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CHEATING WIFE

The Boss's Party







My wife, Gail, had been working as an office assistant at a construction company for a few years.  Bob, the guy who ran the place, was a real asshole.  Despite being our parents age, he hit on my wife constantly.  He was loud and brash with everyone.  Despite being so socially brutish, Bob had managed to carve out a very successful niche with his business.  His saving grace with his employees was that he paid extremely well; well enough for most people to put up with his bullshit.  I was grateful to be systems administrator.  I didn’t have to put up with people like Bob to make a decent living.  I told my wife multiple times, after she invariably came home complaining about Bob copping a feel, that I would be fine if she wanted to take a lower paying job to get away from him.  Gail always insisted that she just needed to vent and that she liked having the extra money.  She drove a nice car and we were saving to build our dream home.  I never pushed it.  If she was okay with it, so was I.

Every year on the Fourth of July, Bob threw a party as his house for his employees.  The one the previous year lasted all afternoon and into the evening.  He was generous with the booze and catered food.  The house was big, as you would expect, but surprisingly tasteful and had a nice-sized pool in the back yard.  Last year we were unaware Bob had a pool, so we missed out on swimming.  This year I wore my swim trunks.  Gail packed a swimsuit, towels, and sunscreen in her beach bag.

The party was in full swing by the time we arrived.  There were probably about fifty people there.  Most of them were young men that worked for Bob.  A few of them brought their girlfriends.  Gail’s coworker, Tina, was there with her husband.  She and her husband were the same age as Bob.  Tina had been working for Bob since the beginning. 

Gail and I grabbed some food and sat down at one of the tables in the back yard to eat.  My phone rang.  I was on call for work that weekend.  I managed to troubleshoot the problem over the phone with the people on site while I ate.  Gail finished eating before I was off the phone and went inside to change into her swimsuit.  I was glad to see that she had chosen a pretty conservative bikini to wear with all of those burly construction guys around.  Honestly, I thought it was ugly.  It had frilly things on each side of the bottoms that looked kind of silly to me.  They helped cover a bit more skin, but they made the suit look kind of ridiculous.  I understood why she chose it for an occasion like this, though.  Gail draped her towel over one of the trifold pool loungers and started putting on sunscreen.  James, one of Bob’s crew, helped apply some to her back. Gail had introduced me to him earlier.  He was a very friendly, slightly overweight, black guy.  Gail had mentioned him before.  James was always kind to her and helped run defense for Gail with Bob when he was around. 

I finished my call and joined Gail and James in the sun.  James and I chatted for a while.  I could see why Gail liked him.  He had a great sense of humor and seemed really nice.  After we baked in the sun for a while, Gail and I got in the pool to cool off.  Our apartment complex didn’t have a pool, so it felt great to cool off on a hot summer day.  When the sun started to set, Gail put on a crocheted white throw over her swimsuit, and we hit the open bar.  I just got a beer.  Since I was on-call I couldn’t get much of a buzz.  I had to drive anyway.  Gail got her favorite, a vodka collins with some soda mixed in to make it easier on the stomach.  Gail had been a quite a bit of a party girl when she was younger and still liked to get pretty drunk from time to time.  She cleaned up her act when we first started dating.  I was her opportunity to move a few rungs up the socioeconomic ladder and she knew I wasn’t a big fan of her partying all the time.  She cheated on me early on in our relationship and it could easily be blamed on drinking.  We managed to work things out with one of the stipulations being that she didn’t drink too much when I wasn’t around.  We had moved well past that since those days, but I knew I’d still probably need to keep an eye on her to make sure she didn’t drink herself sick.  I wanted to get laid, not hold my wife’s hair back while she prayed to the porcelain gods.   

This year, Bob sprang for a bit of a fireworks show.  Afterwards, the party started winding down pretty quickly.  Despite the free booze, I think most of the guys wanted to get away from the boss so they could get serious about their partying.  Bob was all about having a drink, but he looked down sloppy drunks.  I was thinking of asking Gail if she was ready to leave when my phone rang again.  I was going to have to drive into work this time to fix the problem.  I offered to drop Gail off by the house first, but she was still chatting with Tina and told me she’d be fine and could just catch a ride with her or get an Uber home. 

