

Cheating Wife:  The Handyman




Warning:

The following story contains graphic sexual content.  




My friend Mike had just moved back into town after living on the west coast for the last seven years. His parents were getting older and starting to have a little difficulty in their day-to-day activities, so he decided he should be close by. All in all, Mike was a really good guy, with one exception: he was probably the horniest guy I knew. He was definitely a “trust him with your life, but not your money or your wife” kind of guy.  Mike was well known for bedding just about any woman he could get his hands on.  Women love confidence, and Mike was brimming with just that.  It was believable considering the size of his johnson. In the locker room, he was known as "the horse " or "the stallion."  I had never seen him hard before, but his dick was bigger flaccid than mine was at full glory – and I don’t have anything to be ashamed of.  It almost scared me to imagine what it was like when aroused. 

Mike worked as a contractor, so when Lacey and I decided to remodel the bathrooms in our 1950’s house, it was a no-brainer to have Mike do it. He had made enough money out west running a sizeable business to semi-retire, so since moving back he’d only been doing the occasional job to keep himself busy and make a little extra cash. Our little bathroom renovations were a layup for him, so he agreed to do them on the cheap.

Mike started by coming by one morning before I left for work. Lacey worked part-time from home, so she would be around to answer any questions. She was really the one driving this renovation train anyway. I introduced Mike to Lacey, and turned the operation over to them as I headed off to work.

Before walking out the door, I waited for Lacey to be out of earshot and joked to Mike, "You keep that fucking thing in your pants, you hear me?"

Mike laughed and retorted, “Not making any promises, bud!”

I wasn’t really worried, though. I completely trusted my wife.  Lacey carried a little extra weight, but was truly a stunning woman.  Her curves were in all the right places and she had a gorgeous face with beautiful eyes.  Probably her most remarkable feature was her hair.  It was thick, long, and luxurious.  It was uncommonly beautiful.  Everything about her worked together to make her an absolute stunner.  And that’s why I trusted her.  We had been together for five years.  She was undoubtedly hit on every day, and never even flirted with another guy.  I didn’t give it a second thought to leave her alone with Mike. 

Mike started demolition on the first bathroom that day.  Lacey looked after him, bringing him drinks and fixing him lunch.  Out of character for him, Mike behaved himself and didn’t shamelessly flirt as was his custom.  This carried on for the rest of the week as progress continued on the first bathroom.  Mike was a burly guy and she barely knew him, so being alone with him in the house was a little intimidating for Lacey at first.  But over the course of the week, they developed a comfortable rapport.  Comfortable enough for Lacey to get nosy. 

“So, Will tells me you’re quite the horn dog,” she joked bluntly.

Mike chuckled.  He was well aware of his reputation.  “Well, I have something that women want.”

“Yeah, and what’s that Mr. Man?” Lacey quipped, her tone belittling Mike’s arrogance.

“Nah, I’m not gonna go there.”  Mike continued working, making Lacey work for his secret.

“What do you mean?” Lily dug deeper.

“You don’t want to know,” Mike pushed back, kneeling down to measure for tile. 

“Well now I have to know.  Tell me! What’s your dark secret Mr. Man?” Lacey playfully stomped her foot like Mike was in trouble if he didn’t.

Mike straightened up and turned to face Lacey. Before she could fully realize what he was doing, Mike opened his jeans and took out his long, thick, flaccid cock.  Lacey’s jaw dropped.  Mike let her look for just a few seconds before putting it back in its cage.

“Sorry.  You asked,” Mike stated bluntly.

“You’re right.  Sorry.”  Lacey turned and walked away, more than a little flustered. 

Mike finished what he was doing and decided to leave early.  Before leaving, he stuck his head in Lacey’s office to let her know.  “Hey listen, I’m gonna head out.  I’m sorry about that just now.  I didn’t mean anything by it.  I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

“It’s okay.  I was just a little surprised, that’s all. I shouldn’t have pushed.”  Lacey was still processing what happened but didn’t want to be rude.  She also didn’t want to have to find someone else to finish the renovations.  Mike’s apology sounded sincere.  Between that and the fact that he didn’t actually hit on her helped ease Lacey’s mind about his intentions.  “You’re coming back tomorrow, right?” 

