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Cobra Kai Pt. 01

*IF FEMALE INFIDELITY CAUSES YOU PSYCHOLOGICAL PROBLEMS...THEN, THERE'S NOTHING TO SEE HERE...PLEASE MOVE ALONG *

*****

Paul Cuckfield arrived home from work and went straight to his bedroom. He collapsed onto his bed and shook his head as he reflected on the events that had led to him moving back in with his mother. Just 6 months ago, he thought he had the perfect life. Then things went horribly wrong.

Before the nightmare started, Paul had thought he had a pretty good life. He was 42 and his wife Lisa 30. They had been married for 8 years, and Paul always felt a cocky satisfaction that he had a wife that other men lusted after. At his work's Christmas parties, his male colleagues drooled over Lisa with barely contained envy.

When they'd met, Lisa was fairly naive about city life. She was from a rural background and dressed like someone in their forties. But Paul had seen her potential. Under her conservative clothes he was sure she had a killer body. She tried to conceal her huge breasts, but that was impossible. And even without makeup, she was pretty. She was probably a few pounds overweight, but Paul had snapped her up without hesitation. He saw a girl he could manage and manipulate, and Lisa seemed content to defer to his experience.

Paul gradually persuaded Lisa to dress more sexily. She started coming out of her shell and gained more confidence. Paul really got off on the reactions to his wife. Men did double takes when they saw her DD cleavage almost spilling out. Even Lisa seemed to get a kick out of it, though she would try to play it down. Paul knew she'd had a sheltered upbringing and had never attracted much male attention. Now, she seemed to enjoy male eyes scanning her body.

Then, about a year ago, Paul started pushing Lisa to dress even more sexily. At first, she had dismissed the idea, but Paul knew there was part of her that was excited by the prospect of dressing even raunchier. She didn't take much persuading to go shopping for more clothes. When she got home, Paul excitedly checked out her purchases. He was pleased to see miniskirts, lingerie and other stuff Lisa would once have called indecent. But by now, she knew that her body was far superior to the average, and that raunchy clothes could only emphasize her gifts from nature.

They went out the following Saturday and Paul couldn't believe how sexy Lisa looked. She was wearing a miniskirt and a flimsy top that laced up across her breasts. Paul was sure that if she exhaled too long, her breasts would burst out. She looked like a completely different woman to the one he'd married. Makeup and high heels made her look like an expensive, slutty call girl.

They went to a club and Paul could feel eyes leering at his wife. When he went to the toilet, he came back to find some guy hitting on Lisa. After that, it seemed like a common occurrence. Paul only had to turn his back for a few seconds and some guy would be all over her. Paul was always excited when it happened. He had something that every other man wanted. He was envied and it made him feel good.

As Lisa drank more alcohol, her inhibitions disappeared and she wanted to dance. Paul didn't dance and tried to keep an eye on her from the bar. He watched as several guys tried to hit on her. One or two even groped her as they danced. When Lisa came back, she downed more booze and then went back onto the dance floor. Paul could see her eyes were glazed and she was drunk. He nearly told her it was time to leave, but decided to give it another 10 minutes.

Paul couldn't see Lisa too clearly through the throng of people dancing. He briefly saw some guy with his hands on her hips, and then he lost her. He waited 10 minutes before he walked around the dance floor looking for her. He was starting to get worried when he saw some guy with his arms around a blonde girl. It couldn't be Lisa, could it? He recognized her shoes and he moved closer. When he finally saw her, he stopped in his tracks.

Lisa and this guy were seriously making out. Her arm was around his neck and her other hand seemed to be between his legs. The guy's hands were roaming all over her body, squeezing her ass, then her big breasts. The guy was saying something to her. Lisa nodded before they resumed kissing and tonguing. Paul stared in shock. He couldn't move and he suddenly realized he had an erection. Then, Lisa moaned loudly. Even Paul heard it above the music.

Lisa was pumping her hips against the guy as her head was thrown back. Her eyes were suddenly wide as she shook and squirmed against him. Paul was stunned by what he saw. Lisa had just had an orgasm. There was no doubt about it. He didn't know how long he'd been watching as the kissing continued.

10 minutes later, Lisa finally spotted Paul and pushed the guy away. She and the guy had a short conversation which ended when she showed him her wedding ring. She kissed his cheek and then walked unsteadily towards Paul. She looked embarrassed as she said,

"Maybe we should go home now."

Neither of them spoke on the way back. Paul still had an erection tenting his pants. He kept picturing Lisa cumming in the nightclub. Her eyes and mouth open in elation as her body lurched against the man. Paul couldn't even remember what the guy looked like. He was tall and well built, but his face was a blank. When they got home, Paul wanted answers.

He suddenly spat,

"What the hell was that, Lisa?"

She was still a little drunk, and hesitated before replying,

"I don't know how it happened. I was drunk and this guy started dancing with me and feeling me up. I wasn't thinking straight and I was really horny. Anyway, he moved us to a corner and we started making out. I just lost it after that."

"And you couldn't say no?" Paul fumed.

"I know you like it when guys hit on me. I only meant to let him have a grope, but he was so sexy. He was really turning me on," She replied. Paul felt his dick throbbing. He sat down to hide it and said,

"He made you cum."

"I know. He knew what he was doing, honey. He was driving me crazy," Lisa replied quietly.

Later, in bed, Paul couldn't get it out of his mind. He hadn't heard any regret or remorse from Lisa. She had loved every second of it. If he hadn't been there, she probably would've fucked the guy. He suddenly asked,

"What was he saying to you, babe?"

"A lot of dirty stuff. How much he wanted to fuck me and play with my tits. If I wanted his cock inside me," Lisa replied matter of factly.

Paul slowly stroked his dick under the duvet and murmured,

"What did you say to that?"

Lisa stared into space as she said,

"Well, I told him I'd love that, honey. I WAS drunk."

Paul was sure she was replaying the scene in her head. He turned to her and said,

"I saw you stroking his crotch. Was he big?"

Lisa smiled in the darkness and replied,

"Well, I didn't see it, but it felt pretty big."

Then, Paul stuttered,

"B-Bigger than me?"

Lisa turned away and smirked before she said,

"Oh, yes, much bigger."

Paul grimaced in silence. He wondered if she was mocking him. His dick was still hard and he had to cum. He quickly got on top of Lisa and pushed inside her. He jabbed in 6 times and ejaculated.

Lisa couldn't remember Paul ever coming so fast. She'd noticed his erection earlier but didn't want to embarrass him by saying anything about it. For most of their marriage Lisa had viewed sex as unimportant, then Paul had started encouraging her to wear sexier clothes. She soon noticed the stares and the attention she drew. It was a huge boost to her ego. She had been quiet and shy growing up. She had little experience with boys and sex. She'd always wanted to be a wife and mother.

It wasn't long after that incident that Paul and Lisa decided to try for a baby. After 4 months of trying, they both saw a doctor to find out if there was a problem. To Paul's horror, it turned out he had an extremely low sperm count. He didn't want to talk about it or seek alternative methods. His manhood was in tatters and he didn't want to hear about a baby that wouldn't be his biologically. Lisa was pissed at his attitude and their relationship was frosty for weeks.

Then, 6 months ago, they got a new neighbor. A single woman called Tiffany moved in next door. She was in her thirties and was the talk of the neighborhood for a while. During her first week, 3 different men had stayed the night, which caused quite a stir amongst their middle aged neighbors. However, she and Lisa immediately became good friends. Lisa was enthralled when Tiffany told her what she did for a living.

Apparently, Tiffany managed several models. Not the catwalk types, though. Her models did lingerie, clothing for catalogues and even porn. Lisa asked questions about it all the time. Tiffany could see that Lisa was somewhat innocent. They would often use Lisa's swimming pool and then sunbathe. Tiffany always kept her cell phone handy and 20 minutes rarely passed without it ringing.

Paul thought Tiffany was hot. She was a woman who had total confidence in herself. But Tiffany took an instant dislike to Paul. She didn't like the way he tried to control Lisa. Who she could see, where she could go. Tiffany got the impression he was paranoid about losing his control over her. After all, a 12 year age gap was no small thing. And in all honesty, Tiffany had thought the age gap was closer to 20 years before she'd learned the truth.

Lisa found Tiffany easy going and easy to talk to. She soon spilled the beans on her life and marriage. She even told Tiffany about Paul's low sperm count. Tiffany chuckled and said,

"No wonder Paul snapped you up quick, girl. Looks like you got the short end of the stick...short, thin and empty."

They both burst out laughing. Tiffany loved making Paul the butt of her jokes. As far as she was concerned, Paul was just another middle class male with no backbone. Putting up a facade to try and fool the world.

It was a month since Tiffany moved in and Lisa was spending more and more time with her. Tiffany had converted one of the rooms in her house into a mini gym. She and Lisa usually worked out together. Tiffany was impressed with Lisa's voluptuous body. Her standout feature was her bust, of course. Her tits seemed to defy physics. Instead of going down, they pointed straight out. Tiffany was a little envious of Lisa's incredible tits, but other than that, the two women were fairly similar. Tiffany wondered if a little surgery could give her a similar bust. She was a 36C and she'd always been happy with her pair. But...bigger is better.

They were sitting in Tiffany's living room after their workout, when Lisa suddenly asked,

"What kind of porn do your girls do, Tiffany?"

"I'll show you," She replied as she opened her laptop and connected it to the tv. After about 5 minutes, she started a video, then sat back. Tiffany glanced at Lisa and said,

"I think you'll like this, Lisa. It's tasteful. We do work with a company that makes high definition and well shot, erotic videos. None of that wham bam shit. You could call it female friendly."

There was some music and credits, then the action started. Lisa leaned forward and licked her lips. She had only seen a handful of porn videos. They were badly made and shot with a home camera or phone. This one was totally different. The picture quality was excellent and so were the performers. When Lisa saw the guy's cock, she blurted,

"No way."

"What?" Asked Tiffany, raising an eyebrow.

"How big is an average penis?" Asked Lisa, looking confused.

Tiffany giggled and replied,

"Well, it's not as big as that guy's 7 inches. The figure most people come up with is 6 inches. What's up, girl? Is Paul lacking length as well as sperm?"

Lisa could only nod, unable to take her eyes off of the screen. The video was 40 minutes and Lisa watched every second of it. As more credits rolled, she realized that she'd never had sex anywhere near that long or that erotic.

Lisa turned to Tiffany and said,

"So, how long does good sex last, Tiff?"

Tiffany chuckled and replied,

"You really are an innocent, aren't you? Well, I'll give you my opinion on it. I wouldn't throw a guy out of bed who could last more than 10 minutes. But less than that...hit the road, Jack. A good lover uses foreplay, will lick your pussy without being asked. Then again, some guys get you so hot, you just wanna fuck. A real stud is well hung, can get hard again every time and can go all night."

Lisa listened intently. Paul didn't tick any of those boxes. In fact, from what she'd learned today, he was a lousy lover. He didn't eat her pussy and it was more a question of strokes than minutes. Fuck! Why had she not seen his shortcomings earlier? The only orgasms Lisa had were self induced. And on top of all that, Paul had a micro sperm count and didn't want to consider other options for conceiving a child. She was suddenly angry. Did Paul think she would quietly accept not having children? He had another thing coming if he did.

Tiffany continued to coax more information from Lisa. She learned that Paul's dick was thin and under 5 inches. In fact, she now knew everything about Paul's shoddy performance in bed. Tiffany gauged that Lisa was definitely frustrated. Not just sexually but with Paul as a whole. He was living in the past. He had old fashioned ideas about marriage and the roles of husband and wife. The husband had to be the dominant force who made the decisions. The wife had to support those decisions. In short, her place was in the kitchen. Hardly a 21st century perspective.

Lisa was fascinated by Tiffany's job and her connections to erotic porn. Tiffany had given her the website of the company that made all the tasteful porn and an assortment of magazines and catalogues that featured men and women she represented. Lisa found herself masturbating regularly as she watched the erotic videos. Drooling over the well endowed hunks.

One question had been at the forefront of her mind lately, and Lisa finally came out with it as she and Tiffany lazed by the pool one afternoon. Lisa suddenly said,

"I've watched quite a few videos on that website you gave me, Tiff, and nearly all the men seem to be...bigger than average."

Tiffany took a sip from her drink, then replied,

"There's one thing that always sells in porn, and that's bigger. Be it cock size or breast size, people always want bigger."

"Is bigger really better then? Asked Lisa.

"Well, let me put it this way, hun, would you trade your breasts for a smaller cup size?"

Lisa shook her head slowly. Her big breasts were her best assets and she wouldn't trade them for anything. Tiffany continued,

"Of course not. Most women want larger breasts and 99% of men definitely prefer them. But when it comes to cock size, it's not as straightforward because of the fragile male ego."

Lisa gave it some thought before she said,

"So, what do you think, Tiff? Does cock size really matter, to YOU?"

Tiffany smiled to herself as she replied,

"Hmmm, well, personally, I prefer a big cock that can go deep. Not many women are going to admit that though. If there are two words that men can't handle, it's 'size matters'."

Lisa nodded in contemplation. She could imagine how those two words would seriously upset Paul.

The following weekend, Tiffany took Lisa out to a club on the outskirts of the city. On this particular Saturday, it was a male strip club. Lisa was surprised when they were shown straight in and given a table right in front of the stage. Tiffany explained that they were VIP's tonight and that everything was free. A couple of her clients occasionally worked here and she had a good relationship with the management.

Tiffany kept the drinks flowing as the night wore on. She wanted to see how wild Lisa could get when she was drunk and horny. At 10.30pm, Tiffany decided to slip something into Lisa's next drink. It was an aphrodisiac used by female performers in porn. By 11pm, Lisa was wide eyed as she watched the latest stripper dancing on the stage. She was whooping and clapping at the young, muscular man clad in cowboy attire.

Tiffany could tell that Lisa was aroused. If she wasn't standing, she'd be fidgeting in her seat. Her skin was flushed and her eyes were huge as she stared at the man thrusting his pelvis at the screaming audience. When the young man momentarily lowered his pouch, revealing a large, semi erect cock, Lisa jumped up and squealed as she pointed at his crotch. The young cowboy danced and gyrated in front of their table for most of his routine. These two sexy women were of a different calibre to the rest of the audience.

Around midnight, Tiffany said,

"So, tell me, Lisa, which guy was your favorite?"

Lisa thought for a few seconds before she giggled,

"Well, I know he was kind of young, but that cowboy was really hot."

"Tell you what, I'll see if I can arrange a private show for us," Said Tiffany as she got up and headed around the stage. Lisa hoped she could arrange it. She was so horny, her whole body was tingling.

Tiffany came back 10 minutes later and said,

"It's all set. They can fit us in at 12.30am. Billy the Kid was totally up for it when he knew that it was for us. I guess we'll find out how much lead he's got in his gun."

Lisa tried not being too obvious as she discretely checked the time every 30 seconds or so.

Eventually, they were called to one of the rooms behind the stage. There were two couches and a table, with two speakers on the walls as they sat down. A waitress brought in two drinks just as the music started up. A voice suddenly cut in and said,

"And now, the hardest gun in the West...Simon Long!"

Simon came strutting into the room in his full outfit and began his routine. Earlier, Tiffany had told him to concentrate his attention on Lisa. After 5 minutes of dancing, Simon had removed his upper garments and invited Lisa to oil up his body.

Lisa's hands were trembling as she reached up and began rubbing the oil into his chest. She stroked and massaged his hard body in barely contained excitement, glancing down at the growing bulge in his pouch. She sat down again and squeezed and rubbed his ass, his crotch only inches from her face. Tiffany watched in interest, wondering how far Lisa would go. Right now, she looked like a salivating bitch in heat.

Lisa's attention was locked on Simon's pouch. Without thinking, her fingers suddenly tugged the strings at his hip and his pouch fell away. Lisa gasped,

"Oh, Goddd!" As his cock sprang out, pointing at Lisa's face and still growing. Simon looked down and asked,

"You like?"

