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Vanessa was tired of her husband constantly ignoring her. After 15 years of marriage, he should know her better than he did. She was a bit of an attention whore; that is after all, why she had undergone so much cosmetic surgery. In the last 10 years, Vanessa had gotten breast implants and a nose job in addition to liposuction. With her newfound body, she’d hoped that her husband would give her a little more attention in the bedroom, but he was always preoccupied with work. 

 

Dale was a straight up business man. As an attorney, he worked a lot of long hours. Making a name for himself was important; it was a surefire way to get the big cases. During his free time, Dale loved to play golf and have a few drinks with the boys. Actually, he paid more attention to his glass of bourbon than he did his wife. This was just one of their many problems. Vanessa also spent quite a bit of Dale’s hard-earned dollars. He never said anything to his wife about it, but he hated seeing the closet lined with shopping bags filled with clothes from high-end department stores.  

 

Vanessa would cook a nice meal, hoping that her husband would come home and compliment her on her cooking skills. Half the time he didn’t even come home, and if he did, it was in a cab and he would be completely smashed. There was one cab driver in particular who often received calls from the country club where Dale played golf who would take Dale home. He didn’t care much for Dale because he seemed like a little weasel, but he always received a large tip from Dale even though he overcharged for his cab fare.  

 

One night, the cab driver—Jason—got a call from the country club. When he arrived, he saw Dale staggering around the front of the building. Disgusted that he had to give the weasel a ride home again, he cursed under his breath and honked the horn, signaling for Dale to get in. Jason knew the route to Dale’s large suburban home quite well. As they pulled in front of the house, Dale went to pay Jason but realized he didn’t have any more cash in his wallet.  

 

“Oh shit,” Dale said as he looked into his empty wallet, “I’ll be right back. I have to go in and get you some money. Don’t leave.” Dale slurred his words as he fumbled with the door handle, trying to get out of the backseat.  

 

Jason nodded his head and waited for Dale to get out of the cab. “Stupid motherfucker,” Jason mumbled under his breath and shook his head.  

 

He watched Dale go into the two-story house. The house itself was gorgeous. It was mostly brick with white siding and had plenty of windows that were surrounded by royal blue shutters. The yard was meticulously manicured and colored with lots of beautiful flowers. He wondered what Dale’s wife thought of him coming home drunk all the time. Surely he was married; he wouldn’t plan all these flowers himself, would he? Jason could picture him being married to a beautiful 20-year-old woman with all the money Dale had. After waiting almost 15 minutes for his cab fare, Jason went to the door and rang the doorbell.  

 

Jason was quite surprised when Vanessa opened the door. She wasn’t anything like he’d pictured. Vanessa was in her early 40’s and had an amazing body. Her hair was neatly curled and she wore very little makeup. She had a natural beauty about her. He was speechless. 

 

“Can I help you?” Vanessa asked the young man.  

 

“Um, yeah…” he stuttered, trying to gather his thoughts. All he could focus on were her enormous breasts that peeked out from the low-cut blouse she was wearing. “I gave your husband a ride home and he couldn’t pay his cab fare.”  

 

“Oh for God’s sake!” Vanessa said, obviously outraged by her husband’s behavior. “I’m sorry, come on in. I’ll take care of this.” She said as she stepped aside to allow Jason in the house. 

 

Vanessa noticed the young man was quite attractive. He definitely worked out as he was stocky from his bulging muscles. She liked how they protruded from under his rolled-up shirt sleeves. His calves were thick with bulging muscles in the back. She momentarily wished that he would’ve just kicked the shit out of her loser husband.  

 

“If you’ll just follow me to the kitchen….” She said as she began making her way into the house, prompting Jason to follow her.  

 

Like a puppy, he followed her nice round ass as they walked through the house. He couldn’t believe this little weasel had such a beautiful wife that matched the gorgeous house. Some guys have all the luck, he thought. When they got into the kitchen, it was evident that she’d made dinner and had been sitting there quite a while waiting for her husband to get home. There were two plates set on the table with half-melted candles with a bit of wax still dripping down the length of the candles.  

 

Dale was sitting at the table with his head in his hands. Apparently his wife had been giving it to him pretty bad and all he could do was just hold his head in shame.  

 

“Do you realize that you were making this poor young man wait for you in the cab because you hadn’t paid him? For God’s sake Dale! You’re such a loser.”  

 

She looked over at Jason, who was a witness to this big shot attorney being belittled by his wife. “Tell me, Jason, do you think I’m attractive? My husband won’t pay any attention to me. He’d rather be out getting stinking drunk.” 

 

Jason nodded his head, “I think you’re quite attractive.”  

 

“Really? Maybe you’d like to fuck me,” she said seductively. 

 

Her husband raised his head, shocked that these words were coming out of his wife’s mouth. Vanessa began to lift the skirt of her dress, exposing her black panties and matching garter belt.  

 

“So Jason, since you think I’m attractive, would you bang this?” she asked as she smacked her own ass. 

 

He slowly nodded, unsure of what to say. Once again, she’d left him speechless. He looked over at Dale, who was bewildered by his wife’s behavior.  

 

“Then why don’t you fuck me. I’m sure my husband would love to watch, wouldn’t you honey?” she said as she looked over at her husband. 

 

“You don’t really mean that,” her drunken husband slurred. 

 

“Oh yes, I do.”  

 

She walked over to Jason and began rubbing all over his arms and chest, admiring his muscles. Vanessa flirtatiously began unbuckling Jason’s belt and dropped to her knees. As she fell to the floor, she looked over at her husband and pulled her hair back so he had a good view of her profile. She began undoing Jason’s blue jeans and pulled his dick out. 

 

“Okay, you proved your point. That’s enough.” Dale begged his wife. 

 

“I’ll tell YOU when it’s enough.” She hissed at him. 

 

Vanessa opened her mouth wide and took Jason inside of her mouth. As she began sucking his cock, she played with his balls. She moaned as she began to deep throat the stranger. After a few moments, she invited Jason to sit down as she removed her dress. 

 

Jason couldn’t believe his eyes when Vanessa disrobed herself. Her enormous tits practically popped out of her bra and her stomach was completely flat. It looked like she took care of herself pretty well.  

 

“I want you to play with my tits in front of my husband; show him how a man takes care of a woman.” She said to Jason. 

 

“Watch, you fucking loser. He’s going to show you what you should be doing to your wife!” 

 

“Vanessa, please. You don’t really mean any of this,” her husband’s voice cracked. 

 

“Shut the fuck up and watch me suck his big cock. I’m going to deep throat him, you pathetic loser.” 

 

Vanessa went back to work on Jason’s massive cock. It matched the rest of his body; he was very well endowed, just like his muscles. Again, she began moaning as his dick rammed the back of her throat. She looked into Jason’s eyes; he was definitely enjoying himself. Jason reached down and began playing with her tits. They bounced as her head bobbed back and forth on his pole.  

 

“That’s it, baby,” she said to Jason. “I want you in my pussy.” She slipped her panties off, tossed them onto the kitchen floor and began to straddle him.  

 

“Watch me take this big dick in my tight little pussy. He’s going to show you how to fuck like a real man!”  

 

She lowered herself onto Jason’s cock and buried it deep in her pussy.  

 

“Oh, God!” she exclaimed as his cock completely filled her pussy. “That’s what a fucking man feels like.” She said as she looked at her husband. 

 

“See baby, this is how a woman wants to get fucked. Not that pansy shit that you do when you barely touch my pussy.” She turned her head to Jason, “Play with my pussy while I fuck you, show him how it’s done.” 

 

“With pleasure,” he grinned as he licked his fingers and started playing with her clit. 

 

“Oh, fuck yeah, baby! Oh my God! I fucking love how you’re playing with my clit while your dick fills my pussy!” she said as she bounced up and down on his shaft. 

 

Her husband could no longer watch. He glanced down at the floor, trying to forget the shame and embarrassment that was taking place. 

 

“I didn’t tell you to look away, you piece of shit. Watch him fuck me!” she yelled at her husband. “You’re such a big time attorney, but you can’t even fuck your wife with your limp dick. This young man has a massive cock and he knows how to use it and he only drives a cab. You’re such a pathetic loser!” 

 

Her husband looked at her, tears in his eyes. “Please, that’s enough,” he pleaded with her. 

 

“Oh, it’s not enough. I haven’t come all over his cock!” Again, she turned to Jason and said, “Fuck me harder, I wanna cum all over you.”  

 

Jason began to pound her as she straddled him, supporting herself by squatting. He gripped her hips and pounded her fast and hard, showing off in front of the big shot attorney who was nearly in tears. 

 

“Vanessa, please stop,” her husband begged even more. 

 

“Oh that’s it, fuck me harder!” she moaned as she ignored her husband. 

 

Jason continued pounding the attorney’s wife as he looked at the beaten down man. His dick still pulling Vanessa’s pussy apart as he thrust deep into her. 

 

“How much does the loser owe you?” she moaned as Jason sucked on her dark pink nipples. 

 

“Well, the meter’s still running so it’s hard to say.”  

 

“Oh perfect! Make that loser fucking pay!” she said as she switched up her position and rode him in reverse cowgirl.  

 

“Get over here and watch me take a pounding!” she ordered her husband.  

 

As he made his way over to her, she grabbed his head and slammed it against her stomach. “Watch while he fucks me! Watch me take this thick dick in my pussy!”  

 

Her husband’s head was now affixed to her stomach, his eyes observing this strange man fucking his wife. It was almost too much for him. He closed his eyes, trying to forget what was going on. 

 

“Open your eyes! Look at what a big dick looks like. Your pencil dick could never fill me as much as his!” she said through clenched teeth with her eyes rolled back in her head as she fucked the hot young man.  

 

Reluctantly, he opened his eyes and could actually see what his wife was talking about. He suddenly became very self-conscious about the size of his cock. It was humiliating to have his wife point out how small his dick was in comparison to the guy she was now fucking. 

 

“Get it out!” she began laughing. “Get it out so we can see it: your little willy.”  

 

Jason began laughing too. To compare sizes, Jason pulled out of Vanessa and stood next to her husband. The size difference between his colossal penis and her husband’s shriveled dick was hysterical. The two of them busted out laughing as her husband’s head hung low in shame.  

 

“Take me from behind,” Vanessa told Jason. “I want him to see you fuck me in every position imaginable.”  

 

Jason got behind the man’s wife, grabbed her tits for leverage and slammed his cock deep into her pussy. He continued to hold on to her huge jugs while he fucked her doggy style. Her tits swayed back and forth as she took it like a champ. 

 

“Cum all over my tits,” she moaned to Jason. “I want your cum all over them.” 

 

Jason continued to impale the man’s wife with his shaft until he was ready to orgasm. When he pulled his dick out of her, Vanessa sunk two fingers in her snatch and fished out as much of their cum as she could. “Lick my fingers. See what we taste like together.” She instructed her husband. 

 

He opened his mouth to respond, but before he could get a word out, she shoved the fingers into his mouth, forcing him to taste their juices mixed together.  

 

“Mmmmm, don’t we taste good?” she laughed as her husband made a sour face.  

 

She turned to Jason and blew his cock for one last time. He pulled his dick out of her mouth and started jacking off all over Vanessa’s big tits. His hot, thick jizz sprayed all over her creamy white skin, some of it landing on her dark pink nipples. She squeezed her boobs together, allowing him to cover more space while it dripped down her chest.  

 

“Get over here you pathetic pencil dick. Get over here and clean off my tits!” she told her husband. 

 

Dale walked over to his wife and lifted his hand as he was going to wipe the cum off of her tits. 

 

“Uh-huh! Clean it off with your tongue!”  

 

He looked at her and hesitated. She wasn’t serious, was she? Would she really make him lick another man’s cum off of her? It was bad enough that she made him watch the whole thing.  

 

“I said clean me with your tongue!” she demanded. 

 

Jason stood in the background, putting his clothes on, watching as the man reluctantly lowered his head to his wife’s breasts. Slowly, her husband stuck out his tongue and swiped one of the ropy strings of jizz off of her tit. She put her hand on the back of her husband’s head and pushed his face into her tits. 

 

“Kiss them as you lick it off. Show me some fucking attention and quit acting like you’re afraid to touch me!”  

 

With his head now nestled into her boobs, he slowly began sucking and kissing all over her breasts until all of the cum was gone.  

