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SHE WAS JUST TOUCHING IT, THAT’S ALL


 


Angeline has had a few wine coolers,
and the alcohol has caused her to warm up to her husband’s co-worker, a burly
ex-jock named Al. 


In fact, she can’t keep her eyes
off of him. And she can’t keep her eyes off of Al’s prominent bulge, either.
Before her husband Jason can say anything, she’s touching it and then some,
getting wild both with Al and with her husband Jason, too.


And when Al’s wife Erin finds out
about the shennanigans, it leads to both couples trading partners and having a
hotwife sexual contest using social media, with each couple trying to outdo the
other via instant picture messaging.


 


CAUTION:


This story contains sex,
adultery, sexual innuendo, some rough sexual language, and sexual situations.
All characters are over 18. Intended for readers over 18 years of age.


 


 
















A DIRTY BLONDE


The curvy bodied 32 year old dirty
blonde sat cross legged on the couch, and glanced towards at the man across the
room -- her husband -- giving him a quick smile. Her smooth, shapely legs
flexed slightly as she leaned her head over the lap of a different man sitting
next to her, and she stared down at the eight inch penis she had just started
massaging with her left hand. 


She kept a firm grip on that man’s
cock, moving her hand up and down, after having coated it with hand cream. It
was a sight to see: the blonde was rather plain looking in the face, but she
had a terrific body. She was slightly overweight in all the right areas, with
sexy curves, modestly large but bulbous tits, and a beautiful, erection
inducing big ass – a hint of which barely peeked from underneath her short
shorts.


Her dark blonde hair – which was in
fact a dirty blonde color with light blonde highlights -- hung down towards the
lap of the man whose cock she was holding in her hand. She quickly brushed it
out of the way and continued jacking the man’s cock.


Her face, as mentioned, was a
little plain, but still attractive. She looked more like the girl next door
than the girl most likely to become cheerleader or ass model. Her face was
roundish, and her nose was nondescript, and her teeth were mostly straight – as
straight as you get without orthodontics. But when she smiled, she could light
up the room, as it was as genuinely happy a smile as that of any model on a
magazine cover. Her lips were sweet looking and very kissable, and her most
impressive feature? Her eyes.


They were a light shade of blue,
which Angeline used to the utmost when needed. She would use eyeliner,
sometimes with a shade of blue mascara, highlighting the intensity of her
irises. The combination made a man overlook any plainness in her face -- and
the eyes, and the wonderfully full, curvy body accomplished the rest of the
job: massive erection production.


Her dirty blonde hair was silky,
well maintained, and hung down past her shoulder blades – about half way down
the front of her tits. 


Now, the fact that she was a dirty
blonde may have been significant. There is possibly something in the dirty
blonde gene that causes a switch in their head – or their vagina, perhaps – to
go off. And when it goes off, does it go off!!


Anyone who has bedded a dirty
blonde can probably agree – more often than not, they make incredibly awesome
sexual companions. And this 32 year old, dirty blonde wife appeared to be no
exception, as she had just broken any and all limits she had set only ten
minutes previous -- when she had told her husband she only wanted to “look at”
the other man’s cock.


“I just want to see it, Jason,” she
had said. “That’s all. I promise!”


But by now she had already
progressed from “looking” at it, to “just touching it” once or twice with the
tip of a finger, to touching it with four fingers -- to a full-on hand job. As
her husband watched in painful agony, the wife poured a little more hand cream
over the palm of her soft, feminine hand, and returned to squeezing and slowly
jacking the eight, throbbing inches of manhood protruding from between the
strange man’s jean clad legs. She leaned over and stared at the penis, giggling
happily as she worked the cream up and down over its surface, while commenting
on how awesome the veins looked, and how nice the head looked.


She licked her lips, which were a
soft shade of red from lip gloss -- and continued working her left hand up and
down over the other man’s cock, the large gold and diamond wedding ring plainly
visible as she jacked the man. The presence of the ring only made the scene
more intensely adulterous. Jason’s cock throbbed as he saw his wife’s pale
fingers gripping and slipping over the other man’s shaft, her ring now coated
with hand cream and pre-cum. She pulled her hair back over her shoulder to keep
it from getting entangled in the hand job she was giving. 


As she worked her fingers over the
man’s cock, she spread her legs and Jason could see a glimpse of her lace
panties and her pubes peeking out from behind the crotch of her shorts. Her
bush was thick and dusty brown color, as was plainly noticeable from the view
Jason was getting. Jason loved his wife’s bush, and had begged her to let it
grow. Now there was the portent of another man possibly enjoying that bush
instead of him.


“Ohhhh,” groaned the man, Al – a
guy who worked at a car shop with Jason. “Don’t ever stop what you’re doing
with that hand!”


“Don’t worry, Al, I won’t,” said
the blonde, smiling broadly.


Al was a stolidly built guy with a TV
smile and dark brown hair. He was an ex-jock, with a typically ex-jock
attitude: in other words, he was a bit of an asshole. But if he was an asshole,
he was a charming one. “You are so, so good at this. I think I married the
wrong woman! My wife gives shitty hand jobs. You’re the best, Angeline.”


“Hee hee hee,” giggled the blonde
ecstatically. “You’re being so silly, Al!” She licked her lips and squeezed the
cock tightly at the base, causing the veins to protrude. “I love how your cock
looks, especially the head!” 


“It’s your hands, girl!” said Al.
“Your hands are making it want to explode!”


“Wouldn’t want that to
happen,” teased the wife.


 


I JUST WANT TO LOOK, THAT’S ALL


It was just supposed to be a card
game between friends. Al was a guy Jason worked with, and Al and Jason’s wife
Angeline had never met before.


Al and his wife Erin were going to
come over to visit, and they’d all have hamburgers and play cards. But Erin
was sick, Al said. And she couldn’t make it. So the three of them – Jason,
Angeline and Al – had some grilled burgers and beer, and Angeline drank wine
coolers, as she couldn’t stand beer. They never got around to playing cards.


Angeline had a tendency to get
flirtatious and horny when drinking. And this evening in particular was no
exception.


The main difference in this
evening, however, seemed to be the presence of Al. Big, burly, dark haired,
movie star smiling, deep voiced Al. Angeline’s eyes lit up as soon as she saw
him. Jason noticed it, but said nothing. After all – it was just an innocent
grilling party between friends.


But Angeline’s eyes followed Al
whenever he walked across the room. It was as if she were no longer married,
and was out on the prowl – it was as if she had instantly fallen in love – or
in lust -- with the man.


And after Angeline had drunk four
wine coolers she started flirting with Al. Al, being a rough hewn mechanic who
had bedded hundreds of women in his time, returned the flirting. Even though Al
was married, he always flirted with women: married women, single women,
attached women – they all were the same to him. After all, once you learn to
flirt a woman into bed, you never get that instinct out of your system.
It’s a factor that separates the men from the boys – it separates the winners
from the losers. 


A winner knows how to bed women,
and never stops, even if he is married – at least that was Al’s theory on it. A
winner can bed other women while married and often get away with it. And the
wife will put up with it, and believe the lies when he says it will never
happen again. This is because the wife was attracted to that same quality that
made him a cheater – that hot, sexual masculinity, that roving eye, that winner
take all attitude.


Perhaps the winner will hold off on
physical contact with other women if he truly loves his wife. But a real winner
is willing to risk making his wife mad – because if you’re a winner, your wife
will be so in love with you she’ll put up with all kinds of shit – sometimes
even cheating. That was Al’s take on love. And so far it had worked fine for
him.


And make no mistake: Al was a
winner.


And Al the winner could tell from
the moment Angeline’s eyes lit up that he could easily bed her, married or not.
Getting his cock in between the cheeks of that plump ass would be as easy as cutting
warm butter with a flick knife.


It was confirmed as soon as
Angeline first began flirting with him.


“You look like you work out,” she
said, her eyes flashing. “It makes you look like a stud.”


Stud. The word implies that she
is thinking about sex. That’s a great sign, thought Al to himself.


“Yeah, I work out,” said Al. “My
entire body gets a workout.”


“I’ll bet,” said Angeline, her blue
eyes staring right into Al’s. “I’ll bet you have a lot of stamina, then.”


“Wouldn’t you like to know,” Al
said, laughing.


“I bet your wife does! Especially
if that bulge in your pants is any indication,” Angeline retorted. “Sorry,
honey!” she said to her husband. “Just playin’.”


“My wife is fine with what I’ve
got,” said Al. “I bet your husband enjoys that fine ass.” He winked at Jason,
who smiled nervously.


“A lot of men have enjoyed my ass,”
said Angeline, ignoring her husband, her eyes only on the man she’d just met.
Her demeanor was less that of a wife and more that of a woman on the hunt in a
singles bar. She took a big slurp from her wine cooler. “The men I’ve slept
with are always satisfied. Can women say the same thing for what you’re packing
down there?”


Al laughed. “None of them ever
complained!”


“You must have a really big one,
then,” said Angeline, taking a big slurp from her wine cooler, and grinning
sluttily.


“Maybe I do, maybe I don’t,” said
Al.


“You gonna let me see?” said
Angeline. “I dare you!”


“Honey!!” exclaimed Jason, feeling
uncomfortable at his wife’s words and body language. She was sitting right next
to Al, on the couch, while Jason was sitting across the room in the easy chair.



“I’m just teasing him,” said
Angeline. 


Until this moment, Angeline was
just flirting. But sometimes alcohol an past influences come into play and the
line between flirting and touching is crossed. Generally it is a kiss. But not
always.


“I dare you to find out!” said Al,
grinning – his smile melting Angeline’s heart as well as the space between her
legs.


Suddenly, she reached down between
Al’s legs and felt his bulging crotch. She kept her hand there, gripping and
massaging the man’s groin. “Wow, it feels big.”


“Maybe,” said Al.


“No maybe about it,” said the wife.


“No way for you to know as long as
it’s in my pants,” said Al.


“We can fix that,” said Angeline,
setting her wine cooler on the inn table and unbuttoning the top button of Al’s
jeans.


“Honey!!!! What are you doing?”


“I just want to look! That’s all,
sweetie,” said his wife. By the time her sentence was finished, she had Al’s
jeans unbuttoned, his fly unzipped and had her hand down the front of his
boxers, feeling his manhood with her warm fingers.


“Ooooh, it is nice and big!”
she said ecstatically.


“I dare you to pull it out,” said
Al.


“I always take dares,” she Angeline,
and within seconds, she had the front of his pants yanked wide open and had his
cock out.


“Don’t worry, honey,” she said to
her husband, looking apprehensive from across the room. “I’m just going to play
with it a little bit – I promise!”


“I don’t know….” 


“It’s just some innocent fun,
honey!” she insisted, her eyes bright with excitement.


Staring at the cock in front of
her, Angeline leaned down towards the pulsing, purplish head and flicked out
her tongue, moving it back and forth lasciviously, keeping the end of her it
just above the purplish flesh, deliberately missing the tip of Al’s cock by an
inch.


“Angeline!!” exclaimed her husband,
a brown haired 34 year old with moderate build, who was obviously upset. He
watched the spectacle in agony, his cock at full erection beneath his Bermudas.
“You said you were just going to touch him, not give him oral.”


“I haven’t done anything, Jason!”
said the blonde happily, flashing a smile at her husband sitting across the
room. “It’s not oral! It’s just touching, that’s all! I’m not going to blow
him. I just want to play with it a bit. Maybe until he comes over my hand. Then
you’ll get your turn. O.K.?” She gave her husband a sly smile and leaned her
face over Al’s penis, and once more tempted fate by flicking her tongue back
and forth above Al’s purplish, throbbing wet cock head – but she still
deliberately kept her tongue away from the tip – missing it by half an inch.


“Well…. I guess,” said Jason,
giving his wife a look of disapproval.


“I just want to lick it soooooo
bad!” she said with a chuckle. “That would be so huge… But it would also
be so wrong!”


She spat on the head, and rubbed
her saliva all over the crown and down the shaft with her right hand while
gripping the base with her left, causing Al to feel paroxysms of intense
pleasure as her fingers smeared the spit, mixing it with the remnants of hand
cream. Then Angeline lowered her mouth to within an inch and spit on the head
again, coating it completely with slick froth, keeping her fine fingers completely
wrapped around the cock’s veiny surface as she slathered her spit up and down
the shaft.


“Fuck!” moaned Al. “Your saliva
feels so good on my cock. It’s so damned hot! It feels so incredibly good!”


“Now you have part of me on your
most private area,” said Angeline, giddy with desire. “Do you feel closer to me
yet?”


“Not as close as I want to be,”
said Al, grinning, hinting that he was not adverse to fucking her. It was the
sort of flirtatious interplay usually reserved for the back seat of a car right
after the first date – not the sort of talk you have in a living room in when
the other person’s spouse is only ten feet away.


“I don’t know about that right now,
hon,” said Angeline, spitting once more on Al’s cock head.


Up and down, up and down, her fingers
squeezing and slipping, as the blonde licked her lips lasciviously, her hair
once again falling down and brushing against his cock, some of it sticking to
the head and shaft. The blonde deftly moved the hair aside and brushed it back
over her shoulders, and returned to the hand job -- the head of the fleshy pole
jabbing upwards, begging for more attention.


Her husband, sitting on an easy
chair about ten feet away, had a look of anxiety on his face. He watched with
agony as his wife once again leaned her face downwards towards the strange
man’s cock, as her hair – yet once again -- slipped down from her shoulders,
almost touching the slick, cream frothed cock, still under the firm grip of the
blonde’s fingers. 


“Shit!” she muttered. “My fucking
hair keeps getting in the way. You don’t want it wrapped around your cock, do
you Al?”


“Coming in your hair would be so
cool,” said Al, chuckling.


“Well, I don’t like washing cum out
of my hair, thank you very much!”


Angeline sat erect, her large C cup
breasts straining against the front of her light blue cotton blouse. She
grabbed her dusty blonde colored hair with both hands and tied it into a loose
knot, to keep it away from her handiwork.


“There! Problem solved!” she said
proudly. Quickly returning her fingers to Al’s penis, he gave her husband a
quick smile before leaning her head lower towards the strange man’s lap,
working her fingers over that man’s erect cock feverishly, with a look of
happiness on her face.


“I love big cocks like yours,” she
said, giggling. “I forgot just how wonderful they feel. Big cocks feel so good
on my fingers. And other places, too!!”


“Honey, please!” protested her
husband.


“Jason! I’m just teasing. I’m just
giving him a hand job. It’s not like I’m gonna have sex or anything, even if he
has a big one. I’m sure it would feel really good in my pussy, though. But stop
worrying.” 


She stopped for a second, and once
more looked over at her husband, her eyes flashing with excitement. The bluish
tinge to the thin wire frames of her glasses only emphasized the blue color of
her eyes, which by now reflected nothing but wanton lust for the man sitting
next to her. 


“It’s so big!” she said. “I haven’t
had a cock this big in my hands in a long time.”


“How many cocks have you had?” said
Al.


“Not that many!” said the
blonde. “Maybe a hundred or so. But only a couple were as big as yours.”


Jason was flabbergasted. He knew
his wife had a history, but she had never told him the number. She had always
alluded to it being in the low tens, not a hundred.


“A hundred cocks? Fuck!” exclaimed
Al. “That’s definitely slut territory!”


“No it isn’t!! And they weren’t all
sex.”


“That’s right,” said Al. “Women
don’t count blow jobs as sex. Unless their husband got one from someone else.”
He laughed out loud.


“Very funny. Well, a blow job isn't
really sex. Neither is a hand job,” said Angeline matter-of-factly. “Sex is
only when it’s in your pussy.” She turned towards her husband.


“What’s the matter honey? You all
right? I just wanted to try a hand job. You’re O.K. with that, aren’t you? It’s
just touching, not sex.”


“I don’t know, honey…” groaned the
husband. “I mean… Something about this ain’t right.”


“I won’t do any more than what I’m
doing now, Jason. I promise!” she insisted. “Just touching! We’re just having
some fun… I’ll give you a hand job next.” She took a long pull from her wine
cooler, and returned to the hand job.


“Well, O.K….” The husband groaned
at the sight of his wife’s soft fingers massaging the other man’s pulsating
cock flesh, especially when that cock flesh was bigger than his own.


The blonde turned her bright gaze
from her husband, and looked into the eyes of the man sitting next to her,
giggling. Up and down, up and down, the wife’s fine, pale fingers squeezed and
pulled at the large penis’s veiny surface, slickened by the man’s pre-cum. She
glanced back down at the cock she was jacking.


“You’re starting to really drool at
the tip, Al!” she said, giggling.


“It’s your hands, girl!” said Al.
“You keep that up, you’re gonna make me come. I might spurt a big one. It could
hit you in the forehead.”


“Oooh. That would be sticky and
messy!” she said flirtatiously. “I’ll guess I better stop before you give me a
facial!”


“Honey!!,” urged her husband,
mortified. “Please!”


