

Cheating Wife

The Australians

Devon Princeton

[image: ]


Copyright © 2023 Devon Princeton

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Author's Note


This story contains explicit content and is intended for adults only. All characters depicted are over the age of 18 and not related by blood. All sex is consensual. 




Click here to follow me on Amazon and see my 30+ available titles. 




This story is part of the Cheating Wives Bundle available here. 




[image: ]




Happy reading...


Cheating wife

The Australians




Based on a true story…

Brad went quiet all the sudden. “Shh!” he demanded. I stopped talking and tried to follow his eye. It was late. We were outside on the screened-in porch smoking a cigarette before going to bed. “Did you see that?” he asked. I could barely see anything. There was only a little bit of light coming from the glass panels in the kitchen door and it didn’t do much to illuminate the driveway. The moon was out, but it wasn’t full. “There’s something in the back of the truck. Is it a racoon?” He paused for a few seconds. Then we both saw something. “That’s a fucking head!” Brad walked out the screen door and shouted at the person crouched in the bed of his truck, “Hey! What the fuck are you doing?”

The figure abandoned hope of hiding and slowly climbed out of the back of the truck. “Sorry, mate! Sorry!” He held his hands up. “Sorry!” he repeated emphatically. From his accent, I could tell he was Australian. What the fuck was an Australian doing in the bed of Brad’s truck at one in the morning?

“What are you doing, man?” Brad demanded. Brad wasn’t the biggest guy on the planet. In fact, he was kind of a nerd. I was proud of him for being so bold with an intruder in the middle of the night. I was also a little worried he was about to get his ass kicked.

“I’m sorry. I’m renting a house with some mates for the Masters. I was drinking downtown and took a taxi, but I’m so fucking hammered I couldn’t remember which house, only the street.  I had the driver drop me off at the end of the street and I’ve been wandering around trying to find my way home. I was trying to walk next door when I saw you guys come out. I got scared and hid. I’m sorry. I’m really sorry, mate.” He couldn’t have sounded more sincere. His story made sense as he was obviously so drunk he had to lean against the truck to keep himself steady.

Brad’s stance dropped from a red alert to yellow. “Alright, man. But Jesus, you scared the hell out of me. You’re lucky I didn’t run inside and grab my gun.”

Just as the stranger was apologizing again, another figure appeared from the yard next door. “Bill, what the fuck are you doing?” Another Aussie.

He gave the short version to his friend. “I couldn’t find my way home and scared these nice people.”

The second man introduced himself, “Hi, I’m Andrew. We’re staying next door for Masters week. Sorry about Bill. He’s fucking hammered. We should have brought him home with us, but he wanted to stay at the bar.”

“Hi,” I smiled. “I’m Renee. This is my husband, Brad.”

We briefly finished exchanging pleasantries, then Andrew helped Bill make his way next door. Brad and I went inside and had a laugh before going to sleep, relieved that we didn’t have to deal with a rabid racoon or an axe murder.  “Fucking golfers,” we lamented.

We thought the matter was settled until the next morning around eleven the doorbell rang. I opened the door to see Bill standing on the doorstep holding a bouquet of flowers. “Oh my God!” I grinned. “That’s so sweet!”

“I just wanted to apologize again for last night. I feel absolutely terrible for scaring you.” In the daylight, I could see that Bill was a good-looking man. He was probably in his forties, making him twenty years older than me. He was tan and a little stocky, but well built. He was subtly checking me out as well. As I was assessing my Australian visitor, Brad walked in to see what was going on. There was a change in the atmosphere.

Andrew stepped extended his hand. “Hey, mate. Just wanted to stop by and apologize again for last night.”

“That’s alright, man. It’s all good.” Brad shook Andrew’s hand and then Andrew was on his way. I got the sense that if Brad hadn’t walked in, Andrew would have stayed longer.  I was intrigued. I had always found an Australian accent incredibly sexy.  Brad knew me pretty well and could tell my curiosity was piqued.

“Looks like someone has a crush,” he teased.

