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THIS BOOK IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental and pretty damned impressive.

THIS WORK IS NOT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18 OR OLDER, DEPENDING ON YOUR STATE OR COUNTRY.

The hotwife genre appeals to me. These are the books I like to read and the stories I want to tell, so thank you for reading my books.

CONSIDER THIS A TRIGGER WARNING: There is sex in this book, and lots of it. If reading about people having sex with others to whom they are not married offends you, please don’t read any further. If lesbian sex is repugnant to you, please do not buy this book. Close this page and step away from your computer. There is nothing for you to see here.

But if you are looking for a fun and dirty read. Then this is it.


Chapter 1

I had been using my new grill to cook hamburgers and corn-on-the-cob while my wife Sarah lay by the pool talking with our neighbor, Brenda. We didn’t have a large pool, but it was enough to get two couples in the mood for summer.

We’d invited Brenda and Justin for an evening cookout to get to know them and check them out for fun in the future. We knew they were a university couple who planned to stay in the house they’d rented for the summer while Justin took a class and worked on his dissertation.

I’d watched them from our upstairs window as they lay in their backyard, and I liked what I saw. The two women, my wife Sarah and our neighbor Brenda, were a study in contrast. Brenda was a tall blonde who wore a conservative bathing suit, perhaps to hide her large tits or maybe because she was really painfully shy, and I didn’t know it.

My wife Sarah was almost the exact opposite. With her silky dark hair falling to her shoulders, she was beautiful, whereas Brenda was somewhat plain-looking. Today, my wife wore a daring two-piece that left little to the imagination. Where Brenda was shy, Sarah was unabashedly outgoing. Everyone was Sarah’s best friend, even if she hadn’t met them yet.

Sarah said Brenda’s husband Justin was “to die for” being so good-looking. Tall, with a strong athlete's body and sandy blonde hair.

While the women talked and worked their way to the bottom of a pitcher of margaritas, Justin and I drank beer and talked baseball and other guy stuff while I worked on the burgers.

Eventually, I had everything ready and invited our guests to help themselves while I mixed more margaritas. We sat at two small tables under umbrellas on either side of the pool. My wife shared a table with Justin, who ate with his shirt off and seemed to ignore my wife, who stared openly at his bare chest. I sat next to Brenda and worked at making small talk with the shy woman. I eventually decided to follow my wife’s example and stared at Brenda’s tits. My staring seemed to switch off her shyness.

“You look nice today,” I tried. Brenda looked at me and then quickly looked down at her hamburger as her face grew pink.

“You’re just saying that, Rick. Your wife is so beautiful I’m jealous of her.”

“Do you want my unbiased opinion?” I asked.

“How can it be unbiased?” Brenda said with a small laugh.

Sarah and Justin had their heads together now and were smiling at each other. Whatever they were talking about had their complete attention.

I decided to go for it and take a chance. “Sarah is jealous of you and not just because of your boobs.” Brenda studied my face before glancing at Sarah and Justin, whispering to each other.

“Sarah does think her breasts are too small,” I added, moving a little closer to my neighbor’s wife.

Brenda finished her margarita in three large gulps, and her nipples grew hard. I could see them poking against the inside of her swimming suit. “You should emphasize them more,” I ventured, looking away as though it was merely a random thought.

Brenda’s voice slurred when she asked, “You want me to show more skin?”

“Yes, it’s a shame you didn’t wear a two-piece today.”

“Wait; I’ll be right back,” Brenda stood and staggered to the gate in the fence separating our backyards.

Sarah called to me, “Where’s she going, Rick?”

“I think she wants to change,” I answered as I walked back to the grill for more corn.

Sarah shrugged and went back to her private conversation with Justin. I wondered what they were talking about as I added the last patties to the grill.

I thought about the evening before this one when Sarah and I had played a sex game. I’d pretended to be a stranger who was fucking her in front of her husband. We were awkward initially, but we got better at pretending as we heated up. Before I knew it, Sarah was lost in the fantasy, becoming very vocal and finished with a fantastic orgasm. The fantasy that I was watching some guy fuck her turned out to be an awe-inspiring turn-on. Seeing another man on top of my wife, if only in my head, had given me an enormous hardon.

Before she fell asleep in my arms, Sarah mumbled that we had to do that again. I had no idea she and Justin talked about the fantasy and what we’d done in bed.

The memory faded as Brenda stumbled drunkenly back through the gate wearing the smallest two-piece I’d ever seen. It consisted of three small green triangles that went well with her red hair.

Two of the triangles barely covered her nipples, leaving most of her breasts bare. Her boobs were as I’d imagined, perfect. The triangles were held in place by thin bands that looked like shoelaces—one between the triangles covering her nipples, two tied in her back, and another tied around her neck.

A larger green triangle barely covered her pubic mound and was held in place by the same type of thin bands. Two went over her hips and tied in the back, and one ran between her legs to meet the others in the back. Nothing covered her beautiful ass. My cock immediately hardened, nearly poking out from the left leg of my suit.

“What do you think, Rickie? Is this better?” I was Rickie now, and she added more tequila to the margarita mix before draining another glass. Brenda made her way to my wife, holding onto the table to keep her balance and refilling Sarah’s glass.

Looking at Justin, her face blushing bright red, she said loud enough for everyone to hear, “I believe I’d like to have Rickie fuck me tonight.”

From the rear, I could see how her pussy had spread around the thin string holding her suit on. The fabric had turned a darker shade of green from her dripping pussy juice, “We should trade, Sarah. I’ll get Rickie for the night, and you can have my Justin.”

I said, “You’ve had a lot to drink, Brenda. Maybe we should think about this …” I didn’t have a chance to finish as Brenda threw her arms around my neck and locked her lips on mine.

I could taste tequila on her breath, but I was more interested in her lively tongue probing my mouth. Brenda pressed her body against mine and rubbed her pussy against my erection.

I excused myself and walked to the grill, where Sarah met me. We could almost hear Brenda and Justin whispering loudly to each other.

“What are you thinking, Richie?” my wife asked.

“Not you, too,” I said, and she giggled. “Seriously, they want to swap with us.”

“Well,” I began. “We’ve talked about it, and Justin’s certainly a good-looking guy.”

We looked over at them, and they still had their heads together. Brenda seemed to be doing all the talking while Justin nodded his head up and down in synch with his hand on his wife’s arm.

“He is nice looking, and what a body,” Sarah was practically drooling.

“I take it you vote ‘yes?’” I said.

“Don’t forget that Brenda has those tits,” she said.

“How could I forget?”

“So,” she said. “A ‘yes’ vote from you?”

“How would we do this?” I asked.

“We’ll take the big bedroom and leave the door open. You and Brenda take the guest room.”

“Take your phone with you in case something comes up,” I said.

“I certainly hope something comes up,” Sarah said with a smile as she walked towards them.

The three talked for a few minutes, periodically looking over at me before Brenda kissed her husband and then surprisingly kissed Sarah before walking unsteadily toward me. Without saying a word, her lips attached themselves to mine.

Her eyes were half closed when she pulled away, breathing faster. I had just enough time to see that her movements against me had dislodged each of the three triangles leaving her nipples exposed and her bare pussy pressed against my hardon before she kissed me again.

I opened my eyes enough to make out the back of my wife’s head in the gloom. She was sitting on Justin’s lap.

With my arm around Brenda, we walked past the grill and into our back door.


Chapter 2

I struggled to sort out my feelings after seeing my wife on Justin's lap. We hadn’t discussed her being with another man other than in our games. The closest we’d come was Sarah asking, ‘How would you feel if I let another man fuck me?’

I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. My cock was hard enough to pound a nail through wood, and Brenda had rubbed her uncovered pussy against me, which added to my confusion. I knew Brenda had turned me on, but I might have also been turned on by watching Sarah with Justin.