“Mellow out, Jason! I won’t let him
come on my face,” she retorted with a quick grin. Jacking the cock steadily,
the blonde held her face closer to the other man’s cock as she jacked it --
still gripping and massaging it with her soft, feminine hand – her wedding ring
set against the pink flesh of the man’s cock. 


Giggling excitedly, she slowly and
methodically moved her face closer and closer to the throbbing, wet head. When
her reddened lips were only two to three inches from the tip, she stuck out her
tongue. 


“Honey!!! Please!!” urged her husband.
“No!!”


She glanced at her husband with a
sly smile and instantly ran the tip of her tongue over the head of the man’s
cock, wetting it with her saliva, and then quickly drew her tongue away.


“What are you doing?” said the
husband.


“I’m just playing,” said his wife.
“I just touched it a little. That’s all.”


“You said you wouldn’t do oral,”
said Jason.


“Oh, honey -- it’s not oral!
I just touched it with my tongue a tiny bit, that’s all! It was just touching!
It’s not like sex or anything!” 


She gave him a blank looking,
emotionless smile as she kept jacking the large penis slowly. While she moved
her hands up and down, she deliberately and inexorably lowered her mouth closer
and closer to the head, tempting fate again, and sending her husband into a panic.
As Jason watched in horror, his wife deftly flicked her wet, soft tongue over
the other man’s cock head, slathering her tongue in circles over the purple,
fleshy crown for five to ten seconds. Then she kissed the tip and pulled her
mouth away, giggling.


“Honey!!! What are you doing???”


“Chill out, Jason,” said the
blonde. “I’m just licking it a little. I’m not gonna blow him – don’t worry.”


Jason groaned at the sight of the
incredible pleasure his wife was taking in massaging – and now licking – another
man’s hard cock. His own cock was drooling in his Bermudas. His body was racing
with excitement at the sight of his wife turning so wanton, right in front of
his eyes. He had never seen her so excited about a cock before – not even his.
It was like watching live porn.


Angeline gripped Al’s cock with
both hands firmly at the base, causing it to fill with a little more blood, and
once more let her tongue out, lowering it closer and closer to the turgid
member until the end of her tongue once more made contact. Once again she
slathered her tongue over the head as Al let out a grunt of satisfaction – her
pink appendage wetting the head completely. Then she ran the tip of her tongue
down over the shaft, including Al’s most sensitive spot, and back over the head,
kissing it before pulling away.


“You’re driving me nuts, girl!”
groaned Al.


“That’s the idea!” she giggled. “I
can keep a man going for a long time this way. I love to drive men nuts with my
mouth!”


“Angeline, this isn’t fair.”


“Jason, just chill out. I’ll get to
you in a while. Just shut up before you piss me off.”


“But you said you wouldn’t blow
him.”


“I’m not blowing him, Jason!”
Angeline insisted, her eyes bright with excitement. “I just touched him a
little with my tongue. I don’t have him in my mouth. That would be oral. This
isn’t oral!” As she spoke she worked her pale fingers up and down and around
over the eight inches expertly, causing the cock to throb and drool more clear
fluid out the tip. The blonde licked her lips. 


“You know, Al,” she said. “I can
taste you on my lips now. Mmmmm.”


“You’re one dirty girl,” said Al.
“I love it!” He looked over at Jason. “Sorry, dude, but you have to agree, your
wife is a hot number. It’s obvious she’s a nympho. But you already know that, I
can tell.”


Jason just looked on in horror,
watching his wife bend and break the rules – including rules she herself set --
one by one. He felt powerless to stop her. He had not seen her this sluttish
since before they seriously dated. It was as if something had taken hold of her
– there was something about Al’s presence turned her on so much that she would
push the boundaries of their marriage. And yet – he could do nothing to stop
it, but just plead with his wife, to whom his pleas seemed to fall on deaf
ears.


“Don’t look so mad, honey,” said
Angeline, glancing over and noticing her husband’s sour face. “It’s just a
little fun. Why don’t you come over to the couch and I’ll give you a hand job
at the same time. I haven’t done two guys in ages!”


“I don’t know…” mumbled Jason.


“Well, join in when you want,
honey. It’s just a little messing around, that’s all. We’re just having fun. I
won’t do anything more, I promise.”


“O.K.,” said Jason.


“You’re driving me nuts, Angeline,”
said Al, frustrated. “You’ve got me on the edge with that sweet tongue of
yours, and it’s making my balls ache.”


“We’ve got a remedy for that, hon,”
said the blonde flirtatiously. 


“Angeline! Remember you said you
weren’t going to give him oral.”


“Chill out, Jason,” his wife
retorted, starting to get irritated.


 She gripped Al’s phallus
firmly with the fingers of her left hand, and ran then down his cock. Then she
squeezed Al’s cock with both hands at the base, gripping it feverishly, causing
the head to bulge some, and the veins to protrude slightly. Her bright gold
wedding ring stood out from her left ring finger as she gripped the man’s cock
tightly. 


Then she lowered her face towards
Al’s cock head… first opening her mouth, then letting out her tongue. She slyly
glanced over at her husband, and touched her tongue to the head, slathering it
with her saliva… And then she opened her mouth over the top of the head,
touching the tip with her red painted lips. 


Al moaned in anticipation as he
felt Angeline’s hot breath over his throbbing penis as her lips parted and
slowly enveloped him. 


Angeline slowly slid the tip, and
then the crown, and then the entire head of Al’s cock inside the hot recesses
of her mouth. As Al’s cock was larger than she was used to, she had to open her
mouth widely to accommodate his head and upper shaft. After a few seconds, she
relaxed her jaw muscles, and let more of his girth past her lips. 


“FUCK! That feels good!” he moaned.


“Mmmm hmmmm.”


Instinctively, Al placed his
muscular hand on the back of Angeline’s neck, gripping it gently as she slid an
inch and a half more of his shaft inside her mouth, too.


Al could feel the exquisite
sensations of the blonde’s tongue and cheeks working their magic on his penis,
and could just feel her teeth when she shifted her lips while blowing him. It
was mindblowing. 


Groaning in pleasure, Al kneaded
the back of her neck, moving his hand up and down towards her shoulders, well
aware of the hidden message he was sending – any time a man has his hand on a
woman’s neck, it is a message of power and possession. Angeline was another
man’s wife – but at this moment, she was all his. Watching her blonde
head move as she sucked him in, Al noticed two Chinese characters tattooed on
her neck, at the base.


“Nice tattoo,” said Al. “What does
it mean?”


Angeline pulled her mouth off his
cock, swallowing before speaking.


“It says ‘beautiful blessing’ in
Chinese!” she said, proudly.


“I thought it said ‘filthy slut’!”
said Al.


“Ha ha ha,” said the blonde. “Very funny.”


“I was just kidding,” said Al, half
lying. He knew from experience that women will often take all sorts of sexual
insults from the right guy – and the way Angeline was treating him – he knew
that he was that right guy. “I meant it in a good way.”


“Sure you did. Well I’m a real
dirty girl, but I’m not a slut,” she said, giggling, before clamping her
mouth back down over his manhood, forming a tight seal with her lips as she
sucked him in, relaxing her jaw and letting more and more of the big cock past
her lips. Within seconds, his cock head was rubbing against the back of her
mouth.


Immediately, Angeline sucked in her
cheeks tightly, causing Al to thrust his cock upwards, craving more. When he
shoved his cock upwards, he could feel the tip of his cock head hit the
entrance to Angeline’s throat. Intense thrills of shivering pleasure wracked
his spine as his cock probed the forbidden. Angeline moaned sweetly as she
worked her tongue around Al’s head and shaft, her tongue probing his most
sensitive places – her hot, wet mouth sending him into the stratosphere.


Jason was aghast – his wife had
just broken yet another promise. She had said it was just going to be a hand
job. Now it appeared she was going to blow Al to orgasm and who know what would
happen after that. He watched entranced as his wife struggled to keep from
choking on the massive organ, her lips stretched taut over Al’s shaft, and
Jason could see her throat muscles shifting as she started to throat him. Jason
heard his wife gurgle a little as she pressed her mouth further and further over
Al’s girth, millimeter by millimeter until she felt most of Al’s cock head
finally pop inside the recesses of her throat.


Angeline let out a long groan of
desire, relishing the sensation of having her mouth ruled by a strange man’s
sexual weapon. She moved her mouth upwards and then back down the shaft, in
millimeter increments, causing her throat to send wild sensations up Al’s
spine. Then she held still, relaxing her throat as she slowly shook her head
back and forth, causing her mouth to massage and suck Al’s cock intensely. She
moved her tongue up and down over Al’s shaft and he groaned in appreciation.


Then she let him out of her mouth
slowly, only to suck him back in again, this time concentrating on the head and
upper shaft, sucking him greedily. To his horror, Jason could see the motions
of his wife’s tongue pressing and shifting behind the hollow of her cheek, and
he could plainly see her spit drenching the base of Al’s penis. He could hear
his wife slurp at Al’s cock as she sucked like a filthy slut working studs at a
movie house glory hole.


“FUCK!” grunted Al. “This is the
best head I’ve ever had!! Keep that up – you’re gonna make me come in your slut
mouth in a few minutes!” He moved his right hand down the blonde’s back and
underneath the hem of her shorts until his fingers found the warm skin of her
plump ass. Angeline responded by unbuttoning her shorts, to allow more room for
Al’s big hand. She continued sucking and licking more intensely, pushing Al’s
cock head back into her throat, and then back out, causing the entrance of her
throat to massage the head, which sent waves of shivers up Al’s spine. Al
started shoving his cock upwards, driving it in and out of Angeline’s throat
with a fucking motion, causing him to feel like he was approaching the breaking
point.


Instantly, Angeline pulled Al’s
cock out of her mouth with a sloppy wet ‘plop’. A trail of spit lolled between
her lips and the froth covered tip of the penis. She sucked the slimy spit back
into her mouth.


“We wouldn’t want you to come in my
mouth, now, would we?” said Angeline, wiping remnants of spit away from her
lips with the back of her hand. She gave the tip of Al’s cock a quick kiss and
flashed him a sly smile. “I can tell, you were ready to come really hard!”


“Angeline!!! What did you just
do?!” said her husband from across the living room. “You said you weren’t going
to suck his cock! You said you were just going to touch it! Now you’re deep
throating him! This isn’t fair. It’s not fair at all.”


“Oh, Jason!!” said the blonde, ignoring
his concerns. “Quit being such a prude! I just want to see how it tastes a
little bit -- that’s all! It’s nothing, really. I’ll stop after I get another
taste. I promise.”


“But you’re my wife,” said
Jason, feeling helpless. 


“I’m still your wife, dummy!”
Angeline licked the remnants of spit and pre-cum from her lips and continued
jacking Al with her left hand.


Al just smiled meekly. He looked as
if he would shrug his shoulders, but he couldn’t -- as he had worked the
fingers of his right hand firmly into the recesses of Angeline’s hot, smelly
ass crack. Jason could see the man’s hand moving as if he were probing his
wife’s asshole and pussy, feeling around underneath the fabric of her shorts.


Jason was at a loss as to what to
do. Al was more powerfully built than Jason, so Jason figured threatening to
beat him up was out of the question. And Jason unfortunately was so deeply in
love with Angeline that he was just did not know how to try to stop her from
doing what it looked like she was going to do: give that thick, glistening
prick a blowjob, right in front of him. 


Angeline turned her face towards
the pulsing, bright pink cock head in front of her, and once again dropped her
lips over the cock. Slowly, she took all eight inches of the man’s veiny prick
deep into her mouth. Jason could hear her gurgling as the head of Al’s cock
once more pierced the veil and entered her throat. Then she backed off and
started fucking Al with her mouth.


“Please, Angeline!” groaned Jason,
ready to give up. “This isn’t fair!”


“Mmmphf mmmmmphmf!” grunted the
blonde, her speech completely unintelligible as her mouth sliding up and down
on Al’s dick. Jason just sat there in agony, watching Al’s thick prick slip in
and out of his wife’s gullet – he could just make out Al’s cock head working in
and out of her throat. 


Once more Angeline held Al’s cock
deep into her throat, moving her head from side to side, working the man’s
throbbing penis to a frenzy. Then she backed her mouth upwards, causing more
and more of Al’s shaft to show – it glistened with her saliva as she let him
out of her mouth.


Then as soon as Al’s cock head
popped out from between Angeline’s lips, she took a breath, and then proceeded
to take him all the way down to the balls again.


“Fuck, dude,” groaned the dark haired
man. “Your wife sure has a sweet mouth! This is the best head I’ve ever had in
my entire life. My wife is nowhere as good as this. Compared to your
wife, Erin is a girl scout!” He placed his large, firm
left hand over her bespectacled head and massaged her head gently as she
throated him. His right hand by this time was feeling her moist labia. He
pulled his hand out momentarily and sniffed his fingers. “Mmmmm,” he groaned.
“I love that smell!” 


Before Jason could say anything Al
pushed his hand back into place, feeling Angeline’s hot crack and then forcing
his hand further down so he could insert a finger up into her pussy. As soon as
his finger hit the spot the wife whimpered uncontrollably, her voice muffled by
thick cock. Choking, she pulled her mouth off of Al, and took a breath.


“Finger my pussy, Al! Make me come,
please!” She reached down and gripped the hem of her shorts, pulling them – and
her lace panties – down to the top of her plump thighs. 


“No prob, woman!” said Al, moving
his hand and reaching around the side of Angeline’s ass, pushing two fingers
deep inside her pussy. “I can tell you have a full muff. I love that!!”


The blonde gasped feverishly and
swallowed Al’s cock whole, moving her head up and down methodically, gurgling
and choking each time the head of Al’s eight inches entered her throat. Jason,
in horror, watched as his wife’s lips kept an airtight adhesion to the surface
of the other man’s cock -- the bright pink undersides of her lips glistening in
saliva and cock juice as she slurped upwards, and her throat expanding slightly
as she took the man all the way back down. Jason said nothing. He just stared,
transfixed.


Angeline’s sweet, red lips
slithered up and down Al’s thick cock, her saliva coating his shaft, smearing
the base with lip gloss, causing the fleshy member to glisten as the room
filled with the slurping sounds of her oral attention. 


As Jason watched his wife perform
oral on Al, his own cock was raging hard, seeing his wife being such a slut,
and the sight of her giving another man head excited him also. It was like the
worst and best fantasy a man could imagine – all into one. To see the woman you
cherish acting the whore – to see your blushing bride turning into a lust
crazed tramp that can’t keep her hands and mouth from another man’s cock – it
was sensory overload.


“Mmmmmphf hmmmphf!” she gurgled.


“That a girl! Suck it good,”
groaned Al.


Angeline slowly pulled her mouth
off of the dark haired man’s throbbing eight inches, and licked up another
trail of spit that went from her lips to the tip of his manhood. She swallowed,
and kissed Al’s cock on the head.


“Mmmmm,” she cooed. “I could do
this all night.”


“It’s all for you, baby,” said Al.
“Suck it some more. Suck it ‘til I come.”


“Please honey,” pleaded Jason in
vain. “Please stop!”


“Oh, Jason! Just stop it! It’s just
a cock. I’m not gonna fuck him or anything. I already told you.”


Jason just stammered, unable to say
anything – completely tantalized and horrified by the sight of his beloved wife
handling, feeling, and swallowing another man’s cock without his permission.
There was the woman of his dreams, sucking another man off, despite his
protests. But he knew he couldn’t tell her what to do. When she set her mind on
something, that was it. For several minutes the only sounds in the room were
slurping and gurgling from his wife’s adultery.


“Come on, dude!” said Al. “This
must be a turn on for you. I know I’d like to see my wife sucking a
guy.” He looked down at the blonde head going up and down over his lap, sucking
him in, letting him out. “Your wife is so fucking hot, I bet she’s fun to
fuck.” He patted and felt the blonde’s hair, as her head bobbed gently up and
down while she throated him.


 


YOU’VE GOT A HOT ASS


After a few more minutes of
throating Al, Angeline pulled her mouth off his prick again. She looked over at
her husband and smiled. Then she looked back at Al.


“You really want to fuck me, Al?”


“Sure!”


“Honey!!!! No!”


“I’m just kidding, honey. Don’t
worry!” Angeline stood up in front of the other man, her shorts and panties
still at the top of her luscious thighs.


“You like my body, Al?”


“You have a hot body, Angeline.”


“You like my ass?”


“You’ve got a hot ass.”


“You want to see my ass better,
Al?”


“I’d love to!”


“O.K., sweetie!” giggled the blonde,
leaning over in front of the man.


“No, Angeline! You said you
wouldn’t!” Jason protested.


“Oh, Jason! It’s just my ass! You
will be able to see it, too!! You love my ass, don’t you?”


“Yes, but…. But this isn’t right!”


“I’m just going to let him see
it!” Angeline said, giggling, still facing the other man. She turned around,
aiming her big, round butt at Al, and slowly pulled down her shorts and lace
panties, yanking them down past her knees, and then down to her ankles, before
stepping out of them. Immediately, she gave her big butt a shake, backed up and
held it a foot or so from Al’s face. 