Once I got to work, it only took me about half an hour to get the system back running properly.  I decided I would just run back by Bob’s on the way home to see if Gail was still there.  There were only a few cars left when I pulled onto the property.  I walked into the back yard.  It was abandoned and dark except for the light of the moon and some coming through the windows from inside the house.  As I approached the back door to the house, I saw Gail through the big bay window.  The two smaller windows adjacent to the larger window were open.  I could hear slow R&B music playing in the background.  Gail was dancing with James.  They weren’t touching but they were close.  Gail’s arms were up in the air, one of them holding a red plastic cup.  She smiled at James as she swayed her hips to the music.  James was in a t-shirt and swim trunks.  Gail was barefoot and still in her throw, but it seemed innocent enough.  For some reason, I decided to just stand there in the dark and watch for a while instead of interrupting.

After a few minutes, I realized that the music was on a loop.  Gail turned her back to James and continued dancing.  He stepped closer and put a hand on her hip.  Then another guy came into view.  I remembered seeing him earlier in the day, but I didn’t know his name.  I remembered him because he was ripped.  The guy looked like a fitness model.  He danced into frame, wearing nothing but cut-up jean shorts.  He reached for Gail’s cup and swapped it out with a fresh one.  Gail smiled and took a sip as shirtless guy put her old one on a table. He danced back in front of Gail.  Both James and shirtless guy were about eight or ten inches taller than Gail.  She was now sandwiched between the two of them as they towered over her.  They weren’t touching, other than James’ hand on Gail’s hip, but they were close enough that I don’t know if Gail would knowingly do this in front of me.  Gail continued sipping from her cup as James moved closer, eventually placing both of his hands on her hips.  His crotch intermittently brushed against the crochet fabric of her throw.  She wasn’t touching shirtless guy at all, but I could see her eyes were fixated on his well-defined abs. 

You could see Gail’s deep tan through the pattern of holes in her throw.  It hid the ridiculous suit she was wearing underneath well enough to make her look incredibly sexy with her skin showing through.  Gail wasn’t a beanpole, but she was pretty thin.  She had a pert little ass, and her chest was nearly completely flat, but her skin and her face were remarkable.  Gail was a petite, beautiful, sexy, svelte woman.

Gail waved her cup at shirtless guy, who took it from her hand and placed it again next to the others on the table.  She waved off his offer of another.  Gail reached her arms high in the air and leaned back like she was stretching in bed after first waking up.  James pulled her closer and she leaned head back against his shoulder, closing her eyes.  Her long hair was in a top knot giving James access to nuzzle his face against her neck.  Things were starting to get a little more heated now.  I felt I should go in and make my presence known in case things escalated anymore.  But part of me wanted to see if my wife would go any further just out of curiosity.  And another part of me was getting hard watching my sexy wife dance with these two men. 

As I continued watching, James gently ushered Gail forward into shirtless guy.  She placed her hands on his bare chest.  As she kept swaying her hips, I watched James slide his hands lower, cupping the sides of her ass.  Gail turned her head to the side, appearing to notice his touch, but offered no resistance.  Shirtless guy kept his hands up in the air as he danced, just watching as Gail ran her hands along his chest, progressively moving them lower and lower to feel his abs. 

James pulled Gail back to him and nuzzled his face in her neck again, this time wrapping his arms around her tummy, holding her as they swayed.  Gail smiled sweetly and placed her hands on top of his.  Her head was tilted back against James’ shoulder, her eyes open only enough to continue gazing at shirtless guy’s body.  James gently kissed Gail’s neck.  Just a peck, testing the waters.  I could see Gail inhale deeply in response to his kiss.  I read James’ lips as he whispered, “sweet girl” in her ear.  She smiled. 

James again nudged Gail to shirtless guy.  Her face pressed against his chest as she wrapped her arms around his back.  Shirtless guy’s hands draped down her back and lightly held her ass as she swayed her hips.  Their dancing slowed and became more hypnotic, shirtless guy running his hands along my wife’s ass, hips, and thighs.  Gail brushed her face against his chest, mouth open, looking as though she was almost kissing his bare skin.

