


I laughed out loud. “Boy you’ve got that right! I haven’t been able to tell her no for the last 29 years.” He laughed too.


Amy came around the corner into the living room as we were laughing, carrying a glass of wine. The sight of her naked form took my breath away for the millionth time. “What are you two yucking it up about?” She smiled.


“Oh nothing.” I said. “We were just talking about you.”


“Well whatever he’s telling you about me, Kyle. It’s all lies. I’m really not that bad.” She gave me a playful swat to get me out of her seat. I moved over to my corner of the couch and Amy took her spot.


“Don’t worry Amy. John never has anything but good to say when it comes to you.”


“That’s because he’s a sweetheart.” She said and gave my thigh a couple pats.


Amy’s phone rang in the kitchen. She got up to go get it. I heard her say ‘Hey Allison. How’s it going?’ before coming back into the living room with her phone at her ear.


“Us? Uh, no. We’re just here hanging out with your son. We just got done with dinner… Now?… uh… sure! We’ll see you soon. Bye.”


She hung up the phone and said “Get dressed you two. Now! Jim and Allison are going to be here in minute. They’re pulling up now.”


We all scrambled to get dressed. We met back in the living room and had just sat down when the front door opened and they walked in. Allison was carrying a paper bag full to the brim with fresh vegetables. I took a quick look at Amy and Kyle. I got dressed with Amy, so I already knew she had on yoga pants and a t-shirt, with no bra or panties, and no socks. Her nipples were on full display through the fabric of the shirt.


Kyle managed to get into a pair of gym shorts and a t-shirt. It was plain to see he wasn’t wearing underwear either. The outline of his dick was obvious and from where I sat, I could see a testicle resting next to his thigh up the leg of his shorts. I was in sweats with no underwear. At least I had socks on. Jesus… We were so busted.


“Hi you guys.” Amy said.


“Hi.” Allison said cheerily and bent to kiss Kyle on the cheek. “I was at a farmer’s market this afternoon and they had such wonderful vegetables I figured I’d get some for you guys too. Aren’t you guys looking comfortable.” A comment directed at Amy’s tits. Jim had noticed them too. I caught him staring.


“Well, you know,” I said, “this is a second home to your kids, so we’re just lounging. You guys want a drink? Jim, you want a beer.” They both said yes. I got up and took the bag from Allison into the kitchen and got Jim a Fat Tire and Allison a glass of wine. I came out and handed them their drinks.


Amy said “Kyle, why don’t you get up so your parents can sit. You can come over here and sit by us.” She patted the empty cushion between Amy and myself.


Kyle got up and moved. Thankfully that monster dick of his didn’t fall out of his shorts. His parents sat in the oversized chair. It was really a small loveseat, so there was room enough for them both. Conversation started flowing. Jim and I talked about our jobs. Amy and Allison talked about other things. I felt bad for Amy. She didn’t have anyone to talk shop with. She tried a couple times to talk anthropological science with Allison, but Allison just wasn’t interested, despite the fact that Amy was putting everything into layman’s terms. She at least had me to talk to. I loved talking with her about her branch of science.


One beer turned into four or five. Everybody was having a good time. At one point Allison noticed the head of Kyle’s dick sticking out of his shorts. She said “Oh my god, Kyle! Put that thing back in your shorts!” Kyle got embarrassed and pulled the hem of his shorts lower to cover his manhood.


Allison continued. “Ugh. Men. Jim and Kyle both are constantly letting their dicks just swing around freely at home. It’s disgusting.”


Amy said, “Oh it’s no big deal. It’s just Kyle and I’m glad he can feel so comfortable over here.”


Allison said “Well don’t let him get too comfortable. Before you know it, he’ll be shitting with the bathroom door open. He does that at home all the time.”


“Mom! You’re embarrassing me.” Kyle said and we all laughed.


“Well you’re about 15 years too late, Allison. He’s been doing that over here since he was seven.” We all went into a long bout of laughter at Kyle’s expense, joking about seeing his naked ass on the pot.


Jim and Allison stayed till about 10 or so. Kyle kissed his mom on the cheek and said bye. Allison admonished him not to stay too long and be a burden on us.


Amy said “Oh he’s no bother at all, Allison. I enjoy his company. In fact he was a big help to me in the kitchen earlier tonight.”
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“That’s good. I’m glad to hear that. He never helps me in the kitchen. Kyle, you do what Amy says around here, ok. She’s feeding you and letting you sleep over. The least you can do is make sure she’s happy.” They stepped out.


As soon as the door closed, Amy said “Oh yeah. He’s keeping me happy, alright.” We all burst out laughing.


Amy asked if we wanted another beer. I told her one more before bed wouldn’t hurt. Kyle said yes too. She went into the kitchen and Kyle and I sat down, he in the chair and me in my usual spot on the couch. Amy came back holding two beers with one hand and a glass of wine in her other. She let me grab one on her way past, and then handed Kyle the other. She then sat down next to Kyle on the chair, throwing her knee over his thigh and her breasts tucked against his left arm. His cock started growing as soon as her knee touched his thigh, and by maybe a minute later, it was sticking out the bottom of his shorts and pulling the hem up.


