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Sunday

I had to go to California on a business trip. My wife Caroline wanted to go with me to visit her sister Rachel, whom she hadn’t seen in a couple of years. Caroline was looking forward to a week with her only sister, enjoying the warmer weather.

The sisters are almost complete opposites. Caroline is petite with D cup breasts, red hair, pale skin with lots of freckles, and she loved colder climates. While her sister is a tall, leggy blonde with tanned skin and dark eyes. Rachel loves beaches and warm weather. Our flight arrived, we picked up our rental car, and soon arrived at Rachel’s house.

We rang the doorbell a number of times, even tried knocking, but there wasn’t an answer. Rachel had one of those typical Californian-style houses with the pool and hot tub in the backyard, to take advantage of the warm weather. So we snuck around to the side of the house, thinking that Rachel might be in the backyard and couldn’t hear us at the front door. As we approached the fence we heard muffled noises from the other side.

Caroline crept up to the fence and put her face to it to get a look through. Just as her face met the fence, she pulled back with a surprised look on her face. I leaned in to see what had startled her, and when I saw, I couldn’t believe my eyes. On the other side of the fence was Rachel, lying face down on the pool furniture with her ass in the air, getting fucked from behind. The well-built man behind Rachel had an all-over tan, just like her.

Seeing my sister-in-law with her face buried in a beach towel, on all fours, getting pounded as her perky tits bounced beneath her was surprising enough, but the guy fucking her had the biggest cock that I had ever seen. I had seen plenty of porn in my days, and this guy could easily have been in any porn film. His dick was long and as thick as Caroline’s wrist. To accompany the sight were the sounds they made. The man was hung like a porn star, but Rachel moaned like one. She held the beach towel bunched up at her mouth, obviously trying to stifle the noises she made.

I glanced over at Caroline. My wife had returned her face to the fence and was staring at the scene in the backyard. We both watched, fascinated, and unable to tear ourselves away. After a short minute we sneaked away quietly, afraid of getting caught peeping. Deciding that we should give Rachel some time, my wife and I went out for a leisurely coffee before returning to the house.

When we arrived back at Rachel’s house, we acted like it was our first time arriving. I even made up a story about having trouble finding the place. Rachel greeted us warmly. As we unpacked our things the two sisters talked and caught up. The mystery man from earlier in the day was nowhere to be seen.

Right before dinner though, the mystery man arrived. He came through the front door without knocking, carrying groceries. Rachel introduced him to us as her boyfriend Todd. Apparently they had been dating for quite a while, long enough she had given him a key to her house.

As we moved into the kitchen to prepare dinner, I could see Caroline trying not to stare at him. Now that I could see him up close, it was obvious why. Todd was tall and athletic, with a muscled build and solid frame. His blonde hair was sun-bleached, and his bright blue eyes stood out against his tanned skin. In all, I thought he looked like a stereotypical Californian.

During dinner, we shared wine and Todd proved to be just as charming as he was handsome. Going against my believed stereotype, he was actually rather intelligent and offered insightful opinions about almost everything. When we finished dinner, Todd and I cleaned up, leaving the sisters to talk more. Finally, Rachel suggested that we all enjoy an evening swim before bed. I sensed she enjoyed offering her hot tub to guests.

Caroline and I changed into our swimsuits and went into the backyard to meet Rachel and Todd by the pool. My wife wore a red bikini that I’d bought for her the year before. I had thought Caroline’s bikini was small and tantalizing, but when I saw what Rachel was wearing my jaw dropped. Rachel’s bikini could be generously described as skimpy. It barely covered her nipples, leaving plenty of areola and breasts exposed. The bottom was just as tiny, exposing all of her ass with just a string running between her ass cheeks, and a small triangle of cloth in place over her pussy. It was obvious that she was shaved smooth.

“What are you wearing?” Caroline asked her sister.

“No one can see into the backyard”, Rachel explained. “All of my bikinis are this small. It lets me suntan better this way.” Everything we could see of her indicated she had an all-over tan, and from what I saw earlier she was likely outside nude frequently.

Still, Rachel’s explanation seemed to calm Caroline. However I was still a bit shocked. My wife’s family had always been fairly conservative. Rachel had been the wild one of the family, but this was out of character from what I knew of her.

Todd came out of the house to join us. Thankfully he wore normal swim trunks, the kind that reached to his knees. It was the same style I was wearing. But even through the suit, it was obvious how large his dick was. The bulge of it was pressing against the fabric, causing the whole suit to shift side-to-side from the weight of his dick as he walked. Rachel smiled at Todd as they shared a small kiss. From the corner of my eye, I caught Caroline staring at him.

I broke my stare in time to avoid getting caught as Todd turned toward us. Caroline did her best to look without being too obvious. If Todd noticed, he didn’t say anything, and certainly didn’t seem to mind. While my wife’s reaction didn’t surprise me, we all looked at Todd’s bulge; I was slightly disturbed that she continued to look. Combined with her quick acceptance of her sister’s tiny bikini, it felt like my wife was now acting out of character. Maybe it was the wine with dinner, or the scene we had witnessed earlier, but I tried to push my discomfort aside.

For the first bit of time, Caroline and Rachel swam, before moving to the hot tub and enjoying another glass of wine. I sat poolside and talked with Todd about my work. Eventually Rachel got out of the hot tub, came to where Todd and I were sitting, toweled herself dry, and sat down. Todd got into the pool and swam back and forth, talking with Caroline each time he passed. Rachel and I chatted about my work schedule for the upcoming week as she relaxed in the fading sunlight.

After a few minutes, I realized that I had become so distracted by the mundane conversation that I hadn’t been paying attention to Todd or Caroline. I looked over and saw that Caroline had gotten out of the hot tub and into the pool. She was up against the edge and Todd was behind her, their bodies close. They whispered to each other and exchanged smiles. It upset me that they were so close, and I wanted to say something when I felt Rachel move up against me.

My sister-in-law’s barely covered body against mine would have been distracting normally, but I couldn’t help wondering why Caroline and Todd were so close to each other. Above water there was space between his chest and her back, but beneath the water their bodies could be up against each other and I wouldn’t be able to tell. That thought stirred up a swarm of emotions in me.

Rachel whispered in my ear, “You know, I think Todd really likes Caroline.” I turned to look at Rachel as she added, “Todd and I aren’t exactly swingers, but we’ve experimented.”

On a day of surprises, it was another shock, and I didn’t know how to respond. I could barely stammer a response. I had trouble forming thoughts, much less words. With my attention on Rachel, I ran my eyes down her body. A nipple had slipped past her bikini top and poked firmly into the cooling air, inches away from me. My heart pounded, and I couldn’t make out everything that was happening. Thoughts came to me slowly.

Rachel saw that I was having trouble. She said, “I don’t know how you and Caroline feel about it. But I know Todd has been aching to get his hands on her big tits all night.”

As Rachel said this, I looked back at the pool. Todd now had his hands above the water, caressing the sides of Caroline’s body, slowly running up and down her bare midsection. His hands flirted with getting near her bikini-covered breasts before moving away again. Even from where I was, I could see that Caroline’s nipples were hard, pressing into the red fabric of her bikini. From experience I knew she only got like that when she was deeply aroused. Caroline leaned her head back against Todd’s chest and whispered to him.

Turmoil ran through me. I had trouble breathing. Caroline and I had always been faithful to each other. We had never spoken of doing anything like this. Surely she wouldn’t be interested in swinging. Unsure how I felt, fighting between anger and confusion, my mind latched onto the idea that Rachel and Todd had planned this.

That was when Rachel put her hand on my face and turned my attention back to her. Her exposed nipple caught my gaze. Then I watched through a fog as her hand dropped from my face and grabbed my hard-on through the fabric of my swim trunks. Part of me wanted to jump and run away. However I found myself wondering when my dick had gotten hard. My heart beat so thunderously that I could feel my pulse in my throat.

“Come on, it will be fun”, Rachel promised. “Besides, what are vacations for, if not having fun?” With that, Rachel kissed me, her tongue swiftly probing my mouth.

I broke the kiss and turned to see what Caroline’s reaction would be. Surely my wife would be angry that I was getting kissed and groped. However the scene in the pool hadn’t changed. Todd was closer to Caroline now, his chest pressed firmly against her back, and her chest pushed into the wall of the pool. One of Todd’s hands massaged Caroline’s neck as he whispered to her, his lips dangerously close to her ear. Her eyes were closed and her fingers gripped the lip of the pool tightly. The position made Caroline’s breasts look larger, puffed out from her chest and rising up out of the water with each breath.

Neither Todd nor Caroline paid attention to me. Nor did they pay attention to Rachel as the tanned blonde untied her bikini top, lifted it away, and tossed it aside. There wasn’t much point in the top anyway, it never really hid anything. Rachel’s bare, pert breasts demanded my attention as they hung inches from me. That close I could see that she sunbathed topless; there was no hint of a tan line.

I couldn’t take my eyes off Rachel’s breasts, dark areolas, and nipples standing firm from the effect of the water and cooling air. My dick twitched in her hand, and again conflicted emotions ran through me as she stroked my shaft. Rachel must have taken the reaction as a clue because she turned her head toward the pool and asked, “Todd? What does Caroline think?”

Todd shifted slightly to glance at us, grinned, then shifted back tight to Caroline. He put his head down next to my wife’s and whispered. Caroline whispered something back without opening her eyes. In a long, slow moment Todd ran his hands up out of the water, along the sides of Caroline’s body, beneath her breasts, and made a small circle before cupping her breasts.

My breath left me, and I was speechless. I don’t know what my wife had said to make Todd grab her breasts, but it was obvious that she wanted his attention. All of my emotions stirred in confusion as I watched this tall, muscular, blonde man with a perfect smile and perfect tan massage my wife’s large, pale breasts through the thin red material of her bikini.

“Looks like everyone wants to have some fun”, Rachel said to me. She lifted up and straddled me, setting herself down on my lap facing me, her bare breasts now pressing against me. “Relax”, she said. “You are tense. Enjoy yourself. I know Todd has wanted to play with Caroline’s tits, and I’m certain she’s been wanting his cock.”

I wanted to offer some form of protest, and not just at Rachel’s crude language, but at the whole situation. However Rachel cut me off. “It’s California.” She smiled as if that explained everything. Rachel untied her bikini bottoms and threw them aside. Looking down, I saw that she did shave her pussy completely bare and that she had a complete tan all over.

My dick jumped as the thought of Rachel’s oiled body, laying nude in the warm sun, with sweat beading on her skin, pushed its way into my mind’s eye. The motion of my own body startled me and I couldn’t believe my thoughts. I looked about to see if someone could tell me that I was dreaming.

Caroline and Todd had moved to the shallow end of the pool where the waterline was at their waists. They were tight against each other, her back against his chest, and his hips pressing into hers. The top of the red bikini I had bought her was missing. With her breasts now free to the air Todd was running his hands over them without restraint. He would pinch her nipples and roll them between his fingers, before returning to massaging her breasts. Their heads were turned toward each other and they shared a deep kiss.

Rachel kissed me, momentarily blocking my view. She pressed her hips forward and rubbed her bare pussy against my dick through my swim trunks. However Rachel could have been a million miles away because my mind was focused on my wife. I turned, taking Rachel with me, so that I could see the pool from the corner of my eye.

Todd moved his grip to Caroline’s hips and spun her to face him. As she leaned into him her breasts swelled against his chest and they resumed kissing. It wasn’t a kiss like the small, quick explorations Rachel was giving me. My wife and Todd were deeply, passionately kissing. I could see Todd’s tongue in my wife’s mouth as they were lost in the feel of each other’s bodies. Eventually my wife broke the kiss.

For a moment I hoped Caroline had changed her mind. That she would get out of the pool, cover herself, and run into the house. Maybe she would blame me, or all the wine. But I envisioned us getting a hotel for the week and never talking about the situation again. Instead she took Todd’s head in her hands and guided him down to her breasts.

Todd’s tongue snaked out of his mouth and worked its way around Caroline’s breasts, stopping to tease her nipples. He sucked and kissed her bare flesh and I heard her softly exhale. Caroline’s breasts were always sensitive. She always enjoyed it when I paid attention to them. However Todd was really enjoying them and Caroline’s increasing volume and wiggling indicated she enjoyed it too.

As he pulled back slightly to push more of her breasts into his face, I could see the top of his cock poke out of the water. Just the first few inches, rising like a leviathan out of the waves. Caroline saw it too, as she looked down at Todd’s face working over her tits. Rachel was busy removing my swim trunks, but I barely registered the action, I watched Caroline reach down toward Todd’s prick.

I wanted to say something, to stop my wife, but my mind reeled with emotions and my dick ached for release. Caroline’s hands brushed the head of Todd’s cock before disappearing beneath the water. It wasn’t clear if she had stuffed her hands inside his swim trunks, or if they were still outside of them, or if she had taken his trunks down to free his cock, but my mind flirted with all the possibilities. Then I saw her hands moving up and down rhythmically under the water, presumably stroking his shaft.

Rachel slid back from me and hissed, “I want to suck your cock.” She dropped to her knees in front of me, spread my legs, and leaned forward. As she put one hand on my balls and the other on the base of my shaft she said, “It has been a while since I’ve been able to fill my mouth with cock. Todd’s too big for me to suck properly, can’t get him all the way into my mouth. I always end up choking.” She put her tongue to my dick, licked all the way around the head, then down the shaft to her hand. “It will be nice to have a smaller one that can fit in my mouth”, she finished before sucking my erection between her lips.

My inability to tell whether Rachel was complimenting me or not didn’t matter at that moment. I felt her tongue write against my shaft as she held my dick completely in her mouth. Rachel sucked in, so her cheeks were tight against me, and bobbed her head. Caroline rarely gave me head, and it was good when she did, but her sister was amazing. Desperate not to cum quickly I had to fight the thought that Rachel must have sucked a lot of cock to be so good at it.

Needing a distraction to avoid filling Rachel’s mouth with my seed, I looked back at the pool. Todd helped Caroline up to sit on the edge of the pool, her legs hanging over the lip into the water. Todd’s swim trunks were gone and his mammoth cock bounced lewdly in front of him as my wife stroked it like she was possessed. Even with both of her hands on it, half of his prick was still uncovered. As he gently set her down, he spread her legs and knelt between them.

Rachel, without taking her lips off my prick, looked to see what had my attention. Upon seeing the position that Caroline and Todd were in she brought her head off my dick long enough to ask me, “He really has a magnificent cock, doesn’t he?” When I didn’t answer, she absent-mindedly stroked me while adding, “God, and he really knows how to use it.” Again I struggled to determine if she was insulting me, but Rachel’s words stung me regardless of her intent.

Todd ran his hands slowly up my wife’s legs toward her red bikini bottom. It was the only thing concealing her complete nakedness. As his hands moved higher, so did his head. When it was within reach, Caroline grabbed two handfuls of his blonde hair and pulled his face toward her snatch. There was a needy look on Caroline’s face as she watched him.

I couldn’t believe what I saw. My loving wife, pulling a strange man’s face into her most private of areas, and I momentarily lamented that she had never been that eager with me. When Todd tugged my wife’s bikini bottoms aside, Rachel wrapped her mouth around my shaft again. The physical pleasure almost distracted me from watching, but it certainly added to the confused feelings swirling inside me.

Caroline always kept her pussy hair neatly trimmed. The patch of red hair perfectly framed her cunt, and I loved it. I could see that her labia were enlarged, puffed with anticipation, and a hint of her swollen clit was visible. My view lasted only a moment before Todd’s head blocked my view. The last thing I could see was his extended tongue heading straight toward my wife’s clit.

A surprised “Oh” escaped my wife, signaling that Todd’s tongue and mouth had made contact with her. Caroline had never taken her eyes off Todd, or removed her hands from their grip on his hair, but it was obvious the initial contact had startled her. Her eyes widened and her body began to wiggle. My wife’s mouth hung open and her moans drifted across the backyard.

Todd’s head worked its way up and down, and combined with my wife’s leg, blocked my view entirely. I was certain from the way his arm rhythmically moved forward and backward that the bastard was fingering my wife’s cunt while sucking on her clit. Caroline moaned louder, which caught Rachel’s attention.

Rachel came up off my cock and looked. Upon seeing her boyfriend’s head burning between my wife’s spread legs, Rachel excitedly said to me, “Oh, we should do that.”

I didn’t have time to respond before Rachel moved forward, shoved me onto my back, and sat her bare cunt on my face. There was a small relief that I would no longer have to restrain myself from cumming. As my tongue pushed out to explore her folds I, strained to see my wife. Unable to see anything past Rachel, I tried to turn so that I could get a view of the pool. It was useless though, as Rachel sat on me, holding me firmly in place.

My tongue snaked into Rachel’s pussy as she grinded herself down on my face. The juices of her cunt leaked out of her and ran over my lips and cheeks. Part of me wanted to just throw Rachel aside so I could see my wife, but part of me also wanted to enjoy the experience. Rachel rocked back and forth atop me and moaned softly. Her moans were nothing compared to the noise my wife made though.

Even with my head buried between Rachel’s legs, I could hear Caroline moaning and whimpering across the backyard. As my wife grew louder, I wondered if the neighbors could hear what was happening, even if they couldn’t see. Caroline’s sounds of pleasure grew louder until I could barely hear Rachel.

Then my wife practically yelled, “I’m cumming! Oh god! I’m cumming!”

Caroline never talked when we made love, and to hear her voice say those words without being able to see it happening felt surreal. It had always been a mystery to me when my wife had an orgasm. I could feel her tense occasionally, but she never said anything.

My wife continued her hard, breathy exhales for a while before trailing off into a stream of soft moans. Then I heard splashing of water, and just past Rachel’s thigh, I could see Todd lift himself out of the water. Rachel lifted herself off me, and briefly I wondered if she had orgasmed. When I had a clear view again, I looked to see Todd leading Caroline away from the pool, toward towels laid out by the hot tub.

“You have to watch this”, Rachel said to me. I wasn’t sure what she meant. My attention was torn between my wife’s perfect, naked body and Todd’s unbelievably massive cock. Rachel positioned herself so her pussy hovered over my stiff dick, turned away from me so we could both see Todd and my wife. As Rachel easily pushed herself down, sinking my dick inside her with surprising ease, she said, “Todd is masterful with his cock. It doesn’t look like it, but he will be able to get the whole thing inside her.”

Now pinned beneath Rachel, with my dick completely inside her as she grinded back and forth on it, I watched as Caroline took off the red bikini bottoms. My wife lay down gingerly on a piece of pool furniture. I realized it was the same spot where earlier we had seen Rachel getting pounded.

Todd helped Caroline get comfortable, their hands on each other’s bodies gently guiding each other. Never once did they break eye contact as Todd climbed onto the furniture above my wife. Caroline’s pale form tried to hold still, but her breaths were coming faster causing her breasts to rise and fall. As Todd’s cock dangled closer to my wife’s pussy, slowly moving toward her willing hole, she spread her legs.

For a moment I wondered if he would get protection. Then I wondered if they made condoms that would fit him. Again I partially wanted everything to stop right then, but I also wanted the release of pleasure that Rachel was trying to milk from my prick. I also feared that my wife wouldn’t stop, no matter what I said or did, that she didn’t want to.

Caroline put one hand on Todd’s shoulder, then reached down with her other hand and grabbed the monster cock dangling an inch from her wet gash. With a tight grip on his cock, and a pouting expression on her face, my wife begged Todd, “Put it in me.”

As they looked into each other’s eyes, he pushed himself forward as she guided him. The look on her face quickly changed to concentration. Todd grinned, but Caroline squeezed her eyes shut and gritted her teeth. I watched as he stretched her open, his impossibly thickness penetrating her slowly.

Rachel still rocked on my dick, but I didn’t feel her. We both watched as Todd entered my wife. With amazement and despair, I watched as he worked more and more of his prick into my wife’s cunt. Caroline balled up both hands into petite fists and beat them against his broad shoulders. The look of pained concentration on her face only changed when she had to breathe, and then only briefly.

When Todd stopped pressing forward, Caroline exhaled sharply. “Oh god.” My wife didn’t sound pained, just uncomfortable. “Your cock is massive.”

It was the first time I had ever heard Caroline talk dirty, and it was with almost a foot of another man’s dick inside her. Caroline leaned her head forward and looked down past her red bush at Todd’s manhood penetrating her. With a whimper, she dug her face into his shoulder and squeezed her fists tight to his back.

Again he pressed forward. My wife whimpered as more of him disappeared inside her. She opened her mouth, and for a moment I thought she would ask him to stop. Instead she bit Todd’s shoulder, sinking her teeth ever so slightly into his flesh. As she did her body shivered and she let out a soft moan.

“That’s her first orgasm I think”, Rachel said to me.

Finally Todd stopped pushing forward, and I could see the entire length of his cock buried inside Caroline. Her pink lips were spread unbelievably wide around him, and the contrast between his tanned skin and her pale flesh was obvious. Todd relaxed his arms and lowered himself so his body was tight to Caroline’s, his weight now holding her down. Again she beat her fists against his back.

Rachel stopped moving on my lap. Unlike my wife who hadn’t stopped making noise since Todd had started fondling her breasts in the pool, Rachel was silent. With a slight turn of her head in my direction, but not taking her eyes off her boyfriend and my wife, Rachel whispered to me, “Now watch this.”

Caroline let out a long moan as Todd slowly drew his hips backward, sliding his cock out of her gaping cunt. When he was almost completely withdrawn, my wife shot her legs up, wrapped them around his waist, and pulled him downward. She locked her ankles and pressed her heels into his ass. Her eyes shot open and she looked directly into his blue eyes.

Todd pushed down, guided by my wife’s legs, until again he was sunk completely inside her. Again Caroline let out a long, whimpering moan and shivered.

“That’s two”, Rachel whispered to me as she resumed grinding on my dick. “Every time he hits bottom, it’s amazing.”

Slowly, rhythmically Todd began fucking my wife. Caroline writhed beneath him, desperately clinging to him with her fists and legs. And while their motions were almost painfully slow, Caroline’s moans were already louder than they had been all night. On one stroke Todd pulled up and Caroline held on to him tightly enough that my wife’s body came up off the furniture, for a moment hanging there beneath him in the air. Then as he pushed back down their bodies slammed together forcefully.

“Oh fuck!” Caroline screamed in pleasure. The small shivers of pleasure gave way to quakes that rippled through her body. As he continued to thrust hard, building up in speed, she yelled repeatedly, “Oh fuck! Oh god!” Caroline’s moans vacillated between gasps for air, whimpers of pleasure, and deep moans.

“That’s the third time”, Rachel said to me over her shoulder. “And now she won’t stop.” I wondered if Rachel meant that Caroline wouldn’t stop cumming or wouldn’t stop fucking Todd.

Rachel stopped grinding on me and began bouncing, plunging her cunt down onto my dick repeatedly. It was pleasurable, but I felt more aroused watching my wife. The scene was incredibly erotic, watching Todd withdraw all but the head of his cock before sliding it back into Caroline. My wife yelled with each thrust, and each time his dick was fully inside her, she would loudly release some cuss word into the sky. I could no longer tell when she came; it just seemed to be one long continuous orgasm.

Soon the rhythmic fucking sounds of Todd slamming into my wife were matched by the physical sensation of Rachel bouncing on my lap. However my wife was loud enough that if Rachel was making noise, I couldn’t hear it. As my own pleasure built I found myself focusing on details, like Todd’s balls slapping forward against Caroline with each thrust or Caroline’s breasts moving like waves.

The sight of it was too much for me to bear. It was raw, primal fucking unlike anything I had seen or heard. My orgasm desperately took over me. I grabbed Rachel’s hips tightly and pulled her backward and my hips thrust up into her. Holding myself as deep inside her as I could, I pumped spurt after spurt of cum into Rachel’s bare cunt as she squeezed down and gripped me.