 

“That’s it, baby. Suck it all away.” She purred as he continued sucking on her nipples where some of the cum still remained. 

 

When she was satisfied that he’d removed all of the cum, she pushed his head away. “Now pay the man you pathetic loser. And make sure you tip him really well, he was a great fuck.” She smiled at the cab driver as she shimmied back into her dress.  

 

“How much do I owe you?” Dale asked the cab driver. 

 

“I’d say fifty bucks should cover the fare and meter, and another two hundred for servicing your wife.” He grinned, knowing full well that the rich bastard could afford it. 

 

Dale retreated to the master bedroom and returned with the two hundred fifty dollars. His eyes were filled with tears as he paid the man for fucking his hot wife. He knew that he should pay more attention to her, but they’d grown so distant over the course of their marriage. One thing he knew for sure is that he better damn well start paying more attention to her right now.  

 

When her husband was retrieving the money out of their bedroom, she and Jason exchanged phone numbers. Vanessa promised to call him soon if her husband didn’t get his shit straight. Jason would not have any problems coming back over to “straighten him out”.  

 

As Jason left the house, Vanessa and her husband stood in the doorway of their home. “Thanks for everything,” Vanessa called out to him as she waved good-bye. He nodded his head and winked at her before giving a stone look to the big shot attorney who felt more like a man who’d lost everything. For the first night in a long time, Vanessa slept like a baby. It must have been the hard pounding that she’d received earlier. Those young boys sure know how to fuck a woman, she thought as she drifted off to sleep. Her husband rolled over in the bed, he couldn’t even look in his wife’s eyes; it was too painful and embarrassing. He pondered how to make their marriage better until sleep took over and he conked out for the night. 
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When I met John, my current husband, we just casually dated for at first. We were both divorced and neither of us had any kids. He’s always had a wild sexual appetite, even before I knew him. About a year after we were married, he started talking to me about wife swapping and sharing me. I told him that I was down for it, but the truth was, I wasn’t really sure. He didn’t want to just share me—he wanted me to humiliate him while I was being fucked. I’d never been in a relationship like that before, but because he was my husband, I felt obligated. 

 

John and his first wife did things like that all the time so it was second nature for him. His ex-wife, Lydia, actually introduced him to the lifestyle. John told me tales of sharing his wife and how hot it was. I could see how that was possible, to a degree, but I was still uneasy about it. How much control would I have in the say? How would I control the situation? What if the other guy did something that made me feel uncomfortable? Was I even allowed to have any say in anything that went on? There were so many questions. I was afraid to ask them; mainly because I was afraid of what the answers might be. 

 

John continued to press the situation. He told me that I should pick out a co-worker, ex-boyfriend or a friend of ours that we could swing with. I sincerely gave it some thought; after all, I did want to make him happy, but I just couldn’t do it. I didn’t view any of the men in our current life as sexual, mainly because I loved my husband so much. How could I sleep with another man when I loved my husband so much? My amazing, sexy, hard-working husband. Who could compare? The answer: no one.  

 

There was also another important matter at hand. John was the first—and only—man who’d ever gotten me off. I’d thought I had a couple of small orgasms before I met him but now that I’ve had nights of multiple orgasms with my husband, I knew better. I seriously doubted whether another man could even get me off, especially the way John did. It was like he held a map that contained dots, marking my “hot spots”. He could hit my G-spot on command, and he knew how to push my buttons. All of the other men I’d ever been with would sloppily kiss my neck in an attempt to get me wet or blow their warm air into my ear or—and my personal favorite—wiggle their inexperienced finger around my clit like they were working some real magic under my jeans. All any of these things made me want to do was climb into the shower and scrub myself with bleach before cuddling up with a good book as I fell asleep.  

 

My husband was much different than any of those men. He skillfully kissed on my neck, smoothly nibbled on my ears, expertly teased my nipples and knew his way around my pussy with a wickedness that only he could attain. This man had some well-trained sex skills that most men could only dream about and hope to possess. How would anyone compare to him? There was absolutely no way. Hell, he probably knew my body better than I did. 

 

When I failed to pick out a man that we knew, he thought it might be better if we found a complete stranger. Perhaps it would curb some of the awkwardness of approaching someone we already knew. That sounded reasonable—or so I thought—but how would we find a stranger to swing with? I asked my husband his thoughts on the idea and he said that we could either find a post or create our own ad. That just didn’t sit right with me. What if we attracted some creep, like a serial killer? Or what if some thug responded and was only out to rob us? The idea of a complete stranger from the internet scared me even more than approaching someone we already knew.  

 

“Damn it, Alicia, you're just too picky!” he said, growing frustrated with me.  

 

“I’m not trying to be difficult, John. I just want to make sure that we’re both safe—and comfortable. You never know about people these days.” 

 

“Well, we’re running out of ground to cover here. If you don’t want to do it, just tell me.” He begged, trying to get me to admit, or deny, what my true intentions were. 

 

“I told you: I’m fine with swinging, sharing, swapping, etc. I just want to make sure that we—mainly I—feel comfortable.” 

 

I knew he’d never buy the “I just love you too much to fuck someone else” bit, even though it was honest God’s truth, and it wasn’t even the whole truth. I mean, sure I did love him that much, but I really was afraid. Another thought that had crossed my mind was contracting an STD. What if the dude had some disease or condition that he didn’t disclose and gave it to me? I’d be the one who had to take it to the grave, not John.  

 

“Well, I’m going to leave it up to you. The ball’s in your court.” He said, frustrated that we weren’t getting anywhere. 

 

I wanted to make him happy, I truly did, but this was one of those situations where I had to think of myself as well. After some pondering, I decided that we would go through with it and we would do it online rather than ask someone we already knew. I couldn’t imagine casually bringing up swinging to someone we were friends with; it would be too awkward.  

 

That following weekend, we went to an adult store that was located about 15 miles from our house. We hadn’t been there for what seemed like ages and needed some new toys. As we were strolling through the store checking out their latest selection, I noticed an older gentleman watching us. He was quite a bit older than us, as we were both in our late 30’s, with salt and pepper hair. I would’ve guessed he was in his late 50’s but was in good physical condition. It appeared that he worked out judging by the definition of his arms and his toned abdomen. He caught me staring at him and smiled at me when he looked in my direction. I sheepishly looked away. 

 

“John, I think that guy’s checking us out,” I whispered. 

 

“What guy?” he asked, looking around. 

 

“Don’t look!” I hissed under my breath. “He’s wearing the blue button up shirt with black slacks. He’s walking towards the bondage stuff right now.” 

 

John looked over and saw the man I was describing to him. “Huh, wanna go talk to him?” my husband asked. 

 

“What? No, I don’t wanna go over and talk to him. What am I supposed to say? I caught you staring at us, did you see anything you liked?” I giggled. 

 

“Yeah, something like that.” 

 

“No, I’m good,” I said as I continued to check out some DVD’s with John. 

 

The gentleman suddenly approached us. I’m not even sure where he came from as he was just at the opposite end of the store seconds before he began talking to us. 

 

“Hi, I’m Tyler, and you are?” he said as he held out his hand to shake ours. 

 

“Can I help you?” my husband asked. 

 

“Well, I couldn’t help but notice that your wife, I presume, was staring at me.” He smiled at me as he glanced over in my direction. 

 

“She was, huh?” John smiled at me.  

 

“I wasn’t staring at you. I got the feeling that I was being watched and when I looked over where you were standing, I saw you looking at me.” Alicia tried to explain. 

 

“No worries,” Tyler said as he grinned at her. “Do you guys want to get out of here?” 

 

“What did you have in mind?” John asked. I elbowed him in the ribs. 

 

“Well, we can go out to my car to discuss it further,” Tyler suggested. 

 

John looked at me to see what my thoughts were. I shrugged, what could it hurt?  

 

We were surprised to see that Tyler was driving a completely restored ’57 Chevy Belaire. It was cherry red with a white convertible top. Sweet couldn’t even begin to describe this beast. The interior was also completely restored and matched the shell of the car. All of the vinyl interior was hand-sewn with an authentic touch; it was vinyl with “cloud” pattern inserts. My pussy got wet just looking at his car.  

 

The three of us climbed in the front seat; the front bench seat fit all of us very comfortably. I sat in the middle with my husband on one side and Tyler on the other. Tyler rested his hand on my leg. I looked at my husband nervously. While the car may have won my heart, I was still uneasy about sitting in the front seat of the car in between the two men with the stranger’s hand on my knee. 

 

“Alicia, you’re in complete control,” my husband said, sensing my uneasiness.   

 

“Alicia, huh? I like that name.” Tyler smiled at me.  

 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I said as I nervously giggled. “Yes, my name is Alicia and this is my husband, John.” 

 

“Well, Alicia, like your husband said, you are in complete control. I was just hoping that we could chat and I could touch you a little.” He smiled at me reassuringly.  

 

“Are you from around here?” my husband asked Tyler. 

 

“Actually, I live about an hour away but I come here frequently for business. I’m an investor so sometimes I have to come down for meetings or to close deals.” He said, still caressing my knee. “What about you two?” 

 

“We don’t live far from here; about 15 miles or so.” 

 

“Do you guys come to this store a lot? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you two before.” Tyler said to us as his hand began to wander up my thigh. 

 

“Actually, we haven’t been here in ages,” I admitted. “We were shopping for some new toys.” My heart felt like it was beating loud enough that everyone could hear it.  

 

“Hmm, I can’t help but notice that you didn’t buy any,” Tyler said, his hand was now up my skirt.  

 

“We were still looking around when we ran into you,” John said; his breathing was getting heavy. This was definitely turning him on. 

 

“So Alicia, how do you feel so far?” John asked.  

 

How was I supposed to answer? I didn’t even know how I felt and did he think I would actually answer honestly with this stranger sitting right here in front of us?  

 

“Good so far,” I half-lied. The fact was, I was enjoying myself. There was something exciting and even a bit dangerous about having a stranger’s hand so close to my lady parts with my husband sitting next to me, fully aware. On the other hand, I was so nervous that my hands were profusely sweating and I could feel the pulse in my neck.  

 

“Well, Tyler, if it’s alright with you and my wife, Alicia, how about we go back to our place?” John said smiling, knowing what was about to happen if the man agreed. He was finally going to get his wish.  

 

“Sounds great to me, how about it, Alicia? We can take my car if you’d like.”  

 

How could I turn down riding in this kick-ass car and pass up the chance of turning my husband on to no end?  

 

“Sure…but, can I drive?” I couldn’t believe I literally just asked him. I was becoming more daring by the moment.  

 

“Yeah, but take it easy with her. She’s been completely rebuilt under the hood; I don’t know if you’ll be able to handle her horsepower.” 

 

“Oh, I got this,” I smiled as Tyler let me slide into the driver’s seat.  

 

The roaring of the engine and wind blowing through my hair was almost as exciting as bringing this stranger to our home. As the engine purred, I wondered how things would go once we got home. I glanced in the rearview mirror at my husband, who was now sitting in the backseat, and I could tell by the look on his face that he was already making plans. I pressed on the gas pedal, racing down the highway. 

 

As I pulled into our drive, my jitters began to take over once again. All I could think of was the events that were about to unfold. I handed Tyler his keys back and followed my husband inside our house. John was in the kitchen, fishing out our finest wine and Champaign glasses. Tyler and I took a seat on the couch in the living room. As we impatiently waited for our drinks, I partially slipped off my sandal and dangled it from my foot as I stared at our hardwood floors. Although I didn’t look up, I could tell that Tyler was staring at me; he hadn’t taken his eyes off of me since we met at the sex shop. I pretended not to notice, even though I could feel myself blushing. 

 

John passed out our drinks and sat next to me. I took a sip of my wine and excused myself to the restroom so that I could freshen up a bit before anything got started. When I came out of the restroom, I noticed the men were quietly talking but when I walked in, they changed the conversation. 

 

“Anyone care to turn on some television?” my husband asked.  

 

Much to my surprise, he walked over to the entertainment center and put in a porno. Tyler began trailing his hands along my legs as John returned to the couch. I’d always admired my husband’s taste in porn. We always watched modern amateur porn; not the cheesy 80’s kind that most men seemed to enjoy. Knowing me well, my husband put in one of my favorite movies. It was about a horny housewife who was fucked by two men, both leaving her with a cream pie.  