I played coy. “He’s just being nice. That’s all.” I went and put the flowers in a vase. Brad went back to his home office to get back to work.  He was in graduate school and working two jobs. Even when he was home, like that morning, he was usually in his office studying or writing a paper. That’s one of the reasons I married him. He was going places.

We also came from very different worlds. Brad grew up middle class in a nice neighborhood. I grew up in a trailer park a hundred miles north from where I was living now.  Because of my childhood, I was a little rough around the edges and didn’t always fit so well in Brad’s world.  I knew that the reason Brad married me was that I was the best sex he’d ever had. I was an itty-bitty thing at five-foot-two and a hundred pounds soaking wet. I was a little bit pretty and a lot sexy. A lot of it had to do with the way I carried myself. Most of it though, had to do with how good I could fuck. I was, to put it simply, a slut. I always have been. I was proud of the well-earned skills I had developed. Brad knew I had a past, but I never let him know the extent of it. My body count was astronomical. I fucked men. I fucked women. On multiple occasions, more than one at a time.  On some occasions, several more than one at a time.

Even though I truly loved Brad, I was cheating on him. I had cheated on every boyfriend I ever had. I promised myself I would stop after I got married, but I just couldn’t. Within a month, I fucked one of my old boyfriends Brad and I were still friends with. William just had one of the biggest cocks I had ever fucked. Even though we broke up a long time ago, we still fucked several times a year.  At that point, I also had a guy named Chad on the hook.  Brad was gone more than twelve hours a day, five days a week.  Chad and I fucked multiple times a week.  I was very open about spending time with Chad and called Brad to let him know when I was and make sure he was okay with it. I didn’t want the appearance of impropriety. I just wanted the impropriety. One of my favorite things to do was call Brad and check in with him while I was sucking Chad’s cock. I would speak, and then while listening to Brad’s reply, I would be stuffing my mouth with Chad’s hard-on. Something about cheating just made sex better.

After Bill brought over the flowers and I heard his accent again, I knew what I wanted.  While Brad toiled away in his office, I put on a cute little yellow sundress that highlighted my legs and subtle hips. I decided going out in the front yard to pick weeds would be the best way to spy on the goings on next door. I knew there were at least two of them.  I wanted to see if there were more. I knew that there was no way I could do anything that day, but I was hoping for a little interaction to help lay some groundwork. And I knew Brad would be out of the house the next day.

I wasn’t out in the yard for long before I got my wish. A car pulled in the driveway next door and three men got out. I recognized Andrew and Bill. The third was a big, tall brute of a man. I stood up from my weed-picking stance and waved my gloved hands at the trio as they walked to their front door. “Hey, y’all,” I smiled.

The three Aussies waved and smiled back. I got butterflies when I saw them change course and head in my direction. I took off my gloves and met them at the property line.

“Hello, Renee. You look lovely today,” Bill smiled.

“Thank you. You’re sweet.” I’m pretty sure I was blushing. Damn that Australian accent!

“You remember Andrew. And this is Davie.” Bill motioned to the giant.

“Hi,” I smiled and shook his hand. “Good Lord, you’re tall!” He had to be almost a foot-and-a-half taller than me.

“Doing some yard work?” Andrew asked.

“Yeah. Spring has sprung. And that means weeds. I’m gonna be on my knees all week.” I was hoping at least. “How long are y’all in town for?”

“The rest of the week,” Bill replied.

I was hoping to pump them for some more information, but Andrew interjected. “It was good to see you, but we’ve got to get inside. We’re on a schedule.”

We said our goodbyes and I pretended to work in the yard for a while longer. I did my best to give some good angles and upskirts in case anyone was looking at me out the window. 

The next morning, Brad was gone before I woke up. I texted Chad, who usually came over and fucked me around then, that I wasn’t feeling well. Then I got to work. The only other thing besides fucking that I’m good at is cooking.  I got busy in the kitchen making a peach cobbler that was one of my specialties. Once I had it cooling on the stove, I took a quick shower. Then I put on a little bit of makeup, some white lace panties, cut-off jean shorts, and a tiny little V-neck t-shirt that let my perky little nipples make their presence known.  When I was satisfied with my presentation, I grabbed the cobbler and sauntered next door, barefoot like a good southern girl.