Mike was relieved.  “You bet.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”

The awkwardness between Mike and Lacey gradually dissipated over the next few days.  Mike behaved himself and finished the hall bath before beginning work on the master bath.  Lacey fixed lunch and they ate together each day.  Lacey gave Mike an extra hand when he needed an assist. 

“Would it be okay if I showered here? I ran a little long today.  I have an appointment and won’t have time to run by the house.”  Mike was covered in drywall dust.

“An appointment, huh?  Sounds suspicious.  Who’s the lucky girl?” Lacey teased.

“Just an old friend,” Mike confessed.

“Does she know your secret?”  Lacey was surprised she brought it up.  It was like her to always go for the joke, though.

Mike chuckled like he did the day he showed Lacey his cock.  “Oh yeah. They’re old friends, too.”

“Alright.  As long as she knows what she’s getting into,” Lacey quipped.

"Or what’s getting into her?" Mike fired back.

Lacey laughed out loud. "Alright, stud.  You know where the shower is. "You built the damn thing." Lacey walked back to her office, shaking her head and smiling.

About ten minutes later, she heard Mike’s voice. "Lacey!"

Lacey walked to the door of the hall bathroom. "Yeah?"

"I need a towel." Mike stood naked in the shower, dripping wet with nothing to dry himself.

"Oops.  Sorry.  Hang on."  Lacey retrieved a towel and walked back to the bathroom. Over the past week, she had struggled unsuccessfully to get the image of Mike’s dick out of her mind. She wanted to see it again. Despite knowing she shouldn’t, she knocked on the door. "Can I come in?"

Mike stepped onto the bathmat, still fully naked, and faced the door. He knew she wanted another look. They always do. "Sure."

Lacey opened the door, half surprised to see Mike standing before her, still glistening from the shower. "Oh, sorry!" she said as she handed him the towel.

“It’s okay.  Nothing you haven’t seen before.”  Mike started drying his upper body slowly, making no effort to cover the object of Lacey’s curiosity.  Lacey stood in the doorway, unable to not stare.  Mike stood there, letting her.  After a few minutes, he broke the silence. “It’s something, huh?” 

“That’s a really big dick,” Lacey replied softly and with a little giggle, still staring.  She knew it was wrong to be staring and her husband’s friend, but she couldn’t pull herself away.

Mike reached down and started stroking himself.  “You want to see it hard, don’t you?”

Lacey didn’t reply.  But she didn’t walk away, either.  Mike’s cock started growing.  Thicker.  Longer.  Precum started forming at the tip.  Mike licked his hand and used it to spread it along his shaft. His breathing grew heavier.  Lacey unconsciously started salivating and tracing her lips with her tongue as she watched him. She shifted her weight uncomfortably as she stood in the doorway. Mike stepped closer and leaned in the doorway next to her.  Lacey didn’t move though she knew she should have.  He continued stroking himself slowly, pausing every now and then to model his cock for her from different angles.  Lacey’s mouth stayed open now as her breathing got deeper and slower. 

Lacey looked up into Mike’s eyes and then back down at his throbbing cock.  “It’s okay,” Mike whispered, and removed his hand from his cock.  He stood there, directly facing Lacey, his hard-on pointing up at her.  Lacy lifted her hand and grasped Mike’s cock around the shaft and squeezed, feeling his girth.  Her fingers couldn’t wrap fully around him.  She let go.  A moment later she grasped it again.  Lacey loved the feeling of power it gave her when Mike moaned as she touched him.  She started stroking him gently.  Mike stepped closer and put his arm around Lacey to help balance himself as she stroked him.