 

As the movie began, Tyler slid his hand completely under my skirt and slipped his fingers beneath my panties. My husband smiled as he watched and put his arm around me, cupping my breast. If I was nervous before, the wine was definitely helping. Everything felt…good. I opened my legs and let my knees fall to the side; effectively exposing my goods so Tyler would have easier access—which he took advantage of.  

 

Before I knew it, my husband had my blouse off and Tyler had my skirt bunched up around my waist. John pulled the cups of my bra down, allowing my breasts to rest on top of my bra. He bent down and began sucking my nipples as Tyler continued to finger me. Everything felt so damn amazing that I was soaking wet. I could actually feel the moistness of my panties. 

 

Tyler slid my panties off and got down on his knees in between my legs. With one swift movement, he slipped off my panties and threw my legs over his shoulders. Before I could even react, he had his head between my legs and was licking my pussy. My husband was completely turned on and unzipped his pants, placing my hand on his cock. As I stroked his shaft and Tyler ate my pussy, I moaned in pure ecstasy.  

 

“Honey, Tyler and I were talking and he’s going to be your bull. He’s done this sort of thing before, so if you’re cool with it, we are too.” 

 

I was taken aback. Is that what they were discussing while I was freshening up? Again, where was my say in the matter? While all of these questions were running through my mind, I was completely caught off guard by what Tyler began saying. 

 

“Yeah, your husband was telling me how badly he wants me to fuck you. He said that you were worried that no one else would be able to get you off, but I’d like to accept that challenge. I mean, how good could he really be? Look how puny he looks compared to me.” 

 

Before I could even respond, Tyler stood up in front of me and shoved his hard cock into my mouth. I instantly began sucking it. He was huge! I’d always thought my husband was pretty well endowed—better than most of the one’s I’d seen—but Tyler was enormous. I didn’t have a ruler handy, but I’d guess that he was every bit of 10 inches long and at least two inches wide. It was hard to fit him all the way in my mouth. My husband sat on the couch next to us, now stroking himself as he watched me blow Tyler. 

 

Tyler began laughing at my husband, “I thought you said she could deep throat? She can’t even take mine half way in her mouth!” 

 

I looked over at my husband from the corner of my eye and could see that his dick was beginning to go limp. I sucked harder; I was beginning to like this type of play very much. As I continued to suck Tyler’s dick, I reached up and clasped his balls with my hand and began playing with them.  

 

“Your wife’s a total whore,” Tyler laughed again. “Look at how good she can suck a mean cock. I mean, she can’t deep throat my massive cock like she could yours, but she can definitely hold her own.”  

 

John continued to sit back and watch as Tyler belittled him. While still sucking cock like the good little whore that I was, I reached back and unfastened my bra, letting it fall off of me. Tyler began playing with my tits as I focused my attention solely to his balls; licking and sucking on them as I stroked his long, hard, thick cock.  

 

“Ride me, baby,” he said as he sat on the couch next to me. 

 

I stood up and slipped my skirt off. “He’s MUCH bigger than you,” I said to my husband. “He makes you look like you have a pencil dick. I hope I can take it all in.”  

 

I straddled Tyler and used my hand to guide him inside of me. Even though I was only joking about being able to take him all the way inside me, I didn’t think I actually could once I was on top of him. I could actually feel him stretching my hole as he slowly entered me.  It hurt a bit; it felt like some of my skin may be actually tearing from the girth of his cock.  

 

“Oh my God,” I said in surprise at how much I couldn’t fit him inside of me. “I don’t think you’re going to ever be able to fuck me after we’re done,” I said to my husband as I continued to try to fit him all the way inside of me. 

 

With one big thrust, Tyler lifted his ass and rammed his cock deep inside of me, impaling me on his shaft. I gasped out of pain, pleasure and excitement. I began to bounce up and down on his dong as he cupped my breasts. My husband continued to watch from his seat.  

 

“Get over here and watch me fuck him,” I said to my husband. In the back of my mind, I was actually thinking, this is something I could get really used to!  

 

John came and sat right next to us, no longer watching from his seat, and could see the look of ecstasy on my face. Tyler grunted his teeth and began to pound me, raising my tiny frame into the air as he plunged his dick deep inside me.  

 

“Oh yeah baby, ride that cock,” Tyler said as we continued to fuck.  

 

“Take me from behind,” I told him as I climbed off of him and sat with my ass right in front of my husband’s face. 

 

Tyler got behind me, spread my slit wide open and shoved his package in as hard as he could, sending my forward a good three or four inches. Now Tyler’s ass was in my husband’s face; all John could see was Tyler’s balls smacking off my pussy as he enjoyed fucking me. 

 

“Tell me, Alicia, how much does your husband earn per year?” he asked as he continued to pound my pussy from behind. 

 

“About seventy thousand,” I answered with short pauses between my words as he gave it to me good. 

 

Tyler began laughing, “And you think you can support a woman on that kind of salary? I can’t believe you call yourself a man.” 

 

“How much do you make?” Alicia asked Tyler. 

 

“Depends on the year, but on average, I make almost two hundred thousand a year.” He said as he reached around and began playing with my tits as he fucked me doggy style.  

 

“John, you’re such a fucking loser. He makes more than twice as much as you do,” I said as I laughed at my husband.  

 

“Turn over baby, I’ve got a surprise for you,” Tyler said as he pulled himself out of me.  

 

I turned over and laid flat on my back. Tyler grabbed my ankles and propped them up on the top of his legs as he squatted on the couch in front of me, giving my husband an excellent view of what he was about to do.  

 

“I want you to pay close attention here, John. I’m going to make your wife cum so much that you won’t believe it,” Tyler said as he began to fondle me. 

 

Within seconds, he had me cumming so hard and so much that I actually began to squirt—something I’d never, ever done before. I’d read about it, heard about it and seen it in movies but had never experienced it. Clear pussy juice began to shoot out of my hole and all over my thighs and Tyler’s hand. I was shocked to learn that I could even do that. I watched in awe as my orgasm drenched me, Tyler, and the couch. Thank God it was black leather and could easily be wiped off.  

 

“Oh my God, John,” I said, panting and out of breath, “you’ve NEVER made me cum like that. You’re so fucking pathetic. How long have we been married? And how many compliments have I given you? You obviously aren’t all cracked up to be what I thought you were.” I said as I smiled at Tyler.  

 

“Fuck me. Fuck me hard and good, show my husband what it’s supposed to look like when a REAL man fucks a woman,” I said as I continued to lie on my back with my legs in the air, ready and waiting for Tyler to re-enter me. 

 

“Gladly. You obviously haven’t had a good fucking in quite some time,” he said as he crammed his dick into my tiny space.  

 

As he mercilessly fucked me, my tits bounced wildly. For a moment, I thought I might knock myself out with one of them. My large D cups weren’t all that far from my head in the position that he was fucking me in. My pussy craved another orgasm; I began bucking my hips, matching his pace. Soon, I was having another mind-blowing orgasm. I came all over his cock as he squeezed my hardened nipples. 

 

I could tell that Tyler was getting close himself. “I want you to give me a creampie like the girls in the video. Fill my pussy up,” I pleaded with him.  

 

“Get over here, Loser,” I said to my husband, “watch him fuck me.” I made him get next to us on the floor, sitting directly in front of where our bodies were grinding together. “Pay attention so you know how to make a woman cum,” I said as I laughed at him. The orgasms that he gave me were NOTHING compared to the ones Tyler gave me, and that was saying a lot. 

 

Like a good lapdog, John sat on the floor where I pointed him to sit. He watched intently as Tyler thrust himself into me. I tried to keep up with Tyler’s pace, but he grasped my hips and rigorously began fucking me; he was much too fast for me to keep up with. Soon, I could feel his dick reach a stiffness that was absurdly hard and his balls tightened. His long, thick cock pumped me full of every drop of cum that his body had. I could feel him stuffing my pussy with his warm, creamy jizz. I let him finish spilling every last globule of semen into me before I called over to John. 

 

“Get over here and play in his cum. I want you to push it all back into me as far as you can get it,” I instructed him. 

 

Tyler moved out of the way and lit a cigarette as John pathetically crawled in between my legs. Sloppily, he began to push the cum back inside of me as it ran down the crack of my pussy and ass.  

 

“Are your fingers as limp as your dick or what? Push it back into me!”  

 

Now he was motivated. He began using his finger to scoop the cum from my crack and push it back into my pussy. I could feel him cleaning me up quite well—but he wasn’t finished just yet. I figured I’d let him get it all back inside of me before finding out what else was in store for him next. Within a few minutes, I could feel the dryness in my crack; he’d cleaned it all up. 

 

“Good, now get down there and clean it out of me—with your tongue.” John looked at me in surprise. He knew that I was enjoying myself, but he didn’t think I had it in me to push around orders the way I was.  

 

“Go on! Get down there and eat the creampie that Tyler was nice enough to make for you,” I giggled. Tyler chuckled too.  

 

John got down on all fours and began to lick my pussy, starting with my outer labia. I let him diddle around for a minute before he annoyed me. “Eat the cream pie, John!”  

 

Finally, he stuck his tongue out and put it in my pussy. He just got a little taste of what he’d pushed back in me. “Eat it ALL!” I demanded. 

 

He finally began using his tongue to scoop the cum out of my pussy. Greedily, he devoured all of the cum that Tyler had deposited into my pussy only moments before. It felt wonderful to have all of the cum licked out of me and cleaned out. I let him continue until I was completely clean. 

 

“Good boy,” I said, completely emasculating him. “Now you wait right here. I’m going to go with Tyler to pick up our car and I’ll be right back.”  

 

I slipped my clothes back on and left with Tyler, leaving my husband home alone. I wanted the opportunity to talk to Tyler in private. As we hopped into his classic car, I slid over next to him and flashed a smile at him.  

 

“I wanted to talk to you,” I said, “about today.” He raised an eyebrow, waiting for me to continue. “I’ve never done this sort of thing before, but I really enjoyed it. John and his ex-wife used to do cuckold stuff all the time, and he’s wanted to do it with me, but I didn’t think that I could.” 

 

“Well you certainly did a great job,” he reassured me. 

 

“Thanks,” I smiled at his compliment. “The thing is, I had a really wonderful time with you. I actually enjoyed having sex with you much more than with my husband.” I admitted.  

 

“That’s easy to understand. I am pretty well endowed.” 

 

“Yes, and I’d like to do this on a regular basis if that’s ok with you.” I couldn’t believe I’d actually admitted it out loud—to a man I barely knew.  

 

“I have no problem with that,” he grinned at me and placed his hand on my thigh.  

 

As we entered the parking lot of the sex shop, he pulled up next to our car after I told him which one was ours. We exchanged phone numbers and he kissed me good-bye. When I returned home, I found John out on the back patio having a drink. I held up the phone number that John had given me and smiled at him. 

 

“Well babe, I think you did a great job picking out a bull for us,” I said as I took a seat next to him. 

 

“Yeah? I’m glad you enjoyed it. You seemed to enjoy it a little too much,” he said as he took a sip. 

 

“I did really enjoy it.”  

 

“You wanna go to the bedroom?” he asked me.  

 

“For what?” I asked, genuinely confused. 

 

“To have sex.” 

 

“No. I think there're a few things we need to talk about.” I said as I got up, ready to go back inside the house. “For starters, my pussy is only for Tyler. You should also know that we will no longer have sex. After the way he made me cum, there’s no way that you and I can ever have sex again.” 

 

My husband looked at me in utter shock. “So what does that mean exactly?” he asked. 

 

“I will jack you off, but that’s about as far as we go from now on. Tyler was much better than you, that wasn’t just all for show. You’re such a disappointment,” I said, and with that I walked back in the house, closing the door behind me.  

 

Tyler began coming over for regular sessions, even when he wasn’t in town on business. John may have gotten a little more than he bargained for when he asked for a cuckold relationship. Sadly, I don’t think he thought that it would mean no more pussy for him; as him and Lydia had a different type of relationship within their marriage but I was calling the shots now. 
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My husband and I had been talking about wanting to try new things for a long time. We were several years into our marriage and were still stuck in the vanilla rut that you see when two people are just getting to know each other. That’s not to say that our sex life was bad. In fact, it was really good. We just both wanted to do something that would change things up a bit, although neither one of us knew quite what that was. As fate may have it, it wasn’t going to be long before we found out. 