We made it up the stairs, with Brenda shedding her tiny bikini as we walked, leaving a trail to the small spare bedroom. Brenda walked ahead of me through the open door and flung herself on the single bed. I wasn’t sure what to do as I admired her naked body spread out before me.

It turned out that the decision was made for me when Brenda began to snore. I sat on the edge of the bed and tried to rouse her.

“I’m too tired, Justin, but you can stick your cock in me if you want,” Brenda slurred. I preferred a wide-awake woman, but my efforts weren’t successful.

For a few minutes, I considered doing what Brenda had suggested. Her legs were already spread, and her pussy looked wet, but I just couldn’t bring myself to fuck an unconscious woman.

I managed to roll Brenda into the recovery position on her side, which required me to touch her breast inadvertently. By the time I had her on her side, my cock was hard again, sticking out the leg of my shorts and bobbing an inch from her mouth.

I tried whispering, “Suck my cock, Brenda,” but all I got in return was a soft grunt.

Through the open door, I heard my wife talking to Justin. “I love sucking your big cock.” With a final look back at the sleeping Brenda, I was out the door and slipping down the hallway to spy on my wife.

Justin was lying on the bed, and Sarah was on her knees between his legs. She’d lost her top, and Justin was playing with my wife’s nipples while she used one hand to guide his enormously fat cock into her mouth. When Justin squeezed her breast as hard as he could, she took his cock out of her mouth and used just her tongue to swipe the sensitive bundle of nerves under the mushroom-shaped head. As Justin squeezed her tits, my wife moaned and tortured his cock.

“Wasn’t Brenda good enough for you?” Justin said, noticing me standing in the doorway.

“She passed out,” I said as my wife saw me out of the corner of her eye, still licking Justin’s cock.

“You want your wife back?” He asked.

“Naw, I’ll just watch. Maybe I’ll learn something,” I said.

We both watched as Sarah wiggled out of her bottoms, her tits, red from Justin’s rough treatment, seemed swollen to me. As soon as my wife was naked, Justin rolled on top of her and tried to shove his wet cock in her pussy, but he was much larger than she was used to.

Sarah spread her leg straight out and whined in frustration until she used her hands to spread her cunt as Justin pushed. “You’re too big, you’re hurting me,” Sarah said as Justin’s cock slowly disappeared inside my wife’s vagina.

Sarah adjusted her position to make it easier to take the cock that was stretching her opening to its limit. I was wondering if Brenda would have even been able to feel me as Sarah, who had never been talkative during sex, decided the time was right to tell Justin how much he was stretching her pussy, and how good it was beginning to feel.

I moved closer to get a better view of Sarah’s extended opening as he rammed his cock inside her. “It’s so good, I love being stretched like this, your cock feels so much better. Oh, Justin, fuck me with your big cock.” My wife hadn’t precisely said his cock felt better than mine, but I caught the meaning.

By this time, my wife’s legs were locked around Justin’s body, her heels pushing on his ass to get him deeper inside. His balls were pressed firmly against Sarah’s ass when her first orgasm hit, and she screamed. My hand was nowhere near my cock, but it was throbbing and ejaculating some just the same.

Justin didn’t even slow down. He kept fucking as my wife experienced one orgasm after another. By the time Justin finally exploded deep inside Sarah’s womb, her final orgasm burst with the force of a hurricane. My wife’s screams were deafening, and her fingernails left long scratches on his back, evidence of the force of her release.

My head was spinning, and my hardon refused to soften for hours. I mixed more margaritas while looking out at the pool deck. I heard my wife’s screams in my head before realizing that they were real. Justin was fucking her again.

Sarah downed a full glass of water after she came into the kitchen. Her body was slick with sweat, and she was panting.

“Do you want to fuck me, Richie? Reclaim me?”

“I’m afraid you won’t be able to feel me,” I laughed. “Besides,” I said, kissing her ear. “You know how much I love you.”

“I do,” she replied, and when Justin walked into the room while tucking his monster of a cock into his pants, my wife and I were still at it.

“Well,” he said through a wide yawn. “I’m going to go collect my wife. I hope you didn’t ruin her for me.”

“She fell asleep before I even got to the bed,” I answered.

“Yeah, she’ll do that. One minute she’s all hot and ready to go; the next, she’s snoring.”

Sarah was looking at me with her eyes wide. “You didn’t sleep with Brenda?”

I could only laugh at her expression. “Sleeping was all we did when you two weren’t keeping me awake.”

“Is that why you still have a hardon?”

“Yes, it must have been good for you.”

“It was amazing, Richie,” Sarah’s face seemed to glow as she stroked my erection.

“I heard you cum with him more than once.”

My wife actually blushed and tried to hide her face against my chest.

Justin came downstairs with the now awake Brenda holding her green triangles. It was initially awkward, as I sat alone on the large sofa and Justin, flanked by his wife and my Sarah, sprawled on a loveseat.

“Can I get anybody another margarita or some chips?” I asked, deciding to play the good host.

Justin asked for another drink, and still naked, Sarah threw her leg over his. Justin was caressing my wife’s ass with one hand while his other arm was around Brenda, his hand fondling her massive breast.

I returned with a drink for Justin and placed it on a coaster on the coffee table. The two women had Justin’s fat cock out and were taking turns licking and sucking it.

After a while, Sarah got to her knees and whispered in Justin’s ear. When he nodded, my wife whispered to Brenda. But she said ‘no’ and came back with another suggestion.

Sarah turned to me, “We’re going upstairs for a while. You might want to watch television or read a book.”

Despite the look on my face, the three left the loveseat and walked up the stairs. Judging by the noises, they entered the master bedroom and closed and locked the door.

I was left alone, my cock hard and with my heart hammering in my chest. I wanted to see what was happening, but most of all, I wanted Sarah to come back down the stairs to me.

We’d purchased a baby monitor a day earlier so we could talk to each other if one of us were out by the pool. I looked at the monitor for a minute before suddenly remembering what it was and that the other end was in our bedroom.

“Do you think Richie’s okay downstairs?” my wife was asking.

“Let’s give him a thrill,” Brenda said.

“God, I love this big cock,” Sarah said.

“I’m going to sit on his face while you sit on his dick,” Brenda said. “Get him all the way inside your pussy.”

Sarah moaned, and I jacked off.

My wife started her chant again, “Oh, God, Oh, God, Oh, God.”

“Now squeeze my tits while he eats me,” Brenda was in complete control.

“Oh, my God.”

“You like those big tits, don’t you?”

“Yes, and his big cock.”

“Suck my nipples. Oh, yes. Now bite them … harder. Oh, Sarah.”

There was the sound of movement on the bed before Brenda said, “Now, eat my pussy Sarah.”

I took my hand off my cock before I could cum, wondering how to watch them.

I tried the first step on the staircase; I planted my right foot so close to the edge that my toe touched the wall. I listened for any sound as I slowly put my full weight on it. When I heard only moans from the bedroom, I moved my left foot to the next raiser, again as close to the edge as possible, and again, only groans.

It took me a long time to climb those stairs, my cock throbbing harder with every step. I was tempted to hurry when Brenda said, “I’m going to eat your pussy, Sarah.”

I was finally in the hallway, which I knew was quiet. I first crept to the spare bedroom, leaving the door open as an escape if needed. Then, I walked to the master bedroom and, easing myself to the floor, lay on my belly to look under the door.

My wife was on her hands and knees on the bed, with Justin fucking her from behind. Sarah’s face was between Brenda’s legs, working on her pussy. But the thrills Sarah was experiencing from Justin’s monster cock were proving to be too much for her. After only a few seconds of eating our neighbor, Sarah was groaning.