Though the physical feelings of Rachel’s pussy had helped, I knew that what had turned me on was the sight of the monster cock bringing my wife pleasure. When my dick finished spasming, and my balls ached from the force of my release, Rachel stood up off me.

After wiping her bare pussy with a towel she said, “Probably time to head to bed.” My head swam and I took the hand she offered me. Rachel led me across the backyard toward the house. I felt confused, but followed her.

As we walked past Todd and Caroline, I stared down at them. Todd’s focus was completely on Caroline’s bouncing breasts and her focus was on his cock pumping into her. Neither paid attention to me or Rachel as we went into the house. They didn’t slow their stride, continuing to fuck deep and hard. I was fascinated by Caroline’s pussy lips, spread wide and tightly gripping Todd’s shaft, and how deeply pink they were. My wife’s clit was engorged and clearly visible.

Rachel pulled me into the house and slid the rear door shut. Even through the closed door my wife’s moans were loud. Reaching out, Rachel grabbed my now limp dick and tugged me down the hall by it. With one last look over my shoulder outside, I saw Caroline undo her legs from behind Todd before he swung his arms under her legs and hooked her knees. The new position lifted my wife’s hips higher, changing the angle that Todd’s cock entered her.

At his first thrust in this new position, I heard Caroline yell, “Yes! Fuck me!”

Disappearing around the corner of the hall into the guest bedroom that my wife and I were supposed to use, Rachel pushed me toward the bed and shut the door. Now the sounds of Todd and Caroline fucking were almost muted. As I sat on the bed, I realized that I had heard my wife curse more in the last hour than all the years we were married, and that each time had been with another man’s cock thrusting into her.

I looked at the clock and saw it was later than I thought. “I have to get up early for work”, I said to Rachel. Deep down I knew that I wouldn’t be able to sleep knowing what my wife was doing. My head still reeled from everything.

Rachel sat on the bed next to me and shrugged, “Okay.”

We moved the sheet and blanket aside. While Rachel fluffed a pillow and lay down comfortably, I sat there thinking about what my wife was doing. Caroline was still outside, outdoors, getting fucked by another man. All while cursing and moaning like a whore. The thought tore me up inside.

Lying down I fought to get comfortable while contemplating what I would say to my wife when she finally came inside. I wasn’t sure how I would react when I saw Caroline. Feeling cold and alone, I rolled over to Rachel for some comfort. We were both naked, and though I didn’t feel like any more sexual activity, I did feel the need to hug and cuddle.

When I snaked an arm around Rachel she turned her head toward me and asked, “I thought you had to sleep?”

“Well, I just wanted to cuddle.” It sounded weak when I said it.

Rachel rolled onto her back, the blanket sliding down enough to expose her breasts. She caught me looking at her bare tits and said, “Look. If you want to cuddle, that is what your wife is for. But if you want to fuck, we can.”

I stammered but couldn’t respond. Slipping one hand beneath the blanket, Rachel grabbed my soft dick. As she pumped it she teased me, “Are you able to get hard again? Or are you going to stay soft with me?” When I didn’t have an answer, she looked at the closed bedroom door and mused, “I have an idea.”

Rachel got up out of bed and left the bedroom. Once the bedroom door was open, I was able to hear my wife’s moans clearly. Moments later I heard the rear door of the house slide open. Immediately Caroline’s moans of pleasure grew loud. Then Rachel reappeared in the door to the bedroom.

Looking over her tanned naked body in the doorway, I didn’t feel anything stir in my loins, but the sounds of my wife’s pleasured fucking stirred something within me. Rachel asked, “Is that better?”

“Yeah… I, um…” I wasn’t sure what to say to her. As Rachel climbed onto the bed she pulled the blanket down revealing my nude body. Already my dick was struggling its way back to firmness.

“Well, look at that”, she teased me as she put her hands on my half-hard dick. “Can’t get hard in my grip, or looking at my tits, but you can at the sounds of your wife getting off.” When I didn’t respond she added, “Let’s test that.” Rachel removed her hands from me, sat back, and craned her head toward the bedroom door.

For a minute we listened to Caroline’s grunting moans float into the house and down the hall to us. Occasionally there was a punctuation from my wife, “Yes. Fuck me! Yes. Fill my pussy. Oh god!”

My dick twitched and grew, slithering its way through my pubic hair to hardness. Rachel noticed and teased me again, “See, look at you.” She gripped my dick with one hand and stroked it slowly. “Nice hard dick at the sounds of your wife’s orgasms.”

I grunted in a mixture of emotional pain and a need for physical release. From outside Caroline’s moans stopped and I hoped they were finished. “Oh they’re not done”, Rachel said. She looked up at me past her firm grip on my dick with a wicked smile. “I told you Todd has a magnificent cock. He can stay hard for hours. They’re probably changing position.” When no sound resumed Rachel mused, “Maybe she’s just sucking him off. You think she can get her mouth around his huge cock?”

Without waiting for me to answer, Rachel leaned forward and sucked my dick into her mouth. Again she wrapped her lips around my base, sucked her cheeks in tight, and bobbed her head quickly. The sensation was amazing and I feared that I was going to orgasm again. Just as I was wondering how I could cum again, so soon, Rachel wiggled her tongue inside her mouth. Feeling it writhe against my shaft threatened to take all control I had over myself.

Then from outside I heard my wife, “Yes please. Fuck me. Oh god!” Caroline let out a long, loud moan of pleasure. At that moment, Rachel gripped my balls and squeezed them slightly while tickling the soft flesh beneath them with her fingertips.

The combined sensation of her amazing blowjob and the sounds of my wife getting fucked were too much, and I exploded. “Ah! God! No…”, I cried. My dick throbbed, balls tensed, and hips pushed up off the bed with each spurt. It felt like Rachel was trying to suck my soul out through my prick. It was the greatest orgasm of my life, the kind I feared might actually make me go blind.

Once she had sucked down all of my seed, Rachel sat up on the bed and looked at me while lightly jerking my dick. “Well, somebody likes that”, she smiled.

I only had a few moments to fight for air before Rachel straddled my head and lowered her pussy onto my face. “Your turn, my turn”, she breathed down at me. Her left leg was folded beneath her, knees pressed against the side of my head, but she lifted her right leg up to put her foot flat on the bed. It was the leg closest to the door. “That’s so you can hear what’s happening outside”, she clarified.

My tongue lazily worked over her pussy, pushing between the folds of her flesh and probing her hole, before working up to her clit. I was spent and only wanted to sleep. My wind wandered to the noises my wife made, so my attention was not on Rachel. She sensed it because she grabbed a handful of my hair, pulled my face tight against her, and commanded me, “Come on. Eat my pussy. Make me cum.”

From that position, with my mouth occupied, I couldn’t really protest. Hoping that it would help, I cupped her ass with my hands and focused my tongue on her clit. Though Rachel was moaning and wiggling her hips slowly, it obviously wasn’t enough. “You can do better than that.” She looked down at me. “Maybe you need motivation?”

Rachel’s hand snaked back to my tender, soft dick and I moaned affirmation at her. As she fumbled with my limp dick she said, “Well, then think about your wife. Outside, under the sky, on her back, stuffed full of cock.” Though the words were hurtful, it stirred something inside me. “Yeah, she’s full of the biggest cock she’s ever had.” Rachel craned her head toward the open door, “Listen to that.”

Through the doorway I heard my wife’s rhythmic moans. Taking the clue, Rachel mockingly moaned in time, “Oh, oh, oh.” Now she was tormenting me, stirring up all the negative emotions of the evening. With a deep resolve to show her pleasure, I sucked on her clit harder and slid a hand forward from her ass toward her pussy. My fingertip made contact with her hole and I teasingly rubbed around the opening.

Rachel moaned hard at my exploration before looking into my eyes and saying, “That’s not my pussy. That’s my asshole.” Instinctively I pulled my finger away. “No, put it back.” Fear or desire, I wasn’t sure which, made me move my finger back to her asshole and rub it. “Yeah, there you go.”

Atop me Rachel wiggled her hips backward and forward, causing her slit to rub across my face. She moaned more and I felt her body tensing. Rachel let go of my cock and hair, and cupped her breasts. I looked up as she pinched her nipples. The increased motion caused my fingertip to slip inside her ass. Rather than pulling away, she pressed down against it, slipping my finger deeper.

“Oh yeah”, Rachel moaned. “That’s good. You are dirty.” She moaned deeper and held her breath. “I’m getting close. You like fingering my ass?” Again she was teasing me, but I was growing more determined to force her to make noise like Caroline was making. “Are you thinking about your wife taking it in her ass? You think Todd’s fucking her ass?”

That was too much for me. I gripped my lips tight around her clit and hummed an angry outburst. The vibrating of my mouth combined with the probing sensation of her ass sent Rachel into an orgasm. For a full minute she pushed herself down, holding my head to the bed with her cunt, and moaned her way from spasm to spasm.

I found myself emotionally aroused at the simultaneous thought of my wife having anal sex, and making this tight, tanned blonde cum on my face. Rachel’s cunt juices washed out of her onto me, until finally she collapsed onto the bed beside me. Through heavy breaths she said, “You should go clean up.” A lazy pat from her on my arm motivated me to leave the bed.

After washing my face and hands in the bathroom, I stepped out into the hall. The noises from the backyard were muffled and I momentarily contemplated going to see what was happening. Before I could though, Rachel appeared in the hallway from the kitchen.

“I closed the door”, Rachel said. She came to me, took my hand, and gently led me back into the guest bedroom. The harshness she had exhibited moments before, while sitting on my face, had disappeared. Once inside the bedroom, she closed the door. We lay down in bed, both still naked, and she softly said, “We should get some sleep. Let them have their fun.”

In the dark, quiet room I listened as Rachel quickly fell asleep. I lay there trying to still my thoughts, not sure if I would be able to sleep. Though I was physically and emotionally exhausted, my mind churned relentlessly. Hoping that my wife was okay, I rolled onto my side and snuggled a pillow, intent on falling asleep.
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Monday

I lay awake in bed with my mind racing, unable to sleep or stop thinking about what my wife was doing. Caroline was still outside in the backyard with Todd. The thoughts I had, imagining what they were doing, made the reality of my situation worse. Trying to get comfortable, I rolled over.

Rachel, my sister-in-law, lay on the other side of the bed from me, her steady shallow breaths letting me know that she was asleep. We were naked beneath the blanket, and I wondered how frequently Rachel slept in the nude. I also never slept naked, and Caroline certainly didn’t either, but here I was. It didn’t matter though, I wasn’t sleeping.

The image of my wife’s wanton lust, her legs hooked over Todd’s arms as he pushed himself down into her, was locked in my mind. I had trouble determining if the way Caroline looked at Todd as he penetrated her was lust or love. More troubling than the images, the sounds, and hearing the things my wife said, was my reaction to it. My dick had gotten so stiff that it was almost painful, begging for release.

Even having cum twice recently, I still felt a throb in my groin in response to my thoughts. Frequently I glanced at the clock, watching the minutes tick by since coming inside with Rachel. When I was able to wrestle my thoughts under control, I thought about what I would say to my wife when she finally came inside but struggled to come up with anything meaningful. I was hurt, angry, and I wanted to scream. But I also wanted to hug her tight and never let go.

A part of me was excited by what I had seen awakened in Caroline. In all the years we had been married, I had never seen her so lost in lust as she was tonight. My heart sank when I remembered that Caroline was that way with another man and not me. My anger dissolved into despair and my emotional cycle started over.

Then I heard the rear door of the house slide open, then close. Caroline and Todd had come inside. I could hear their muffled voices through the closed bedroom door. I held my breath, not daring to make a sound, as I heard them tiptoe down the hallway. They tried to be quiet as they headed toward the bedrooms.

Suddenly I was afraid to have my wife see me lying naked in bed with Rachel. As quietly as possible, I got out of bed and slipped on a pair of boxers. Trying to look composed, I ran my hand through my hair and looked at myself in the mirror above the dresser. When the quiet footsteps reached the bedroom door, I tried to hold still but found myself shaking slightly as adrenaline involuntarily pumped through my veins.

I stood there in the dark bedroom, trying to be silent, to calm myself down, and waited for Caroline to open the door. Then I realized it looked like I was standing, waiting for them, and thought better of it. Quickly and quietly I sat down on the bed, in an effort to look like I had just woken up. My emotions flared up. I had trouble breathing, my thoughts were scattered.

There was no noise from the hallway; they had stopped moving. Then I heard Caroline and Todd kiss. After everything that had happened, a kiss didn’t seem that bad. I looked at the clock, it was over an hour after Rachel and I had come inside. The kiss lasted longer than I expected. As quietly as possible, I got up and walked to the door, straining to hear better.

Just as I reached the door there was a thump against the wall in front of me. Startled and not wanting to make a sound, I slapped my hand over my mouth. It sounded like either Todd or Caroline had leaned against the wall, perhaps off balance. I heard them kissing again as my wife moaned softly.

Unsure what was happening, I stood and listened for a few minutes as the sloppy, wet sounds of kissing and Caroline’s soft moaning continued. The sound of bodies rubbing, with the occasional bump against the wall, increased. Anger rose inside me as their goodnight kiss was obviously heating up. Silently I hurled insults at Todd through the closed door. He had just fucked my wife to who-knew-how-many orgasms, and now he was kissing her passionately less than a foot away from me.

The sounds of kissing and flesh rubbing flesh, intensified. Caroline let out a long, quiet gasp as the wet, sucking sound also increased. Now I felt helpless and snuck back to the bed, sitting on the edge. When the kissing noises and Caroline’s moans stopped I hoped that was it. Todd whispered something I couldn’t understand, but I heard my wife’s whispered response. “Yes.”

A moment later there was another muffled thump, this time on the floor instead of the wall. Then Todd moaned as soft, wet, slurping sounds floated through the door. It didn’t take much of my imagination to figure out what was happening just feet away from me, on the other side of the door.

I could picture my wife, in her red bikini that I had bought for her, on her knees in front of the tall, tanned blonde man. His mammoth cock would barely fit in her hands, and she would desperately try to suck as much of the head into her mouth as possible. When she wasn’t able to do that, Caroline would run her tongue up and down the length of his shaft before moving back to his cock head and sucking it into her mouth. Todd’s soft moans were even, punctuated by the occasional, muffled “Oooh” from my wife.

While a goodnight kiss was one thing, a goodnight blowjob was entirely different. The noises grew louder and I could hear my wife’s hands moving along his cock. Then I could hear her deep breath as she withdrew his cock from her mouth, followed by a slurp as her tongue worked on his shaft. Todd’s moans rumbled from his deep voice, and from his increasing volume, I could tell that my wife was giving it her all.

Rachel moved in the bed, startling me. My head swiveled quickly to look at her, lying on her side facing away from me. She rolled onto her back, the blanket falling to expose her bare breasts, and looked at the door. When she had awakened enough to clearly understand what was happening, I could see her nipples harden and stand up, even through the dark and distance. I watched as Rachel slipped a hand beneath the blanket, sliding along her body, and the lumps caused by her legs spread apart. There was a small wiggling of the lump made by her hand.

“Are you masturbating?” I silently mouthed at her.

Putting a finger to her mouth, Rachel silently shushed me before returning her attention to the noises from the hallway of my wife blowing her boyfriend. When I opened my mouth to protest, Rachel again put her finger over her mouth before pointing at me angrily. I don’t know exactly what she was trying to say, other than she wanted me to be quiet.

Shifting position, I rolled onto my side, aligning myself with Rachel on the bed. Then I whispered in her ear, “Do you hear that?”

“Quiet”, she whispered back at me. “I want to hear if she can suck him off. I’ve never been able to. His cock is just too big.”

I didn’t respond, and in the silence I could hear the sounds of Rachel's fingers exploring her own pussy. It made a wet, sucking sound similar to what I had heard from the hallway. The realization that Todd had kissed my wife while finger fucking her caused another stirring in my dick.

Rachel must have seen the twitch in the fabric of my boxers, because she reached her free hand down, inside my waistband, and grabbed my limp dick. “Looks like you’re enjoying what you’re hearing”, she teased me. “Let’s get off together.”

Her breasts rose and fell with her breaths, and hard nipples were begging to be sucked. For a moment I forgot the noise in the hallway and leaned down to suck on Rachel’s tits. She writhed beneath her hand and my mouth, and soon she had worked my dick into an erection. I knew I wasn’t aroused enough to cum, but my flesh was certainly willing.

Caroline’s slurping sounds from the hall came more regularly. Todd was now moaning more constantly, accompanied by a rhythmic “Mm” sound from my wife. As I listened to my wife pleasure another man, my arousal flared and I knew that I would be able to cum, but not from Rachel’s mediocre hand job. Then Todd let out three short grunts and the slurping sounds stopped.

I lay there wondering if my wife had made him cum. And if she had, did he cum in her mouth or pull out at the last moment? The thought of Todd’s cum splashing onto my wife’s chest heightened my arousal and I tugged my boxers down so Rachel could jerk me off unrestrained. Then I realized that if Todd and Caroline were done, they would open the door and my wife would see me in this rather compromising position.

In a panic I struggled to stand up, cover up Rachel, and pull my boxers up at the same time. The boxers caught on my hard-on, the blanket didn’t move at all, and I lost my balance. As I flopped back on to the bed it made an awful noise. Somehow my mind focused on hiding my erection, as if that would remove any shame I had.

Next to me on the bed Rachel was not panicked at all. She was still lying there, now with the blanket moved aside, completely exposed. Both of her hands were at her groin, one fingering her pussy while the other rubbed her clit. I heard a door open and my panic turned into a full emotional catastrophe.

“Fuck”, I whispered vehemently. Then I looked over to see the door to the guest room was still closed. My panic turned to confusion. “What?” I looked at Rachel for answers.

She turned her head toward the wall while continuing to slowly please herself. Through that wall I heard the door to the master bedroom shut and lock. Todd and Caroline had bypassed the guest bedroom and gone into the next bedroom. I wondered why, and why they would lock the door. Unable to figure out what was happening, I sneaked toward the hall.

Perhaps Todd had gone into the master bedroom for the night and Caroline had gone into the bathroom. I figured that even now my wife would be coming down the hall to the guest bedroom. Opening the door, I peeked into the hallway, but it was empty. My wife’s red bikini lay on the floor of the hallway at my feet, right outside the guest bedroom door, alongside Todd’s swim trunks.

Then I heard Caroline’s voice come muffled through the wall of the bedroom, followed by Todd’s voice. I couldn’t understand what they were saying, but they were both definitely in the master bedroom. Sounds of them kissing came to me both down the hall and through the wall, and I could hear their footsteps crossing the room. Stepping back into the guest bedroom, I shut the door and moved closer to the shared wall to listen.

Rachel was still on the bed, uncovered and diddling herself, but her head was turned toward the same wall I was listening at. I wondered how much longer they could go. Just as I was about to ask Rachel, there was an excited squeal from my wife, followed by the loud sound of someone crashing onto the bed in the adjacent room. There was a thump of knees hitting the floor, then a tense silence.

As I sat back down on the bed I found myself holding my breath again. My heart beat so strongly that I could hear it echoing in my ears. Then I heard Caroline moaning accompanied by a barely audible sucking sound. I imagined Todd had Caroline down on the bed, her legs spread wide, as he knelt between them and ate her pussy.

My wife never wanted me to go down on her after we had sex, and she certainly didn’t want to go down on me after sex. I hoped that meant Todd hadn’t cum inside her. When they were fucking outside he hadn’t worn a condom. To the dark room I silently expressed my thoughts, “There’s no way she would let a strange man cum inside her. And then go down on her.” However it was becoming clear that I didn’t know my wife as well as I thought, or what she was capable of. This evening proved that.

The touch of a hand on my back drew my attention to Rachel. She still lay on her back, working two fingers in and out of her pussy. Her hand went to my head and pulled me toward her, guiding my mouth to her breasts. Instinctively my tongue and lips teased her breasts and nipples.

As we listened to the sounds of Caroline getting eaten out through the wall, Rachel orgasmed. Rachel moaned loudly and her body shook enough to cause the bed to squeak. From the other side of the wall my wife’s moans intensified. I wondered if they were they feeding off each other’s sexual hunger. Then I feared that my wife thought I was fucking Rachel. My fatigue made it difficult to make sense of anything.

Rachel’s orgasm subsided and her body relaxed. Then she looked at my stiff dick pushing against my boxers. “Still stiff?”, she asked. The question seemed ridiculous since the boxers did almost nothing to conceal the hardest erection I’d ever had in my life. “Well it’s a shame to let that go to waste.”

As Rachel sat up and took my boxers off, I shifted on the bed to a better position. She laid me on my back and straddled me, her hips above mine, this time facing me. When she lowered herself onto me, my dick slipped into her damp pussy. I looked around, suddenly concerned, before quietly asking, “What about a condom?”

Looking down at me, Rachel laughed. “Why worry about that now? Didn’t need one last time.” As she bounced up and down on my dick, and my eyes were drawn to her breasts, I tried to return my attention to the noises my wife was making. While Rachel’s moans were quiet, Caroline’s were loud.

“Oh! Ah! Yes! Oh god!” Caroline’s voice came through the wall clearly. Then my wife let out a scream of pleasure, followed by, “I’m cumming!” I could hear the bed in the adjacent room shaking and could only imagine the sight of my wife’s large breasts jiggling as her body quivered. Though I had no idea how many times Caroline had orgasmed tonight, I knew that it was more than I’d ever seen in one night before.

Through the wall I heard my wife say, “Yes. Eat my pussy. Lick me.”

I shifted my attention from the wall to Rachel, but her attention was firmly on the wall shared between the bedrooms. When I put my hands on her breasts and groped, she looked down at me. “Oh, you like that?” Rachel teased me. With a nod and grunt, I gave her confirmation. “You like my titties, or the sound of your wife cumming?” When Rachel asked about my wife’s orgasm, my hips involuntarily flexed forward and my dick twitched. “Well, that’s an answer”, Rachel smiled down at me.

Caroline’s voice came through the wall, “Come here.” Then I heard the master bed strain under movement. Muffled words were exchanged before I heard my wife again. “Please fuck me. Please. Fuck me.” I pictured the pouting look on her face from earlier as she begged Todd for his cock. Any intelligible words my wife tried to make disintegrated into grunts and primal moans.

Atop me Rachel humped up and down faster and spoke. “You hear that? He’s putting that gorgeous dick in her.” I closed my eyes trying to ignore her. Every word from her and my wife was a dagger in my heart. Part of me hoped everything would disappear, like a nightmare, but a larger part of me needed to get off and feel good.

From the other side of the wall the bed shook like there was an earthquake and Caroline yelled, “Oh fuck!”

Again my hips kicked up instinctively trying to get deeper in Rachel’s cunt. She responded by saying, “Yeah, that’s Todd getting completely inside her. He’s going to fuck her so good. Oh god. I can only imagine.” Rachel’s words triggered my imagination, and I pictured my wife lying on the bed with Todd holding her feet in the air as he pushed into her.

In a desperate need to feel like I had some control over the situation, I grabbed Rachel’s hips and pumped up into her faster and harder. Rachel’s moans grew louder, joining the chorus of moans coming through the wall. Everyone was reveling in the experience. Unlike before, when Todd held himself inside Caroline for a while before fucking her, this time there was no hesitation. The sounds of their bodies slapping together started immediately.

With the sounds of the bed rocking as a constant background rhythm, I tried to match my thrusts. Quickly however I heard Caroline yell, “Yes! Give me that big cock! Fuck me!” When it was obvious my wife orgasmed, I too, fell over the edge and pumped into Rachel. Though I was mostly spent, my dick spasmed several times before I finally collapsed.