“Oh, that feels so good,” he whispered deeply in her ear.  Lacey raised her hand and licked it.  She tasted him in her hand.  She licked it again before reaching down to continue jerking him off.  “Oh, fuck,” Mike grunted. He moved to stand directly in front of Lacey again, but much closer this time. Close enough to place both of his hands on her waist.  He lowered his head, pressing his against her ear.  Lacey could feel his warm breath.  She continued stroking his cock – more and more confidently.  They were standing so closely now that it brushed against her shirt as she did.  Lacey could feel Tom’s breath in her ear, moving closer to her cheek.  Lacey leaned into it.  Mike’s lips found his way to hers.  His tongue penetrated Lacey’s open mouth.  .  Lacey lifted her shirt up to expose her abdomen.  She pressed Mike’s cock against her belly as they kissed. 

“It’s so fucking big,” Lacey panted as she held it against her.  Looking back up at Mike, she slowly lowered herself to her knees.  Mike’s cock was now directly in front of her face.  “This is so wrong,” she whimpered, continuing to stroke him.  Mike stood silently, knowingly – letting her find her way through her inner conflict.  He had been here before. 

Lacey repeated, “This is so fucking wrong.”  She rested Mike’s cock against the side of her face, measuring it, feeling its weight.  “It’s bigger than my fucking face.”  For a split second, she licked the side of Mike’s cock as she resumed masturbating him.  She held it alongside her face as she stroked him.  Lacey started intermittently running Mike’s cock along her tongue as she worked it.  In her mind, she rationalized that she was just helping lubricate it.  Mike gently brushed her hair back over her ears.  He stayed silent.  He could see her struggling with her desire. 

“Goddamit,” she whisper-moaned, licking his cock more and more – along the side, underneath from his balls to the tip. “Fuck! This is so fucking wrong!”  Mike brushed her long, beautiful hair back behind her ears again, this time holding both sides together in one hand.  Lacey felt his firm grasp on the back of her head.  She looked up at him.  Mike returned her gaze, his massive cock in front of her face.  Still holding her hair behind her head with one hand, he grasped his cock by the base with the other.  Lacey held Mike’s gaze as he guided her mouth onto his cock. She took it willingly, grateful to be led.  Relieved have surrendered, Lacey began sucking Mike wantonly.  Licking, sucking, slurping – fitting as much of him in her mouth as she could manage.

Lacey leaned back, circling the head of his cock with her thumb.  Looking back up at Mike she lamented, “This is so fucking wrong.  I’m a fucking terrible person.”  Mike said nothing.  Lacey could feel him building up to orgasm.  “Are you gonna come?”  Mike nodded his head. Lacey ushered Mike back into her mouth, aggressively stroking the base of his cock with both hands as she bobbed up and down on the head.  She wanted to give Mike’s masterpiece an equally masterful finish.

“Fuck!” Mike moaned as he came.  Lacey locked down on his cock with her lips, stroking his base firmly with one hand and gently squeezing his balls with the other.  Lacey struggled to swallow him as spasm after spasm filled her mouth.  Finally, she pulled back. Mike’s come dripped from her mouth, down her chin, and onto her shirt.  She looked up and swallowed the last bit that remained in her mouth, a look of pride on her face.  It turned her on so much to know she met the challenge of pleasing such a huge cock.  Lacey and Mike stayed as they were, breathing heavily, recovering. 

Soon, as the reality of what she had just done took hold, her pride was replaced by regret and fear. “This can never, ever, EVER happen again.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Mike replied.  He’d been here before, too.  He let her storm off without argument. 

Lacey marched into her bedroom, slamming the door behind her.  She was disgusted with herself.  But while Mike got dressed and ready to leave, Lacey didn’t yet make moves to clean herself up.  Instead, she fell into bed and buried her fingers between her legs, secretly hoping that Mike would bust through the door and take her.  She did her best to muffle her moans, pressing her cum-soaked shirt to her face to get Mike’s scent as she made herself come long and hard. She masturbated again in the shower after Mike left and dried herself with Mike’s towel when she was done. 

The next morning, Mike hadn’t arrived before it was time for me to leave.  “Is Mike coming today?” I asked my wife.