Al looked on, enraptured: he could
clearly see Angeline’s two white mounds of ass flesh, with just a hint of pussy
hair coming from in between the cheeks.


Angeline moved her legs further
apart and pulled her cheeks, giving Al a better view. It was an uncommonly
beautiful, thick dusty colored lady forest that made his cock stiff: an
awesome, tangled growth of blonde muff that stuck out and upwards as if begging
for a nose to be buried in it – long curly tufts, some wavy and curled and over
two inches long. It looked as if it hadn’t been trimmed it in a year – some of
the hair was matted and covering her mons, with more tufts of thick, dark
blonde hair sticking out lasciviously around her protruding, wet labia. 


Farther north, in the recesses of
the pale cleft between her rotund cheeks was more hair, some nearly an inch
long, some slicked down towards Angeline’s perineum and anus. It was a muff lover’s
paradise. And protruding from this massive tangle of scented bush were her
meaty pussy lips.


And what wonderful labia they were!
Meaty and pink, protruding from the tangled forest of blonde – looking like
they had seen a lot of action from big cocks over the years. 


Up above Angeline’s meaty, pink
pussy was her light tan anus, also framed with what seemed to be acres of dusty
colored, slicked blonde pubic hair. 


It was a sight any cunnilinguist
would find erection inducing, and in Al it did.


Instantly, Al leaned forwards and
kissed Angeline’s butt on the right cheek, then on the left, and then he began
kissing her all over, working his lips and tongue towards her ass crack,
running his tongue over the blonde forest, relishing the sensation of the musky
hairs on his tongue as he slathered it up and down the sides of her cleft and
then downwards towards her pussy.


“Oooooh!” she exclaimed. “You
really do love my butt, don’t you!!!” She gave it another shake, leaned
forwards, sticking her butt in the air and grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled
them even further apart for Al to have better access.


“You’ve got a beautiful pussy,
girl! I love your sweet muff! It’s so wild, so filthy looking – it’s
just so… so dirty!”


“My husband prefers it untrimmed,”
said the blonde. “He asked me to let it grow for him. But right now my bush is all
yours, Al.”


“Well, he’s got good taste in
pussy,” said Al enthusiastically. “Unlike my wife, who’s muff is just boring,
bland brown, and trimmed. I asked her to let it grow more but she doesn’t want
people to see it outside her bikini bottoms.


“I don’t wear a bikini in public,
so my bush can peek out all it wants to,” said Angeline. “I don’t care!”


Al leaned forwards and buried his
face in between the cheeks of Angeline’s ass. He inhaled deeply, exhilarated by
the musty, musky scent of the blonde’s sweat and moist labia. Then he licked
her pussy lips, thrilled by the sensation of the rich tangle of her moist
blonde hairs touching and massaging the sides of his tongue as he tasted the
tangy, salty essence of Angeline’s vagina.


“Oooohhhhhhhh,” moaned the blonde,
pulling her cheeks further apart and thrusting her ass back against Al’s face,
to her husband’s horror.


Angeline leaned down, rolling her
butt slowly, grinding it into Al’s face as he ate her. Al reached up and spread
her cheeks so he could shove his face further into the space between the cheeks
of her ass. Angeline reached down with a hand and resumed jacking Al. Al stuck
his face into her ass crack as far as it would go, keeping his tongue embedded
in her slit. His mouth was full of hair and sloppy wet vagina. He was in
paradise.


Angeline whimpered ecstatically and
lifted her head momentarily and absent mindedly smiled at her husband, as if on
automatic pilot -- oblivious to her husband’s feelings and enraptured by the
fact that she was center of attention. She glanced back down at Al’s thick
cock, still erect in the grip of her fingers. She moved her ass up and down
over Al’s face, whimpering ecstatically as he licked her pussy lips hungrily.
For several minutes, Jason watched his wife get her ass eaten. Then, without
saying a word, Angeline pulled her ass away from Al’s mouth, and -- keeping a
tight hold upon the tip of his cock -- positioned herself over the massive
erection.


“Hold still, Al honey.”


“Are you gonna do what I think
you’re gonna do?” said Al.


“Maybe,” said the blonde
flirtatiously.


“Honey, no!”


Angeline licked her lips and smiled
sexily and ignored him.


Jason looked on in absolute horror.
Al’s strong eight inches of manhood were poised straight upwards, throbbing,
directly aimed at his wife’s pussy – like a fleshy dagger to the heart. His
wife kept her fingertips on the head of the massive cock with her left hand,
her wedding ring showing plainly as she gripped it. Al’s cock looked like a
savage, veiny weapon poised to completely obliterate Jason’s marriage vows.


Angeline wasted little time and
lowered herself down. To Jason’s horror his wife’s pussy lips stretched out
wide, just enveloping the tip, and then she pushed downwards, her pussy lips
swallowing the entire helmet as she let out a gasp. Within seconds the head was
completely swallowed up in the blonde’s stretched labia, as if it were a
perfect fit. Whimpering, his wife lowered herself down further, taking in
another inch of the big cock. Jason watched in panic as he saw his wife’s pale
thighs being fully invaded by inch after inch of his workmate’s massive cock.


“Oooohhhhhhh!” the blonde groaned,
taking the first three inches. “Al!!! You’re just so… So fucking BIG! I haven’t
had a big one like this in sooooo long!!!” She looked down between her legs in
amazement, proud of her accomplishment – her pussy stretched a bright pinkish
white over the surface of Al’s massive member. Pushing downwards a few more millimeters
she whimpered uncontrollably, still watching her progress.


“FUCK!” She whimpered. “My pussy is
so stretched… It feels like it’s going to break!” She looked up towards
her husband, her face a visage of contorted pleasure as she licked her lips,
still holding onto the massive cock with her fingertips. Millimeter by
millimeter, her pussy stretched taut, she pushed more of Al inside her belly.


“Honey!!! What the fuck are you
doing!! You’re fucking him!!!”


Ignoring him, she forced herself
downwards, taking in two more inches. The room filled with the sweet sounds of
her whimpers accented by a few cries of pain.


“Angeline!!!”


She swallowed one more inch of the
thick member, now gasping ecstatically.


“FUCK!!!! Al, honey -- you’re so damn
thick! I don’t know if I can handle all of it!”


“Sure ya can!” said Al, happily.
“You can take it!”


“Stop, honey! Please!”


“Shut the fuck up, Jason!”



There was mostly silence as
Angeline rocked her pussy gently back and forth over the penis to accommodate her
stretched membranes over the last few inches of Al’s massive girth. The only
sounds were Angeline’s heavy breathing and whimpers, along with a few short
cries of discomfort.


Jason watched aghast as the other
man’s cock was swallowed up by his wife’s stretched vagina. He could tell that
she was struggling to accommodate the man, as both her inner and outer labia
were stretched to the limit. 


Working herself all the way down,
and gasping in delight, Angeline took in all of Al’s cock except a centimeter –
and then she rolled her ass and forced that last centimeter inside, until she
finally was sitting on the man’s lap -- her eyes closed, her head back, her
mouth open wide, gasping in the throes of unbridled pleasure, rolling and
grinding her pussy slowly over the cock, as if possessed. It seemed to Jason
that – if Angeline’s vocals were any indication -- every single movement of
Al’s cock inside her pussy was sending her to Pluto. 


“Ohhhhhh, FUCK. All that fucking
pressure… It’s gonna make me come!” She licked her lips lasciviously, looking
back down between her legs, staring at the massive fleshy pole that was
violating the space between her thighs. Then she glanced at her husband
blankly, still gasping and licking her lips.


“I’m only going to put it in my pussy
once, honey – I promise!”


She ground her big butt back and
forth over Al’s cock, her stretched pussy massaging his balls. The room filled
with her sweet cries.


“Honey!!! Get off him!! This isn’t
fair!!”


“OHHHH!!!” she cried
uncontrollably. “It’s too much! It’s almost breaking my pussy, but I love it!!”


She lifted up about an inch, and
slammed her stretched pussy back downwards, crying out in pleasure.


Her eyes drooping from satiation,
she looked over towards her husband, avoiding his gaze.


“Ohhhh! FUCK! It feels so GOOD!!!
Sorry, Jason -- I’ve just GOT to fuck it!”


“Angeline!”


“Just give me a minute, dear! Just
one more minute riding him – PLEASE!!!


She lifted her ass upwards from
Al’s lap slightly, and Jason could see four exposed inches of Al’s penis,
glistening with his wife’s pussy juice. Her lips were whitened from being
stretched so taut. She thrust back downwards, slamming Al’s balls as she
bottomed out in cock. Jason could see his wife’s plump ass flatten as it
slammed into Al’s lap, as the room exploded with her sweet whimpers.


“Please, honey!!” cried Jason,
helpless, as his own cock tented in his trousers. “Stop!” 


Angeline once again lifted her ass
back up off of Al’s lap, and Jason could see the other man’s cock slip slowly
out of her pussy – inch by vagina coated inch -- and then Angeline lowered
herself back down again. She whimpered in pleasure once more, as soon as Al’s
cock bottomed out in her. Jason was certain the other man’s cock head was
nestled against the entrance to his wife’s uterus.


She looked over at her husband
offhandedly with another blank look, and began fucking the big cock in earnest,
writhing in pleasure. Al reached around the front, and yanked upwards on
Angeline’s blouse trying to take it off. Angeline lifted her arms so Al could
pull it over her head, and then he set the blouse on the cushion beside them.
Angeline quickly took off her bra and tossed it aside, her tits bouncing free
just before Al placed his hands on them.


Jason watched in complete horror,
seeing his wife’s pussy being completely debauched by Al’s thick manhood, the
man’s fingers pulling on her nipples, and his hands going all over her sexy
body as his cock impaled her to the breaking point. Angeline’s eyes rolled back
in her head as she continued grinding her big ass over Al’s lap, whimpering and
gasping as his cock worked its magic, breaking in her pussy.


“Honey! You said you wouldn’t fuck
him!”


“Ohhh! Ohhh! Ohhh!” his wife
responded, filling the room with more loud sighs and gasps. Still leaning back
against Al, she grabbed his head and covered him in kisses.


“You feel sooooo good in my pussy!
I’ve got to fuck you ‘til I come. But I’ve got to change position –
it’ll be easier to come that way.” 


“You’re the boss,” said Al, pushing
her face into his, kissing her passionately.


Angeline broke the kiss and got up.
Pulling herself off of Al, she turned around, facing him.


“Are you stopping now, honey?”
asked Jason.


Ignoring her husband’s question and
grabbing Al’s cock forcefully, Angeline lowered herself back down over the
appendage until he was embedded inside her, all the way to the balls. As soon
as Al’s cock head massaged her cervix Angeline gasped in pleasure and rolled
her pussy over him as she ground his cock deep into her belly. Instantly she
put her arms around Al, kissing his neck. This time Jason could more clearly
see his wife’s pussy being sent to the breaking point as Al’s cock violated it,
the labia stretched almost white. The view was awesome, better than any porno,
because it was right in front of him. But on the inside, Jason was in sexually
charged heartache.


Within seconds Angeline was riding
Al relentlessly, her pussy now loosened enough to slide up and down Al’s cock
more easily. Jason watched her big butt lift and drop, jiggling and bouncing
rhythmically as it bobbed up and down, up and down – her flabby cheeks
undulating in waves each time she violated herself on Al’s proud erection. Up
and down, up and down – Jason watched compulsively as his wife’s big, plump ass
jiggled and bounced, his heart breaking more deeply each time he saw Al’s huge
cock into his wife’s tautly stretched pussy. Each time she sighed, gasped, and
called out Al’s name, Jason felt like he was being slammed in the gut.


SMACK!!!


Al gave Angeline’s big ass a sharp spank
with his right hand, causing the wife to cry out in surprise. She cried out,
the sound muffled by the kiss.


SMACK!!!


Once more, a red handprint appeared
on Angeline’s left ass cheek – looking to the world as a mark of Al’s ownership
of that ass, just as Angeline’s birth canal was being owned by his cock.


Up and down went Jason’s wife’s
pussy, stretching and slurping up the other man’s massive prick, as Jason
watched helplessly. 


The sounds of Angeline’s cries soon
became deafening as she reached the point of no return.


“FUCK!!” she gasped weakly. “I’m
gonna come!!! Ohhhhh!” The blonde bucked her ass up and down more quickly,
slamming her fat cheeks into Al’s thighs as she barreled his cock up into her
womb, taking herself over the edge, her head jerking as she climaxed on the
man’s penis. 


The entire house echoed with the
sounds of female orgasm.


After a minute, Angeline slowed
down the thrusting, and kissed Al on the lips.


“Did you just come in me, Al?”


“No.”


“Are you sure, Al? It feels like
you came in me.”


“No,” Al said laughing. “Trust me:
if I came in you, I’d know it!”


“You want to fuck me ‘til you come?
I don’t mind.”


“That would be so wrong,” said Al.


“Well, I’d love it if you fucked me
‘til you come. Like I said, it’s O.K., I’m on the pill.”


“Honey!!! You said you wouldn’t let
him!” Jason cried.


“It’s O.K., Jason! I’m on
the fucking pill!”


“But you’re my wife,” Jason said
weekly.


“I’m still your wife now, dumb
ass!” she said. 


“I still have a ways to go until I
come,” said Al, ignoring the couple’s argument as best he could.


“O.K., honey. Let’s fuck some more
until I come again, and you come in me if you want to.”


“Sounds fine to me,” said Al.


Before Jason could protest any more
about it, Angeline resumed fucking her new paramour. Jason gave up. Any protest
would be shot down by his wife. He knew that the other man completely owned her
for the time being. The man owned her pussy, he owned her body, and for all
Jason knew, he also owned her heart as well. Jason couldn’t leave – the vision
would still be playing itself over and over in his mind – and leaving would
only make him look weaker than he already was.


All Jason could do was watch, and
feel the depressing sensation of his heart being stabbed and bled to death by a
million knives that all looked like Al’s penis and his wife’s shark like, blank
expressions. His cock throbbed madly as he saw his precious wife’s vagina
swallowing up another man’s thick, eight inches greedily – his precious
marriage vows being savagely violated with each vagina-stretching thrust.


The room filled with the velvety
sweet sounds of Angeline’s whimpers as she rode Al’s manhood in wild abandon. 


Up and down, up and down. Jason
watched his wife’s awesome, plump pale ass jiggling and bouncing as she
willingly violated her marriage vows.


And now Jason had been reduced to a
spectator, his cock throbbing at the pornographic image right in front of him –
right in his own living room.


“Ohhhhhhh!!!!!” Angeline cooed, her
pussy rapidly sucking and squishing and slurping Al’s thick prick greedily. She
leaned forwards and kissed Al on the lips, and within seconds they were deep
kissing as she rode him and rode him and rode him -- the room filling with her
spit-and-tongue muffled whimpers of Angeline’s flaming hot, passionate kisses.


Up, down. Up, down. In, out, in out
– faster and faster. The room filling with louder and louder female cries as
the man’s thick eight inches savaged Jason’s wife. Jason’s heart was pierced
with each thrust, his wife’s pussy clenching and gripping Al’s girth greedily
as she rode him like a whore on crack.


Jason felt like he was going to
burst. His wife’s ass looked so good being impaled by another man’s thick cock.
The way her pussy squeezed and gripped it as she worked it up and down his
shaft – it was much better than any porn movie.


“Fuck, bitch!” cried the man. “I
think I’m gonna come in about a minutes!”


“Mmmm hmmm,” moaned the wife,
kissing the man’s neck passionately. “Go ahead and come in my pussy Al!”


Angeline rode Al harder, as if
trying to make him come inside her. Al looked over Angeline’s shoulder at
Jason, who was watching in complete agony, his cock still tenting in his
Bermudas.


“Dude, you’re hard. You’re turned
on by seeing your wife like this, aren’t you,” said Al.


Jason said nothing.


“I think it’s time to do something
about this.”


 


I’M A REALLY DIRTY GIRL


Suddenly, Al reached down with his
firm hands and pulled Angeline’s plump, pale butt up off his cock. As soon as
it was free of the woman’s vagina, Al’s cock sprang forwards a little, dripping
some juice onto the couch cushions.


“What are you doing, sweetie?” she
protested.


“Change of plans for the slut
wife,” said Al, grinning, He pushed the blonde away from him and got up off the
couch. Grabbing the blonde, he guided her across the living room, and as soon
as she was in front of her husband, he pushed her to her knees.


“So, what are you doing, Al?”


“It’s what you’ll be doing that’s
important, now,” said Al.


He pushed the blonde’s head down
towards Jason’s lap, while placing a hand on the small of her back and shoving
her down waist downwards, making her big, round ass protrude upwards. 


“Blow him,” ordered Al.


The blonde turned and smiled, and
then started undoing Jason’s Bermudas.