Lisa opened her mouth to speak, but instead just nodded.

Her hands continued idly rubbing his hips as time stood still. She wondered what she should do. Then, Simon moved forward, pushing his cock against her face. Lisa moaned loudly as she stared cross eyed down the length of his cock. Her nipples ached and her pussy throbbed in arousal as Simon slid his cock across her face. He had the added visual of her huge cleavage heaving.

Simon tried to push his cock into her mouth but Lisa kept her lips pursed. He gripped his shaft and began slapping her face with it. Lisa moaned each time his hard cock bounced on her face as sprinkles of precum sprayed her skin. She kissed his shaft as it slapped against her lips. Her fingers were itching to touch her pussy. She was on the edge of an orgasm, but was still aware that Tiffany was in the room. For some reason, that was a barrier to her.

Simon was grunting as he neared his climax. He wanted to cum over her face, but the management didn't approve of things going too far, unless it was initiated by the clientele. And he knew that the other dark haired woman had connections to the club. So, instead, he looked down at Lisa and said,



"Play with it."

Lisa didn't reply as her hand tentatively went to his cock. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and began jerking him off. She watched with rapt attention as his cock throbbed with power. She knew he was close to climaxing as her hand jerked him faster, eager to make him cum. She wasn't aware of anything but the cock in her hand as it suddenly bucked as Simon grunted loudly.

Lisa's eyes went wide as a rope of cum erupted from his cock and splattered the wall beside her. As another rope blasted out, she could only gasp,

"Jesus Christ!"

She counted 6 jets that hit the wall before smaller jets landed on the floor. Simon staggered backwards as Lisa stared at the wall in amazement. Streaks of cum ran down the padded surface. His seed was copious, a hell of a lot more than Paul's teaspoon full amount.

After Simon had said goodbye and left, Lisa sat in quiet contemplation of what had happened. Tiffany studied her and said,

"Pretty wild, huh?"

Lisa looked dazed as she nodded in agreement. Her pussy was wet and still throbbing as they prepared to leave. She still had drops of cum on her fingers and she was suddenly gripped by an impulse to taste it. She brought her hand up and licked the white liquid. It wasn't bad, certainly better than Paul's tasteless, slimy sperm.

When Lisa got home, Paul was still awake and couldn't fail to notice his wife's excited and aroused state. When he heard the shower come on, he crept up to the bathroom door and listened. After only a few minutes, he heard Lisa moaning. It went on for about 5 minutes, building up to a high pitched cry as she climaxed. Paul knew that Tiffany had taken Lisa to some club to see male strippers. Something about it troubled him, and yet it also excited him.

Paul was beginning to see Tiffany as a bad influence. Lisa seemed to really look up to her and the pair had become almost inseparable. Tiffany also had an acidic and vicious tongue which she directed at Paul. There were constant jibes about his infertile sperm and she often referred to him as 4 inches of limp wimp. He tried to laugh it off, but he got the feeling that she was only half joking.

A few days later, Lisa announced that Tiffany had invited her to take part in a shoot. Apparently, it was a swimwear shoot for buxom girls. Paul didn't know what to make of this news. This was something that Lisa would never have even considered before she met Tiffany. He gave it some thought before he said,

"Maybe that's not a good idea, babe. People we know might see it."

"What's the big deal? It's only a swimwear shoot. The kind of stuff I've worn at the beach."

When Paul saw the complete set of pictures, he was stunned. There definitely weren't any costumes that Lisa had ever worn at the beach. Paul flicked through the photos of his wife in some of the raunchiest swimwear he'd ever seen. Every costume appeared to be a size too small. She wore an assortment of one and two piece bikinis, the bottoms usually thongs that showed off her amazing, bubble butt. The tops were flimsy pieces of fabric that barely covered her spectacular DD tits.

Later, Paul secretly took the photos to the bathroom and laid out the best pictures as he jerked off over them. He wasn't surprised to hear that the pictures would be used by a small catalogue company selling sexy and erotic garments for women. What did surprise him was the amount of money Lisa received for the shoot. It was more than twice the amount of his monthly pay. It was also the first time in their marriage that Lisa had financial independence.

Paul didn't like the idea of Lisa making more money than him. She seemed to be changing before his eyes, under the guidance of Tiffany. Money had always been a means for Paul to be in control of their marriage. He could only hope the photo shoot was a one off. The thought of men leering at his bikini clad wife was a huge turn on, though.

A week later, Lisa was sunbathing in her garden with Tiffany. They had been shopping earlier that day and Tiffany had taken her to a respectable sex shop. She talked Lisa into purchasing some wild outfits. Tiffany looked over the top of her sunglasses and said ,

"Those photos were a big success, Lisa. How would you like to do another one?"

"The same kind of thing? Swimwear?" Asked Lisa.

Tiffany thought about the best way to phrase her response before she said,

"Well, not exactly. This one would be a lingerie shoot."

She decided against mentioning there would be a man involved. Lisa's eyes lit up as she considered it. She'd really enjoyed the swimwear shoot and being the center of attention. Finally, she replied,

"I'll speak to Paul, but it should be ok, Tiff."

Paul wasn't overjoyed about another photo shoot. He thought Lisa was spending way too much time with Tiffany. His opinion of Tiffany had lowered after he had seen her coming home with a black man. In the end, he decided against putting his foot down. After all, wearing lingerie couldn't be any worse than those bikinis she wore in the first photo shoot.

Lisa got changed in the makeshift dressing room. She'd shaven her pussy completely bare as Tiffany had advised her to. Now, she stood in front of the mirror in the black lingerie. She studied her reflection and thought she looked red hot. She wore a lace bodystocking and G string. A woman came in to touch up her makeup, then she went out to the mock bedroom.

Tiffany walked straight up to her and said,

"Listen, Lisa, I just found out that this shoot has to have a man in it. Don't worry, though, there'll be hardly any touching."

A look of horror came over Lisa's face. She didn't agree to anything like this. Then again, she didn't want to let Tiffany down. And she would only be modeling 4 different lingerie sets. In the end, she replied,

"Well, ok then, Tiff. I guess it's not that big a deal."

A few minutes later, Lisa was introduced to Ryan, a well built guy in his twenties. All he wore were a pair of tight boxer shorts. Lisa nervously took off her robe in front of the cameraman, Ryan and Tiffany. Ryan did a double take when he saw her huge breasts through the partially transparent lace. His eyes feasted on her body. She was one sexy bitch. He was certain she'd be a star if she tried porn.

They got into the poses the cameraman advised and he began snapping shots, urging them to show more passion and intimacy. Lisa did her best, but she found it difficult to get into it. Maybe if she'd known about Ryan earlier, she could've prepared herself mentally. Also, she would have to explain all this to Paul.

An hour later, Lisa was changing for the third time. She put on the white babydoll and thong, her breasts almost spilling out. Ryan had a pair of briefs on this time as he stood behind her for the first pose. Lisa suddenly felt something hard being pushed against her ass & her body spasmed. She knew it was his erection and her nipples instantly hardened. Ryan's hands came up and pushed her breasts together. Lisa moaned as her nipples grazed against the silk.

By the time they had to change again, Lisa had almost cum. Ryan slyly groped her breasts at every opportunity. At one point they were standing by the bed facing each other. Ryan grabbed her ass and pushed his crotch into her pussy. Lisa quickly went back to the dressing room and tried to get herself under control. Thank God she got to keep all the outfits. Her thong was soaked. Shaving her pussy had made it even more sensitive.

She changed into the last outfit and the most revealing. It was a purple peekaboo teddy, backless and less material than the other 3 combined. Lisa knew this garment would struggle to keep her breasts under wraps. She put on her robe and went back out to the set.

Things continued along the same lines. Ryan kept rubbing his cock against her and feeling up her tits and ass. Twice, he almost managed to force her breasts out. Lisa had to keep adjusting the teddy to cover as much of her big tits as it could manage. The teddy was so tight between her legs, every movement caused the material to rub her engorged clit. Just when she was sure she was going to orgasm, the photographer called time on the shoot. Lisa pulled away from Ryan and bolted for the dressing room.

As Tiffany drove them home, she said,

"You see, you soon got the hang of it, Lisa."

"Jesus, Tiff, that Ryan guy was getting a little too frisky. You must have seen what he was doing, rubbing his hardon against me and feeling up my tits," Replied Lisa. Tiffany smirked as she retorted,

"Uh huh, but I bet you enjoyed it."

Lisa thought about it. Had she enjoyed it? She remembered the look on Ryan's face when she'd first taken her robe off. It was as if he wanted to devour her. Maybe the guy was a cocky so and so, but it was exciting to be lusted after. Eventually, she said,

"Mmm, I guess. I swear, the cocky bastard nearly made me cum. Thank God the photographer ended the shoot. I was so fucking close to embarrassing myself. Paul is gonna shit when he sees these photos."

Tiffany smiled to herself. She was the one who had told Ryan to get more frisky after the third outfit change. She didn't doubt that Paul would shit when he saw the photos. If she had anything to do with it, Paul's world would be turned upside down, and she would help to make it a painful transition. Every time she met him she liked him less. The way Tiffany saw it, Lisa and Paul were heading in opposite directions.

Paul stared in bewilderment as he went through the photos. Lisa was wearing some of the raunchiest lingerie he'd ever seen. It wasn't that fact that troubled him, though. It was the man with his hands all over her. She seemed to be really into it in some of the photos. Paul fumed,

"You never said anything about a man being involved. His hands are on your tits, for Christ's sake."

Lisa folded her arms and replied,

"Look, Paul, I only found out about it 5 minutes before the shoot, and I couldn't let Tiffany down."

"Are you kidding? What are our friends going to think when they see these?" He stormed.

"Well, I think they'll be impressed. I bet your friends will be jealous when they see them. What man wouldn't want a hot model for a wife?" She countered with pride.

Paul couldn't deny the truth of that comment. Lisa looked fucking incredible in the photos. He could imagine his work colleagues salivating over them. Still, he didn't want any further escalation of her fledgling modeling career. He sighed and then said,

"I think you need to take a break from this modeling business, honey. I don't think I like Tiffany's influence."

Lisa didn't like the sound of that. But she calmly replied,

"Tiffany doesn't have anything planned, at the moment. And she's hardly a bad influence. She's my best friend."

Paul rolled his eyes. Best friend? They'd only known each other for a couple of months. Women could be so fickle. He looked at the photos again. He could jerk off over them later.

Things were quiet for the next few weeks. Paul was glad that their relationship appeared to be reverting back to the way things had been. Lisa was still spending too much time with Tiffany, but at least there hadn't been any more modeling shoots or nights out to see male strippers.

Lisa was at Tiffany's house helping her edit a video. She was amazed by all the high tech equipment she had. Tiffany looked up from the keyboard she was using and said,

"I've had a lot of offers for your services, Lisa."

"I don't know, Tiff, Paul wasn't too happy about that last shoot," Replied Lisa.

Tiffany was disappointed, but not disheartened. She had an ace up her sleeve that would push Lisa in the right direction. She swung her swivel chair round and said,

"Oh, by the way, Lisa, one of my friends, Kyle, is coming to stay in a couple of days. He's been abroad, traveling the sub continent and east Asia. He's done some work for me in the past. Kyle is going to love you, hun."

Lisa looked confused as she innocently asked,

"Why's that?"

"Because Kyle is a tit man, and he loves sexy, buxom blondes," Replied Tiffany as she glanced at Lisa's huge breasts. Lisa giggled as she looked down at her own bulging cleavage. Once, she'd tried to hide her big breasts. Now, she saw them as her best assets.

3 days later, Paul saw a big guy going into Tiffany's house carrying a suitcase. He went outside to find out what was going on. He spoke to Tiffany and found out the man, Kyle, was going to be staying with her for a while. Lisa looked out of the window and saw that Tiffany's guest had arrived. She decided to go out and introduce herself. She checked herself in the hallway mirror and then left.

Paul heard the clicking of heels and turned to see Lisa coming towards them. She was wearing a shirt that was tied under her big breasts and a tiny pair of shorts that exposed plenty of her ass. Paul introduced his wife to Kyle and then felt an uncomfortable silence as Lisa and Kyle just stared at each other intently. It almost felt as if time had slowed down and they were the only two people that existed.

Lisa eventually broke the silence when she blurted,

"Wow, you are so gorgeous."

Paul couldn't believe what she'd just said. He'd never heard her say anything so forward to a man. Kyle simply smiled as his gaze dropped to her breasts and then came back up to her eyes and winked. Paul made his excuses and then hustled Lisa back to their house.

Back inside, Paul angrily said,

"How could you say that to him? We just met the guy."

Lisa threw up her hands defensively and replied,

"I don't know. I wasn't thinking, it just came out. Anyway, it's not like I said anything that isn't true."

"What's that supposed to mean?" He asked, dreading the answer.

Lisa shrugged as she replied,

"Well, he is kind of gorgeous, Paul. It's no big deal admitting that."

But it was a big deal to Paul. Kyle was younger and better looking than Paul. And now the guy would be living next door for God knows how long. What really bothered Paul was the attraction he'd sensed between Kyle and Lisa. Hopefully, Kyle's stay would be a short one.

A couple of days later, Paul came home from work early and found Lisa outside reading by the pool. He changed into a pair of shorts and joined her. He was telling her about his day when the garden gate opened and Tiffany appeared, waving.

"Come on in, Tiff," Said Lisa smiling. Paul's smile disappeared when Tiffany walked in followed by Kyle. She was wearing a bikini and Kyle was in a tight pair of speedos.

Paul blanched when he saw Kyle's muscular body. Lisa was flushed as she gawked at Kyle, mouth agape. Paul suddenly felt self conscious about his flabby body and quickly went inside to put a shirt on. When he came back, he found the three of them sitting down in conversation. Paul poured himself a drink and sat down next to Lisa.

Tiffany was saying,

"Kyle's been doing research on ancient sexual techniques in Asia."

"You mean like the Kama Sutra?" Asked Lisa. Kyle leaned forward and replied,

"Yeah, and other texts I found out about. There were a few texts that were quite useful to me personally."

"Why's that?" Enquired Lisa, eager to hear more.

Kyle glanced at Tiffany before he said,

"Well, these texts were about sexual techniques for the well endowed male. I call it Cobra Kai."

Lisa's eyes immediately dropped to Kyle's crotch and the large bulge in his speedos. Even Paul couldn't help looking between Kyle's legs. He squirmed in his seat, hoping the conversation would change direction. But Lisa had other ideas.

She crossed her arms, pushing her breasts together and up as she said,

"So, how was it useful?"

Kyle looked her in the eye and replied,

"Well, Lisa, there's always more to learn. But now I know even more ways to bring sexual pleasure to women. To bring them orgasmic bliss, again and again."

Lisa was hanging on his every word as he continued to laud the benefits of Cobra Kai and being well endowed.

Afterwards, Paul didn't know what to make of Kyle. Was he exaggerating? Maybe he was full of it. Cobra Kai? It sounded like a load of nonsense. Lisa had been lapping it up. Her eyes fixated on Kyle's body, especially his crotch. Paul didn't want to talk about it. Any mention of well endowed men would lead to comparisons to his own meager penis. He'd always wanted to believe that size didn't matter. That was the prevailing view and he hoped it was true. He'd never really doubted it...until now.

Paul couldn't believe what happened the next day. He and Lisa had just arrived home after a shopping trip. Kyle came out of Tiffany's house as they were getting out of the car. He waved and called out,

"Hey, how you guys doing?"

"Ok," Was Paul's curt response. Lisa seemed eager to talk to him as she said,

"What are you up to today, Kyle?"

Kyle deliberately lowered his eyes to her breasts and then smiled as he replied,

"Oh, just helping Tiffany out around the house. I was wondering, how would you like to come out with me on Friday?"

Paul stared at him, open mouthed as Lisa quickly said,

"Do you mean both of us?"

"Not really," Kyle replied blankly.

Paul was already nudging Lisa towards the door as he said,

"We're busy, Kyle. Goodbye."