Rachel rolled sideways and lay beside me. I fought to catch my breath while listening to Caroline chant, “Fuck… fuck… fuck…” Her words kept the rhythm with the pounding of the bed. While Rachel quickly fell asleep, I lay there struggling. My eyes focused on the clock, but my mind was focused on picturing what was happening in the other bedroom.

From my count, Caroline orgasmed at least six times, but it was difficult to tell because the entire experience seemed to be one loud sexual chorus. I was unable to escape the raw, animal fucking coming through the wall. Even the guest bedroom smelled like sex, which just made everything worse. Todd and Caroline changed positions at least four times from what I could hear, but I was never able to tell what position they were in.

The sound of Todd cumming finally signaled the end of their fuck marathon. According to the clock, there were precious few hours before I had to get ready for work. My mind fought for sleep, even in the newly quiet night. Caroline had been fucking someone else for hours, and now I doubted if she would come into the guest room at all.

Rachel stayed on the far side of the bed, leaving plenty of space between us. How she managed to sleep through the noise was baffling. Now I feared the morning and what I would say to my wife when I saw her at breakfast. Surely Caroline had heard me having sex with Rachel. Unsure how to feel, my emotions finally settled on a sort of numbness.

Through the wall I heard someone get out of bed, my wife by the weight of the steps, and cross the master bedroom. The master bedroom door opened and I thought, ‘This is finally it. I have to confront my wife.’ A short time passed and I assumed my wife was collecting her bikini from the floor of the hall.

Rather than the expected noise of the guest bedroom door opening, I heard a toilet flush, followed by the sounds of the same door. Then footsteps across the master bedroom, and the bed in there shifting, presumably as my wife climbed back into it. I wondered if she intended to sleep there tonight, and if she avoided me because she didn’t want to wake me or talk to me.

That was the worst insult of the night. Not only had my wife fucked another man, for hours, but was now cuddling him to sleep next to him through the remainder of the night. I imagined her naked body pressed against his, the paleness of her freckled flesh contrasting against his tanned skin. The way Todd had been fascinated by her large breasts earlier, I knew that he would have his hands all over my wife’s tits as they snuggled. And from what I had witnessed, Caroline would let him do it.

Through a combination of jetlag, fatigue from a long day, exhaustion from the rigorous fucking, I managed to fall asleep. However my sleep was cut short by noises coming through the wall. As I shook off my sleep, it became clear that the noises were gentle moaning, the bed shifting, and heavy breathing. The reality of the situation came back to me as Rachel rolled over, tilted her head toward the wall, then smiled.

The sounds in the next room intensified, Todd was clearly fucking my wife again, albeit more slowly and quietly than before. I was shocked that Todd was able to go again. When I pointed toward the wall with a quizzical look on my face, Rachel answered by shrugging and saying, “That’s Todd for you. I told you he really wanted to get his hands on Caroline’s tits. He has such a high sex drive and never has a problem getting hard.”

I must have had a pained look on my face, because Rachel added, “If it’s going to bother you, go sleep on the couch.” With that she shrugged, rolled back over, and went back to sleep. Despite the cold advice, I found myself frozen and helpless to tear myself away from the sounds of my wife’s pleasure.

Soon the sounds from the other room intensified. Caroline said, “Lie back.” The now familiar sound of their bodies slapping together started again. It only took ten minutes before I couldn’t stand it anymore. My wife’s rhythmic, “Oh. Oh. Oh.”, noises that kept time with the smacks of their bodies and creaks of the bed.

Knowing that I wouldn’t be able to get back to sleep while they fucked, I found myself imagining Caroline atop Todd, with her body coming down onto his massive cock. The thought of the sheer size of him spreading her pussy lips wide drove me crazy. My own dick throbbed, but wouldn’t get hard. I tried jerking myself without disturbing Rachel, but couldn’t get any physical relief.

Finally I retreated to the living room in a vain attempt to put the entire situation out of my mind. As I lay down on the couch and pulled up a blanket, the soft noises from the bedroom stopped. Curiosity took hold of me and I sneaked down the hall to listen, hoping to discern something. It turned out the brief pause was only so they could switch positions. I heard the bed shift, then my wife said, “Put your big cock in my tight little pussy.”

Caroline let out a long moan as I imagined Todd pushed into her again. Retreating down the hall again to the living room, I lay back down on the couch and tried to cover my ears to block out the sound. However my eyes were drawn to the two small, red patches of cloth lying in the hallway, and I envisioned Todd removing my wife’s bikini.

The distance did little to dampen the sounds. Occasionally I could make out my wife’s words. “Yes, fuck me. No, fuck me hard. Please! Harder!” This was punctuated by screams every time Caroline orgasmed, which was often.

I didn’t get any more sleep before dawn. By the time I returned to the guest bedroom for clothes, the noises from the master bedroom were still constant. As I stepped into the bathroom for a shower I heard my wife yell, “Cum in my pussy!” Deep in my pussy!” When I got out of the shower however the house was quiet.

Not wanting to talk to anyone, I decided to get breakfast out of the house, on the way to the office. The last thing I wanted was any kind of confrontation over the events of the previous night. So with as much stealth as I could manage, I left the house and drove away in the rental car.

I was useless at work the entire day. No matter what happened I was unable to concentrate because my mind kept wondering what my wife was doing. Somehow not being there, not knowing what was happening, felt worse. My mind kept imagining the worst possible scenarios, the ways or the places around the house that Todd would fuck my wife.

As my work day wrapped up, I hoped that everything would be over when I arrived at Rachel’s house. However I returned to discover that nothing had changed. I heard them first, as I walked through the house, the muffled moans of Caroline coming through the shut rear door. When I peeked outside, I saw them.

Caroline and Todd were outside by the pool, both naked and in the shade of the patio umbrella. My wife was on her side with Todd behind her, their bodies pressed tight. Todd held one of my wife’s legs in the air, spreading her pussy wide, as he pumped his huge cock into her. One of Caroline’s hands was at her clit, her fingers rubbing as fast as Todd pumped his cock.

With each thrust, Todd buried his massive shaft inside Caroline’s pink pussy, and she let out a loud moan. Their fucking motion caused my wife’s breasts to bounce in fascinating waves. I stood there watching them through the glass, unable to believe what I was seeing and unsure how to feel about it.

Rachel spotted me from the kitchen and said, “Best leave them to it. They’ve been asleep most of the day. Woke up recently, went for a swim, and then started on each other.”

I never took my eyes off my wife. Unlike when I watched Caroline and Todd on the first night, this time my wife showed no visible discomfort at the size of his invading cock. The look on her face was one of pure lust as his hips maintained an intense speed. “Oh, oh, oh, yes!” Caroline’s moans were relentless.

Resigned to being unable to stop them, I went to the guest bedroom and changed out of my work clothes. When I finished, I returned to the kitchen intent on asking Rachel about dinner. However I stopped short when I saw that Rachel was nude. There she was, in the kitchen preparing dinner, with her perky breasts and shaved pussy on display. In the daylight it was clear that her tan was all over.

The silence of the situation was only broken by my wife’s voice from outside, “Hmm, fuck me!”

When Rachel spotted me staring at her, she struck a pose to display her body to me. Then she said, “Dinner will be ready in an hour.” She pointed out of the kitchen, and I took the signal to leave her alone.

Even through the closed door they were loud. I sat in the living room, with my laptop, pretending to work. The view from the couch allowed me to see when Todd rolled Caroline over so she was face down on the towels, then pushed his huge cock into her as he held himself above her. It wasn’t until he lay back and pulled my wife atop him that my view of them was partially blocked.

For the remainder of that hour Todd fucked my wife. Every time Caroline orgasmed she would announce it. “Oh! Oh! Fuck me, I’m cumming!” And just as each orgasm was about to subside, he would shove his cock completely inside her, hold it there, and push her right back over the edge, prolonging her orgasm.

One time he did it and Caroline’s voice broke as her body quivered. She had started with her usual, screamed words, “I’m cumming! Oooh…” This time when she lost herself in the orgasm, Todd put his hand to her clit and rubbed. The sensation was obviously more than Caroline expected, and she quickly turned on Todd with passion. “No! Oh! Fuck you! You… fuuuck!”

Any sense she was making was lost as he rubbed her clit faster and held himself deep inside her. Quickly my wife’s words devolved into the guttural sounds that I had heard last night. This was obviously something that Todd had done before, and I wondered if he’d done it to my wife previously.

Rachel appeared from the kitchen, still nude, and told me that dinner was ready. Then she stepped outside into the backyard to tell Todd and Caroline, “Dinner’s ready.” After watching for a minute, Rachel added, “You better hurry up and make him cum.”

I joined Rachel at the dining table for dinner, she didn’t bother getting dressed or even covering herself. The sight of her, combined with the noise my wife made, caused my dick to get rock hard in my pants during dinner. We finished eating before Todd or Caroline came inside.

As Rachel stood up from the table she said, “You should help me clean up.” Without thinking about it, I stood up, and my stiff prick pressed against my pants making a very obvious bulge. “Well look at that.” Rachel pointed at my groin and giggled. “Now I wonder what caused that? Me, or your wife?”

Before I could answer her, Rachel stepped close and grabbed my dick through my pants, squeezing hard. I watched as she quickly unzipped my pants and pulled my dick out. While looking in my eyes, she pumped my shaft a few times before suggesting, “Why don’t we take care of this, right after we take care of cleaning up?”

Unsure of anything at that moment, I numbly nodded my agreement with Rachel’s idea. Without tucking my dick away, we quickly cleaned up the table and kitchen. When everything was tidy, Rachel grabbed my still-hard dick and led me by it down the hall into the guest bedroom. Once inside she shut the door, blocking out the sounds of my wife and Todd.

With a short shove, Rachel forced me aside and sat down on the bed. “Strip for me”, she commanded.

“Oh, uh… I don’t really know how”, I tried to protest.

“Who cares? Just try.” Rachel seemed indifferent to my objection. I didn’t feel sexy at all, especially know that my wife was outside getting fucked by another man. So with as much seductive wiggling as I could manage, I slithered out of my clothes. When I was completely nude, my stiff dick standing straight up, Rachel commanded me again, “Get over here.”

Rachel lay back onto her elbows and spread her legs. When I walked close to the bed she said, “No, down on your knees. We’re going to put your tongue to good use.” I started to protest and Rachel interrupted me by putting her hand over my mouth. “Nope, you need to thank me for making dinner.”

Using her hand she guided me to my knees, then pulled my head forward until my face met her snatch. When I stuck my tongue out and licked her clit, Rachel moaned. As I worked my lips and tongue over her pussy, she moaned and her hips writhed. I sensed she was getting close to orgasm as she began holding her breath.

Then she spoke to me. “Yeah, eat my pussy. You like that?” I tried to pull back and answer, but she held my head tight. “No, don’t stop. You show me that you like eating my pussy by jerking yourself off. I want to see you play with your dick.” My dick was aching for release, so I eagerly wrapped a hand around my dick and pumped.

Rachel watched me intently before continuing to talk to me. “Finger me, finger my cunt as you lick me.” Doing as I was told I slathered two fingers in our combined fluids and slipped them between her tight lips. “Yeah. Oooh. You’re good at that.” She cooed at me in pleasure and slipped into her first orgasm, shuddering slightly.

Thinking that since she had cum, Rachel would want more, I tried to stand up. However I barely made it to my feet before she threw her knees over my shoulders and squeezed my head between her thighs. “No you don’t”, she chided. “With a tongue like yours, I want another.”

Now I was afraid to move at all, so I let her dictate my actions. Rachel looked at me with a sternness before saying, “Now suck my clit and keep working those fingers. And stay standing like you are. I like looking at your pecker hanging down like that. Wank it, milk your dick like a cow.”

I did as I was told, pulling downward on my dick while I sucked and fingered Rachel. She squirmed and moaned her way through another orgasm, nearly squeezing my head until I passed out.

After her second orgasm subsided, she teased me like she had the night before. “Can’t cum, huh? I wonder why you can’t get yourself off. Is it because you’re thinking about your wife? Are you thinking about Todd fucking her? How he’s been fucking her so long and hard?”

Rachel’s words stirred emotions and memories inside me, and somehow that fed into my arousal. Without intending to, I licked her faster, fingered her deeper, and stroked myself harder. Upon realizing what I was doing, I tried to pull away, but Rachel wrapped her legs around my head and held me tight.

Then she continued teasing me. “Your wife is out there right now, with a massive cock buried in her. Stretching her pussy so wide she wouldn’t be able to feel you. You know that Todd’s going to keep fucking her all week? And as long as I’m not getting his mammoth cock, I’m getting your tongue. Do you want to know if he’s cum inside her? If she has swallowed his load?”

That was too much for me, and as my body threatened to cum I tensed up and grunted. Rachel released me, sprang off the bed, and dropped beneath me. Quickly she sucked my hanging cock into her mouth, wrapped her lips tight against my shaft, and rapidly tossed her head up and down.

The cum wasn’t so much ejected from my dick, as it was sucked out of my balls. Rachel’s mouth was like a vacuum, the way she drained every drop out of me without slowing, gagging, or letting up for a moment. Instantly my dick grew sensitive, almost painful to touch, but that didn’t stop her. As she continued to fellate me like a robot, I fought to not collapse forward.

“Auugh!” I grunted initially from pleasure, but then quickly from discomfort. It was simultaneously the best orgasm I’d ever had, and too much sensation. Finally I couldn’t stand anymore and fell forward onto the bed. As I lay there shuddering I heard myself softly exhaling, “Hooo… hooo…”

Rachel wiped her mouth, sat back, and looked very satisfied with herself. “Well that answers that”, she said. “You definitely get off thinking about your wife.” I curled into a ball, struggling to get control over myself. “Well, you look exhausted.” As Rachel left the room she said, “I’ll leave you to yourself for a while.”

Alone in the darkening room, on the soft bed, with a warm glow throughout me, I drifted off to sleep. I was absolutely exhausted from the trip, last night, work that day, and having my life essence sucked out of me by Rachel. Nothing else disturbed my sleep that night, and I awoke in the morning to an empty room and quiet house.
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Mid Week

I awoke in the morning alone. The guest bedroom was dark and the house was unexpectedly quiet. Without waking anyone I made breakfast and ate, pondering the eerie silence. However I did not dare explore the house and risk disturbing anyone. Thoughts ran around my head about what events of the previous night could have led to such a long period of peace.

Without an answer I drove to work for the day. Like the day before however I was constantly distracted. Under normal circumstances, I would have left early, claiming to not feel well, but this work trip was specifically to coordinate and I was required to be there. Besides that, I really didn’t want to get back to Rachel’s house and find my wife entangled with Todd.

At the end of the day, on the drive back to my sister-in-law’s house, I found myself contemplating how Todd was able to stay hard as frequently, and as long, as he did. The dread of knowing what waited for me never dissipated. All too soon I arrived at my California home for the week. After a moment in the car, and a deep breath, I approached the house prepared for whatever was happening.

Before I even opened the door I could hear Caroline moaning. And though her passionate noises were muffled, I heard that she was cursing again. As soon as I opened the front door, my wife’s words became clear. “Oh shit. Oh shit. Oh shit”, Caroline grunted rhythmically. Feeling embarrassed that a neighbor might hear her, I quickly ducked inside and shut the door.

Todd and Caroline were in the living room. My wife was lying back on the couch while Todd knelt in front of her. He was pumping his mammoth cock in and out of her pussy with amazing speed. Her legs were up, against his chest, with her ankles in the air above his shoulders. The only reason my wife’s legs weren’t flailing uncontrollably was Todd’s firm grip on her knees.

Their position had Caroline’s ass up off the sofa, creating an angle that allowed Todd to move quickly with no resistance. However it also caused Caroline’s large breasts to jiggle sideways with each thrust since they had nowhere else to go. She had a tight grip on the couch cushions, desperately trying to provide some control over her position.

Unable to help myself, I stood and stared at Todd’s massive dick violating my wife’s eager, pink cunt. For his part, Todd’s eyes were transfixed on Caroline’s bouncing breasts. Her eyes however were closed tight.

“Oh shit! Oooh! Right there! Yes!” Caroline yelled in pleasure as her body writhed with more vigor. It wasn’t until after I watched her shake through an orgasm that I was able to move away.

I wandered into the dining and kitchen area. While I was physically tired from the day, there was a deeper fatigue inside me. Rachel was preparing a simple dinner, completely nude. As I sat at the table, my eyes wandered up from her feet, over her body, to her blonde hair.

She caught me looking and said, “Well, even after a hard day you have one thing on your mind.” Without waiting for my response, she crossed the room, dropped to her knees in front of me, and undid my pants.

“Whoa. What…”, the words fumbled out of me. I glanced over my shoulder toward the living room, where Todd roughly fucked my wife. Though I couldn’t see them, Caroline’s moans and his grunts filled the house.

Rachel looked up at me and said, “Don’t worry about them. They slept most of the day, fucked the rest. Todd is so taken with her big tits, and she loves his huge cock. I doubt they’ll notice us at all.” Again, Rachel did not wait for me to respond, instead tugging pants down and freeing my limp dick. She bobbed her head down and took me in her mouth.

It didn’t take long before my dick grew hard. My wife had never sucked my dick from soft to fully erect, and the sensation of it getting firm inside a woman’s mouth was amazing. Rachel really knew how to work her mouth on a dick. As soon as I was hard, she sucked her lips tight against my shaft, and bounced her head up and down so fast she felt like a machine.

From the living room I heard Caroline moan, “Yes. Fuck me you beast. Fuck me like a slut.”

The physical sensation of Rachel’s blowjob was amazing, but hearing my wife’s moans of pleasure pushed me to orgasm. I came when Caroline screamed, “I’m cumming! Fuck me deep! Oh god!”

My hips pushed up from my chair into Rachel’s mouth and I spurted. She grabbed my balls and squeezed until I could feel myself throb in her hand. Grunts escaped me, “Ugh, god.” The pleasure was overwhelming, heightened because Rachel didn’t stop her speedy sucking even as I was pumping my seed down her throat. It seemed that she even enjoyed knowing that she was causing me to writhe in pleasure like I’d never felt.

Finally I had to beg her to stop, “God, please no more.” Gently I tried to push her away by the shoulders. Rachel complied, sitting back on her heels and wiping her face with the back of her hand. As I gasped for breath, watching my wet dick shrivel in my lap, the sounds of sex from the living room fought back into my ears and reminded me of my reality. When my mind remembered what my wife was doing, I exhaled a pained groan.

Rachel stood up and said to me, “You can repay me later.” Then she went back into the kitchen and returned to making food. I put my pants back in place, pulled out my laptop, and tried to get some work done.

Sometime later the sounds of sex from the living room climaxed. Todd moaned loudly, and Caroline responded, “Yes, cum on me. Right there. Give it to me.” A minute later they came into the room, both naked and smiling. The semen splashed across my wife’s tits and belly was obvious, and in that moment I noticed how hard her nipples were wearing another man’s cum.

Todd went to his girlfriend, his ludicrously big cock swinging side-to-side as he walked. They kissed, but I didn’t get a chance to clearly see because Caroline stuck her face in mine.

“Hi honey”, my wife smiled at me before kissing me. The fear that she would get Todd’s cum on me, made me instinctively pull back. It didn’t seem to bother Caroline though because she pressed her face against mine and shoved her tongue in my mouth.

I wondered if she’d been sucking Todd’s cock, and if I would taste that, but I definitely smelled him on her. His musky scent wafted off her, and it was all I could smell momentarily. The sweat from her body dripped onto my pants. Caroline put her hands on me, but I was so uncomfortable that I just wanted the moment to end.

Thankfully she broke the kiss and turned toward the hall. As she left the room, Caroline said, “Going to get dressed for dinner.” I looked at Todd and Rachel to gauge their reaction, but they were focused on finishing the dinner prep.

Too soon Caroline returned. She was still nude, and I began to suspect I was the only one that would wear clothes that night. My wife went to help her sister and sister’s boyfriend with the food. They whispered to each other quietly enough that I couldn’t hear. While pretending to work at my laptop, I stared at my wife and noticed that her pale, freckled skin showed signs of sun exposure all over. Caroline was nowhere near as tanned as Rachel, but had definitely been outside nude during the day.

When the food was ready, Rachel suggested we eat outside, to cool off in the evening air. I made up an excuse about needing to get some work done, and the laptop needing to be plugged in, so I couldn’t. The three of them didn’t seem to mind at all. As they took their food and drinks outside, to eat at the table by the pool, I sat inside and watched them through the closed door.

While I did need to actually get work done, I was too distracted, and tried to blame it on my wife’s bare tits proudly on display in the backyard. However it was the thoughts in my head distracting me. Thoughts of my wife’s pleasured moans, the way she reached volumes that I had never heard, and the way she cursed and begged for more. The thoughts of her pussy stretched impossibly wide around a hard, massive cock.

As the memories of Rachel’s mouth wrapped around my dick joined the images of my wife getting fucked, I felt my dick stir in my pants. “Christ, how many times…”, I cussed down at my stiffening prick.

I noticed that Caroline and Rachel were teasing Todd. One of them would say something and his attention would turn toward her. While he was distracted by the conversation, the other woman would sneak a hand over and grab his cock to give it a squeeze. Each time this caused Todd to jump, grin, and shoot a look at the woman with her hand wrapped around his soft shaft.

The women laughed each time, loud enough for me to hear through the door. Obviously they all thought it was good fun, as the women kept doing it, and Todd’s playful protestations were not sincere. Eventually the squeezes turned to jerks, the hands lingered longer, and there was less talking. Finally Rachel had her hands wrapped around Todd’s prick, stroking slowly, and Caroline slid her hands down to fondle his balls.

Soon Todd’s cock rose and stiffened until it was too large for Rachel’s hands to wrap around completely. That was when Caroline brought her hands up to the mammoth cock, and the women used all four hands to stroke in time. Todd’s cock was so large that even sitting down, the head of it poked above the table.

Rachel said something to Caroline and wiggled Todd’s cock. With a wicked grin, Caroline licked her lips and stood from her seat. With one quick motion she pushed her chair back, bent over, and wrapped her lips around the head of his prick. Caroline bobbed her head up and down, barely able to make it past his cockhead to his shaft, but she tried with enthusiasm.

As my wife worked her mouth over his cock, Rachel put one hand on Todd’s balls. She stroked the base of his cock and rubbed his balls at the same time. My wife grabbed two handfuls of her hanging tits and fondled herself. Rachel timed her strokes with Caroline’s head movements. After a few minutes the women switched places. Rachel stood and sucked on Todd’s prick while my wife knelt to stroke him and massage his massive sack. A few minutes later, they switched back.

Then Todd said something. Part of me wished the rear door was open so I could hear what they were saying, but part of me worried that if I was too obvious, they might stop or become more secretive. Caroline smiled at him before dropping to her knees beside Rachel. The two women put their mouths on either side of Todd’s thick shaft. I watched as they licked and sucked their way up from the base to the head.

My dick twitched in my pants, and I tried to stroke myself as subtle as possible in case anyone’s eyes wandered in my direction. For a while Caroline sucked up and down on Todd’s cock while Rachel licked and sucked his balls. Then my wife worked her mouth down his length to his balls as Rachel worked her way up. Quickly his cock was dripping with their saliva.

I couldn’t believe my wife was running her tongue over another man’s sack. She never did that with me, and had never shown any interest in doing it. Yet here she was, loving another man’s testicles with her mouth as I watched.

Rachel stood, said something, then turned to the pool. As she dived into the water I caught a brief glimpse of her bare ass and pussy. There was definite moisture covering her cunt lips. When she disappeared beneath the surface of the water, I returned my attention to my wife and Todd.