From behind, James untied Gail’s throw carefully and eased it off her shoulders.  He pulled her gently back to him.  The throw fell to the floor as she leaned back against James’ chest again.  His hands were on her hips again.  Shirtless guy moved closer, leaning his crotch forward a bit and leaning back, giving Gail free reign to pet his abs with her fingers over and over.  I could see a bulge in his shorts.  James kissed Gail’s neck again.  She closed her eyes and pressed her head back to his shoulder.  As she did, she stopped petting shirtless guy’s abs and tucked her fingers just a hair into the front of his shorts.  James was now running his hands along Gail’s tummy to her hips and back again as he softly kissed her neck.  Gail turned her head toward James’ and he kissed her gently on the lips.  She kissed him back briefly before returning her head to his shoulder.  She closed her eyes as he ran his hands atop her small breasts.  James returned to kissing her neck while shirtless guy moved even closer, massaging her hips and running his hands along the tops of her thighs.  He eased a step back and unbuttoned his shorts, letting them fall to the floor next to Gail’s throw.  His cock was hard and pointing straight up. 

James nudged Gail forward again into SG’s arms.  With her arms around his back, she licked his chest as his cock pressed against her tummy.  James stood behind Gail, undressing as shirtless guy squeezed Gail’s ass.  James untied Gail’s bikini top.  She pulled back from SG and lowered her arms, letting her top fall to the floor.  As she looked down, she saw his cock.  She stared; mouth open.  She looked up at SG, seeming to realize fully for the first time what was happening.  Just then, James gently untied both sides of her bikini bottom and let gravity take them down.  Gail stood naked between the two men.  Both James and shirtless guy maintained a respectable distance, realizing that Gail was processing.  In the moment, I strangely appreciated their respect for my wife’s autonomy.  Even if she was cheating on me. 

Gail stood for what seemed like an eternity, her mouth open, breathing deeply.  She stared at SG and his hard cock, then turned her head to the side seeming to contemplate that James was also behind her.  I think I was as torn as she seemed to be.  I was mortified watching as my wife was naked with two other men.  At the same time, it was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen, and I desperately wanted to see her get fucked.

Gail looked down at the floor.  I think everyone held their breath.  Gail stepped to shirtless guy and began licking his chest.  She took his cock in her hand and began stroking it and rubbing it on her bare abdomen.  James licked his fingers, reached between Gail’s legs and began rubbing her pussy.  Gail moaned and turned her head to look back at James as he fingered her.  She resumed kissing shirtless guy’s chest this time moving lower, making her way down his abs.  Gail leaned down, holding SG’s hips to support herself as she moved lower and lower, finally making her way to his cock.  I stared in disbelief as I watched my wife take another man’s cock in her mouth.  James continued fingering her and rubbing her clitoris as she sucked SG wantonly.  Every now and then, she pursed her lips and moaned as James pleased her. 

In the background, I saw Bob walk in from the kitchen.  I had completely forgotten about him.  He popped a pill of some kind in his mouth and took a swig of his drink.  He stood in the entrance to the kitchen, watching my wife be treated like a slut.  She was oblivious to Bob’s presence.  James and SG seemed to notice him, but they didn’t show any signs of caring if they had. Bob moved to sit unobtrusively on the far corner of his huge sectional sofa.  SG lifted Gail from his cock and moved her to the other end of the sofa.  He placed her on her back, with her feet draped over the side.  James moved to stand between where Bob was sitting and where Gail was now lying down.  SG kneeled between my wife’s legs and began licking her clitoris and moving two fingers inside of her.  James kneeled down and guided Gail’s mouth to his dick.  I don’t know if my wife had ever been with a black man before, but she certainly didn’t seem to mind. I was at least proud of her for not being racist.  Even if she was cheating on me.

A minute later Gail crunched forward, gripping James’ cock against her face with one hand and pressing SG’s mouth between her legs with the other.  “Oh fuck, I’m gonna come.”  She sounded almost surprised.  Her lips pressed against James’ cock as she came. 

The guys sat her up on the sofa and stood in front of her.  Gail took both cocks in her hand.  As she moved to take SG back into her mouth, she saw Bob for the first time.  She froze, obviously not knowing what to do.  Bob just looked at her expressionless.  He nodded his head and motioned with his hand for her to carry on.  Again, everyone held their breath as they waited and gave Gail time to contemplate.  She looked up at her two suitors and down at the floor as she had before. Looking back up at SG, she whispered, “Fuck me!”.  Gail took James’ hand and guided him to the couch as she propped herself up on all fours.  SG moved behind Gail as she resumed sucking James off. 