“I don’t know.  He didn’t say he wasn’t,” she replied. 

“It seems like he’s been doing a good job.  Are you satisfied?”  I had no idea my words could have been interpreted in other ways given the previous day’s goings on. 

“Yeah, he’s done well.  It’s a big job.”  Lacey knew very well that her words could have been interpreted in other ways.

I realized how late I was running and rushed out the door.  Lacey was sitting at the kitchen table about an hour later when Mike finally arrived.

“I was starting to wonder if you were coming today,” Lacey said as she opened the door.

“I wanted to wait until your husband left.  Don’t need any drama.”  Mike closed the front door behind him as Lacey returned to her seat at the kitchen table.

“Don’t worry.  I didn’t tell him anything.  And you better fucking not, either.”  Lacey was stern and determined to keep this situation under control.  The last thing she wanted to do was ruin her marriage over some big-dicked asshole.

“No need to worry about that.”  Mike walked into the kitchen.

“How did your date go?” Lacey asked condescendingly.  What she wanted to say was, “How did your date go, you man-slut?”

“Didn’t go.  I already had my fun for the day.”  Mike smirked confidently.

“Well, I hope you scheduled a date for tonight, because if you’re thinking you’re getting anything here you are sorely mistaken.”  Firm.  Determined.

“Is that right?” Mike smirked again.

“That’s right.”  Again, firm and determined.

“You know, I could hear you in your bedroom yesterday.  I could hear you pleasuring yourself, thinking about me.”  Mike stepped closer to where Lacey was sitting. 

“No, you did not,” Lacey denied.  She couldn’t stop herself from looking at Mike’s crotch.  She just then realized that his cock was already hard, extended down the leg of his jeans. 

“So, you’re telling me that I didn’t hear you muffling your moans in a pillow?”  Mike stepped closer.  “Jerking yourself off while you were still covered in my come that you coaxed out of me?”  Mike unzipped his pants and reached in to pull his cock out.  “You’re telling me that you don’t want this?” 

Lacey’s breathing changed as Mike presented himself to her.  “Tell me you don’t want this,” he demanded.

“It’s wrong, Mike.  I’m a married woman!  It never should have happened.”  Firm.  Determined.

“You didn’t have to walk into that bathroom yesterday.  You’ve wanted it ever since you saw it.  All I’m trying to do is make you happy.  Your husband never has to know.”  Mike inched closer, his cock fully erect.

“That doesn’t matter!  It’s still wrong!”  Firm.  Determined.  Weakening.

“What’s wrong is you never getting to experience a cock like mine.  You’re still a young, beautiful woman in your prime.  But your chances are running out.”  Mike stepped closer.  He could tell Lacey was beginning to cave.  She was breathing heavier and unconsciously swallowing again. She licked her lips, unaware.  Mike lifted Lacey’s chin with his hand to bring her to his gaze.  “When in your life are you ever going to have another opportunity like this?”  Mike moved his hand to grasp Lacey’s hair as he had done the day before.  “It’s okay.  Your husband will never know. I promise.”  He pulled Lacey’s head toward his dick.  She resisted.  Mike relaxed his grip.  Lacey looked up at Mike and then back down at his cock staring at her.  With a sigh and of her own volition, she took him in her mouth again. 

“Fuck this is so wrong!” Lacey lamented.

“That’s part of what makes it feel so good,” Mike retorted and guided her back to his throbbing hard-on.  It was glorious watching this beautiful woman go down on him.  “I wish you could see yourself.  You look so sexy.”

Lacey moaned in reply.  She wished she could see it, too.

“I bet you don’t look this sexy with your husband’s cock in your mouth.”  Mike sensed he had gone too far. 

The realization of what she was doing hit Lacey hard.  She almost never gave me a blowjob.  Once, maybe twice a year if I was incredibly lucky and she was incredibly drunk.  The fact that she was craving another man’s cock in her mouth brought her guilt and shame to the forefront.  “Fuck!” Lacey shouted and stormed off to her bedroom.