It was so odd to be sitting there talking about various little things as my wife teased another man’s cock with her hand, almost as if it were just casual. No big deal. I guess compared to what happened in the kitchen earlier, it was no big deal. But watching her flirt and giggle and touch him was almost as arousing as if I were watching her let him fuck her. After a few minutes, Kyle was fully hard and Amy had pulled off his shorts and left them on the floor in front of the chair.


“Okay.” She said to Kyle, “I want to see your trick.”


“Huh? What trick?” His voice was tinged with a hint of alcohol induced slowness.


“You know…” Amy teased, “The one where you put your beautiful dick into your own mouth.”


“Oh yeah. That one.” He smiled and stood up.


I grabbed my phone and started recording video. I asked Kyle if he minded me recording this and he said no. Without ceremony, he bent over at the waist, grabbed the back of his thighs, and pulled his head toward his cock. Almost effortlessly, his head reached the tip of his dick and he just kept pulling, sliding 3 or 4 inches of his hard dick into his mouth. Amy sat next to him with a look of wonder on her face as he bobbed his head up and down on his cock for a few seconds before sitting back down. I hit the stop button and put my phone back on the coffee table.


“Kyle, that is so hot! Have you ever tried licking Sam’s clit while fucking her?” Amy asked.


“No. I was to ashamed to show Sam that I could do this. I did show… uh… a different girl though.” Kyle looked at me and then away. I knew who he meant. He almost said Abby’s name. Another beer and he might have let it slip.


“Was this other girl as impressed as I am?” Amy smiled.


“Well, yeah. I guess. She liked watching me do it.”


Amy said, with a smile directed at me, “Well I want to see you licking my clit while your cock is in my pussy.”


“That sounds fun!” Kyle agreed.


“John,” Amy said, as she got up and came over to me, leaned over, and reached a hand into my sweats. “I have a huge favor to ask you.” She slowly stroked my dick.


“What is it?” I asked. Her hand felt wonderful.


“I know I told Kyle I wanted you to see me fuck him for the first time, but I think the first time or two might not be as awkward for all of us if it’s just Kyle and I. It’ll give us a chance to get comfortable and figure out what we like and want. It will be a little more special for Kyle and I. Plus now that we’re at that point, I must confess that I’m a little nervous about letting you see me with Kyle like that. I can get carried away sometimes with a cock as thick as his. I want to ease into showing you that side of me. Do you mind?”


Of course I minded. I really wanted to watch. But I understood why she was asking. The things I sacrifice for love…


“No. I don’t mind, hon.” I sighed.


She saw the disappointment in my face. She leaned in and kissed me, still stroking my dick.


“Thanks babe. You’re the best husband ever and I love you so much. I promise I’ll tell you all about it and I’ll even take a picture or two.”


She stood up and went back over to Kyle. She took him by the hand and he stood. She kissed him deeply, letting her hand fall to his hardness and hold it against her hip.


When the kiss ended, my wife guided him by the hand past me, looking down at me and smiling like she just got away with stealing a million dollars. When Kyle got almost directly in front of me, he stopped. His knee was touching my knee. His cock was two feet in front of my face, bouncing ever so slightly with the rhythm of his heartbeat.


“If you’re not ok with this, John, I won’t go.” He said with concern. “I don’t want anything to wreck any of our relationships with one another.”


He really is a good guy. I found myself glad yet again that it was him.


“Thanks Kyle. I appreciate that. I’m ok. Go have fun.” I smiled at him.


Amy said “You’re the best, babe. I love you! And I love you too Kyle. That was a very mature thing you just did.”


She continued leading him out of the living room. As soon as they disappeared around the corner and into our bedroom,


I heard the distinct ‘click’ of the lock on the door tumbling into place.


And just like that I was alone with thoughts. What a scary proposition. My mind immediately started imagining what they might be doing this very second. Since there was no security cam in the bedroom, I had no way of knowing. It was torture, bordering on panic. Yet my cock was hard. After a minute, the lock on the door clicked again. The door opened and Amy, now naked, came out and into the living room. She walked quickly over to the end of the coffee table front of the chair and picked up her phone.


“Forgot this.” She said as she held it up.


Then she came over to me and bent over and kissed me. Her lips were velvet and I didn’t want it to end. It eventually did though, and she pulled my sweats down.


“I see somebody is excited.” She smiled at me and bent over even further and put me in her mouth for a few seconds before standing back up.


“Thanks again, babe. I know this is difficult for you, despite what your very hard cock is telling me right now. I love you.”


“I love you too, hon. Have fun.”


She disappeared around the corner and I heard the door close and lock again. The clock on my phone told me it was 10:22.


Left back alone with my thoughts, I again sank into panic, depression, and arousal as I wondered what my wife might be doing with him. I could easily get addicted to this feeling. I had to fight so hard with myself not to get up and go bang on my bedroom door and demand that she let me in. I wanted to see so badly that moment when the tip of his penis entered her for the very first time. What would the look on her face be at just that moment. Without me being there, without a camera to record, her expression would only be remembered by Kyle. I felt so jealous that he would be the only one to recall what it was like to see her face when that happened. The intimacy implied in that moment between only those two was almost enough to bring me to tears.