As soon as they were inside, Paul raged,

"Can you believe the audacity of that guy?"

"I don't think he meant it as a date," Replied Lisa, knowing that was exactly what Kyle meant.

Paul was pacing the kitchen as he said,

"That guy is a disrespectful moron. I mean, first, it's that Cobra Kai bullshit, and now he pulls this shit. He must really love himself, the arrogant prick."

Lisa tried to pacify the situation as she said,

"Take it easy, honey, we hardly know the guy. For all you know, he might have been joking."

Paul continued talking to himself as he put away the shopping in a huff.

Lisa went upstairs smiling to herself. She didn't know why, but for some reason, she was excited by what had happened. She couldn't believe that Kyle had so brazenly asked her out in front of Paul. He had a cheeky confidence that was hard to dislike. Even though she'd only known him for a day, she already felt a strong attraction to him, and she knew it was mutual. Kyle ticked all the boxes; good looking, muscular, confident and apparently, well hung. Lisa was suddenly gripped by a need to masturbate, but with Paul downstairs, she decided against it.

Over the next few days, Paul tried to limit the time they spent with Tiffany and Kyle. But that was difficult when he was at work. Even when he was home, he couldn't fail to notice Lisa and Kyle's flirtatious relationship. And he could trust that bitch Tiffany to sing Kyle's praises every chance she got. Apparently, Kyle was a real man. The implication being that Paul was not one.

Paul was checking out the folder he'd created on his laptop. It contained all the digital photos of Lisa's two modeling shoots. His dick throbbed as he slowly clicked through each one. He couldn't really blame the young guy who had his hands all over her. She looked fantastic in that next to nothing lingerie. He closed the laptop and went upstairs.

Lisa was about to get into bed when Paul entered the bedroom. She was wearing a sheer teddy that she had recently purchased and it left nothing to the imagination. Paul quickly undressed and joined her under the covers. He immediately opened her teddy and began playing with her breasts. He sucked on her tits alternately, squeezing and mauling them. He had to get inside her as soon as possible as his dick throbbed hard. He got between her legs and pushed all the way in with one thrust.

Lisa wrapped her arms and legs around him, trying to pull him in further. She had her eyes closed and was imagining it was Kyle between her legs. Paul pumped in and out slowly, trying to make it last. Then, he saw the photos in his mind and he started groaning. Lisa didn't bother telling him to try and hold out. She knew the signs and he'd crossed the precipice. Paul's face went red with effort as he grimaced through gritted teeth and ejaculated.



Lisa couldn't feign any pleasure as Paul rolled away. He'd nearly made it to 5 minutes, but that was nowhere near long enough for her. Ever since the first modeling shoot, her sex drive had exploded. And since meeting Kyle, it had gone higher still. As soon as she heard Paul gently snoring, she lowered a hand between her legs and began quietly masturbating.

On the following Monday, Paul came home from work and heard voices in the garden. When he went outside he saw Lisa and Kyle frolicking in the pool as Tiffany sat on a lounger watching them. Lisa saw him and cried,

"Hi, honey."

Paul nodded tersely, far from happy to see Kyle in his pool.

His mood got worse when they both climbed out of the pool.

Paul couldn't believe what he was seeing. Lisa was wearing one of the ridiculously skimpy, two piece bikinis that she'd worn in the photo shoot. The bottoms were a tiny, string thong, and the top was two thin patches of 3 inch wide material. Kyle emerged from the pool looking like an Adonis with water running down his body. Paul stared in shock as Kyle turned towards the house in a tight pair of trunks. His cock was clearly outlined under the thin material glued to his body, and it looked huge.

Lisa tried to act casual but her eyes kept being drawn to Kyle's crotch. Paul began to sweat as he watched his wife checking out Kyle. He didn't hear any of the conversation. The sight of Kyle's cock left him dazed and dumbfounded. Tiffany smirked to herself, amused at how Paul and Lisa couldn't take their eyes off of Kyle's crotch.

Later, Paul couldn't get the horrifying sight out of his mind. He was unsettled by the events that had transpired since Kyle had shown up. Worse, were the feelings of inferiority he was beginning to feel. He shook his head and told himself that it was all nonsense. Kyle was just a man who talked a lot of crap. Sure, he had muscles and was well endowed, but he was still an arrogant bastard.

That night, Paul couldn't keep it in and he angrily said,

"What the hell is going on with you, Lisa? You couldn't take your eyes off of Kyle earlier."

Lisa had been expecting this tirade from Paul, but Tiffany had given her some useful information. Lisa eventually replied,

"Well, you can't blame me. Kyle is a very impressive man. Any woman would kill to see him in those tight trunks. Even you were staring at his package."

Paul recoiled in embarrassment and stuttered,

"W-What? I wasn't staring. It was just so...unusual."

"That's what I'm saying, Paul. Kyle is not the usual or ordinary. You saw his body, he is gorgeous. That's not just my opinion, it's a fact. And it's ok to admit that," Lisa said earnestly. Paul decided to drop the matter. He'd been caught staring at Kyle's crotch and he didn't want to talk about it, or even think about it.

Lisa didn't see Kyle for a couple of days. She was at Tiffany's house helping her with a portfolio of a client. She looked up from the screen and said,

"So, where's Kyle been lately?"

"Oh, he was here this morning. He's gone to see Bill, his older brother. Believe it or not, he used to be one of my clients, years ago. That's how I met Kyle," She replied.

Lisa was intrigued, and she asked,

"Did he do porn?"

Tiffany chuckled as she replied,

"Yeah, he did a few, but the set up wasn't great at that time."

"Was Bill...errr...well endowed?" Lisa asked bashfully. Tiffany laughed out loud and said,

"You're really turning into a size queen, aren't you, hun."

Even Lisa laughed about that. It was true, she had been preoccupied with male endowment lately. Tiffany added,

"Well, yeah, Bill was well hung. Not quite as big as Kyle, though."

Lisa was deep in thought when Tiffany said,

"Talking of Kyle, I've got a little present for you, Lisa."

Tiffany got up and went upstairs, leaving Lisa to wonder what this present was.

When Tiffany returned, she was carrying a small, sealable plastic bag. She gave it to Lisa and said,

"Don't open it here. Wait until you get home and have some privacy. It was especially prepared for you."

Lisa examined the clear bag. She could see there was some kind of black garment inside.

An hour later, Lisa went home, curious to see what was in the bag. She went straight upstairs and unsealed the bag as she entered the bedroom. She pulled out the garment and unfolded it. Lisa immediately knew what she was holding, a pair of Kyle's unwashed boxers. She held them up to her face and was instantly hit by the pungent aroma. She suddenly felt an intense arousal and quickly got onto the bed.

Lisa turned the boxers inside out and inspected the crotch area. The material was stiff, as if it had been wet. She instinctively knew it was cum and she felt her pussy start twitching. She placed the boxers on her face and inhaled deeply. She found the manly scent and dried cum intoxicating. Her hand went under her skirt and pushed her thong aside as she fingered her wet pussy.

Lisa was on the bed for nearly an hour masturbating. She brought herself off 3 times as she moaned and writhed on the bed. She fantasized about Kyle wearing the boxers, imagining herself on her knees in front of him, slowly pulling the boxers down and burying her face in his extra large genitals. She got so carried away with her fantasy, she began licking the boxers.

Afterwards, she had a quick shower and reflected on the orgasms she'd just enjoyed. She had never cum 3 times before. Kyle's scent had really gotten her off. In fact, she was still feeling horny and was tempted to play with herself in the shower, but Paul would be home soon. She dried herself and put the boxers back in the sealable bag. They would come in handy the next time she was feeling horny.

A week after that, Lisa announced that she would be doing another modeling shoot. Paul was relieved to hear it was a shoot for a catalogue that sold conventional clothes for buxom women. He had hoped there would be no more modeling. If the shoots continued, Lisa would easily be making more money than him. It was another blow to his manhood after finding out he was firing blanks.

Lisa enjoyed doing the shoot, but it wasn't as exciting as the previous two. The clothes weren't very sexy and Tiffany hadn't been there. Lisa realized that she really enjoyed showing off her body and she wanted to do more swimwear and lingerie. She remembered the other models at the swimwear shoot looking at her body with envy. Some of them were 10 years younger than her. She was beginning to feel she'd found her vocation. As a teenager, she'd always seen her future as a wife and mother. She never had the personality or confidence to show off her body...until now.

Paul got home from work and couldn't see any sign of Lisa. He went upstairs to get out of his work clothes. After he'd changed, he went to the bathroom and heard voices outside. He went to the window and opened it further. He looked down on the passageway between his house and Tiffany's. Lisa and Kyle had exited Tiffany's garden gate and were talking in the passageway.

Paul heard Kyle say,

"Come on, Lisa, it's my birthday and I don't even get a kiss?"

Lisa was twirling her blonde hair as she replied,

"You don't give up, do you, Kyle? Well, ok then, just a peck, though."

Kyle moved in and gave her a soft kiss. Then, Paul watched in horror as Kyle wrapped his arms around her and pulled her in tight. Lisa resisted for about 2 seconds before she too held onto him.

Paul couldn't move as he looked on, shocked and shaking. He should have shouted at them or done something, but he did nothing, he was completely frozen. Lisa and Kyle were kissing passionately, bodies grinding frantically. Kyle's hands were now lifting her skirt as he squeezed and groped her ass. Lisa was on her toes as their tongues vigorously fought and licked.

Paul could hear Lisa moaning and sighing with desire as she humped against Kyle's erection. He lifted her off of her feet and began shuffling back towards Tiffany's garden. Lisa abruptly broke away, perhaps realizing where Kyle was taking her. She was a little unsteady on her feet as she said,

"Happy birthday, Kyle. I guess I'll have to come up with a belated present."

She quickly went into her own garden as she straightened her skirt.

Paul stared at Kyle standing there with a frustrated look. He could see Kyle's erection tenting his shorts. Paul suddenly realized he had an erection himself. He didn't know how long they'd been making out. It must have been at least 5 minutes. He heard Lisa enter the house and climb the stairs. He closed the window and was unsure what to do. Should he confront her? He decided to lock the bathroom door, pulled out his throbbing dick and began jerking off.

Paul was quiet that evening. After they had their dinner, he said,

"Did you see Kyle today?"

Lisa knew there was something on his mind. He'd been pensive for a couple of hours. He was in the bathroom when she came in earlier. The possibility that he might have seen what happened suddenly seemed plausible. She should be feeling guilty, but she wasn't. He was the one who had encouraged the sexy clothes and the flirting.

Eventually, Lisa replied,

"Yes, I saw Kyle earlier, it's his 31st birthday."

"Did he ask you for a present?" He asked blankly. Lisa was suddenly certain that he had seen, and she replied,

"Well, he did ask me for a kiss, and it was his birthday, so..."

"So, what?" He snapped.

"So, I gave him a birthday kiss," She shot back with a smile. Paul squirmed in his seat and said,

"How long did the kiss last?"

Lisa didn't conceal anything as she replied,

"It was only about 5 minutes. Kyle got a little enthusiastic and we both got turned on. But like I said, it was his birthday."

Paul grimaced in silence. He was red faced and his dick was hard again. Lisa stared at him and grinned as she added,

"I thought you liked me flirting with other guys, Paul. You still like it, don't you?"

Paul was turning crimson as his dick throbbed painfully. He suddenly groaned as he almost ejaculated in his pants. He lowered his head in embarrassment, unable to look at her.

Lisa was delighted with the turn of events. She thought Paul would hit the roof, but instead he'd nearly cum in his pants. She knew that he didn't like Kyle, and yet, what happened had excited him. She didn't really know what was going on in his head, but she had a feeling that their relationship was approaching a crossroads. Paul's poor efforts in bed, his low sperm count and attitude about it, and the appearance of Kyle were bringing things to a head.

That night, Paul was amorous in bed and they had sex. As if to confirm the present situation, he came in under 30 seconds. He rolled away and turned his back to her, confused and mortified by his performance. Lisa wasn't surprised as she stared at the ceiling, deep in thought. She was wondering about the chances of getting pregnant and the implications. The doctor had said the likelihood was less than 3 percent. Even so, if it did happen, there would be no more modeling shoots. She made up her mind to go back on the pill.

Paul was still awake, cursing the day that Tiffany had moved in next door. Lately, his marriage hadn't been perfect, but Tiffany and her damned modeling shoots didn't help. Her disdain for him was obvious. Her catty remarks and put downs were like physical blows. And then there was the intimidating figure of Kyle. Paul was hoping that things didn't get worse before he found a solution.


Cobra Kai Pt. 02

*IF FEMALE INFIDELITY CAUSES YOU PSYCHOLOGICAL PROBLEMS...THEN, THERE'S NOTHING TO SEE HERE...MOVE ALONG*

*****

It was midday as Lisa and Tiffany went through their workout next door. Kyle was covertly watching from the room opposite. It was a spectacular sight watching the two women going through their aerobics moves. Both had voluptuous figures and were dressed in cut down t shirts, tiny shorts and sneakers. Kyle freed his hard cock and slowly stroked it.

Tiffany knew that Kyle was watching. She'd deliberately left the door open for his enjoyment and she wanted to give him something to remember. They were following the moves of the fitness trainer on the giant tv. The women touched their toes and began rolling their asses in circles. Kyle was breathing heavier as he watched their shorts riding up further. Their asses were more than half exposed and their shorts were so tight he could see plenty of camel toe. Kyle slowed his pace. He didn't want to blow his load yet.

Tiffany and Lisa eventually finished their workout and left the makeshift exercise room. As they entered the living room, Tiffany glanced behind her and saw Kyle quietly racing upstairs. Tiffany took a swig of her drink, then said,

"How would you like to do another shoot, Lisa?"

"What kind of shoot?" Asked Lisa, perking up.

"Another lingerie shoot like the second one, with a man," Replied Tiffany.

Lisa gave it some thought. Paul wouldn't like it, but how could she refuse? It wasn't just that she enjoyed it. How could she turn down the money she was making? The money had gone up after every shoot and she presumed it would go up again. It was the first time she'd had serious money in her bank account. Paul had always refused to have a joint account. He believed the husband had to be in control of financial matters.

Lisa finally replied,

"I don't see why not. Paul won't be too happy, but at least I've done one like it before."

Tiffany nodded in agreement. She didn't tell Lisa that Kyle would be the man in the shoot. She was already planning things in her mind. She would use a female photographer to put Lisa at ease. She was even considering making a video and handling one of the cameras herself. Paul would have a heart attack when he saw it. Tiffany chuckled to herself.

Predictably, Paul was totally aghast at the idea of a shoot with a man. He angrily said,

"You've gotta be kidding, after that guy had his hands all over you."

"It's going to be a different guy, someone who Tiffany has complete confidence in," Lisa replied, adamantly. Paul wasn't satisfied with that response and said,

"Look, Lisa, things are getting out of hand with these shoots. Tiffany obviously doesn't like me and she wants to belittle me as a husband."

Lisa didn't like any criticism of her friend and retorted,

"Don't be so paranoid, Paul. She's only joking, where's your sense of humor? Besides, we could use the money to make the pool larger or add an extension to the house."

Paul shook his head in frustration. Sure, the money would come in handy, but putting bread on the table was his job. Not that he could use that as an excuse. He didn't want to give Tiffany any more ammo regarding sexism. He decided to drop it for now.

3 days later, Tiffany drove Lisa to the shoot in her car. She had her story rehearsed and didn't want to pressure Lisa into anything. It would be her choice. Halfway there, Tiffany made a phone call to make sure Kyle would be there. Lisa was both nervous and excited about the shoot. She was wondering what the man would look like and whether he would get an erection during the shoot.

20 minutes later, they arrived at a building that Lisa hadn't been to before. Inside, there was a huge, open space that was divided into several sets. Tiffany led her to a changing room and gave her an all black basque, stockings and a G string to wear. Lisa put on the lingerie and slipped on the black, buckle strap sandals with 4 inch heels. There was a knock on the door and Tiffany came in looking solemn.