Caroline was on her knees directly in front of Todd. He had pushed back from the table to make room for her. She had wrapped her tits around his cock, pressing her soft mounds together, and was pumping up and down slowly. They were whispering to each other as my wife fucked his cock with her tits. It was something she’d only done with me once, and that was for my birthday one year.

Watching them, I forgot about my laptop and any work that I had to do. When Todd’s moans grew loud enough I could hear him through the door, my gaze shifted from my wife to him. Soon his balls contracted and his dick throbbed. Spurts of white spunk flew from the head of his dick, splashing against my wife’s chin and neck, dripping onto her breasts and cleavage.

Finally he stopped cumming and Caroline sat back, looking down at her chest covered in his cum. They smiled at each other, kissed, then whispered something. Caroline got up and slipped gently into the pool, letting the water wash Todd’s spunk off her.

A minute later, Todd stood up, gathered up the remnants of their dinner, and headed toward the rear door of the house. Startled, I immediately removed my hand from my dick and tried to look like I hadn’t been staring at them. With his hands full Todd was unable to open the door, so I went over and slid it open for him. As he came through I stepped back to avoid having his massive cock swing into me.

“Thanks dude”, he said to me before carrying the items into the kitchen.

I felt the need to say something to him but struggled to determine what was appropriate. Eventually something stupid tumbled out of my mouth. “So, you like Caroline?”

“Oh yeah”, he answered with only a half turn in my direction. “I can see why you married her.” Part of me wanted to punch him, but I knew that wouldn’t go well for me. So without any other words or interaction, he finished in the kitchen then went outside.

As he went into the backyard, Rachel came inside. When they passed she said softly to him, “I will get more towels.” Todd dived into the pool, quickly swimming up to my wife. They moved close to each other, then hugged and kissed. Even from where I was, I could see their tongues probing each other’s mouths.

Rachel came back into the kitchen from the hallway, carrying towels. She stood next to me and we looked at Todd and Caroline. “He really likes her”, Rachel’s sudden words startled me. “It’s a shame you two don’t live closer.”

“Oh… well…” Unsure how to respond, I decided to drive the conversation in another direction. “Are you doing anything tomorrow? Something fun?”

“Todd has to work tomorrow”, Rachel seemed oddly excited by the prospect. I was momentarily glad that he wouldn’t be with my wife all day. That was quickly dashed when she added, “We are going with him for the day.” Just as I was processing the idea, I realized that I didn’t know what Todd did for a living, we had never discussed it. “It’s getting late”, Rachel pointed at a clock. “Don’t you have to get in early tomorrow?”

I checked my watch to confirm the time. While it wasn’t getting late, I did like the convenient excuse to get away from everyone. “Yes, I do.” So as Rachel headed into the backyard with the towels, I took my laptop into the guest bedroom to hopefully work in silence.

A couple hours later they still hadn’t come inside. So I set my laptop aside and lay down, intent on getting some sleep despite the thoughts rattling around inside my head. Sometime later I was woken by the sound of the rear door opening and closing.

The door to the guest bedroom opened and Rachel stepped into the doorway. She was still nude. After noticing that I was partially awake, she stepped into the bedroom. In the hallway I saw Caroline walk by, followed by Todd. My wife had her hand wrapped around his half-hard dick, and she was leading him by it like a dog on a leash. As they headed toward the master bedroom, Rachel shut the door to the guest bedroom.

“What’s happening?” I slurred the half-asleep words into the dark room.

Rachel climbed onto the bed beside me and whispered her response, “Going to let them have the big bed tonight. I’ll sleep in here.”

Through the wall I heard the door to the adjacent bedroom close. Remembering the hell of the first night, I leaned up and said, “Okay then, I can go sleep on the couch.”

“Nonsense”, Rachel pushed me onto my back. “I said you could repay me later. Well, it’s later.” She swung her smooth, tanned leg over me and settled her hips above my head. I looked up at her as she lowered her naked pussy down onto my face.

As her labia spread over my mouth, I instinctively pushed my tongue out and into her cunt. Rachel’s pussy was dripping wet, and her juices flowed down out of her onto my face. Her moans of pleasure started immediately, but soon were joined by a chorus of moans through the wall. The bed in the adjacent room squeaked in a fast rhythm.

A combination of Rachel’s pleasure and the sounds of my wife’s pleasure caused my dick to stir and slowly grow hard. The blonde sitting on my face moaned harder as she gripped a handful of my hair and pulled my head up tight against her. She must have noticed my dick growing hard, because she said, “Oh, see. You are getting hard again. I wonder if you like eating pussy that much. Or if you like hearing your wife get fucked.”

I wanted to protest but couldn’t pull my head back to form words. Rachel continued to tease me. “Do you think your wife knows what you’re doing?” When I didn’t answer, because I couldn’t answer, she took it as a sign. Moaning louder, loud enough to almost drown out the moans of my wife, Rachel yelled. “Yes! Yes! Eat my pussy! Make me cum, you fucker!” Then her body shook so hard the bed squealed loudly. “Oh god! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” I couldn’t tell if Rachel’s orgasm was fake or not.

Through the wall the squeaking of the bed had increased in speed, and it was now accompanied by the sound of bodies slapping together hard. My wife’s moans were louder, as were Todd’s. Then I heard my wife shout, “Fuck me with that huge cock! Give it to me!”

The two women fed off each other’s pleasured screams. Rachel grinded down harder and rubbed her cunt back and forth across my face. Caroline yelled, “Yes! Give it to me! I’m cumming! Oh fuck!”

When Rachel’s orgasm subsided, she lifted herself up and spun around. She grabbed my hard dick and held it upright. Then she threw her hips forward and pushed down on me, sinking my dick into her completely in one motion. Rachel was facing away from me, toward the wall between the bedrooms. Immediately she bounced up and down on me, fucking herself on my hard prick with abandon.

I had to restrain myself from cumming in her tight cunt. Her pussy clenched onto me tightly. Then I felt Rachel’s hand on my balls, and she rubbed them while fucking me harder. My head swam listening to the mixture of moans from the two women. Todd’s moans were barely audible, and I realized that I was moaning also.

Atop me Rachel stopped bouncing, instead grinding her hips backward and forward quickly. The motion caused my dick to slip in and out of her pussy only slightly, but I could feel her slick cunt slide around my shaft. She looked back at me and stopped moaning long enough to say, “I wonder if you really like my pussy, or if you like hearing your wife?”

I didn’t answer this time because I wasn’t sure how. Through the wall I heard Caroline, “Grab my tits and fuck me. Please!”

My dick throbbed in response to my wife’s words. Rachel obviously felt it because she said, “Yep. You definitely get off hearing Caroline take it hard. Let’s see just how much.” She put her free hand on her clit and rubbed furiously. While still grinding her pussy on me and rubbing my balls, Rachel yelled toward the wall, “Fuck her, Todd! Make her scream!”

From the other bedroom, the squeaks of the bed increased in tempo. The slams of their bodies grew sharper and louder. Then Caroline yelled, “Oh fuck! Fuck me hard! Yes!”

I was desperate not to cum. Rachel stopped moaning, and bit down to avoid making any noise if possible. The sudden silence from her left my moans of pleasure to fill the room. I imagined them penetrating the wall and reaching my wife. Taking that quiet moment, Rachel yelled, “Fuck her, Todd! Rub her clit and fuck her deep!”

A moment later Caroline screamed hard, “No! Not there! Too much! Not my clit… oh fuck!” Her noises devolved into grunts and groans. The bed squeaks turned into a constant shake, rather than a rhythmed punctuation. My wife finally got control of her words, “Oh! Fuck you! My god! Fuck me!”

That was more than I could take. My hips thrust upward, and my dick spasmed, pumping repeated spurts of cum into Rachel’s cunt. She tightened her grip on my balls and prolonged my orgasm. That was when Rachel yelled, “Yes! Fill my pussy! Fill me with your cum!”

Caroline shouted, “Fuck me with that huge cock! Fuck me deep! Give it to me!”

My orgasm seemed like it would never stop. Quickly my dick grew very sensitive and I needed the sensation to stop. As the last bit of my spunk pumped out of me and the sensitivity became too much, I groaned, “Oh no. You have to stop. I can’t take any more.”

Rachel however had no intention of stopping, and she continued to grind on me while rubbing her clit and gripping my balls. Her moans started again when she stopped clenching her jaw. Every time I tried to push up against her, to dislodge her from her seat on my dick, she moaned harder.

It was difficult to tell if Rachel orgasmed from the experience, but she definitely enjoyed it. Finally, when my dick grew soft enough that it slipped out of her, she fell sideways onto the bed beside me. I breathed hard, trying to fight the overwhelming sensations of pleasure turned to discomfort. My body felt like it couldn’t determine if it wanted more or had too much.

“That was nice”, Rachel said.

Through the wall Caroline yelled, “I’m cumming again! Oh fuck!”

My wife’s words drew my attention. After a minute of not paying attention to Rachel, I looked over to see that she had tucked herself under the blanket. She looked content and like she was going to drift off to sleep immediately. On the other hand, I was completely torn about what to do.

Something inside me caused me to get up and leave the guest bedroom, deciding it was better to sleep on the couch rather than be near Rachel. Throughout the night the noises of fucking floated through the house intermittently. I could hear the master bed squeak when Todd and my wife changed positions, their bodies slapping into each other, my wife’s moans, and every time he made her cum. In the quiet moments I wondered if they were sleeping, or if their mouths were busy pleasuring each other.

I was barely able to get any sleep and dawn arrived too early. In the morning, the silence that I anticipated felt eerie. When I got out of the shower, Rachel was in the kitchen having some breakfast. She was still nude.

“Good morning.” She greeted me like everything was normal.

“Um, hey.” It was the only response I could manage.

I ate in silence, content to avoid any serious conversation while I was so sleep-deprived. However I found myself involuntarily looking at her body. Rachel caught me looking many times and did nothing to hide herself or scold me. As she finished her breakfast, she said, “We’re going with Todd to his work today. So if we’re not here when you get home, that’s where we’re at. Sometimes it can go long.”

My mind struggled for an answer that sounded intelligent, but all that I could manage was, “Sure. Sounds good.”

“There will be some food in here for you. And I’ll be sure to get you a video or photos.” With that, Rachel left me alone in the kitchen.

At work, I was unable to focus on getting any actual work accomplished. My thoughts were constantly about Caroline, fearing that she was spending the day having sex all over the house. Occasionally I wondered what video and photos Rachel was talking about. Despite being exhausted, and not wanting to be at the office, I stayed late because the last place I wanted to be was at Rachel’s house listening to my wife get her brains fucked out.

On the drive away from work I kept thinking about the sights and sounds my wife made. I grew sick to my stomach at one point and had to stop driving because I got light-headed. Deciding that I didn’t want to get to the house quickly, I stopped off for dinner at a restaurant.

Dinner didn’t distract me from thinking about Caroline though, and how she’d spent every moment with Todd since that first day. When the waitress came to take my order, my eyes flashed images of my wife with Todd’s huge cock between her tits. As the waitress set my food on the table, I imagined Caroline’s breasts covered in cum while lovingly licking the head of Todd’s cock. And when the waitress brought my check, I couldn’t hear what she said because my ears rang with the memory of my wife’s moans.

All too soon, I arrived at Rachel’s house, only to find it dark. As I approached the front door I heard noise from the neighboring yard and sneaked over to the fence to peek. In the adjacent yard were three men, obviously in a college fraternity together, lounging around their pool joking with each other.

Not wanting to get caught I sneaked away and into Rachel’s house. Inside it was dark and quiet, eerily different than I had ever seen it. Clothes were strewn on the floor, into a trail leading toward the kitchen. It looked like the women had stripped naked on their way from the front door to the back yard.

On the counter between the kitchen and the dining area was a small box, wrapped with a red bow. Next to it was the top of my wife’s red bikini. I feared opening the box; the uncertainty of what was inside seemed worse than anything I could imagine. So I left it unopened for an hour while I used my laptop to check on work.

Eventually my curiosity won. I undid the ribbon and opened the box. Inside was a thumb drive and note from Rachel that read ‘Hope you like this. It’s from Todd’s work.’ Rolling the drive between my fingers, I stared at it contemplating what to do with it. Emotions swelled inside me, a mix of wonder and fear.

I was exhausted, but also incredibly horny. Despite my brain and body’s need to sleep, my dick’s desire to see what was on the drive was stronger. At that moment, I didn’t care that my laptop was for work. So I plugged the thumb drive in and opened its contents. There were two video files, accompanied by a folder filled with photos. I played the shorter video and sat back in my chair.

Todd appeared on screen. He stood against a wall, and with a smile on his face was looking downward. From behind the camera, Rachel’s voice asked, “What are you smiling at?”

With a quick gesture of his hand, Todd motioned downward. The camera tracked the movement and revealed my wife on her knees in front of him, jerking his cock while licking his balls.

As the camera panned back to Todd’s face, Rachel’s voice asked, “And who is that?”

“My girlfriend’s sister.” Todd’s smile turned into a wicked grin.

“You naughty man.” Rachel was teasing him. “What are we doing here today?”

“Well, I’m working.” Both Todd and Rachel giggled at his answer. “Okay, I’m not working yet. Just warming up. I’ll be working soon.” The camera panned back down to my wife eagerly bobbing her head on as much of Todd’s cock as she could. “Meanwhile this beauty here is fluffing me.”

The scene on the video transitioned and now showed the living room of what was obviously a mansion. On the couch were Todd and Rachel, both nude, and in a sixty-nine position. Toward one end of the couch were two men, one holding a camera and the other holding some sort of light.

With a blur, the view swung around to reveal Caroline’s face. She was obviously holding and operating the camera. My wife whispered, “Hi honey. I’m on set here. Just watching and having a great time.” After a small wave, she swiveled the camera back toward the couch. For another minute the video showed Rachel atop Todd, sucking on his upturned cock while he licked her pussy. I watched, fascinated, at how much of his massive shaft Rachel was able to get into her mouth.

Then the man with the light called a break to the action. Todd and Rachel got up from the couch and separated. Rachel said, “I’ll go get what I need”, before disappearing from view.

Todd crossed toward Caroline. Without a word, she handed the camera to him. As he pointed it at her, my wife dropped to her knees for him and took his cock in her mouth. He let out a small moan as she pushed forward, attempting to get as much of him in her mouth as she could. I noticed that she was getting deeper than at the beginning of the week.

She continued to suck his cock, keeping him hard, for a couple minutes until Todd was called back to the couch. That was when the video ended. Though the video was short, it was enough to get my dick hard. My erection pressed against my pants uncomfortably, and I needlessly looked around the house to ensure I was alone. Taking advantage of the silence and solitude, I removed my pants and boxers. Then I sat down in the chair and stroked myself slowly.

Curiosity caused me to play the next video rather than rewatch the first. It started with a view of my wife sitting on a couch, in what appeared to be a well-lit bedroom. She wore a rather sensible brown shirt and blue jeans. After seeing her without clothes so much recently, it startled me to see her dressed.

From behind the camera came a strange man’s voice. “Hello, how are you today?”

My wife answered, “Good, very excited.”

“Excellent. Are you ready to get started?” When my wife nodded her agreement, he added, “Let’s get you to start by taking your top off.”

Caroline sat forward, grabbed her shirt, and lifted it up. The brown fabric caught for a moment on her large breasts, and she had to wiggle her arms to shake it loose. Finally the shirt passed over her head and she dropped it to the floor. She was wearing a lacy red bra that was partially transparent in the bright lights of the room.

Then she stood, turned away from the camera, bent forward, and slowly slid her jeans down. As she removed them she wiggled her ass at the camera. She was left standing there, wearing lacy red panties and red stockings. After a quick pose and flash of her ass, she adjusted the tops of her stockings and turned toward the camera.

The man behind the camera complimented her. “You have such a nice body. You look so sexy in that lingerie. And oh my god, your titties are amazing.” Caroline smiled at him and again struck a pose. Then the man added, “Can we see your titties?”

“Sure.” With a slight turn sideways, Caroline reached behind herself and unhooked her bra. It clung to her large breasts for a moment before she shook it loose. The red bra fell to the floor, leaving her exposed to the camera. I could see that her pink nipples were standing firm, and the freckles on her chest stood out against the slight tan all over her chest.

“Wow. Those are amazing.” The smile in the man’s voice was obvious. “Can I touch them?”

“Yes please.” Caroline turned toward the camera and pushed her chest forward. A man came into view and stepped up to my wife. He was remarkably similar to Todd; tall, blonde, and tanned. He put his hands on Caroline’s breasts and gently shifted between rubbing and squeezing them, paying special attention to her nipples as he did.

After almost a minute of playing with her breasts, the man rubbed her face and kissed her. Then took a step back and said, “I want you to get on your knees.” Caroline complied. He added, “Open your mouth and I’ll put my cock in it.” She complied by opening her mouth.

The man undid his pants and flipped them open. He pulled out a large dick, and while it wasn’t as massive as Todd’s, it was long and thick. My wife put her hands on the man’s balls and said, “You have a nice cock.”

As he stepped closer to her, he asked, “Yeah? Bigger than your husband?”

“Yes. I thought you were going to stick it in my mouth?”

Without hesitation, the man complied and pushed the head of his cock into Caroline’s mouth. As he pushed more of his shaft between her lips, he asked, “Biggest cock you’ve had?” Then without giving her a chance to respond, he said, “We know it isn’t. We know that you’ve sucked off Todd, the star of our film. Yes?”

Caroline nodded her agreement, which caused the length of his dick to slide in and out of her mouth. He reached down and grabbed two handfuls of her tits before continuing, “You’ve had him deep inside you? Fucked him in front of your husband?” Again my wife nodded without dropping his cock from her mouth.

He put one hand on his hips and pushed his pelvis forward, extending his dick even further into my wife’s mouth. With his other hand he brushed her hair from her face. Then he grabbed a handful of her red hair and used the grip to control her head. Slowly he picked up rhythm, fucking his cock into my wife’s mouth while guiding her face.

She sucked in her cheeks tight against his shaft. It was something Rachel had done repeatedly to me, and I knew how it felt. On screen the man moaned before saying, “You do that too much and I’ll finish too fast. We don’t want that, do we?” Caroline sat back, letting the cock fall from her mouth. Both her lips and his long shaft were wet and shining in the bright light.

The man removed his hand from her hair and said, “Stand up.” My wife complied. “Take those off”, he pointed at her panties. With a slow, seductive turn Caroline slid the red panties over her hips, down her legs, and stepped out of them. He lay down on the floor in front of the couch and told her, “Come down here and show me what you love.”

Caroline dropped to her hands and knees between his spread legs and crawled to him. When her head was above his groin, she lowered her mouth to his smooth balls and licked them. As her tongue ran over his soft flesh he said, “You’re really good at that too.” Then he moaned and she giggled.

She gripped the base of his cock and held his shaft up. My wife ran her tongue from the bottom of his balls, up the length of his thick cock, until her lips wrapped around the cock head. Again she bobbed her head, leaving his dick wet and visibly throbbing. He reached down and grabbed her tits, playfully squeezing them as they swayed beneath her.

When my wife moaned, it was almost too much for me, and I felt myself threatening to orgasm. As I watched them, I had to alternate between slow strokes and wringing my dick hard to avoid cumming. They only lasted a few minutes in that position before he said, “Okay, sit on the couch.”

Caroline slid backward and lifted herself up on the couch. She sat on the edge, with her body leaned against the back cushions. The man rolled over and crawled toward her. He spread her legs slowly and pushed his face forward into her snatch. His head blocked the view of the camera, but from my wife’s moans it was obvious he was eating her pussy. She groped her own tits and teased her nipples.

After a minute of moaning, Caroline finally hissed, “Oh yes. I’m going to cum. Oh fuck.” As she orgasmed, my wife let out a quick series of moans. When she had finished cumming, the man sat back and they smiled at each other. “Thank you”, my wife said to him.

The man pushed himself up to his knees, his cock coming dangerously close to her spread pussy. “Do you want this?” He teased her by shaking his dick up and down toward her.

“Yes, please.” She looked down at his hand wrapped around his big dick.

“It’s what you love, isn’t it?”

Without hesitation my wife answered, “Yes. I love big cocks. Please fuck my pussy.”

He pushed forward until the head of his dick was barely between the pink lips of her cunt. Teasingly, he again shook his dick, this time causing the massive head to whip up and down against her clit. “Oh fuck!”, she moaned in surprise. “Fuck a big dick! Please!”

Caroline bucked her hips in an attempt to wrap her cunt around him, but he pulled back just enough to prevent her from penetrating herself. My wife begged, “No, please. Fuck me!” There was a desperation in her voice that dripped off every breath.

With one steady thrust, the man pushed forward until his cock disappeared inside my wife completely. They both moaned as he fucked her, steadily getting faster and thrusting harder. Caroline’s moans increased to a volume and intensity that had, only recently, become familiar to me. Just as I suspected, she was getting close to orgasm, the man put his hand just above her pussy and teased her clit with his thumb.

That set my wife off, and she yelled, “Yes! Fuck! I’m cumming! Oh fuck!” Her legs were hanging over the edge of the couch, and they shook so much the man had to grab them to prevent getting knocked back. He used his grip on her ankles to lift her legs into the air before proceeding to pound his cock into her harder and faster than before.

As Caroline had another orgasm, I lost control over my hand and stroked myself past the edge. Cum shot from the end of my dick with enough force to splash onto my chin. The suddenness of it startled me, and I flinched backward. My dick however did not stop spurting cum. By the time I regained control of myself I’d splashed semen on the laptop, the table, the chair, and the floor.

Looking at the mess I made, angrily I shouted into the empty house. “Fuck!” Then I realized I had to clean it up quickly before anyone else saw it.

I hurried to wipe everything clean as the video continued to play. From the corner of my eye, I saw the man and my wife change position, so she was bent over the couch as he fucked her from behind. Eventually they shifted so he was on the floor and she sat on him facing the camera.

By the time everything was clean they had moved to a final position. Caroline was lying back on the couch while the man held himself above her. Her stocking covered legs were wrapped around his waist. His big cock thrust down into her with enough force to cause the couch to shake each time their bodies collided. They both grunted out deep breaths in rhythm with their fucking.

Finally the man groaned, “I’m going to cum. Ready?”

Caroline nodded, “Yes. Give it to me.”

In a clear sign that Caroline knew what to expect, she released him from the grip of her legs. He withdrew his cock, pushed his hips forward, and proceeded to jerk himself while multiple shots of cum spewed onto my wife’s body. His cum landed on her tits, neck, and face.

Caroline then absent-mindedly rubbed her pussy while the man dismounted the couch. They smiled at each other again, and he asked, “Have you ever done that with your husband?”

My wife giggled and said, “Nope. Never let him cum on me.”

“You like it?”

With a nod of confirmation, she added, “I like seeing a big cock spurt for me.”

I heard a noise in the driveway. In a panic, I stopped the video and shut the laptop. The noise of people at the front door caused me to hurry into the guest bedroom and shut the door. An unknown fear made me hold my breath and stand still. When I heard the muffled voices of Caroline, Todd, and Rachel, I relaxed a bit.

They moved about the house talking, but I couldn’t make out their quiet words. I put my laptop away as quietly as possible and put on some pants. Realizing that I was extraordinarily tired, I sat on the bed and contemplated whether it was worth leaving the bedroom to socialize at all. My body made the decision for me however and I fell asleep.
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End of the Week

I awoke in the middle of the night to the sounds of sex that came through the wall of the bedroom. The squeaks of the bed, my wife’s moans, and Todd’s grunts were all noises that were becoming too familiar. As my mind pushed into consciousness, the door to the guest bedroom opened and startled me completely awake.

My eyes darted to the door, and I saw Rachel enter the dark room. To my surprise, she was not naked like she normally was. Instead she wore a dark nightgown. Underneath she wore a lacy bra and panties.