At the same time, the thought of her riding his big dick to orgasm made me crazy with lust. My brain conjured an infinite number of depraved scenarios that my wife might be enacting behind that locked door. My dick was hard, and already begging for release. I got naked and laid back on the couch. I started masturbating as I watched saved videos of her with Kyle.


About 10 minutes after the door closed, I got a text from Amy. There was no text. It was just a picture of her from the belly button down, laying on the bed with her legs spread. Kyle looked to be standing on the floor and half of his cock was inside her. I could see her clit plainly, and her labia looked to be stretched slightly around his girth. Everything looked moist. I couldn’t tell if it was her juices or his saliva.


Another picture came in a minute later. This was from above and to the side of her pussy, like the camera was resting on the back of her thigh just behind her knee. It showed Kyle’s cock still inside her, but this time Kyle’s tongue was on her clit at the same time. Amy had made a thumbs-up with her free hand just above Kyle’s head.


I sent a text back saying ‘You are so fucking sexy!’ I didn’t get a reply.


A few minutes later, I started hearing noise coming from the bedroom. It was definitely Amy, and I heard her say ‘Oh my god your cock feels soooo fucking good inside me!’


A few minutes after that, I heard my wife almost yelling “Ooooohhhh! Ooooohhhh! Keep fucking me like that… Just like that… that’s it baby oh I’m cum mmm mmm iii nng gg… oohh oohh oohh!” Her words became staccato, I guessed, from her moving on Kyle’s cock as he fucked her and her moans of ecstasy lasted easily a couple minutes. Was she bouncing forcefully on the bed under him as he drove his manhood down deep into her? Maybe he was fucking her from behind and she was slamming backward into him, making herself cum on his fat cock. The sounds drove me wild.


It seemed like the same sounds would come out of my wife every five minutes. Finally I heard Kyle’s voice after 20 minutes or so. He was uttering grunts and groans and it was clear that he was having an orgasm. Where was he cumming? I had a guess. What would my wife’s pussy look like with one of Kyle’s massive cum loads leaking out? I had to let go of my cock, otherwise I would have cum all over myself. It got quiet in the bedroom again. I put my sweats back on in expectation of them coming out of the bedroom now that the deed was done. I turned on the TV and tuned to Jimmy Kimmel.


Five minutes went by. Then another five. Then ten minutes or so after that, just when I was wondering what the hell was going on in there, I got a message from Amy. This time it contained a link to a video on her google drive. I clicked it. The video started focused on Amy’s face. It was rhythmically moving up and down on the screen and behind her face was our ceiling fan, so the camera must have been under her looking up. I took off my sweats again and started masturbating.


She quietly said “Oh babe, you have no idea how good his cock feels. Thank you so much for letting me show this side of me to you. He’s fucking me right now and I’m getting ready to cum on his cock again.”


Her arm moved and then the camera’s view moved down her body slowly. I watched as it passed her breasts, which were swinging freely under her to the rhythm of her motion, and then past her belly and finally it stopped when the camera was looking at her pussy. Kyle’s cock was sliding in and out of her at a languid pace. There was a frothy white on her pussy and inside of her thighs, as well as on the shaft of Kyle’s cock. I assumed it was from the load of cum he had deposited into her and was now fucking back out of her. He would bury himself all the way to the hilt on the way in, with his balls making a gentle ‘slap’ noise on her clit. Then he would pull almost all the way out and I could see his face and flat abs before he thrust into her from behind again. The view was jittery, probably because the camera was just laying on the bed between her knees as Kyle fucked her. But it was enough to let me know what was happening.


Suddenly Amy said quietly, almost a whisper, “I’m cumming right now on your cock, Kyle. Mmmmmmpfff”


Kyle never changed pace while she came. When she finished, she fumbled for the phone. She finally found it. and brought it back up toward her head and I could see her face again. She was trying to turn off the video and while she was working on that, she turned back to look at Kyle and said “Now I want you to fuck me har…”


The video ended. Jesus! My woman is a beast! I sent back ‘You’re going to make me cum!’ Again I got no reply.


A rhythmic noise started coming from the bedroom and was progressively getting louder and faster. I didn’t realize what it was at first, but then I recognized it as the headboard of our bed hitting the wall. Then I heard Amy moaning.


At one point I heard her command “Harder!”


I heard Kyle ask her if she was sure and that he didn’t want to hurt her.


She then said “Don’t worry. I can take it. Now fuck me harder!”


Layered in with the headboard banging on the wall and Amy’s moans, I heard the slap of skin on skin, I guessed from Amy’s ass slamming into Kyle’s loins. She never asked me to fuck her like that. I couldn’t if she did. I just didn’t have it in me to do that to the woman I love. Hell, I wouldn’t be that aggressive if I were fucking a stranger. At least Kyle protested before giving in to her demands. Tears filled my eyes at the realization that there was so much that I don’t know about my wife after nearly thirty years. That didn’t stop me from stroking my hard cock though.