Tiffany sat down and sighed before she said,

"Listen, honey, the shoot has been canceled. It's been put on hold for a little while until the deal is finalized."

Lisa looked crestfallen as she stared back at her. Tiffany thought she looked like a kid who'd had her Disney world trip canceled. Then, she added,

"There is an alternative, though."

Lisa's face brightened in an instant.

Tiffany sat back and said,

"I've got to film a video. Kyle's on his way here and I've got a girl on standby, but I thought I'd give you first refusal."

"What kind of video is it, Tiff?" Asked Lisa eagerly.

"Don't worry, it's not porn and doesn't involve anyone being nude. Just a little kissing and cuddling. I'll direct you and it will probably be more money. We'll have to sort that out later, though," Replied Tiffany.

Lisa wondered if this would be a step too far. She could see Paul hitting the roof over this, big time. On the other hand, she found the thought of some other girl with Kyle quite disturbing. And she was sure Kyle would rather do the video with her. Her mind went back and forth with uncertainty. Finally, she told herself, "fuck it, I'll deal with the consequences later."

Lisa stood up and said,

"Ok, Tiff, I'll do it. I'll deal with Paul after I see the video.

"That's my girl. Anyway, the other model wasn't in your league. Now, sit down, I'll have to do your makeup as we're short staffed today."

Tiffany did her makeup and hair and then gave her a black, silk dress to wear. Lisa put on the dress and admired her reflection in the mirror. The dress was a wrap around, virtually transparent garment with a slit from the knee to the crotch.

Tiffany went to leave as she said,

"I'll call you when everything's ready, Lisa."

Lisa paced the room impatiently and nervously. In a little while she and Kyle would be making out and...she wasn't sure what else. She wanted to make him hard and feel his muscular body. She was already in a high state of arousal and she tried to calm herself.

It was 5 minutes before Tiffany called her and they made their way to the set. Lisa saw a mock bedroom with a huge bed. There were three lights on tripods, as well as two cameras also on tripods and another hand held one being examined by a woman she knew. Lisa was relieved the cameraman was a woman. She'd worked with the woman, Karen, on the first shoot she'd done.

Kyle suddenly appeared in a shirt and slacks. He stared at Lisa and thought she looked gorgeous as hell. Her breasts looked massive as her basque pushed them up. She had more makeup on than he'd seen before, but it only highlighted her beauty. He walked over to her and said,

"Don't worry, Lisa, once we start, you'll get into it."

She nodded enthusiastically. She just wanted to get on with it.

Tiffany prepped them for the opening scene. Once they were on the bed they could be more spontaneous and improvise. Fortunately, there was no speaking necessary. Lisa would have refused if there was. All the cameras were ready as Tiffany cried,

"Action!"

Lisa and Kyle approached each other from opposite sides. She found it difficult to ignore the cameras until she was right in front of Kyle. He didn't waste any time and gently kissed her. He continued to give her soft kisses as he guided her towards the bed. At the foot of the bed they began to slowly undress each other. Lisa's hands were trembling as she removed his shirt and oggled his chest. It gleamed with some kind of oil; hard, hairless and defined.

Lisa undid his slacks as he pushed her dress off. Both garments fell to the floor together. Lisa nearly moaned when she saw his skin tight, white shorts. They were so thin, his cock could easily be seen, almost fully hard and bulging out. They continued kissing for a while, until Tiffany suddenly said,

"Ok, now you're going to move onto the bed."

Kyle moved Lisa round to the side of the bed and gently pushed her onto it. He eased her to the center of the bed and got on top of her. He supported his weight with his elbows as they started kissing more passionately, their tongues vigorously fighting. Kyle began to move his hips up as he pushed his cock against her crotch. Lisa's body spasmed in arousal as she felt his cock rubbing against her wet pussy.

She could sense Karen moving closer with her camera, but Lisa couldn't take her eyes off of Kyle. She held onto his muscular arms as she felt her pussy throbbing. She could feel an orgasm building and she tried to move her crotch away from the intense friction on her clit. Tiffany could see what was happening and said,

"Lisa, it's alright if you cum. It happens all the time."

That seemed to be a green light to Lisa and she humped her pussy against Kyle's cock and moaned. Any thoughts of how Paul would react were gone as she felt herself approaching the precipice of something big. Kyle could tell she was close and he grinded his cock into her pussy. Lisa's eyes went wide and she started crying,

"Oh...Oh...OH...OH...OHHHH!"

Her body stiffened and then started convulsing as her orgasm exploded. Her head turned left and then right and she found herself looking right into Karen's camera. When Lisa came down, Tiffany's voice was saying,

"Ok, I want Lisa on top now."

Kyle rolled Lisa on top of him and they started kissing again.

Lisa's hands roamed over Kyle's shoulders and chest. She was amazed at how hard his body was as she kissed and licked his face. Tiffany was on one of the tripod cameras and she zoomed in on Lisa's exquisite ass as Kyle squeezed and caressed it. Lisa was about to move down Kyle's body so she could initiate more contact between their crotches. Before she could, Tiffany said,

"Alright, now I want you sitting, Kyle, with Lisa on your lap facing you."

Kyle sat against the headboard as Lisa straddled his legs and sat down on his thighs. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him hard. She wormed her tongue into his mouth and licked everywhere. She was grinding her pussy on his thigh, her G string almost being pushed aside. Kyle grabbed her breasts through her basque and squeezed them together until they almost spilled out. Tiffany's voice reined him in,

"Take it easy, Kyle."

He released her tits and began rubbing her nipples instead. Lisa's basque was thin lace and she immediately jolted upright, the sensation going directly to her pussy. Another orgasm was on the way as she grinded down hard and moaned. She looked down and saw that Kyle's shorts were wet from all the precum he was leaking. His cock looked massive as it throbbed inside them. Lisa was overcome by a desire to feel it.

Her hand dropped down and she felt his cock through his shorts. She could feel the heat and power emanating from his man meat. She ran her fingers along the long shaft and squeezed the bulbous head. Lisa felt her climax approaching fast and she pumped Kyle's cock as she bounced on his thigh. They were both moaning and groaning as they played with each other. Lisa suddenly cried out,

"JESUSSS!...ARGHHHH!"

She was cumming hard as she squeezed Kyle's cock and rubbed her pussy on his thigh as hard as she could to prolong her orgasm. Lisa kept cumming as she threw her head back. Kyle's cock jerked and twitched in her hand as she moaned in ecstasy. She had no doubt that it was the best orgasm she'd ever had, and she hadn't even been penetrated. Suddenly Tiffany said,

"Ok, that's a wrap. Well done you two, that was some hot stuff."

Lisa climbed off of Kyle and struggled to her feet in a daze. Karen was still filming and Lisa turned to see what was left to see. What she saw amazed her. Kyle's legs were spread, and there was a long streak of his cum from his shorts to the end of the bed. More cum had pooled between his legs, as if it had poured out of the bottom of his shorts. Lisa wanted a copy of the video as soon as possible. She had to see it happening.

Tiffany showed Lisa to a bathroom with a shower. Lisa needed one after that experience. She had perspired alot during filming and had 2 orgasms. The cascading water soon had her feeling horny again and she began to masturbate. It didn't take long to bring herself off again. She finished washing herself and quickly dried and changed.

Lisa was quiet on the drive home. How was she going to explain all this to Paul? He might need psychiatric help if he saw the video. Then again, he would probably still jerk off over it. He'd brought all this on himself, anyway. He'd persuaded her to dress more sexily and flirt with other men. She wasn't even vaguely interested to begin with. Paul had taken them down this road, and now there was no going back, she was enjoying it too much.

However, something had changed today. She'd viewed Kyle as a hunk to flirt with and fantasize over. Now, she knew she wanted to have sex with him. In fact, she'd never wanted anything so much in her life. It was difficult to envisage a future where it didn't happen. Kyle's flirtations were relentless. Not to mention his eulogizing about Cobra Kai.

Tiffany disturbed her reverie as she said,

"By the way, Lisa, I can edit a couple of different versions. One for you and one for Paul."

"Yes, that's a good idea, Tiff. I can't deal with one of Paul's tantrums at the moment," Replied Lisa. Tiffany glanced at her friend and asked,

"So, how did you enjoy your first video?"

Lisa giggled out loud and replied,

"It was fucking hot. Jesus, I came twice. Kyle is so sexy, so gorgeous, and that monster between his legs...," She trailed off, aware that her excitement was getting the better of her. Tiffany smiled as she said,

"Yeah, Kyle's a freak of nature all right. He REALLY likes you, hun. You two make a pretty good team. You'll have to do some more videos together."

Lisa's heart quickened at the mention of more videos with Kyle, and how they made a good team. She suddenly felt liberated. All her life she'd lived with domineering men who controlled her. First her father, and then Paul. They knew best and she had to obey them. Now, she felt a sense of freedom. Almost as if she was meant to be modeling and making videos. She looked out the window and said,

"Yes, you're right, Tiff."

2 days later, Lisa was watching the first copy of the video. As she watched it, she couldn't resist fingering her pussy. She kept herself on the edge of orgasm as she watched Kyle grinding into her pussy. It looked like he was fucking her from the shot behind him. Lisa imagined that was exactly what was happening. She saw herself cumming and looking directly at the camera. Even Lisa thought she looked pretty hot as she came on screen.

She kept her orgasm simmering as she continued watching. She could hear the sounds on screen clearly, the kissing and moans only adding to the erotic sight. Lisa's eyes were glued to the screen as she watched herself sitting on Kyle's lap, playing with his cock. The camera zoomed in on her hand as it moved up and down the huge shaft. This was the part that she wanted to see.

Lisa heard the moaning building to a crescendo as she saw herself abruptly stiffen and cry,

"JESUSSS!"

Then there was a close up of her hand on Kyle's cock. She saw it lurch in his shorts as a jet of cum blasted out between her legs, leaving a trail of white liquid all the way down the bed and even on his legs. Cum continued to pour out of his shorts, creating a pool between his legs as his cock pulsed.

That was when Lisa rapidly strummed her clit and brought herself off, moaning and gasping. No way could any man produce that much cum. Then again, Kyle was no ordinary man. Clearly, nature had gifted him in all departments. She wondered how big his balls were. They would have to be pretty big to cook up that much cum.

Lisa then watched the other copy that Tiffany had edited for Paul. It was a toned down version. It didn't show Lisa having 2 orgasms or Kyle blasting out cum like a fire hose, but It was still highly erotic. Anyone watching it would be able to tell that the two performers had great chemistry and a mutual attraction. Lisa deleted the first video and left the second on the laptop for Paul. She had both copies on her cell phone.

When Paul got home, Lisa was waiting for him in the living room. She headed towards the garden door and said,

"I left a copy of the shoot on the laptop for you, honey. It's in the bedroom. I'm just going to see Tiffany. I'll talk to you later."

Paul just nodded as she left. As soon as the door closed, he raced upstairs to the bedroom.

What Paul didn't know was that Tiffany had given Lisa a small video camera to hide in the bedroom. Unless he took the laptop to another room, his reaction to the video would be on camera.

Paul didn't go to another room. He opened the laptop and quickly scrolled through the files. He couldn't find the pictures and wondered if Lisa had failed to upload them properly. She wasn't the most technically minded person. He checked other files and saw a video labeled, Lisa's video. A video? What the fuck? He hit play and it started. He couldn't believe his eyes when he saw Lisa and Kyle slowly walk up to each other.

A cold sweat came over Paul and his heart rate doubled. Lisa was wearing a sexy evening dress. Her tits looked massive, cleavage bulging out. The camera zoomed in on Kyle's cock, and Paul flinched at the imposing sight. When they began kissing, Paul squealed out loud. When their clothes came off, he stood up, unzipped his pants and pulled out his hard dick.

He stared at his wife in a porn star's lingerie as they got onto the bed. He watched them kissing as Kyle pumped his crotch into her pussy. He didn't know what was going to happen next. Surely they wouldn't have sex, would they? He could tell Lisa wasn't acting, she was completely into it.

Paul didn't want to cum, but it was out of his control as he ejaculated. He continued watching in a daze as he collapsed back into the chair. By the time Lisa was sitting on Kyle's lap, he was hard again. When the camera zoomed in on Kyle's shorts, his cock was even bigger. Paul watched Lisa bouncing on Kyle's thigh and it was too much for him. He jumped to his feet and hollered,

"OH MY GOD!" As he came again.

Lisa came back a couple of hours later. Paul was in the living room and immediately stormed,

"What the fuck was that, Lisa? A video with Kyle? Why did you agree to that?"

Lisa wasn't fazed by his tirade and replied,

"Look, Paul, the photo shoot got canceled and I had to help Tiffany out with the video."

Paul looked at her incredulously as he said,

"Oh, you had to help out with the video. Even though you didn't consult me? Even though you knew I would be against the idea?"

Lisa put up a hand and replied,

"Ok, hold it there, Paul. We'll continue this in a little while."

Paul wondered what she was doing as she went upstairs. He waited 5 minutes, then 10, before he went upstairs. There was no sign of her and he knew she was in the bathroom. Lisa came out a few minutes later. She silenced him with a finger on her lips as she connected a gadget to the laptop and started scrolling. Paul could see it was some kind of small camera. Lisa casually said,

"Watch this."

He stared at the screen and didn't immediately recognize what he was seeing. Then his heart stopped when he realized it was him watching the video. He looked at Lisa, but couldn't find any words. She had a smirk on her face as she watched the screen. Paul saw himself jerking off and he knew it would be difficult to explain this away. Lisa jubilantly said,

"Look, you just came. You must have really liked it."

Paul collapsed onto the bed, dejected and subdued.

Over the next few days, Paul was paranoid about jerking off in the house. When he did, he went to the bathroom and checked it from top to bottom for a hidden camera. Nothing more was said about the video or the fact that he'd jerked off over it. Paul felt trapped by what had happened. It didn't matter what his objections were. Jerking off over the video was like him giving his tacit approval.



The following week, Tiffany and Kyle came round in the morning to see Lisa. They went into the garden and sat by the pool. Lisa came out with a tray of drinks, wearing one of the skimpy 2 piece bikinis from the first shoot and a sarong. Tiffany sipped her drink and watched the interaction between Kyle and Lisa. Their attraction to each other was blatantly obvious.

Lisa had told Tiffany about the incident with Paul and the video. Tiffany's instincts had been spot on. Lending Lisa the micro video camera had proven to be a prudent move. Paul had been caught with his pants down...literally. Tiffany had his number from the day she'd first met him. And now she was certain, he was a closet cuckold in denial. He was like a cornered animal, nowhere to go but to cower in fear. Lisa was ripe for the picking, for the right man. Perhaps this was the day.

Kyle came back out from using the bathroom and saw that the girls had been applying suncream to their bodies. He tutted to himself in irritation. That was what he had been planning to do. Tiffany read his mind and said,

"Kyle, is that t shirt coming off, or what?"

He shrugged as he pulled it off in one motion and tossed it on a lounger. Lisa gawked at his body with barely concealed lust. He must have had a workout earlier, because his pecs and sixpack were absolutely ripped.

Tiffany threw the suncream to Lisa and said,

"Hey, Lisa, why don't you do Kyle?"

Lisa was momentarily confused by the question. Yes, she would love to do Kyle. Then, she looked at the suncream in her hand and replied,

"Oh...errr, of course, I'll do you, Kyle."

"I'd love that, baby," He quipped with a wink.

Lisa squeezed out a dollop of cream and began rubbing it onto Kyle's back and shoulders. After stroking and kneading his arms, she asked,

"Do you want me to do your front?"

"Of course, baby. Don't miss any bits," He replied with a grin. Lisa was overjoyed by Kyle calling her baby. She moved in front of him and squeezed out more suncream.

Lisa ran her hands up and down his chest and stomach. His skin was smooth and tanned, unblemished, without an ounce of fat on it. Lisa was practically drooling as she rubbed his sixpack. It was hard, rippling and clearly cut into 6 muscled sections. She was really enjoying squeezing and working his incredible body. If only he'd removed his shorts too. They were baggy and didn't exactly highlight Kyle's attributes.