She saw that I was looking at her and said, “Oh good, I hoped you were awake.” Rachel crawled onto the bed next to me and pulled the blanket aside exposing the pants I’d fallen asleep in. As she put her hands on my groin, she added, “Let’s see if you’re also up.”

Though my dick wasn’t hard, I knew that it soon would be. Caroline’s moans were coming consistently through the wall, and my imagination pictured the various positions Todd would use to fuck my wife.

Rachel’s hands massaged the growing lump in my pants. After a glance at the clock to confirm that I had not gotten much sleep, I felt a need to drive Rachel away and get back to sleep, but my body was working up to a need for physical release. I watched as she unzipped my pants and tugged them down, freeing my stiffening dick.

“What did you do today?” The question felt dumb even as I asked it.

“We went with Todd to his job.” She stroked my dick with one hand while removing her panties with her other. “Didn’t you get the videos and pictures?” Rachel looked into my eyes, wrapped her mouth around my dick, and slowly bobbed on my shaft while waiting for an answer.

“Yes, I got them.” My thoughts wandered, and I thought about how the sounds my wife made with Todd were different from those on the video.

“Did you jerk off to them?” Rachel only took my dick out of her mouth long enough to ask the question. She wasn’t sucking in her lips and moving with the speed she normally did. Obviously she wasn’t trying to get me off quickly. Her hand wandered down to her pussy and she teased herself as she continued to suck my dick.

“Yes, I did.” I struggled to maintain coherent thoughts. Watching my dick slide in and out of her mouth, while listening to my wife’s moans of pleasure from the adjacent room and replaying the video in my mind was maddeningly arousing.

Rachel shifted up on the bed, lifted her nightgown, and straddled me. As she sunk herself down, penetrating her tanned pussy with my stiff dick, she asked, “What did you like more? When Caroline sucked Todd’s cock, and got it hard so he could fuck me? Or when she sucked and fucked the producer in a private video just for you?”

I wasn’t sure how to respond. The situation and lack of sleep had me addled. “Erg… uh… I don’t know.” It was all I could muster as she increased the speed that she was bouncing on my dick.

“Well, everyone on set loved Caroline. She walked around for an hour completely nude, and everyone stared at her tits.” Rachel tugged her nightgown down, unclasped her bra, and tossed it aside exposing her pert, tanned breasts. Even in the darkened room, I could see her nipples standing firm. Then she grabbed my hands and roughly put them on her chest. “Play with my tits. Do it.”

My hands worked over her breasts, squeezing and caressing them. I was getting dangerously close to orgasm, so I tried to distract myself by watching her face. Rachel must have sensed my attempt to hold back because she stopped bouncing her hips and instead ground down against me. With my dick completely inside her she held still for a moment.

“Are you thinking about playing with my tits, or someone else playing with your wife’s?” From atop me I saw her face twist into a wicked grin of pleasure; she enjoyed tormenting me. “Don’t hold back on my account.” Rachel stopped holding still, instead bucking her hips forward and backward with amazing speed.

The motion caused half my dick to slip in and out of her. Each inward thrust bumped the head of my dick off the walls of her pussy. She clamped her cunt around my dick like a vise. It was the tightest, fasted fuck I’d ever received, and I knew that I was going to explode with cum.

Rachel must have known what she was doing because she tormented me by yelling. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!” Then she let out a long, loud string of moans.

My wife responded through the wall, “Fuck me with that huge cock! Fill my pussy! Make me cum!”

I bucked my hips upward and orgasmed. Using her weight and leverage, Rachel pushed me down against the bed. As my dick throbbed, pulsing repeated blasts of cum into her pussy, she squeezed her cunt to not let me escape. My entire body shuddered against the force of my orgasm, and I involuntarily let out a loud groan.

Before I had finished cumming, Rachel pulled herself off of me. The last two spasms of my dick dribbled cum onto myself. Wondering what she was doing, and partly disappointed that she’d taken away the pleasured sensations of her tight pussy, I shot my head up to look at her. My movement was just fast enough to see Rachel swing her hips forward and onto my face.

Without time to make a sound, my head was forced back against the pillow as my sister-in-law pressed her dripping cunt down against my mouth. The suddenness of it had shocked me and my mouth popped open. When I gasped, the combination of pussy juices and my own cum ran onto my tongue.

“That’s it, like my pussy!” Rachel grabbed my hair and pulled my head tight against her. She was holding herself down against me with enough force that I couldn’t have gone anywhere regardless.

Not enjoying the taste of my own semen as it dropped into my throat, enticed me to try and push Rachel away. However one of my arms was trapped beneath one of her legs, and the other didn’t provide enough leverage. When she saw my free arm flailing uselessly against her, she grabbed my hand and held it tight to her tit.

She exhaled a pleased, “Yes.” Then she looked down at me with that devious grin and squeezed her knees tight against my ears. The effect was to muffle the noise from the other bedroom enough that I couldn’t hear it. However when Rachel spoke, I could just barely hear her.

“Eat that pussy. Make me feel good. Lick my pussy clean and I’ll let you hear your wife again.” Though her words weren’t doing anything to motivate me, the desire to escape the position pushed me to lick her cunt with all I had. I figured that if I could make her orgasm, she would get distracted and I could roll her over. So I pushed my tongue deep into her, splitting her pussy lips against my face, and pushed up to touch as much of her as I could.

Rachel smiled down at me. “Yes. You’re getting good at that. Do a good job and I’ll tell you all about our adventures today. Bet you didn’t know that Todd and I were porn stars?” I ignored her teasing and tried to focus on licking her to orgasm.

As she grinding her clit against my face, she continued, “Do you know what your wife did on set? Other than fuck the producer, and fluff Todd, she fluffed another guy for his scene. Even let the other woman there feel her up. What gets you hotter, knowing she sucked a stranger’s cock or got fingered by a strange woman?”

When I didn’t respond to her taunting, Rachel let go of my hand against her breast and reached behind her. I felt her grab my softening dick and roughly tug on it. My body still felt like it needed to cum, but I was sensitive to the touch. The sensation was an odd mix of pleasure and pain.

Her fingertips brushed my balls as she squeezed my dick. Then she continued taunting me, “After the shoot, we went somewhere.” Rachel let that thought sit with me as she rocked back and forth on my face, with my tongue pushed deep into her pussy, and moaned. The taste had shifted from my own bitter spunk, to her sweeter cunt fluids.

That was when she orgasmed. I felt her tighten up, squeezing legs against my head and pushing her pussy hard against me. Her grip on my dick also tightened and turned painful. After a long orgasm with my tongue wiggling inside her, Rachel finally released her grip on my head and sat back on my chest.

I let out a long breath and coughed while she breathed a content sigh. When I was able to get my arm free, I pushed her backward. Rachel fell onto her ass at the end of the bed, sitting between my legs and looking at me. “Don’t be mad”, she teased with a giggle. “You’re good at that.”

My wife’s moans came through the wall, loud and clear. A mix of physical fatigue, mental exhaustion, and dissipating anger made me sit up onto my knees and get in Rachel’s face to ask, “What do you mean you went somewhere?”

“Well, we came back here first, dropped off your video and pictures. Then we went out with a coworker, one of Todd’s friends. Went back to his place. That’s why we got home so late.” I didn’t like the answer, but it didn’t seem like Rachel was lying to me. “I’ll have some video and pictures of that for you tomorrow. Now if you’re done being a bitch, go to bed or go sleep on the couch.”

At that moment I almost hated my sister-in-law and decided that I shouldn’t stick around in case I did end up resenting her. So I left the bedroom, wandered into the living room, and tried to sleep on the couch. The sounds from my wife and Todd only lasted another half hour. Once the house fell silent, it remained that way until sunrise.

Like normal, I was the first one awake and I felt awful. It was the general lack of sleep, but my emotions were swirling and taking their own toll on me. After I showered and dressed, I went into the kitchen for breakfast. Rachel was there, wearing just her nightgown. In the growing morning light, the nightgown was almost completely sheer, the mounds of her tanned breasts pressing against the fabric were visible.

Though I would have preferred to ignore her, Rachel obviously felt differently. “Good morning!” She beamed a smile at me like everything was normal. After a blissful minute of silence, she added, “We’re going to the beach today. Too bad you have to work.”

“That’s nice”, I mumbled.

Caroline walked into the kitchen wearing only a pair of red stockings and lacy red bra. Her fiery bush was on full display. My wife came over to me, put an arm around me, kissed me passionately, and said, “Morning, honey.”

I was stunned by her appearance, her state of undress, and the casual attitude she had. “Morning”, was all I managed to mumble back at her.

My wife joined her sister at the kitchen counter. As they stood next to each other, I stared at their asses and compared their bodies. It seemed as if my wife had lost a little weight so far this week, and she definitely showed signs of a growing all-body tan, but Caroline was still pale compared to Rachel.

“That was amazing yesterday”, Caroline said. “You were right.”

“Thank you”, Rachel responded. Both women giggled softly.

Then my wife said, “And two at the same time. Oh my god. Such a good idea.”

Just as I was about to say something, Todd walked into the kitchen. He was completely naked. As he passed me, his long dick swinging freely from side to side, he said, “Hey, dude.” I thought how annoyingly stereotypical he was, with his Californian accent, and I wanted to call him names.

Todd stepped up behind the two women at the kitchen counter and put a hand on each of their asses. He kissed each of them in turn before asking, “What’s for breakfast?”

They mindlessly bantered about the food and their plans for the day. Meanwhile Todd groped my wife, using his large hands to massage Caroline’s breasts through her bra. Occasionally one of his fingertips would slip inside the red cup and tease her nipple.

After a few minutes of this they came to the table to eat. My wife’s bra was askew with her left breast partially exposed, her pink nipple sticking out past the thin material of the bra, poking hard into the air. All three of them were so casual about their nudity that it made me uncomfortable.

Before I had finished eating, I excused myself. “I have to get to work. A lot to catch up on before the end of the week.”

Caroline grabbed my hand as I stood, pulled me close, and kissed me. It was mundane, but given the events of the week, it felt bizarre to me. Then she said, “Have a good day.” I stared at her exposed nipple for a moment, then peeked at Todd’s long limp cock lying between his legs, before leaving for work.

By the time I arrived at work the thoughts of my wife fucking Todd had almost vanished. First thing on my schedule that day was a meeting. As I sat down and opened my laptop, it resumed playing the video from the evening before. Across my entire screen was my wife’s face, plastered with another man’s cum, smiling and waving. Thankfully there was no sound before I was able to shut it down, but I was panicked for the remainder of the meeting.

It was hard to think about anything else after that. Each time someone said something to me, I found that my thoughts were lost in visions of my wife having sex with a porn star. At lunch time I decided that I needed to do something about it. I shut the door to my office, turned out the light, and muted the phone. Perhaps everyone would think I was taking a nap; I could blame it on jet lag. As long as they left me alone for a while, that was fine.

Quietly I plugged the drive back into my laptop. Deciding that I didn’t want to risk the sounds of a video, I opened the pictures. The first few showed Rachel and Todd on the couch in positions from the sixty-nine I saw in the video, to him fucking her from behind.

Then there were photos of my wife. At first they were poses, and in them Caroline wore a tiny bikini. It was white, and no more than small triangles of cloth held together with strings. The cloth on her breasts barely covered her areolas, with the pink skin visible in a few shots. Her bush of red hair was peeking past the top of the bikini bottoms, and there was a visible wet spot on the white cloth.

Beneath the desk I freed my stiffening dick from my pants and stroked it. As the photos flipped by they showed Caroline nude, walking around the mansion where they shot the videos. There were a couple of her kissing a man I didn’t recognize. He was nude and hung like Todd. In the last photo of them, my wife’s hands were wrapped around his thick cock.

There were a few photos of Caroline and Rachel outside by a pool, both sunbathing nude. The final group of photos were inside a bedroom. Caroline was bent over the bed, Todd was behind her, and from the looks on their faces I knew he was inside her. She was lifted up off the bed enough that Todd was able to get two handfuls of her breasts.

The next photo however whoever had the camera had moved to the bed and his long thick cock hung within easy reach of my wife. I felt myself get closer to orgasm as the photos progressed and showed Caroline grab the stranger’s cock. Then she leaned down and sucked it into her mouth. Caroline’s eyes were closed, and in my mind I could hear her moan as these two men penetrated her.

When I saw the next photo, I came. My wife was on her back, lying across the bed. The man with the camera had his cock in her pussy. Caroline’s pink pussy lips were spread so wide her clit was visible. Todd was kneeling next to her head, his long cock laid across her lips as her tongue teased it.

As the cum dribbled from the head of my dick, I let out a long grunt. Though my orgasm felt strong, it was disappointing compared to what I’d experienced this week with Rachel. It certainly didn’t leave me satisfied, and immediately I felt the desire to jerk off again, but my dick shriveled to a useless state.

That was when I realized my cum had dripped onto my pants, the chair, and all over my hand. The realization that it wasn’t my office, I was a guest here this week, sent me into my second panic of the day. There also wasn’t really anything in the room to clean up with. After using small pieces of paper to make it look like I hadn’t just cum all over myself, I sneaked off to the washroom and cleaned up.

Thankfully the rest of the day was uneventful. By the time I left, I was so exhausted that all I wanted to do was sleep until it was time to go home. I daydreamed about getting a hotel so that I could sleep undisturbed when my phone rang. It was one of the computer techs from the office. He let me know that I had left my thumb drive there and he would hold on to it for me until I got back to get it.

Again panic ran through me. I pulled over and checked my bag, only to find that I had indeed left the thumb drive with my wife’s videos and photos. Part of me wanted to tell the guy to throw the drive away, but I knew that I had to retrieve it. So after telling him that I’d come back for it, I returned to the office. Though the traffic was horrible, thankfully he was still at the office when I got there.

With the drive tucked into my bag, I drove to Rachel’s house. It must have been the late evening, or the end of the week, but it took hours to get there. When I arrived at the house, part of me wanted to stay in the car, but I knew that I had to go inside.

Caroline was in the living room with Todd and Rachel. No one acknowledged me when I entered. He was sitting on the couch. Rachel was kneeling between his legs licking up and down the length of his hard cock. She was wearing an orange bikini, small pieces of cloth held together with strings. It seemed to be the only kind of bikini she owned. The material had shifted, and it did nothing to hide her nipples or cunt.

Across the room my wife was doing a striptease. Caroline was wearing a sheer black nightie over a lace bra, panties, matching garter belt, stockings, and heels. I watched in awe as she danced around the living room, slowly slipping the nightie up over her head. As she spun, she tossed the nightie at Todd, landing it across his face. He watched my wife strip, mesmerized by her swaying ass and tits, almost oblivious to Rachel worshiping his cock.

I watched as my wife moved closer to Todd, teasing him by getting close, but slapping his hands away playfully as he reached for her chest. She dangled her large tits in his face, then pulled back before he could get his mouth to them. Rachel was still licking his cock but had turned to be able to watch my wife.

One of Rachel's hands jerked the base of Todd's cock while the other worked furiously in and out of her pussy. Caroline put one leg up on the couch, exposing her still-covered pussy to Todd, then slowly slid her hands down her pale stomach to her panties. She slipped one hand inside the black fabric and rubbed her fingers across her clit, the panties keeping Todd from getting a clear view.

After a minute of pleasing herself, Caroline reached back behind her and undid the clasp of her bra. The lacy material hung loosely on her breasts. Todd reached up to remove the bra, but again my wife playfully slapped his hands away. Painfully slow, she brought her hands up and slipped her bra straps off her shoulder. One of the bra cups dropped slightly, exposing a nipple, but Caroline brought her hands up to her chest. She used her hands to simultaneously push the bra aside and conceal her breasts with her hands. With a spin around she turned her back to Todd and Rachel. Then with a look back over her shoulder, she tossed her bra at Todd, again landing it on his face.

Caroline backed up toward Todd and shook her ass at him. Rachel increased the speed she was working on his cock, obviously getting aroused by my wife’s strip-tease. Caroline bent over, inches away from Todd, and wiggled her ass in his face. She reached back and hooked one thumb into each side of her panties and slowly slid them down.

From across the room I watched as her panties slid away and revealed her pussy and ass. The panties hadn't even reached her knees before Todd leaned forward and buried his face between my wife’s ass cheeks.

My wife let out a surprised, "Oh!"

I saw Todd's tongue slither out and contact her asshole. He moved his head down and slid his tongue across the soft flesh between her asshole and her pussy until his mouth was tight to her clit. Caroline moaned as his hands came up her legs to join his exploring tongue. She pushed back against his face and moaned harder.

Todd worked his head up and down, alternating between licking my wife’s cunt and ass while he fingered her. Rachel worked the head of his cock into her mouth and sucked as much as she could. Soon Caroline shivered and exhaled, “I’m cumming!”

After her orgasm, my wife pulled her ass away from Todd’s face and turned to face him. She pushed Todd back on the couch and carefully stepped over her kneeling sister. My wife put her heels up on the couch and brought her exposed pussy down onto Todd's upturned face.

In that position, my wife was facing directly toward me. Her large breasts hung over Todd's face, pointing at me, and momentarily I loved the sight of her. My moment of passion was interrupted when one of Todd’s hands rose up to grope Caroline’s tits. He furiously worked his tongue up into my wife's pussy, while one hand rubbing her clit and the other teased her tits.

Rachel was still on her knees, now slightly bent over the couch, licking Todd’s cock and fingering herself. I saw Todd's tongue push forward and split my wife's pussy lips, before flicking up and moving to her clit. My wife reached down and grabbed a handful of his hair as if she were afraid he'd stop.

All three of them moaned louder, feeding off each other’s arousal. In my pants my dick throbbed painfully against the tight fabric, and I realized that I had been standing there staring at them dumbly. Caroline looked up from Todd’s face buried in her pussy and saw me.

With a dreamy look in her eyes, my wife smiled at me and said, “Hi, honey.” It was so casual, as if she wasn’t sitting on another man’s face while both of her hands gripped his head. Before I could think of an appropriate response, I saw Todd stick the tip of finger into Caroline’s ass. Immediately her body twitched, her attention shot down at him, and she let out a surprised, “Oh!”

Like that, I was forgotten again. So I moved into the dining area and set my bag down on the table before heading to the bedroom to change. As I removed my work clothes, the idea that I didn’t have to wear anything around the house hit me. To the empty room I mused, “After all, everyone else is almost always nude, why not me?”

Without getting dressed, I left the bedroom and returned to the kitchen. It was liberating to walk down the hall nude with my hard-on waving in front of me. The sensation faded when my dick smacked against my hip and left a large, uncomfortable dribble of precum slithering down my thigh. After cleaning myself off, I sat down at the table to pretend to work on my laptop.

Rachel came into the kitchen, saw me, and smiled. The moans from the living room paused briefly before resuming in a louder volume, accompanied by the sound of flesh slapping into flesh.

Trying to act casual, I turned to Rachel and asked, “What’s for dinner?”

She shrugged, “Don’t know. Didn’t prepare anything. Just order pizza.” Then, with one final glance and smile at my erection, she left the kitchen and returned to the living room.

I picked up the phone and called the closest pizza place, to place an order for all of us for the evening. As the phone was ringing, I realized the sexual sounds my wife was making were loud enough to be heard by whoever answered. Before I could scurry down the hall to escape the noise, a man answered the phone. Fighting through my embarrassment, I placed the order. From the man’s tone of voice, I could tell he knew the address and he heard the moans in the background.

With the order placed, I peeked into the living room. Todd was lying on the couch, my wife bounced on his cock, plunging it deep into her pussy repeatedly. Caroline’s heels lying on the floor, now she was down to just her stockings and the garter. Similarly, Rachel’s bikini was gone, and she was nude now, sitting on Todd’s face grinding her pussy across his mouth.

My dick throbbed and ached for release. I wrapped a hand around my stiff prick and stroked quickly. As I stood there jerking off while watching the trio fuck each other and listening to their moans, I thrived off the arousal of the situation. The precum leaking out the end of my dick proved to be great lubricant, and soon my hand slid quickly and easily over my hard-on.

Caroline orgasmed, screaming “Oh fuck! Fuck me! Oh fuck!” Her eyes opened. She looked Todd over, then watched Rachel momentarily, before turning her attention to me. My wife saw me jerking off while watching her, and she smiled at me.

We made eye contact as she pushed herself down onto Todd, taking his massive cock completely in her pussy. She put her hands on his chest, leaned forward, and gyrated her hips wildly. The position let her tits swing more, while pressing her clit tight against Todd and filling her cunt. It obviously had the intended effect on her, as Caroline moaned louder and I could see her body tighten.

“Oh! Yes! Fuck yes! Like that!” Caroline’s words could have been meant for Todd, but the way she looked at me, let me know her words were for me. My wife was getting off knowing that I was getting off watching her fuck another man. It inspired me to tug my dick harder and faster.

Caroline quickly tapped Rachel on the shoulder. Rachel opened her eyes and looked at Caroline. My wife pointed to me, and Rachel looked at me. Something inside me told me that I should stop jerking off, but I was too close to cumming to stop.

With a nod and smile, Rachel got off Todd and crossed the room. When she reached me she dropped to her knees in front of me. She pushed her perky tits together and stuck her tongue out at my dick. My attention vacillated between watching my wife fuck Todd like a beast, and the blonde kneeling before me.

“Yes! Do it! Cum for me!” My wife smiled at me as she moaned out the breathy words. Todd grabbed my wife’s breasts and pushed them together. As Caroline started cumming, my own orgasm hit.

“Augh! God!” Long grunts escaped me, and in that moment I didn’t care where my cum went. The release was everything that I’d hoped my orgasm at lunch had been. Through a haze, I saw my spunk fly from my dick and splash against Rachel’s chest.

From her kneeling position Rachel moaned, “Mm, yes. Give it to me.” Another spurt of cum left my dick and landed on her lips.

On the couch my wife groaned out a loud, long, “I’m cumming! Oh fuuuck!”

Even Todd couldn’t handle more than that. He grabbed my wife by the hips, pulled her downward, pushed his hips upward, and orgasmed. With each clench of his balls, his hips bucked up and Caroline shivered.

Soon everyone was still and the living room filled with the sounds of deep breathing. My wife lay down on Todd, her ample tits squeezed against his chest, and they kissed. I watched their tongues entwine as she held her pussy down on his cock.

Rachel stood, put her hand on my cheek, and pulled my face to hers. She kissed me, roughly shoving her tongue into my mouth, and I could immediately taste my cum on her lips. I pulled back and looked at her.

“What?” Rachel looked at me as if I was the weird person in the room. The sharpness of her voice got the attention of Caroline and Todd. With all three of them looking at me, Rachel asked, “You don’t want to kiss me? It’s okay to fuck me, eat my pussy, for me to suck your cock, and to cum on me… but you don’t want to kiss me?”

Nervous to have my activities called out like that in front of my wife, I stammered, “Uh. What? No. It isn’t that.”

Excitedly, Rachel said, “Good!” Then she kissed me again and shoved her tongue back into my mouth. Again the taste of my own semen spread over my tongue, and again I recoiled. “Oh, I see.” She gave me that devilish smirk she used when tormenting me. “You don’t want to taste your own cum.”

I looked over at Caroline. She was lying on Todd, her tits pressed tight to him, with his slowly softening cock still inside her. Embarrassed and unsure what to say, I stood there feeling dumb.

Finally Rachel broke the silence, “Last night you didn’t mind tasting your own cum. Maybe you need it to be coming out of my pussy?” From the couch I heard my wife softly gasp and Todd quietly giggle. “Well, thankfully there’s plenty of your cum for that.” Rachel’s tone of voice changed to match her tormenting demeanor.