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned as SG entered her.  I gave in, reached in my pants, and started stroking my aching cock as I watched my wife get spit roasted.  James and SG took turns fucking Gail from behind, Bob watching everything.  Gail moved get on top of James.  She slid herself down his cock and began grinding back and forth. 

“Still think I’m a sweet girl?” she taunted James.  “Watch this sweet girl suck this guy’s cock.”  She took SG in her mouth as she pleasured herself on James’ cock.  It occurred to me that she didn’t know SG’s name any more than I did.  As the scene played out, Bob stood up and moved toward the threesome.  Bob was tall, tan, and wiry, barely an ounce of fat on him.  He kneeled down next to James to get a better look.  I was envious of his view as he watched my wife whore herself out.  Bob reached his hand and began to massage Gail’s tits.  She grabbed his hand sternly moved it away.  She didn’t say a word, but the look on her face made it clear that he was not allowed.  “That’s right, asshole!” I thought to myself. 

Gail got back to work on SG’s shaft.  “Fuck.  I’m gonna come!” he groaned.  My wife swiftly jerked the base of his cock and locked her lips around the tip until he exploded in her mouth.  She wiped her mouth and then unceremoniously turned her complete attention to James.  She placed both her hands on his belly to stabilize herself as she rocked hard against him.  Bob made another attempt to touch her, and she slapped his hand away.  It was pretty harsh. I almost felt bad for the guy.

Gail brought herself to another orgasm, grinding on James.  When she had settled, James pushed Gail up with his pelvis, lifting her off of him and moved her back on all fours.  Bob and SG watched as this pudgy black man took my wife on his couch.  I could tell Bob was getting irritated that he wasn’t allowed to be part of the action.

“Yes!  Fuck me!” she screamed, putting on a show.  “Fuck your sweet girl! Fuck me, James!”

Bob walked over to stand in front of Gail.  He didn’t touch her, he just stood in front of her with his crotch in her face and a drink in his hand.  Gail pushed him back. Bob tossed his drink a few feet away to the floor.  Gail looked furious. Bob reached down and undid the front of his shorts.  My wife’s expression changed when he pulled out the biggest, thickest, meatiest, manliest cock I had ever seen.

“What the fuck?” Gail gasped.  She looked at his monster and then back at him in disbelief.  Bob stepped forward and started stroking it in front of her face.  Gail again looked up at him and then back down at his cock, unaware she was licking her lips as she did.  And yet again, we all held our breath as we waited.  James, although technically still inside of her, was barely moving as we all stared and waited.  Watching the wheels turn in her head, James started fucking Gail with deep slow strokes, literally nudging her in Bob’s direction.

Bob started rubbing his cock along the side of her face. 

Gail’s expression was a mixture of disgust and desire.  I knew how much she hated that man, but it was also blatantly apparent that she was drawn to his cock despite how she felt about the man it was attached to.

“Goddammit,” she finally relented and fished with her mouth for the head of Bob’s cock.  She could barely fit more than the tip in her mouth.  James started fucking her hard again, turned on by watching my wife suck such a huge cock.  I was, too, and stroked my cock harder.   Lily started exploring Bob’s cock with her eyes, mouth, and tongue.  She was the horniest I’d ever seen her.  She was ravenous.

Even though James was fucking her as hard as he could now, nearing orgasm, her only utterances were about Bob’s cock. 

“Fuck!  It’s so big…Jesus Christ!” she moaned.  James announced he was going to come.  Gail lowered her ass making sure he knew not to come inside of her.  I knew full well how paranoid she was about getting pregnant.  James pulled out and came on her ass, exhausted from fucking her so hard. 

Gail continued sucking Bob without missing a beat.  Now that James had finished, she shifted to sit on the edge of the couch so that she could use her hands as well.  Bob motioned for SG and James to leave.  They dutifully gathered their things and quietly left, leaving only Bob and my wife.  And me, of course, standing in the dark, peering through the window with my hard cock in my hand.  I was dumbfounded as to how turned on I was.  I had just watched the woman I adore fuck and suck two of her coworkers.  Now she was sucking the biggest cock I’d ever seen that happened to be attached to the person she most despised in the world.

“That’s a good slut,” Bob sneered.  “Suck that hog.”