 

One night while we were lying in bed, we started talking about what we could do to spice up our sex lives. While describing some of our fantasies, both of us brought up the idea of swinging. While the thought was a little exciting, we both shot it down pretty quickly. One thing that has always been very special about our relationship is the fact that we are high school sweethearts. We each lost our virginity to one another and have been each other’s only sexual partner. 

 

After a couple hours of talking, I finally let him on a fantasy that I have had for a quite a long time. 

 

“You know, I’ve always wanted to experiment with a bit of exhibitionism. I think that could be very fun.” 

 

He just kind of looked at me with a blank stare. He wasn’t the typical guy that watched porn and or looked at dirty magazines. A lot of these terms didn’t always resonate with him, meaning I had to explain a lot of things to him. 

 

“Okay, let me give you an example. Say you decide to take me out to a nice restaurant. Maybe I will wear one of my mini-skirts with no panties on underneath. When we arrive, we can ask the server to seat us at the quiet corner booth near the back of the restaurant. As we wait for our meals, I can spread my legs and you can finger my pussy under the table. We’ll be able to be naughty out in public without anyone actually being able to see anything. Stuff like that has always been a huge fantasy of mine.” 

 

He smiled and nodded his head. Yes, he was not a man of many words but I knew that he was picturing what I’d just described. Judging by the way he licking his lips, the images he was picturing were quite appetizing.  

 

Things progressed quite naturally from there. Any time we were in public, I literally could not keep his hands off me. It started off very much like the fantasy that I’d told him about. He would paw at me in private settings, rubbing my clit until I was forced to cum. As a naturally loud person during sex, it was often difficult not to yell out as he was getting me off. I had grabbed onto the edges of the table as hard as I could to prevent myself from screaming at the top of my lungs. 

 

Since things often took place in the back corners of restaurants and bars, these public encounters were still about as private as can be. Over time, however, things would change drastically. He became much bolder the longer we played. He started pulling out my breasts and sucking on my nipples when he knew no one would be coming around for a few minutes. Eventually, he even stopped requesting the corner booths, opting for a location that was closer to other diners and increasing the likelihood that we could be caught. The danger of it all is what turned him on the most. It took a while, but we finally found a favorite spot. It was a bar that was located on the Landing, a popular nightlife area in St. Louis that sits right on the edge of the Mississippi River. When deciding where we wanted to go one Saturday evening, this was the place that he chose. Little did either one of us know that this choice would change our relationship forever. 

 

We got to the bar a little after 8 pm, just as business was starting to pick up. My husband told me that he wanted to do something a little different so he walked up to the hostess and asked to be notified whenever two bar stools opened up. This was not like him at all as he never wanted to play right in the center of everyone. I started to question whether he wanted to play or just have a couple of drinks. That question was answered quickly when we took our seats on the barstools.  

 

Neither of us could believe just how busy the bar was. It was basically shoulder to shoulder everywhere we looked. The only two seats at the bar were right in the middle, sandwiched between a businessman and a very loud couple. My husband just looked at me and shrugged before taking me by the hand and leading me to our seats. To be fair, the bar was hopping because there was a very important baseball game on the screens. The Cardinals were in the playoffs and we were surrounded by a sea of red. There were t-shirts, jerseys and hats everywhere I looked. Personally, I am not a fan of the game. It’s too boring for me. Show me a good hockey game and I am all for it, but baseball just bores me. The good thing, however, was that everyone was watching the televisions and paying absolutely no attention to what was going on at my barstool. 

 

Once my husband was finally able to lean up and get the bartender’s attention, he ordered us a couple of drinks and some shots. As he slid back down onto his barstool, he slyly placed his hand on my knee and brought it up under my skirt. I had shaved my pussy before we came out so it was nice and smooth. He was hitting me in all the right spots, causing me to moan out loud. I figured a little noise was okay since it was so loud inside the bar. Without even realizing it, I leaned slightly over to my left and had my body touching the gentleman seated next to me. I was basically moaning directly into his ear. Of course, I didn’t realize it at the time because my eyes were closed and I was just enjoying the sensation. 

 

When the drinks arrived, my husband had to stop what he was doing to pay the bartender. The instant that he removed his hand from my pussy, I felt a new hand enter my skirt from the other side. I opened my eyes to see if perhaps my husband had switched barstools but the one on my left was still occupied by this attractive businessman. When I looked up at him, his eyes met mine, and I almost melted. I was so turned on by what was happening. I smiled at the stranger and bit my bottom lip as I closed my eyes to let the ecstasy of the moment take over.  

 

Once my husband had paid the bartender, left her an appropriate tip and put his wallet away, he moved his hand back into position. Needless to say, he was a little taken aback when he felt another hand already pressed up against my pussy. I felt a flutter inside of my stomach when I realized what had happened. It was as if I was watching a movie or television show and I was just waiting to see what would happen next. I was still moaning when I felt my husband’s hand move onto my thigh as he tried to figure out what his next move was going to be. 

 

To say that he was confused would be an understatement. I opened my eyes and looked directly into my husband’s. The look on his face was very pained. He didn’t say anything to me, he just nodded his head in the direction of the stranger sitting next to me. He also held both of his hands up in front of my face just in case I didn’t realize that it was no longer his finger lodged deep inside of my hole. I smiled the biggest smile that I could. 

 

“Yes, sweetie. I know it’s not you. It feels so good. I’m just gonna go with it and see how things play out.” 

 

As I moaned and closed my eyes, the last thing that I saw was my husband’s mouth hanging wide open. Not only was he in disbelief that I knew what was happening, but he was even more in shock that I was going to allow it to continue after he brought it to my attention. All I knew was that this man’s touch felt very good and I was going to enjoy it for as long as possible.  

 

“Sheila, what in the hell are you doing?” he whispered into my ear. “This isn’t like you. You need to stop what you’re doing right now so we can get out of here.” 

 

I could hear his words but for some reason I just didn’t care. This wasn’t about him anymore. I was in a certain zone and everything that was taking place was all about my pleasure. As my husband was trying to convince me to leave the bar, the man who was sitting next to the stranger noticed the commotion and leaned over to get a better view of the action. Once he confirmed what was happening, he stood up off his barstool and walked directly behind me. While acting like my husband didn’t even exist, he reached down into the top of my dress and grabbed two big handfuls of my tits. I was loving all of the attention I was getting. All of this extracurricular activity caught the attention of the bartender. 

 

“Hey, you guys can’t do that in here. Take a walk or I’m going to call the cops.” 

 

That should have been the end of it. I should have grabbed my husband by the hand and left the bar with him. Looking back, that certainly would have made things much easier. Of course, I have never been the type to do things easily. Instead, I left the bar holding hands with these two strangers, allowing them to lead me to the parking lot where they had parked their van. My husband was trailing behind, protesting the entire time. Once we finally reached their van, they opened the back and invited me to climb inside. Before I could get in, I heard my husband yell out.  

 

“Wait a minute Sheila! What do you think you’re doing?” 

 

I didn’t know what to say. What could you say to your husband to make him feel better in a situation like this? I just said the first thing that popped into my head. 

 

“It’s okay sweetheart. You said that we should try new things. Well, I really want to try this new thing. Or should I say, new things?” 

 

I couldn’t help but giggle as the phrase left my lips. I thought it was so clever at that moment. I can still remember the look on my husband’s face. He was gutted, embarrassed and humiliated. He knew that I was going to fuck these men and there was absolutely nothing that he could do to stop me. At that moment, he realized that, although I was his wife, I no longer belonged to just him. I could see him regretting the decision to try to make our sex life more exciting.  

 

I was almost starting to feel bad when I saw the bartender come out of the back of the bar and push my husband out of the way. He walked up to the back of the van to get a look at what was going on. My husband had a look of relief that someone was about to stop this. That look changed to horror when he heard what was said. 

 

“Sorry I had to throw you guys out but the owner is in there and he doesn’t allow for any of that shit. He sent me out here to make sure you guys were gone, but I see you’re still here. Since I can see what’s about to happen here, I want in on it too.” 

 

I couldn’t believe that a third person wanted me as well. I felt so desirable and wanted, a feeling that I had been missing out on for the entire time I’ve been married. All that I had been wearing was the short skirt dress that I had on. Within a minute or two, these men had me stripped nude in the back of the van. It was as though none of them had ever been with a woman before. The men removed their clothes as fast as they could until they were all completely naked as well. One of the men stood on the outside of the van. He wrapped his arms under my hips and laid me down right on the edge. He pulled out some lube but when he looked down at my pussy, he realized that he wouldn’t need it. He slid his big cock into my wet pussy and started fucking me just two feet from where my husband sat sobbing into his hands.  

 

The businessman from the bar knelt down next to me and slid his dick into my mouth and started to fuck my face. I loved the feeling of such a thick dick sliding between my lips. I lifted my head and made eye contact with my husband. He was absolutely distraught. Sucking dick is not something I particularly like to do with my husband so for him to have to watch me sucking a cock like a pro had to be particularly painful for him. What made it worse was the fact that the bartender was standing next to him making comments about what a dirty bitch I was.  

 

I had my legs spread far apart, taking in the stranger as far as I had ever taken anything. He had several inches on my husband and he was incredibly thick. I loved the feeling of having my pussy so full. I glanced over at my husband. His pathetic facial expressions were turning me on so much. I was surprised when I looked down and saw that his dick was getting hard. I guess it was a turn on for him to watch his wife getting fucked by a real man. 

 

As I was studying my husband’s facial expressions, the stranger on top of me started fucking the shit out of my pussy. He was pounding into me so hard that the sounds of his balls smacking off of my ass could be heard around the block. I was yelling out in pleasure as the stranger started to make a lot of noises as well. He grabbed my legs and tossed them up over his shoulders. I threw my head back and closed my eyes as I started cumming all over his cock. My orgasm caused my already tight little pussy to grip onto his cock firmly. He yelled out one more time and filled my box with his cum. While pumping his cock in and out of me, I could feel his hot seed leaking out of my hole and dripping down my ass.  

 

He held himself inside of me for a couple of minutes before slowly pulling his dick out of me. After the feeling of fullness, I was disappointed with the sudden empty feeling. I felt quite a bit of movement in the van so I knew that there was more to come. I laid my head back on the floor of the van and waited. Once I felt movement at my legs, I raised my head and saw my husband standing there completely naked with his rather small cock in his hand. He was ready to slide it into me when I closed my legs, blocking his entrance. 

 

“Oh hell no. Just what in the world do you think you are doing? This isn’t for you today. Right now, I want him to fuck me!” 

 

I pointed at the bartender who had thrown us out of the bar. My husband just stood there looking dejected while the bartender walked up and pushed him out of the way. 

 

“You heard the lady.” He said. “I can’t blame her for not wanting that little thing when there’s a dick like mine here.” 

 

He was right. His cock was even longer and fatter than the guy that had just got done fucking me. I looked at my husband and couldn’t believe what I saw. I would think that a real man would stand up and fight for what was his. A real man would put his foot down and tell these guys that the only way they were going to be fucking his wife would be over his dead body. Instead, he just sat there on the bumper of the van watching this bartender have his way with my pussy. 

 

As my husband watched my pussy get pounded to yet another orgasm, the stranger that came inside of me walked over to him. 

 

“Hey man, you can’t take shit like this so seriously, you know? It looks like your old lady just wanted to have a little bit of fun. Judging by what you’re packing down there, she hasn’t had any fun in a long time.” 

 

The stranger laughed as he stood there smoking a cigarette. You could tell that my husband was angry but was too much of a chicken-shit to do anything about. I couldn’t think about that anymore. The bartender was really good at what he was doing. He really knew how to work his cock. I couldn’t help but yell out loudly as another orgasm shot through my body. The bartender started yelling out as well. I reached down and started rubbing his balls, and could feel them tightening up. He pounded into me so hard that I thought he was going to break my pelvis. After a few more thrusts, he exploded inside of me, adding his cum to my already filled pussy. At the same time, the stranger that was next to my head put his cock back into the mouth and started to fuck my mouth. He didn’t stop until he shot his load deep inside my throat. I tried to swallow as much as I could, but there was way too much. What I couldn’t get down, overflowed out of my mouth. 

 

With all three of the strangers satisfied, they grabbed their clothes and got out. The owner of the van walked over to my husband, snickering at him as he spoke. 

 

“We’re gonna go back inside and have a couple of beers. You can go ahead and have a turn now.” 

