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Cucked by Katelyn – Part I

Katelyn wiped her brow. “It’s humid,” she complained.

“At least the bugs aren’t too bad this year,” I replied.

I’d been coming to that lake every summer since I was a boy.  After my dad got too old for it, Katelyn started coming with me.  She loved being outdoors. Her favorite thing to do was bake in the sun and read. 

“Do you think it would be okay if I took my top off?”

“Are you worried the squirrels are going to see you?”

“Ha-ha. No seriously, what do you think?”

“I doubt anyone will see you. I’ve never seen anyone else camp here and I haven’t heard a boat all morning. Besides, what’s the big deal if they do see you?  You look amazing. As far as I’m concerned, you should walk around topless all the time.” I wasn’t kidding. Katelyn was an absolute knockout. I loved it when we were out, and all the men stare at her.  Her long, red, curly, hair always drew their attention, but it was her body that kept them staring. 

“It wouldn’t bother you? Someone seeing your wife naked?”

“Not a bit. Hell, I’d probably show people pictures if you’d let me!” I joked. I wouldn’t really do that.

“Alright then.” And with that, Katelyn untied her bikini top and tossed it aside. I never got tired of looking at her tits. We were approaching thirty and I knew we would be starting a family relatively soon, so I never missed an opportunity to appreciate how amazing my wife looked. 

Katelyn put her ear buds in and got lost in her book while I continued bushwacking our campsite like I do every year. As far as I knew, my dad and I were the only ones that ever camped in that spot.  There were other more accessible spots around the lake, but they weren’t as private.  I was about twenty yards into the wood tossing some brush I had just cleared when I heard a boat approaching.  I called out to Katelyn, but she didn’t hear me. I dropped the brush and started walking back to camp. As I approached the tree line, I saw a pontoon boat pulling into our little cove. Out of curiosity, I stayed back just behind the trees to see how the situation played out. It was horrible, but I kind of wanted to see Katelyn’s reaction to being caught without her top on.

“Hello,” a young man called from the boat, waving his hands in an attempt to get Katelyn’s attention.  She was still oblivious with her earbuds in, and her eyes fixated on her latest romance novel.  The young man cut the engine and anchored about fifteen feet from shore.  “Hello,” he repeated, louder this time. I could see a second man waving as well. Katelyn finally noticed.

“Oh! You startled me,” she jumped.

“Sorry. We didn’t mean to scare you. We just saw you as we were going by and thought we’d say hello. I’m Jake. This is Dave.”

“Hi,” Dave said.

Katelyn stood up and extended her hand. “Hi. I’m Katelyn. My husband Jeff is around here somewhere.” Katelyn had obviously forgotten she was topless as she made no attempt to cover up.

“So, what are you guys up to?” Jake asked. “Just getting some sun and enjoying the weather?”

The mention of the sun must have triggered Katelyn’s memory. She quickly crossed her arms, covering her breasts. “Oh my god! I’m so embarrassed,” she blushed.

“Oh no, it’s fine,” Dave reassured, unsurprisingly. “You have nothing to be embarrassed about.”

Jake piled on. “Seriously. Sorry if we embarrassed you, but really, you look amazing.” 

“Thank you,” Katelyn blushed some more. “My fool husband said if he were me, he’d walk around topless all the time.”

“Your husband sounds like a smart man,” Jake joked.

I decided to rescue my wife from her embarrassment and walked out from behind the tree line. “Hey,” I announced. “How are you? I’m Jeff.” I walked right up to the group extending my hand and ignoring the fact that my wife was mostly naked in front of two other men. While we shook hands, Katelyn retrieved her top and with her back turned, recovered her modesty. Both Jake and Dave couldn’t help but sneak a quick peek. 

“I’m Jake.”

“Dave. Sorry about the…” Dave motioned to Katelyn.

I waved him off. “Oh, don’t worry about it. I was just telling her earlier that she should just walk around topless all the time,” I smiled, knowing she had just told them as much.