Gail looked up at him.  “You’re such a fucking asshole, Bob.”  If she had said that in any other circumstance to any other boss, she would have been fired straight away.  The disgust in her voice was palpable.  But she went straight back to sucking his cock. 

“But you love my cock, don’t you?” Bob challenged. 

“It’s fucking incredible,” she admitted.  “Now shut the fuck up and don’t ruin it.” I noticed Gail was now using one hand to play with herself while she worked Bob’s monster.  With his cock firmly in her hand and as far in her mouth as she could manage, Gail worked herself to orgasm, whimpering on Bob’s dick as she did. 

“That’s a good little whore,” Bob whispered. 

“Oh God,” she panted as she tried to recover.  Still gently playing with herself and smoothly stroking the full length of Bob’s shaft, she looked up at him hatefully.

“Fuck me, you fucking prick.”  Gail scooted back on the couch, leaned back, and spread her legs.  “Just fuck me.”

“I knew you’d come around,” Bob bragged.

“Shut the fuck up!” Gail barked. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

Bob moved between her legs and aligned himself at her entrance.

“Go slow”, she ordered.

I think Bob was aware of the challenge his size posed.  Instead of making yet another snide remark, he gently started working his cock inside of my wife.

“Oh fuck!” Gail gasped.

“You okay?” Bob asked, strangely considerate.

Gail nodded.  Bob very patiently eased himself deeper and deeper.  When Gail gasped or cussed, he eased off, letting her take her time to adapt to his girth.  Finally, after several minutes, he built to a respectable rhythm with Gail taking most his shaft inside of her.

“It’s so big.  Oh my God, you’re filling me up!” Gail panted.

“Do you want me to stop?’ Bob teased.

Gail shook her head.  “Fuck me harder.”

Bob started fucking her harder and working more of himself in.  Gail whimpered and almost seem to be crying. “I can’t believe you’re fucking me, you fucking asshole.  Oh, fuck!”

“You ever been fucked like this before?” Bob already knew the answer.

Gail shook her head and whined.  Bob paused until he heard what he wanted.  “Don’t stop,” Gail begged.  “Please fuck me. Please fuck me.”

Bob resumed fucking her, gradually getting more aggressive.

“God yes!”  I’d never heard my wife scream that way before.  “I’m gonna come!  I’m gonna come on your fucking dick, Bob!”

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” she repeated like a mantra as Bob brought her to what seemed like an endless orgasm.  When her body finally relaxed, Bob moved his head down to her pussy and tasted my wife for the first time. 

“You ready for some more?” he looked up from between her legs. 

Gail nodded incredulously.  Bob helped her up.  He kissed her.  I could tell she didn’t want to kiss him at first, this older brute of a man.  But she relented, surrendering into his arms, probing his mouth with her tongue.  Bob placed her back on all fours. She reached through her legs and guided Bob inside of her.  He quickly built to a steady pace and had my wife moaning again in no time.

“You know,” I could tell he was getting to say something crass. “If I had known you were such a slut, I would have fucked you months ago.”

“You know,” Gail parroted, “if you weren’t such a fucking asshole, I might have let you.” 

Bob was pounding my wife now, giving her every inch. 

“You really can’t stand me can you?”

“You’re a fucking asshole, Bob!”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. Fuck me, you fucking asshole!”

“Take that cock you fucking whore!”

“Yes!”

“Tell me how much you hate me.  Get it out!”

“You’re a fucking prick, Bob!  You treat me like shit!  I fucking hate you!”

“Do you want me to stop fucking you!”

“No! Fuck me!”

“I’m gonna fuck you every day!”

“Fuck yes!”

I watched my wife being turned into Bob’s property as he fucked her and taunted her. 

“Tell me you want to be my whore!”

“I want to be your whore!”

“What do you want?”

“I want your fucking cock!”

“Yeah.  Maybe we’ll pass you around at work.”

“Oh fuck!”  This really seemed to strike a nerve with my wife. “Yeah!”

“Maybe I’ll have to start calling meetings after work where me and the boys take turns on this pussy of yours!”

“Fuck!”

“But whose whore are you?”

“Yours!”

“Say it again!”

“I’m your whore!  Fuck me, Baby!”

“That’s right.  I’m gonna let everybody fuck you, but you’re my whore.”