 

My husband stood there with his head down, waiting for the men to go back into the bar. When they were gone, he walked over to the van and started to climb in between my legs. 

 

“Wait just a second babe! Before you fuck me, will you do that one thing for me? You know, my favorite thing that you do?” 

 

He knew exactly what I was talking about, but the look on his face told me that he hoped he was wrong. 

 

“What do you mean? What thing are you talking about?” 

 

“You know what I’m talking about silly. I want you to eat my pussy like you always do. I love it when you shove your tongue deep down into my hole. It always makes me cum so much.” 

 

He didn’t know what to say. He just stood there looking at my pussy in disgust. There was so much cum just oozing out of it and I wanted him to have to taste it. 

 

“Please baby, don’t you love me? Don’t you want to do it for me? I just want to cum some more. Don’t you want to make me cum?” 

 

At some point during this whole exchange, the men came back out of the bar and could see that my husband was hesitating to give me what I wanted. The bigger of the two approached my husband. 

 

“What the fuck is wrong with you motherfucker? You too good for my cum or what? You better get in there and lick that sloppy cunt real good. I can tell you’re a sissy boy. I can tell that you want to.” 

 

It looked as if a lightbulb went off in my husband’s head and he realized that he actually wanted to do it. He stopped hesitating and buried his face into my sloppy pussy. The men laughed in the background, but he didn’t care. All he cared about was my legs being wrapped around his head while he used his tongue to completely clean me out. He scooped it out by the mouthful until there was no more cum left inside of me.  

 

“All right, that’s enough of this shit. We have to go. Get the fuck out our van. Both of you.” 

 

We both got out of the van and I slipped my dress back over my head. Neither of us said a word on the drive home. In bed that night, he rolled over and tried to get frisky with me. 

 

“I’m sorry babe, but I can’t do that with you anymore. After what happened this evening, this pussy is just no longer for you. You can be my little cucky boy and lick my pussy anytime I say, especially after it’s been filled. In return, I might let you jerk off next time I’m getting fucked in front of you.” 

 

My life had taken quite a turn and I had a feeling it was about to get even more exciting. 
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Barbie and Angie regularly met up for lunch every Thursday afternoon at an elaborate top-notch restaurant. Each of the women were married to rich old bastards who were loaded and provided quite the lifestyles for their little brides, but the ladies used their Thursday lunch dates to bitch about their men and their frustrations.  

 

“He never fucks me anymore,” Angie complained to Barbie. 

 

“You mean to tell me that he NEVER fucks you? With those luscious natural tits and to-die-for hair?” Barbie asked, raising an eyebrow. 

 

“Okay, he almost never fucks me. When he does, it’s in, out and away he goes. You’d think he was afraid of pussy with the way he hits it and runs.” Angie said. 

 

“Well, mine barely touches me either. It’s weird, you know? It’s like when we first got married, he couldn’t keep his paws off of me but now, I’m lucky if I get laid once a week. Look at my boobs! These babies cost ten grand, and they’re not even as good as yours.” Barbie said, discretely jiggling her boobs up and down in her chair. “You don’t think John’s cheating on you, do you?” she asked, concerned that her own husband might be guilty of infidelity.  

 

“No, no. It’s nothing like that. At least, I don’t think. John’s always so preoccupied with his money and stocks. He spends most of his time at home on the computer trading and investing in his precious little stocks.” Angie explained, putting both hers and Barbie’s hidden concerns in check. 

 

“Yeah, you’re probably right. I don’t think John or Charlie would ever cheat on us. You don’t think Charlie would cheat on me, do you?” Barbie asked. 

 

“No, I don’t think Charlie would ever cheat on you either.” She glanced over to their hunk of a waiter and signaled for the check using her index fingering to make a check-mark. “Now, him, I’d do him, but it would probably take quite a few drinks,” Angie giggled.  

 

The waiter smiled, nodded his head and ran to collect their check to bring back to the table. “Oh, you little dare devil!” Barbie whispered to Angie. “Would you ever cheat on John? Not that I think you already have, but….” 

 

“You know,” she started, taking a sip of her water. “I didn’t think that I ever would, but the longer he holds out on me, the more I want to do it. I just yearn for a man’s touch. One like his,” she nodded her head gesturing towards the waiter. 

 

“Well, Charlie has me on a very strict spending allowance. Can you believe that he told me I’m not allowed to charge more than two thousand per month on my credit card? I’d sure like to show him one of these days.” Barbie complained.  

 

“Yeah, John’s never put me on an allowance but that’d be the end of it for me.” 

 

The waiter brought the check over and left the ladies to bus a nearby table. “Let me know if I can get anything else,” he said before walking off. 

 

Angie scribbled a nice tip on the receipt and placed her credit card in the folder with the bill, waiting for him to come pick it up and run her card. “I think he likes you,” Barbie whispered to Angie, keeping her voice low so the waiter couldn’t overhear her.  

 

“You think?” Angie whispered with a smile on her face.  

 

“I do,” she looked over to see where the waiter was, “Shhh, I think he’s coming back,” Barbie whispered. 

 

“Thank you ladies, and yes, I’d love to do you,” he flashed a brilliant smile at Angie.  

 

“Oh my God, you heard us?” she squealed as she laughed; embarrassed. 

 

“No, I can read lips. It’s something that I teach to deaf children.” 

 

“Oh, I see,” Angie said, clearing her throat. “My friend Barbie and I like to cut up a bit. We were just blowing off some steam.” 

 

“And we all know that’s bullshit,” he bluntly said. “Let me give you my name and number. You just name the time and place, and I’ll be there,” he said as he removed a business card from his pocket. He turned the card over and jotted down his name and cell phone number. 

 

Returning the card to Angie, he gave her a wink and headed off to take his next guest’s drink orders. “What are you going to do?” Barbie asked her friend. 

 

“I don’t know.” She stared at the business card, not knowing what to do. “He does have a nice ass but God, if John found out, he’d cut me off completely. We signed a prenup when we got married. Apparently John came close to his first wife almost cleaning him out, so he made me sign one.” 

 

“Well, what are you going to do? You can’t leave a hunk like that hanging.” She said, smiling as she glanced over at his creamy complexion and neat, luxurious brown hair. 

 

“I don’t know,” she said, still keeping her voice low.  

 

The waiter came back to wish the ladies a good day and said, “Take a few days to think about it. I offer my services at a very reasonable price and you won’t be dissatisfied.”  

 

Angie’s golden cheeks began to flush, “You have a good day as well.”  

 

The ladies gathered up their purses and left the restaurant. On their drive back to Barbie’s house, the women couldn’t stop talking about their lunch date.  

 

“Have you ever done anything with you, a girlfriend and a man?” Barbie curiously asked. 

 

Again, Angie blushed and remained completely silent. For the second time that day, she was at a loss for words.  

 

“Like me, you and the waiter?” Angie asked. 

 

“Sure! Something like that!” Barbie laughed. “I’d be game if you were. He said his prices are reasonable. We could even split the cost if you like—and if he’s up to it.”  

 

That night, Angie couldn’t stop thinking about the proposition Barbie had made on the trip back to her house. It wouldn’t be too out of the question for her and Barbie to spend an afternoon together. John wouldn’t suspect anything, she thought to herself. She began to collaborate a story in her head that she could tell John to get her and Barbie out of the house for an afternoon without either of their husband’s raising any suspicion. She’d go over the details with her friend as soon as she had them all worked out. For the night, she’d sleep on the ideas that she’d thought up and polish them in the morning before presenting them to Barbie.  

 

As she lied in bed, next to John, she began to get horny thinking about the hot waiter from the restaurant. Craving a man’s touch, Angie reached under the sheet and began lightly tracing the outline of her husband’s cock to gauge his reaction, hoping for a good one. 

 

“No, honey. Not tonight,” he said as he pushed her hand away. “I’m just so tired.” He yawned. 

 

“You’re always so tired!” She huffed, retracting her hand. “You do know that I’m still alive, right? I still have blood coursing through my veins, and I like to be touched.”  

 

“Sweetie, I know, but a man of my age is no raging tiger. I’m just tired tonight. Maybe tomorrow,” he rolled over and kissed her forehead goodnight. 

 

Feeling rejected, Angie turned, facing the closet and pouted. Maybe meeting up with the waiter isn’t such a bad idea, she thought. She continued to plot as she drifted off to sleep. All night visions of her, Barbie and Jeff—the waiter—danced through her head. She’d never thought of her friend sexually, but that night she dreamt of tits, pussy, dick and fucking both of them. She woke up hornier than hell, ready to fuck.  

 

Once again, she rolled over to her husband and began massaging his shoulder. She could see him grinning by the way his cheek rose up as he laid on his side.  

 

“Morning honey,” she whispered into his ear, past his salt and pepper hair.  

 

“Morning sweetheart,” he said, patting her hand.  

 

Her massage began to move south as she guided her hand around the front of her husband. She attempted to reach through the opening of his pajama pants, but he grabbed her wrist, pulling it forward and moved her away as he slid his rear closer to her body. “Not this morning honey. I’ve got to go check on my stocks,” he said as he got out of bed and slipped on his robe.  

 

Poor, frustrated Angie was left pouting on the bed once again. Fuck it, she thought, I’m going to go through with this. I’ll use my time to call Barbie while he’s on the computer checking his precious stocks. He’s so oblivious to anything that goes on, he’ll never catch me. I’m surprised he even remembers that I exist.  

 

Once John was in his study checking on his stocks, Angie went into the kitchen, poured herself a cup of coffee from the coffee that her husband had already prepared and took her cell phone out onto the back patio. As she overlooked the beautiful flower garden and built-in swimming pool, she casually spoke to her friend. She peeked over her shoulder to make sure John wasn’t around before she got down to the juicy details. 

 

“Okay Barbie, the real reason I was calling was to talk to you about our lunch date yesterday,” she said, almost in a whisper as she kept peering over her shoulder to make sure her husband still wasn’t around.  

 

“Oh? What’d you decide?” Barbie asked excitedly. 

 

“Well, I was thinking about it and I think you’re right. I don’t like to be wasteful.” She glanced over her shoulder once more. “And I was thinking about what you suggested,” she paused, “I think you should come with me.” 

 

Barbie gasped, “What? Me come with you?” surprised that Angie took her seriously. 

 

“Yes, me, you and Jeff,” she whispered. “The boys will never suspect anything if we say we’re going to go shopping or something, and we can cover for each other if anything should go wrong.” 

 

“Angie, I don’t know,” Barbie said, hoping her friend would ask again, just to make sure that she wasn’t dreaming. 

 

“Please, Barbie? You said yourself that Charlie hardly ever touches you. It’ll be fun!” 

 

“Okay, I’ll do it.” Barbie smiled. “Have you called Jeff or talked to him at all?” 

 

“Not yet, but I don’t think he’ll mind,” she paused and smiled for a moment, “besides, he didn’t seem shy.”  

 

“When do you think we’ll do it?” Barbie asked impatiently. 

 

“I’ll tell you what,” Angie said, looking over her shoulder. She spotted John in the kitchen walking toward the sliding glass door, “I’ll figure out the details and I’ll let you know.” 

 

John opened the sliding glass doors and stepped outside. She smiled up at her husband as he took a seat next to her.  

 

“Are you going to call him today?” Barbie asked, unaware that Angie’s husband was now sitting next to her.  

 

“I’m not sure when we’ll go shopping, but it’ll be soon. I promise,” she said, talking in code; alerting her friend that John was around. 

 

“Oh…okay! I got it. Yes, soon. You just call and let me know when we can go “shopping” and I’ll clear my calendar.” 

 

“Alright, I’ll talk to you later,” Angie said as she disconnected the call. 

 

“So you girls are going shopping, huh?” John asked his wife as he kicked back in the reclining lawn chair. 

 

“Yeah, you know Barbie and how she loves to shop. She was wanting to try on some new summer clothes and wanted my opinion about them.” She lied to her husband as she stared straight ahead at the sparkling pool water. 

 

“Oh, you girls, you’re always worried about your appearances. You girls are beautiful though. That’s why Charlie and I married you beautiful ladies.” He said as he got up and kissed her hand.  