“You look hot, man. You want a cold beer?” Jake offered.

Our primitive site didn’t lend itself to hiking in with a cooler, so I gladly took them up on their offer. Katelyn joined us on their boat under the shade of their bimini.  We learned that Jake and Dave were rising college juniors on the lake for a weekend of drinking and fishing. I explained that I was a bird watcher and amateur nature photographer, like my dad before me. After we all had a few beers, the boys’ eyes began to wander. Katelyn got up from her seat and bent over to get another beer from the cooler, displaying her white thong contrasting against her pert backside.

Jake elbowed his friend. “Jeez, Dave. Stare much,” he teased.

“Shut up, Jake. Sorry Jeff.”

“It’s fine with me,” I replied. “Katelyn’s the one you gotta worry about.”

“Boys will be boys,” Katelyn smirked as she sat back down.

Jake got up to get another beer as well.  “And sorry about earlier, Katelyn. We didn’t mean any disrespect. We just saw a beautiful woman on the shore and couldn’t help coming over to say hi.”

“I’m just so embarrassed.”

Dave leaned forward. “Seriously, Katelyn.  You…look…amazing. You’re perfect.”

Their eyes roamed Katelyn’s body as they spoke.  “For real. You’re so gorgeous,” Jake agreed.

Katelyn started blushing again. “You should have seen them a few years ago. Before they started sagging.” Katelyn cupped the undersides of her breasts and lifted them, jiggling them a little as she did.

“Bullshit,” Jake refuted as though he were taking personal offense. “I will go on record as saying you have perfect breasts.”

Katelyn laughed and looked at me. “He’s not wrong,” I shook my head. “They are, in fact, perfect. Wouldn’t you agree, Dave?”

“Absolutely. I only wish I’d gotten to see more of them,” Dave boldly agreed.

Katelyn looked at me. She had always been an attention whore, and with a few drinks in her, I could tell that even with the crassness of the current conversation, she was loving it. “Go ahead, I don’t care,” I shrugged.

Everything was quiet for a moment. Then Katelyn reached behind her back and untied her top, letting it fall into her lap. “There you go,” she said matter-of-factly.

Jake and Dave stared slack jawed at my wife’s chest. “Oh my god,” one of them muttered.

Katelyn played coy. “I can’t believe I’m sitting her letting a couple of college kids stare at my tits.”

“Hey, don’t forget me,” I reminded.

Katelyn looked a little uncomfortable with the three of us ogling her in silence. “Who needs another beer?” she cheerfully jumped up in an effort to break the silence.

“Me,” we all chimed in. Katelyn bent over at the cooler again, having to dig further down for three more beers. I could tell she was milking the moment for attention.

“Jesus,” Jake sighed.

Katelyn chuckled. “What? You like my ass, too, Jake?”

“I don’t know how much of this I can take,” he exasperated.

Katelyn chuckled again. “This is kind of fun.”

“What. Torturing us?” Dave asked facetiously.

“Yup,” Katelyn joked back, leaning over with her tits in his face as she handed him a beer.

“Fuck,” Jake groaned. I noticed he was squeezing his cock through his shorts. “I’m sorry, Jeff. But your wife is so fucking sexy.”

“Tell me about it. Why do you think I married her?”

Katelyn sat cross-legged next to me on one side of the boat, sitting up tall with her chest out, making sure her breasts were displayed at their best.  Jake and Dave sat across from us, no longer making any attempt to hide the fact that they were rubbing their cocks through their shorts. It didn’t go unnoticed.

“You boys having fun there?” Katelyn quipped.

I couldn’t help but poke fun at my wife. “Jeez, you really got them going. I think you might have done poor Dave in.”

“Sorry, Katelyn. I just can’t take it anymore.” Jake didn’t even look up, his eyes fixated on Katelyn’s body.

“Boys will be boys,” Katelyn repeated. 