Mike zipped up and waited a moment and then snuck down the hall, pressing his hear to the bedroom door.  Just like the day before, he could hear her muffled moans behind the door.  “I’m such a fucking whore!” she whispered loudly between moans. 

Mike eased the door open silently.  He watched as Lacey lay on the bed; eyes closed, naked from the waist down, legs spread, with one hand buried in her shaved pussy while she sucked the thumb of her other hand.  Mike unzipped his pants again and took his still hard dick back out.  He walked slowly to the foot of the bed in front of Lacey.

“Oh, fuck,” Lacey moaned, opening her eyes to see Mike stroking himself directly in front of her.  Without warning, Mike pulled her by her feet and slid her across the bed until he was between her legs. “No! We can’t!”  Her actions betrayed her, though.  Rather than pushing Mike away, she continued masturbating, staring at the cock between her legs.  She reached out played with the head of Mike’s cock with her thumb and fingers. “This is so fucking wrong.  I can’t do this!”   

Mike removed his hands from where they had been grasping Lacey’s legs.  Lacey still had Mike in her hand, holding him steady by his dick.  She stared into his eyes.  Slowly, she started jerking his cock again, pulling him closer to her.  When Mike reached her, he spun her around leaning her over the bed.  He leaned forward over Lacey’s back, his cock between her ass cheeks, and whispered in her ear.  “Tell me what you want, Lacey.”

“I can’t,” she whimpered back. 

Mike started sliding his cock back and forth between her cheeks.  “Tell me what you want.” 

Lacey said nothing, only rocking her hips to meet Mike’s pace as he ran his cock along her ass.  He leaned back gently and started rubbing the head of his cock against her wet folds.  Lacey’s head arched back with a moan.  Mike repeated, “Tell me what you want.”

“Fuck me,” Lacey whimpered almost silently. 

“I couldn’t hear you.”  Mike pressed his cock deeper into her folds, teasing her.  “

“Fuck me,” she whispered louder this time.  “Please fuck me.”

Mike swiftly slid several inches of his thick, hard cock inside of Lacey.  “Fuuuucckckk!” she screamed.  Lacey had never experienced such girth before.  “Fuck you’re so big.  You’re so big. You’re so big.” 

Mike fucked her slowly, gradually working his way further inside of her.  Every now and then he would stop and repeat the refrain, “Do you want me to stop?  Do you want me to stop, Lacey?”

“No,” she inevitably whimpered.  “Keep fucking me. Please.”

Mike was taking her fully now.  He grabbed her long, thick, flowing hair and gently pulled it back forcing Lacey to lift her head and arch her back as he fucked her.

“Yes!” she exclaimed in response. “Take me.  Make me come. Make me come!”

Mike found Lacey’s rhythm, filling her in a way she had never experienced before.  “You feel so good, Lacey.  You’re so fucking sexy.  You are absolutely perfect right now.”

Lacey fed on the praise.  “Yes!  Yes! Make me come!  Make me come!”  she chanted as Mike plowed into her from behind. 

“Come on my cock!  Come on me!”  Mike urged.

“Fuucckkk!” Lacey moaned as she came harder that she ever had before.  Mike slowed his pace but made sure to fill her entirely as he drew out her orgasm the best he could.  He didn’t just have a huge cock, he was well practiced in using it.  Lacey was the beneficiary of that.  She would later describe it as a “whole new kind of orgasm” rather than just the biggest one she’d had up until that point. 

“Jesus Christ,” Lacey uttered as she sank into the bed.

Mike didn’t waste time with a response.  He turned her around and lifted her onto the bed.  He climbed up between her legs and began kissing her. 

“Put me inside of you,” he ordered.  Lacey, still in a daze from being singularly fucked, did as she was told.  Mike and Lacey kissed as he began steadily moving inside of her again.

“Oh, God,” Lacey moaned.

Mike teased her nipples with his tongue.  Then he lifted himself up so Lacey could see him penetrating her.  “Look.”