Brenda was stroking my wife’s hair, and when my wife came, Sarah buried her face in Brenda’s pussy, and I was as close to cumming as I’d ever been. My cock ached with the need, but I had to see what would happen next.

Brenda urged Sarah up, and Brenda licked my wife’s face, moaning at the taste of her own pussy juices. As the women kissed, Justin got off the bed and walked past me to the bathroom. It happened too fast for me to escape.

I turned to see him grinning at me from two feet away.

“Hey guys, look who I found,” his voice sounded very loud.

“Richie,” my wife said, looking down at me. “Did you want to watch your wife eat pussy?”

I stammered, caught red-dicked lying in the hallway.

I tried to get up, but Sarah knelt beside me and put her hand around my erection. I decided not to interrupt her and laid back down.

“Richie,” Sarah said as she slowly caressed my cock. “I positively adore Justin’s dick and how it stretches my pussy. I think it’s the perfect size for me.” After a long pause, she added, “I hope I haven’t hurt your feelings too much.”

She took my cock in her mouth, using her tongue on the most sensitive places. I wanted to feel angry or jealous or something, but I couldn’t take my mind off the sensation her soft little tongue was creating.

“So,” she continued. “I’m going to let Justin fuck me whenever he likes, at least for a while. I hope you’re okay with that.

“What about me?” Brenda said.

Sarah dropped my cock and stood up so Brenda could kiss her again. “I wouldn’t forget you.”

I finally made it to my feet, but not knowing what to do, I simply stood there with my cock throbbing.

“Don’t worry, honey,” Sarah said as they walked back into the bedroom; my wife’s perky asscheeks moved so nicely. “I’m sure I’ll find time for you.”

Again, they closed and locked the door.

That night was torture to me. I leaned against the locked door and listened as Justin and Brenda brutally used my wife.

My wife’s parents had sent Sarah to a private boarding school from ages 11 to 18. Not because it was a good school but because it was miles from the nearest boys. As she was growing up and discovering her sexuality, the only other people around were girls, and now I knew what she might have learned from Brenda’s reaction to her.

Justin tortured my wife for most of the night. I heard him fuck her until she begged to cum, and then stop. Brenda would hold her hands as they kissed to keep her from touching herself. In the meantime, Sarah was crying and begging for release, but all she’d get might be a minute or two of Brenda’s tongue.

When they’d had enough of that game, and she’d been brought to the edge of orgasm only to be denied release a dozen times, she was finally allowed to cum. I know Justin’s cock was touching, or maybe inside her cervix because she screamed it as she came. Then she came again, and then again when she felt his hot cum exploding inside her.

I’m pretty sure my wife had another orgasm as Justin pulled out of her, and she came several more times as Brenda cleaned her pussy with her tongue to get up all of Justin’s sperm.

I was then allowed into the bedroom, only to find my Sarah limp and exhausted. Her pussy was so swollen it appeared to be turned inside out.

Brenda rolled her on her back and, together with Justin, spread her legs and told me to fuck her. My cock was red and aching with the need to cum, but I didn’t want to hurt Sarah.

“You may not get another chance, Richie,” Brenda said. “She says she loves Justin and wants to be our sex slave.”

“That can’t be true. Sarah?” I said. “Are you in love with Justin?”

It was hard to hear her, but I could understand her perfectly. “Wanna be Justin's sex slave.”

For some reason, her words went directly to my cock. Her pussy lips were still obscenely stretched open, and she was still having contractions. But I didn’t care. I pushed my cock inside her as deep as it would go and fucked her as fast and as hard as I could as she just lay there without moving.

Her pussy was hot, and I thought I might have been fucking the immense amount of cum and lubrication without touching the walls of her pussy at all. The thought was like a punch to my gut and a bolt of electricity to my cock as I exploded inside her. My hands were on her ass, pulling her close as I pushed my cock as deep into her hole as I could.

When my cock fell out, she looked at me and said, “I’m kind of tired and sore. Justin and Brenda will sleep with me here, and you should stay in the other room.”

“I love you, Sarah.”

“Bye, Richie.”


Chapter 3

My sleep was restless, not just because of what I’d seen. I’d be jolted from my rest every hour or so by the sound of Sarah having another loud orgasm, and she was becoming more deafening by the hour and even more graphic.

“Fuck me, Justin. Give me your big cock.”

“I need it; I can’t live without your cock.”

“Fuck my aching cunt.”

My wife was breaking my heart, while at the same time, my cock was sore from jacking off. As the sun came up, it became lighter in the room, and I was lying in bed trying to jack a cock that refused to get hard when the door opened.

Sarah stood by the edge of the bed, her body showing the effects of a hard night of fucking. She watched me working on my cock, and seeing her red nipples and Justin’s cum leaking down her leg, got me hard again. It hurt, but I didn’t care.

“Do you hate me, Richie?”

“I love you.”

“I told Justin I couldn’t live without his big cock.”

“I heard you.”

“I meant it. Feel my pussy,” and my wife moved to the bed so I could touch her.

She was gaping open and so wet that when I cupped my hand between her legs, the wetness filled my palm. But the thing that I noticed most was the way her pussy throbbed.

“That’s what he does to me, Richie. I can’t wait to get him inside my cunt again.”

“You never say ‘cunt.’” I pointed out as Sarah began rubbing her pussy against my hand. A tiny moan escaped her mouth.

“Will you let him fuck me, Richie?”

“I already have.”

“I mean every day.”

“You’re my wife, Sarah. How can I give you to another man every day? I love you with all my heart, but that’s asking a lot.”

“You’ve been jacking off all night listening to me fuck him. It’s turning you on, too.”

“For one night, not every night.”

Sarah continued to rub her pussy against my hand, and for the first time, I could feel the hard mound of her clitoris dragging against the base of my thumb.

“Are you going to leave me for him?” I asked.

“He’s married to Brenda.”

“It’s not the same,” I began, but Sarah cut me off.

“I think I should stay with them for a while,” Sarah continued as she took her pussy away from my hand.

“When will I see you?” I must have seemed desperate sitting up in the bed, my cock throbbing and my hand dripping from holding her pussy.

“I’ll let you know.”

I stayed in bed, staring at the ceiling even as I heard Sarah and Brenda packing my wife’s things and carrying them out.

When I heard the front door close, I slipped out of bed and padded into the master bedroom. The moment I opened the door, I was overwhelmed by the smell of sex. The odor of sperm mixed with the scent of pussy and sweat. The bed was a mess; the sheets were on the floor                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     except for the fitted bottom piece, which was pulled to one side, exposing the mattress.

Sarah had packed in a hurry. Some clothing was still hanging out of drawers or lying on the chair, and the bathroom was a mess.

Laying on the middle of the bed was a handwritten note from my wife:

Rick: I’m sorry for the mess. Justin and Brenda were in a hurry. This move isn’t permanent. I hope you understand that I love you. But I need to do this, at least for a while. I need to experience Justin’s big cock. It does things to me I’ve never felt. Oh, fuck it. I love what it makes me feel does to me. I came so much last night that I’m shaking as I write this.

Listen, please come over, and let’s talk. Please, Rickie. Please don’t give up on me. I’m still your wife!

All my love, Sarah.

PS: Except I love Justin’s cock, too.

I sat on the mattress, accidentally discovering a massive wet spot, and reread my wife’s message. I tried to understand her words through the parts she’d crossed out.

I went next door the next day, dressed in shorts for a warm semi-tropical day. I had no clean underwear, so the shorts and a tee shirt were all I had on.

Brenda opened the door dressed in just panties and a tee shirt. Her boobs bounced with every move she made. As soon as the door was opened, she flung herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pressing her body to mine.

I followed her into their well-furnished home and up a set of broad, curving stairs furnished with rich carpeting. I had no idea the house was decorated so nicely.

I heard Sarah's high-pitched squeal before we reached the top of the stairs. “Jesus, Justin. Your cock is so fucking big!”