Jake looked at me. I gave a permissive shrug and grin back.  Jake looked Katelyn in the eyes. With one hand, he pulled the leg of his shorts up exposing his hard cock. With the other he reached down and slowly started jerking himself. I couldn’t see his whole shaft, but I could tell it was big. Katelyn was now the one slack jawed.  She stared at Jake’s cock. I don’t think she realized it, but her first reaction was to lick her lips. Dave stood up and untied his board shorts, pushing them to the deck of the boat, and started stroking his cock as well. He was nicely hung, but not as big as Jake.

“Is this okay?” Dave asked.

Katelyn didn’t speak but nodded her head, watching them stroke their cocks while they stared at her.  I couldn’t believe how far Katelyn was letting this go. Now that they had her permission, Jake stood up as well and dropped his shorts. His cock was even bigger than I first thought. They stepped closer to Katelyn, both standing in front of her with their cocks at eye level. Jake eased his cock forward, offering it to my wife. Katelyn shook her head and lifted her left hand, pointing to her ring finger. The rules were established. Look, but don’t touch. Katelyn touched her breast and pinched her nipple lightly with one hand. She began running her other hand along her thigh. 

“You’re so fucking hot,” Dave groaned.

Katelyn looked at his hard dick in front of her face. “Yeah? Did I make your cock hard?” She stuck out her bottom lip. “Sorry,” she pouted playfully.

“No, you’re not,” Dave grunted.

“Are you boys wishing you could fuck me?”

“Fuck yes.”

“Only my husband gets to fuck me.”

“Please,” Dave begged, moving closer, his cock only inches from Katelyn’s mouth. “Put it in your mouth.”

They were getting pretty bold, especially considering I was sitting right next to her. I trusted Katelyn to handle it, though. And again, I was curious to see where she would go with this.

Katelyn shook her head. “I only suck my husband’s cock,” she refused as she put her thumb in her mouth and started sucking it. I couldn’t believe how far she was going with this.

“Oh fuck,” Dave grunted. “I’m gonna come!”

Katelyn leaned her head back and presented her chest for Dave, signaling him to come on her tits. He got the message and angled his cock toward her chest just as he unleashed his load. I was equal parts shocked and aroused watching my wife take another man’s come on her chest. With her tits covered, Katelyn turned to Jake who was furiously stroking his cock.

“Fuck,” he grunted and leaned his head back, shooting rope after rope of come not only on Katelyn’s chest, but her face as well. Katelyn looked up at Jake who stared back at her with a spent look in his eye. Katelyn slowly wiped the come from her lip and chin, sneaking her tongue out the slightest bit maybe hoping that no one would notice her sneaking a taste. 

Katelyn looked at me, some of Jake’s come persisting on her chin. “Take me to the tent,” she whispered loudly and launched herself into the shallow water, making her way to shore.

“Nice meeting you boys,” I smiled wickedly and followed my wife. 

Katelyn untied her bikini bottoms without breaking stride and let gravity take them to the ground before marching into our tent.  I did the same with my shorts. I followed Katelyn into the tent, leaving the flap open behind me. I took Katelyn into my arms and kissed her deeply. She kissed me back, but only for a moment before demanding that I go down on her. Like a lot of women, Katelyn wasn’t able to orgasm from penetration alone. If she wanted to come while we were fucking, one of us had to play with her clitoris. In our early days together, I was insecure about it but got over it long ago. The way she was acting in that moment, I knew only my mouth would do. 

Katelyn pulled me to the floor of the tent behind the other entry flap, hiding us from view. She pushed my head downward. I resisted and manhandled her on to the other side of the tent where Jake and Dave could see. Before she could protest, I buried my face between her legs.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned loudly.

I had seven years of experience going down on my wife and I brought them all into play. Not that it was a challenge at this point. She was so turned on from showing off her tits and watching the boys jerk off that I could have made her come while I read recipes from a cookbook out loud. 

“Yes!” she yelled.