Bill answered my knock. “Hello, Renee. How are you? Come in. Come in.” He stepped aside and let me through the door, closing it behind me. “We’re just in the kitchen watching the telly.”

I followed Bill to where Andrew was sitting at a large island in the kitchen watching a small tv on the counter.

“Renee!” he smiled. “What’s that?” he asked nodding at the peach cobbler.

I gave my best southern girl grin. “I brought y’all a cobbler.” I noticed a small jar sitting on the countertop. “Is that vegemite?”

“Yeah. Have you ever had any?” Bill asked.

“No. I’ve always wanted to try it.” I knew it was bad manners, but as a means to an end, I dipped my finger directly in the jar and scooped out a bit of the thick spread. I held my finger to my mouth and cautiously licked it. I didn’t lick it in an overtly sexual way, but there were overtones. Once I had a sense of the taste and the attention of my audience, I started cleaning my finger by sucking and licking it the way I would a spent cock.  “God, that’s salty!” I proclaimed.

“Do you not like it?” Bill asked, staring at my mouth.

“No, I like it. Salty is good.” I finished cleaning my finger.

Andrew reached over and lifted the sleeve of my t-shirt. “I like your tattoo.”

I expected this to come up. I have several tattoos. And they were going to be my way into bagging an Australian. “Thank you. I have a bunch.  I have this one on my shoulder…” I turned to show my other arm. “I have this one on my arm…” I extended my leg. “I have this one on my calf…”

Bill pulled his sleeve up all the way to his shoulder. I could see a bit of a tribal pattern peeking out under his sleeve. “I’ve got one covering my shoulder and half my chest.”

Jackpot. “Well, don’t be shy. Let me see it.”

Bill lifted his shirt over his head. He was pretty muscular for a forty-something. Just like he said, he had a tribal tattoo covering half his chest, his shoulder, and part of his back.

I ran my fingers along the pattern, looking at the detail.  “That’s really cool. Mine’s kind of similar.” I took a step back, and lifted my t-shirt above my belly button so Bill and Andrew could see my tribal tattoo peeking out from my waistline. It starts just below my navel and extends all the way down to just above my labia, covering pretty much my entire pubis.

With my cutoffs on, all you could see was the very top of it. I grabbed the sides of my shorts and acted like I was trying to wiggle them down a bit, as though they were too tight.  They might actually have been. I used that as an excuse to unbutton them and slide the zipper down just a bit, wiggling my ass and pushing them down a bit along with my panties. About half of my tattoo was showing along with my little white lace panties. “See. Look how similar they are.” 

Bill and Andrew weren’t shy about looking. “See that line on yours?” I pointed to Bill’s chest. “I’ve got one pretty much just like it.” I pointed out a line on mine that extended below what was currently visible.

“I like yours better,” Andrew joked. We giggled.

“The only thing about it is I had some kind of skin reaction to the ink and my skin is raised along the pattern. It’s kind of weird.” I grabbed Bill’s hand and guided it to my skin, just below my belly button.

“That’s crazy,” Bill agreed, running his fingers gently along my skin.

Andrew apparently felt left out. “I want to feel it, too.”

He stood along the other side of me, and I guided his hand like I had Bill’s. “See?” I asked.

“Whoa. That is weird,” Bill agreed. They both kept running their fingers gently along my tattooed crotch, flirting with the top of my panties. The game was afoot, and I was getting wet. “Does it go all the way down to your thighs?” Bill asked.

“No,” I answered calmly and gripped my shorts again. “It just goes….” I eased my pants and my panties down slowly. “…almost all the way down.” I kept sliding them down tiny bit by tiny bit until my tattoo was fully in view along with the very top of my labia. If Bill and Andrew had any doubts at all about what I was up to, they had to have been quashed at that point. They eased their fingers lower, grazing the very top of my folds.

I looked at Bill, to my right and pursed my lips and exhaled slowly. My breathing deepened with anticipation. I didn’t have to wait long. While I was giving Bill “fuck me” eyes, Andrew dipped his finger into my wetness and dragged it gently up to my clit. I turned my head to him and let out a sexy coo, “Oooooooo.” Andrew slid his hand back down between my legs and started working a finger in while Bill found my clit. I lifted my shirt to expose my nipples.  Bill and Andrew turned to face me so they could each take a nipple in their mouth while still playing with my pussy.