When we reached their open doorway, I could see Sarah on top of Justin, sliding her body against him as fast as she could move. His gigantic cock was all the way inside her. As I watched, she began fucking him, and with every stroke, it looked like he was dragging his cock over her clitoris, making her cum, and howl from the pleasure of it.

Finally, Sarah looked at me. Her face held the same empty stare I’d seen the night before, and it took her several minutes before she recognized me.

“Hi, Richie. Did you come over to watch Justin fuck me?”

“No … well, yes, but also to talk to you.”

Sarah fucked Justin faster. “I’ve never cheated on you before; you should know that ‘cause it’s important.”

It was important, but it wasn’t why I was here. “That’s good to know.”

As Sarah slowly pulled off Justin’s erection, I was amazed again at the gigantic size of it. It seemed to take forever to clear the mouth of her vagina, his cock must have been 9 or 10 inches long, but that wasn’t the most crucial part. It was unbelievably thick, like a fist, with an enormous bulge in the middle that appeared to pull Sarah’s vagina inside out. Even moving slowly, when his knot rubbed over the entrance to my wife’s pussy she howled and came again.


Chapter 4

Sarah sighed and kissed Justin, taking her time and using her tongue. As they finished, she sighed again and touched his cheek.

“Are you in love with him?” I asked her as soon as we sat on the lovely Moroccan couch in their living room. Sarah was still naked and sitting on a thick cotton towel.

Her pussy lips and clitoris were swollen twice their usual size, and she was poring lubricate from her pussy.

“I don’t know. All we’ve done is fuck since I walked in the front door.”

“What about Brenda?”

“I ate her pussy a few times, but mostly she’s not around because of schoolwork. Also, she’s starting to get on Justin because he’s falling behind, and they're serious about their grad work.”

“Come home,” I said, taking her hand.

“Only if I can still fuck Justin and sleep over here when I want.”

“You know that’s not going to work no matter what you do. Brenda and Justin put everything they have into getting those degrees, but I’ll make a deal with you,” I said.

“What kind of deal?” Sarah looked suspicious.

“Move back home, and you can stay over here one night a week and fuck him for the entire night if you want. I think I can get Brenda to agree if Justin catches up on his work.”

Sarah still looked suspicious. “I suppose you’ll want to fuck me every night I’m home.”

“Not if you don’t want me to. But we are married, and you were satisfied with me,” I said.

Two hours later, I found Brenda in the university library. She was surprised to see me but agreed to meet on an outside bench if I promised to visit the vendor for two coffees.

Almost ten minutes later, Brenda flew out the main door and down the steps. She didn’t want to take the time to sit and hear me out, but she finally settled down enough to sit next to me.

“Here’s the deal that’s on the table or was on the table two hours ago. Sarah will move back home,” I said.

“No shit?” Brenda was surprised.

“But, there are conditions.”

“Here we go. What are the conditions?” Brenda was instantly dubious.

“Sarah gets to spend one night a week with Justin while he fucks her brains out. The remainder of the time, he’s committed to school work.” I said.

“What do I get?”

“Six nights a week with your husband, and work toward your degrees.”

“Get back to me when Justin agrees,” Brenda gathered her papers and stood.

“If he agrees, will you also agree?” I asked.

“I need to think, but I may counter-offer.”

“It’s better to counter right now; better for you,” I said.

“Okay, here goes. Three nights a month, and I don’t care if the three nights are in a row,” I could see Brenda’s brain working. Three nights in a row would give her time to go out on her own, maybe with me.

Sarah’s face lit up at the prospect of three nights in a row with Justin.

Sarah had moped around the first night she was home and acted depressed, pacing restlessly from room to room. The second night, she masturbated, using a giant dildo I’d never seen before.

“It’s made from an impression of Justin’s cock. What do you think?”

“Are you trying to keep your pussy in shape?”

“You can leave now,” she said before returning to fucking herself.

A few minutes later, I heard her moaning, and then she started pounding the fake cock, “Justin, fuck me, Justin, slam your big cock in my tight pussy. Give me more.”

I peeked in to see her pumping the fat dildo in her pussy with her left hand while she rapidly stroked her clitoris with her right. After several hard strokes, she moaned his name and came. I came with her and fell back against the hallway wall.

I slid down the wall, my cock dripping cum. I’m unsure how long I sat like that. I must have slept because I woke suddenly from a dream of Sarah with Justin. In my dream, Sarah told me she loved Justin and needed to leave me for him.

I wasn’t sure when the dream ended and the reality of Sarah standing over me began. She was moving the giant dildo slowly in and out of her vagina and breathing heavily. Her chest was flushed a bright red. I could see how dilated and wet her pussy was; the soft flesh surrounding it was as red as her chest. Her asshole appeared to be opening and sucking closed as she moaned deep in her throat. Sarah was still cumming.

“You need him or someone just like him, don’t you, Sarah?” I said, maybe in my dream, but probably after I was awake. “Maybe you need me to love you, but you need a man with a gigantic cock for sex.

Sarah looked me in the eye and jammed the cock so far up her pussy I wondered if it would come out.

“What if … let’s say … you’re right … Oh, god,” Sarah was squatting and fucking herself as her juices ran to the floor. “Well … if you were right … what would we do?”

“I am right, and we both know it. So, the question is: Do you still love me?”

“Oh, Rick,” she hugged me. “I need him, I do, but I love you.” She moved a hand as though to work the dildo, but I stopped her.

We both heard the noise on the stairs, and a minute later, Brenda appeared. We watched her materialize as she made her way up, one stair at a time, until she was in the hallway standing over us.

“I heard what you said,” she began. Then, with a swallow, she said, “I might have something to say about another woman needing my husband for sex.”

“What if it wasn’t all the time?” I asked her again, this time with my wife listening. “What if it was just … I don’t know, once in a while?” I asked her.

“You want me to share my Justin with some large cock queen? What would I get out of this deal?”

“What if you got a woman who would be responsible for cleaning your pussy. What if she went down on you to lick it clean?” I was taking a shot in the dark.

“Would this woman be Sarah?” Brenda asked.

“Hey! I’m no lesbian,” Sarah said.

Brenda took my wife’s face in her hands, one on each side, and said, “Neither am I, but I do like the idea of you eating my creamy pussy.”

Brenda kissed Sarah then. At first, it looked like Sarah would pull away, but then her eyes slowly closed, and they held their kiss for a long time. Both women were breathing hard and staring at each other when they broke apart. My cock was throbbing.

The mere sight of two women kissing was arousing me. Naturally, I’d seen pictures and videos, some of which had been arousing, but seeing my wife kiss Brenda back was better than any of them.


Chapter 5

The next morning, I was cleaning the grill when Sarah came through the gate in the fence between our houses after being gone all night. It was a perfect morning. The sky was clear and brilliantly blue, the sun felt warm but not oppressive, and the humidity was low. It was the kind of morning the Chamber of Commerce would love.

“Hi,” I said before kissing her. The taste of her mouth gave her away. “Were you getting an early start eating pussy?”

Without answering, Sarah ran her hand over my growing erection. “That would excite you, wouldn’t it?”

“The question is, did it excite you?”

Sarah moved her hand to her bottoms and slid a finger under the leg band to her pussy before holding the finger under my nose. The ripe smell of aroused pussy filled my head and caused my hard cock to throb.

“Let’s go inside,” I suggested. “I want to fuck your brains out.”

“Yummy. That does sound nice, but I can’t. I’ve got an appointment,” Sarah answered.

“Oh? Who’s your appointment with?” I asked.

“Justin,” and my wife turned back toward the gate. “Have a nice day because you know I will.”

I watched her go before turning back to my work on the grill. A few minutes later, I heard my wife groaning through the open window in their upstairs bedroom.