With a quick move Rachel grabbed my limp dick and balls, squeezed just enough to cause intense discomfort, and forced me to the floor. As I dropped onto my back trying to avoid her painful grip, she used her free hand to scoop large clumps of my cum from her tits. Once I was lying down completely, she wiped my cum from her hand onto her tanned cunt lips. Then she spun around and sat on my face without losing her grip on my groin.

Immediately the cum she’d smeared on herself rubbed onto my lips. Desperate to leave the situation I tried to move and refused to open my mouth. Rachel sensed my escape attempt and leaned forward, pressing her weight down against me to prevent most of my movement. I tried to push up and roll her off of me. In response she squeezed the base of my balls, causing them to swell outward.

The pain was manageable, until she slapped my swelling balls. Beneath her I yelped, “Ah!”

With my mouth now open and my body recoiling against the floor, Rachel pushed herself down against my face. After letting out a long moan, she said, “Yes. There you go. Eat that pussy. Clean my cunt.”

When I didn’t move my lips or tongue, Rachel squeezed the base of my balls again, causing them to swell slightly. Anticipating the slap, and wanting to avoid it, I quickly stuck my tongue out. It pushed between her pussy lips and I felt the globs of my own cum slide into my mouth.

Though the taste was awful, and the physical sensation uncomfortable, I actually wanted to make Rachel cum. There was something primal inside me that needed to prove I was as sexually capable as Todd. With my wife in the room, I felt more driven than when Rachel and I were alone.

There was movement from the couch, and I looked to see what was happening. Todd had stood up, lifting Caroline with him. He held my wife in the air as she wrapped herself around him, his large cock still held deep in her pussy. With relative ease he carried her across the room to where Rachel and I were.

“Do you want to?” Todd asked my wife. In response Caroline kissed him and looked down at me.

I heard Rachel say, “Yeah, good idea.” She moved, lifting herself off me.

There was a brief moment where Rachel released her grip on me, but I felt too uncertain of what was happening to move. Once Rachel had repositioned herself kneeling between my legs, she regained her grip on my dick and balls, but this time with both hands. Then Todd lifted my wife up, off his cock, and lowered her down at me.

Caroline positioned her legs bent to either side of my head, squeezed her knees tight against me, and put her pussy above my mouth. My wife looked down at me, making the kind of sensual eye contact we had just shared. With a voice little more than a whisper, she begged me, “Please. Make me feel good.”

I glanced at my wife’s groin with trepidation. Her pussy lips were pink, swollen, and visibly wet. However I didn’t get a chance to respond before my wife lowered herself and pushed her cunt against my mouth. She smelled like a combination of sweat and sex.

As I pushed my tongue forward, gliding over her cunt lips tenderly, various sensation fought for my attention. The feeling of her warm, stocking-wrapped legs pressing against my head was incredibly arousing. Her large breasts and genuine smile filled my vision. Sounds of Rachel and Todd kissing were somehow unnerving. Then the bitter taste of fluids flowing from my wife’s well fucked pussy into my mouth overpowered the strong smell of sweat.

I don’t know how long it took, but eventually my wife orgasmed on my face. Her legs squeezed tighter against my head and her hips pressed down more firmly. With her hands pinching her own nipples, she moaned, “Ohhh yes. I’m cumming. Cumming.” It was soft and gentle, not at all like her other orgasms I’d witnessed this week.

When her pussy clenched, more of Todd’s cum squeezed out of my wife and into my mouth. At that moment it didn’t matter because I was making my wife cum, and that felt better than any of the orgasms Rachel had given me. Eventually Caroline relaxed her grip on me and stood.

At some point Rachel had let go of me, but I wasn’t sure when. Finally free, I took a deep breath of fresh air and also stood. Todd and Rachel left to use the bathroom. Caroline leaned against me, her bare breasts felt amazing on my nude skin, and she kissed me. The kiss was deep and passionate, perhaps more than any kiss had ever been. Then she thanked me and also went to use the bathroom.

Minutes later the pizza delivery guy arrived. Without covering herself, Rachel answered the door. I watched as she acted completely normal, standing in the doorway nude while giving the guy money for the food. Of course anyone in the neighborhood that was outside would be able to see her. The delivery guy obviously enjoyed the show, a bulge formed in his pants almost immediately as he looked at Rachel’s tits, ass, and pussy.

I hoped she would finish the transaction quickly, but Rachel drew the entire process out. First fumbling for money, then not having the right amount. She had to go to her purse to get more, giving the delivery guy a long look as she walked across the room twice. Then she took the pizzas and brought them to the table I was sitting at, and I desperately hoped he didn’t notice me.

Caroline came down the hall and into the living room. My wife had removed the garter and stockings, so she was now also completely nude. The delivery guy got a clear view of her large tits and red bush. I could see his eyes scan her body, taking in as much as he could, and I knew he’d jerk off later thinking about my wife.

Finally, when Rachel went to hand him the missing money, she ‘accidentally’ dropped it. She turned away from him, winked at me, then bent over to pick up the money. From the door he had a clear view of her pussy and ass. Without standing up, Rachel looked back at him and said with a sultry voice, “Oh. Oops. I don’t think I have enough for a tip.”

The delivery guy’s head was tilted sideways. He was obviously staring at her cunt. He muttered, “Yeah, that’s all right.”

Todd came down the hall, saw what the women were doing, and chuckled. As Rachel stood up and turned back to the delivery guy, Todd stood behind Caroline. He reached around my wife, cupped her tits with his hands, and bounced them softly. The delivery guy watched him do it, uncomfortably shifting in a vain attempt to adjust the bulge in his pants without touching it.

Rachel handed him the money and said, “Why don’t you come by after your shift, and we’ll see about the tip?”

He breathed, “Yeah. Great. Later.” As Rachel shut the door on him, he finished, “I love delivering here.”

They went outside to eat by the pool and enjoy the late evening air. I was almost too tired to move but found that I was hungrier than I had ever been. Without stopping I ate an entire pizza. Through the door I watched them talk quietly, occasionally laugh at something, and in those relaxed moments really looked at my wife for the first time in a while.

She seemed healthier than I had ever seen her. There was a glow about her. Part of it may have been the slight, all-over tan. Or it could have been the recent, thorough fucking she’d received. Her body also seemed more toned from the near constant exercise of the week. But she looked more fantastic than I remembered.

As soon as I had finished eating, I went to the guest bedroom, leaving my laptop and work bag on the table. Without thinking about anything else, I climbed into bed naked and quickly fell asleep. About an hour later Rachel came into the guest bedroom, and quietly climbed into bed next to me.

Near midnight, I woke to the squeaking sounds of the master bed in the adjacent room. I rolled over to see that Rachel was similarly waking up. Numbly I joked, “You really need to oil your bed.”

Over the muffled moaning coming through the walls, Rachel responded, “Or just convince them to fuck somewhere else.”

Caroline’s moans stopped, the bed squeaked, then Todd moaned. Things had gotten to the point that I could clearly imagine what they were doing based on the noise. I whispered to Rachel, “Okay, she isn’t moaning but he is. What does that mean?”

“She’s sucking his cock, of course.” Rachel’s tone made it sound like my question was stupid. We lay there and listened to Todd moan for a while before she said, “You know he gets hard fast. It certainly takes a while to get that much cock stiff, but it happens faster than this. She isn’t blowing him to get him hard. She’s doing it cause she likes it.”

Though her words stung, I knew they were true. Rachel continued a minute later, “He’s probably got his hands full of her tits, playing with them and teasing her nipples. Soon he’ll get hungry for her pussy though. Then he’ll just flip her onto her back and fuck her.” I noticed that beneath the blanket Rachel’s hand was moving slightly over her groin.

She looked at me, saw that I was aware of her hand’s movement, and smiled. “Do you like that? Watching me?” Rachel’s smile was slowly turning into her teasing smirk. “Are you getting hard? Thinking about your wife on her back, legs in the air, with a huge cock fucking her hard?”

I was about to respond when Todd’s moans stopped and the bed squeaked loudly. There was a brief silence, then my wife yelped. Rachel and I were startled by the loud thudding sound of Caroline’s hands slapping the wall between the rooms. Then my wife’s words came through the wall clearly, “Yes. Put it in my ass. Slowly.”

Unable to believe what I’d heard, I looked at Rachel for confirmation. With a giggle Rachel said, “Sounds like she’s finally trying anal. I’ve been trying to convince her how amazing it feels.” Then she jumped out from the bed and said, “You have to see this.”

She grabbed my hand and dragged me to my feet before leading me down the hall. The door to the master bedroom was open. As we stepped inside I saw my naked wife kneeling on the bed, hands pressed tight against the wall above the headboard, looking back at Todd. He was kneeling behind her holding his stiff cock and slathering it with lube.

Rachel moved to her dresser and retrieved a large black dildo and a smaller silver one. She sat in the chair in the corner of the room, shifting down so her legs and hips were over the edge. While watching her boyfriend and my wife, she sucked and licked the two dildos, getting them slick with her saliva before pushing the black one into her cunt and the silver one into her ass.

I stood in the doorway, growing hard while watching Todd align his massive cock with my wife’s ass. He teasingly rubbed the massive head of his cock against her asshole, her soft flesh getting moist with lube. Caroline let out an exasperated sigh and said, “Come on. Put your cock in me. Put it in my ass.”

Slowly Todd pushed forward and the head of his dick spread my wife’s asshole open, penetrating it at a steady pace. As the bulbous head popped inside her, my wife grunted, “Gently. Oh god.”

He pushed forward a bit more, so the shaft of his cock slipped into her, and I could see her asshole constrict down around him. A minute later and Caroline’s grunts were turning to pleasured moans. Rachel began moaning and I looked to see that she was holding the large, black dildo inside her pussy while working the silver one in and out of her ass. With my own dick fully firm, I stroked it tenderly while looking back and forth between the two women.

Todd shifted his weight forward and Caroline dropped from her grip against the wall to the bed, her upper body now pressed into the soft blanket and pillows. With surprising grace and ease, Todd reached around her and slid a hand to her clit. As he gently rubbed her clit, and continued to push his cock into her ass, he asked, “Is that good?”

My wife moaned, “Yes. Oh fuck yes.” Her arms flailed beside her, looking for something to grip, before finding grabbing tight on Todd’s arm beneath her. With small, eager motions, Caroline began to push back against him, sinking his cock deeper with each move.

When Todd’s hand rubbed faster, my wife orgasmed. “Oh. Oh. Oh!” She let out short breaths and desperately tried to hold still despite the shaking of her body. As she finished cumming, Todd was still only half way inside her. Caroline continued making noises that sounded like she was losing control of her body, “Ergh. Er. Eh.”

With a quick nod at me, Rachel said, “You should go help her. Hold her hand. Support her.” Todd looked back at me briefly before returning his attention to my wife.

I moved to the bed, looked at my wife half-impaled on a monster cock, bent over and half against the bed. Unsure what to say in that situation, I dumbly whispered, “Hi, honey.”

“Oh god!” Caroline groaned, turned her head, and without lifting off the bed, looked at me. There was a look on her face that I had never seen, like she was mentally somewhere distant, driven to a place of pleasure that didn’t allow her to fully register what she was seeing. She released Todd’s arm and grabbed my hand. The sudden motion caused her body to bounce and Todd’s cock pushed in deeper. “Oh fuck!”

“Are you okay?” Again, my own words sounded dumb to me.

With a deep exhale, my wife moaned, “Yes. Oh yes.” She bounced her body forward and backward slightly, causing only a portion of Todd’s cock to slip in and out of her. “Oh that feels good. So good, honey. You don’t know.”

I wanted to reassure my wife. After a look at Rachel for my own reassurance, but not finding any, I told Caroline, “I’m glad it feels good.”

When I looked at Todd, he nodded and said, “She’s gone cum drunk, dude. It happens. A woman cums so much that she sort of loses her mind and can only focus on one thing.”

From across the room, Rachel finished the thought, “Having another orgasm. It’s amazing.” Then she cheered on Todd, “Fuck her. Go on. Give it to her.”

Todd reached down and brushed Caroline’s hair out of her face. My wife’s eyes were looking at my dick, but she didn’t seem to be focused. He pushed his cock into her a bit more, wiggled his hand over her clit, and she started cumming again.

“Oh! Fuck! Yes! Fuck!” Caroline was yelling at this point. It was almost too loud to stand next to her. Her entire body shook, and Todd moved his hands to her hips to hold her steady. As her orgasm, faded she looked up at me and let out an unintelligible grunt.

I couldn’t understand what she was trying to say, so I asked, “What, honey?” She responded with the same string of noise. A minute later when she had calmed down more, I asked again, “What honey? What are you trying to tell me?”

Caroline managed to form words this time. “Fuck me. Please. Fuck me.” I looked at Todd, but he was watching my wife intently. Slowly, gently, he began pumping his hips. As his thick cock moved in and out of my wife’s ass, they both moaned.

Soon he was working almost all of his cock into my wife. From across the room, I heard Rachel moan, and briefly looked to see her cum around both dildos. Then Caroline squeezed my hand and tugged my face down next to hers.

Bent over like that, I could feel her hard breaths on my face and smell the stale sex on her breath. “Oh, honey”, she moaned at me.

Thinking that perhaps something was wrong, I asked, “Yes?”

“He’s fucking me, honey. He’s fucking my ass.” Caroline giggled. “There’s a big cock in my ass.”

The only response I could manage was a half-hearted, “I know.”

Then my wife added, “He likes my titties. Do you like my titties?”

I nodded agreement, “Yes I do.”

Again my wife’s eyes floated before focusing on my dick as it hung beneath me. Between moans she said, “I need a cock. Give me your cock.”

Unsure exactly what she meant, I replied, “You have a cock.”

“Yeah.” She smiled and moaned. “But it’s in my ass. I want a cock in my mouth. Show you what I can do.”

With unease I stood and realized my wife was too far onto the bed for me to comfortably reach her face, and too close to the edge for me to fit on the bed beside her. I looked at Todd for an answer. Shooting me his dumb Californian smile, he said, “Oh, I got you, dude.”

He shifted his grip to her breasts and lifted her up, so her hands were on the bed beneath her. Then, without letting go of her breasts, he skillfully twisted his own hips sideways, which caused Caroline to similarly shift. Now her head was right at the edge of the bed and on level with my groin.

In an instant my wife’s gaze fixed on my dick and she stuck out her tongue. Clumsily she wagged her tongue and bobbed her head toward my stiff prick, but didn’t have success getting her mouth around me. Despite my hesitation, my desire to cum was taking me over. So I took a half step closer to the bed, gripped the base of my dick, and pushed it toward my wife’s willing mouth.

As soon as my dick contacted her tongue, Caroline clamped her lips down around the head of my dick and sucked hard. The few times before that she had given me head were enjoyable, but this was on another level. It was similar to Rachel’s blowjobs, tight and fast, but not as practiced. There was a slop to my wife’s movements, and I couldn’t tell if it was lack of practice or her current state.

Caroline’s tongue slipped between her lips and against my shaft. She pushed her head forward, taking my dick entirely within her mouth, and her tongue slipped out and teased my balls. The sensation caused me to shiver with surprise. Then she sucked her lips in tight and bobbed her mouth on my dick quickly.

The combination of my wife getting fucked and sucking me off was too arousing. And while my wife’s blowjob wasn’t as good as Rachel’s, I quickly came. I grunted, “Oh fuck!” Without thinking about it, I gripped the sides of her face and pushed my hips forward. However Caroline didn’t gag, choke, or even slow down her movements. My wife sucked every last drop of cum out of me and swallowed it all, without letting my dick out of her suction grip.

When my dick finished pumping, my wife opened her mouth and let me drop away. Then she grabbed my hand and tugged me downward again before saying, “Kiss me.”

Looking at her face, hearing her moan, I wondered if she knew what she was saying. “What?”

“Kiss me.” She repeated the command. “Show me you love me. Love me with a cock in my ass. Love that I suck cock so good.” Caroline giggled before pushing her face into mine and kissing me. When her tongue entered my mouth, I could taste my semen on her.

After a long, deep kiss, she pulled away and turned to look at Todd. She pushed herself back against him, sinking the entire length of his cock into her ass. With a moan she begged him, “Fuck me.”

Todd moved his hands to her shoulders and used his grip to hold her steady as he pumped his hips. He moved slowly at first but built into a faster rhythm. Each thrust forward caused his hips to smack against my wife and make her ass jiggle. They let out groans of pleasure each time he was shoved completely inside her.

I looked at Rachel, but she was watching the action on the bed. So, seemingly forgotten, I left the bedroom and returned to the guest bed. The noises of fucking lasted for another hour, with only two pauses when the bed squeaked and I knew they were changing positions. Finally, in the silence, I fell asleep.
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The Weekend

I woke up late Saturday morning to find the house empty. Without getting dressed, I stumbled down the hall to the kitchen. There was a note, left by my sister-in-law, which read: We have gone to the beach for the day. I left you a surprise. -Rachel

After getting breakfast, I sat down at the table and went through my work bag. In addition to my laptop there were new thumb drives. Again I rolled them over in my fingers pondering what they contained. When I had finished eating I took a walk through the house, still nude, because my mind still had trouble grasping the quiet and solitude of the empty space.

Soon my curiosity won me over, and I had to know what photos and videos they had left for me. I snuck into the master bedroom and retrieved the lube. Then I got towels. Finally I settled down at the table in front of my laptop, ready to blow my load and not make a complete mess.

The first drive was the one I had almost left at the office, the photos and videos of my wife from her day with Todd and Rachel. Briefly I flipped through the remaining photos of Caroline, showing her lying on the bed getting cum splattered across her tits from the two huge cocks. Though it made my dick hard, I didn’t want to finish from just that. So I quickly put in the next drive.

This drive appeared to have been sorted by Rachel, the photos were organized in an order that indicated I should go through them in series. Feeling that arousal of anticipation and teasing, I opened the first folder. It contained photos, and while flipping through them, I slowly stroked my dick.

These photos were from this morning. In them Rachel was wearing a string bikini made of blue material. She posed in the living room, showing off the literal strings of material across her back and ass. The front didn’t conceal much either, two small squares of cloth across her nipples that left much of her tanned breasts exposed, and a long rectangle of cloth over her pussy. It barely covered her cunt lips, and if she didn’t shave entirely, her bush would have been completely visible.

Then my wife’s photos came up. She also posed in the living room for whoever had the camera. Caroline was wearing a pink bikini. It was similar to the red one that I’d bought for her but much smaller. Though it stood out against her freckled skin, the small circles of cloth on her breasts were easily mistaken for areola at a distance. I had to look twice before I could see the fabric. Although her nipples were covered, her breasts were so large they were stretching and straining the material, leaving part of her areolas exposed.

The bottoms were almost as small. A double string ran around her waist and down the crack of her ass, doing nothing to hide her from behind. There was just a small triangle of cloth over her pussy. Caroline’s red bush of hair pushed past the fabric and stood out clearly against her pale skin and the pink material. Another photo showed my wife bent over, smiling at the camera, with her ample breasts hanging down, her hard nipples sticking out just past the edges of the bikini.

I had to stop jerking my dick to avoid cumming at the thought of my wife prancing around the beach, in public, wearing that bikini. Knowing that people would be watching her, that she would be flirting with Todd the entire time. The final photo in the folder showed Todd, standing next to a man I didn’t recognize, both wearing swim trunks. This stranger had a similar body to Todd, a typical Californian blonde beach bum. They were both grabbing themselves through their swim trunks, holding their massive lengths of cock tight against the fabric.

While smiling at the camera, they made that hand sign that surfers make. At that moment I wanted to punch both of them. To the empty house I vented my frustration, “Stupid smiles, with their stupid signs, and their stupid dicks.”

Before moving to the next folder however curiosity struck me again. Maybe it was lack of sleep throughout the week, but knowing that Todd was a porn star, and that apparently so was my sister-in-law, I decided to see if I could find more about him. Searches online proved useless because I didn’t know their stage names, the companies they worked for, or any movie titles they’d been in.

Determined to find out more, I snuck back into the master bedroom. Remembering the drawer that Rachel had retrieved her dildos from, I tiptoed to the dresser and quietly slid the drawer open. Halfway through opening it, I remembered I was alone in the house, and stupidly wondered why I was being quiet. Dispensing with caution, I opened the drawer like it was a Christmas gift.

Sure enough, the drawer contained a stash of magazines, movies, sex toys, and lingerie. I carefully rummaged through the drawer, not wanting to leave evidence of my intrusion. Mostly I was interested in the movies, and the first one I picked up had Todd on the cover. He was naked, his long hard cock sticking out in front of him, with a naked woman kneeling next to him smiling at his cock.

I flipped through the rest of the movies, and Todd was in most of them. Rachel was on the cover of one movie. It was a housewife movie, she was dressed in lingerie and giving a sultry look at the camera. Of all the movies, there was only one that starred both of them. Regardless, now that I knew their stage names I would be able to look them up. I took one movie with me for reference.

With a raging hard-on, I returned to my laptop. With a quick search online for Todd’s stage name, I found dozens of videos starring him. Most looked like normal porn, Todd with various women. There was a gangbang video, Todd with five other guys all focused on one woman. When I saw that the woman getting gangbanged wasn’t Rachel, I skipped it.

Then I looked up Rachel’s stage name. Sure enough, dozens of videos appeared starring her. One of the first was with Todd. I played that one and sat back to stroke myself while watching it.

It started in a bedroom with Todd lying naked on the bed. Rachel walked into view wearing a black robe. There was some dialogue between them. I skipped forward until she dropped the robe revealing she was completely naked underneath. She climbed onto the bed and proceeded to suck Todd’s cock until he got hard. Then she moved atop him into a sixty-nine position.

Soon she moved her hips forward and sat on his cock, fucking him from above. He then lifted her up, so he was fucking her from behind. The camera stayed focused on her face for a while before moving to show Todd’s massive cock penetrating her stretched, tanned pussy. Eventually they moved again so he was on top of her, pushing himself down into her while holding her legs in the air.

They fucked like that for a while, kissing almost the entire time, before he pulled out. With a quick movement he pointed his cock at her face and jerked off. When his cum shot out, it splashed across Rachel’s face and mouth. She smiled at him, then the camera, and with a small wave the video ended.

There were more videos of Rachel with other men however it was a video of her with three men that grabbed my attention. It started with Rachel in a hot tub, similar to the one in the backyard. She was relaxing while sipping a glass of what appeared to be very cheap wine. After a few sips, her attention turned toward something off camera.

Into view came three men, all dressed to obviously be college bros. There was mostly nonsensical dialogue about them coming over to fix her house. Rachel lifted up from the water enough to reveal her naked, pert breasts before she said something about them helping her another way. All three men took the clue to strip naked and climb into the hot tub.

As soon as they were in the water they kissed her and ran their hands all over her body. One of the men dropped his mouth to her exposed breasts and licked her nipples. Rachels hands were busy under the water, her arms visibly moving near two of the men. Then one of the men pulled her to sit on his lap, and immediately she began moving up and down. Her naked ass would barely rise out of the water before disappearing again beneath the surface.

She turned her head to a man standing next to her and sucked his cock while grasping for the dick of the third man. The two dicks that I could see didn’t seem to be as large as Todd, but they were certainly impressive enough to be in this kind of video. Though the video was arousing, I didn’t want to finish to it. So I zoomed through most of it, watching Rachel fuck three men in fast forward. After nearly half an hour she finished off all three men, each cumming on her chest as she lay next to the hot tub.

I decided to put the movie back in the drawer, and return to the drives that Rachel had left for me. When I was tucking the movie back into Rachel’s drawer, and straightening it to hide my incursion, I spotted a thumb drive beneath the dildos. Curiosity won me over again, and I dug it out before returning to my laptop with it.