“Oh my god, I’m in heaven,” I exhaled. I reached for their respective crotches, probing for their cocks and rubbing them through their pants. We carried on like this for a bit longer. I felt their dicks getting harder and my pussy being primed to get fucked. I sank to my knees and pulled off my shirt before reaching to free Bill’s cock.  His dick looked like he looked. It was stocky – not very long, but thick and meaty. I always like to pay a man a compliment when I see his dick for the first time. “Nice,” I smiled at Bill, stroking his cock in front of my face. I turned to look at Andrew, who already had his cock out. I reached and grabbed it with my other hand. “Damn,” I grinned at Andrew. “I’m a lucky girl.”

I started taking turns sucking each of their cocks. I was completely in my element. I was never more confident than when I was working a cock, whether it was with my mouth, with my hand, or with my pussy. My goal with Andrew and Bill was the same as with any man I fuck for the first time: to be the absolute best fuck they’ve ever had. I wanted them going back to Australia comparing every woman they have ever had or ever will have sex with to me.

My approach to blowjobs is equally simple. I don’t stare up at them like a lost soul looking for validation, “Am I doing a good job?” No. I focus on the cock like it’s my favorite thing to do in the world and I am desperate to have that man’s cock in my mouth. It makes the man feel desired and confident and like he is with a woman who wants absolutely nothing more than to experience is amazing, powerful dick. I had practiced that approach so much that for all intents and purposes had become true. I could damn near orgasm just from sucking dick. 

Andrew and Bill stared down at me servicing their cocks in turn. I had pulled them closer together so that I could alternate back and forth with ease – licking, sucking, gagging, slurping until their cocks and my face were soaking wet.  I did this for several minutes, never letting either of them come, until I was desperate to get fucked.  I stood up, bent over, and sucked Bills cock while presenting my ass to Andrew. I pulled my shorts and panties down to my thighs. “Fuck me,” I demanded of Andrew. He quickly lined up behind me and slid inside of me with ease. He gave me a few slow, deep strokes before quickly escalating to deep, pounding thrusts. The sound of our skin clapping together echoed in the kitchen. I came quickly, having been so worked up from sucking their dicks. I didn’t want Andrew coming yet, so I interrupted the festivities. “So, do you guys have a bed around here or what?”

Bill and Andrew chuckled. I wasn’t in on the joke. Bill picked me up and tossed me over his shoulder like it was nothing. It was really fucking hot. I decided I was going to reward him with my pussy as soon as we made it to wherever he was carrying me.  Andrew led the way, with Bill and I following behind.  He led us into a bedroom. I was looking backward as Bill carried me, so I couldn’t see much of anything.

“Wake up, Davie! We’ve got company!” Andrew announced loudly as Bill tossed me onto the bed next to Davie.  He jerked awaked, stunned by the activity.

“What the fuck?” he exclaimed.

“We’ve got company,” Bill repeated as he practically dove into the bed, burying his head between my legs. Bonus points for Bill.  He went right to work with his tongue as Andrew watched and Davie got his bearings. Andrew walked alongside the bed and dangled his cock in my face, using the headboard to hold himself up. I took his cock in my mouth as Bill edged me closer to orgasm. Having Davie as a spectator only added to my excitement. Every now and then, I would take Andrew out of my mouth and look over my shoulder to Davie. I could see he was playing with himself under the covers.

Bill was getting me very close to coming, so I abandoned Andrew and grabbed Bill by the head. “Oh fuck, yes! I’m gonna come! Make me come! Make me come!” Bill licked me dutifully through my orgasm and looked up at me proudly. Then he flipped me over like a ragdoll and positioned me sideways on the bed, so my head was over Davie’s crotch. He lined up behind me and started fucking me.