Not even a minute after Amy’s last command, Kyle grunted and moaned loudly as the headboard banging stopped. A few seconds later there was silence, and then quiet giggling from both of them. I laid on the couch, touching myself without fully masturbating. If I had, I would have cum instantly. A few minutes later, the bedroom door opened and Amy came out, closed the door, and then came into the living room.


She stopped next to me and bent over to give me a kiss. She grabbed my dick as she did so and gave it a few strokes before standing up and looking down at me. She was beautiful in all her naked glory.


“How’d it go in there?” I asked. “It sounded kind of intense there at the end.”


She smiled radiantly and her voice was full of mischief as she said “Oh babe, not to sound too crass or anything, but Kyle gave me a proper fucking. It was wonderful.”


My eyes were wandering all over her body. Then they got to her crotch and stayed there. I could see cum on both her inner thighs and a strand of thick white stretching from her pussy down about five inches and attached to her right thigh. More was leaking out as I watched. Of course she caught me staring.


“I figured you would want to take a closer look, so I didn’t clean up before coming out here.”


She put her left foot up on the couch on the other side of my body. Now I could really see her pussy well. It was slightly spread open and cum was all over it. Her clit and labia were a bright shade of pink, like they had recently been slapped… hard. They also looked puffy and engorged.


I sat up, bringing my face within inches of her vagina. “Does it hurt? It looks like it hurts.”


“I’m a little sore. But it’s a good sore… Like the feeling in your legs after a five mile run.”


Do you mind if I…?” I asked.


“No. Go ahead. I want you to taste another man’s cum on my well fucked pussy.”


She reached down and pulled my head into her. I could immediately taste Kyle’s cum. I could feel it on my tongue as I explored the folds of her womanhood. She tasted wonderful. It was incredibly erotic knowing she had another man inside her just a few minutes ago right where I was licking.


When I finished cleaning her up, I paused to ask “How many times did you cum?” I immediately went back to licking her clit just the way she likes. Her body responded almost immediately and she uttered a soft sigh of approval.


“Don’t get upset babe, but remember I said I get carried away with a cock like Kyle’s. I quit counting after six or so orgasms… Maybe nine.”


“I’m not upset.” I said with my lips on her inner thigh.


“Does it turn you on to know that Kyle made me cum more in the last hour than you have in the last month?”


“It makes me jealous.” I went back to licking. She started rocking her hips gently.


“But that jealousy turns you on at the same time, doesn’t it babe.” It wasn’t a question.


“Yes.” I admitted.


“Keep going. I’m going to cum.” She said. I redoubled my efforts on her clit. She ground herself onto my tongue and had a quiet orgasm as I was still tasting Kyle’s cum in her pussy.


When she finished, she said “Thanks babe. You definitely know how to take care of me too. That felt great.”


I said “Hon, are you too sore for a quickie? I’m so close to cumming. I really want to feel you on me.”


She looked down at my dick leaking precum all over my crotch, contemplating. “I just came out to get some water for me and Kyle. He’s probably wondering what’s taking so long. Can you wait a while more?”


My shoulders slumped like I kid who just got told to put the toy he was holding back into the store shelf. “Okay hon.” I said dejectedly.


I could see that she felt bad. She sighed and said “Do you promise to be quick?”


My eyes lit up. “I promise. As horny as I am it’s probably going to be under a minute.”


“Okay, my sexy man. Cum for me.”


She reached down and started stroking my cock quickly. I looked at her with confusion on my face. She saw it and said “Well I don’t want you to cum in my pussy right now. I’m not done with Kyle and I don’t know for sure he’d be okay eating me out with your cum inside me. And I definitely want him eating me out tonight still. You understand, don’t you?”


Her hand was slick with my precum and she felt so good. Her putting me in my place yet again drove me over the edge and I came all over her hand as I breathlessly said “Yes, I understand hon.”


“Wow! You weren’t kidding. That WAS quick… 15 seconds?” She smiled, not meanly, but with a look of humor at what just happened.


She held her hand with my cum on it up to my mouth and gave me an expectant look. I knew what she wanted and obliged her by opening my mouth so she could scrape the cum off her fingers and onto my lips. When she got most of it off, I swallowed and she scooped up the cum that had fallen on my belly and then repeated. It was humiliating and exhilarating all at the same time.


After she made me swallow all my cum, she gave my dick one last squeeze and kissed me.


“Ok my sexy husband, now that you’ve had your fun, I really want to get back to that beautiful young man in our bedroom with that amazing cock of his.”


“How is he even able to continue?” I said. “By my count, he’s already had at least five orgasms today. Two of which were in the last hour.”


“Oh? Keeping track?” She said smiling and staring at me.


“I, uh, could hear you two through the door.” I explained. “Of course, I might not have heard all of his orgasms in the bedroom, or you might not have videoed all of your shenanigans at the beach, or maybe he jerked off in the shower this morning. So who knows how many he’s had, but it’s at least five.”


“My husband the perv.” She chuckled. “Well he is 22 and in fantastic shape. He assured me that he still has some gas in the tank. And anyway, you’ve cum twice tonight, and I bet you still have another one left in you… Hey! I just realized something… You’ve swallowed four loads of cum tonight!”


“Huh?” I said at the sudden change of direction toward me.