I finished with the grill and every other chore I could think of as the sounds from the house next door became louder and more intrusive. Finally, I just gave up and sat by the pool, losing track of how often my wife came.

The sounds had a peculiar rhythm to them. The two would fuck for an amazingly long time as my wife told Justin how wonderful his cock was and how he was a much better lover than her husband. That hurt, but not as much as their muffled conversations between bouts of what had now become the sounds of people making love. I couldn’t make out the words, but the tenor was intimate.

Eventually, my wife would say something like, “Oh, God, Justin. I need you inside me. Please make love to me, Justin.” Then they’d make slow love, speaking quietly to each other as they did.

After a while, Brenda came through the gate and pulled a chair over so she could join me.

“Your wife is good at eating pussy,” she told me.

“My wife is motivated,” I said as another muffled howl issued from their bedroom window. “The better she is at going down on you, the more time she’ll get with Justin.”

“Are you worried about them?” Brenda asked after several quiet moments.

“Do you mean, am I worried that they’ll run off together or something?” I asked.

Brenda made a loud slurping sound with her straw. “Yeah, or something.”

She looked like a person trying to act natural while deeply worried. For the first time, I was afraid. What was happening? For a long spell, I sat quietly, looking at Brenda as she studied her crumpled straw. In the background was the sound of my wife having another orgasm, which triggered my answer.

“We have to face the fact that if a couple makes love with each other enough times, feelings are bound to develop between them. I’m guessing that at first, they’ll feel warm and close, then they’ll genuinely like each other and want to be together.”

“Then they’ll fall in love,” Brenda added. “Where do you think our happy couple are on your timeline?”

“I think we’re in trouble,” I said.

“What do you suggest we do about it?” Brenda asked.

“I think the four of us should go shopping.”

As I drove to the mall, which is considered one of the most exclusive and expensive in the area, Brenda sat up front with me, and my wife lay in the backseat. Her head rested in Justin’s lap as he stroked her hair.

I angled the rearview mirror to see Justin now stroking my wife’s breast as she smiled. As I pulled up to the restaurant a moment or two later, my wife stretched her arms and placed one of her hands under her head. Suspiciously close to Justin’s cock.

She was sucking him by the time I pulled up to valet parking. A young Hispanic man opened the doors for us and stopped to stare when he opened the rear door.

“Can you give us a minute, dude?” Justin said as the car behind ours honked its horn in impatience. Justin was still tucking in his shirt when we walked into the bar, which was made up to resemble an Irish pub.

We sat in a booth, and I managed to sit next to Sarah. “You’re being quite the slut today,” I whispered in her ear.

“Isn’t this what you wanted?” she answered. Her blue eyes were opened wide, giving her a look of innocence. “Do you think I should let Justin fuck me as I try things on?”

“Do you have the huge dildo with you?” I asked.

“Of course.”

“You should show it to him and let it slide into your pussy. Tell him you’re doing it to stay ready for him.”

“Honey, you have a perverted mind. It’s one of the reasons I love you so much.”

“What are the other reasons?” I asked.

But Sarah just smiled. “We’ll get to them.”

After digging into her immense purse, my wife pulled out the dildo and balanced it on the table. She was just in time for the teenage waitress to appear with our orders.

The cute young girl’s eyes opened wide before she asked. “Is that anybody I’d want to meet?”

“Why yes,” Sarah answered, pointing at Justin. “It’s a replica of his.”

Turning to Justin, she said, “My name is Emma, and I’m here to serve you however I can.” Naturally, Justin not only got his meal first, but Emma returned several times while we were eating to ask him if he desired anything else she could provide.

I wasn’t the only one to see him run his hand up the back of her short dress and leave his business card in the crack of her ass. Brenda had seen what he’d done, too.

Sarah smiled at me and tried to include me in the conversation, but she was primarily interested in Justin. She tried to talk to him about his thesis but was soon hopelessly lost, giving Brenda an opening to retake her husband. The meal soon became a contest between Brenda and my wife, but Brenda had the advantage. She was his wife sitting next to him, and she had those tits.

At one point, I put my hand on Sarah’s thigh and moved it up her leg and under her dress to her pussy, which was open, very wet, and almost hot enough to burn my fingers.

“Don’t,” Sarah said, moving my hand. “You’ll make me cum.”

“I want to make you cum.”

But Sarah just smiled at me and patted my hand, resting safely on her knee. Then, Emma returned to our table and asked my wife a question.

“What do you do with this replica?”

Sarah hoped to shock the younger woman by saying, “I fuck myself with it.”

Emma wasn’t shocked at all. “Would you show me how you fuck yourself with something so big?”

Now, it was Sarah and Justin who were speechless.

“Yeah, Sarah,” Brenda said. “Show us how you use it. I’m sure Justin would love to see that.”

My wife’s face reddened, and though she tried to offer excuses, her delaying tactics ended when Justin said, “I’d love to see how well I fit inside you.”

Sarah’s face was a bright shade of red as she pulled her almost non-existent skirt up and put one foot on the seat, leaving the other on the floor. Her pussy was as red as her face and possibly wider and wetter than before.

My cock was hard as Sarah licked the dildo and placed the giant head against her pussy’s opening. Using her left hand to spread herself even wider and her right hand to push the dildo in. It slowly disappeared inside her vagina.

As Sarah moaned, I glanced at Justin, who was kissing our waitress, and saw that Brenda had her head in Justin’s lap.


Chapter 6

I moved my wife’s hand to my throbbing erection. But she quickly dropped it so she could hold her pussy open and plunge the immense dildo repeatedly in and out as she fucked herself. With every plunge inside, the entire dildo disappeared except for the flat base she held. How could my petite wife take the whole thing inside her?

Her eyes were closed, but Justin and Emma stared at her pussy. They were probably wondering the same thing I was wondering.

“We’ll be closing in about half an hour,” Emma said, and I looked around to see most of the tables were empty. “We’re only open for breakfast and lunch, and it’s my turn to lock up,” She looked directly at Justin. “Will you stay around?”

“Why?” What an asshole.

“Please stay. I’m so fucking horny.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-one.”

“Why do you want me to stay? I need to hear you say it,” Justin pressed.

“I want you to fuck me,” Emma was panting.

My wife suddenly came out of her dildo-induced trace, saying, “I have an idea.”

Forty-five minutes later, the last of the diners and the staff had left. The lights were off except for the night-safety light above our booth. Emma was sitting on Justin’s lap, and they kissed as Justin stripped her of her cute little waitress uniform.

Emma looked even more like a teenager without clothes, but then she wasn’t far removed at only twenty-one. Her skin was perfect, smooth, without a single blemish. Working on her feet and hating the food served at the dinner had kept her in fantastic shape. Her firm breasts stood out from her chest and were topped by nipples that appeared to be set on top of a second set of areolas.

“I can cum if you play with my nipples,” she murmured in Justin’s ear.

Justin naturally began playing with a nipple while Emma groaned and buried her face in his chest. “You’re going to make me cum.”

Justin just turned to my wife, “What’s your idea?”

“Put her up on the table.”

Emma’s nipples had swollen, and her chest was turning red when Justin lifted her to the cleared tabletop and spread her legs. Sarah, who had deserted me to sit by Justin’s side, gave Emma the dildo made from a mold of Justin’s cock to suck while she licked the girl's sensitive clitoris.

Brenda put a trembling hand on Emma’s responsive nipples while Emma moaned, “I really need his cock right now.”

That was just what Sarah had been waiting for as she took the wet dildo from Emma’s mouth and began inserting it into the young woman’s pussy.

Emma tried to push her hips forward, and Sarah used her fingers to stretch her opening wider. Emma moaned louder and thrust harder as the dildo was slowly swallowed by her pussy.