Afterwards, they were all lazing on their loungers drinking cocktails. By early afternoon, they were merry, laughing and joking. Tiffany kept up a barrage of hilarious jokes about Paul and his small, infertile dick. After the video incident, she had taken to calling him Mr Jerk off. Even Lisa was laughing hysterically at her jokes.

Lisa decided to jump into the pool to shake off the heat and booze. She did a length under water, then surfaced and said,

"Why don't you two come in?"

Tiffany looked over the top of her shades and replied,

"I'm way too relaxed, hun. Maybe Kyle can keep you company."

Kyle stood up and said,

"Well, I didn't bring my trunks, but I'm not one to shirk a challenge."

And with that, he dropped his baggy shorts and stood in his boxers, before dive bombing into the pool.

Tiffany watched them swimming and playing in the water. This was the perfect situation for Kyle to complete his seduction of Lisa...or maybe it was the other way around. Tiffany yelled,

"How about a little skinny dipping, guys? Give me something interesting to watch."

Without hesitating, Kyle whipped off his boxers and threw them by the poolside.

Lisa looked down into the water and saw something resembling a snake protruding from Kyle's crotch. It moved around, as if it was a separate entity. Lisa's eyes were glued to the hypnotic sight of the big headed snake. Tiffany suddenly got up and said,

"I just remembered, I have to pop home to make a phone call. I'll be back in about 20 minutes or so."

She quickly left and went indoors, heading upstairs to watch from the window. She figured Lisa would appreciate a little privacy.

Kyle ducked underwater and began circling Lisa. She watched his naked body moving around her, until she suddenly shrieked when she felt something poke her pussy. When he surfaced, Lisa giggled and said,

"I think there's some kind of monster in the water, Kyle."

"Oh, he's friendly enough, babe," He replied as he swam behind her and moved closer.

Kyle slowly approached her from behind, until he grabbed her hips and pulled her close. Lisa flinched when she suddenly felt something hard press against her ass. She knew it was his cock as it slipped between her cheeks and wedged there. Kyle began sliding his shaft up and down as Lisa pushed back against him. She looked down and saw her big breasts floating on the water, her nipples diamond hard.

Kyle's hands moved up her body and came round to grab her tits. Lisa's body spasmed and her head was thrown back as she moaned in pleasure. The sensations of having her nipples tweaked and her ass humped had her writhing in arousal. As Kyle began kissing her neck, Lisa hissed,

"Yesss."

She briefly wondered if she should be doing this, but she immediately dismissed the thought. She felt an intense excitement and arousal overwhelming her. Kyle moved her to the edge of the pool and Lisa held onto the side as he continued squeezing her tits and humping her ass crack. Her pussy felt like a furnace as it throbbed and radiated heat.

Lisa opened her eyes and saw her bikini top falling away. She threw it aside as Kyle turned her around and leered at her huge tits. He suddenly attacked them like a man possessed, licking and sucking them with abandon. Lisa arched her back and thrust out her chest as he devoured her substantial titflesh. He pulled the string on her thong bikini bottoms and they slipped down her leg.

Lisa spread her arms and held the pool edge behind her as Kyle's cock slid along her slit. He stood upright and lifted her thighs as he teased her pussy with his cock. Lisa looked down her body at their genitals and had a strange realization. This was about to be the beginning of something, perhaps her womanhood, her real self.

Lisa abruptly grunted as Kyle's cockhead penetrated her. Her eyes shot wide open as he pushed in a few inches and eased himself in and out. Lisa felt her pussy expanding as Kyle's huge cock burrowed into her. She groaned and strained in effort as he inched further inside her. Even though she was being stretched like never before, there was a steady escalation of intense pleasure building within her.

Kyle worked more cock inside her, rolling his hips and slowly stirring her pussy. Lisa gasped as he hit pleasure points she didn't know she had. She felt herself approaching boiling point as she hit a crest and suddenly stiffened. Her upper body lurched out of the water as her orgasm exploded. She couldn't stop convulsing as rapturous waves surged through her body again and again.

Kyle watched in awe as Lisa kept cumming and moaning in bliss. Her breasts were heaving as her body shook and squirmed in the water. Her long, blonde hair was plastered to her head as she stared at the sky. As she came down, a look of contentment came over her face. It had been a mind numbing orgasm and she wanted more. She felt reenergized and empowered as she said,

"Come on, Kyle, fuck me."

Kyle felt Lisa's pussy release its grip on his cock as he resumed pumping into her. He dipped his hips, changing his angle and forcing even more thick cock into her. He pistoned in fast, then slowed down, bringing Lisa to boiling point again. She was amazed by his sexual skills. There really was something to this Cobra Kai.

Lisa started to lose it and cried,

"Oh my God, this is unreal...GONNA CUMMM...OHHHH!"

She thrashed around in the water as another orgasm wracked her body. She kept gasping in air as her pussy contracted around Kyle's hard cock. She wrapped her arms around him and held him tight as her body continued spasming.

Kyle lifted Lisa up and said,

"We better get out of the water before our skin wrinkles."

He climbed the steps and walked towards a lounger. Lisa wrapped her legs around him as they kissed passionately. Kyle placed her on her back and thrust his cock into her again. He pushed her legs back and pumped hard and fast.

Lisa stared at her pussy as Kyle's thick cock tunneled in and out of her. She couldn't believe there was still over an inch outside of her snatch. She thrust her pussy upwards and cried,

"I want all of you in me, Kyle...fuck me harder, baby."

He raised an eyebrow, impressed with her enthusiasm. Few women could handle all of his cock the first time. Some wouldn't even try.

Kyle changed his angle slightly, and started pounding down and forward into her pussy. Lisa was meeting his thrusts with her own, and his cock went deeper on every plunge. Her moans were getting louder and higher as Kyle pounded into her with even more force. He pinned her legs further back and slammed into her hard.

Lisa saw his cock penetrate her pussy to the hilt and she let out an ear splitting scream as a huge orgasm sent her into raptures. Her body lurched and shuddered wildly as her climax went on and on. She was almost delirious as another orgasm surged through her body, completely overwhelming her. When yet another orgasm rocked her brain, Lisa nearly passed out from the intense euphoric feelings.

When she recovered, she lowered her legs and hooked them around Kyle's body as she moaned,

"Jesus Christ, baby, you're so fucking deep...your cock is so big...so thick, Kyle."

He now began jack hammering into her without restraint. His cock was rock hard and throbbing as he rammed her with long strokes.

Their moans and grunts sounded almost animalistic as their genitals slapped together like rapid applause. Lisa frantically clawed at his back as another orgasm began building in her insatiable pussy. Kyle finally buried his cock in her balls deep and roared as he exploded inside her. Lisa felt his cock expand and then erupt as he blasted cum deep into her pussy.

She literally saw stars as another orgasm sent her into orbit. Her body was bucking like a bronco as waves of delirious pleasure peaked again and again, sending her wild. Even Kyle was shuddering as Lisa's pussy gripped his cock like a vice. Her long fingernails raked his back, drawing blood as she humped and writhed beneath him.

Afterwards, they both lay on the lounger hugging each other as they slowly recovered, gasping for air. As Kyle's cock deflated and slipped out of her, Lisa was stunned by what had happened. She had often fantasized about sex with Kyle, but the reality was way beyond anything she'd imagined. She didn't think it would be an exaggeration to call it a life changing experience.

Next door, Tiffany lowered her binoculars and wondered how things would pan out. If she had filmed their session, it would've been the hottest video she'd ever made. There was no substitute for real passion. 90 percent of the porn out there was badly made dross. Lisa and Kyle were two gorgeous people who were made for each other, both physically and mentally.

Lisa eventually got to her feet and jumped into the pool. As she cleaned out her pussy, a cloudy, white substance began to surround her. She knew it was cum. She just couldn't believe how much there was. Thank heavens she had started taking the pill again. She had absolutely no doubt that Kyle's huge fertile load would have impregnated her.

After Kyle took a dip, they sat on the loungers sipping their drinks. Lisa still felt like she was on cloud nine as she said,

"You really do have a black belt in Cobra Kai, Kyle."

"And I'm pretty sure you're the female equivalent," He replied with a grin. They were both still naked and Lisa's eyes feasted on his magnificent body. His cock lay limp across his thigh, nearly 7 inches of snoozing man meat.

Lisa recalled how she'd speculated on the testicles that could produce so much cum in the video. Now she could see they were more impressive than she'd thought possible. 2 huge, shaven balls cradled his long shaft like plump cushions. They had to be maybe 4 times bigger than Paul's marble sized testicles. She quickly pushed any thought of Paul out of her mind. She would resolve that dilemma later.

Lisa slipped on her high heeled sandals and sat beside Kyle. She stroked his face and said,

"So, is your cobra still hungry?"

"Uh huh, he can't get enough of beautiful, buxom blondes," He replied as she kissed and licked his ear and cheek. Kyle's cock twitched as it began to fill with blood, waking from its slumber.

Lisa moved down his body, kissing his neck and then kneeling on a cushion as she kissed his chest. Kyle's cock slowly jerked and bounced on his thigh as it hardened. Lisa's tongue trailed all over his sixpack and bellybutton, before his cock brushed against her cheek as it became fully erect. She sat back on her heels and stared in awe at the colossal tower of cock meat.

Up this close, Lisa thought his cock was perfect, a work of art. She held the thick shaft and felt it throb with power. It was rock hard and hot in her hand. The veins were pulsing all over the gnarled shaft as the swollen head leaked a drop of precum. Lisa had never been a big fan of blowjobs, but her senses were suddenly hit by Kyle's manly aroma. She inhaled his intoxicating scent and felt an instant high overwhelm her.

Kyle was tempted to push her head down onto his cock, but decided to see what she would do. Lisa was slowly pumping his full length as she leaned forward and hesitated, before licking the smooth head. She kissed and licked it several times before she engulfed his cock and started sucking it. Kyle groaned in pleasure as he watched her full lips wrapped around his thick shaft.

Lisa fervently sucked on 4 inches of throbbing cock. Any more, and she would have choked on it. Kyle sighed as he pushed strands of her blonde hair back. Lisa was filled by a desire to give him more pleasure than any woman had before. She knew that her knowledge of wild and spontaneous sex was perhaps lacking, but she was eager to experiment.

She watched Kyle as she cupped his balls, squeezing and rolling them. His body tensed as her nails scraped his ball sack. Lisa could feel his balls throbbing as she pulled away and gasped,

"I love your big cock, Kyle. Does it feel good, baby?"

"Oh, yeah, babe," He replied as Lisa stuffed his cock back into her mouth and pumped up and down.

She tried to imitate what she'd seen in porn videos as she ran her full lips along his shaft. Her juices were trickling down her thighs as she rocked back and forth. Kyle was nearing climax as he reached forward and hefted her heaving jugs. Lisa heard his ragged breathing and knew he was close. She didn't want to swallow his cum though.

Then she remembered a video she'd seen, where a man had said,

"Gotta love a slut that swallows."

Would Kyle love her if she swallowed his seed? Paul's cum was horrible, and she never swallowed it. Also, Kyle blew a huge load, but this would be his second ejaculation, and his precum tasted pretty good.

Kyle suddenly growled,

"Here it comes, baby."

His cock began twitching, then bucked and jerked in Lisa's mouth. She felt his cockhead swell as cum spewed into her mouth. The thick cream ignited her taste buds and she swallowed it with glee. Her eyes glazed over as another burst filled her mouth and she hungrily gulped it down. Twice more she swallowed big mouthfuls of spunk as the eruption slowed.

Lisa continued sucking hard on his cock as cum continued drizzling out. She worked his shaft and squeezed his balls to keep it flowing. When she was satisfied there was no more, she held up his cock and kissed and licked every inch of his shaft. She only released it when it began to deflate.

Kyle leaned back on the lounger breathing hard as Lisa rubbed his muscular thighs. She dropped a hand between her legs and began rolling her clit as she pressed her face into his genitals. Her pussy had already been simmering and she brought herself to the brink in no time. She pushed a finger in and thumbed her clit until she suddenly cried,

"Yes...yes...yes...YESSSS!" As she came, moaning and shaking.

Tiffany snapped a couple of more shots with her camera as Lisa got up and guzzled down her drink. She'd already taken over 100 pictures of Lisa's blowjob. She would show them to Lisa tomorrow. She couldn't hear the conversation by the pool, but when she saw Lisa putting on her bikini and handing Kyle his shorts, she knew it was time to head back.

That evening, Lisa was in a contemplative mood. She'd broken her marriage vows and now she couldn't tell Paul the truth. She still didn't feel any guilt. She kept telling herself, he had started all this and he should be the one with regrets. However, it was the future she was now uncertain about.

The sex she'd had with Kyle had been unbelievable. Lisa recalled with pride how she'd taken every inch of his huge cock. He'd later told her she was made for big cock, specifically his, and she didn't doubt it. She wanted more of his big cock and even more glorious orgasms. Lisa knew she was hooked on the sex, and hooked on Kyle, perhaps more so.

The next day, Paul was in one of the spare bedrooms browsing the Internet, looking for some of Tiffany's videos. He watched one of them, then saw a picture of Lisa. He clicked on more info, and read that her assumed name was Lisa Vixen. He played the video and watched it in total shock. Lisa had given him an edited version that was missing several minutes.

Paul watched Lisa cumming as she looked at the camera with lust filled eyes. Then he watched her cumming again as she jerked off Kyle's cock. What he saw at the end astonished him. Kyle's massive cock ejaculated, spraying a huge load down the length of the bed. How could he pump out that much? Maybe it was faked...he hoped.

As the video ended, Paul jumped up and pulled out his dick. He jerked off for 5 seconds and squealed through gritted teeth as he came hard. His body continued shaking as he gasped and whimpered. He was beet red as he sat on the bed, jealous, dejected and embarrassed.

Paul waited until he had calmed down before he went downstairs to confront Lisa. She was in the living room as he walked in and said,

"I've just seen the full version of your video with Kyle. I suppose it all happened by accident. You jerked off his cock to help out Tiffany. But it's no big deal, right? Well, I'm putting my foot down. I've had enough of this modeling shit."

Lisa hadn't expected this to happen. She was momentarily stumped for words. She eventually blurted out the first thing that came to mind,

"Did you jerk off over it?"

Paul's mouth opened, and then closed, as his mind became utterly muddled. After a long pause, he stuttered,

"W-W-What?...No way."

They both knew he was lying as he blushed in embarrassment. Lisa ignored his answer as she said,

"Wow, I'm so glad you liked it, Paul. I bet you really came hard. Did you see Kyle's monster cock? Did you see it blow that mega load? I can't wait to do another video with him, I'll do one that'll blow your mind, and make you blow your load."

Paul was speechless as he stared at her in disbelief. His brain was going into meltdown. He didn't know what to say. No matter what his objections were; he jerked off over the video. Lisa had him on video jerking off over it. He suddenly had a feeling of defeat. If this was a courtroom, he'd be found guilty. In his mind he heard a judge say,

"I find the defendant Paul Cuckfield guilty of being a pervert. You are ordered to support all of your wife's future sexploits."



Lisa observed his dejected look and said,

"So, honey, do you want me to send you a copy of the full version?"

This whole business was making Paul look like a weak pervert. He knew he should have told her where to shove it. Instead, he croaked,

"Errr...Yes please."

Later, Paul regretted how he'd handled the conversation. He should have stood up to Lisa. She'd turned the tables on him again. And what did she mean, she'd do a video that would blow his mind? How much further could she go? He didn't want to find out. He just couldn't believe her nonchalant attitude about it all. It was as if, it was her job, no big deal. He was angry, jealous, dejected and humiliated...but his dick was iron hard.

That weekend, Paul and Lisa were leaving to have dinner with two of their friends. Paul wanted to get them back to normality. Tiffany saw them and said hello. Paul was in a hurry to leave, but Tiffany said,

"You look like dynamite, Paul...with a 4 inch fuse. Don't watch any videos, or you could blow in seconds."