“Yes! Yes!”

“But I’m the only one.”

Gail craned her neck back to look at Bob, not knowing what he meant.

Bob paused fucking her to look her in the eye.  “I’m the only one that gets to come in your sweet pussy!”

Bob thrust back into my wife and fucked her as hard as he could manage.

“Fuck!  You fucking asshole!”

“Do you want me to stop?”

“Fuck.  Don’t stop!”

“Whose whore are you?”

“Yours!”

“Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours!”

“Damn right.  I oughta make your husband watch while I fuck you senseless!”

“Oh fuck, you’re gonna make me come again!”

“You want to make your husband watch while I make you my whore in front of him?”

“Fuck yes! Make him watch!”  My wife was crying in ecstasy now, having no idea I was, in fact, watching her get fucked by her asshole boss.

“He can’t fuck you like this, can he?”

Gail whimpered, “No.”

“What are you gonna let me do to you?”

“Anything!  Just keep fucking me! You can have me every day!  Pass me around!  I’ll do whatever you want!”

Bob started grunting. “I’m gonna come!”

“Yes!  Come with me, Baby!  Come inside me! Come inside me!”

Gail chanted, “Yes! Yes! Yes!” as Bob moaned, filling my wife while she bucked against him.

The pair ended up with Gail lying between Bob’s legs, resting her head on his chest. 

“Oh my, God. I can’t believe you finally fucked me, you asshole,” Gail said with a wicked giggle.

“Yeah,” Bob exhaled nodding his head.  “Listen.  I know I’m an asshole sometimes.  Maybe most of the time.  But I don’t mean anything by it.”

“I know,” Gail nodded. 

“I just know what I want and go after it,” he justified.

“But you’re secretly a nice guy, huh?” Gail asked facetiously.

“Maybe,” Bob replied disingenuously.  “You’re still gonna be my little whore though, right?”

Gail chuckled, “Yes, sir.”

“You know one of the reasons I give you such a hard time at work is that I’m trying to show you that you need a real man.  That husband of yours is a pussy.  How many times have you gone home and told him I asked for a blowjob or grabbed your ass?  Never, not once, has he confronted me.  If you were mine, I would have stormed up to the office the very first time and beat my ass.”  Gail stayed silent.  She couldn’t argue with his logic. 

Bob pulled her closer to him so he could kiss her.  Gail edged her way up his body, straddling his stomach, bending down to kiss him back.  Their kiss became more and more passionate.  Bob gently turned over and led Gail to rest on her back.  Their bodies intertwined as they kissed.  Bob’s cock came back to life, and he started sliding his shaft along Gail’s folds. 

“Yes,” she whispered. She reached down and guided him inside her.  Bob was gentle and slow.  There were no more taunts, no more calling Gail a whore.  They weren’t fucking anymore.  They were making love.  Gail cradled Bob’s face and they stared into each other’s eyes as he now took my wife’s heart in the same manner he had taken her body only minutes before.  He masterfully used his huge gift to guide my wife to climax repeatedly.  She moaned his name as he did.  “Yes, Bob!  Yes, Baby!”

I couldn’t tear myself away from the carnage.  Bob finally came again, my wife begging for him to stay inside her once more.  After making love for what seemed like forever, he and my wife lounged in his living room naked.  Bob fixed them some more drinks and they started heading out to the pool.  I had to think fast.  Fortunately, I was able to quickly amble behind the pool shed and still have a view as they waded into the shallow end.   

“Does this mean you’re my girlfriend now?” Bob asked, half joking.

“I guess so,” Gail quipped back leaning against his chest, her arms draped around his neck.

“What about your husband?”

“I don’t know.  I’ll have to figure that out.”

“I’ll leave that up to you. Let me know if you need anything.”

“For right now, all I need is this damn thing.”  Gail reached down and grabbed his cock.  “I’m not joking, Bob.  I will be your fucking whore.  I’ll let you do whatever you want to me.  But, in turn, this is my cock now. I’ll play your game, but if I catch you fucking some other whore, you’ll never see my pussy again.  I’m your whore and this is my cock.  Got it?”

“Prove it,” Bob ordered.  He hopped up and sat on the edge of the pool, his legs still in the water and leaned back. I couldn’t believe that, at his age, his cock was hard yet again.  I occurred to me that the pill he took earlier must have something to do with his stamina.  Gail waded through the water and stood between his legs, leaning her head down to start sucking his cock.  Bob started probing her willingness to submit to him.