Lacey’s stared in wonder at the huge cock moving between her legs.  She couldn’t believe she could accommodate his size.  She reached down and began teasing her clitoris as Mike fucked her.  “Yes!  Fuck me, Baby!” 

Mike moaned at the sound of her calling him “Baby.”  “Tell me when.  Tell me when you want me to come.” 

Lacey loved the control.  It wasn’t long before she and Mike had mutually neared her to orgasm.  “Yes!  Come for me, Baby!”  Mike fucked Lacey furiously, bringing them both to climax.  Lacey’s thoughts turned to me as she came.  She was now incredibly turned on at the wickedness of letting Mike come inside of her, something she had never allowed me to do.  Not once. “Fuck yes!  Come inside of me!” she demanded.

Mike stayed inside of her as they lay in silent repose.  He kissed Lacey gently and joked before rolling to her side, “See, that wasn’t so bad.” 

Lacey laughed but said nothing as she stared at the ceiling.  She was still trying to grasp the enormity of what just happened.  The fact that she had just cheated on me was secondary to the tectonic shift in her understanding of sex.  She never knew anyone could be so horny or come so hard as she just had.

After laying in silence for a few more minutes, Lacey moved between Mike’s legs and took his flaccid cock in her mouth.  Without too much effort, she brought it back to life.  “Fuck me again,” she demanded as she moved up his body to mount him.  Firm.  Determined.  

About six months later, I was at work and not feeling well.  I had plenty of sick leave available, so I decided to head home early.  As I pulled into the driveway, I saw Mike’s truck parked behind Lacey’s car.  My heart sank.  The renovations were finished weeks ago.  He had no reason to be there.  I snuck in quietly.  Ironically, Mike had fixed all our squeaky doors while he was renovating the bathrooms.  As I tiptoed down the hall, I began hearing voices.  My worst fears were confirmed. 

I could hear Lacey’s voice.  “Yes, baby!  Fuck me!  Goddamn, you feel so good.”

Mike’s voice followed, “Yeah.  You like my big cock?”

“Fuck yes.  You’re so fucking thick.  You’re stretching me!” Lacey never talked like that when we were having sex.  “Fuck me.  Give me that huge cock.  Fuck my married pussy!”

“Yeah.  Whose pussy is this?”  Mike demanded.

“It’s your pussy baby.  I might be married, but you own my pussy.” 

I forgot all about not feeling well physically as my heart sank.  I couldn’t believe Lacey could betray me.  They must have been fucking for months.  I had paid this asshole to fuck my wife while he renovated our house.  But something else was going on.  My cock was hard as rock.  I was getting really turned on listening to my wife talk so dirty.  Slowly I opened the door.  At first, they didn’t notice me standing there.  Lacey was on all fours facing the foot of the bed, her head pressed to the mattress.  She was lifting her ass as high in the air as she could to meet Mike’s cock as he gripped her hips from behind and plowed into her. 

Mike noticed me first.  He glanced down at my crotch and saw the bulge in my khakis.  He smirked and didn’t miss a beat as he continued fucking Lacey.  “Do you like letting me fuck your married pussy?”

“Yes, Baby.  I love it when you fuck me,” Lacey replied, her eyes still closed.

“Does your husband make you come like I do?”  Mike was looking at me while he took my wife.

“No, Baby.  Only you can make me come so hard. You’re the best fuck I’ve ever had,” she volunteered, still unaware of my presence. 

“Do you ever suck your husband’s cock?”  Mike knew what he was doing.

“I only suck your cock, Baby.”  It was simultaneously breaking my heart and turning me on hearing my wife call Mike “Baby.”

“Do you ever let him come in your pussy?”  Mike was going to torture me.  He knew the questions I had rolling around in my brain.

“No baby, that’s just for you. Fuck, keep fucking me,” she moaned.

“When do I get to fuck you?” Mike continued.

“Whenever you want, Baby. Every fucking day.”  Lacey lifted herself back up on all fours and started bucking back against him.