Davie still had the covers over him, but he was obviously jerking his cock.  I looked at him while Bill fucked me with his beer can dick.  “Let me see,” I said to Davie. He looked hesitant. “Let me see,” I repeated and started pulling the covers back myself. For a split second, he held onto them but quickly relented. I pulled the sheet back like a magician revealing a trick and sent it to the floor. Right in front of me, and by no small measure, was the biggest cock I had ever seen. “Whoa,” I exclaimed unfiltered. Bill and Andrew laughed. I grabbed it and held it next to my forearm, marveling at its size. “That’s fucking amazing.”

Bill started fucking me again as I stroked Davie’s impressive length, trying to get a feel for how I was going to manage it. At first, I just licked it and stroked it, trying to gain my confidence. It had been years since I was intimidated by a cock. I wasn’t even sure I would be able to fit it in my mouth. I started kissing the head, feeling it out.  Then I got mad at myself for being such a wimp. I took Davie’s hand and put it on the back of my head, signaling him to give me the nudge I needed. As he pushed my head down, I opened my mouth wider than I ever thought possible. His cock quickly filled my mouth and gagged me. It was pollen season, so my nose wasn’t at its best and I found myself unable to breath. Davie felt me straining against his hand at let me back up for air. I caught my breath and smiled proudly at Davie before taking him back in my mouth of my own accord.

“Fuck!” Davie groaned. “Where did you find her?” Andrew, who hadn’t had any attention in a while, nudged Bill aside to take a turn fucking me. I was so focused on the monster in front of me that I barely noticed. Davie looked at me kindly and said, “It’s okay if you don’t want to fuck me.”

“Oh, no. I’m GONNA fuck you,” I replied defiantly. “If for no other reason than to have a story to tell my grandchildren!” That got a laugh from everyone.

Andrew stepped back and vacated my pussy. “Alright. Let’s see it then,” he challenged.

I was never one to back down from a challenge. I straddled Davie, leaning to one side.  I lined his cock up between my legs. It looked unnatural, his huge erection at the entrance to my small frame. I didn’t let that phase me and started lowering myself, spreading my lips and taking just the first fraction of an inch inside. Immediately, I knew this was going to be a singular experience. I lowered myself some more, taking a few more inches. My abs reflexively clenched, forcing my face to turn red and the veins in my neck to show. I let out a very unsexy, guttural grunt.

Bill and Andrew were watching intently, so caught up in the suspense they weren’t even stroking their cocks. “Easy now,” Bill advised.

As gently as I could, I worked only the first few inches, letting my body adapt to this new phenomenon. I did my best to relax into the experience, which helped tremendously. It still wasn’t easy, but it was no longer only jarring. I started to feel some pleasure along with the pain. Ever so gradually, I started taking more. I managed to get enough of it inside of me to level myself on top of him. To do that, however, I had to lean forward to keep from taking more of Davie’s cock than I could handle at that point. This both gave Davie more control over how much dick I was taking and then with my face close to his, made the situation far more intimate.

Thankfully, Davie was a gentle giant. He knew he could absolutely wreck me if he wasn’t careful. He slowly worked his cock ever so slightly deeper and deeper inside of me. The feeling of his cock spreading me and the pressure against my walls was intense, but inside of that intensity was immense pleasure. I closed my eyes and got lost in it, relinquishing control, letting Davie take me. My lips found their way to his and we started kissing passionately. When I first imagined what it would be like with the Australians, I thought it would be a straight up gangbang – a rowdy cumfest. But I found myself wrapped up in this gentle hulk of a man, making love to him. Davie was so patient and gentle that eventually, he managed to work nearly his entire length into me. The sensation was overwhelming. At one point, I couldn’t tell if I was having multiple orgasms or just one long one that waxed and waned. I whimpered almost constantly as he fucked with intermittent whispers of “yes” scattered here and there. 