Lisa tried to stifle a giggle as Paul quickly got into the car. He felt so humiliated, a wave of shame made him feel giddy. Damn that bitch Tiffany. He was beginning to fear her. Her jibes were getting worse, cutting his manhood to shreds. He sped away, putting distance between them as Lisa stared out the window, a smirk on her face.

Lisa didn't enjoy the evening, Bob and Carol were more Paul's friends than hers. She spent her time pretending to listen to the conversation while she secretly looked at the photos of the blowjob she gave Kyle. Tiffany had sent them to her phone and Lisa couldn't stop looking at them.

When they got home, Lisa was feeling horny, and she knew Paul would be of no help. As they were about to go upstairs, she said,

"I'm just going to see Tiffany for a minute. I won't be long."

Before Paul could protest, Lisa was already hurrying out the door.

Tiffany let Lisa in and said,

"Hey, Lisa, how was your evening?"

"Oh, it was kinda boring actually, Tiff," She replied, hovering by the stairs. Tiffany knew exactly what she wanted and said,

"I think Kyle wanted to see you. Upstairs, first room on the left."

Lisa nodded, and then raced upstairs. She knew she didn't have much time.

She knocked on his door and waited...no answer. She tentatively opened the door and peeked inside. The room was dimly lit and she eventually saw Kyle on the bed, eyes closed, wearing only his boxers. Lisa stepped into the room and closed the door. She had thought Kyle was asleep, but then she saw his fingers tapping and realized he was listening to music.

Lisa just gazed at his body for a while, before she sat on the bed. Kyle's eyes opened, and he smiled when he saw her. He paused the music as he got up on an elbow and said,

"Hiya, babe, I was just thinking about you."

"And here I am. So, what were you thinking about?" Asked Lisa.

Kyle sat up against the headboard and replied,

"I was thinking about how much I'd love to fuck you in every position, and show you how good Cobra Kai can make you feel."

"Well, I don't think I have time for that right now, Kyle. I have to be back home soon, and I..." Lisa's words were cut off by his mouth as he kissed her fervently.

Kyle pulled her onto the bed and began unbuttoning her dress. He undid the clasp on the front of her bra and her tits shook free. He attacked her huge breasts, hefting and sucking her wobbling jugs. Lisa held his head and moaned as arousal surged through her body. Kyle was pushing down her panties as he moved down, kissing her flat stomach.

Lisa looked at him and said,

"Kyle, you're not going to...break my heart, are you?"

"Of course not, babe," He replied earnestly. He found her innocence endearing. Other girls with her looks and body were arrogant and full of themselves. But not Lisa, she had humility. He ran his tongue along her pussy, teasing her clit.

Lisa's body lurched and spasmed as she felt a burning passion surge through her like electricity. In less than 5 minutes, she began squirming as she cried,

"Don't stop, Kyle...UGH...HOLY SHIT!...UGGHHH!"

Her back arched as her orgasm exploded, sending her body into a twitching and shuddering fit.

Lisa didn't have much experience of receiving oral sex, but she didn't have to be an expert to know that Kyle was very good at it. His tongue wormed inside her pussy as she humped against his face. Another orgasm had her writhing and convulsing on the bed as she moaned in ecstasy.

Kyle's face was covered in her gushing juices as he worked two fingers into her. He flicked and sucked on her swollen clit as he curled his fingers inside her, rubbing her G spot. Lisa was going wild, wrapping her legs around his neck and fisting his hair. Another orgasm had her bucking uncontrollably as her eyes rolled back and her head shook frantically.

As she came down, Lisa breathlessly said,

"No more, Kyle, I have to go."

That wasn't what he wanted to hear. He had to cum, so, he quickly got up and knelt by her head. Lisa watched as he released his huge cock and began rapidly jacking it.

She was mezmerized as she stared at the bloated cockhead pointing at her face. Kyle was breathing hard and grunting as he neared his climax. With a sudden urgency, Lisa said,

"Cum in my mouth, Kyle, I wanna taste your cream again."

As he shuffled closer, Lisa grabbed his shaft and sucked on the fat, mushroom head.

A couple of minutes later, Kyle groaned as his cock twitched and throbbed, unleashing a torrent of cum into her mouth. Lisa gulped down spunk as fast as she could as it blasted out like a geyser. Jets kept pumping out as cum dribbled down her chin. She kept licking and sucking his cock until he was spent.

Lisa scooped up the cum that had run down her chin and licked it from her finger. She couldn't believe how good it tasted. She saw the clock and realized she'd been here for more than an hour. She got up and said,

"Jesus, I've got to get home. Paul's already paranoid about us."

She quickly put her bra back on and did up her dress. Then she straightened her hair and face in the bathroom and took a swig of mouthwash. Kyle went downstairs with her and kissed her at the front door. As she opened the door, he said,

"So, am I going to see you tomorrow, baby?"

"Well, Tiffany and I will be having our workout, then...we'll see," Replied Lisa, blowing him a kiss as she left.

Paul was still awake when Lisa entered the bedroom. He eyed her suspiciously as he said,

"What the hell were you doing round there, Lisa? You said you were going to be a minute. Was Kyle there?"

"He was asleep. I was discussing future jobs with Tiffany. Honestly, Paul, you're really getting paranoid," She replied as she headed to the bathroom to shower.

The next day, Lisa and Tiffany were going through their workout routine. Kyle had set up a chair in the opposite room to watch in comfort. This was way better than daytime tv. In fact, it could have made it onto one of Tiffany's soft porn websites. They'd just finished their aerobics routine, and were about to do some yoga.

Tiffany was wearing her usual tiny shorts and cut down t shirt. Lisa looked fucking awesome in a white leotard and long sports socks. She wasn't even wearing a sports bra, just a normal one. Her leotard was bordering on transparent and Kyle was sure she had no underwear on. The bottom had disappeared between her ass cheeks, making her look incredibly sexy.

Kyle knew that Lisa was aware of his presence. She kept glancing in the mirror at the room he was in. He watched them contorting their bodies into unlikely positions, bending and twisting their limbs. It was pretty impressive, given their voluptuous figures. From what he'd seen, supple girls were usually skinny girls, like gymnasts.

Later, Kyle joined them in the living room. Lisa had put on her shorts and was talking to Tiffany about possible modeling jobs. Tiffany had suggested doing topless work. It would broaden her range of work. Tiffany turned to Kyle and said,

"Are you still ok for the filming on Wednesday, Kyle?"

"Sure," He replied, looking away.

Lisa suddenly looked concerned and asked,

"What's that about?"

"Kyle's doing a soft porn film, no penetration," Tiffany replied, indifferently. The color drained from Lisa's face and she went quiet. Kyle sighed inwardly when he saw her staring at the floor, clearly upset.

He knew Lisa would be upset about it, but he needed the money. He couldn't live with Tiffany forever. She was already dropping subtle hints. He'd come back from Asia broke and he needed to increase his funds in a hurry. Unfortunately, in Tiffany's business, women made a lot more money than men.

Tiffany noticed the abrupt change in the atmosphere and said,

"I've just got to make a phone call. No sex in my living room while I'm gone, please."

She was grinning as she left the room.

Kyle waited for Lisa to say something, but nothing was forthcoming. Finally, he said,

"Lisa, what's wrong?"

She looked like she was on the verge of tears as she replied,

"How can you make a porn film with another woman?"

"It's soft porn, and it's work, anyway. Besides, I need the money," He said, waving his hands defensively.

Lisa took a deep breath and said,

"I don't care, Kyle, I don't want you to do it."

He watched a tear roll down her cheek and sunk back into his armchair. He wasn't sure if she was giving him an ultimatum or not. Either way, there was only one decision he could make.

Kyle nodded at her with a sombre expression and said,

"Ok, babe, I won't do it."

Lisa's face immediately brightened and she went and sat on his lap, hugging and kissing him. Kyle was pensive as he considered his future. No film on Wednesday with another girl meant no films with girls, period. He knew that was exactly what she was saying.

Tiffany didn't have much use for men who didn't do porn. Women were a different story. If Lisa started doing porn with him, that would be a perfect solution for Kyle. The endgame involved getting rid of Paul. He didn't know if Lisa would take that step. Time would tell. In the meantime, he would have to assist Tiffany on her videos and shoots to make some money.

Paul arrived home and found Lisa asleep on the sofa. He was immediately wary as to why she was sleeping at this time. He shook her awake and said,

"Why are you so tired, honey?"

Lisa detected a hint of disapproval in his tone as she sat up and replied,

"Tiffany and I did a hard workout earlier. We did our yoga and aerobics routine and then had a swim. I was beat afterwards."

She went upstairs thinking about the real reason she was totally exhausted. Kyle had fucked her twice and she'd given him a blowjob over a 3 hour period. The sex had been mind blowing and her orgasms had been even bigger than the first time. Somehow, his cock felt even better inside her, even though it was still stretching her pussy to the limit. It felt like she was being remoulded to accommodate his immense size.

The next week, Lisa did a topless glamor shoot for a popular magazine that were impressed with her photos. Chris, one of Paul's work colleagues, regularly bought the weekly magazine and recognized the buxom blonde. He knew that Lisa Fox was a pseudonym, most performers used them. Pretty soon, everyone in the office knew about Paul's wife.

Paul tried to play it off like it had been his idea for his wife to take up modeling. He told his colleagues,

"I encouraged Lisa to try a little modeling. When you've got a gorgeous wife like mine, you don't mind showing her off."

However, Chris decided to start scouring the internet for more information about Lisa Fox.

Tiffany was adjusting Lisa's portfolio with her, when she said,

"You know, you're going to have to sign a contract with me, Lisa, before some bigger agency tries to steal you."

"I'd never sign with anyone else, Tiff, you're my best friend," Replied Lisa, earnestly. Tiffany smiled at her friend. With some girls, that comment would be worthless. Nothing changed people faster than money. But Lisa was different, someone she could trust completely.

Tiffany considered the upcoming videos she had lined up and said,

"I know, you're a loyal friend, Lisa. By the way, I've going to be making an educational film. You and Kyle would be great for it."

"What kind of film?" Asked Lisa with interest. Tiffany knew she couldn't sugar coat it, and replied,

"It's going to be about how to give good head. And, well, you and Kyle have had some practise."

Lisa laughed and then said,

"That's true, but I'm no expert, Tiff."

"Well, I can book the filming for next week. I'll send you a couple of videos you can pick up tips from. In the meantime, I suggest you and Kyle get plenty of practise."

Lisa knew there would be no going back after this. This was porn, whichever way you cut it. She planned to film Paul's reaction again. She knew he had been checking for hidden cameras. She would need more cameras to outwit him and catch him in the act. She would need Tiffany's help to set the trap and expose Paul as a closet cuckold. According to Tiffany, that's what he was. Lisa had only recently learned of the word.

Paul arrived at work and was immediately aware of the unusual atmosphere. People were whispering in groups and looking in his direction, or huddled around Chris and his cell phone. Chris had found the video Lisa made with Kyle and wasted no time in circulating the news. He'd even paid to subscribe to the website and jerked off to the video 3 times.

Towards the end of the day, Paul finally found out what all the snickering was about. He was mortified when he was told that Chris had been showing everyone the video. His only recourse was to pretend he'd suggested it and had been there. He tried to act cool about it and said it was only acting. Although, some of his colleagues didn't buy it.

When Paul got home, he angrily told Lisa what had happened. He stared at her in speechless disbelief when she beamed,

"Did they like it? I bet they did. I bet they're gonna be jerking off over it. That is sooo hot."

Paul had that feeling of defeat and helplessness again. As Lisa left the room, he wondered how he had let all this happen.

The next day, Lisa practised what she'd seen in the videos that Tiffany had sent her. She gave Kyle 5 blowjobs before Paul got home. She almost felt like she'd had an extra meal. She'd even been practising deep throating with a dildo that Tiffany gave her. Tiffany had suggested Lisa start with the 7 inch dildo and work her way up to Kyle's monster cock.

It was the day after filming the educational film and Tiffany had just finished the final edit. She uploaded the file to Lisa's cell phone after they'd watched it together. Lisa got ready to leave and said,

"Ok, Tiff, I'm going to upload the file to my laptop and then wait for Paul to get home. I'll tell you all about it later."

"Alright, honey, good luck," Tiffany replied with a smile.

After Lisa had gone, Tiffany suddenly had an idea on how she could put the boot in on Paul. First, she needed to see how Paul reacted to the video. She was eager to move things along with Lisa and Kyle. She liked Kyle, but not enough to have him as a permanent lodger. He left his shit everywhere, never tidied up and was a nightmare to live with, and she wasn't the kind of woman who cleaned up after men. Basically, he was used to roughing it, and he didn't have the kind of money necessary to get his own place.

Paul came home from work and found Lisa in the kitchen waiting for him. She sipped her orange juice and said,

"I made another video yesterday, honey. It's a little different to the others, an educational film. It's in the bedroom. Let me know what you think."

He nodded and then went upstairs with more than a little trepidation.

Paul picked up the laptop and decided to watch the video in the bathroom. He searched the bathroom thoroughly, and found the camera taped under the sink. Unfortunately, he didn't notice the other camera which was inside a fake can of hairspray. Paul found the video titled, How to blow your man. His heart was pounding as he played it.

Some credits ran, and then Lisa appeared in a sexy bra, thong, garter belt and stockings. Her heels clicked as she walked towards...Kyle. Paul's stomach lurched when he saw him standing in his boxers. On screen, they began kissing softly and with passion. Lisa was soon kissing her way down his body, kissing his cock through his boxers, before slowly sliding them down. Paul was trembling in fear. Surely, she wouldn't do it.

His heart sank as Lisa began kissing the huge cock. Kyle was soon erect as she licked every inch of thick shaft. Paul was stunned by its immense proportions. The camera zoomed in as she started sucking it with lust filled eyes. There was some kind of educational commentary that Paul wasn't listening to. He was amazed at her oral skills. He'd certainly never received a blowjob of this calibre.

His body temperature felt like it had doubled as he watched Lisa slobbering over Kyle's throbbing cock. Saliva gleamed on his shaft as she ran her lips down its length. She went lower and began sucking his large balls alternately as she pumped his cock. Paul couldn't believe what happened next.

Lisa stuffed his cock back into her mouth and started forcing inch after inch into her mouth. Her full lips were wrapped tight around his shaft as they moved further down his length. Paul could see that Kyle's cockhead was lodged in her throat. She couldn't get the last couple of inches in, but it was still astounding. She stared at Kyle as she did it, with adoration in her eyes.

Paul released his dick and gripped it tightly. He desperately tried to hold off his climax as it throbbed so hard, it hurt. On the screen, Kyle was groaning loudly, nearing completion. Lisa vigorously pumped his cock with both hands and held the tip a couple of inches away from her mouth. Kyle abruptly grunted as his cock pulsed and jolted in her hands.

A stream of cum flew into her open mouth, followed by another as his cock recoiled again and again. Lisa gulped a big mouthful as another burst covered her lips. Paul's dick literally detonated as he came. He let out a long, strangled squeal as his body stiffened and shook. He couldn't control his limbs as he fell backwards, his body lurching like an epileptic. Finally, he collapsed onto the floor exhausted.

Paul was breathing heavily as he looked at the screen and saw Lisa sucking hard on Kyle's cock, desperately trying to coax out every drop of cum as if it were the elixir of life. Paul's mind was in turmoil as the video began to sink in. His wife had given another man a blowjob and swallowed his cum. Paul had never cum so hard in his life. He closed the laptop and left the bathroom.

He went downstairs in a daze, unsure of what to say. Lisa didn't give him a chance to speak as she hurried past him and said,

"Just give me a minute, honey."

Paul watched her race upstairs, taking the steps two at a time in her heels. It was the first time he'd really noticed how physically fit she had become.

5 minutes later, Lisa came skipping downstairs with the laptop. Paul was nursing a glass of scotch as she placed the laptop on the coffee table. He suddenly said,

"How could you suck his cock?"