“When do you fuck your husband?” Mike stared at me awaiting her response.

“Only when I have to,” she replied.  “You’re the only one I want to fuck, Baby.” 

Mike eased his way out of Lacey and started teasing her with his cock.  Stacey looked back over her shoulder, “Please?  Don’t tease me now.  Fuck me.”  As she turned her head back around she spotted me.  She gasped.  “Oh fuck!”

Mike slammed his cock back into her.  Lacey lurched forward with a grunt.  “It’s okay,” Mike said as he held Lacey firmly by her hips, holding her captive on his cock.  “He likes it.  Look.” 

Lacey couldn’t help but moan as Mike continued to fuck her despite my presence.  Her eyes fell to the bulge in my pants and the wet spot from precum soaking through. 

“Whose pussy is this?” Mike demanded. 

Lacey looked over her shoulder at Mike and then meekly, apologetically back at me.  I stared at her with a stunned look on my face.  My cock was raging, seeing my beautiful wife being taken by a hulk of a man.  I couldn’t resist reaching down and grasping my hard-on through my pants. 

“Whose pussy is this?” Mike repeated loudly, changing the mood in the room, claiming her.

Stacey looked back him. “It’s your pussy,” she muttered.

“Look at your husband and tell him.  He wants to hear it.  Tell him whose pussy this is.”  Mike spanked her ass as he continued to fuck her with longer and deeper strokes than I could have ever given her.  “Tell him!”

Lacey looked at me. “My pussy belongs to Mike.” 

“Watch me fuck her.  Watch me fuck your wife.” Mike sneered.  He gathered Lacey’s hair in his hands and pulled her head back, fucking her hard.

“Fuck yes!” Lacey moaned.

I reached down and unzipped my pants.  I took my cock out and started stroking it.

“See I told you!” Mike bragged.

Lacey, her head still forced upward by her hair being pulled, shifted her eyes to watch me masturbating.  “Fuck me, baby!  Make him watch!” she demanded.

“Tell him, Baby!  Tell him what you want him to know,” Mike ordered.  He let go of her hair so she could look directly at me.

“Watch him fuck me!  Watch him take your wife.  He fucks me so good.  Do you like it?  Do you like watching me get fucked by a real man?”  I nodded my head. 

“You should have never left me alone with him.  I tried to resist at first.  But I couldn’t.” 

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned listening to her.

“He fucks me every day while you’re at work.  I let him do things I never let you do.  Do you remember last month when we went to dinner with your parents, and I was late getting there?  I was sucking his cock in the parking lot.  I did it because he told me to.”

I moaned and nearly came. 

“Do you remember the party we had last month?  Tom caught me sucking Mike’s cock in my office in the middle of the party.  I sucked his cock while Mike fucked me, to convince him not to tell you. I’m such a slut.  Maybe I’m gonna let all your friends fuck me!”

I moaned again. 

“I let Mike come inside me.  The first time he fucked me, he came inside me.  I’m gonna let you you watch while he comes inside your pretty wife today.”

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned.

Mike, taking his cue, picked up the pace. 

“Yes!  Fuck me, Baby!  Come in this married pussy.  Make my husband watch!”

The sound of flesh slamming into flesh echoed in the room. 

“Fuck, yes.  I’m gonna come!” Mike groaned.

“Yes.  Come for me, Baby!” 

I came while I watched my wife get fucked by Mike’s huge cock. She arched her back and begged for more in a way I could have never believed before.  Mike slid out of Lacey and fell to the bed on his back.  Lacey turned and took his cock in her mouth, cleaning him.  I stood there, dick still in hand, stunned.  Lacey ambled out of the bed, her face glistening with sweat.  She walked over to me and kissed me on the cheek.  I could smell Mike on her.  “Let’s go have a chat.”  Lacey put on a robe and walked towards her office.  I fixed my pants and followed.  Then we had a conversation that changed the course of my life.  And I thought it was going to be just another Tuesday. 
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