Instantly, Al was on his knees
behind her, and he looked down at her big ass, and stared at the cleft between
the blonde’s cheeks. Her pussy, framed by a wild growth of dirty blonde bush,
was half open, the lips reddened and sticking out lasciviously as if gasping
for air. Her pussy looked well worn, as it had been stretched to the limit with
all the hard fucking. Al knew that the gaping, worn out look of the woman’s
pussy was from his own cock, and how easily he had made her come with it, and
he felt a surge of pride and power at being able to give her such pleasure.


“You’ve got a mindblowing pussy,
girl,” said Al. “It looks like I wrecked it.”


“Ha, ha, ha,” said the blonde. “Very funny. I’ve had big cocks
before, including two in my pussy at a time. My pussy will be fine. So you gonna
fuck me, or just talk about it?”


 Al answered her by quickly
placing his large, fleshy cockhead against her well-fucked lips and with one
deft shove he was balls deep inside her.


“FUCK!!!” shrieked the blonde.


“You like it that way, don’t you,
you filthy slut.”


Before she could answer, Al pulled
his cock back and slammed it home again, causing her to cry out. 


Slam! Al barreled his thick cock
home again. The room filled with her cries.


Slam! Slam! Slam!


The house echoed with a chorus of
Angeline’s slutty whines and whimpers.


“Fuck me with your big cock, Al!
Fuck me hard!!”


Al began thrusting his cock in and
out of the blonde, showing her pussy no mercy. She was making so much noise she
was neglecting Jason’s cock, which was erect and throbbing, just inches in
front of her face.


“Harder, Al!” she urged. “HARDER!”


“I intend to,” said Al, picking up
the pace. He kept his hold on the blonde’s neck and -- squeezing it tightly --
he shoved Angeline’s face against Jason’s erect cock before letting go. 


“Start sucking his cock, bitch!” he
ordered. He moved his hands to her narrow, fleshy waist, and began pounding her
harder, as she continued to whimper.


Obediently, Angeline did what she
was told.


Jason was flabbergasted. He looked
down at his wife, seeing that satiated, blank, shark-like glaze in his wife’s
eyes, as she looked up at him, overtaken by sexual heat. She blankly licked her
lips, and reached up and undid the button of his shorts, her head jerking
slightly from the slamming of Al’s cock against her ass. 


“Want a blow job, honey?” she said
lustily. “You know I’m good at it.”


“Yes, bitch,” said Jason, his cock
throbbing. “Suck my cock like a good slut.”


“OOooh, my husband is calling his
wife a slut now.”


“You like it, though.”


“Yes, I do. You should call me that
more often.” She smiled slyly, and expertly, pulled the top of his shorts down,
and Jason lifted his ass off the chair cushion so she could pull them down past
his knees. 


His wife, her massive ass cheeks
undulating from being pounded, gripped Jason’s erect cock and sucked it into
her mouth. Instantly, Jason felt a wave of pleasure as he drowned in the sweet
sensations of his wife’s sinful, hot mouth gripping his manhood. He could just
feel her teeth against the base, where his cock was the thickest, and her
tongue! It was mind blowing what she could do with that tongue! 


SMACK!!! SMACK!!! SMACK!!!


Angeline squealed in surprise, her
voice muffled by the head of her husband’s cock, which by now was nestled just
behind the entrance to her throat.


Jason by now was overtaken by total
lust. His wife had been transformed from the love of his life to his own
personal porn star – he was transfixed by the sight of Al’s thick cock
barreling into his wife, the thick pole savaging the cleft between her ass
cheeks, the undulations of his wife’s fat ass as she was being pounded. He
could feel the jerking of Angeline’s lips and teeth on his shaft as she
throated him, her mouth and head being bucked and jerked by the savage pounding
the other man was giving her. She continued working her tongue underneath his
shaft, sucking and slurping on him like a lust crazed whore.


Al moved his hands from Angeline’s
waist to her shoulders and gripped her firmly, his strong mechanic’s fingers
digging into the pale skin. He kept thrusting his thick cock deep into her
pussy until his head slammed against her uterus, his bare balls slapping
against her unshaved muff, causing him to enter the ionosphere.


“Fuck, this pussy is so damned
good,” he grunted. “Fuckin’ tight pussy. Better pussy than my wife!”


“Mmmmm hmmmmm,” gurgled Angeline,
keeping Jason’s cockhead firmly inside her throat.


Jason just stared at the spectacle
of his wife’s blonde head over his cock, which was sending thrills of intense
pleasure throughout his lower body. With each of Al’s savage thrusts, Jason’s
cock head was slammed further and further deep into his wife’s willing, hot
throat.


“Ugh!!!” he grunted, his cock
twitching in explosive agony.


“Mmmm hmmmm,” moaned his wife,
looking up into his eyes, sending him into the stratosphere – her slutty ,
filthy, whorish gaze – causing his balls to heat up and his heart to pound.


SMACK!!


Al gave Jason’s wife another sharp
spank, as he picked up the pace.


“Fuck! What a hot pussy!”


“Mmmm hmmm.”


Jason felt his cock heat up to a
feverish pitch from the awesome hot grip of his wife’s mouth over his manhood.
He felt the semen starting to boil just underneath his balls, jerking and
jostling with every sharp movement of his wife’s head over his groin – every
jerk of her mouth against his cock, her teeth tapping and tickling against the
base of his cock in time with each of Al’s violent shoves between the cheeks of
Angeline’s ass.


Instantly, Al pulled out of
Angeline’s pussy, and grabbing her by the hair, pulled her mouth off of Jason’s
cock.


“What are you doing?” protested the
blonde, a trail of creamy drool dripping down her chin. “I thought you were
going to come in me.”


“Change of plans,” said Al. He went
over to the inn table beside the couch and grabbed Angeline’s bottle of hand
cream and returned, setting the bottle on the table next to Jason’s easy chair.
He then reached down and gripped Angeline by the shirt and yanked her upwards,
towards her husband’s lap. 


“Get up on his cock,” Al ordered.


“What are you doing???” wondered
Angeline.


“Just shut up and start fucking
him,” said Al.


“Oooh. I love a man who’s in
control like that,” said Angeline. “I love being treated like a dirty girl.”


“Well, you’re a damn good one,”
said Al.


“You ain’t seen anything yet,
honey,” said Angeline. She positioned herself just above Jason’s cock, and
reached down and grabbed him, and inserted his head inside her pussy, and
lowered herself all the way down until her hot, full ass was flush with his
thighs. Jason’s manhood was firmly ensconced in his wife’s cheating vagina –
which gripped him comfortably, even though Jason could tell from the feel of it
that it had been violently stretched to the breaking point by a penis larger
than his. At first, he was taken aback, because he immediately could tell his
wife’s pussy had been violated by another. But then he realized the lack of
familiar snugness would allow him to last longer.


“Hi, honey – I’m back,” said
Angeline, grinning sweetly. She embraced him as she slowly lifted herself up
and lowered herself back down over his cock. “Wanna fuck?”


She kissed him before he could
answer, pushing her tongue firmly into her husband’s mouth. Jason swallowed his
wife’s tongue and spit greedily, all thoughts and anxieties overtaken by
insatiable lust.


Al reached over and grabbed the
bottle of lotion, and poured some on his right fingers, and then poured some
over Angeline’s ass crack, just over her light tan colored, hair rimmed anus.


“Fuck, what a dirty looking ass,”
said Al. “That nice tan color, and that hair. I love it. The dirtier looking
the woman’s asshole – the better to fuck it!”


Angeline broke the kiss for a
second.


“I’ve got a dirty looking ass,
because I’m a really dirty girl,” she said lasciviously. “Are you thinking on
doing what I think you’re doing, Al?”


“Probably,” said Al. “I can tell by
the look of your asshole, that you’ve done this before.” He pushed a
cream-lubed finger against the small orifice. “It looks like you’ve had a
hundred cocks in there.”


“I love anal, Al,” she retorted.
“But no, it hasn’t been hundreds. I haven’t had anyone as big as you in there,
though.”


“First time for everything,” said
Al.


“But you’re so big, it could wreck
me!”


“It won’t. You’ll love it.”


“Well, honey, if you’re gonna
stretch my ass with that big cock, you’d better make sure you make me come with
it, too!”


“Don’t worry,” said Al. “I made my
wife come that way quite a few times. And she’s really tight back there.” He
pushed the tip of his finger inside her anus. Immediately, he could feel the
tight grip, the smooth surface of the inside of her orifice, and the intense
heat on his skin. He pushed it further and moved it around a little.


“OH! That feels good. But slow,
baby – do it slow!”


“I am,” said Al. He slowly moved
his lubed finger in and out of her gripping hotness. Angeline moaned sweetly.


“You like getting assfucked, don’t
you. I can tell by the way you’re gripping my finger.”


“I love it, if it’s done right. I’m
so sensitive back there.”


Angeline moaned as she filled her
vagina with Jason’s cock, and rolled her ass upwards to meet Al’s finger, which
by now was all the way inside her ass.


“Mmmmm,” she moaned. “This is gonna
be interesting. I haven’t had two guys like this in a long, long time.”


“I thought a girl like you would
have been tag teamed lots of times. The way you were so ready to drop
your pants and fuck, I could just tell. Sluts like that love to push the
envelope. I bet you’ve had a lot of threesomes.”


“More than you know. But I haven’t
been tag teamed like this for years.”


“Well, you’re gonna get it now,”
said Al, gleefully, finger fucking her big ass as he watched her pussy swallow
and disgorge her husband’s six inches slowly and methodically. “Jason and I are
gonna give that awesome, fat ass of yours a real workout.”


“Just take it slow at first, Al
honey, please…”


Angeline looked into her husband’s
eyes. Her eyes were half closed, as she was still plateauing from the powerful climax
Al’s thick eight inches had worked into her pussy. Jason thought he saw a faint
spark of love mixed in with the wanton sexual lust.  


“Don’t worry, darling,” she said
kissing him wetly. “I know -- I didn’t tell you everything about my past. I’ve
done two guys before. Lots of times. But this time, it’s gonna be special.
This time, it’s just for you.” She leaned forwards and slathered his
left ear with her tongue before biting it softly, the heat of her breath
sending shivers throughout his body.


“I love you so much, honey, I want
you to always remember this. I want you to never forget this moment. I’m doing
this for you.” 


Al started inserting a second
finger into her ass, stretching her hole to fit it in.


“OW!!!” Angeline cried out and
turned and forcefully slapped at Al’s hand, causing it to sting. “I said slow,
honey! Slow!”


“Sorry,” said Al.


“I want you to fuck my ass, Al, not
hurt me!”


“O.K., I’ll slow down a bit more,
and take more time.”


“You’d better! I want you to give
me an orgasm with that big cock of yours, not pain!!”


“I hear ya!” Al poured a little
more lotion over his fingers, and moved them slowly and inexorably inside
Angeline’s tight sphincter, relishing her sweet grip over his skin.


“Mmmmmm,” moaned the blonde.
“That’s better, Al honey. Yes… Just like that. That feels good. Don’t stop.”


“I don’t intend to.”


Al pushed his fingers in and out of
Angeline’s anus as she returned to fucking her husband’s cock slowly. She
grabbed her husband by the head and kissed him passionately, rolling her big
ass up and down over Jason’s cock, while meeting Al’s fingers in a rhythm.
Angeline moaned and whimpered softly, riding both cock and fingers, kissing her
husband all over his face and neck.


Within five minutes or so, Al
inserted a third finger, making sure it was well lubed with hand cream. As soon
as his third finger went in her ass, Angeline whimpered into Jason’s ear. He
couldn’t tell if it was from pain, pleasure, or both.


He looked down her back to see Al’s
hand working his wife’s anus, fucking it with three of his big fingers.


“We’re almost there, sweetie,” said
Al, grinning.


“When you put that big thing in me,
honey – do it slow, that’s all.”


“Don’t worry,” said Al, still
fucking her ass with his fingers. By this time he had all three fingers shoved
inside her, all the way to the knuckles -- without Angeline complaining. After
fucking her hole with all three fingers like that, he knew that she was ready
to get properly assfucked.


Jason just moaned, gripping his
wife’s waist tightly. Jason was no stranger to sexual deviancy, as he’d seen
his share of wild porn. But he had never experienced what he realized was going
to happen: a Double Penetration. He’d always fantasized about participating in
a DP, but never dreamed he’d be doing it with his wife. The thought that his
wife was going to take all eight inches of Al’s cock up her asshole was
disturbing. That thick cock had already made her pussy come like a rocket. What
if Al made her come like that with it in her ass, too – and she became addicted
to it?


At the same time, he hoped Al
pounded her until it hurt. He wanted to feel his wife getting her holes
destroyed, like a real whore. He wanted her to cry out in abject pleasure like
the porn stars do when they are DP’ed. He wanted to see the unbridled sexual
animal come out in his wife – something he’d already seen when she was fucking
the other man on the couch. She was acting like a cum slut – now he wanted to
see her holes getting wrecked and ripped like a cum slut.


As he was thinking it over, he heard
his wife cry out into his ear.


She turned and looked down her
back, towards her ass.


“Easy, Al honey!! EASY!!”


“O.K!” said Al. 


Jason looked down his wife’s curvy
back to see Al’s massive cock pressed against her ass crack. 


Al pushed down on the blondes’s
waist, stopping her from moving her butt up and down, and pressed his cock head
firmly against her anus, pressing it forwards, slowly. Jason watched as the
other man pushed his cock in the cleft of his wife’s butt – the veins
protruding, the cock slowly disappearing in between Angeline’s fat ass cheeks
millimeter by millimeter.


It was the time of reckoning. His
wife was going to be completely debauched.


As the tip of Al’s cock started
disappearing into the forbidden zone, the blonde let out a sharp cry which
deafened Jason’s left ear.


“OUCH!!!!”


Al pressed a little further.


“OWWWWW!!!!” she whimpered.
“STOP!!!”


Al held still, allowing the
blonde’s anus to accommodate the sensation.


Then he pushed forwards again.


 “Ow Ow Ow Ow OW OW!!!” cried out
the blonde. “SLOOOOWWWWWW!” Please, honey, put it in slow!”


“I’m doing it as slow as I can,”
said Al, maintaining the pressure of his cock against the blonde’s anus. As it
was, half of his head was wrapped in sphincter, but the rest of his head was
still just outside. There was no way he was going to pull out. He intended to
give the blonde the ride of her life.


“Just hold still, O.K.?” said Al.
“It will make it easier for you.”


Angeline softly whimpered in pain
as Al pressed more of the head inside, and then – finally – the entire head
entered Angeline’s sacred orifice with a small ‘plop’, and immediately she let
out another quick cry. Jason’s cock stiffened in excitement, his heart
pounding. He looked up at his wife’s face, and could see a trace of tears in
her eyes.


“You want to stop, honey?” he said.


“No, sweetie. I want this,” she
said, kissing him. “I’m O.K. It’ll get better. I’ve done this before.”


Al pressed a little further.


“OUCH! Al!!! You’re still hurting
me, honey! Just hold it still for a minute!”


“Whatever you say, Angeline – but
you’re getting your ass fucked tonight, there’s no getting around that.”


“I don’t care about you fucking my
ass, I just don’t want you to rip it up.”


“O.K., why don’t you just fuck
Jason slowly and I’ll just slowly work it in.”


Angeline slowly lifted her ass and
pussy upwards, and then moved it back down, Al’s cock head just embedded inside
her asshole. Up and down, up and down – the blonde embracing her husband once
more, kissing him, whimpering in excitement and now and then letting out a
little cry of pain. After a couple minutes, the cries turned to those of wanton
pleasure, and as the blonde moved her orifices up and down, Al slowly worked
several more millimeters of his thick cock into the recesses of the woman’s
incredibly tight, hot anus. 


Al looked downwards, and the view
was enchanting: both cheeks of Angeline’s plump, pale ass, with most of his
thick pole wrapped tightly in her tan colored, hair fringed hole. The fact that
he was ass fucking another man’s wife only made his cock more turgid, and the
sweet sensations her anal walls were giving his most sensitive spot was sending
his heart pounding.


“Ohhhhhhhh,” moaned the blonde,
working her big ass up and down, succumbing to the sensation of being filled in
both holes. “I love this so much… Everything’s so tight… It’s just… just too
much…” She moaned and cooed in Jason’s ear, as Jason could feel the tightness
and pressure of Al’s massive cock being embedded in his wife’s ass.


Up and down, up and down – the blonde
fucked both cocks with her big ass. Each movement upwards embedded Al’s massive
cock in her ass a few more millimeters, and every movement downwards pressed
her clit against her husband’s throbbing manhood, sending more shivers through
her body. By this time, any pain Angeline had felt had subsided and was being
replaced by unbridled pleasure.