 

For a moment, Angie felt bad about entertaining the thought of cheating on her husband; but then she realized that the most affection she’d gotten from her husband were kisses on the forehead, cheek or hand. It was as if she was his daughter; she was tired of it. He might have been in his 60’s, but she was in her late 20’s; she had needs. Her engine was revved up while his was stuck in idle. Soon, she dismissed her ill feelings of infidelity and turned her thoughts back to the hunk from the restaurant. As soon as John goes out for golf this afternoon, I’m going to call that waiter, she thought. 

 

Like clock-work, John left with Charlie and a few other guys to go play a game of golf. It was a beautiful day out; Angie continued to sit at the poolside and enjoy the view of the backyard. Nervously, she began to dial Jeff’s number that he’d written on the back of his business card. The card wasn’t from the restaurant; it was from the school district where he worked with the deaf children. He wasn’t lying, she thought, he really can read lips! Suddenly, she found herself wondering how much of hers and Barbie’s conversation he actually knew. She could feel herself begin to blush as he answered the phone. 

 

“Hi Jeff, this is Angie, from the restaurant yesterday,” she paused, hoping he’d remember her. 

 

“Oh yes, I remember you. I take it you didn’t need a few days to think it over after all, huh?” he laughed into the phone. 

 

You arrogant bastard, she thought. “No, I didn’t,” she sweetly said. “Actually, I was wondering something if you don’t mind me asking.” 

 

“What’s that?” he asked. 

 

“Well, I was wondering if you minded if my friend who was with me could join our fun as well?” she bit her lip, hoping for a positive response.  

 

“The more, the merrier, although, my rate will go up slightly.” He informed her. 

 

“What’s your rate and how much will it increase?” Angie asked. Not that she couldn’t afford it, she just wanted to take enough out of the ATM before they met up.  

 

After he had disclosed his rates, Angie agreed to meet with him and her friend Barbie. “So we’re all set for next Saturday?” she asked, confirming their weekend date. 

 

“Yes, we’re all set. If something comes up, or you change your mind, just let me know.” He said confidently. 

 

“No, that’s perfect. Our husbands have a big golf tournament and they’ll be gone for hours. They’ll never notice how long we’re gone.” 

 

As Angie hung up with Jeff, she called Barbie back to let her know the details. Barbie was elated and scared at the same time. “I know, I am, too,” Angie admitted to her friend. There’s just something so daring and serious about having an affair, but the boys will be busy all day. They won’t have a clue how long we’re gone or what we’re doing. Everything will be fine.” 

 

“So where are we going to meet?” Barbie asked. 

 

“We’ll all meet up at the Pine Lawn Hotel around noon. Does that work for you?” 

 

“Angie! The Pine Lawn Hotel? That place is expensive.” 

 

“It’ll be fine. I’ll pay for it with cash and no one will ever know the difference. I’ll come pick you up and I’ve already told John that I’m going shopping with you for summer clothes so you make sure you have the same story for Charlie in case it somehow gets brought up.” 

 

“Okay. Listen, I gotta go. I have to pick up the dry cleaning before the cleaner’s close or Charlie will be pissed. I’ll talk to you later,” she said, focusing her attention on the clock. 

 

All week long the girls planned their weekend rendezvous with Jeff. They laughed and giggled about all the things that might happen and how nice it would be to finally have a man with big, warm hands who was ready to use them. By the time they met up with Jeff, it had been weeks since either of the women had gotten laid; they were both hot and horny, but so was Jeff. The ladies arrived at the hotel early, eager to get things started. Jeff checked in after them to avoid any suspicion.  

 

When he slid his key card through the hotel door and opened it, he was surprised to find both of the women naked, making out.  

 

“Hey, I didn’t know you were going to start without me,” he joked as he began shedding his clothes. 

 

The women continued to kiss and grope each other on the bed as if he weren’t even there. Jeff watched as both of the women guided their hands towards each other’s lady parts and began fingering each other. He was shocked. Usually, these rich, snobby bitches don’t ever make out, he thought, as his dick began to get hard from watching the girls. He slyly walked over to the bed—naked—and sat down on the edge, casually joining in. As the women continued to make out, Angie reached over and grabbed Jeff’s shaft; stroking it with long, hard strokes.  

 

Jeff leaned over and began sucking Barbie’s perfectly round, protruding tits as he reached over and fondled Angie’s natural D-cups. Soon the girls turned their attention to the man with the big, warm, soft hands. Angie ran her hands over his pectoral muscles, admiring the body of the mid-thirties waiter; his body wasn’t anything like her husband’s. John’s body was no longer firm; it was saggy and wrinkled. His cock also didn’t get as hard as the one she was stroking right now. Jeff’s raging hard-on would put her husband to shame any day—even on one of his BEST days. Barbie leaned forward and began licking Angie’s pussy; breaking Jeff away from her tits. He focused his attention on Barbie’s pussy so that Angie’s wasn’t the only one getting attention. 

 

As the three of them spent the afternoon sucking, fondling and fucking each other, the women enjoyed themselves quite a bit. Angie had had more dick in her in that one afternoon than she had in six months; it was delightful. Jeff was very good at making her cum, too. He delivered one mind-blowing orgasm after another to each of the women. In return, the women fucked his brains out and left him with a pretty hefty tip.  

 

“Thank you, ladies,” he said, slipping on his white button-up shirt. “You can call me anytime you’d like. It was all my pleasure,” he said, giving each of them a long lasting kiss before pulling his shoes on and leaving the hotel before them. 

 

“Oh my God, Barbie!” Angie squealed as he left the hotel. “I can’t believe we did it! Oh my God, he was so, so, so, so, so good!” She raved as she began to slip her clothes back on as well. 

 

“I know! I’m so glad that I came with you!” she exclaimed with a plastered grin that never left her face. “He was VERY good!” 

 

When Angie got home that evening, she couldn’t stop thinking of how she’d cheated on her husband. Feeling bad, she decided that she would try to make it up to him—even though he had no clue, it would help clear her conscience—and give him some loving. As they crawled into bed, Angie began playing with John’s hair. Slowly, she ran her fingernails over the edge and tip of his ear; normally that would make him horny.  

 

“Not now baby. I had a long day,” he said as he lightly pushed her away. 

 

Pissed, Angie decided that she was done trying. Jeff was more than happy, willing and capable of pleasing her sexually. She didn’t need constant rejection in her love life. Screw that rich old bastard, she thought, as she plotted and planned. I’ll just keep fucking Jeff; at least he knows I’ve still got a pulse. Stiffly, she quickly rolled over, facing the closet once again. She shut her eyes tightly as she tried to fall asleep and forget about the constant rejection that her husband showed her, but it was no use. She couldn’t get it out of her mind; it hurt her so deeply. On the other hand, her pussy ached to be filled and she wanted to be desired. These were things her husband was unwilling to do.  

 

“Jeff,” she said as she drove away from the house. “I wanted to know if you were up for meeting again.” 

 

“Absolutely!” he said with a bit too much enthusiasm. 

 

“Ok, well, it won’t be Barbie and me this time. It would just be me. Is that still okay?” 

 

“Perfectly fine. When and where did you have in mind?” he asked, obviously getting ready to head out the door. 

 

“I was thinking that we’d meet up at my place the next time my husband leaves for one of his golf tournaments. He’s got one next weekend, on Sunday—if your schedule is free.” 

 

“Are you sure meeting up at your place is safe? I mean, I don’t want us to get caught.” 

 

“No, it’ll be fine. My husband takes his golf very serious so he’ll be gone all day. After their golf tournaments, the guys usually all get together for lunch.” 

 

“Okay, if you think it’s fine. I’ll be there. Text me your address and what time I need to be there. Take a hundred dollars off the price if it’s just you.” 

 

“Sounds good. I’ll text you when we hang up.” 

 

All week, Angie went back and forth in her mind if she would really go through with it again. Yes, the first time she slept with Jeff, she was cheating, but she was with her friend and they did it together. If she did it alone, would it be considered an affair? While John showed no interest in her, he was still her husband. Even though she felt awful for her choices, she didn’t regret sleeping with Jeff and Barbie that wonderful day at the hotel. Near the end of the week, Angie discussed John’s plans for that Sunday.  

 

“So what time does your tournament start on Sunday?” Angie asked her husband as she poured him a cup of coffee.  

 

“Same time as usual. We’re planning on starting around nine in the morning,” he said, sipping his black coffee.  

 

“Oh. Are you going to have lunch afterward?” she pressed. 

 

He laughed, “Why are you asking so many questions? Did you want to do something?” 

 

Feeling guilty, she replied, “No. I was just wondering how long you were going to be gone. I had a few things to do and wanted to make sure I would be finished by the time you came back home.” She said, smiling sweetly at her husband. 

 

He eyed her suspiciously for a moment, “Well I’m sure you’ll have plenty of time to do whatever you have planned.” He turned his attention back to the newspaper he was reading.  

 

With her plan in the works, she confirmed her date with Jeff for Sunday. She was elated to meet him again. Just thinking about his hot, firm body pressed against hers made her wet. Knowing that John wouldn’t give her any, she waited until he was asleep that night and masturbated in bed next to him. She was becoming quite the self-pleaser these days.  

 

Sunday morning, John left to meet with his golfing buddies as Angie bid him goodbye from the front door, still wearing her robe. As soon as his car was no longer visible, she sent Jeff a text telling him the coast was clear. She slipped off her robe and loosely pinned her hair up as she touched up her makeup. Like clockwork, Jeff was there ringing the doorbell. She greeted him eagerly by pulling him inside. Just past the threshold, she began passionately kissing him. Their hands wandered all over each other’s bodies as they made out during the trip to the master bedroom. Inside the master bedroom, she tasted his salty skin as she ravenously kissed and licked his entire body while she tore off his clothes. Expressing his appreciation, he licked all over her insatiable body; starting at her long slender neck, working his way to her cleavage. Greedily, he began lifting up her white silk and lace slip. Her thighs and lady parts were exposed to the cool air in the house, causing goose bumps to cover her body as he continued ravaging her cleavage.  

 

She leaned forward and began kissing a trail that started at his tan, muscular pecs and headed south. When she reached his manhood, she took it into her mouth and began bobbing her head up and down. Jeff threw his head back; he’d never found a woman who could give head as good as Angie. Enjoying his blow job, he was shocked when the bedroom door opened and there was a man standing in the doorway. He frantically tapped on Angie’s shoulder; she moaned and wrapped her hands around Jeff’s ass as she took him deeper into her mouth.  

 

“Angie,” he anxiously whispered, still tapping on her shoulder. 

 

“Mmm, hmm,” she purred, not releasing him. 

 

“Angie, I think the man’s trying to get your attention,” her husband firmly said from the doorway. 

 

Her eyes suddenly popped open; she knew the voice. It was John. Why was he there? She quickly sat up and looked at her husband; trying to gauge his reaction.  

 

“John, you’re home.” She announced as if it weren’t already obvious.  

 

“Yes. I am. What the hell are you doing?” he asked, leaning against the door frame, waiting for a good response. 

 

Angie thought about it for a moment before carefully choosing her words. “It’s like this: you won’t ever make love to me or make me feel like a woman. I found someone who will.” 

 

“Angie, you know that I love you. It’s just that I’ve been tired lately. Please don’t do this to me. You know that I love you so much. This really hurts me,” he said, almost in tears. 

 

“I’ll tell you what. Maybe you can watch and learn something. My friend here could definitely show you a thing or two. Come sit on the bed.” 

 

“Angie, please. Don’t do this.”  

 

“Get. Over. Here. Now. John!” she demanded.  

 

Reluctantly, he walked over to the bed and sat at the end of the bed on top of the wooden trunk. His eyes darted to the floor; ashamed and humiliated that his wife went elsewhere to satisfy her sexual needs and then flaunted it in front of his face when he caught her. He was also ashamed that he hadn’t taken care of her sexually. Maybe if I wouldn’t always be so tired, none of this would happen, he thought as his watery eyes stared a hole into the carpet.  

 

“I want you to watch. Take notes. Learn something.” She said sarcastically as she began picking up where she’d left off before he came into the room.  

 

Forced to watch his wife with another man, John began to think of how much younger, stronger and better looking this man was. Angie had found herself one hell of a guy to fool around with.  

 

With his rock hard cock springing away from his body, Angie had Jeff lie on the bed as she straddled him and slowly slid his package into her tunnel of love. “Are you looking John?” she asked as she settled on top of the hunk lying in her bed. 

 

“Angie, I—I can’t,” he said with his head in his hand. 

 

“No, John, look!” she commanded him. 