“He’s so big,” Emma groaned. “Wait, please.”

But Sarah eased the dildo out enough to spread the girl's moisture around the exposed surface before working it inside her pussy again. This time Emma moaned and squeezed her eyes tightly shut as Sarah pushed the fake cock almost all the way inside her and started a fucking motion.

It was as if I were watching Sarah reenact the first time Justin had fucked her. I stared in disbelief as the large dildo stretched Emma’s vagina, causing her labia to cling to cock’s surface.

Only Sarah seemed to notice that Justin was standing and holding his fully erect cock, ready for my wife to pull out the dildo so he could replace it with the real thing.

Emma realized Justin’s arms were around her as she opened her eyes to see his face. “Fuck my cunt, Justin,” were the only clearly understood words she said. A moment later, she was on her back with her legs behind Justin’s head as he pounded into her pussy, and my wife sucked and bit her hard nipples.

Emma lay unconscious on the table as we left the dinner. She’d passed out as she’d climaxed on Justin’s cock. Now she lay, white cum running from her pussy as I took one last look. Was that how he’d fucked my wife? I turned to find Sarah watching me as if reading my thoughts. With a slight smile, she took my arm and pulled me to the door.

Brenda wouldn’t let Justin out of sight for the rest of the night. In bed, I held my wife in my arms and lay awake, wondering about our future. As the sun came up, Sarah put her soft fingers on my erection and asked if I was awake.

“I want to talk to you about yesterday,” she said as she bent to take my cock in her mouth, causing me to groan. “I had a wonderful time, but we need to get something straight.”

“Okay.”

“Justin’s a magnificent fuck, but he only loves Brenda, and I only love you.”

“Does this mean it was a one-time thing?” I asked.

Sarah laughed softly. “Oh, God, I hope not. Would you like to watch next time?”

“Rick, your cock jumped at the idea, so I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’” Sarah was smiling as she rolled on her back. “I’m going to tell you a secret, only it’s not much of a secret. Justin’s a ‘boob man.’ Thank you for being more of an ‘ass guy.’”

“You’re welcome,” I said, trying to keep the relief I felt out of my voice. “Thank you for having a world-class ass.”

Brenda looked much happier when we met for breakfast and decided to return to the same diner we’d been at the night before. Emma greeted us at the door.

“Booth or table?” she asked before whispering, “My cunt feels like he fucked me with a football.”

“But did you enjoy it?” Brenda asked.

“I’m still cumming,” Emma said, guiding us back to our old booth.


Chapter 7

Before Emma could turn to leave, Justin held her arm. “What time do you get off work?”

“This is my day off. I just came in hoping you’d be back,” Emma smiled at Justin and ignored Brenda’s glare.

“I think we should all go back to Sarah’s pool and maybe play some games,” Justin said, looking at my wife.

“Don’t forget, it’s Richie’s pool, too,” I gave my wife’s thigh a slight squeeze as a thank you for including me. “What game should we play?”

“One where we take our clothes off,” Justin looked first at Brenda and then at Emma. “Like the wet tee-shirt relay or diving for poker chips.”

“You’ll have to explain them to me,” Sarah said. “Once we get back to the pool.”

We gathered beside our pool two hours later as Justin explained the relay, and we divided into two teams.

Team 1                  Team 2

Richie                        Justin

Brenda                  Emma

Sarah                  

Justin put two extra-large red tee shirts on the opposite side of the pool. “Remember the rules: the first swimmer removes their top, puts on the red tee-shirt, and swims back. They then give the red tee-shirt to the next swimmer, who exchanges their top for the tee-shirt and swims to the opposite side of the pool, where they leave it for the next swimmer.”

“Emma has to swim twice to make things even, and the first team done wins.”

“What do they win?” Emma asked.

“Well,” Justin continued. “Since the women will all be topless, the guy on the losing team will have to take off his bottoms.”

The first race would feature Emma against me. I’d swum competitively in high school and college, plus Emma had to strip off her top, which took time. I won the first race easily and gave our red shirt to Sarah.

My wife lost time against Brenda, who was not a good swimmer but was still faster than Sarah. We were even when Justin kicked off against Emma in her second race.

Emma gave it her all. She had nothing to lose and everything to gain if Justin would be walking around with his big hose of a cock hanging out for her to see. The women encouraged Emma to swim even faster. Apparently, nobody wanted to see me naked.

“Since we won, Brenda and I think we should be allowed to select who will play with Justin’s swang,” My wife announced, her arm around Brenda.

Emma was staring at his cock with genuine longing, and Justin had the beginnings of an erection. “Don’t I have a say in this?” He asked.

“No,” The three women answered in unison.

The women sat at the patio table while Justin and I were sent into the house. We could only hear them when they laughed.

Eventually, Brenda came in to announce their verdict. “Justin, honey-babe, how do you feel about fucking our neighbor, Sarah?”

Justin looked over at me, and I smiled and nodded my head, although acid was eating my stomach. I wondered what she would be like after another round with Justin.

Brenda continued, “Then you need to fuck Emma next. The last I saw of her, she was so excited she was playing with herself.”

“You want me to go twice?” Justin asked.

“Oh, no, nothing like that,” Brenda answered. “I want you to go three times. You forget your responsibilities to your wife.”

Brenda laughed as she turned to the door, only to stop suddenly and turn to me. “It looks like your wife is helping Emma. Did you know how much Sarah loves eating pussy?”

I did not know, and Justin joined me in a rush to the pool to see my wife on her knees with her head buried in Emma’s young pussy.

Emma was squirming, now pushing her pussy into my wife’s face while squeezing her tits nearly flat.

Before I could move, Justin, his cock at full and impressive erection, knelt behind my wife and spread her legs. Sarah tried to look back over her shoulder, but Emma, her eyes bright, kept her captive and watched Justin push his massive erection into my wife.

Sarah licked Emma faster, in time with Justin. I watched in amazement as my wife’s pussy spread wide to accommodate the monster cock as it was pushed inside her. Finally, Justin was fucking, his cock shining wet with my wife’s lubricating juices.

After what seemed an eternity, but was probably only a few minutes, Sarah’s head dropped between Emma’s legs, even as her fingers rapidly stroked the young woman’s clitoris. Both howled as they came, their young bodies visibly vibrating.

Justin, his cock still erect, asked Emma if she was ready for him to fuck her. My wife held Emma’s pussy open as an invitation to Justin, who ran the head of his cock over her slit.

“It’s enormous,” Emma said in a weak voice.

Justin took his time sliding his monster into Emma’s tight pussy, but I wasn’t too interested. I was looking at my wife's expression of pure lust. There was no question, but she wanted more of that cock.

When the head of Justin’s cock finally made it into Emma’s pussy, she grabbed his hips, moaned, and rolled so the giant mushroom-shaped head filled her. Lubrication was running out of her, and she was soaking the sheets. I wasn’t surprised when my wife added her tongue to Emma’s clitoris, causing the girl to hold my wife tightly against her cunt, using her hair as leverage.

I was seeing a new side of Sarah. She’d always been outgoing with other people, and I knew she had a dirty imagination, but I’d never thought of her as a slut. But there was no other way to make sense of what I was seeing. My wife had fucked Justin and his enormous cock while howling with pleasure, and she’d eaten another woman to orgasm. All without apparent thought of her husband.

My cock was fully erect as I sat in one of the pool chairs and thought about what I’d seen. My slut wife was turning me on, but I wondered how our marriage was changing.


Chapter 8

Soon, the entire group stood and moved toward the gate in the fence. I felt like I was waking up as Sarah shook my leg and said, “We’re going over to Brenda and Justin’s for a while, but I’ll be back soon. Okay?”

I stood up, noticing that my hardon had disappeared, which made my cock seem terribly small. Sarah was still naked, holding her suit as she hurried to catch up with the group of women following Justin.