Within a few more minutes Al was
all the way inside, and Angeline was overtaken by unbridled lust. She was
whimpering and crying, calling out Al’s name, whimpering Al’s name, praising
the sensation of Al’s big cock in her ass, urging Al to pull it out and slam it
home in her ass, begging Al to fuck her ass to orgasm with his big cock, crying
out Al’s name repeatedly, muttering uncontrollably, cussing and swearing, whimpering
about how wonderful it felt.


Jason just held still, enjoying the
ride -- his cock anchoring Angeline’s pussy as Al began to move his own cock in
and out of his wife’s ass. 


“FUCK!!!!” cried out the blonde.
“Fuck fuck FUCK FUCK!!” Her words quickly descended into undecipherable
whimpers and mutterings. Embracing her husband tightly, she sighed and whined
in Jason’s ear, her warm cheek and hot breath sending Jason skywards as the
other man fucked his wife’s ass.


Al began to fuck her butt in long,
deliberate strokes – each stroke slamming the blonde’s G-spot against her
husband’s penis, which was by now anchored to as deep inside her pussy as it
could go.


With each thrust, the room began to
fill with more of the blonde’s shrieks and whimpers of pleasure.


After a minute or two, Al started
fucking her asshole with increasing force. Jason’s left ear was deafened by his
wife’s high pitched cries. He looked down to see Al’s massive cock impaled in
his wife’s ass, splitting the cleft between her fat cheeks, the veins bulging
as the vicious member slammed in and out from between his wife’s ass crack.
Each time he saw Al’s groin slam against his wife’s butt, she cried out into
his left ear. As he watched the spectacle he could see Al’s penis was
thoroughly slick with cream and juice from his wife’s asshole. He could feel
the pressure of the thrusts as the other man’s cock ripped into his wife,
causing his own cock to twitch in pleasure.


“Fuck her harder, Al!” urged Jason.
“Slam it into her ass!”


“I’m gonna nail your bitch like
she’s never been nailed before!” said Al.


“Pound her! Pound her as hard as
you can!” Jason grabbed his wife’s ass, and pulled at the round, full flesh as
Al slammed his cock home in her, flattening her ass as he slammed all eight
inches home into her anus. Angeline cried out with each thrust inside her.


Harder and harder, Al thrust ass
fucked her, relishing the tight grip of her orifice, exhilarating in the
sensation. He looked down and watched his thick penis working her tightly
stretched anus, her light fringed crack, and the plump, jiggling cheeks on each
side making his heart race. He could just feel her hairs scratching against the
sides of his shaft when he bottomed out in her ass. Harder and harder, faster
and faster, he fucked her forbidden hole, sending the blonde further and
further towards orgasm as his cock barreled against her G-spot, pressing her
clitoris in between Jason’s cock and groin.


Angeline bit down on Jason’s shoulder
and cried uncontrollably. Jason could tell she was building to a climax. 


Al began slamming her ass with all
of his weight, causing Angeline to shriek in Jason’s ear. 


“Fuck! I’m in love with this ass!!
I want to take it home with me!”


“It’s just for you Al!” cried the
blonde. “It’s just for you, baby.”


Whimpering, Angeline licked Jason’s
ear and bit down once more on the shoulder, digging into his shoulders with her
fingernails, crying out softly as Al pummeled her anus, slamming Jason’s cock
deeper and deeper into her pussy. Jason was transfixed by the sight of Al’s
cock ripping into his wife’s ass, harder and harder, causing her plump ass
cheeks to bounce and undulate with each of his thrusts.


“Harder! Harder!” whimpered the
blonde, leaning back to allow Al to kiss her. Al gripped her by her tits and
started slamming his cock so hard into her ass that the chair rocked. Angeline
broke the kiss and returned to leaning her face next to her husband’s shoulder,
and soon she was crying and wailing and screaming in pleasure as she hit
orgasm.


Jason felt his balls twinge as he
became overloaded with excitement. Here he was – in his only DP, and it was
with his wife, who had somehow become transformed from a sweet companion into
the dirtiest, filthiest whore imaginable. And it was a complete turn on. His
cock was harder than it ever had been. He wanted it to be bigger so it would
rip away at his wife’s pussy as the other man ripped away at her ass. So turned
on by seeing his wife turned into a wanton fucking machine, Jason gripped and
pulled at her plump ass cheeks, digging in with his fingers as his wife panted
and cried in his ear. Waves of subtle pleasure rolled from his balls throughout
his body. 


Immediately, Jason’s left ear was
filled with deafening screams and shrieks as Angeline hit orgasm – she was a
crying, whimpering mess.


It was just too much sensory
overload for Jason  The awesome sensations of her pussy clenching over his
aching cock, the sound of Angeline’s whimpers and screams – and the sight of
her big, slutty ass being flattened and jiggling with each of the other man’s
thrusts inside her anus – it was a recipe for ejaculation. 


Jason let out a cry of agony and
felt the first massive spurt of boiling sperm jet deep into his wife’s
adulterous womb.


Four more massive spurts, his cock
being jerked hither and yawn by the pounding the other man’s cock was giving
his wife’s ass. Jason felt waves of shuddering pleasure wrack his frame, as he
shot more wads of semen into his wife’s uterus. Gripped the sides of her ass,
he dug in with his fingers until they scratched her skin. By now Al was
impaling her with so much force that the thrusts jerked Angeline’s vaginal
walls against Jason’s cock, slamming Angeline’s belly into Jason’s.


Within seconds, Al cursed, and let
loose a load of hot cum inside Angeline’s ass.


After a minute -- his orgasm
subsiding -- Jason let go of his wife’s ass, and she pulled her head away from
his shoulders. Looking into her husband’s eyes, Angeline looked completely
satiated, her eyelids drooping from coming so hard. The blonde licked her lips,
and kissed him. She broke the kiss and looked at him, her soulful blue eyes
matching his, the familiar look of love returning to her gaze – replacing the
blank, lusty, insatiably whorish look her eyes had just several minutes
previously.


It seemed to Jason as if ‘Angeline
the filthy slut’ had left the building – and ‘Angeline the loving wife’ had
just returned.


“Did you come good in my pussy,
honey?” Angeline said weakly, kissing his face several times.


“I never came that hard before,”
said Jason.


“I bet you never thought before
tonight that you’d tag team your wife,” she said, meekly.


“No, I didn’t.”


“I bet you’ll never forget this,”
she whispered. “I did it because I love you so much.” She cradled his head with
her warm fingers and kissed him. “Wasn’t this a lot of fun?”


“Yeah… It was. It felt good.”


“You loved seeing me get ass fucked
while you fucked me, didn’t you.”


“Yeah… It was all right.”


“Just ‘all right’? Come on, honey.
I never felt your cock that hard before. I never felt you spurt in me that hard
before. Admit it: you loved it.”


“Yeah, I loved the feeling,” said
Jason. And he wasn’t lying. The entire experience was mindblowing. “It felt
fantastic.”


Angeline kissed him again, and then
she looked back and watched as Al pulled his cock out of her ass, still ripped
and veiny from all the hard ass fucking. She turned back towards her husband,
who’s cock was still half erect, buried in her pussy.


“Well, darling,” she said to Al,
“my ass feels fucked for sure. You gave it a beating, but you sure made me come
hard with that big cock! You delivered just as you said you would!”


“Glad to be of service,” said Al,
grinning. He looked down, and Angeline’s holes definitely looked worked over.
Her anus was red and wet, and partly opened from the stretching his cock gave
it. Even though she was still riding atop Jason, her pussy looked inflamed from
all the hard fucking. “Gee, I hope we didn’t wreck your holes.”


“It’s fine, Al. They’ll heal.”


Angeline pulled herself off of
Jason’s cock, and sat sideways on his lap. She put an arm around him, and
kissed him on the lips.


“His cock felt great, honey – but I
still love only you.”


“I love you too,” said Jason.


There was a moment of silence.


“Well, guys,” said Al. “I’d better
get home to the wife. Thanks for the grub.” He went over to the couch and
grabbed his boxers and jeans and pulled them on. Angeline leaned her head
against her husband’s, holding him close. 


“I’m outta here. See you at work,
Jase.”


“See ya,” said Jason. 


“No hard feelings, right?” said Al.
“Next time, I’ll make sure my wife comes with – maybe we both can nail her,
too.”


Jason still didn’t say anything.


“Seeya, Al!” said Angeline, still
sitting naked on her husband’s lap. Al grinned and winked at Angeline and
Jason, and went out the front door.


For a while, the husband and wife
just sat there, embracing – an uneasy silence, as each were lost in their
thoughts.


“I know I’ve been a total slut,”
Angeline said softly. “I just couldn’t help it. I was a slut before I met you.
I guess it just came out tonight. Al being here just did something to me. I
don’t know why. I think it was when I saw his bulge.” 


“But you didn’t have to start doing
what you did,” said Jason. “You could have stopped.”


“I just couldn’t control myself.
Maybe it was the wine. But we had a good time, didn’t we?”


Jason didn’t say anything. He had
to admit, it was an awesome sensation seeing his wife’s big ass being worked
and her pussy being pounded so expertly, and it felt terrific shooting his load
in her pussy and hearing her whimper and cry uncontrollably as Al ass fucked
her relentlessly -- feeling her body jerking and bucking against his as her ass
and pussy were being slammed into his groin.


“You loved it,” Angeline said,
matter of factly. “I can tell. You loved me getting DP’ed.”


Jason just smiled.


She kissed him deeply, and went
into the kitchen. Jason heard the refrigerator door open and shut, and Angeline
returned with two drinks, a beer for Jason, and another wine cooler for
herself.


After a while, the two watched a
movie on cable, and then went to bed. Angeline was too tired to have sex, but
she was willing to give her husband a hand job to relieve him, as his cock was
still wide awake from the sex they’d had before.


She poured some hand cream on his
throbbing cock, and manipulated it expertly, moving her soft feminine fingers
up and down, gripping and swirling her palm over the head and the most
sensitive part of his shaft, her red fingernails looking awesome against the
pink skin of his penis.


Up and down around and around, she
jacked him and jacked him, giggling as she jerked and slathered his shaft with
her sweet feeling fingers. Jason’s cock was explosively hard, not only from his
wife’s expert hand job, but from the memories of seeing her big ass impaled
just two hours before.


Angeline poured some more hand
cream on Jason’s cock and balls and began to pull and knead at his bare balls
while continuing to move her right hand up and down and all over his throbbing
shaft. It was a combination that would work better than Viagra – his cock was
drooling at the tip and he could feel the tingling sensation of approaching
climax.


“Ungh!” grunted Jason. “I’m
coming!”


His wife leaned her head over his
lap, watching his cock intently as she kept up the movements, moving her hand
up and down, and pulling at his balls, the warm sensation of her hands sending
him over the top.


She giggled in glee as Jason felt
his entire abdomen shake and shudder and his balls tingled and boiled over and
he shot out a massive spurt of white that blasted her forehead and another
blast that just missed her nose and lobbed back down and coated her soft hands
-- and then several more lobs of hot semen pulsed upwards and then coated her
fingers with a sticky, pungent mess.


“See?” Angeline giggled, a long
trail of cum dripping down from her forehead over her nose, and over her cheek.
“I still love your cock, too!”


“You’re so fucking good at that,”
said Jason.


“I know. You once said that’s why you
wanted to keep dating me. Because of my hand jobs.”


“You always were good at it. You’re
an expert.”


“I love seeing you cum all over my
hand,” said the wife, grabbing a tissue from the night table next to the bed.


She looked over at her husband.


“You like my new makeup?”


Jason smiled.


“I love seeing you that way,” he
said.


Angeline giggled and wiped the cum
off of her face, and then grabbed another couple tissues from the box on the
night stand.


“You love it when I look like a
slut, admit it!”


“Yeah, I do,” said Jason.


After her face was cleared of the
mess, his wife once more kissed him and rolled over on her side of the bed, and
was soon sleeping.


Jason, for his own part, slowly
fell asleep. He was tired – yes. The awesome hand job satiated him fully. The
awesome orgasm he had experienced earlier – jetting hot cum into his wife’s
pussy as another man violated her ass savagely – it also had satiated him
fully.


But at the same time he was deeply
hurt at his wife’s actions. He had felt powerless to stop her from fucking Al
the first time, and that bothered him. Even the DP – that was Al’s idea, and Al
was more in control of the situation than Jason was – and that also bothered
him. He felt powerless.


It was as if nothing had changed
from before their marriage. He was powerless to stop Angeline from fucking any
of the men she left the bar with while they were still dating. In fact, the
first five months they had dated she was fucking other men. She finally
admitted it to him when she told him she had decided to be true to him. She had
been fucking five or six men – guys whom she had said were just “friends”.


As soon as they married, she
stopped showing interest in other men completely. And things were good. But all
that changed as soon as Al stepped into the room. Jason could tell --
Angeline’s eyes lit up like lanterns. Something about Al’s presence seemed to
instantly bring out the wild, wanton slut in her. Perhaps it was Al’s build, or
his rugged good looks. He looked like he could bench press 300 pounds easily,
and had the face of a movie star. 


He had the demeanor of a man who took
what he wanted, to hell with the risk. And he took Angeline, that’s for
sure. He saw her pussy, he wanted to fuck it, and he took it. He saw her
ass, he wanted to fuck it, and he took it.


Whatever it was about Al, it
switched on something inside Angeline. And Jason was powerless to stop her as
soon as she laid eyes on Al.


I truly am a loser, aren’t I, Jason
thought to himself. I get no respect, even from the woman who says she loves
me.


But why was I so excited? Why did I
stay in that room, watching her ass swallowing his cock like that? Why didn’t I
do more to stop it? Why was my cock so hard? Why did I want to jack off while
watching my wife let herself be violated like that? Why did I want to cum so
hard while watching her pussy going up and down on his cock like that?


And why did it feel so fucking good
to cum in my wife’s pussy while watching her being nailed so mercilessly in the
ass like that? Why did I love seeing her get ass fucked by another man like
that? Why did I want him to rip her up with his cock?


What’s wrong with me?


 


SOMETHING CAME UP, HONEY


On Monday Jason and Al acted as if
nothing had happened. For his part, Al knew well enough to let it go. The
remainder of the week went as normal. Angeline’s sexual appetite hadn’t
changed, except she wanted Jason to fuck her in the ass more than before. She
seemed to really enjoy it more. As far as Jason could tell, their marriage was
back to normal – almost as if nothing had happened when Al had come over.


However, on Friday night, when
Jason came home from work, Angeline was gone.


They had made tentative plans for a
dinner and a movie. But she hadn’t even left a note.


Soon enough, the text tone on his
cell went off. 


It was his wife.


Hi honey. I’m gonna be home
really late tonight. Something came up.


Jason was astounded. What could
come up? Why didn’t she go into any details?


He texted her back:


What’s going on? Where are you?


A text appeared on his phone.


I can’t say right now. TTYL.
<3 <3 <3


Jason texted back.


Something wrong? U in trouble?


There was a long pause, of two
minutes. Then the phone went off again. Jason looked at the text.


I’ve just had dinner. Just going
to be out really late tonight. I know you’ll understand. I’ll tell ya about it
later. <3 <3 <3


Jason typed on his phone’s virtual
keyboard.


Dinner? Why aren’t you home? We
were going to have dinner together, remember?


The ring tone went off instantly.


Something came up. I’ll tell you
about it when I get home.


When is that going to be? Jason
texted back.


I don’t know. Can’t talk right
now. Gotta go. <3


Are you with somebody? Jason
texted his wife.


There was a pause of several
minutes. 


What was going on? Was Angeline
with friends? If she was with friends, why the secrecy? It seemed as if she
were hiding something. Jason grabbed a beer from the refrigerator – as he felt
he might need one. He just had this feeling of foreboding – something bad. He
could feel it in his gut.


He sat down in his easy chair, and
looked out the front room window. The early evening sun was still shining – as
it does in the summer in Seattle’s
higher latitudes. He could see a goldfinch on the hawthorn bush just outside
the window. It was chirping and chipping at him, almost as if it were telling
him that everything would be all right.


Suddenly, his text tone went off.


Honey, I’m with Al. We just
finished a really nice dinner, and we’re going to a motel. He asked me out. It
was so sweet of him, the way he asked me. And I really needed a break anyway.
I’ll be home some time before six or seven a.m. I love you. <3 <3 <3


What the fuck? He texted her back:


This isn’t right. Come home.
You’re my wife, not his.


Immediately, he received a text
back:


No. I’m going to go to the motel
with him. Try to understand, honey. I’ve just GOT to have sex with him, just
one last time!. Otherwise, I’ll just cheat on you, and I don’t want to do that.
I need this for US, Jason. Cause you’re so important to me!.  I need to
get all this aching for hot sex out of my system. I still love you. 


Before Jason could message her
back, the tone went off and another balloon appeared in his smart phone’s text
window.


We just got to the motel! I’m so
excited!  Gotta go! TTYL. <3


Jason was flabbergasted. This was beyond
“playing”.