 

John looked at his young wife’s naked, beautiful body as she rode the bull. “And guess what? You’re paying for this.” She laughed as she tossed her hair back. 

 

Still riding her bull, John asked, “What do you mean I’m paying for this?” in a whiny voice. 

 

“He charges by the hour and I paid him with your money.”  

 

Jeff began laughing. “Well if I would’ve known this was on his dime, I would’ve raised my rates.” 

 

“Oh my God. I can’t believe you, Angie! How could you do this to me? To us?” tears were beading up in his eyes and streaming down his cheeks. “I love you,” he whispered through sobs. 

 

“Apparently you don’t love me enough to have sex with me!” 

 

“You won’t do your own wife? Do you even have a dick? Look at her magnificent tits!” Jeff teased as he grabbed two handfuls.  

 

“You just keep quiet. You stay out of this!” John said angrily. 

 

“Oh, but I’m already in it!” he bragged as he grabbed Angie’s hips and slammed her down hard on his cock.  

 

“Oh yeah, baby!” she said as he filled her sopping wet hole. “I’ve been aching to be filled. Give me a creampie baby!” she yelled as Jeff fucked her. 

 

“That’s enough! I won’t stand for this!” John tried demanding, but his demand fell on deaf ears; just as Angie’s pleas for sex had in the previous weeks. 

 

“Oh, but you will!” Angie said to him as she got up off of Jeff and got on all fours. “Do me from behind baby. Let him watch your long cock stroke me from behind.”  

 

She angled herself so that her husband would have a full view of Jeff entering her. Gladly, Jeff got behind John’s hot wife and guided himself into her glistening hole. Once inside, he began fucking her as if his life depended on it.  

 

“This is how you ram a bitch!” he said, slamming into her. The smacking of his balls off her pussy filled the room, bouncing and echoing off the walls.  

 

John could hardly watch. He would’ve rather died than watch some man take his wife from behind as she blissfully enjoyed it.  

 

“And when he’s done,” Angie said through ragged breaths as her breasts swayed back and forth, “you’re going to clean me out.” 

 

“Clean you out?” her husband asked, confused. 

 

“Yes! You’re going to clean me out. You’re going to lick every single droplet of his cum out of my pussy.” 

 

“Angie, I will do no such thing,” he said, looking away. 

 

“I’ll make sure he does baby,” Jeff said as he grabbed a fistful of Angie’s hair and fucked her even harder, quickening his pace.  

 

Within moments, Jeff began cumming. Angie moaned in sheer delight as she felt her stud pump her pussy full of cum. John glanced over and saw Jeff’s thick, white, creamy load oozing out of his wife’s beautiful pink pussy onto the bed.  

 

“Come here, John,” she instructed her husband. “Come lick me clean.”  

 

“I can’t do that Angie.” He said, beside himself. 

 

Jeff got off the bed, grabbed John by the neck and guided John’s head toward Angie’s leaking hole. While she remained on all fours, Jeff instructed John to lick her clean. 

 

“You heard the woman! Lick her clean and don’t leave anything behind,” he said, tightening his grip on the back of John’s neck. 

 

John began reluctantly licking his wife’s cum-filled hole. She gasped at the thought of her husband eating another man’s cum from her pussy. “More John! More!” she exclaimed as she thoroughly enjoyed herself. 

 

Just as John thought he was almost finished eating Jeff’s cum, Angie had another set of instructions for her husband. 

 

“Jeff, have you cleaned yourself off yet?” 

 

“No ma’am, I sure haven’t.” He answered. 

 

“John, when you’re done cleaning me out, clean up Jeff too.”  

 

“What? No! I’m not doing that!” 

 

“Yes, you are. You lick his dick until it’s completely clean!” 

 

As John finished cleaning his wife, he sat back up on the bed and glanced over at Jeff. His eyes pleading with Jeff to make it stop. 

 

“Well, you heard her,” Jeff said, walking slyly over to John with his dick bouncing with each step. 

 

“This has gone far enough!” John cried, not wanting to suck Jeff’s dick clean. 

 

Jeff grabbed John’s head and guided it over his cock as he slipped the head of his member past John’s lips. John’s eyes widened as he realized that Jeff was going to make him comply with his wife’s request. Sloppily, John began sucking all of the juices off Jeff’s cock. He almost gagged at the thought of another man’s dick in his mouth.  

 

“Mmmm, John, doesn’t it taste good?” Angie asked.  

 

John shook his head no. His wife laughed at him, “And when you’re done, you pay him. I think I’ll use the cash I have to go shopping later.” 

 

With Jeff’s cock occupying her husband’s mouth, he couldn’t respond. He tried to make a sound, but Jeff shoved his cock deeper into John’s mouth. “Sounds like you deserve it,” he said to Angie. 

 

From that day forward, Jeff serviced Angie on a regular basis—at John’s expense. Sometimes their rendezvous were private while other times she forced her husband to watch. Angie also quit trying to sleep with her husband. Every once in a while, she’d jack him off. He begged for his wife to sleep with him but her response was always the same, “I’ll stroke your limp dick, but it’ll never be inside of me. Ever.” 
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I couldn’t believe how quickly my birthday was sneaking up on me. It seemed like only yesterday when I was out with my friends celebrating my 21st birthday. I smiled at the memories of my friends buying me shot after shot and showing my moves on the dance floor while surrounded by attractive men. Yep, those were the days, but those days were over. I was approaching birthday number 30. The big three-oh. Of course, getting older didn’t mean my life was bad. It was quite the opposite actually. I was a paralegal at a top law firm and my husband was the top lawyer in the firm. We had been discussing whether or not it was the right time for the two of us to start a family, and it was decided that we were ready. I was very excited, as I had always wanted to be a mother. I would stop taking my birth control pills when my last pack ran out, which was last month. Based on my ovulation calendar, I was ovulating which was the best time to try to conceive. 

 

I never shared my ovulation calendar or things like that with my husband. He just never seemed to have time to talk about stuff like that. Instead, he just told me keep track of it. My plan was that I was going to seduce my husband and he was going to impregnate me. I couldn’t have been more excited; there was definitely an extra jump in my step! 

 

When I got into the office, I greeted Thomas and sat my bags down on my desk. Thomas was an intern that had been assigned to me for the summer. Each year, we take on a handful of interns and show them all of the inner workings of a law firm. Thomas was a smart kid but was still young and immature. He was 20 years old and joked around with the other interns whenever he had a chance. On this particular morning, we had a very important project that we were working on. Every time I looked up, he was pulling another intern into the room to show him something on his cell phone. After telling him over and over that it was time to get to work, I eventually had to walk over to him and take it out of his hands while he was showing it to yet another person who had walked into my office from the hallway. 

 

“Hey, what in the heck do you think you’re doing?” he asked me. 

 

“Thomas, we’re under an extremely tight deadline and we really need to get our work done. Come see me at the end of the day and I’ll give it back to you.” 

 

Begrudgingly, he put his head down and got started on the work I’d assigned to him and I returned to my desk, placing his phone right next to my keyboard where I knew it would be safe. 

 

While everyone went to lunch, I decided to stay in my office to try to keep up with my deadline. There was going to be a trial in less than a week, and we had to be prepared to defend our client. With the office empty, I decided to take a little break of my own. I’d been curious about what everyone had been looking at in the office all day. I turned the phone on and was instantly greeted with images of naked girls from his college. Thomas was a good looking guy so it wouldn;t surprise me in the least to find out that these girls were his personal conquests. I bet they wouldn’t like the fact that their nude photos were being shown to anyone and everyone who asked to see them.  

 

I couldn’t believe just how many pictures there were. I was just casually thumbing through them, dumbfounded that there were so many women who cared so little about their bodies that they were willing to let themselves be photographed in such a manner. As I continued looking through the photos, something caught my eye. On a bed behind one of the subjects was a college-aged girl having sex. The man she was having sex with was Bill, my husband. The picture was dated about three weeks earlier. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I recognized the girl! She was one of our new interns. The picture was taken when he was on campus selecting the interns. What an asshole! I continued to swipe when I saw more than I’d bargained for in the background of the photos. One picture showed the girl going down on my husband while the next picture showed her on her back as he ate her pussy. The last picture showed her with her legs up on Bill’s shoulders while he penetrated her. I was pissed! 

 

The happiness I was experiencing when the day started was now completely gone. It was replaced with sheer and utter rage. I was seeing red and knew that I wanted revenge. I wanted him to pay for his betrayal. I wanted to ruin him. I wanted to embarrass him. I wanted him to feel exactly what I was feeling. After much consideration about how I was going to accomplish this, I determined that there was only one way to provide him with the ultimate embarrassment. I was going to have someone else father his child and he was going to be more than aware of the fact! Even though he would know that the baby didn’t belong to him, I’d still make him take care of the child as if it did. He was going to play by my rules or I was going to expose him. Since this girl was applying to be one of our interns, Bill sleeping with her was just as bad as one of her teachers doing it. Going public with the information would be terrible for the law firm and might even result in legal action in this state because it was a gross misuse of power. All I had to do was figure out who I wanted to use as my baby maker.  

 

The rest of the day seemed to drag on forever. I had already formulated a plan in my mind and was just trying to figure out the best way to put it into action. The first thing I was going to have to do was convince Thomas to give me the pictures from his phone, but how was I going to do that? That’s when it hit me! Thomas is a good looking guy and I felt that he’d make a very cute baby. Maybe I could offer to give myself to him in exchange for a copy of the photos. I’d present him with my idea at the end of the day. Just thinking about what might happen if he agreed put a smile on my face. 

 

When 5:00 rolled around, Thomas walked up to my desk and asked me if he could have his phone back. His faced turned red when I grabbed it and he saw that it was turned on. 

 

“Thomas, when exactly were those pictures taken?” 

 

“Pictures? What pictures? I don’t think I know what you are talking about.” 

 

“Let’s not be coy. You know exactly what pictures I’m referring to.” 

 

“Oh, all different times really.” 

 

“How about these three in particular?” I asked as I pulled up the photos that I’d found. 

 

“Oh, that was, I guess, a few weeks back.” 

 

“That’s what I thought. You see, that’s my husband in the background giving it to that college girl. I would really like to have a copy of these photos. I need to get revenge and getting these pictures are the first thing I’ll need to do. I’ll make it more than worth it to you.” 

 

I stood up and closed the door to the office, leaving only me and him inside. 

 

“You see, Thomas, my husband and I were just getting ready to start a family. I still want very much to have a baby, but there’s no way in the world I will allow it to be his. Not after any of this. The thing is, I want him to know that it’s not his and he won’t be able to do a damn thing about. If I could just get a copy of these photos, I’ll be able to make him do whatever I want. His punishment is going to be especially severe for doing this to me. I know I’m not the perfect college girl, but I am still pretty damn hot. Maybe I could give you my address and you could bring the pictures over to my house tonight. I’ll even make that piece of shit sleep out on the couch while I give you his spot in the bed. What do you think?” 

 

Thomas had a huge grin on his face and an even bigger bulge starting to develop inside of his pants. He didn’t say yes, he just shook his head up and down. 

 

“Good. I’ll text you my address and you can show up whenever you feel like it. You might want to bring some clean clothes for work in the morning. I plan on using you all night. In fact, just so you know what I have to offer, I’m going to give you a little preview of what I have in store.” 

 

I reached down and loosened his belt, unbuttoned his pants and slid them down to his knees. I then knelt down, reached into his boxers and pulled out his cock. Bringing my mouth to his hard member, I ran my tongue all along his head and shaft before pulling him into my mouth and sucking on him. Suddenly, I could hear my husband knocking on the door. We always leave the building together. With my door locked, he had no way to get in. Thomas looked down at me with a look of concern, but I just keep sucking his cock, picking up speed as I went. While using one hand to stroke him as I sucked, I used the other to start playing with his balls. He bit his lip to prevent a loud moan from escaping his mouth. I opened a little wider and took his dick all the way to the back of my throat. He had grabbed a handful of my hair before he started moving my head back and forth, shoving his shaft deeper into my throat with each thrust. Faster and faster, he used my mouth as his personal fuck hole. 

 

“Oh shit, I’m gonna cum down your throat. Fuck, Swallow my cum!” he said through clenched teeth as he yanked my hair a little harder. 