“Yeah. You’ve cum twice and swallowed both those loads, and you’ve swallowed two of Kyle’s loads. That is so fucking hot, John, knowing that you’ve swallowed way more cum today than I have.”


She smiled at me and turned and walked out of the room. I heard her go into the kitchen start the water running. The water shut off a few seconds later and she passed by in the hallway with a large glass of water before opening our bedroom door, going in, and locking it again.


She knows what she’s doing, I thought to myself. She’s saying and doing to me what she somehow knows I like. That’s all it is. She’s letting me have my fun too. She doesn’t really think less of me now that Kyle is in the picture. Not letting me inside her just now hurt a bit, though. And before Kyle, it was someone at the gym, or Brad, or any number of other men. What if she really does think I’m a crappy lay and that’s why she’s always had someone else to fuck… Don’t think like that, I thought too myself. She told me she loves me, and she loves our sex together. She’s just having fun. Trust her.


<hr pg=“5” />No matter what I told myself, the doubt, jealousy, feeling of inadequacy, and overwhelming desire for my wife all combined to produce a knot in my stomach while I sat and waited. I just had an orgasm, so playing with my dick would be futile for at least another 45 minutes or an hour, and when it did start responding, it would be sore. Man did I wish I was 22 again. I turned on the TV but it didn’t distract me from wondering what was happening on my bed right now.


It didn’t take long before I heard sex noises again. I turned the TV off so I could hear them better. After a while, my mind actually wandered away from the bedroom. I imagine a brain can only take so much excitement. I got up and got myself the last beer in the fridge. Halfway through it, thanks to the alcohol already present in my system too, I found myself incredibly drowsy. I set my beer on the coffee table and closed my eyes. I’ll just rest my eyes for a few minutes, I thought to myself. I heard the muffled sounds of Amy’s voice through the door telling Kyle how good her pussy felt with his cock inside it…


I opened my eyes and it was dark in the living room. I had a blanket covering me. There was a dull hangover throb at my temples and the back of my skull. I could see hints of early daylight making its way through the slats in the window blinds. Amy must have come out and turned the lights off and covered me with a blanket. I wonder when? When did she finally get her fill of Kyle and his cock? I looked at my phone. 6:12.


I got up and folded the blanket and put it on the back of the couch. I quietly made my way to my bedroom. The door was now open. Amy was laying on her side, naked with the covers bunched at the bottom of the bed. Kyle was snuggled right up next to her with his crotch tucked up against her butt. His right arm was wrapped around her waist and his hand was resting under her breast. Both were out cold. They had plenty to drink last night too and who knows how late they went till, so I figured I’d let them sleep it off.


I should be hurt that I was relegated to the couch and a 15 second hand job while my wife gave all of herself to another man, and I was. And jealous… I can’t remember the last time my wife and I spent all night exploring and enjoying each other’s bodies. And, because I’m the fucking weirdo that I am, I was also aroused at those feelings. As I stood there looking at the two of them, I could feel a stir in my loins. I quietly went back to the living room and got my phone, and then came back to the bedroom door. I snapped a couple pictures of them laying naked on the bed.


I might as well get an early start on work. I had been ineffectual at work so far this week, thanks to what was happening in my personal life. Maybe today would be better now that the deed was actually done. I went and started the coffee, and then took a shower. After my shower, I was able to sneak into the bedroom and get dressed without waking either of them, and actually took a 20 second selfie video of me stroking my cock next to the bed with Kyle and Amy naked in the background. After I got my little voyeuristic thrills, I poured my mug of coffee, got my backpack, and quietly left the house.


While I was on the train, I remembered that I could check the security camera to see when Amy came out to the living room last night. I started at 11:30 timestamps and moved forward in time from there. I watched myself give Amy head and her stroke my dick to orgasm, and then she didn’t show up again until about 12:45. She entered the living room saying ‘Hey babe. Do you mind if we…’ and then she noticed me sleeping on the couch and went quiet. She stopped in her tracks. Her ass was center frame, no more than 4 feet in front of the camera and looking perfect. I could see hints of wetness on the underside of her ass cheeks and inner thighs. Probably bringing me another of Kyle’s loads, I thought.


After a few seconds, she turned and left the living room. She didn’t show up again till almost two, this time she entered silently, grabbed the blanket, covered me, turned off the lights, and then left the living room. At least three and a half hours fucking Kyle… I could feel myself firming up down below.


It wasn’t until after 9:30 that my phone buzzed a notification that motion was detected in the kitchen. I started the live video feed. Amy and Kyle were standing naked at the kitchen sink, both leaning against the counter top with their hips. They were sharing a glass of water and talking.


“…eel really bad about John spending the night on the couch.” Amy said.


“Yeah, me too. You think he’s pissed at us?” Kyle asked.


“If it were you, wouldn’t you be?”


“Yeah, probably.” Kyle said.


“I should have woken him up last night. I just didn’t want to bother him. He hasn’t been sleeping real well with all of this, uh, excitement going on, and I wanted to let him sleep.”


“Well, just let him know that.” Kyle said, trying to be supportive, “He can’t get too upset if you were just trying to look out for him.”