He didn’t know what to say. He
decided to insist that she come home. But how could he convince her, via text?
He typed up a medium length text trying to explain that fucking Al was still
cheating, and would ruin their marriage. Before he could finalize what he
wrote, and send it, the ringtone went off first.


You want to see a dirty picture
of your dirty wife doing something dirty? J
J <3 <3 <3


Jason thought for a second. What
could she be up to?


I don’t know. How dirty?


There was a pause of about thirty
seconds or so.


Really, really dirty! I’m being
really bad right now! I’m so sorry.


Sorry about what? And how bad? Jason
texted her.


Instantly, he got his answer.


It was a picture.


Jason was floored.


There it was – his sweet wife, her
mouth firmly ensconced over Al’s thick eight inches. The room was plainly
visible. It looked like a motel room. She still had her light blue, wire rimmed
glasses on. Her eyes were made up, with a light blue mascara highlighting the
enchanting hue of her irises. Her red glossed lips were sweetly wrapped around
Al’s wide girth, with red lip gloss smeared over the bottom third of Al’s
turgid, slick penis – and her saliva glistened on his shaft all the way to the
balls, proving that Angeline had already taken him all the way down her throat.


Jason’s cock tented in his pants. 


His wife looked so fucking hot
with a cock in her mouth like that. And how hot and slutty she looked – the way
her lips were wrapped tightly around Al’s thick girth! Jason’s heart was
pounding – breaking into millions of tiny pieces. But at the same time his cock
was telling him how sexy his wife looked sucking another man’s cock – how
awesome she looked!!


He didn’t know whether to cry, or
jack off.


The text tone went off, and another
picture appeared on the screen.


This time, Angeline was looking the
cell camera right in the lens, her eyes staring right into Jason’s, her lips
wrapped tightly around Al’s cock, just above his balls – her cheeks sucked in,
proving that she was giving Al excellent suction.


Jason had to unzip his fly to give
his cock room to grow. He stared at the image on the screen. The image on the
screen would cause any man to tent in his pants, the blowjob scene looking so
hot. But because it was his own cheating wife engaging in this illicit oral
activity, it only made the sexual agony more and more intense.


Finally, Jason texted his wife
back.


Why are you doing this? he
said.


There was a pause – obviously,
Angeline had to take Al’s cock out of her mouth for a little while to type out
the characters. That was fine with Jason. The tone went off, and the message
balloon appeared.


I just have to try his cock out
again. I need to feel it inside me. Just this once, honey. I’m doing it for US.
I know you’ll understand.


Instantly, another picture appeared
– this one with Angeline biting Al’s cock head with her teeth. She was smiling
– she looked like she’d never been happier in her life.


Jason felt awful. He almost felt
like crying. Yet his cock was hard at the sight of his wife’s face, her head,
and her mouth working its wonders on another man’s thick prick.


He pulled out his cock and began to
manipulate it as he looked at the photo. The idea of his wife being a whore and
a slut was strangely appealing, as well as repelling.


Another text came across the
screen.


I want to share this experience
with you so it brings us closer together! <3 <3 <3


Soon enough, another photo came to
him via text.


It was of Al licking his wife’s
pussy.


And then another photo.


This photo showed Angeline mounting
Al, from Al’s perspective. Jason could see her entire body, and the lusty, lip
licking smile on Angeline’s face as she rode him while facing him, cowgirl
style. 


She wore a light white, strap
shouldered T-Shirt that said “SLUT” across the chest in very large fancy,
feminine, dark purple letters, highlit by rhinestones. Jason had never seen it
before, so it was obvious that Al had bought it for her. His wife’s dusty
blonde hair was splayed all over her face, her eyelids closed, her tongue rolled
against her top lip. Jason could almost see her gasping in the photo. She
looked so whorishly wonderful.


There was a caption:


I’m thinking of you, hon! <3
<3 <3


Several minutes later there was another
instant photo – this time of his wife on her hands and knees, her big,
awesomely round, wide ass being impaled by Al’s eight inches, her pussy
stretching to the limit, with her looking back towards the camera with a slutty
smile on her face.


Her shirt was off, and written over
her gently curving back in bold red lipstick were the words “AL’S
FUCK PIG.”


Jason felt that agony – the pain,
and the pleasure. It reminded him of the time they were on their first date,
and she slow danced with another man, and let him kiss her on the lips and run
his hands all over her ass. The man even pulled her skirt up and grabbed some
bare ass cheek before the dance was through. Then – when Jason had taken her
home – she fucked Jason with an animal lust.


Why do I feel so excited seeing the
love of my life this way? Jason asked himself, as he slowly masturbated to the
hot photos his wife was sending him of her adultery. Is it some sort of sick
sexualization of all the times in my life I’ve been rejected? Is it a secret desire
to be married to a tramp and a slut? Why is my cock so fucking hard
right now???


Immediately, Jason received another
text.


I’m going to let him come in my
pussy. I hope you don’t mind. I’m gonna let him fuck my ass after that. Please
don’t be mad!


The accompanying photo showed
Angeline spreading her ass cheeks apart, her reddened, well fucked pussy lips
dilated and dripping wet. It was obvious they had been stretched and pounded
relentlessly for a long time by Al’s eight inch weapon.


I still love you more than any
other man, honey. I just need this, that’s all. <3 <3 <3


Jason had to pee, so he set his
phone down and went to the bathroom. When he got back, there was another text
waiting for him. It was a photo of her lying on her back, being taken missionary
style. Her eyes were closed, and she had a look of ecstasy on her face, her
mouth open wide, as if she were gasping in the throes of orgasm. 


She was completely naked, and the
words “CUM SLUT” was written over her tits in lipstick, one word over each boob.


At the bottom of the picture Jason
could see his wife’s gaping, sloppy wet pussy being stretched once more to the
limit by Al’s big cock.


 


YOU WANT TO SEE SOME PICTURES?


There was a knock at the door.


Fuck! Who the hell is that? Jason
wondered to himself. He pulled up his pants, and answered the door.


It was a woman.


A beautiful woman.


“Hi. Are you Jason Myers?”


“Yes,” said Jason, his cock still
tenting the front of his pants. “Who are you?”


“I’m Erin.
You don’t know me, but you know my husband, Al? You and I haven’t met yet. But
I know who you are.”


“Hi Erin.
Nice to meet you.” Jason shook her hand. “I know who you are, also. I’m sorry
you were sick last Friday. Come on in.” He led her to the couch, where she sat
down. Her eyes were expressive, and made up prettily, but her eyes were
slightly reddened as if she had been crying.


“I wasn’t sick,” she said. She
crossed her legs – showing the wonderful shape of her thighs. “I wasn’t sick at
all. Do I look sick to you?”


“No. Al said you were sick, though.
That’s why you couldn’t make it.”


“He never told me about the party.
I never knew.”


“Oh,” said Jason, surprised.


Erin just
sat there. How much should I tell this woman about last Friday? thought Jason
to himself. But she probably already knows something’s up. I guess I may as
well let her know.


“Well,” he said, “your husband and
my wife hit it off quite well. In fact – really, really well.”


“I figured. They’ve been texting
and snapping each other all week. I saw it on his cell phone when he was in the
shower this afternoon.”


His jaw nearly dropped to the
floor. This woman was a knockout. Why the fuck wasn’t Al at home fucking her,
instead of in some motel, fucking Angeline?


“Nice to meet you, too. Can I come
in? We need to talk.”


“Come on in.” Jason led her to the
couch. “Can I get you something to drink?”


“Do you have any beer or wine?”


“I’ve got some beer.”


“That’ll be fine.”


Jason went to the refrigerator and
got two beers, one for each of them. He handed one to Erin,
and looked her over. 


She was a finely built brunette,
with shoulder length hair. She looked maybe 35, but she took care of herself.
She had a pleasing body, with a fine, wide ass. She was dressed in a dark pink
summer blouse, and tight summer shorts, which showcased her shapely, tanned legs.
Her face was olive shaped, but modelesque – and she had beautiful, sparkling
brown eyes, accented with a hint of eyeliner and blue mascara. When she smiled,
she had straight, white teeth. She was freshly made up, as if she were ready
for a date that never happened.


“Look, I’ll cut to the chase here,”
said Erin, taking a big sip from her beer. “My husband
is out fucking your wife.”


“I know,” said Jason.


“You know?? And why haven’t you
done anything to stop it?”


“What the fuck can I do? I can’t
stop my wife from fucking him, any more than you’ve been able to stop your
husband from fucking my wife.” He took a sip from his beer. It tasted
refreshing, the malty, hoppy fizzy liquid being the only familiar satisfaction
he’d had since the previous Friday.


“After all,” Jason continued, “it’s
obvious you’ve been powerless to keep your husband out of my wife’s pants.” He
paused. “Or her ass, for that matter. You want to see some pictures? They’ve
been texting me all evening.”


“Um,” Erin
stammered. “I guess…”


“Here,” said Jason. He held his
smart phone in front of the woman, and then switched up the screen. He slowly
scrolled through every text, and every photo. 


Erin’s eyes
lit up the moment she saw the first few photos. As soon as Jason scrolled to
the photo of Angeline getting nailed from behind, with “Al’s Fuck Pig”
emblazoned across her back in lipstick, with Al’s thick cock so expertly
stretching Angeline’s pussy and violating their marriage vows, Erin placed her
hand to her mouth, and her eyes teared up. She pushed away the phone, and her
eyes immediately teared up.


 “No more! No more!” she
cried. For several minutes she sobbed softly. “The cheating asshole! Fucking
your tramp of a wife!”


“I’m sorry,” said Jason. “But it’s
out of our hands. There is nothing we can do to stop them.” He placed a hand on
her shoulder, kneading it gently, to comfort her. “You know that, don’t you?
We’re powerless to make them stop. You can’t control another person. I can’t
control my wife, and you can’t control your husband, either.”


For several minutes Erin
sobbed, and Jason checked his phone – there was yet another text.


I forgot how much I love anal
until last week! His cock just turned my ass on sooo much! I know you’ll
understand. I’m doing this for US. To strengthen our relationship. <3


The photo showed Al’s thick cock
wrapped in Angeline’s tight, lightly lubed, puckered anus. 


Then another text, with a photo
taken from in front of Angeline, looking back. In the field of view Jason could
see clearly the awesome curves of his wife’s back, the pleasant flare of her
big, plump ass – her flowery tramp stamp, the writing across her curvy back in
lipstick -- and Al’s groin bucked right up against her butt, flattening it.
Just above he could see Al smiling, looking down as he fucked Angeline in the
ass.


“You’ve got to see this,” said
Jason, holding the phone in front of Erin.


“NO!! I won’t!” Erin
tried to push the phone away.


“Bull fucking shit. This is
your husband!” Jason held the phone in front of Erin’s
face, and pulled her hands away. She looked. Her eyes widened as she recognized
her husband’s face, and widened even further as she realized he was assfucking
another woman. Immediately, she burst into tears.


Jason returned to his easy chair.
He set the phone down on the inn table, and picked up his beer, and took a
large swig. The other man’s wife sobbed and sobbed a while, and after five
minutes or so she dried her tears with the back of her wrists.


“The fucker! He said he’d never
cheat on me again!”


“Again? You mean he’s done this before?”


“Yes. He did it right after we got
married. He was still fucking his ex. I threatened to divorce him right away.
But he said he’d never do it again. And I still loved him so….” She accepted a
napkin that Jason got from the box on the inn table.  “I still love him,
the fucker.”


“I still love my wife. I don’t know
why. But I do.”


“Has she cheated on you before?”


“Last Friday, she fucked your
husband right in front of me. He fucked her to orgasm. Then he got the both of
us to tag team her. He was calling most of the shots. It felt good, I’ll admit.
But I kept thinking of my wife as a total whore. It really hurt when I got to
thinking about it -- that she could fuck him right in front of me like that,
without considering my feelings.”


“You’re kidding!! Why’d you let
your wife act like that??”


“What am I going to do? Call the
cops? What would the cops do? Laugh? And your husband is bigger than me. And I
don’t have a gun. And what would I do if I did have a gun? Shoot them?”


“You’re right. There’s nothing you
could do. Nothing I can do, either.” She took a large sip of her beer. Her
mascara was slightly smeared, and her eyes were a little reddened from crying,
but she looked astonishingly pretty. 


This Al fellow is a fucking idiot
for cheating on this woman, thought Jason to himself. She’s a definite beauty.
And look at that ass.


“Can I ask you a personal
question?” said Jason.


“Sure, go ahead.”


“Are you good in bed?”


“What kind of question is that???”


“I mean – I can’t get why your
husband would fuck around on you. You’re a knockout.”


Erin’s eyes
lit up, as if she had been told something she had not heard in a long, long
time.


“What do you mean, knockout?”


“You’re gorgeous. Hasn’t he ever
told you that?”


“He did once, before we got
married. Maybe a couple times, but…”


“And you have the sexiest body. I
have no idea why he’d want to risk losing that. You must be awesome in bed. I
can’t see how you wouldn’t be.”


Erin blushed
slightly.


She took a huge drink from her
beer.


“We haven’t had sex much lately. I
wonder if he’s been cheating the whole time.”


“He sure didn’t waste any time
fucking my wife, with me present. She didn’t waste any time either.”


Erin got up,
and came over towards Jason, still holding her can of beer, and smiled. She sat
down on his lap. She took a huge gulp of beer and set the empty can on the inn
table. She put an arm around his shoulder. She had a giddy look in her eyes.


“So this is how it feels to
touch a strange man when you’re married,” she said softly. “I’ve never done
this before.”


“Never done what?”


“I’ve never touched another man
while I’ve been married. This feels so… so dirty.”


“You’re just sitting on my lap,”
said Jason.


Erin
giggled.


“But it’s kind of exciting. It’s
so… so wrong.” She grabbed his phone. “Let me see those photos again.”


“Go ahead, the text screen will pop
up as soon as you light it up.”


Erin
switched on the screen. A new photo had popped up. Al’s cock deep in Angeline’s
asshole, her entire body – tight curves, ‘Al’s Fuck Pig’, tramp stamp and all –
her smooth, gently curvy back covered by her dirty blonde hair. 


“Looks like he’s doing her in the
ass. He never did that much with me.”


She scrolled up the text screen,
looking over all the other photos. Her eyes wide, intently taking in all of the
shots.


“Can you send them – er, your wife
– photos, too?”


“Sure. I just snap a pic and text
her back. All phones do it. I could do it right now.”


“Then take a photo of us, and send
it.”


“Are you sure?”


“Fuck yeah. But let me kiss you
first. You’re a nice looking guy. I kind of like how it feels, sitting on your
lap like this. Do you like it, too?”


“You feel awesome sitting on my
lap. I really like it.”


“You want to kiss me?”


Jason answered by pulling her
close, and at first he just brushed his lips against hers – and then he brushed
them over her lips again.


Erin’s lips
were warm and soft, with the sweet taste of the breath mint she had obviously
had while driving over, combined with the tang of beer. It was exhilarating.
Jason smiled as Erin giggled.


“This is so wrong,” she said,
grinning.


“But it feels so good,” said Jason.
He leaned his face forwards and brushed his lips over hers a couple times, and
then he felt hers part, and so did his. He pressed his open mouth to hers, and
probed past her lips with his tongue. The taste and sensation was thrilling. Erin
sucked on Jason’s tongue fervently. Jason probed inside her mouth, relishing
the feel and warmth, and her heated response. Seconds later Erin’s
tongue was buried inside his mouth, and he sucked it greedily.


He could feel her soft breath on
his cheek. He moved his hands over Erin’s back, kneading
her softly through the thin material of her blouse. He moved a hand down
towards her ass. She let him do so without any indication it was off limits. He
grabbed her butt through her jeans with his left hand – it felt so full, so
inviting, even through the denim material.


He was in seventh heaven.


With his right fingers he gently
grabbed the cell phone from Erin’s soft hand, and held
the camera lens out where it would take in both he and Erin
in the throes of a sloppy, passionate kiss. He snapped the picture, then set
the phone on the inn table and concentrated on kissing her, probing every
square inch of Erin’s soft mouth, relishing the sweet
taste of her feminine saliva, his cock throbbing to life in his pants.


After a few minutes, Erin
broke the kiss.


“Whew! You’re a great kisser! Your
wife is nuts to leave you alone with another woman like this!”


“Thanks,” said Jason. “You want me
to send the pic I just took?”


“No. Not yet.”


 


WE CAN HAVE FUN TOO, CANT WE?


Erin got up,
and pulled off her shirt, exposing her pink laced bra. Then she pulled off her
bra, exposing a beautiful set of B cup sized boobs, her nipples sticking out,
begging for oral attention. Her areolas were larger than silver dollars, and a
pleasant shade of light brown. The sight only made his cock harden further in
his pants.


“You like my titties?”


“I love them.”


Erin pulled
off her shorts, exposing a white pair of panties with little pink hearts on
them. Then she pulled off her panties, slowly dragging them down her long,
tanned legs, before kicking them off. Then she stood erect, exposing a
pleasant, trimmed, chestnut brown bush gracing the area between her soft,
tanned thighs.