Davie wrapped his arm around my lower back and turned me over, keeping his cock inside of me the whole time. I spread my legs as wide as I could and rested my feet on his hips. I looked down to watch him moving in and out of me. The sight was unbelievable. He was so big and I was so small, the act looked almost alien to me. “Holy shit,” I exhaled in disbelief. I reached down to play with my clit. Davie started fucking me harder. I felt a massive wave starting to build. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” I chanted over and over and over, furiously rubbing my nub, watching Davie fuck me harder and harder. My body started shaking uncontrollably. Every muscle of my body clenched. “Hooooooooooooo,” I screamed as I came. It wasn’t just the biggest orgasm I’d ever had, but a different kind altogether. I can’t even describe it. It was so powerful that honestly, I’m grateful I didn’t lose control of my bodily functions. Davie slowed his pace as my orgasm slowly resolved, giving me long, slow, strokes. Once I recovered the power of speech, I begged him stop for a moment. “Stop. Stop. Stop. Stop. Please.” I looked over at Bill and Andrew, who I had completely forgotten about. They were standing there, cocks in hand, jaws dropped. I couldn’t help but smile and chuckle a little. “Oh my god, that was un-be-lieve-able,” I gushed.

I squirmed out from under Davie and got on all fours with my head at the foot of the bed. “Come here, boys,” I ordered Bill and Andrew. I looked back over my shoulder at Davie, wiggled my ass, and smiled. I lurched forward into Bill’s crotch as Davie put his cock back inside of me. “Oh fuck,” I whinnied. I put Bill’s cock in my mouth and started moaning onto it as I got fucked. Andrew announced he was going to come and pushed his cock closer to my face. I flicked my tongue on the head of his dick while he jerked his load onto my face. When he finished coming, I sucked his cockhead until he couldn’t stand it anymore and pulled away. I grabbed Bill’s cock again and used it to wipe the come from my face and then started licking it from his cock. The sight of me being such a whore set him off and he started coming, covering my face like Andrew had just a minute before. As I had with Andrew, I sucked his tip clean until the sensation was too overwhelming and he was forced to step back.

Now that Bill and Andrew were spent, that left only Davie and I putting on a show. He steadily fucked me from behind. I felt his hands move from my hips to my shoulders. I braced myself for the fucking of a lifetime. My head lurched up and my back arched. I could feel Bill and Andrew’s come dangling from my chin. I must have been a sight to see. I was taking Davie’s cock like a champ now and loving it. “Fuck me, baby!” I yelled. “Yes! Give me that big fucking cock.”

I heard Davie’s baritone voice behind me. “I’m gonna come soon. Where do you want it?”

“Anywhere you want, baby!” I cried.

Davie picked up his pace and it became clear that he was intent on coming inside of me. Normally, I was adamantly opposed to this as I had a phobia of getting pregnant by anyone besides my husband. On this occasion, however, I couldn’t think of much anything I wanted more. “Yes! Come inside me, baby!”

The thought of this huge man filling me with his seed sent me spiraling toward another orgasm. Davie was giving me his whole cock now, his body slapping against my ass as he fucked me. I just held on for the ride, my back arched, my head bouncing back and forth like a bobblehead doll in time with Davie’s thrusts. My body started clenching again with another powerful orgasm. Tears started falling from my eyes from the intensity of the experience. Soon Davie was shaking, too. His thrusts changed to hard, slow bursts as he came inside of me.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I whimpered as I felt his warm load.

Davie collapsed to the bed. I managed to turn around and face him before doing the same. I took his cock in my hand and cleaned it lazily with my tongue and mouth. “Oh my god, thank you,” I whispered to him. Andrew and Bill were still standing there watching us. They started clapping, facetiously praising our performance. Davie and I nodded our appreciation of their appreciation and had a good laugh. “So anyway, the skin under my tattoo is a little raised,” I said nonchalantly, jokingly reminding everyone how our little tryst had begun. We had another good laugh. “But seriously, I’m gonna miss you guys.”

“We still have the rest of the week,” Andrew reminded.

“And we’ll be back in a year,” Bill grinned.

“I’ll be waiting,” I grinned back.

We fucked like animals all week long and sure enough, a year later the Australians returned with a few reinforcements. Only this time, Brad and I had a three-month-old little boy. And I had no idea if he was going to be five-foot-ten or six-foot-six. That didn’t stop the boys from bringing me flowers, though. And it didn’t stop me from giving them another peach cobbler. That was the first time I ever had to pay a babysitter so I could get gangbanged.

Thanks for reading!
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