“Yeah. I’ll just tell him I felt bad for him so I let him sleep, and oh, while you were sleeping, John, Kyle was fucking me silly for hours with that big gorgeous cock of his on our bed… It should go over real well.” Amy replied sarcastically, and handed him the glass.


He took a long drink, and then said “Yeah. I guess we fucked up.”


“No. You didn’t. This is my fault. I fucked up. I can’t imagine what he’s thinking right now. If I were a guy, I’d be cursing myself for thinking with my dick.”


“Well I’m damn glad you’re not a guy, and thank you for letting me think with my dick last night.” He pressed himself against her and they kissed. The kiss lasted and they started groping. I could see Kyle’s dick responding to her touch. The kiss finally broke when Kyle was fully hard and Amy was lightly stroking him. She pulled her hand off his dick and put it on his chest, separating herself from him.


She said “Woah there, lover boy. I’d love to keep going, but my pussy is sore and I need a break. Why don’t you go relax in the living room and I’m going to go change the sheets on the bed. Then I’m going to call John and hope he doesn’t divorce me.”


Kyle said “It’s not that bad is it?! He wouldn’t really do that, right.” His erection was quickly disappearing.


“No it’s not that bad. I’m just being melodramatic. I love him and he loves me and he knows we were all having fun last night… even him, by himself out in the living room. But I do feel horrible for doing that to him last night.”


“I don’t get it.” Kyle said. “How could John have had fun by himself while we were in the bedroom?”


“It’s hard to explain, Kyle. For a lot of people, there is an allure to giving up control in certain areas of their lives. The reasons are as varied as the lives that shape each person. Some do it financially, or with with their diet, or with gambling or smoking or drugs. For some people… the right kind of people… they do it sexually. John is one of those kinds of people.”


“How so?”


“You really want to hear all this?” Amy asked.


“Yeah. Sure. It’s interesting.”


“Okay, but you better not change the way you think about him. He loves you… I was going to say like a son, but that’s way too weird given what we did last night… lets just say it would break his heart if all this wrecked our relationships.”


“I won’t. I never would. You guys, even with what we’re doing, are like family.”


“Okay then. Well, as you heard last night, I had lots of sex before ever meeting John. After you decided to spy on me in the bathroom and I decided to go along with it and make sure you had a good show, I finally explicitly told John that I had been having sex with other men all throughout our nearly 30 years together.”


“Holy crap! Really?”


“Yes, really. But here’s the thing… I never was careful about trying to hide what I was doing, right from the very beginning. I had no interest in hiding it from him. I assumed he knew about my reputation and if he didn’t want to talk about it, I wouldn’t force him to. I wish I had forced him to. We could have had 30 more years of this. Anyway, my point is that there is no possible way he couldn’t have known what I was doing. I came home to him with a pussy full of cum so many times, especially when we were younger, and all those times he happily licked some other guy’s cum out of me. He tried telling me just this past weekend that he had no idea about my reputation, and I guess he might not have, but there is no way he didn’t know what another man’s cologne on my body smelled like, or a pussy full of cum looked or tasted like. He never said a word. I knew from early on that John was the kind of guy that enjoyed giving sexual control to me.”


“Why would John want to give up any sexual control?”


“It’s obvious when you think about it. And it’s true for anyone, not just John. When they give up that control, it’s easier for them to do something that they have a hard time admitting they enjoy because their partner ‘made’ them do it.”


“What’s John have a hard time admitting?”


“Really? You have no idea? Ugh… men. You’re so dumb, but so beautiful at the same time.” She smiled. “When is the last time you swallowed half a shot glass full of another man’s cum?”


“Oh. That.” he said sheepishly.


“Yeah. That.”


“Holy shit.” Kyle said. “And you’re ok with that? What I mean is, a lot of women like it when a guy… you know… takes charge in the bedroom… that sounds horrible and like I’m talking about John like he’s a wimp or something. I don’t think that at all about him. I’m just trying to understand.”


“I get what you’re saying, but you’re wrong… big time. That whole ‘women like a man who takes charge’ stereotype has done more to keep women down than anything. The fact is that no man knows what any woman wants until he develops a relationship with her, either through just being friends or through a romantic relationship. The converse is true also. No woman knows what a man wants until she gets to know him. All that macho bullshit is just stuff for misogynists and religious assholes who want a subservient wife.”


“Yeah. You’re right. And just so you know, I don’t think that way.” Kyle said.


“I know. That’s why I picked you to do this with me and John. In fact, I see a lot of John in you. I couldn’t stand it if some alpha male asshole was trying to belittle my husband while giving me the business end of his pecker. Now having said that, I can say that yeah, occasionally I like a guy to be a little aggressive during sex, but I know my husband well enough to know that he’s uncomfortable with the idea of being… uh… forceful with me in that way. It’s not that he can’t. He just doesn’t like it. Hell, I had to tell you twice to fuck me harder last night.”


“Well I didn’t want to hurt you.” Kyle said defensively.