“You like my body, Jason?”


“Fuck – you’re hot. I love your
body.”


“Well. I’ve decided something.
You’re going to be fucking me before the night is through.” Erin
grinned mischievously. “I hope you’re up to it.”


“My cock is already hard.”


“Pull it out.”


Jason got up, and dropped his trousers
and boxers. His firm six inches stood out like a flagpole, throbbing and
wanting attention.


“I want to have sex with you,
Jason. But I want you to take as many pictures of me sucking you and fucking
you as you can. Then you send them to your bitch wife and my asshole husband
all at once. We’ll give them something to look at – and something
to think about!”


She pushed Jason gently back into
his easy chair, and got on her knees in front of him, and expertly took his
cock in her long, manicured fingers. 


“You think you can do that, Jason?”
she said.


“I can do that, no problem,” said
Jason. “So… You’re sure about this?”


“Hell, yeah. We can have fun, too,
can’t we?”


“I suppose… Fair is fair.” Jason’s
cock was still erect, pointed in the direction of the brunette’s face. She gave
the underside of his shaft a quick lick, and smiled lasciviously. “Ohhhhh, that
feels great, Erin.”


She gave his cock’s underside
another quick lick, her eyes lighting up excitedly.


“Remember – lots and lots of
pictures. But don’t send any until I tell you. I want them to get an eyeful.”


“O.K.,” said Jason. “You’re the
boss.”


“Damn straight I am. And I’m the
boss who’s gonna give you a good time tonight.”


Immediately, Erin
took Jason’s throbbing cock head into her mouth, her sweet, dark pink lips
wrapping around it lovingly. Jason snapped a shot of her lips pressed down over
his meaty head, and snapped a second one as half of his cock was inside her
mouth. Eventually she took him all the way, and the sensations of her velvety
mouth on his shaft and head were exquisite.


Snap! Snap! Snap!


He took photos of her sucking him,
her tongue sticking out underneath his cock, the skin of his shaft and balls
glistening in her spit. He took photos of her sticking her tongue out, smiling
as she bit down on him playfully, and sucking him in all the way to the balls.


After a few minutes, she pulled her
mouth away, and ran her tongue from the base all the way to the tip, and then
kissed the tip, Jason still snapping pics all the while.


“O.K., honey,” she said slyly.
“Send all those to your wife. Tell them I’m begging you to fuck my pussy next.
Let’s see how they like it. Maybe you can do me in the ass… I haven’t done that
in a long time. But first – do you have any lube?”


“Yeah,” said Jason. “It’s in our
bedroom.”


“Can you fuck me in there? It’ll
really be horny – you and me fucking, right on your wife’s bed!”


Fuck, thought Jason. This woman
definitely knows how to get back at someone. The very idea of his own marriage
bed being violated. If he could snap some photos of Erin
being fucked on Angeline’s side of the bed – that would be just too
exciting to think about.


Angeline will blow her top when she
sees that, Jason thought to himself.


Then I’ll just say what she says.
I’ll just take a cue from her.


“I’m still your husband. I still
love you. I needed this. I’m strengthening our relationship.” See how she likes
that.


He looked at Erin,
she was licking his cock, smiling broadly.


“I can get into this cheating
stuff,” she said. “I kind of like this. Don’t you?”


“It sure feels great to me!” said
Jason, feeling a sense of vindication.


“Well – take me to your bedroom and
fuck me. No condoms, either. Fuck that shit. Full on sex. I want to feel your
cock in me. Don’t worry – I’m on the pill.”


“O.K.,” said Jason. He took Erin
by the hand. “Come on. It’s this way.”


He led the naked wife down the
short hallway to the master bedroom. The spare bedroom, to the right, was for
the child he and Angeline hadn’t made yet, and was mainly used for storage, and
full of boxes. The master bedroom – to the left -- was very nice. It had
Angeline’s touch all over it. Strawberry shortcake was the motif, including the
bedding. The bed was king sized – built for a hot couple doing a lot of hot
fucking. 


Some of Angeline’s clothes were
still on the top of the dresser. 


“Your wife sure knows how to
decorate a bedroom,” said Erin, awestruck. “She’s gonna
really be pissed when she sees me being fucked in her own room like this.”


“I like the idea, myself,” said
Jason. His cock was full-on rigid – so turned on by the sight of the awesome
beauty he was going to fuck on his wife’s own bed.


Erin got up
on the king sized bed, and lay back, and spread her legs.


“Come on, baby,” she said softly.
“I’m all yours.”


Jason got up onto the bed, and
kneeled in front of Erin – her legs were spread wide, in
a wide V, and her calves and feet were aimed in his direction, her toes pointed
– presenting a sexual target for him to conquer. He snapped a pic which took in
her spread legs, her pussy, her smile, and the bedding, which he knew his wife
would instantly recognize.


He knelt closer to Erin,
and leaned forward onto his elbows. He handed her the phone. 


“You take some photos of me doing
you. Then I want you to get on your hands and knees, and I’ll take pics while
we do it that way.”


“Sounds great!” Erin
giggled. She held the phone in one hand, and placed a pillow under her ass, for
easier access, and a better photo angle. Jason pressed the tip of his cock
against Erin’s pussy, her trimmed brown muff sticking out against the pale skin
– she had been tanning with a bikini on, and it made her dark, rich colored
muff look even more delectable.


He pushed the head of his cock
against her pussy lips, and they stretched and slipped around the head, and
then his shaft, and within five seconds, he was moaning in awesome agony as he
relished the sensation of being buried to the hilt, deep in the nether recesses
of another man’s wife.


“OHHHhhh!!” Erin
gasped. “You feel so good in me!”


“You have the most incredible
feeling pussy! It’s a bit tighter than Angeline’s.”


“You have an awesome cock! It’s so
nice and hard!”


She took several pictures of Jason
buried deep inside her. He pulled back out partways, and shoved it back in
until his balls hit her ass.


Erin gasped
in pleasure.


Jason pulled almost all the way
out, and she took another picture, and then he shoved it home again, causing
the wife to gasp and sigh ecstatically. 


Jason pulled out, and started
slamming it home in her.


Shove! Shove! Shove!


Erin set the
phone down and began to whimper and sigh, biting her lip in agony as Jason
violated her marriage vows with his hard, six inch cock.


Slam! Slam! Slam!


Erin pulled
at her pussy with her long fingers and started to climax within a couple
minutes of hard thrusting. Jason was so excited he was a long way from coming.
He wanted to come in her doggy style.


Slam! Slam! Slam!


The room filled with Erin’s
cries as she reached orgasm, jerking and bucking on the pillows as her soft
fingers worked her clitoris, and Jason’s thick six inches worked her pussy from
the inside. 


After she quit climaxing, he pulled
out.


“FUCK!” she cried. “That was
incredible!’


“You’re awesome!” Jason exclaimed. 


“Let’s send the photos we’ve taken
so far. Then fuck me doggy.”


Jason grabbed the phone and typed a
little on the keyboard:


I’ve changed my mind, honey. You
can stay out as long as you like. Six a.m.
or later is O.K. I understand.


He hit send. Then he showed the
text to Erin.


“You are really vindictive, aren’t
you!” she said, laughing.


The phone’s ring tone went off.


I’m glad you understand,
sweetie. I really needed this. I love you. <3 <3 <3


Jason typed more on the smart
phones ‘keyboard’:


I really do understand. I needed
this too, honey. I love you, too.


Then – after enough time had passed
that he knew for a fact that his wife would have seen the text -- Jason sent
all fifteen or so photos of Erin sucking his cock, looking into the camera with
his cock all they way down her throat, and Erin getting fucked, missionary style,
on the strawberry shortcake motif bedding. 


“Why don’t you get up on your hands
and knees, Erin, and aim your butt this way. I want to
get pictures of you and me fucking, with our reflections in the mirror. And my
wife’s clothes on top of that dresser – that will be a nice touch.”


“You are evil!!!” giggled the other
man’s wife. She promptly got up, and got onto all fours, her wonderfully shaped
wide ass sticking up in the air, ready for fucking. She giggled as she noticed
the both of them in the mirror.


“This is so dirty! It’s like making
porn!”


“It is porn,” said Jason.
“Revenge porn! The best kind!”


“You can say that again. I’m so
fucking horny right now I can’t stand it! Now mount me and start fucking.”


“Just be sure to smile for the
camera,” said Jason, grinning.


He got on his knees in back of Erin,
and nestled the head of his cock against her waiting vagina. Within seconds he
was balls deep again, and thrusting away like a lust mad bull. Picture after
picture, thrust after thrust. For her part, Erin looked
into the mirror – and toward the camera lens – biting her tongue, licking her
lips, flipping her hair, crying out in pleasure, urging Jason on with curses
and cries of joy, as he slammed her and slammed her and slammed her and slammed
her.


Finally, he could take it no
longer. He trained the camera down towards Erin’s
awesome, curvy body and concentrated on snapping photos of his cock going in
and out of her pussy, her butterfly tattoo in plain sight of the camera lens.


Crying out in pleasure, Jason let
loose a monstrous load of boiling hot cum, driving it as deep inside Erin’s
belly as he could – snapping pics the entire time.


“Whew!!” exclaimed the wife. “You
sure left a big load inside me, mister!”


“I couldn’t help it,” said Jason.
He pulled out, slowly, and then got down on his knees next to the bed, training
his phone’s camera lens on Erin’s pussy.


“Hold it like that,” said Jason. “I
want to get some shots of my cum dripping out of your pussy.”


“You’re really, really dirty when
it comes to revenge, aren’t you,” she said giggling.


“Why not? After all the bullshit
she put me through. I’m having fun. Aren’t you?”


“I’m having the time of my life!”
said Erin.


Jason held the camera still, and
immediately heard his phone’s ring tones go off. Ignoring his wife’s texts for
the moment, he got several awesome shots of his cum slowly oozing out from
between Erin’s pussy lips – dripping down onto her
matted, thick lady forest, and some of the drops drooling down towards the
bedsheets.


“You definitely left a mess in me,
I can really feel it,” Erin said.


“It looks great,” said Jason. “I’ll
let you see the pics before we send them.”


He got up on the bed next to the
brunette. She looked him in the eyes, smiling broadly.


“We make a good pair, don’t we,”
she said.


“I think so,” said Jason. He leaned
closer to her, and they kissed passionately, like newlyweds do after their
first good fuck.


The cell phone’s ringer went off.


“Oh-oh,” said Erin.
“I bet somebody’s not a happy camper!”


Ignoring the texts for the moment, Jason
showed Erin the shots he’d taken. 


“They’re all good,” she said. “Send
all of them. But let’s see what she has to say, first.”


“O.K.” said Jason.


He tapped open the text screen.


WTF??????????????? Who’s the
bitch with her mouth on your cock???


“Wow,” said Erin,
seeing the text. “She’s not happy. Send a few more pics of us fucking.” Jason
dragged a few into the text box, highlit them, and pressed ‘send’. While they
waited, Erin played with Jason’s cock, which was still
flagged from hard fucking.


Within he ringtone went off again.


WTF?????? Are you fucking
another woman on my bed????


“Wooo Hoooo!” Erin
couldn’t contain herself. “We’re stars now!’


“She’ll be really pissed at me when
she gets home.”


“What does she expect? When someone
opens the door to adultery, it opens pretty wide. What’s good for the goose,
you know.”


“She’ll still be pissed. What about
your husband?”


The ringtone went off again. A text
from Angeline’s phone:


Erin???
WTF are you doing, girl? You’re supposed to be home! Al.


“He’s pissed. Fuck him. Send some
more.”


Jason sent the last bunch of
pictures, and then started typing on the keyboard. He had no problem knowing
what to say – the words still stung his ears from the week before, and from
earlier in the evening:


It’s OK – something just came
up! Don’t worry, it’s just sex. I really needed this. This is
good for the both of us. It’s just her pussy. I’ll still be your husband after
we’re done.


Enjoy the rest of the evening!


“Let me send one,” said Erin,
giggling while she watched Jason type up the text. She grabbed the phone.


Hi Al. I’m having fun, too. This
is really cool! I never knew another guy’s cock could feel so good. We’re doing
anal next. R U having fun, too?


She hit the ‘send’ button.


There was no answer for a while.


“Well, you want to do me in the
ass?”


“Sure, as long as you’re up for
it.”


“It’s been a long time. Haven’t
done it in a while. Al’s so big, it hurts when he fucks my ass, so we don’t do
it very much. So take it a bit slow.”


“I have no problem with that.” Jason
reached over for the bottle of lube. The last time it was used was when his
wife wanted a vibe in her ass while she was fucking him. But for some reason,
they’d never gotten around to doing full anal.


Erin gave
Jason a kiss, and got up on all fours, cradling her head with the pillow.


“Lube me up real well, O.K.?”


“Don’t worry. You’re the boss. Just
tell me how it feels.”


Jason poured some lube on her anus
and started rubbing it with his right middle finger.


“Mmmmm,” she moaned. “I like that.
Nice and gentle.”


The ringtone went off.


“You want to get that first?” she
said.


Jason grabbed his phone with his
left hand, the one that wasn’t sticky with lube.


“Wow, they’re doing anal now.” The
accompanying photo showed his wife’s plump, pale ass cheeks framing the sight
of Al’s thick, lube coated cock, stretching his wife’s asshole nicely. He
showed it to Erin.


“They’re trying to outdo us,” said Erin.
“You’d better warm me up and start doing me there, too. Send them lots of
snaps. But first – I want you to spank me.”


“Spank you? You sure?”


“Yeah. Al’s done it before. I don’t
mind. It’s kind of exciting. Make sure you do it hard enough to leave some
finger marks on my ass.”


“Really.”


“Really. I can take it. Besides, it
will look so huge on any snaps you send.”


“O.K.” said Jason.


Erin wiggled
her ass in Jason’s direction.


“I’m ready,” she said, giggling.


Jason raised his right hand and
brought it down on her right ass cheek smartly.


Smack!


“Not hard enough,” she said. “You
got to do it a bit harder than that. Actually, a lot harder. Al does. Don’t
worry. I can take it.”


SMACK!!!


“Whew!!!! That’s better. Again!”


SMACK!!!!


“Ow!”


She wiggled her butt in his
direction again. 


“Do it some more.”


“O.K.”


SMACK!!! SMACK!!! SMACK!!!!
The pale skin of Erin’s fine looking, wide ass started
to redden with finger marks and a hand print.


“Take a couple snaps, let’s see how
it looks.”


Jason grabbed the phone and shot
several pictures. When he looked at the results, the hand prints stood out
plainly. It was awesome. He showed Erin.


“That’s good. Now send them. Then
let’s get back to what we were doing.”


Jason texted all five shots to his
wife’s cell phone. He set the phone down, and poured a little more lube on Erin’s
anus, and pushed his middle finger back into her smooth, tight hole. It felt
incredibly good on his finger. In and out he moved his finger, as Erin
played with her pussy.


“Mmmm,” she moaned. “That’s just
right.”


“It sure feels great on my finger,”
said Jason. “Can’t wait to see how it feels on my cock.”


“I’m good at it,” said the wife. “I
did it a bunch of times in college. Guys always said they loved to fuck me
there. I like it, too, although sometimes it can hurt. You can really feel a
guy back there. You ever done it to a girl there?”


“Only twice. First girlfriend. She
was really into sex. And then when Al and I did my wife last weekend.”


“First girlfriend sounds like your
wife. Really into sex. That’s good – but it can be dangerous for a man when his
wife is a slut.”


“Well, I didn’t realize how much my
wife was into sex, until she started banging your husband in front of my eyes.
I knew she’d had lots of guys, but when we got married, she said she just
wanted to settle down. Nothing hinted that she wanted to do anything wild.
She’d said those days were over. And she seemed to mean it. So, she never was
in the mood to try anal.”


“I’m open to it, but my husband
gets carried away and it hurts. Lately he hasn’t wanted to, even though I’ll do
it if he takes his time. Maybe he was getting it somewhere else. Maybe my ass
doesn’t feel good enough for him.”


“It sure feels great on my finger.”


“Your finger feels good, too.” Erin
started to moan. Jason could tell she was fingering her clitoris while he was
working her ass, moving his lube coated finger in and out. His cock was getting
rock hard at the sight of it all.


After a few minutes, Jason inserted
a second finger, slowly and gently. Erin just kept
playing with her pussy, and she started rolling her butt around over his
fingers, responding to the sensation of being finger fucked in the anus.


“Why don’t you put your cock in my
pussy for a while, sweetie,” she said. “No point in it just sticking out
there.”


Jason pushed his cock inside her,
causing her to cry out in pleasure. He fucked her long and slow, his cock
moving in and out of her vagina as he fucked her anus with both fingers.
Remembering his phone, he picked it up with his left hand and snapped a few
pics, both close up and farther back, showing Erin’s
entire body, as well as the bed.


He managed to hit ‘send’.