"Paul, it was only acting. It was an educational film, after all," She replied, calmly.

Paul looked at her incredulously as he snapped,

"Acting? So, you didn't enjoy it?"

"Well, Kyle is an extremely attractive man," She said, unrepentantly. Paul downed the rest of his scotch in two gulps and felt the liquid burning his throat. He was about to launch into another rant, when Lisa spun the laptop around and he saw a video playing.



Paul had a feeling of deja vous as he saw himself jerking off. The worse part was when he came. He looked like he was having a spastic fit as his body shook and squirmed. Even his face had contorted into something alien looking. Suddenly, Lisa gleefully cried,

"Look at that...were you trying to body pop or something?"

Paul put his head in his hands in embarrassment.

The next day, Tiffany had just finished editing another version of the blowjob video. It was similar to the original version, with the one major difference being the commentary. Tiffany had removed it, and replaced it with a different audio commentary. She had one of her female clients perform a digital narrative of the story from Lisa's on screen perspective. Tiffany chuckled as she imagined Paul having an even bigger cuckold fit.

The blowjob video was quickly circulated at Paul's workplace, and his stories about encouraging Lisa were exposed as lies. He became a laughing stock overnight. There was no way he could talk his way out of it. He'd never been so humiliated in his life. But that wouldn't be true for long.

2 days later, Paul received an alert on his cell phone. He'd arranged a notification every time Lisa Fox had a new video on Tiffany's websites. He was driving home and decided to pull over to watch it. He found it after a few minutes, under the title of 'Cuckolding my husband'. Paul began to panic as he looked around in paranoia.

As the video began playing, he was relieved to see it looked like the blowjob video. But then a sexy voice began a different narrative to the original version. He listened as she said,

"Lately, I've been becoming so frustrated with my husband Paul. I have a high sex drive, but Paul has a 4 inch dick, he fires blanks and he usually comes after a couple of minutes. I thought I was destined to remain unsatisfied, but then I met the man of my dreams."

Paul listened in horror as Lisa and Kyle were kissing in the video. As she removed his boxers, the narrative continued,

"Kyle is absolutely gorgeous, with the body of a God. He has a beautiful, thick, 10 inch cock that puts my husband's to shame. I love sucking on his succulent man meat until he's throbbing in my mouth."

Paul was visibly shaking as he groaned loudly. When Lisa began deep throating his cock, the narrative went on,

"My pussy is always dripping when I deep throat Kyle's huge cock. I look into his eyes in total submission as his colossal dick slides down my throat."

Paul was whimpering as sweat ran down his back. His shirt was drenched and sticking to his body. On the video, Kyle was about to ejaculate as the narrator said,

"And when Kyle comes...OH..MY..GOD! He pumps out half a pint of the most delicious, thick, virile cum imaginable. As far as I'm concerned, Kyle's cream is worth its weight in gold. I can't believe I've finally found a real man."

Paul had turned ghostly white as he began lurching back and forth. He felt dizzy and thought he might pass out. Eventually, his breathing and heart rate returned to normal as he sunk back into his seat. He suddenly realized he'd cum in his pants when he felt pain in his genitals. From the wording of the narration, he knew that Tiffany had put it together. He sighed as he started the car and pulled away.

Paul and Lisa had a huge argument about the latest video. He was furious about his name being used, and the narrative being so close to the truth. Lisa insisted that Tiffany had intended it as a joke and that Paul had no sense of humor if he couldn't see that. He didn't see anything funny about it. He told her he'd had enough of the videos and that they needed to draw a line under the whole affair. After that, they barely spoke for a week.

Paul had become a subject of ridicule at work. Once, he'd been respected and envied by his colleagues, the guy with the gorgeous, blonde wife. Now, he was a cuckold joke with a 4 inch dick. He insisted that the cuckold narrative had been made up, but nobody believed it. A woman there had even started asking him about Kyle, and if she could meet him. It was a nightmare.

Lisa was on Kyle's bed, on all fours, as he sawed his cock into her pussy. He held her hips as he repeatedly slammed his entire length in to the hilt. Lisa's head dropped as she moaned and sighed in obvious pleasure. Another orgasm was on the horizon as Kyle's cock seemed to hit every nerve ending in her pussy. Then, the sensations overwhelmed her and she reared back.

A huge orgasm surged through her body as her head whipped left and right, her long, blonde hair being tossed around as she shuddered and gasped in ecstasy. Lisa didn't know how many times she'd cum. It was nearly into double figures, though. Kyle's cock now fit into her pussy like a skintight glove. He began pumping into her again, swiveling and rolling his hips.

Every stroke drove Lisa wild as she rocked back into his thrusts. She grimaced and cried,

"Fuck me, Kyle...fuck me...harder...ugh...Jesus, this is so fucking good...Goddd!"

"Nearly there, baby. Where do you want my cum?" He asked.

"In me, baby, fill me with your potent spunk. Empty those big, juicy balls, Kyle."

That sent Kyle over the edge as he slammed into her hard and roared as he came. Lisa felt his cock expanding and then erupting, pumping out hot cum like a jet washer. Her orgasm literally ripped through her body and she screamed at the top of her lungs. She was completely delirious as she bucked and spasmed in total ecstasy. Kyle grinded into her as he held down her bucking body. Lisa kept cumming for some time, before they both collapsed onto the bed.

As Lisa lay there, she couldn't believe how the sex with Kyle kept getting better. Before she'd met him, she often heard the term, the earth moved, in a sexual context, and dismissed it derisively. However, she almost believed it had just happened, such was the magnitude of the orgasm she'd just experienced. It was so intense, she saw stars. She'd never cum so long or so hard.

Afterwards, they had a long, slow fuck in the shower and then dried each other off. Kyle sat on the bed and said,

"You know, I might have to move out of here soon."

Lisa had a look of concern on her face as she replied,

"Why's that, Kyle?"

"Well, it was only supposed to be short term, but I've been here nearly 3 months now, and Tiffany's started dropping hints. I might be able to rent a place in Brentwood," He said.

Lisa looked panic stricken as his words sunk in. Brentwood was a place where the less affluent lived, and it was a 3 hour drive away. Her mind searched for a better alternative, and she finally replied,

"I can give you some money, Kyle. Then, you can get a place a lot closer."

"I can't take your money, Lisa, I won't do that," He said, decisively.

Lisa rolled her eyes in frustration, and thought, 'damn your macho male pride'. Kyle moving to Brentwood would be a disaster. They would hardly be able to see each other. That possibility hit her like a ton of bricks. It was a depressing outcome that she had to change. Maybe she could get Tiffany to change her mind. Although, Tiffany had mentioned how Kyle's presence was disrupting her love life, and how she couldn't tolerate his bad habits around the house.

Paul arrived home with flowers for Lisa. They'd only just started speaking again, and he was determined to put an end to this whole business. Exactly how he could make that happen, he wasn't sure. Lisa had already made nearly twice his annual salary and she really loved the modeling and videos. Although, that was all immaterial, the porn or soft porn had to end now.

Paul gave Lisa a peck and handed her the flowers as he said,

"Look, honey, I think we need to talk."

"Ok, Paul, what's up?" She replied as she put the flowers in a vase. Paul threw his jacket over an armchair and said,

"Do you know the shit I've been getting at work over your videos?"

Lisa put her hands on her hips and replied,

"Jesus, Paul, most men would love to have a buxom model for a wife. I bet your colleagues jerk off over my videos and are jealous they don't have a hotwife."

Paul stared at her in surprise. She referred to herself as a hotwife, not a hot wife. He was perfectly aware of the difference and it wasn't a term she'd ever used before.

Lisa suddenly saw an immediate solution to her dilemma with Kyle. She didn't give herself time to change her mind and said,

"Listen, Paul, it's obvious we haven't been on the same wavelength, lately. I think we need a break from each other. You need to move in with your mother for a while."

Paul reeled in shock at the sudden turn of events and blurted,

"What? Why?"

"It's a lot of things, Paul. You jerk off to my videos but pretend you hate them. Your refusal to seek other options when we found out you were infertile. You don't like my best friend Tiffany. But the one thing that really pisses me off..," Lisa replied.

Paul recoiled at the salvo of accusations and waited for this final bombshell. Lisa's voice rose as she went on,

"Is your performance in bed. You can't even last 2 minutes. Do you know how frustrated that makes me? When was the last time you gave me an orgasm? Do you know? Do you even care? We need some time apart so we can think about our future and how things can improve."

Paul begged and pleaded with her for over an hour, but Lisa was adamant. She told him if he didn't go, she would. Eventually, he reluctantly agreed to go, as long as they could reevaluate the situation in a couple of weeks. It was nearly 8pm by the time Paul left with a suitcase and said,

"I'll call you tomorrow, baby...I love you."

45 minutes later, Lisa was helping Kyle bring his things round. He wanted to move into the master bedroom, but Lisa said,

"Come on, Kyle, you know that's going too far."

She was wary of letting him sleep with her in her marital bed. She told Kyle she needed to be alone, tonight. She was worried that she'd pushed Paul too far. Could he really handle all of this? Tiffany called it the pain and pleasure of a cuckold.

Paul was at his mother's house in his old bedroom. He was lying on the bed, jerking off as he watched the blowjob video. His mother, Mary, hadn't been entirely surprised to hear about the trial separation. She'd witnessed the changes in Lisa and could see that Paul's attempts to control her might backfire. His infertility was another problem his male pride couldn't cope with. Mary shrugged, she wasn't one to take sides.

The next day, Lisa told Kyle she needed to think about their relationship and that they should take a break from all the sex. Kyle wasn't interested in a break. He had a huge sex drive, and he didn't want to waste his cum by jerking off. He walked around the house in just his boxers and socks, trying to tempt her.

Lisa was definitely tempted. The sight of Kyle's near naked body was making it difficult to think about anything else. He didn't stop trying to persuade her, groping and rubbing against her at every opportunity. Lisa was beginning to feel like an addict who needed a fix. She was so horny, her pussy felt like it was seething. She was starting to wonder why she was torturing herself.

After Lisa had a shower, Kyle pounced from behind, and her resistance finally broke down. Within minutes, she was face down on her marital bed with his cock balls deep in her pussy. It was a relief to have Kyle back inside her. Lisa's pussy gripped his cock like a vice as she came, crying out his name in elation.

Tiffany was in a good mood after Lisa had taken Kyle off her hands. She was viewing the latest data on the websites she owned or was connected to. Lisa's videos had received a huge number of hits and a surge in membership. It was easy to see why. It was all authentic...real passion, real orgasms and well endowed performers. None of the fakery and bored expressions you often saw. Tiffany needed Lisa and Kyle to go further. Higher membership would mean more advertising revenue.

Lisa was overjoyed to have Kyle living with her. Tiffany may not have liked cleaning up after him, but Lisa loved looking after Kyle, cooking, cleaning and servicing him. She could easily afford a maid, but she wanted to do it herself. She felt privileged to be the woman who serviced this superior male. She hadn't told Paul that Kyle was here, yet. Tiffany had advised her to say nothing for now.

A few days later, Paul was having dinner at his mother's house. His cell phone buzzed, and he got it out and froze when he saw it was a notification about a Lisa Fox video. He scrolled straight to it and gulped when he saw the title, 'Watch Kyle Cobra get his ass licked by Lisa Fox'. He quickly got up and said,

"I've had enough, mom. I'm going upstairs."

"Well, use tissues if you jerk off. There are stains on the duvet and carpet," She replied in a mock tone.

Paul cringed as he jogged upstairs. In his bedroom, he locked the door and played the video. It was the usual beginning, Lisa in raunchy lingerie approaching Kyle. They moved to the bed and were kissing hotly for a while. She slowly removed his shorts, and his cock sprang free. Paul stared in awe and jealousy at the long column of man meat.

Kyle held his legs back as Lisa began kissing his ass cheeks. She moved from one to the other, until she paused, then, licked all the way along his crack. She went back and forth before burying her tongue in his ass. Paul's pants and boxers dropped to his ankles as he groaned in pain and arousal. The sounds of Lisa slurping on Kyle's ass seemed deafening.

She pulled his ass cheeks apart and forced her tongue even deeper. She finally came up for air and began sucking his balls as her hand reached around his thigh and pumped his cock. Paul's dick was so hard, he thought it might literally explode without even being touched. He rocked back and forth like a Psychiatric patient as he continued watching.

Lisa had returned to tonguing Kyle's ass, a look of concentration on her face. Paul suddenly felt pain in his genitals as he ejaculated hard. His limbs felt like they'd all cramped as he fell backwards against the wall. He grunted like a pig as his body stiffened and twitched spasmodically. He collapsed onto his knees and stared at his phone as Kyle came, blasting thick cum high into the air.

The next day, Paul called Lisa on the phone, ranting about the video. She knew exactly how to handle it, and said,

"Hang on, Paul, answer me one question. How many times did you jerk off over it?"

Paul went quiet, what could he say? Eventually, he mumbled,

"Just once."

"Seriously? You can't even be honest with me," She retorted, accusingly.

Paul waved an arm in frustration. How did she know? He'd jerked off so many times, even he didn't know how many. In fact, his dick was sore and his balls felt like they'd shrunk. He felt like a rabbit caught in the headlights as he said,

"Ok, it was more than once. Anyway, I have to go, Lisa, I'll talk to you, later."

Lisa was satisfied she had Paul where she wanted him, with one foot out of the closet.

Paul parked his car outside the house, and headed towards the door. This was an unannounced visit that he hoped would lead to his permanent return. He let himself in, and walked down the hallway towards the living room. He stopped abruptly at the doorway, alarmed by the sight that greeted him.

Kyle was lounging on the sofa with a foot on the coffee table. He looked completely at home, dressed in only shorts. Kyle looked up and nodded, apparently unconcerned. The clicking of heels caused Paul to turn around and see Lisa carrying a sandwich on a plate and a glass of orange juice. She wore a tight tank top and a mini skirt as she came in, hips swinging sexily.

Lisa saw Paul, and firmly said,

"Hi, Paul, you really should've called before you came by."

"Errr...sorry, honey. So...what's Kyle doing here?" He asked, apprehensively. Lisa placed the plate and glass on the coffee table as she replied,

"Well, Tiffany wanted her own space back, so, I decided to let him stay here. It's not like we haven't got the room."

Paul was shocked at the worrying turn of events. Before he could venture his disapproval, Kyle suddenly said,

"Where's my beer, baby?"

"You've had enough beers, Kyle. Unless you want to ruin your gorgeous body, I suggest you drink your orange juice," Lisa scolded with a smile. It all seemed so surreal to Paul as he looked on, and eventually blurted,

"Lisa, I need to speak to you upstairs."

Lisa was pensive for a while, before she said,

"Ok, Paul," And hurried past him, racing upstairs with Paul in tow. She quickly closed her bedroom door, and continued down the passageway. If Paul had seen the bedroom, he would be in little doubt about what was going on. Lisa beckoned him into the bathroom, and he followed her in and shut the door.

Paul angrily spat,

"How could you invite Kyle to live here? Without even consulting me."

"Look, Paul, Kyle is our friend, and he needed somewhere to stay. I don't see what the problem is," Lisa replied without remorse. Paul was incredulous as he fumed,

"Jesus, you don't see a problem. Are you fucking him?"

Lisa didn't think this was the time to answer that question. She pushed Paul against the door, and said,

"Paul, it's time to come out of the closet."

He watched her fish out his erection as she said,

"Wow, your dick looks so tiny compared to Kyle's monster cock."

Paul whimpered in lust as his dick throbbed painfully.

Lisa wasn't even moving her hand, her words were controlling Paul like a puppet. She kissed his earlobe and drawled,

"I'll be honest with you, hun, I've given Kyle a few blowjobs. His cock is so big and beautiful, I can't resist it. You can understand that, right?"

Paul's head rocked back and banged against the door as he squealed and grimaced.

Lisa pumped his dick, and excitedly taunted,

"Come on, Paul, I wanna see one of your cuckold fits."