I knew I should go to bed or be useless at work the next day. First, I gathered up all the towels scattered around the deck and was almost overcome by the smell of pussy. Before throwing them in the washing machine, I buried my face in them and inhaled as hard as possible. It felt like a weird thing to do, but the overwhelming pussy smell caused my cock to harden again.

Then I faintly heard my wife’s voice through their open bedroom window. “Oh, God, Justin. I love your cock,” and I knew he was fucking her. Two things happened almost simultaneously. I grabbed my erection and stroked it as fast as possible, hoping to hear more, and I thought, ‘I’m a cuckold. My wife is fucking another man, and I’m her cuckold.’

Instead of my wife, I only heard the window slamming shut. Someone, probably Brenda, had realized that they could be heard throughout the neighborhood.

It took me a long time to fall asleep. Visions of my wife, her pussy stretched wide around Justin’s cock, or her mouth on Emma’s young pussy kept me awake.

Had we opened a door that we wouldn’t be able to close? I wondered if my wife could be happy with me again. As I worried at the thought of her fucking other men, I grew hard again. I ran the memories of what I’d seen today as I beat off.

It seemed like the alarm clock was going off only moments later, and Sarah was standing by the bed studying me. She was still carrying her swimsuit, and even in the dim early morning light, I could see how red her pussy was.

“What were you thinking about when you beat off last night,” she asked me.

There was no sense in telling her anything but the truth, especially since my cock was starting to grow hard again. “I was thinking of you being fucked by Justin.”

My wife sat on the edge of the bed and held my erection before asking me, “Do you want to hear about it?”

“Yes,” her soft hand felt terrific.

“Justin fucked each of us, and I think he ruined Emma for any guy with an average-sized cock.” Sarah stopped to slip my cock into her mouth for one long moment, her tongue dragging over the underside where the most sensitive nerves are.

“But he saved all his cum for me,” Sarah held my cock and looked at me, a serious expression on her face. “Richie, you know I love you. Please tell me you still love me, no matter what.”

My cock was throbbing in her hand. I was afraid of what she would tell me, even though I’d probably cum. “Sarah, I love you with all my heart, no matter what.”

Sarah looked down as if collecting her thoughts. “This is going to hurt you, and I’m sorry. I feel awful about it, but you’ve got to know.”

“Please, just tell me, Sarah.”

“I’ve never had an experience like that. When Justin fucked me, I came twice before he did, and when he exploded inside me, I think I lost my mind.

“It felt like my body tensed up for a long time before the release started. My thighs were quivering, and it felt as if a faucet had been turned on inside me. That’s so hard to describe. Then every ounce of sexual energy I had was sucked from me, starting at my toes and fingertips and working its way in until it pulsed from my pussy in one gusher after another.

“I’d never felt anything like it before, and after he pulled out, I was all over him, sucking his cock dry. Of me, and dry of him, the taste set me off again, and I rubbed my pussy on his leg, and then I licked his leg dry.”

My cock throbbed in my wife’s hand like I was about to cum. While what she’d said was causing my head to hurt. I wanted to throw up, but I wanted to cum first.

“Are you in love with him?” I asked. It wasn’t until later that I realized how afraid I was at that moment.

“No, at least I don’t think I am. But I’m certainly in love with his cock and how he fucked me. Last night, I couldn’t get enough of it, and this morning I wanted more.”

Sarah slipped her mouth over my cock in time to catch my cum. I heard myself groan as I came down her throat. For several seconds we lay like that, then Sarah sat up as my cock began to swivel.

“So,” I began. “Where does that leave us?”

“It doesn’t seem you have a problem with me fucking other guys with large dicks.”

“I don’t know how to put this; it’s a delicious agony. It hurts me and makes me jealous; I feel like I want to throw up or something. But it's also incredibly exciting, and it makes me so hard I want to throw you on your back and fuck you so well you won’t remember his name.”

Sarah laughed. “I’m sorry, Richie, I’m not laughing at you; I’m laughing because there's not a chance you could fuck me that well.”

Again my cock throbbed.


Chapter 9

I don’t remember a thing about my commute to work. I must have taken the train as usual, but I do not remember it. I found myself sitting at my desk, looking at my calendar on the computer, and feeling apprehensive because I had one meeting scheduled. It was a team meeting, and the boss would be attending to hear how we were progressing.

I immediately went to the big coffee urn in the back of the boardroom.

I was pouring sugar packets into the dreadful stuff when Rebecca, the assistant team leader and my boss, said, “You look like shit, Rich. Didn’t you get any sleep?”

“No,” I said and cleared my throat. “I didn’t have a good night.”

“Are you sick? Do you need to go home?” Rebecca was a perky blonde, and I’d sat through some of these meetings wondering what she looked like naked. I imagined clear, unblemished pale skin, perky tits with no sag, and nipples so pale they were hard to see against her perfect skin. When she stood in front of the room, I imagined pubic hair so fair that her pink slit would be visible.

In the past, I’d left the room with my laptop held over my crotch to hide the erection she’d caused. I wanted to fuck her; instead, we’d become friends.

“Are you thinking about fucking me again?”

“Do you shave yourself?” I asked.

“You mean, as opposed to having someone else shave me?” she smiled at me.

“If you ever need a volunteer—I’m your man,” I said.

“What would Sarah say?”

I laughed briefly before saying, “Not what you think she’d say.”

Glen, the team lead, had noticed that the CEO had entered the room and called the meeting to order. Before we took our seats, Rebecca gave me a questioning look, “I want to know what you mean. This conversation isn’t finished.”

I was sitting with the large windows overlooking the bay behind me. Strategically, I was hoping not to be seen through the glare. Rebecca sat next to me on my right.

“I’m here to keep you awake,” Rebecca whispered.

“You’re here so I can’t fantasize about your boobies,” I whispered back.

“I’ll sit like this so you might get some side-boob,” Rebecca said, adjusting herself in her chair. She was right. I could see some side-boob.

My phone softly vibrated after the first hour of our leader’s fifteen-minute talk. I opened the phone to a photo of my wife on her back, her mouth open and her eyes tightly closed, as Justin prepared to ram his jumbo-sized cock inside her.

I hurriedly tried to close the phone, but not before I heard Rebecca say, “Who’s he, Richie?”

I looked over at my friend, who was looking back at me, her eyes huge and her cheeks pink. “Let me see it again.”

I silently slid my smartphone over to her and watched her out of the corner of my eye. Rebecca held the phone below the level of the table, at one point resting it on her skirt near her pussy. She didn’t give it back for several minutes.

A short recess was called, and Rebecca held my arm when I tried to get up for more coffee. “Whose the guy fucking your wife?”

“Justin, he’s our neighbor. Would you like coffee or rather look at his dick some more?”

“If I look at his dick again, I’ll be so wet I’ll slide out of my chair.”

I sat back down and gave Rebecca my most serious look. “Would you like me to go down on you?”

Rather than answer me, Rebecca stood and caught the CEO before he could leave. “Richie’s sick. He commutes on the train, so I’ll give him a ride home.”

The man glanced at me before nodding to Rebecca and leaving the room as fast as possible. I gathered my materials and followed her to her office and then to the car park under the building.

As soon as we were in the car, I moved in my seat to put my head in Rebecca’s lap. “I can smell your wet pussy,” I told her.

“Shut up.”

“Spread your legs, and I’ll get you off,” I said, my hand on her knee.

“Goddamnit. Tell me about this Justin guy and your wife.”

“She’s fucking him instead of me,” I said while running my hand up Rebecca’s leg until she stopped me. “She says he makes her cum so hard she doesn’t care who knows it.”