Then the ringtone went off. It was
a photo of his wife’s asshole being filled to the brim with Al’s thick cock. He
showed it to Erin. She giggled.


“They’re jealous.”


“You think they’re pissed, or
playing with us?”


“Who knows? Who cares.” Erin
tossed the phone back and started playing with her pussy again, letting out a
whimper as Jason fucked her holes. He slowly inserted a third digit into her
anus, relishing the tight, smooth squeeze of her hot orifice wrapped around him
like an extremely tight, fleshy glove.


“Fuck that feels nice,” said Erin.
“I think you can put your cock in me now, but take another snap first.”


Jason got several good shots of Erin
being impaled in both holes, and sent them.


Soon enough, the ringtone went off.


It was a picture of his wife being
fucked in the ass, with a thick dildo in her pussy. He showed it to Erin.


“They’re trying to up the ante,”
she said, giggling. “Fuck my ass now.”


Jason wasted no time pulling his
aching cock out of her pussy. He pulled his fingers out of her ass and then
pressed the head of his cock against it.


“Let me push,” said the wife. “And
do a video clip if you can – that ought to show them.”


Erin pressed
her ass back against him. Jason looked down to see her velvety, tight hole start
to wrap itself around the head of his cock. Slowly but surely, her orifice
opened around the tip, and then the first half of his cock head – then all of
his head was inside, and as soon as her hot hold was sweetly wrapped around the
first couple inches of his shaft the pleasure began to flow through his balls
in waves.


“Fuck!” he grunted. “This is
awesome.” Erin giggled, and kept pressing backwards, and
soon enough his entire cock was swallowed up by her ass, his balls resting
snugly against her pussy.


He pulled up his smart phone and
snapped a few pics of Erin’s hole stretched and
accommodating his penis, and then pulled out half way, groaning in pleasure.


He set the phone to video, and
began slowly fucking her ass while videoing the spectacle. Erin
played with her pussy and began to whimper as he assfucked her. Jason picked up
the pace, feeling awesome sensations emanating from his prick, enwrapped in her
hot sweetness. His cock glistened with lube as the phone recorded him violating
Al’s wife in the anus. It felt wonderful.


“How you doing, sweetie?” she said,
gasping in pleasure.


“I think I’m gonna come,” said
Jason, picking up the pace. The room filled with the sounds of Erin’s
moans and sighs as Jason began to slam his cock home deep inside her forbidden
hole. Soon enough, his balls began to twitch and he felt the surge as wave
after wave of pleasure wracked his lower body – and his cock, working in and
out of Erin’s tight caress, began to jet load after load
of hot semen deep into her belly.


It was all Jason could do to hold
onto the smart phone while he disgorged his seed deep inside her.


As soon as he was done, he pulled
his cock out, and a small trail of cum dribbled out of the woman’s anus. Then
he switched the video off.


“How did we do? Did you get all of
it?”


“I got most of it,” Jason said.


“Let me see.”


Jason handed her the phone, with
the video up for play. As she watched it, her eyes widened.


“Wow. That looks cool.”


“It felt even better than cool.”


“I could tell. Send it.”


Jason dragged the video into the
text screen and pressed ‘send’.


Within a minute, Jason’s ringtone
went off. There was no photo, this time. Just a short text:


OK, you win.


Jason texted back:


What do you mean? He set the
phone down on the bed, and lay down next to Erin, who snuggled up against him.


His ringtone went off.


I mean you win. You got back at
me pretty good, didn’t you. Al is dropping me off in half an hour. Get that
fucking bitch out of my bedroom.


Jason showed Erin
the text.


“Wow, she’s pissed. Serves her
right, though.”


“Very true. She earned it. You
probably should go home,” said Jason. “Unless you think Al is going to hit you
or something.”


“He won’t do that. I’ll keep my
cell handy just in case.”


“Smart idea.”


Erin got up
off the bed and went out to the living room, where she put her clothes back on.
Jason tidied up the bed, using a wet hand towel to clean up whatever drops of
cum were on the bedcovers. Then he went out to the living room. Erin
was just sitting on the couch, fully clothed.


“Well,” she said. “Thanks for the
fun sex. That was great.”


“Thanks for coming over,” said
Jason. “Let me give you my cell number. Anything bad happens, or if they cheat
again – let me know.”


“You do likewise,” said Erin.
She pulled her cell phone out of her purse, and programmed in Jason’s cell
number.


For a moment after they traded
numbers, there was an uncomfortable pause. Jason just stood there, looking at Erin,
still struck by her beauty. It was almost like that moment where a couple on
their first date are deciding whether they will kiss or not.


Erin pulled
her purse over her shoulder and stepped forward and pulled Jason towards her,
and he kissed her on the mouth. After a minute, she broke the kiss.


“I guess I’d better go. Don’t
forget about me.”


“I never will. Maybe we’ll be
seeing each other again.”


“In a way, I really hope so,” said Erin.


She slowly made her way to the
front door, and blew Jason a kiss before stepping through the doorway.


“Seeya, sweetie,” she said,
smiling. “Don’t forget me.” Then she shut the front door.


 


ROARING SILENCE


The house felt suddenly like the
loneliest place in the world as soon as Jason heard her Erin’s
car engine start up, and then when he heard her drive away.


“Well,” he said to himself. “Now we
see what the wife has to say for herself.”


He tossed away the beer cans, and
tidied the living room a bit, and then grabbed another beer, and sat down in
his easy chair, switching on the TV.


In about fifteen minutes he heard a
truck’s engine in his driveway, and then the metallic ‘clunk’ of a door
slamming shut. Then his stomach wrenched itself into knots as he waited for the
door to open, and his wayward wife to appear.


Turning down the sound a little on
the TV, Jason could hear the key in the door – even though it was still
unlocked. Then the door opened.


In walked his wife. There was a
look of burning anger in her expression that Jason had not seen in a long, long
time. She was apparently going to give him the silent treatment.


She was wearing the shirt that said
“SLUT” across the chest.


She hesitatingly looked her husband
in the eyes, and then quickly looked away, avoiding all eye contact. Jason’s
gaze went from her eyes to her shirt. It looked even more sluttish on her,
seeing her wear it in real life. He could tell it was an expensive shirt. The
material was a finely woven, silky nylon, and the word “SLUT” was in a pleasant
shade of purple ink – very professionally printed. 


Angeline’s boobs pushed the letters
out into prominence, making them command attention. The letters were outlined
in shiny purple rhinestones. Any hotwife at a gang bang would be proud. 


Noticing where her husband’s eyes
had glanced, Angeline looked downwards and immediately gasped in embarrassment,
instantly covering the offending word on her shirt, covering her jutting chest
with both of her hands. It was clear that in a hurry, she had forgotten which
shirt she put on before leaving the hotel. Crouching slightly, she made a
little noise, as if caught in a trap. She walked right past him without saying
anything, red faced. 


Ignoring her on the outside, but
feeling a burning uncomfortable sensation on the inside, Jason heard Angeline
go into the bedroom, and then he heard her go into the bathroom for a while. 


His phone vibrated. He switched on
the screen. It was a text from Erin. 


My husband is pissed, but no
violence. We’re talking. Reaching agreement. I’m O.K. I hope you are too.
Kisses. <3


Jason typed on his smart phone’s
keypad.


Glad to hear it. Angeline
pissed, too. Silent treatment.


Immediately, he got a text back.


Don’t let her get away with this
without talking about it.


Jason texted a thanks and a good
night. He heard the toilet flush, and then a lot of water running. Then he
heard Angeline switch the bathroom light off and soon heard the bedroom door
slam shut.


For a couple minutes, Jason watched
some mindless bullshit on TV, and sipped his beer. Then he got angry.


This is bullshit, Jason thought to
himself. She starts fucking around, and now she’s angry? Fuck this shit.
Erin’s right. My wife and I are gonna fucking talk.


He switched off the TV, and poured
the remainder of his beer down the sink, and tossed the can into the recycle
waste basket. Then he took a deep breath and walked down the hallway towards
the bathroom. He took a sleep aid, and looked at himself in the mirror.


Look at me – I fucked a hot woman
while my wife was fucking the woman’s husband. What a fucking mess this is.
What a fucking mess I’m in. My marriage is toast.


He brushed his teeth, and while
brushing them, he glanced down towards the waste basket absent mindedly.


There was his wife’s brand new
“Slut” shirt. Lying in the basket, covered with some used tissues and dental
floss.


Hmmm, thought Jason. That’s odd. 


She had left the washcloth on the
counter top – it was still wet and smeared in red. It was apparent to Jason
that his wife had washed the “Cum Slut” off of her tits and the “Al’s Fuck Pig”
off of her back.


He shut the light off and went into
the bedroom.


He could see the outline of his
wife’s curvy body under the covers of the bed, in the soft pink glow of the
night light. She had her back to him, and she was facing towards his side of
the bed. A small fan was on in the corner of the room, barely audible, running
on slow. Jason crept over to his side of the bed, kicked off his shoes, and
then took off his pants, and let them drop onto the floor. Then he sat back on
the bed, and pulled his socks off, and tossed them onto the floor also.


“Put them away honey,” said his
wife. 


“Huh?”


“Put your pants and socks away,
please. Put them in the hamper. I hate it when you leave your clothes on the
floor like that.”


There wasn’t a trace of anger in
her voice – just a touch of resignation.


“O.K.,” said Jason. “If it makes
you happy…” He got off the bed and grabbed his jeans and shoved them in the top
dresser drawer, and tossed his socks into the hamper, which was in the corner
of the room. Then he returned to bed.


“Thanks, dear,” she said, turning
over onto her other side, facing away from him again, towards the bedroom door.
Jason lifted the covers, and got into bed next to his wife. Angeline was naked.
He could see a slight red smudge from the writing that she had removed from her
back. He pulled the covers back up over the both of them.


He could feel the warmth from her
body underneath the sheets. It felt so familiar. It felt good.


 


 LIPSTICK ON HER BACK


For a minute or two, there was
nothing but silence. Angeline shifted the covers, her big, naked ass bumping
against Jason’s groin. She left it there.


“You left your new shirt in the
trash in the bathroom by accident,” said Jason.


“It wasn’t by accident. I hate that
shirt. I don’t want it anymore.”


“Oh.”


There was a long pause.


“So, it looks like you got back at
me good,” Angeline finally said.


“It just sort of happened,” Jason
said.


“Bullshit. Sex doesn’t just happen.
It’s something you decide to do.”


“Just like you did.”


“Touche,” said his wife. “You’re right,
Jason. I’m guilty. I fucked up. I’ll never do it again, if you don’t.”


“Why?”


“Because I just realized how much I
risk losing you, and I don’t want to lose you. I hated seeing you enjoy
fucking her like that. The fucking bitch.”


There was a pause. 


“So, this is how you want it to
be?” said Jason. “You and another man? And me with someone else, too?”


“No. Not anymore.”


“Why is that?”


“Because it really hurt to
see the look on your face while you were fucking that bitch, that’s why.” She
paused, wiping her eye again.


“You’re kidding.”


“No, I’m not.”


“So now you know how that
feels.”


“Yeah,” Angeline said, softly. “I
guess I do.” Her big, bare bottom was still pressed up against Jason’s groin,
and it was bringing a rise from his cock, as her warm, plump ass always did.
Sometimes your emotions just don’t control animal passion.


“You don’t realize this about me,”
she said, “but I am pretty possessive. I don’t want to share you with anybody.
I hated seeing your cock inside that bitch. It’s like she was pissing on my
territory. Fucking my husband on my own bed! Never again!” 


“Well, I don’t want to share you
with anybody, either.”


“O.K.,” said his wife. “I hear you.
That’s fair enough.”


For a while, Jason just listened to
his wife’s breathing, which was more heavily than usual. He put his arm around
her, and she grabbed his hand with hers, pulling his arm close and pushing her
warm butt against his cock more forcefully.


“Truce?” she said, softly.


“O.K.,” said Jason. “Truce. No more
fucking with other people.”


“No more fucking with other
people,” she repeated. She reached down and pulled his cock from his boxers and
adjusted her ass until his stiffening cock was in between her legs. The warmth
of her thighs brought him to full erection quickly.


“From now on, the only cock that
touches my body is yours.” She leaned back and gave him a quick kiss. “Now,
husband -- take off those shorts and fuck me with that thing, you sexy man.”


By now Jason was overcome with
desire, the warm touch of his wife’s ass against his cock making it hard and
throbbing. He quickly pulled his boxers down and kicked them onto the floor.
Getting back into position behind his wife’s plump, warm ass, he pushed the
head of his cock against her pussy. Angeline moved her legs further apart and
reached in between them and grabbed Jason’s cock, pushed the head just inside
her vagina.


“Hold on,” she said, “O.K.?’


“O.K.”


Angeline reached into the night
table drawer, and Jason could hear her fingers rattling around inside it, as if
she were looking for something.


“There it is,” she said. She held
up something in her right fingertips. It was a tube of lipstick.


“I want you to write on my back.
It’s only fair. And I really want it.”


“O.K. What do you want me to write
on you?”


“Whatever you want. But how about
something like ‘Jason’s property’? I’d really like that. That’s what I want to
be from here on.”


“O.K.,” said Jason. 


“I want you to look at what you
wrote on me, when you come. That way you’ll remember it.”


Jason wrote across her upper back with
the lipstick: JASON’S.


“That kinda tickles,” his wife
said, giggling.


Down below he wrote: PROPERTY.


“That feels good.”


“Your back looks sexy with it on
it, honey.” Jason had to admit, he’d never thought of writing on his wife
before.


“Put an arrow pointing down towards
my ass,” Angeline ordered.


Jason did as he was instructed. 


“You done?”


“Yeah.”


“How does it look?”


“It looks great.”


“You see what it means?”


“I think so.”


“You own my body. For good.”


“I’m glad.” Jason’s cock was
raging, the head still nestled inside the opening to his wife’s vulva.


Angeline leaned back and kissed
him. As she moved, his cock popped out. 


“Ooops,” she said, giggling. She
leaned forwards and grabbed his cock and shoved the head inside, and backed up,
pushing a couple inches inside her pussy.


“Fuck, you feel good,” she
whimpered. “O.K., Owner Of My Ass. Now fuck your wife!!”


Jason grabbed his wife by the
shoulders, and pushed his cock in further until he was balls deep inside her,
and it felt so familiar, and so wonderful. He could definitely tell she’d been
well fucked earlier in the evening, but at this point, it was a non-issue. His
own cock was relishing the sensations now! It was his wife’s familiar pussy,
the one he’d enjoyed for so many years. He owned it now. It was his to
pleasure, and his to fill.


“Fuck, you feel so good,” he
groaned.


“I love feeling your cock inside of
me, honey. I really do. Now start fucking me good!”


Pulling back a little, Jason shoved
it home again, causing Angeline to cry out in pleasure.


He pulled back, and slammed it
inside her – hard. She let out a gasp, and started whimpering.


Within seconds he was throttling
her relentlessly, her tight but well fucked vagina gripping him sweetly as he
savagely violated her, forcing his groin against the hot flesh of her big ass
over and over again. Fuck, how wonderful her gripping pussy felt! So sweet, so
hot, so wet, and so familiar!


“Fuck me harder, dammit!!” she
cried. “Harder, Jason! Harder!!”


Using all of his stomach and groin
muscles, Jason gave his wife’s clenching pussy a merciless pounding.


“Give it to me, Jason!” she
shouted, her gasps echoing off the bedroom walls. “Give it to me good,
dammit!!”


The room filled with Angeline’s sweet
whimpers as she continued urging him on, pulling and playing with her clitoris
to make herself orgasm as he slammed her big butt flat with every thrust.
Within minutes, the room drowned out with her cries of pleasure, and the sound
of her voice, the view of her awesomely curvy body which he was penetrating,
and the incredibly hot clenching of his wife’s pussy over his girth, all sent
Jason over the edge.


He remembered his wife’s wishes,
and stared at her back, the one he always loved so much while fucking her doggy
style, the one he’d massaged so many times before lovemaking – now adorned with
his own writing: JASON’S PROPERTY.


“Fuck, I’m coming!” he cried. “I
love you so fucking much.”


“I love you too.”


At the sound of her words his balls
let loose a massive load, which ejected deep against the entrance to Angeline’s
womb. Jason barreled his cock into his wife, as far as it could go, filling her
velvety canal with sperm.


For several long moments, he just
held onto her, his cock still embedded deep inside Angeline’s belly.


“I love you, Angeline,” he said
softly, kissing her on the neck and shoulder.


“I love you, too, honey.”


Jason just closed his eyes, feeling
his wife’s heat, hearing her heartbeat, and relishing her warmth.


His wife leaned back and kissed him
on the lips.


Jason smiled. Completely satiated,
he snuggled up closer to her, skin to skin, feeling the warmth of Angeline’s
body against his front, and placed an arm around her. She grabbed his wrist and
pulled him closer. Jason closed his eyes, and fell asleep.
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