“That’s exactly my point. You and John are good men. I like that John doesn’t want to hurt me. It’s one of the many reasons I love that man. I’d never want him to change that part of himself. I like that you don’t want to hurt me either, but you’re not my husband and you’ve got that beautiful thick cock, and I needed to feel that thing pounding me from behind. So I forced you out of your comfort zone. I apologize for doing that. Don’t assume that all women want a ‘bad boy’, Kyle. We’re so much more than that. In my case, I’m the bad boy. And I guess that’s why John and I work so well together.”


Kyle chuckled. Amy said “What?”


“Oh nothing. It makes more sense now why you were pissed at me for trying to keep Brian from seeing you naked at the lake yesterday.”


“Yeah. I’ve been meaning to ask you… you should have him over here to hang out one day. Soon.” She gave him that devilish look.


“Wait what? Oh…” Realization dawned on his face. “No WAY! You want to fuck Brian? Holy shit!”


She giggled at him. “I love you, Kyle, but knowing what I just told you, you don’t think you’re the only other man I’m having sex with?”


“Well no I guess not. I just hadn’t considered it.”


“I’ll let you in on a secret… What’s today, Wednesday? I’ve got a guy I met at the gym. We’ve been having sex for a while now. We’re going to go back to his place after our workout and I’m going to have my way with him. You’re welcome to come to the gym with me tomorrow. I can introduce you to him.”


“Does John know about him?”


“He doesn’t know I’m meeting him tomorrow, but I told him about my gym buddies this past weekend.”


“I don’t know. That might be too much for me.”


“Okay. It’s up to you, but I think you’d probably be okay.”


“Why do you say that?”


“Well, your dick is giving you away. You got hard as a rock as soon as I mentioned inviting Brian over. I think you might enjoy meeting a man that’s going to give me the business end of his pecker.” She smiled winningly at him.


I just watched my wife take his sexual control away too with a couple sentences. Of course he had to be willing, but still it was intense to see. What a powerful woman! I’ve never been more attracted to her than now.


“Now go on.” Amy said. “I’ll be out when I’m done.” She gave him a quick kiss and a playful squeeze of his balls.


Kyle went to the living room with the glass of water and Amy poured herself a cup of coffee and put it into the microwave. I stopped watching, suddenly feeling very guilty for having watched at all. I went back to work and waited for her call.


Almost two hours went by before she called. I answered with “Hello, my love.” and got up to close my office door.


“Hi babe.” She said.


“How are you feeling this morning? I woke up with a little hangover. I’m guessing you guys did too.”


“Yeah, we did. But it wasn’t too bad. Just a little headache. Listen John, before we go any further…”


I stopped her. “No hon. Let me say something real quick.”


“Ok. Go ahead.” She said, pensively.


“I just wanted you to know that I got a notification on my phone this morning from the security camera app, at maybe 9:30. I checked it out and saw you and Kyle talking in the kitchen. I’m really sorry I snooped in on your conversation hon. I love you and feel really bad about doing that.”


“Oh that’s ok John.” She said dismissively. “I’m not worried about that. I know that camera is there and that you might have been watching.”


“Yeah, but, odd as it may seem, if you guys were doing something sexual in the kitchen, I wouldn’t have felt nearly as guilty as I did watching you two just talking… like the purpose of the cameras was for sex, not for listening in on your conversations. Anyway, I’m really sorry about that.”


“Don’t worry about it babe. And anyway I’m the one who should be apologizing. I want to tell you how sorry I am that you spent the night on the couch last night. I didn’t mean for that to happen. I just saw you sleeping and I didn’t want to bother you… I feel horrible. You’ve got to hate me.”


“No. I could never hate you, hon. I get it. Thanks for letting me sleep. I needed it. I’m actually getting some work accomplished today because of it.”


“Are you sure? I know I’ve been enjoying making you… well, you know…”


“Be your bitch?” I laughed


“No, you jackass. You know what I meant.” She laughed back, “But I guess in a way that’s true. But spending the night on the couch was too much. I’m really sorry.”


“Don’t worry about it. I know you didn’t mean it as some kind of power trip. And I hate to say it, but in it’s own way it was kind of exciting. You wouldn’t believe the stuff I thought about while listening to you two. And waking up out there knowing you were still in there with him got me hard first thing this morning.”


“Oh yeah? Well that makes me feel a little better. So you don’t hate me?”


“Not in a million years could I hate you.”


“I love you so much, babe. Thank you.”


“I love you too, my beautiful woman. Now give me some details. How was it?”


“Do you just want the basics, or do you want all the gory bits too?” She asked.


“Oh definitely give me all the gore.” I chuckled.


I could hear her smiling in the way she said “My husband, the perv.”


“That’s me. Thankfully my wife is a perv too. Now out with it!”


“Well you heard the first part last night. I told you last night that I came maybe 8 or 9 times in that first hour. His cock felt so good, babe. He can make me cum multiple times right in a row. After you fell asleep, we kept going and he made me just cum and keep cumming. I’m going to be walking bowlegged for the next couple days, thanks to that young man and his fat cock.”


“When did you guys stop? How many times do you think you came, in total?”


“Keeping score, are you?” She laughed.


“Yes. I’m adding all this to my calendar so I can keep track… Amy had one orgasm today while masturbating next to Kyle on the couch, et cetera.”