That drive contained more videos of Todd and Rachel, obviously taken around the house. I skipped past the first few videos of them fucking in the living room, the shower, and the bedroom. Then there was a video of them in the backyard. It started with Rachel wearing one of her tiny bikinis, lounging next to the pool in obvious twilight.

Todd was holding the camera; I saw his reflection in the rear door as he closed it. Then he crossed to Rachel and asked, “Are you ready?”

Rachel looked at the fence and quipped, “Better question, are they ready?” She stood and walked over to the fence that separated her yard from the neighbors, where I had spotted those three frat guys. When she got to the fence she dropped to her knees, knocked on the wood fence, then said in a sing-song tone, “Is anybody there?”

Quickly a small piece of the fence was pulled away. Then a dick popped through the opening, it was stiff but not as large as Todd’s. Rachel grabbed it, stroked it a few times, then said to the camera, “Look what I found.”

With a quick smile she popped the dick into her mouth and sucked its full length three times. From the other side of the fence a muffle male voice exhaled, “Fuck yes.”

Rachel dropped a hand to her bikini bottoms, tugged them aside, and rubbed her clit. Once her hand settled into a steady rhythm, she sucked her cheeks in tight against the dick in her mouth and proceeded to bob her head rapidly. It was a sensation that I had become familiar with, and it was startling that this strange man was able to last more than a minute.

When he orgasmed, he let out a loud moan. Rachel didn’t remove her mouth from his cock until his dick finished spasming and went soft. Clearly spent, the strange man stepped back from the fence leaving the space empty.

After she finished swallowing, Rachel asked toward the fence, “What do you say?”

The man’s voice floated weakly to the camera, “Thank you.”

A moment later the space in the fence was filled again, with another strange dick. This one was a bit thicker, but not longer, than the first. Rachel looked at it, smiled, and wrapped her hand around it.

After three slow, steady strokes, she asked the stranger through the fence, “What do you want?”

From the other side of the fence an eager male voice replied, “Please make me cum!”

“So polite.” Rachel smirked, tightened her grip on the dick, and jerked it furiously. Without removing her hand from her pussy, she was obviously driving this guy closer and closer to orgasm. He pushed against the fence, getting as much as his dick through as possible.

Todd moved the camera closer to the fence and a bit sideways. Through the wood slats, the video barely showed the man’s face, pressed tight and positioned so that he could see through. He looked down at Rachel, fingering herself while jerking him off. Then Todd swung the camera back and down, getting a closer view of Rachel’s hand moving furiously fast.

Rachel looked up at the man peeking at her through the fence and asked, “What do you want?”

He breathed an excited reply that obviously betrayed that he was on edge, “I want to cum!”

“Yeah? You want to cum? How bad?” Now she had that teasing tone in her voice, the same she had used on me.

“So bad. Oh. Please.” His voice sounded strained. Before she could tease him any more however his dick tensed up, his balls tightened, and he exhaled a drawn out, “Please.” Cum shot from his dick and splashed onto Rachel’s bikini-covered tits. She didn’t stop jerking until his dick had finished spurting and the last of his cum dribbled from the end onto her hands.

He staggered back from the fence, leaving the space empty, before saying, “Thank you.”

As Rachel licked his cum off her hand, another man stepped into the opening and pushed his dick through the fence. This dick was longer, dark skinned, but not as thick.

“Oh look! Another one. Just for me?” Rachel was obviously enjoying the experience. Addressing the fence she asked, “And what do you want?” She gently wrapped her hand around his dick and stroked slowly.

The man’s answer, more of a question, betrayed his disbelief at what was happening, “Suck my dick?”

Playfully she slapped the dick and pulled her hand away. “That isn’t nice.”

It only took a moment for the man to realize his mistake. “Please. Please, please suck my dick.”

“Okay, since you asked nicely.” Rachel wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft before adding, “But you don’t get to cum in my mouth until you learn manners.” Before the man could say anything, she shot her head forward and sucked his dick.

He let out a moan as she bobbed her head, but when she sucked her cheeks in and increased speed he audibly gasped and said, “Holy fuck!” About a minute later he groaned, “I’m going to cum!”

Rachel pulled her head back and replaced the tight, fast motion of her mouth, with her hand. The man’s dick pulsed, and released a dozen blasts of cum. She aimed him sideways and let his cum spill into the grass. He leaned against the fence breathing hard and exhaled a soft, “Thank you.”

Rachel replied, “Good man. Learn some manners before next time.” The video ended with her standing up, and the missing piece of wood getting slotted back into the fence.

Next on the drive was a video showing the living room washed in daylight, looking from the kitchen toward Todd sitting on the couch. Rachel adjusted the camera, then sat next to Todd. They kissed for a minute as he felt her up, then she stood and removed her clothes. Once she was nude, she bent over and helped Todd remove his pants.

Rachel knelt on the couch, leaned over Todd’s lap, and held his half stiff prick upright as she sucked it into her mouth. As she bobbed up and down steadily on his cock, she looked off to the right at something out of frame. Todd ran his hands over her body, teasing her breasts and pussy with his fingertips.

After a few minutes Todd’s cock had grown completely hard, standing up on its own. Rachel sat back and said to whoever was off camera, “Come on. Join us.” When no one appeared, Rachel went back to sucking Todd’s cock. A few more minutes went by before Rachel tried again, “Don’t you want some of this cock?”

Todd wiggled his hips side-to-side causing his dick to wave. That was when I realized who they were trying to entice. I didn’t want to believe it, but sure enough my wife stepped into view. She looked pale and soft, like the day we’d arrived. Caroline was naked, her pale freckled skin and red hair showing up vividly on the video.

With some trepidation she moved toward the couch with only one glance over her shoulder toward the camera. It was obvious that she was reluctant about the camera being there, but Todd and Rachel gave her assurances. Caroline reached the couch and sat next to Todd. Reaching out one hand, she gripped the base of his cock.

Rachel moved to the adjacent chair as Caroline leaned down toward Todd’s upright cock. Tenderly she put her mouth on the side of his massive shaft then licked up and down its length. My heart started to sink as my wife grew more enthusiastic. Todd moved Caroline’s hair aside, giving the camera a clear view of her lips gliding up and down his huge shaft. When her tongue darted out of her mouth and around his balls, he moaned.

For a few minutes my wife worked her mouth up and down Todd’s huge cock while he held her hair and looked down at her affectionately. With a gentle tug on her hips, Todd helped my wife move onto her knees. The new position allowed him to massage her breasts as she sucked his cock. He let go of her hair and slid his hand down her back to her ass.

When he slipped a finger into her she wiggled her hips and moaned. He pumped a finger in and out of her pussy as Caroline worked her head up and down faster. Seemingly frustrated that she wasn’t able to get much of his manhood into her mouth, she used her hands to jerk his shaft while sucking the head of his cock.

Rachel put one leg over the arm of her chair, spreading her pussy wide. She put one hand on her clit and the other to her breast. After one quick look at the camera, presumably to make sure it could see everything clearly, she returned her attention to watching her boyfriend with my wife. Her hands gently moved over her sensitive areas easily as her breaths deepened.

Todd slipped a second finger inside my wife’s pussy. Again Caroline wiggled and moaned in response to his probing. He grinned at her and asked, “Do you like that?”

Caroline took her mouth off him and whispered, “Yes. Your fingers are almost bigger than any dick I’ve ever had.”

“Almost?” He seemed surprised.

“Well I’ve had yours, and yours is bigger. But that’s it.” Caroline returned her head to licking the head of Todd’s cock.

He pushed his two fingers deeper and used his thumb to tease her asshole. My wife let out a small squeal of surprise in response. Then Todd asked, “You didn’t marry a guy with a big dick?”

Caroline let out a chuckle before looking at him and answering. “No. But I didn’t know how much I loved big dicks when I got married.”

With a soft laugh in response, he used the hand not occupying her pussy to guide her head back to his dick. My wife didn’t need to be told what to do, and immediately resumed sucking as much of his cock as she could, while jerking the base of his shaft and massaging his balls. Todd then moved his hand to her breasts and used his large hand to tease both of her nipples simultaneously.

From the chair Rachel suggested, “You should change positions now. Bury that cock in you. If you’re wet enough that is.”

My wife came off Todd’s cock, stood up, turned around, and said, “I’m dripping for this dick.” She pushed Todd onto his back, swung one leg over him, and moved herself above him. Caroline held his cock upright with one hand, spread her pussy with her other, and slowly lowered herself. As her hips lowered, his thick cock sunk into her eager cunt, spreading her wide. Caroline moaned in pleasure, but there was a look of intense concentration on her face.

Rachel held her breath and tried to stay quiet, while watching and fingering herself. I had my suspicions about what they did when I was at work, but seeing proof of their activities caused all of the arousal I’d had during the week to come flooding back into me. I slathered lube on my dick, tightened my grip, and stroked faster.

Caroline pushed herself all the way down in a quick move. With Todd’s cock completely inside her, she rocked her hips gently and grinded her clit against him. He reached up and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them together before massaging them in circles. My wife moaned when he pinched her nipples.

She bounced on his cock, moving it in and out of her pussy in a steady rhythm. They both breathed heavily as their moans grew louder. Todd moved his hands to my wife’s hips to help steady her movement. Now that her tits were free, they jumped with the motion of her body and waved side to side. He kept his eyes focused on her breasts as Caroline fucked him faster.

Then my wife groaned loudly and said, “I’m going to cum. Don’t stop.” Todd used his grip on Caroline’s hips to hold her steady, then pistoned up into her, faster than she’d been fucking him. The suddenly faster movements, as he now fucked her, caused my wife to let out a pleasured yell.

Caroline grabbed Todd’s forearms tightly to balance herself. She held her breath for a long moment before yelling, “I’m cumming! Fuck me! I’m cumming!”

Watching my wife’s orgasm, seeing her breasts swinging wildly, hearing her moans, was enough to cause my own orgasm. I jerked my own dick hard and fast, relying on the lube to keep my hand moving while I aimed for the towel. A few spurts of cum escaped the end of my dick and dropped onto the towel. After letting out a grunt at my release, I sat back in the chair and exhaled feeling satisfied.

I stopped the video, cleaned the lube off my dick, and searched for something else to occupy my time. However I was unable to think of anything other than the videos and what else my wife had been up to. So eventually I sat back in front of my laptop and looked through the rest of Rachel’s drive. The rest of it was videos of her with Todd though, nothing else with my wife.

So I turned my attention to the drive left in my bag. The first video on it was the same video that I had just watched, with Todd and my wife on the couch. So I skipped it and went to the next video. It showed the backyard, lit by bright daylight, looking toward the neighbor’s fence where Rachel had installed her gloryhole.

The view spun toward the pool to reveal Rachel and Caroline sunbathing nude. Oil shined from their skin. My wife’s hair was pulled back into a ponytail. Rachel waved at the camera and teasingly spread her legs wide, showing off her bare cunt for only a moment before closing her legs again. It was obvious that Todd had the camera because it then focused on my wife’s bare breasts. Caroline put her hands under her tits and bounced them slightly. Behind the camera Todd chuckled.

For a moment the view dropped down to reveal Todd’s half stiff cock hanging in front of him, before the view returned to the two women. Caroline was looking at Todd’s dick. My wife smiled, waved, and said something the camera didn’t pick up. Todd moved close to my wife. When he was within reach she sat up, grabbed his cock with both hands, and jerked it while licking his balls.

Rachel said, “You’re going to wear him out and leave nothing for me.”

From behind the camera, Todd said, “You have those horny neighbors watching you, Rachel. You could always play with them.”

With a glance toward the fence, the blonde asked, “What do you think Caroline? Want to play with them?”

My wife removed her mouth from Todd’s sack and answered, “I want this monster right here.” She wiggled his massive cock like she was trying to swing a bat. “I want it inside me.”

With a grin Rachel said, “You should try it in your ass. Trust me.”

Caroline shook her head and said, “I don’t know about that. A woman has her limits.”

“Well, maybe something more reasonable first.” Rachel walked over to the fence, and rather than removing the piece of wood that blocked the hole, she put her face to the slats and looked through. She had a short conversation with whoever was on the other side before returning to the pool.

A minute later, the three men I had seen through the fence came into the backyard. They were all wearing shorts that would be appropriate for swimming, and nothing else. The three men crossed the yard to stand near Rachel and Caroline. My wife stopped jerking and licking Todd’s cock. She looked at the three new men nervously.

Rachel broke the silence, “Come over here.” With an inviting wave she motioned the three men to join her. They descended on her like hungry wolves. As one of the men undid his shorts, Rachel interrupted him, “Now, what do you say?”

The man with his shorts half undone asked, “Can I fuck you?”

With a nod of agreement Rachel answered, “Yes. Since you asked so nicely.”

With amazing speed the man removed his shorts, flung them aside, and dropped to his knees between Rachel’s legs. He hooked his arms under her knees and used the leverage to pull her hips into the air. Then he pushed his hips forward and sunk his dick into her pussy. Without hesitating he pumped furiously, driving his dick into her with as much force as he could muster.

While watching, the other men removed their shorts and slowly jerked themselves off. It was obvious they didn’t want to make themselves cum, they were just staying hard and enjoying the show. Though all three of the men were moaning, it was barely audible on the video. Rachel’s moans however were loud and clear.

The camera suddenly panned down to show my wife, still on her knees in front of Todd, jerking his cock while watching the three men around Rachel. When Caroline noticed that he was pointing the camera at her, she blushed slightly, waved at it, and wrapped her mouth around the enormous head of Todd’s dick.

Todd quipped, “I think you’re starting to like the camera. Maybe I should take you to work with me tomorrow.”

From beside the pool a man said breathily, “I’m going to cum! Can I cum in you?”

Quickly the camera panned over to capture Rachel’s response. “If you say please.”

With a frustrated grunt that betrayed the difficulty he was having holding back, the man pounding into Rachel’s pussy groaned, “Please.”

Rachel lifted her hips up before reaching down and grabbing his balls. The bastard didn’t stand a chance at not cumming when she pushed her pussy all the way down on his dick and massaged his sack. Sure enough he groaned loudly and his hips repeatedly tried to push forward as he orgasmed.

When he finished, Rachel looked over at Caroline and asked, “You want the next one?”

The camera returned to Caroline as she answered, “No.” Then my wife looked up at Todd, “Will you fuck me? Please. Fuck my tight pussy.”

Todd handed the camera off to the man that had just cum in Rachel. As my wife rolled over onto her hands and knees, Todd dropped down to his knees behind her. The man focused the camera on Todd’s massive cock as it pushed into my wife’s eager pink cunt. Caroline let out long moans as he pushed into her.

I clearly heard Todd ask my wife, “Do you like that?”

Caroline breathed, “Yes. I like it.”

He then added, “Like fucking me on camera?”

With a giggle my wife looked at the camera, then at Todd, before answering, “Not every day that I get fucked by a porn star on camera.”

Apparently, my wife knew about Todd’s profession before I did. And not only did it not seem to bother her, she seemed aroused by the idea.

The man with the camera moved to capture both women in the view. Rachel was on her back with the second man kneeling between her legs, working the head of his dick between her pussy lips, teasing her clit. She asked my wife, “Was it worth the trip?”

My wife moaned as Todd pumped her pussy with his cock, “Absolutely. I’ve never been fucked so good in my life. I’ve never cum this much. I’m sorry I didn’t believe you. If I had known, I would have visited sooner.”

I wondered what my wife meant by that. Obviously, she’d talked with her sister about this, long before our trip. My thoughts turned conspiratorial, ‘Had they planned this whole thing? And for how long?’

On the video, the man between Rachel’s legs begged, “Please can I fuck you?”

Rachel laughed, “Yes. I’ve teased you enough I suppose.”

Immediately the man leaned forward and drove his slick cock into her pussy. He held himself above her and thrust his hips up and down rapidly. Though Rachel was barely moaning, he moaned louder and louder.

The man standing beside Caroline and Todd, knelt down, shifting the camera view to show my wife from the side. Her large breasts swayed beneath her, driven by Todd’s repeated pumps. I could hear the smile in the voice of the man behind the camera when he said, “You have awesome titties. They are so cool.”

My wife blushed and responded, “Thank you.”

Exhibiting manners that apparently had been taught to him by Rachel, he asked, “Can I touch them?” Caroline nodded to indicate her permission. He reached out a hand and wrapped it around one of her breasts, squeezing and kneading it eagerly. “Are your tits sensitive?”

With a deep breath, my wife moaned, “Yes.”

Todd said to the man with the camera, “Give me that.” After handing the camera back to Todd, the man knelt in front of my wife and used both of his hands to grope her breasts. For a minute, Todd stayed focused on that, before turning the camera downward to show his cock, disappearing and reappearing from my wife’s pussy.

Caroline’s moans increased in volume as the man fondled her breasts and Todd fucked her. She orgasmed when Todd told the man to play with my wife’s nipples and he complied. As this strange man pinched her erect nipples, her body spasmed in waves as Todd held himself inside her.

When Rachel announced she was cumming, the camera view swung toward her. She was still on her back with the man fucking her from above, her legs spread wide. Apparently, her announcement that she was cumming, was enough for that man. He groaned and pulled his hips back. Once he had withdrawn from her, he jerked his cock, and shot his cum onto Rachel’s chest.

The third man, still standing there gently stroking his dick, looked down at Rachel eagerly. With a small movement toward her, he asked, “Can I please fuck you now?”

After thinking about it for a moment, Rachel answered, “I don’t know. Caroline, you want to fuck this one?”

When the camera panned back to my wife, it showed that Todd had stopped moving. Though he stayed still, his massive cock was still deep inside Caroline. She groaned without answering, desperately moving her body, fucking herself on Todd’s cock. The camera swung around to show her face, as Todd handed the camera back to the first man.

My wife had a look that I had seen when she was face down on the bed with Todd’s cock in her ass. As he called it at the time, she looked cum drunk. Rachel repeated the question, and my wife answered, “Yes. Fuck a cock. I want… to fuck a cock.”

Eagerly the third man moved beside my wife and exclaimed, “Yes! I get to fuck the big tittied redhead!”

Without removing himself from my wife’s pussy, Todd looked the situation over. He leaned forward so his mouth was next to my wife’s ear and asked, “Do you want him to fuck your ass?”

Caroline dreamily looked sideways at Todd, kissed his cheek, then answered, “Yes. Fuck my ass.”

With a nod, Todd leaned back. Then he grabbed my wife around the waist and rolled over, taking him with her. Skillfully he landed on his back and spun my wife around in one motion, so that she was now facing him. Not once did his massive cock leave her pussy. As soon as they were in that position, my wife leaned down and kissed Todd.

The third man very excitedly grabbed his dick and knelt down behind my wife. He pushed forward while aiming his dick at my wife’s asshole. Todd didn’t move, but Caroline humped her hips up and down on Todd’s massive cock. However the motion wasn’t enough to overcome the eagerness of the man behind her, and soon the head of his dick found my wife’s asshole.

With relative ease the man shoved forward plunging his dick into my wife’s ass. His dick wasn’t that large, so quickly his balls slapped against Caroline, and she let out a pleasured yell, “Oh fuck!”

The man fucked her rapidly, pumping his dick in and out of her ass with as much rapidity as his hips allowed. Caroline’s moans were so loud they caused the microphone to squelch. From beneath her, Todd groped her breasts, and held himself deep in her pussy while kissing her.

Rachel asked, “Do you like that? Two dicks at the same time?”

Caroline stopped kissing Todd and yelled, “Yes! Two cocks! Two cocks in me! Come on, fuck me! Fuck me harder!” I heard a desperate tone in her voice, similar to when Todd fucked her in the ass.

Todd moved his hips, slowly pumping his cock in and out of her pussy as the other man pounded her ass. Then he put his hands on Caroline’s face and looked in her eyes. It took her a few seconds to focus enough to realize what she was looking at. When they smiled at each other Todd said, “You seem to like anal sex.”

My wife let out a long groan, “Yes! Oh yes!”

Then Todd teased her, “Maybe you are a camera slut. We get the camera out, and you’re letting strange men fuck you in the ass.”

With a wicked smile Caroline exhaled her response, “Yes. Just a slut. Ass fuck me like a slut.” Then she looked back at the man fucking her ass. Then, as if he wasn’t already pumping as hard as he could, she commanded him, “Come on! Harder! Fuck me harder!” To his credit, the man tried to pump faster and slam into her harder.

Surprisingly, my dick was getting hard again already. I put more lube on my hand, grabbed my prick, and jerked myself tightly. The sight and sounds of my wife getting double fucked, while begging to be fucked harder, pushed me to orgasm. In less than a minute I spewed my cum onto the towel.

Right as I finished cumming, the man fucking my wife’s ass grunted, “Can I cum in your ass?”

Caroline yelled her response, “Yes! Cum in me! Give it to me! Give me your cum!”

The man pushed forward so his torso was above hers and shoved his dick forward as hard as he could. With a series of grunts and pushes of his hips, he emptied his balls into my wife. When he finished cumming, he sat back. His dick bounced when it popped out of my wife. He wiped the sweat off his forehead and exhaled, “Thank you.”

Rachel reached her hands toward the cameraman and the second man, then said, “Let’s see if we can get you two hard again. Then you can double fuck me.” The camera swung toward the table before the video ended.

I dumped the dirty towels in the laundry and cleaned my hands. Then I discovered that I was surprisingly tired. So with the intent of taking a nap I returned to the guest bedroom, shut the door, and laid down in the bed naked.

Unable to fall asleep, I set the laptop on my chest and played the next video. Rachel walked the camera across the backyard. My wife was wearing a tiny green bikini, though it was completely askew. Caroline was on her back on a towel by the pool. Her legs were hooked over Todd's arms as he held himself over her. He pistoned his cock into her upturned pussy. Her breasts flopped wildly side to side unrestrained by the bikini, and her nipples were visibly hard.

The noise of their fucking grew louder as the camera moved closer. My wife's moans came louder and more frequently as their fucking reached a fevered pitch. Todd came, and he used his weight to pin my wife down as he emptied his balls into her cunt, which caused my wife to practically scream in ecstasy. His huge balls contracted with each pulse until all of his cum had been dumped deep into my wife.

After a minute of hard breathing, my wife moved her legs allowing Todd to roll over and lay beside her. He reached a hand around her and gently massaged her tits. Their bodies were soaked in sweat and glistening in the sun.

"The neighbors are watching", Rachel said. "I’m guessing they didn’t get enough earlier. And I bet they'd like to come over. We have a few hours before your husband gets here. Should we invite them?"

"No", my wife answered curtly. “Their cocks are too small."

I had seen all three of their cocks, and they were average size. Hell, one of them was bigger than me.

My wife continued, "They don't satisfy me. I mean, they tried hard and that was fun. But I think I need something this size." With that she reached back and jiggled Todd's softening cock.

Rachel sighed, “They’ll be disappointed.”

With a look from the fence to the camera, my wife said, “Well if three times isn’t enough for them, they’ll just need to go somewhere else.” That made all three of them laugh.

Todd kissed Caroline’s neck, then said, “If it’s big cocks you’re looking for, I know where you can get some.”

Rachel added, “Trust me, you’ll cum so hard, and so much, you will think you’ve gone to heaven.”

Caroline said, “Sounds like a great idea.” She had a lustful look on her face and a content smile.

The video ended, and somehow I felt even more tired. So I set the laptop aside, rolled over, and went to sleep. A couple hours later I was awoken by the sound of a car in the driveway. After checking the clock I peeked out the window. My wife, her sister, Todd, and the man from the photos this morning, were getting out of a car and coming into the house.

They entered the house, and I heard laughter and talking in the living room. Moments later, Rachel entered the guest bedroom. She was wearing a tiny bikini, but I suspected it was a different one than she had been wearing this morning. To clarify, I asked, “Is that a different bikini?”

Rachel looked down at herself, then shrugged and said, “I guess we must have switched.”