“Are you gonna let me fuck you whenever I want?”

“MmHmm,” she nodded, his cock still between her lips.

“Are you gonna suck my cock on demand?”

“MmHmm.”

“Are you gonna let me come wherever I want?”

“MmHmm.”

“Are you gonna call me sir?”

She freed her mouth just long enough to reply, “Yes, sir.”

“Are you gonna let me fuck you in the ass?” Bob smirked, knowing this was a big demand. 

Gail, lifted her head.  “Maybe,” she said in a tone that didn’t inspire much confidence.  She went back to sucking him.

“Are you gonna let me watch while James fucks you in the ass?”

Gail exhaled on Bob’s dick.  “MmHmm.”

“Fuck,” Bob moaned.  “What about Ted?”

Gail paused.  “Who’s Ted?”

“The other guy you were fucking earlier.”

She moaned enthusiastically on Bob’s dick this time. “MmHmm.”

“Are you gonna let me fuck you in front of your husband?”

Gail nodded her head reluctantly but kept working her mouth along Bob’s shaft.

“I mean it.  I want to humiliate that fucker.  He deserves it.  He never stood up for you.  He thinks he’s better than me.  I want to show him what it’s like when a real man fucks his wife.”

Bob ambled up from the pool and reached down to pull Gail up by her wrists.  He led her over to the pool shed, just a few feet around the corner from where I was standing.  He pushed her against the wall like a cop getting ready to frisk a criminal, but instead he kneeled down and buried his face between her cheeks. 

“Mmmm,” Gail moaned. 

“Do you think he’s better than me?” Bob demanded returning to my wife’s pleasure.

“No,” she sighed. 

“And you said you’d do anything I want?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Come with me.”  Bob took Gail’s hand and started leading her back to the house.  I waited until they were inside and followed suit.  When I returned to my spot, I saw Bob had Gail sitting on the couch.  She was sucking his cock again.  He was holding his phone, filming while she put on a show. 

“Tell him whose cock you’re sucking.”

“I’m sucking Bob’s cock.”

“And who owns your pussy now?”

“Bob does.”

“And who fucks you better?  Me or your husband?”

“You do.”

“And what do you want me to do right now?”

“I want you to fuck me some more.”

Gail walked to the couch and presented herself on her hands and knees.  Bob filmed as he fucked her from behind.  After a little while, he paused.

“Hang on a second.” Bob started tapping on his phone.  A few moments later, my phone beeped loudly in my pocket.  Bob’s head turned in my direction.  I knew I was caught.  He left my wife on the couch and walked outside.  I didn’t make any attempt to run or hide.

“Hey Gail, guess who I found.”  He grabbed me by the arm and ushered me into the living room.  Gail was standing naked in the center of the room.  I couldn’t tell by her face if she was angry or sorry.  Bob let go of my arm and walked to Gail’s side.  “Your husband has been standing out there watching us this whole time.  Jerking himself silly, I bet.  Haven’t you bud?”

I just stood there.  Silent.  Meek.  Even though Gail is the one who had been cheating on me all evening, I felt like I was the one who had done something wrong. 

“Did you like it, Champ?”  Bob taunted me.  “Did you like watching me take your wife?”

I just stood there, staring at my wife.  She stared back.  Bob circled around and stood behind my wife.  “Anything?” he whispered in her ear.  She nodded, still looking me in the eye. She looked angry.  Somehow, she had cheated on me with three men and stood there as though I was the bad guy.  Bob turned her sideways and stood in front of her.  He kissed her and then he gently pushed her head downward.  Gail sank to her knees and took his cock in her mouth.  She looked at me as she pleasured her asshole boss.  I stood there with my mouth open, defeated.  And yet, my cock started getting hard again. 

“You always thought you were better than me, didn’t you?  Now look at you.  Standing there with your pathetic hard-on while your wife sucks my huge cock.” Gail sucked him harder at hearing those words.

Bob pointed to the couch and ordered me to sit down.  He took my wife by the hand and guided her to the couch.  Bob put her directly in front of me, straddling one of my legs, her face right next to mine. 

“Tell me what you want, Sweetheart?” he asked as he rubbed his cock along her ass. 