Paul's body lurched as he ejaculated hard. His eyes bulged out of their sockets as his arms spasmed involuntarily. He grunted and gasped like an animal before collapsing onto his knees. Lisa looked down at him and triumphantly cried,

"Damn, honey, that was some crazy, cuckold shit."

Paul looked at the floor, confused and humiliated.

Paul looked dazed as they came downstairs a few minutes later. Lisa got him a drink, and said,

"Here, you need to keep up your cuckold strength."

Kyle was watching him with mild interest as he gulped down his drink. Lisa took his empty glass, and said,

"Ok, Paul, you should get going. Oh, and leave the door keys."

Paul felt like he was in a trance as he handed her the keys. She gave his cheek a peck at the door and said,

"Don't forget, make sure you call, next time."

That night, Kyle thought it was the perfect time to cement his relationship with Lisa. If things went to plan, he would be moving into the master bedroom. He'd never seriously considered settling down, but this was the right place, and Lisa was the right woman. It was unfortunate for Paul. He had nothing against the guy, but all's fair in love and war.

Lisa didn't know what Kyle was playing at as he slowly worked half his cock into her. She squirmed and writhed beneath him, trying to force more of him into her pussy. Normally, she'd be experiencing her fourth or fifth orgasm by now, but Kyle was keeping her on the edge, going slow and stopping and starting.

Lisa was getting frustrated as she cried,

"Come on, baby, stop messing around, and make me cum. Do me hard and deep with that monster cock."

Kyle pinned her hands above her head as she struggled to break free. He stared into her eyes and said,

"Tell me you love me, baby."



Lisa was startled by his comment. She looked back at him, unable to answer. Kyle tried a different tact and said,

"Give me an answer, Lisa, or I'll have to move to Brentwood if I'm not wanted here."

Lisa was suddenly gripped by fear. She didn't want to hear about Brentwood ever again. Did she love Kyle? She wanted him to stay, indefinitely. The answer was suddenly obvious, and her mind became clear.

Lisa stared at Kyle, and almost screamed,

"Yes...Yes...I love you, Kyle...FUCK MEEEEE!"

Kyle smiled as he thrust his entire length into her. Lisa made a guttural sound as the air was forced out of her lungs. He pumped his cock into her with increasing intensity as her moans got louder. On his eleventh stroke, Lisa stared into space as her orgasm exploded.

Her body lurched upwards as her back arched and stiffened. Kyle's cock felt like it was being crushed as her pussy contracted around it, and gushed her juices. As Lisa continued to spasm and cum, she cried,

"GODDDD!...I'm cumming...hard...UGH...KYYYLLLE!"

She felt an enormous sense of relief admitting her feelings for Kyle. Another orgasm wracked her body as she wailed,

"Oh, God, I love you, Kyle...I love you forever."

2 weeks later, Paul decided to make another unannounced visit. His hopes of returning home before now hadn't materialized. He still spoke to Lisa regularly, but she said she wasn't ready to take him back. Kyle's presence in the house was a serious worry. No husband on the planet would want him around. Lisa's latest video, last week, did nothing to allay his fears.

Paul had received another notification on his cell phone. Another video under the title of 'Lisa Fox and Kyle Cobra have a hot 69'. It was a 20 minute video that had Paul ejaculating 3 times. That hadn't happened since he was a teenager. Hot, was certainly no exaggeration in describing the video. He watched Lisa cum 3 times as she sucked on Kyle's massive cock. It culminated with her swallowing what looked like a quarter of a pint of spunk.

Paul knew that the videos were becoming a serious problem for him. He watched them every night, again and again. It was the highlight of his day. He wasn't even bothered about the jibes at work, anymore. He'd heard all the jokes and insults a hundred times. They went in one ear and out the other.

Paul got out of the car, and walked up to the door. He was about to ring the doorbell, when something made him hesitate. He decided to walk around the house towards the garden. The gate was unlocked, and he went inside and knew the garden door would be unlocked too. As he entered the house, he heard sounds that made the hairs on his neck stand up.

Paul could hear Lisa moaning rhythmically as he approached the living room. He stopped in his tracks when he saw what was going on. Lisa was naked on the sofa, riding Kyle reverse cowgirl. Paul sunk to his knees as he watched her vigorously pumping up and down in delight. Lisa's body looked incredible as she gyrated and rolled her hips, her torso gleaming with a sheen of perspiration.

Paul was angry, jealous and turned on by the horrifying sight of his wife fucking Kyle. It was all too much for him as he pulled out his dick, and began jerking off like a madman. He stared wide eyed as Lisa rose high, and then thrust down hard, taking every inch of Kyle's cock. Her skin slapped against Kyle's on every plunge downwards, until she stopped and let out a long, high pitched wail.

Lisa started cumming with such intensity, it completely stunned Paul. He'd never seen her go berserk like this before. She seemed to be in some kind of frenzy as she convulsed in ecstasy. Paul nearly ejaculated as he watched her juices flooding out onto Kyle's heavy balls. Even Kyle looked like he was experiencing some kind of profound sexual bliss as he grinded his cock up into her.

20 minutes later, they were still fucking as Lisa bounced, pumped and rode her way to several orgasms. Paul wasn't sure how many times she came. At times, it seemed like she was having consecutive orgasms that went on and on. She got more vocal as it went on, praising Kyle's huge cock and his masculinity. Kyle's grunting got louder and more urgent as he neared his climax.

Paul suddenly realized that Lisa wasn't on the pill, and Kyle produced enough sperm to populate the galaxy. He felt like shouting out a warning, but no words escaped his open mouth. A crescendo of noise erupted in the living room as Lisa and Kyle came together. Screams, moans and grunts filled Paul's ears like a deafening soundtrack of sex. When he saw white liquid running down her inner thighs, his hips thrust outwards as he ejaculated.

Paul's body began lurching uncontrollably as he fell onto his side, moaning and gasping. Lisa heard the noises, and turned to see Paul flopping around on the floor like a fish out of water. Her orgasm was winding down as she fell back onto Kyle. She was relieved it was all out in the open, finally. She watched Paul having one of his cuckold fits, and winked at him.

Afterwards, Lisa beckoned Paul to follow her upstairs. He stared at the cum streaming down her thighs, and it all seemed unreal as he passed Kyle on the sofa. Kyle was naked as he relaxed, completely unfazed by Paul's presence. Paul went upstairs and followed her into the bedroom. The bed was a mess, sheets everywhere and covered in cum stains. The truth hit Paul like a ton of bricks; Lisa and Kyle were having sex regularly.

Paul looked at her dejectedly and said,

"So, you're lovers?"

Lisa didn't say anything as she walked up to him and unzipped his pants. Paul looked confused as she pulled out his hard dick and innocently said,

"Yes, we're lovers, Paul. You don't mind, do you?"

Lisa expertly pulled back his foreskin and rubbed the underside of the head. Paul groaned as his hips jerked forward. Lisa rubbed harder and cooed,

"Oooh, you're so hard, hun. Tell me you like Kyle fucking me."

Paul began trembling as his face twisted into an expression of frenzied anguish. He started nodding repeatedly as he came, and hissed,

"YESSS!...Oh my God."

Paul drove to his mother's, confused about his marriage. He'd asked Lisa about coming back, but she just fobbed him off by saying "we'll see." She gave him her latest swimsuit calendar, and free membership to Tiffany's websites. At least there would be some stuff on them that Paul hadn't seen. He accelerated, in a hurry to get home and see what else Lisa had been in.

The following week, Paul received a message from Lisa with a link to one of Tiffany's websites. He wasn't surprised to find it was a video titled, 'Lisa Fox and Kyle Cobra finally fuck'. Paul was in his office at work when he played the video. He was wide eyed as he watched Kyle fucking Lisa in a variety of positions. By the time it finished, Paul was slumped in his chair with cum on his pants.

2 weeks after that, Paul received an invitation from Lisa to come round to the house. He immediately drove there after work, and found Lisa and Tiffany there, along with Kyle and his older brother Bill. They went next door to Tiffany's house, and Paul saw that there was a woman there setting up cameras, lights and boards around a bed. The woman, Karen, said,

"We should get started, there's less than 3 hours of daylight left."

Lisa came over to Paul and gave him a peck on the cheek as she said,

"Listen, honey, we're going to be making a threesome film. I need you to hang back and be quiet. Tiffany left some tissues for you, if you want to jerk off."

Paul was in a state of shock. His wife was about to take on two men, and he suddenly realized, he wanted to see it happen.

A few minutes later, Tiffany cried,

"Ok, ready...action!"

There was an attempt at some kind of story as Kyle and Lisa came in from a supposed night out. Bill was his roommate, watching tv as they joined him, feigning enebriation. Paul could tell that Lisa was already aroused, skin flushed and nipples huge.

Some music was put on, and Bill started dancing with Lisa. She was wearing a skimpy minidress as Bill's hands roamed over her body. Kyle moved in behind her as both men pumped into her in a tight sandwich. Lisa suddenly said,

"Hey, I'm not that kind of girl. I am married, you know."

"I guess you'll have to go home and settle for 4 inches, then,"

Challenged, Kyle.

Bill joined in by saying,

"She couldn't handle both of us, anyway."

Lisa indignantly replied,

"Don't temp me, or your bodies will be drained of water and your balls drained of cum."

Seconds later, Lisa had both their cocks in her hands as she led them to the bedroom.

In the bedroom, Lisa's dress was removed as she dropped to her knees and began sucking their cocks. She flicked her tongue from one to the other, and then sucked them in turn. Paul couldn't believe it, Bill's cock was huge as well. Not as big as Kyle's monster, but 8 inches, at least. Paul grabbed his crotch as he moved back behind everyone. He leaned back against the wall as he stroked his dick through his pants.

15 minutes later, Lisa was on her back on the bed with Kyle's cock pistoning into her pussy as she hungrily sucked Bill's throbbing cock. She was in her element, her orgasms regularly erupting. This was one of her crazier fantasies. She'd never imagined it could become a reality, until Tiffany and Kyle suggested a threesome with Bill. Lisa was apprehensive about doing the video, until she met Bill. He looked a lot like Kyle, only older and more settled and experienced.

Kyle would never have dreamed of sharing Lisa with any man. But Bill was his brother, someone who he had always looked up to. Bill could sample Lisa and give his honest opinion on her. If he gave his approval, Kyle would know that Lisa was definitely the one. Bill had always been the wiser brother, intuitive and insightful.

Paul felt like he was sweating from every pore in his body. He was beginning to feel dizzy as Tiffany's voice hollered,

"Ok, now I want Lisa impaled on Bill, and Kyle standing on the bed, feeding her his cock."

Bill sat back on the bed as Lisa rode his cock reverse cowgirl. Kyle stood on the bed and slowly pushed his cock down her throat. Bill's hands kneaded her big tits as inch after inch of thick cock passed her lips.

Paul was trembling with arousal as he watched Kyle's cock disappearing into Lisa's mouth. Surely, she couldn't deep throat his entire length of cock meat. Paul gasped when he saw her tilt her head back as Kyle's cock slid in all the way, his large balls resting on her saliva covered chin. Without any movement, Lisa's eyes rolled back as she came, stuffed in both ends. As if trying to prove her skill, Lisa rolled her body like a snake, riding Bill's cock and slowly pushing out Kyle's gleaming dick and then swallowing it in one fluid motion.

They continued the 3 way session, changing positions several times. After a short break, Tiffany began directing the 'money shot'. She told Lisa to kneel on the bed as Kyle and Bill jerked off in front of her. Paul looked on in amazement, his body felt like it was on fire. His breathing was getting heavier as he stared at a screen showing close ups of both large cocks.

Kyle and Bill seemed to be communicating with each other with subtle nods and looks. Bill suddenly said,

"Yeah, now."

Both men pumped their cocks faster and grunted in unison. A rope of cum erupted from Kyle's cock, splattering Lisa's tits. A second later, Bill came, firing a jet of cum over her face.

A gargled shriek came from the back of the room, causing Tiffany to turn around. She saw Paul on his knees, holding his crotch as he shook and squirmed. With incredible dexterity, she took out her cell phone and in seconds began filming Paul while still operating one of the main cameras. Paul's eyes were desperately trying to watch the cum shower on the bed.

Lisa was fingering her pussy as ropes of cum sprayed her body. She opened her mouth wide as hot spunk blasted her nose and cheek, and shot into her mouth. Lisa gulped down the thick cum just before she came, moaning and gasping as she swayed backwards, eyes rolled back. Her back arched as she spasmed repeatedly, jutting out her huge breasts.

Tiffany zoomed in on Lisa for the final seconds of filming. Lisa had an incoherent look on her face as she came down. She had cum streaked across her face and neck, dripping onto her tits and torso. Even Tiffany had never seen a cum shower of this magnitude. Lisa's body looked like something Jackson Pollock had been using as a canvas.

Tiffany gestured for Kyle and Bill to move aside and said,

"Ok, Lisa, you know how the grand finale goes."

Lisa used her index finger to scoop up cum on her belly, before briefly examining it, then licking it off with relish. Then, she held up her big, heavy breasts and began slowly and sensually licking up the man cream. She stared at the camera as her tongue slithered over her cleavage. Paul had just cum again, and he passed out as pain spread out from his genitals.

Paul woke up, a couple of hours later, and found himself on his sofa in 'his house'. Kyle and Bill were sitting in the armchairs talking. They both looked like they'd showered, and were having a conversation about Lisa. Paul heard Bill say,

"Looks like you've found yourself one hell of a girl there, bro. I hope you don't fuck it up. Let's face it, all the traveling and bumming around is for the kids. You're not getting any younger, Kyle."

Paul listened in horror as they casually chatted about Kyle's future life with Lisa. Kyle noticed Paul had woken and said,

"Hey, Paul, back with us, huh? Why don't you get yourself a drink, buddy? Those cuckold fits must really take it out of you."

Paul was blushing hard as he headed for the kitchen. He felt like a guest in his own house; maybe he was.

He was guzzling down a carton of pineapple juice when Lisa walked into the kitchen. She was wearing a short robe that was being forced open by her big tits. Paul stared lustfuly at her massive cleavage. He almost felt like he was looking at Lisa Fox the porn babe, a different woman from his wife.

Lisa was clearly still on a high from making the video as she excitedly said,

"Wow, honey, that was...WILD! I never dreamed I'd ever have a threesome. And Bill, he's like an older version of Kyle. Can you believe he's 40? Did you see his body? His big, beautiful cock? I mean...like...he is gorgeous. And he'll be my brother in law."

Paul was startled by what she'd said, and replied,

"Brother in law? What do you mean?"

Lisa giggled as she unzipped his pants and pulled out his erect dick. Using only her index finger, she teased his cockhead as she said,

"Look, Paul, I didn't plan any of this, It just happened. I know this is hard to hear, but Kyle and I are in love. After we get a quickie divorce, you can even come to the wedding."

Paul was reeling as he fell back against the kitchen table in shock. Lisa continued rubbing the underside of his cockhead as she cooed,

"But you can understand all that, right, sweetie? You've seen the power of Cobra Kai, and you're my biggest fan, right?"

Paul began nodding violently as he ejaculated, yelling,

"JEEEEZE!"

10 minutes later, Paul was getting ready to leave. He stopped at the door and said,

"Can I come to your next shoot, babe?"

"Of course you can, Paul," Lisa replied, cheerfuly.

"And you'll still give me hand jobs? He asked, hopefuly. Lisa chuckled as she replied,

"Absolutely, honey, Kyle knows you're no threat. If you continue to be a good cuckold, I'll even let you eat a pussy full of cream, a Cobra Kai recipe."

Paul knew it was all true, he was a cuckold, and a defeated one. He accepted the situation and his fate. He was suddenly optimistic about his future. He could watch the most incredible sex he'd ever seen live, get hand jobs and eat Lisa's pussy. He'd have to eat Kyle's cum, but so what? He paused as he opened the door and said,

"Errr, Lisa, when the wedding happens...can I give you away?"

THE END.