Rebecca turned onto the street in front of our building, and I slid my hand up to the junction of her thigh. I could feel the heat from her pussy. I ran my finger over the front of her thongs, focusing on the spot where I thought her clitoris would be. As she turned onto the freeway, I slipped my finger through the leghole in her thong and onto her steamy wet cunt.

“Why did you say I’d be surprised by Sarah’s answer if I told her about you?”

“Last night, she ate another woman’s pussy.”

“Oh God,” and Rebecca pushed her pussy into my hand.

When Rebecca walked into our backyard, my wife’s face was a picture of shocked surprise. She’d met Rebecca, of course, but she hadn’t expected to see her walk in while she and our two neighbors were lying naked by our pool.

Sarah tried unsuccessfully to cover up while Justin and Brenda looked confused. Rebecca merely glanced at my wife, saying, “Hello, Sarah,” before walking directly to Justin.

“You must be Justin,” she said. “You have a beautiful cock.”

Justin’s eyes shifted from my wife to Brenda before he answered, “Thank you.”

I discretely slipped the finger recently in Rebecca’s pussy into my mouth. I made no effort to conceal my erection, hoping I’d earn the right to fuck somebody.

Rebecca had turned to Brenda with her hand out. “Hello, I’m Rebecca, one of Richy’s bosses, and you must be Justin’s wife. I have so many questions for you.”

“If I give you the wrong answers, will it hurt Rich at work?” Brenda asked.

“Yes, count on it.”

“Oh, goodie, ask me a question.”

“May I fuck your husband?”

“I’m tempted to say no, just to fuck with Richie. But, the correct answer is: it’s up to him.”

I was having a difficult time breathing as Sarah caught my eye. She was rubbing lotion into her tits and squeezing her nipples, something she only did when she was highly turned on.

Sarah was sitting cross-legged, and she watched me walk toward her. I sat behind her, my legs on either side of her hips, and messaged her shoulders. After a moment, she picked up my left hand and brought it to her nose.

“I smell pussy. Rebecca’s?”

“Yes.”

“Did you fuck her?”

“No.”

“Good.”


Chapter 10

Rebecca sat beside Brenda, saying, “You must be Justin’s wife.”

“I suppose you’ll ask if you can fuck my husband.”

“I was hoping to get around to asking you after an appropriate amount of time and meaningless banter. To be honest, I was hoping we could come to an agreement,” Rebecca was pouring on the charm. “Because I would certainly like to do something nice for you.”

“I’ve already had my quota of lesbian sex today, you know, with Sarah.”

“Oh, my God. Sarah went down on you?”

“Why? Is that hard to believe?”

“I’ve always thought of Sarah as hopelessly straight,” Rebecca looked over at my wife with her figurative tongue hanging out. “I never knew she was available.”

“You never asked, Rebecca,” Sarah said. Her nipple was rockhard between my fingers.

“To be clear,” Rebecca said. “I came over here to fuck Justin because I’m something of a freak for big cocks. But I also like pussy.”

“You like pain, don’t you, Rebecca,” Brenda said suddenly, surprising us all. “Because, although you try to hide it, you’re a submissive, right?”

“What in the world gave you that idea?” Rebecca was trying to sound offended.

Brenda stood next to Rebecca; from where I sat, she seemed at least a foot taller than my boss. “If you want to fuck my husband, you’ll have to be my bitch. Are we clear about that?”

Rebecca tried to gain control of the situation by showing she wasn’t intimidated by Brenda. That ended when Brenda pinched my boss's nipples and pulled her close. “Are you my bitch?”

Rebecca was standing on her tiptoes, her nipples visible through her blouse as Brenda pinched them. She looked up at Brenda as a groan escaped her half-open lips, “Yes, I like a little pain, and I’m your bitch.”

“Good, now get your ass over to Richie and beg him to get those clothes off you and make you ready.”

Brenda sat back down as though nothing extraordinary had happened, but I was frozen. Had I just seen Rebecca agree to be a bitch for another woman? Then it hit me:

“Richie, would you please strip my clothes off me and prepare me for Brenda?” This was too good to pass up. I’d been flirting with Rebecca for a long time, hoping to get some tit one day. “I don’t know, Rebecca. It seems to me that you can take your own clothes off.”

“Please, Richie. You’ve wanted to see my tits ever since we met.”

“That’s true, but my wife is here, and she may not want to see me torture your boobs.” At the word ‘torture,’ Rebecca’s eyes widened.

“Sarah?” Rebecca was on her knees at my wife’s feet. “Please let Richie strip me and prepare me for Brenda.”

“Well, I would like to see him torture your boobs …” Sarah began, then she spread her legs. “Eat my pussy while I think about it.”

My erection throbbed in excitement as Rebecca bent to run her tongue the length of my wife’s dripping slit, forcing Sarah to moan.

“I was hoping Brenda would let Justin fuck me again,” Sarah managed to get out before pulling my boss up by her hair. “You have no idea how good he is, Rebecca.”

After another minute, my wife pulled Rebecca’s head up again. “Richie, strip her.”

Rebecca was rapidly breathing as I unbuttoned her blouse and slid it off her shoulders, followed immediately by her bra. My boss’s tits were as perfect as I’d always imagined. “Are you wet, Rebecca?” I asked her.

“I think so.”

“Does this help?” I asked, slapping her left breast.

Rebecca looked at me in amazement before dropping her head and groaning.

“Maybe this would be better,” I said, slapping her breast so I hit the nipple.

“Oh, god,” Rebecca moaned as her knees buckled, and I unzipped her skirt and pulled it down in one motion, along with her thong. Her freshly waxed pussy was red-rimmed and dripping a clear liquid as I used my feet to spread her legs.

“I think she’s almost ready for you, Brenda,” I slapped Rebecca’s pussy hard enough for her to feel it but not hard enough to hurt her. My hand came away dripping wet.

“Sarah,” Brenda said. “Get your vibrator for me.”

“What makes you think I have a vibrator?” Sarah said, sneaking a guilty look in my direction.

“No bullshit, Sarah,” Brenda continued. “And I also need some rope while you're at it.”

I’d been stroking my boss’s clitoris, and at the mention of rope, strings of lubrication began dripping from her pussy. I’d never before seen a woman so turned on. It was almost enough to make me forget that my wife had a vibrator.

“What are you going to do to me?” Rebecca groaned. “Please, whatever you do, don’t tie me up. My husband won’t understand any marks.”

“Shut up slut,” Brenda ordered, and Rebecca moaned louder. She wasn’t even aware that her hips were moving faster, rubbing her aroused clitoris against my wet finger.

Brenda did use rope after first wrapping Rebecca’s wrists and ankles with thick towels. When she was done, my boss was securely tied to the bed. Her tiny body was stretched so tight her pussy was pulled wide open, and the bed was wet beneath her.

“Are you going to hurt me?” Rebecca asked, panting. “You’re not going to whip my cunt, are you?”

Before Rebecca could finish the question, Brenda had gently laid the nine leather lashes on the woman’s pussy, causing her to jump in surprise. As Rebecca lay, breathing heavily, Brenda slid up the length of her body and began kissing her—while kneading her perfect breasts.

As Rebecca relaxed into the demanding kisses, Brenda suddenly brought the whip down on Rebecca's exposed, dripping pussy, causing the woman to kiss Brenda hotter and faster. Rebecca pushed her pussy up, seeking the whip. Instead, she got the vibrator.

I don’t know if all the torture on her parts and the rush of blood to the surface made Rebecca even more sensitive. But before long, she was begging for Justin.

Watching Justin stuff his enormous cock into my boss’ cunt as Brenda settled her pussy over Rebecca’s face was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. As I watched Rebecca attack Brenda’s steaming pussy, I felt my wife sit next to me and take my hand in hers. We smiled at each other, and Sarah rested her head against my shoulder.

“I love you, Richie.”

“I love you, too. What should we do next?”

~0~
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