She laughed at me “My husband the perv… and nerd! So to answer your questions, we stopped at maybe two in the morning. And I came a lot. He can make me cum in ways that you can’t. At least 20 times for the evening. I’m not sure on the exact number.”


“You are so fucking sexy, hon. No need to be sorry. Different anatomies, different outcomes, right? How many times did he cum?”


“Four. No five! He came in my pussy four times, and the last time of the night, my pussy was too sore to fuck anymore, so I sucked his cock and he came in my mouth.”


“Fuck hon. You just made me hard. Are you planning on doing anything with him today?”


“I don’t know. I’m still pretty sore. I’ll play it by ear. Maybe if he’s horny, I’ll watch him suck his own dick while I masturbate. I think that could be fun.”


“Jesus, I almost forgot about that! I saw the pic you sent of him licking you while his cock was inside you. How was that?”


“Nice. I actually came while he was doing that. It was so fucking hot!” She said.


“So were there any new positions, or at least positions you and I haven’t done?”


“Well we weren’t doing gymnastics in there.” She joked.


“Oh excuse me for asking miss super exercise girl who knows what the plow position is.” I joked back. She laughed. I love her laugh.


“Ok. I admit it. We did all kinds of crazy stuff. At one point both of us were hanging from the ceiling fan and I was blowing him while hanging upside down. It was great.”


“Sounds fun. You’re going to have to teach me some of those tricks.” I said, deadpan, going along with her joke.


“Ugh. You’re such a jackass.” She laughed. “No really, there was nothing crazy… missionary, doggie, and me on top, a little bit of sixty-nine.”


“I get so hard just listening to that hon. I’m such a weirdo.”


“Not a weirdo. Lots of people like doing the stuff we’re doing.” She assured me.


“I guess so. But I still feel like I shouldn’t enjoy it as much as I do.”


“Oh please. How much of a weirdo am I then, for taking so much pleasure from watching you drink another man’s cum, or wanting to fuck other men?”


“Well you’re a huge weirdo, but I love you anyway.” I teased.


“Yeah. I guess I am.” She laughed.


“So, are you really going to meet up with your gym buddy tomorrow?” I asked.


“I was planning on it… unless you don’t want me to.” I could hear playfulness in her voice. She knew it excited me.


“No. I’m ok with it.” She’d been doing it for 30 years without my explicit approval, and I didn’t think she would care one way or the other. She was going to meet him whether I wanted her to or not… Which of course made my dick all tingly in my pants. “Do you think Kyle will go with you?” I added.


“I don’t know. That might be too much for the poor guy too soon. He freaked out a bit about his friend Brian, so a stranger is probably a no. For now at least.”


“Hey. One more thing,” I said, “I need to talk to you about something when I get home. It’s nothing bad, but it could potentially change our new arrangement with Kyle.”


<hr pg=“6” />“You mean about Kyle and Abbie?”


“Uh… Yeah. How’d you know? Kyle just told me last night.”


“Well first of all, Abigail told me about it when it was happening four years ago. And second, Kyle told me about it last night, first thing when we went into the bedroom. He wanted to make sure I knew in case that changed anything between he and I. He’s a good guy, John.”


“Abbie told you? Why didn’t you tell me?”


“Because I didn’t want things to get weird between you and Kyle. If it had lasted more than 6 or 7 weeks, I’d have told you about them. I’m sorry. I guess I should have told you. I just kind of took it upon myself to protect you from knowing… well, that Abby is a lot like me when it comes to sex. You should have at least suspected as much.”


“No don’t worry about it. I understand. And yes I did suspect. I said as much to Kyle last night. I’ve still got to wrap my head around the fact that you and Abbie have… Well… You know. What do you think she would say if she found out about all this?”


“She probably might be a little grossed out that her mom laid some fantastic pussy on her ex boyfriend, but she’d probably deal with it like an open minded adult.”


“LA LA LA LA! I’m not listening to you!” I joked.


She laughed and said “Ok ok. No more sex talk involving your daughter.”


“I love you, hon. I hate to say it, but I gotta get back to work. Anything planned for today?”


“I’ve got some running around to do. I may drag Kyle along if he feels like it. But otherwise nothing.”


We said our goodbyes and I hung up the phone.


So this is what my life is now? A casual conversation about the sex my wife just had with somebody else, or about the sex she is going to have with a totally different person tomorrow. The realization that my wife could likely have sex with three different men tomorrow, her gym buddy, Kyle, and me, got me so hard while sitting at my desk… I guess I was ok with this new paradigm. What was blowing my mind was that nothing really changed for Amy. Sex with multiple men in a given day was something she’s been doing since she was 18. The only thing new for her was that I now know, and she gets to have some fun verbally dominating me with her sex.


Part of me wishes I had never seen her in the security cam with Kyle and that she hadn’t told me about it. I could just blissfully go on with my life ignoring all the clues Amy gives me that she’s having sex with other men. A bigger part of me is really happy with the way things are going. Oddly, despite the fact that my wife shares herself with other men, me knowing about it allows her and I to become even closer and more intimate with each other, and that I like a lot. I can’t wait to see what happens tomorrow.
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