That was when I realized it was the bikini that my wife was wearing in the photos from this morning, and if they had swapped, then at some point during the day the bikinis must have been off. Wanting to confirm my suspicion I asked, “Did you switch on purpose?”

She climbed onto the bed next to me. With another shrug she answered, “No, not really. Things happen.” Then she saw my laptop, with the video previews still visible on the screen, and smirked. “What have you been up to?” With a quick motion she pulled the blanket back and exposed my naked body. Seeing me nude, Rachel quipped, “Oh! That’s what you were doing.”

Rachel grabbed my dick. She squeezed it rhythmically, trying to encourage some blood to flow into my limp organ. I did not expect that I would be able to get an erection, even seeing her breasts fall out of her bikini top as she leaned forward and wrapped her mouth around my dick. But she was intent on trying to get me hard.

Then my wife walked down the hall to the open door of the guest bedroom. Caroline was nude, whichever bikini she’d been wearing was now gone. Trailing behind her was Todd and the other man, both nude. Each man’s massive hardon bounced in front of them as they walked, and I noticed this other man’s cock was just as large as Todd’s.

As my wife came to a stop, she looked into the guest bedroom. There was nothing to obstruct her view of Rachel and me. The blanket was pulled back, my naked body exposed, Rachel bent over with her bikini shifted so her body was on display, and my limp dick completely in Rachel’s mouth.

I stared at Caroline as she casually stroked both massive cocks hanging near her. Rachel looked up at me, saw that I was distracted, and looked toward the door to see what had my attention. When she saw the trio in the hall, Rachel turned on the bed, so her ass faced the open door. With one hand she reached back and undid her bikini bottoms, letting the tiny fabric fall away from her.

My wife smiled at me and asked, “How is that, honey?”

Unsure how to answer, and not wanting to disappoint anyone, I nodded and gave a grunt of approval. Rachel however sat up and said, “I don’t think he can get hard.” She gripped my soft dick tightly and tugged it a few times, to show that it wasn’t responding. With a small laugh, Rachel pointed at my laptop and said, “Too much jerking off.”

I blushed in response, but my wife smiled. Then Caroline got distracted when Todd cupped her breasts in his hands. He squeezed her tits and playfully teased her nipples. The other man ran a hand around her hip, through the red hair above her pussy, before slipping his fingers down to split the pink folds of her cunt and dipping a finger inside her. Caroline moaned softly and leaned back against the two men.

When my wife kissed Todd and the other man, their tongues intertwining outside their mouths, my arousal flared, and I felt my dick twitch. Rachel felt it too, because she said, “Oh your husband likes that.” Caroline’s hands moved faster on their cocks, Todd dropped his mouth to my wife’s breasts, and again my dick throbbed. With a smile Rachel added, “Yep. He really likes that. If you keep going he might get hard.”

Caroline looked at me and asked, “You like when they touch me, honey?” I nodded affirmation. Then my wife said, “Good. I like it too. They make me feel so good.” After a look down at the hard cocks in her hands, she finished, “Let’s get these inside me.” With a firm tug, she led the two men down the hall to the master bedroom by their pricks.

Once they were out of sight, Rachel sucked my soft dick back into her mouth. Through the wall there was a small squeak, and I knew it was the bed responding to my wife sitting on it. There was nothing but silence for a minute. When my dick didn’t respond to Rachel’s vigorous sucking, she sat up and looked in my eyes.

“Well, this obviously isn’t working.” She continued to tug on my dick, but it wouldn’t respond. Then with a slight frustration in her voice, she said, “If you aren’t going to get hard and fuck me, we need to put you to some other use.” Rachel pushed me onto my back, turned herself around, and lowered herself toward my face.

I wondered if she’d had sex earlier, if one of the men had cum inside her, and if I would be able to taste that. The thought seemed ridiculous to me, if someone had cum inside her earlier, the semen would be long gone by now. Somehow the thought that her pussy had already been fucked today, was incredibly arousing to me though. When her pussy was still inches away from my mouth, I lifted my head up to lick her.

Responding to my movement, Rachel said, “Wow. You’re eager today.” She let out a moan when I pushed my tongue into her cunt. “That’s good.” She ran her hands through my hair. “You do that really well. You must like eating pussy.”

With a nod I answered, “Yes, I do.”

The quick separation of my face from her groin caused Rachel to look over her shoulder at me. She had that taunting smirk on her face, and I knew that she was about to torment me. Sure enough she pushed herself down, using her cunt to force my head against the pillow. Then she flipped her ankles onto my shoulders and used her weight to hold me in place.

Now that I was trapped, Rachel started her teasing. “Do you know why your wife isn’t moaning like a whore right now? It’s because she’s busy sucking dick. Her mouth is full of cock. Do you know how many dicks she sucked at the beach today?” When I didn’t respond, Rachel teased me with the answer, “It was more than one.”

Rachel wrapped a hand around my still limp dick, then grabbed my balls with her other. As she worked her hands on me, she continued, “Your wife has gotten so good at blowjobs. She starts by licking the balls, then the shaft, before finally taking it in her mouth. And she can take Todd’s whole length now, pushing down until those big dicks are in her throat.”

Rachel’s words caused my arousal to flare and I felt my dick start to grow firm in her hand. She obviously felt it too, because she continued teasing me, “I feel you throbbing. Your dick gets hard knowing your wife has turned into a cocksucking champ. Maybe you’d like to see it?”

I couldn’t say anything with her pussy grinding against my mouth, but my body responded. When Rachel felt my dick throb again, blood pulsing into it making it firmer, she smirked and said, “Oh, you do want to see your wife suck cock. Okay, let’s go.”

She jumped up, grabbed my hand, and pulled me out of bed. As she led me down the hall toward the master bedroom she loudly said, “We’re coming.”

When we stepped through the door into the master bedroom I saw my wife. Caroline was sitting on the edge of the bed with her legs spread. To each side of her stood one of the men, their huge cocks in her face. While she sucked Todd’s cock, and stroked the other, the two men ran their hands over her breasts.

Rachel had me lay down on the floor in front of the dresser, far enough back from the bed to be out of the way, but at an angle where I could see everything. As she lowered herself again onto my face, she pointed at me and announced to the room, “He wanted to watch.” Then she pinched my half hard dick with two fingers, shook it, and said, “It’s actually getting him hard.”

Caroline pulled her head back, letting Todd’s massive cock bob free. Then she looked up at the other man, and while maintaining eye contact with him, wrapped her lips around the head of his dick. Slowly she moved her head forward, sinking more of his massive tool into her mouth.

Todd looked down at me. With a smile he said, “Hey, dude.”

My wife pushed her head farther down until her lips touched the base of the man’s cock. He let out a moan and Rachel asked him, “How does that feel, Scott?”

He turned his attention from my wife deep throating his dick, to Rachel sitting on my face, and answered her, “She’s really good at this.” Then he looked down at me and added, “I like your wife, dude.”

With a slow, long slide backward my wife removed Scott’s cock from her throat and mouth. When his shaft was finally free, I could see it glistening with her saliva. Then she smiled at him and said, “Thank you.” She stroked both cocks for a moment before asking, “Will somebody please eat my pussy?”

Todd looked at me and replied, “I think your husband would love to.”

Rachel moved aside and said, “Well then, if I can’t use his face, I want some dick.”

Caroline came to me and squatted on my face. As her swollen pink pussy lips made contact with my mouth I had the same thought, wondering if there was semen in her cunt. However I didn’t wonder whether or not she’d already had sex today, but instead, how many times. Incredibly aroused by the thoughts, I eagerly pushed my tongue into my wife’s cunt and rubbed her clit.

While my wife grinded her hips against my face, Rachel moved to the bed. She sat down, looked at the two porn stars standing next to her, then asked, “Hey Caroline, which one do you want?”

Through soft moans my wife answered, “I want the big one.” Everyone except me laughed, my mouth was too busy.

Todd looked at Scott and said, “Dude, I guess you’ll have to fuck my girlfriend at work.” Then Todd pushed Rachel back onto the bed and climbed atop her. I watched as he sunk the length of his massive cock into her tanned pussy in one motion. They began fucking immediately, him pounding himself down into her, making the bed squeak with each thrust.

Scott stepped in front of my wife, with his feet to either side of my head. He kissed Caroline then asked, “Want to suck my dick?”

My wife moaned, “Yes, please,” before moving her head forward and wrapping her mouth around the head of his cock. She reached her hands behind him and grabbed his ass, pulling him deeper into her mouth. I saw the bulge form in her throat as he pushed completely into her.

As the moans from the bed grew louder, my wife moved her head faster on Scott’s massive cock. The ease with which my wife took his entire length surprised me. I looked around the room, from my wife’s large breasts hanging above me, to the bed where Todd had Rachel’s legs in the air as he fucked her.

Caroline’s moans grew louder, and I wasn’t sure if the cause was my oral attention or her desire for Scott’s cock. Despite hearing my wife’s pleasure, my dick was not getting completely hard. Inside I wanted to get aroused, to fuck my wife like I had seen her get fucked this week, but my body didn’t seem able.

When my wife finally pulled back from Scott’s dick, she looked back at mine. Seeing that I wasn’t hard, she asked, “What’s the matter, honey? Can’t get it up right now?” I shook my head as much as possible and moaned a muffled no into my wife’s cunt. With a disappointed look she said, “Okay. Well I need dick. You stay here.”

My wife stood up and bent over the chair in the corner, shaking her ass at Scott. He took the queue, and with a smile at me said, “Dude, I like your wife.”

Scott stepped behind my wife, put his hands on her hips, and rubbed his cock against her pussy. I could see the width of his shaft spreading her cunt lips, and the moisture of her pussy dripping onto him.

Caroline looked over her shoulder, down at me. When she spotted my soft dick, she said, “Honey, I need to know you like this. That you want this.” I nodded at her, but when I didn’t say anything, she issued a command, “Tell him you want him to fuck me.” I hesitated for a moment, and she added, “Please.”

Knowing that she would fuck him regardless, but sensing that she would ask me to leave the room if I didn’t comply, I quietly said, “Fuck her.”

Over the noise that Todd and Rachel were making, my words practically disappeared. Scott looked at me, but did not shift his motions from teasing the length of my wife’s pussy with his shaft. Caroline made a disappointed face and said, “No, like you mean it. Tell him you want him to fuck me.”

Now my wife was teasing me, similar to the torment that Rachel unleashed on me, and I felt my arousal surge. So with a surprising eagerness I loudly said, “Please fuck my wife!” Scott smiled, lifted his cock up, and pushed it into Caroline. She was so wet that he slipped inside her without resistance.

“Oh! Oh fuck!” My wife let out long moans. He began fucking her slowly, with long deliberate strokes that left just the head of his cock inside her before pushing back in until their bodies met.

They continued like this for a minute before my wife looked over her shoulder at Scott, then down at me. Again with a pouting, teasing look on her face, my wife commanded me, “Honey, show me that you like this. Get on your knees and show me.”

I complied, sitting up to my knees and pointing my half-hard dick toward my wife. When she didn’t look completely satisfied, I grabbed my dick and jerked it gently. From the corner of my eye, I saw that Todd and Rachel had moved so that she was on her side and they were facing my wife and Scott.

My wife let out a moan, “Harder.” In response I gripped my dick tighter and moved my hand faster. When she saw my reaction she said, “No, honey. Not you, him. Ask him to fuck me harder.”

I felt unable to look at Scott. So with my eyes downturned toward the floor, I said in a soft voice, “Please fuck her harder.” He didn’t respond even though my words were clear now that Rachel was quieter. After Caroline shot me a stern look, I repeated my words louder, “Please fuck her harder!”

Scott did as I asked. He gripped my wife’s hips firmly and pounded into her. Each time he slammed forward, their bodies made a loud smack. Caroline’s moans grew louder with each passing moment. Soon he was fucking her so hard the chair was shaking and I feared they would fall over.

Minutes later and Caroline let out quick moans before yelling, “I want to cum! I need to cum!” She looked over her shoulder at me pleadingly.

Knowing what she wanted, I loudly said, “Please make my wife cum!”

Without slowing the movement of his hips, Scott reached a hand around my wife. His fingers searched through her red bush for her clit. When he found it, he rubbed gently. The reaction was instant. Caroline’s hips bucked wildly, her entire body shook, and she literally yelled. Scott continued to pound into her while mercilessly teasing her clit for over a minute and Caroline’s orgasm didn’t stop the entire time.

When her orgasm finally dissipated, Caroline let out a deep breath. Then she looked at me and said, “Thank him.”

Again I didn’t really want to make eye contact with Scott, especially while he was still having sex with my wife. So I just turned my head in his direction and loudly said, “Thank you for my wife’s orgasm.”

I glanced toward the bed and saw that Rachel and Todd had slowed down. Looking back at my wife and Scott, they had slowed also. Everyone looked at me and I suddenly felt my skin flush with embarrassment.

From the bed, Rachel said, “I don’t think he’s really enthusiastic about your pleasure.” She got off the bed and walked around me. When she’d finished circling me, she pointed down at my still half-hard dick. “Yeah, he’s not even hard. Well if we can’t put your dick to use, we can put your mouth to use.”

Somehow the idea of Rachel riding my face again, turned me on and made my dick visibly throb. Rachel noticed because she said, “You like that idea. Good!” She pushed me onto my back, lying on the floor with my head at the foot of the bed. Then she turned to my wife and said, “Caroline, come here. I have something you have to try.”

My wife and Scott separated. Caroline came over to me, and following the directions from Rachel, sat on my face while looking at the bed. The position didn’t allow me to see anything other than my wife’s body above me, and just barely passed her to the blank ceiling. As soon as her pussy made contact with my mouth, I licked her pink lips and sucked her clit.

Then Caroline leaned forward and blocked my view entirely with her body, her large breasts pushing onto the surface of the bed. Leaning forward caused her hips to rotate, so now her clit was against my mouth and my nose was buried in her red bush. I started to bring my hands up, to caress my wife’s ass and finger her cunt, but I felt her ankles lock over my wrists and hold me down.

From the small space I was tucked into, I could barely hear my wife moan as I sucked her clit. However I heard Rachel’s voice almost perfectly, “See Caroline? Like that he can’t go anywhere. No choice but to please you with his mouth.” There was no answer from my wife, prompting Rachel to add, “She can’t answer right now because she’s sucking Todd’s cock.”

There was a shift in the floor, indicating movement near me. Then I felt heat and weight near my hips. Momentarily I wondered if Rachel was mounting me, maybe to milk my dick in some way. However I soon learned what it was, as the head of Scott’s massive cock bumped against my chin.

I tried to pull my head back, but had nowhere to go. The bulbous cock head probed my wife’s pussy lips, spreading them until his dick again bumped into my chin. Before I could process what was happening, he lifted his cock with one hand and slipped it inside my wife. Unable to see the penetration, I felt my wife swell around him, and it caused her clit to bulge further out.

As he pushed into her I could feel Caroline’s body tense. I wanted to move away but didn’t feel I had an escape route. That was when I felt Rachel’s hands, one around my dick and the other gripping my balls. It wasn’t an unpleasant grip, but I knew that Rachel could cause pleasure or discomfort if she wanted to.

When Scott pushed completely inside my wife, his balls rubbed against my chin and neck. Caroline let out a loud, clear moan indicating that her mouth was free. My wife held herself still, with Scott’s cock completely inside her, as I continued to work my mouth on her clit. Quickly she yelled, “I’m cumming! Oh fuck!”

Caroline’s body shook and I had trouble keeping my mouth tight to her, but Scott had no trouble staying inside her. I heard my wife beat her fists against the bed as her words devolved into grunts and moans. Eventually she stopped shaking, and that was when Scott began moving his cock in and out of her.

Every time he pushed into her completely, his balls smacked into me, and I lost focus on everything. My wife’s moans grew soft and inconsistent, unlike they had been. Rachel noticed and asked, “Is your husband working your pussy good?”

From above me Caroline let out a disappointed sounding, “No.”

I felt Rachel’s hand release my dick, followed a moment later by a light smack to my balls. It was startling, more than painful, but it caused me to jump and let out a very muffled yelp. However it was the only motivation that I needed to suck on my wife’s clit more vigorously. Once my lips and tongue had settled into a fast rhythm, my wife moaned louder and steadily.

Moments later though, Caroline’s moans muffled and I imagined Todd’s cock in her mouth, pushing her head down to take him deep in her throat. Then Rachel let go of me. I heard the bed squeak, followed by Rachel’s soft moans.

Scott continued to fuck my wife, increasing his speed steadily until his balls seemed like they were always against my neck. Caroline quickly broke into another orgasm that didn’t seem to stop. I lost track of time, trapped in a place where my entire world was pleasing my wife.

Then Scott orgasmed. He pushed forward hard, completely burying his cock in my wife’s pussy. I felt his balls tightened as they pressed against my chin, and felt his cock pulse as it pushed my wife’s clit into my mouth with each throb. Caroline’s body bucked with each pulse and she let out a series of deep grunts.

As soon as he finished filling my wife’s womb with his seed, he pulled back and slid his cock out of her. Immediately Caroline sat up, rotating her hips forward, and replacing her clit’s spot on my mouth with her pussy. The taste of Scott’s spunk mixed with her vaginal fluids wept out of her, over my lips, and into my mouth. Strangely, the mixture tasted slightly sweet.

Now that my wife had shifted, and I had a view up toward the ceiling again, I could see Rachel and Todd standing next to the bed looking down at me. I tried to ignore them and focused on licking my wife’s cunt. Caroline reacted to my renewed attention, her breaths coming sharper and causing her breasts to bounce. That was when I felt my dick grow hard.

Rachel noticed my stiffening dick and commented, “See that? That’s what makes him hard.” My wife looked over her shoulder at my dick and smiled. Then Rachel got her wicked smirk and made a suggestion, “Todd, why don’t you fuck her while I suck him. We’ll see who cums first, you or him.”

Caroline exhaled a breathy response from atop me, “Ohhh, but his mouth is so good on my pussy.”

Todd moved himself behind my wife, and the pressure of his body made me feel trapped. My wife turned and kissed him as he reached around her and groped her breasts. Then he asked, “You don’t want to fuck me?”

My wife let out a small whimper before answering, “Of course I want to fuck you. I need your dick. But my pussy’s busy.” To emphasize her point, she grabbed a handful of my hair and held me tight against her.

With a smile Todd moved his hands to my wife’s ass, spread her cheeks, and asked, “How about your ass then? Want me to fuck your ass while he licks your pussy?”

She let out another whimper, nodded, and said, “Yes, please.” Caroline grabbed his thick cock, rubbed it up and down against herself, then slowly pushed her hips backward. As her hips moved, again her pussy rotated toward my chin. Soon her clit was between my lips, and the last of Scott’s cum dribbled out of her onto my neck.

I felt Rachel’s hands on my now stiff dick. She rubbed my shaft three times, then I felt her mouth envelop me. For a minute she held me in her mouth, just wiggling her tongue against my dick. Occasionally she would slip the tip of her tongue out and tickle my balls with it.

Caroline let out short grunts and sharp breaths as Todd finished pushing into her. Just like with Scott, once he was completely inside my wife, his balls hit my neck. They began fucking immediately, my wife trying desperately to hold still as he pumped into her. Just as Todd was hitting a rhythm, Rachel sucked tight onto my dick and started her fast bobbing.

Todd and my wife moaned loudly in time with each other. I could feel Rachel’s moans vibrate her mouth around my dick. When I realized that I was moaning, I wondered if my wife could feel my mouth vibrate around her clit, and if she knew how much I enjoyed everything that was happening.

Quickly my orgasm took hold of me. Rachel massaged my balls with her hands while pumping her mouth on my dick, sucking mightily until well after my last spasm had emptied my sack. In a week of surprising and adventurous sex, it was the strongest orgasm I’d had so far. Any noise that I made was muffled by my wife’s groin, but I’m sure that I would have made a lot of noise if possible.

When Rachel sat up, she said something I couldn’t make out. Moments later Todd and my wife moved, separating and standing. I rolled over onto my side, enjoying the ability to move freely. Caroline and Todd climbed onto the bed, lying on their sides facing away from me. He moved close to my wife, behind her, and I saw him guide his cock as he pushed forward.

Unfortunately the position didn’t provide an angle that allowed me to see whether he was fucking her pussy or her ass. My wife’s moans of pleasure didn’t provide a clue either, she sounded like she enjoyed both to an amazing degree. I looked over at Scott, sitting in the chair in the corner, stroking one hand up and down the long length of his soft cock.

Rachel was kneeling next to me. After she put her hands on my shoulder, feeling sure I was steady and okay to stand, she helped me up. Over the moans from Todd and Caroline, Rachel said, “You look tired. You should go get some sleep.”

Stupidly I looked over the room, at the four of them, and asked, “Are you going to be okay?”

With a chuckle she answered, “Yeah, we’ll be fine.”

I stumbled into the guest bedroom and lay down in the bed, not bothering to shut the door or get dressed. While I was exhausted, I suspected that I wouldn’t be able to sleep with the noise from the adjacent room. After thirty minutes of listening to my wife’s moans through the wall, broken only by the occasional bed squeak, I gave up and went to the living room. On the couch the noises were quieter, and I found myself wondering if the sounds of my wife having sex were becoming a necessary background noise for me to fall asleep.

Either because of the sounds, or despite them, soon enough I drifted off to sleep. Twice that night I was awoken by noise coming from the bedroom. Each time it was my wife moaning and yelling obscenities, with the occasional sound from Rachel. The second time was close to dawn and I was unable to go back to sleep. So I gave up on the idea and instead just packed our luggage for the flight home.

When I got out of the shower they were still fucking. I stood in the hallway listening to my wife scream, “Yes! Fuck me! Two cocks! Two big cocks!” Trying not to get hard was impossible, but I knew that we had a schedule to keep. So I quickly jerked off in the bathroom before heading into the kitchen for breakfast.

Rachel was already there and eating. When I walked in she waved. However she didn’t get the chance to say anything before my wife screamed, “Yes! Make me cum! Make me!” That made Rachel chuckle and shake her head.

Finally there was only an hour left until we had to leave. I warned Rachel that we’d be late if Caroline didn’t stop. So Rachel went down the hall into the master bedroom. My wife’s moans increased in volume for a few minutes before finally everything went quiet. More time ticked by and I went to see what was happening.

Todd and Scott were standing beside the bed, stroking their massive dicks over my wife’s face. I arrived just in time to see them both orgasm, shooting cum onto Caroline’s cheeks, mouth, and neck. When they finished and stepped away from the bed, I loudly cleared my throat and pointed at the clock.

Lazily, my wife got off the bed and went into the bathroom. Even after a shower she moved slowly, obviously tired and her mind stuck in a state of bliss. She didn’t realize that I had left clothes out for her, instead she only put on a sundress and sandals. With nothing beneath, the hard knobs of her nipples were clear against the light fabric.

Scott helped me get all of the luggage into the rental car. While we packed the car and I checked that we had everything, my wife stayed inside. When I got back into the house to escort her to the car, she was in the living room with Todd.

Caroline’s back was against a wall with Todd pressed tight to her. They were kissing deeply, her arms around his neck. His hand was on her pussy, her sundress pulled up to give him access. He had two fingers inserted in her, wiggling them as her pink cunt lips swelled. Though she was moaning loudly, the sucking sound from her wet pussy was clear.

Rachel looked at me, shrugged, and said, “Goodbye kiss.”

They stayed like that until the last possible second when Todd pulled away from Caroline. With a contented sigh, my wife told him, “Thank you.” Then the sisters hugged goodbye. Caroline kissed Scott deeply, and he groped her breasts through the sundress. Finally they separated, and my wife said to him, “Thank you.” My wife and I got in the rental car, waved goodbye to everyone, drove to the airport, and flew home.
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