 

I started playing with his balls even more since that seemed to be what really brought him past the point of no return. I could feel them tighten up in my hand as his cock started jerking inside of my mouth, filling it with his thick, creamy jizz. I swallowed all of it down my throat, took his cock out of my mouth and then opened wide, letting him see that it was all gone. Once I’d swallowed every drop, I licked his dick clean. When we were done, I picked up my phone and texted my address to him. 

 

“I hope to see you tonight with the pictures. It’ll be a night you never forget, and it will definitely be something you will never regret.” 

 

That night, my husband was sitting on the couch watching television. While he was doing that, I took a nice hot shower and shaved my legs as well as my pussy. I got everything especially smooth. After my skin was silky smooth, I picked one of my sexiest nightgowns with a pair of sheer see-through panties and dabbed some of Bill’s favorite perfume on my neck and wrists. It always drove him wild. When I was all ready, I joined him on the couch and sat real close to him, whispering into his ear. 

 

“Tonight’s the night sweetie. Tonight is the night that I start trying to get pregnant. I’m so excited!” I said, patting his upper leg. 

 

He smiled and reached over to put his arm around me, intending to pull me into a kiss.  

 

I slid away from him on the couch, “Oh, it’s not quite time yet. I want this to be a very memorable experience for you; I’ve got a special surprise planned.” 

 

As I was explaining this to him, there was a knock on the door; I jumped up to open it. I didn’t even bother covering up my sexy lingerie. It was Thomas, just as I expected.  

 

“Hi Thomas,” I said, snatching the envelope of pictures out of his hand, “Come on in and have a seat.” 

 

I walked over to my husband, tossed the envelope onto his lap and told him to open it. Bill shot me a confused look as he started tearing the envelope. His eyes filled with fear when he realized what he was looking at. He knew that not only did I know he had cheated with a college slut, but I also had photographic evidence.  

 

“I’m so sorry, it’s just….” He tried to speak. 

 

“Don’t you dare say a word to me right now!” I cut him off as I stomped my foot on the ground. “There is nothing you can say to me that will make this situation better. In fact, I’ve been thinking about this all day and have already figured out a suitable punishment for you.” 

 

“A punishment? What? You can’t punish me. Don’t you know who I am?” he mumbled with a confused look on his face as he tried to hide his shame. 

 

“Oh please,” I said as I rolled my eyes, “You can save your intimidation for the courtroom because you don’t intimidate me. You see, these pictures can ruin you. Not only did you cheat on me, but you did so with a college student whom you were interviewing for an internship. It’s not exactly legal to use your position like that. I can go public with these pictures and ruin your life! I can make you regret ever sticking your dick in that skank. I’m sure you don’t want that do you?” I hissed through clenched teeth. 

 

With his head hung low out of shame, he slowly shook it side to side, unable to look at me. 

 

“I didn’t think so! So basically, you’re going to do everything I tell you to do from now on. There’s still going to be a baby put inside of me tonight, but it’s not going to be yours. Thomas here will be taking your place in the sexual act.” I declared as I stared at the young, muscular college hunk, eyeing him up and down as if he were dessert.  

 

“You’ll still raise this child as if it were your own. Oh, and don’t plan on sleeping in our bed anytime soon. You’re on the couch unless I tell you otherwise! Now, I want you to look at Thomas here and tell him that you want him to knock up your wife.” I said, slyly smiling at him as I glanced back and forth between my husband and my bull. 

 

Bill was embarrassed by how I was dominating him. He certainly didn’t want to tell his intern to impregnate me. My husband sat in complete silence, still staring at the envelope in his hand; refusing to say a word. 

 

“Okay then, I guess I’ll have to make a few phone calls and make sure this thing goes public tonight.” I picked up my cell phone, ready to dial. 

 

Bill saw that I was serious, as I was beginning to dial the phone. He stood up in front of Thomas and began speaking, “Thomas, I want….” 

 

 I put the phone down and stopped him. 

 

“That is not the way to ask someone to knock up your wife. No, you get down on your knees in front of him and ask him properly.” 

 

Bill was pissed, but there was absolutely nothing he could do about it. I could see his face turning beet red. It was obvious that he wanted to yell and scream, but he knew I had him by the balls. I was in control and he had to play my game if he wanted to survive. He turned toward Thomas and knelt down directly in front of him. 

 

“Thomas, would you please fuck my wife and impregnate her?” 

 

Thomas looked like he wanted to bust up laughing at the sight of my husband in front of him groveling on bended knee. I didn’t give him a chance to answer. Instead, I yanked his tie and pulled him up off the floor before ordering him, “Follow me to the spare bedroom!” 

 

The extra bedroom was located directly next to the master bedroom. I made him strip off all of his clothes and get on all fours on the guest bed. While he was getting situated, I walked into my bedroom and grabbed one of my favorite dildos along with a small bottle of lube. I lubed the toy up nicely and slid it directly into his ass. 

 

“I want you to stay like that until I tell you that you can take it out. You like taking advantage of younger girls and fucking them like they are your toys? Well, now you’re going to know just what it’s like to get fucked. Actually, you know what? Leave that in your ass until tomorrow morning and you better not let me catch it out of you for any reason without my permission.” 

 

“But Julia…” 

 

“Don’t you dare “Julia” me. You don’t get to call me Julia anymore unless I tell you to. From now on, you will refer to me only as mistress. In fact, as long as he’s here, I want you to refer to Thomas as master. You’re his bitch now as well. Now, Thomas and I are going to go into our bedroom. Don’t you get off this bed! We’ll leave both doors open so that you can hear exactly what’s going on.” 

 

I grabbed Thomas, kissed him passionately so my husband could see and walked him into the master bedroom. Once inside, I started to take off all of his clothes. When his pants came down, his hard cock sprung free and hit me right on the clit. I shook with excitement. He was so much more endowed than my husband could ever dream of being. I’d never been a size queen before, but I could quickly see myself becoming one! I couldn’t believe how much I wanted him. It suddenly became so much more than just getting sweet revenge on my husband. What I really wanted was for Thomas to fuck me in ways that my husband never could.  

 

Now fully nude, I reached around his neck and began to kiss him. Our mouths opened and our tongues flicked against each other. As we kissed, he grabbed handfuls of my breast and started to pinch my nipples, sending a shockwave through my body. My husband was never rough with me like this, and I loved every minute of it. Breaking our kiss, I grabbed the back of his head and directed his mouth to my nipple. He brought it into his mouth, sucking on it and biting on it. He got rougher and rougher as the minutes passed; I moaned to tease my husband and let him know how excited I was. My little panties were soaked, and I knew that I needed him inside of me. 

 

I jumped up onto the bed, spread my legs and pulled my panties to the side. I’d always wanted to get fucked with my panties still on, but my husband refused; he said it was weird. Sometimes a girl just wants to feel like a dirty slut, and I was finally getting my way. Thomas climbed on top of me as I guided his hard cock into my slick hole. It was a tight fit at first, but he was able to work his way into me. As he began to impale me with his thick shaft, I moaned loudly enough that my husband was sure to hear. Of course, that wasn’t the only reason why I did it. It just felt so good, and my husband didn’t care for vocal sex either but I loved it.  

 

“Your cock feels so good inside of me Thomas. I want you to give it to me harder. Pound my pussy baby!” 

 

He did exactly what I wanted. He grabbed my legs, threw them up over his shoulders and started to jackhammer my pussy into the mattress. The sound of our skin slapping together was so hot. The feeling of his balls smacking off of my ass was almost too much for me to handle. I was getting so close. I was going to cum all over his dick. My husband almost never got me off and when he did, it was only because he was going down on me. Thomas was great with his dick though and he was going to have no problem getting me off. I was going to make sure my husband knew as well. 

 

“That’s it, baby. Pound me with your cock. I am so close. I want you to make me cum with your dick. That’s something only a real man can do! Make me cum all over your huge dick.” 

 

Right then, my pussy tightened and grabbed his cock like a glove. My legs started to shake and spasm as my body convulsed in the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced. I moaned loudly as my juices soaked his cock that was buried deep inside me. Through the entire thing, Thomas kept pounding me, making sure I felt as good as possible. I didn’t think the orgasm was ever going to end. Once it did, I knew it was my time to return the favor. 

 

“Holy shit Thomas, that was so fucking good! You made me cum harder than anyone has ever made me cum before. Now it’s your turn. I want you to cum in my pussy. That’s it, baby. I want you to cum for me. Fill my hole. Fill it with your seed. Fill my cunt with your baby.” 

 

Somehow, Thomas started to thrust into me even harder. He let out a load groan as he emptied his balls deep inside my womb. He came so much that it was leaking out of me around his dick. Unlike my husband, I could actually feel it when Thomas came. It felt so good that it caused me to have yet another orgasm. When we were both done, Thomas pulled out and laid down on the bed next to me. 

 

“That was amazing Thomas. Easily the best fuck I’ve ever had in my life. I have no doubt that you were able to knock me up with all the cum you just filled me with. Why don’t I go check on my husband? In fact, why don’t you come with me? Don’t bother putting your clothes back on. I want him to see what was just inside of his wife.” I devilishly grinned at him as I extended my hand, inviting him to join me. 

 

Thomas and I walked into the guest bedroom holding hands, his dick still glistening with my juices combined with his cum. 

 

“Okay sissy boy, turn over onto your back but you better not let that dildo fall out of your ass while you do it.” 

 

Slowly, Bill rolled over and laid on his back with the dildo still sticking out of his ass. I got up onto the bed and put my pussy directly over his face, lowering it down to his mouth. 

 

“Lick it sissy boy. See what a real man tastes like.” I said as I parted my slit with my fingers, just above his mouth. 

 

Bill had barely stuck his tongue out when I pushed a huge glob of cum out of my pussy directly into his mouth. 

 

“Don’t even think about spitting it out!” I smiled at Thomas who saw what I’d just done; I winked at him. 

 

Both Thomas and I started to laugh. I grabbed Thomas by the hand and led him back into the bedroom. He wasn’t done fucking me that night and my husband was going to have to listen to every minute of it. 
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This does not have to be the end! If you enjoyed the book you just read and would like to see more, check out my author page on Amazon by CLICKING HERE 

 

I value your feedback. Please take a moment to leave a review on Amazon letting me know what you liked (or didn’t like) about the book. I will review all comments to make sure I am giving my readers what they want. 

 

Thank you again for taking a chance on me. I’ll see you next time! 
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If you liked the story you just read, you will LOVE these: 

 

Naughty Housewife 

Vanessa was tired of being a pleasing, yet ignored, housewife. Her husband, a big shot attorney, continuously ignored her. Fed up and tired of his behavior, Vanessa shows him who the boss is when she brings a sexy young man into the house and makes her husband watch as she becomes very naughty with this stranger. 

 

Alicia’s First Time 

John was a pro at being in a cuckold relationship. His ex-wife had trained him quite well. Missing what he once had, he begged his hot wife Alicia to find a man that she would feel comfortable with. When they least expected it, they met an older handsome stranger at an adult store who was looking for an afternoon of fun. Could John convince his wife to go through with it? Would Alicia like her new bull more than her husband? 

 

Shunned By My Wife 

Sheila and I had always been your typical run-of-the-mill ordinary vanilla couple. High school sweethearts who had only ever experienced each other. That is until my wife and I decided that we needed to spice things up. I never knew how spicy and heated things were going to get until she met three strangers in a bar and let them have their way with her in the van out back. As for me? I could only watch and clean her up when they were done. 

 

On John’s Dime 

Lonely housewives, Angie and Barbie, have weekly luncheons that allow them some girl time away from their old, loaded husbands. Typically when they go out to lunch, the ladies use it as an opportunity to gossip about their friends and their love lives. Neither of the women are happy in their marriages despite having all the money in the world.  



As the two women discuss their boring, non-existent sex lives, their hunk of a waiter knows everything they're saying. Even though the women are speaking barely above a whisper, the waiter has a special talent -- he can read lips! He knows that the old men can't keep up with their young, hot wives. Eager to get in on the action, he confronts the embarrassed women and offers his number -- along with his prices!  



Angie must decide whether or not she could go through with cheating on her husband -- she does love him, doesn't she? Her friend Barbie is of no help as she encourages Angie to give the waiter a call. If Angie decides to go through with it, she'll be using her rich husband's credit card to pay for sex. Can she do it? What if she gets caught? John might cut her funds completely -- or can she use it against him for being suck a boring old geezer? 
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