“I want you to fuck me and make my husband watch,” she replied, her lips inches from mine as though she was going to kiss me.  She leaned forward and gave my lips a dry, sexless, peck. 

Gail lurched forward with a groan as Bob entered her yet again.  She draped her arms around my shoulders to hold herself up.  Her breath lips brushed my ear.

“Take your cock out,” Bob ordered.  “I know you want to.” 

It was humiliating, but he wasn’t wrong.  I took my dick out, still hard.  I started masturbating while he fucked my wife, who for all intents and purposes was on top of me.  Gail started verbally degrading me while she took Bob deep inside of her.  “You’re such a pussy.  You never stood up for me once.  Now this asshole owns me.  I’m better off.  Did you see his cock?  He’s twice the man you are. You could never fuck me like he can.  I thought I could settle for a nice guy like you.  But Bob’s right.  I need a real man. I need a man that can take care of me.  I’m so tired of pretending I’m like you and all your nerdy friends.  Now I can finally be myself again.”

Bob pulled out and told Gail to stay put.  He walked around the back of the couch and his cock soon appeared over my shoulder.  My wife started sucking his cock just inches from my face.  Bob’s balls pressed against my shoulder.

“You’ve got to admit,” Gail whispered as she ran her tongue down his length.  “He’s got such a nice cock.” I continued stroking my own cock as Gail neared her new lover to yet another orgasm.  I had a front row seat to the hottest blowjob I’ve ever witnessed.

“It’s time to mark my territory,” Bob groaned.  He grabbed his cock and jerked himself off onto Gail’s willing face.  I quickly followed suit, coming on my stomach.

My wife looked at me, come scattered on her face and clinging to her chin.  “Take a good look,” she said.  She kissed me on the cheek, stood up and walked away.  As she disappeared down the hall, Bob followed.  “Now get the fuck out of my house!” he yelled, walking into the darkness. 

I sat on the couch for a few moments, stunned.  I looked to the floor and saw Gail’s swimsuit and throw.  I saw the cups still sitting on the table where SG put them.  I replayed the nights events quickly in my head.  It was honestly the hottest sexual experience of my life.  And I was only a spectator.  I went to the kitchen and grabbed some paper towels to clean myself up.  I grabbed a bottle of whisky that was sitting on the counter and took it with me on my way out the door. 

That was the end of my marriage.  The last time I saw my wife was when she strutted naked down the hall of her asshole boss’s house after she fucked three men including one she had supposedly despised only a few hours before.  I still have that video.  And get this, every now and then, Bob sends me another one.  Gail wasn’t lying.  She did anything he wanted her to do.

Thanks for reading!!!




Check out some of my other work (links below) and visit my Author Page on Amazon.com for my latest releases.
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Cucked by Katelyn - Part 1 of 3

My wife came camping with me on the lake I had been visiting since I was a boy. A chance encounter with a young college student led to a night that changed our marriage forever…

Wedding Night Cuckold - Watching My Wife Get Blacked on Our Wedding Night

Lisa walked to the entryway table, took an envelope out of her purse, and handed to me. It had my name on it. “Don’t open it until I say,” she pointed at me teasingly as she walked to the door to answer the knock. She held open the door for the young black man to roll in the dining cart.

“You can bring it this way,” she instructed and led him to the bedroom. Just before she disappeared behind the door, she looked at me. “You can open it now,” she smiled.

I opened the envelope and started reading.

“Dear Alex,

I am so happy that you chose me to be your wife. I love you more than words can say. I know you love me just as much and I look forward so very much to spending the rest of our lives together. As your wife, I want to do anything and everything that I possibly can to make your life amazing. I want to spend our first night together as husband and wife showing you that there is nothing in this world I wouldn’t do for you. You can come into the bedroom now.

All My Love,
Lisa.”

In Georgia - Cucking My Husband With the Older Man Who Taught Me Everything


It had been years since I'd seen the middle-aged neighbor that I used to tease through my window every night before bed. Now we were sharing drinks with my husband in our hotel room... 

The Guest - Getting Cucked by My Wife and a Younger Man at the Beach House


I was losing my ability to keep up with my much younger wife's needs. Watching my wife cross the line in comforting her son's best friend after a breakup gave me a very naughty idea... 
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