“They’re watching you, Katelyn,” I taunted before returning to the task at hand.

“Oooo!” she cooed in response. “Don’t stop.”

Katelyn started whimpering the way she always did before she came. “I’m gonna come,” she panted. “I’m gonna come!”

She pressed my head against her mound with her hands. I did my best to keep flicking my tongue as firmly and on target as possible, knowing that the sooner she came, the sooner I could have oxygen again.

“Oh fuck!” Katelyn yelled. There was no way the boys in the boat didn’t hear her. “I’m coming! I’m coming! Fuck!!!”

Mission accomplished, Katelyn’s body relaxed against the floor of the tent. I was the only one of the four of us that had not come yet.  Before Katelyn could even begin to catch her breath, I flipped her over onto all fours and buried my cock inside of her.

I grabbed her by the shoulder with one hand, pulling her back against me as I fucked her.

“Yeah? You want to fuck me in front of those boys? Is that what you want?” she grunted.

“Yes,” I growled back. “Look at them. Look at them watching you get fucked!”

Katelyn kept getting louder. “Yes! Fuck me!” Katelyn reached between her legs and played with herself while meeting my thrusts.

“Yeah, fuck her Jeff!” I heard one of the boys yell from the boat.

Katelyn rubbed her clit furiously. “I’m gonna come again!”

“So soon?” I thought to myself. She’d never come back-to-back like that before.

“Fuck!” Katelyn cried as she helped herself to another orgasm.

I fucked her through her orgasm, slowing my pace with long full strokes as she settled. I stood up and pulled Katelyn by her hair to my cock. “Show them how you finish me,” I demanded. I wanted the boys to see Katelyn on her knees for me to remind them who she belonged to.

Katelyn looked up at me. I couldn’t tell if she was angry at me for pulling her hair or just still reeling from how horny she had been, but she engulfed my cock with her mouth. With her head bobbing determinedly on my shaft I looked out at the boat to see Jake and Dave staring. I grinned at them and jokingly flipped them the bird just before coming in Katelyn’s mouth.  Katelyn looked out at our audience and wiped her lips clean just before I waved goodbye to our new friends and closed the flap.

“What the fuck just happened?” Katelyn asked in disbelief.

“I don’t know,” I replied, equally shocked. “But it was hot as fuck.”

“No kidding,” Katelyn concurred.

“Holy shit,” we said in unison.

“Jinx!” Katelyn laughed.

“You know they’ll be back tomorrow,” I said.

“Yeah. But we’ll be halfway to the waterfall before they get here.”

I heard the boat’s motor start and peeked between the tent flaps to see Jake and Dave making their exit.  “You’re probably right,” I agreed.

The next morning, Katelyn and I were up with the sun and packing for a day of hiking and photography.  Every year, we followed a creek upstream to a very picturesque waterfall. We were probably among only a handful of human beings that even knew it existed. It was nice, but it wasn’t so impressive that it was enough of a draw to justify the difficult hike to see it. The same hike, however, offered lots of opportunities for bird watching and photography.

Katelyn and I were almost done gearing up when we heard a boat approaching. “No shit,” I chuckled and shook my head. “Damn, they must really like your tits.” Katelyn laughed back. She looked surprised, but also happier to see the boys than I expected for some reason.

We waved to Jake and Dave as they pulled in and anchored the boat. Once they were ashore, I broke the bad news. “Hey guys. We’re just on our way out,” the subtext being, “No coming on my wife for you today.”

“You’re leaving?” Dave worried.

“No. Just going for a day hike to take some pictures.”

“Oh, that’s cool.”

“You’re welcome to join us,” I offered, not thinking in a million years it would appeal to them. “But it’s a pretty tough slog.”

“Hey, man. Sounds like fun,” Jake braved.

“Yeah, why not,” Dave agreed.

I realized I should have cleared it with Katelyn before inviting the boys. “Okay with you, Katelyn?”

“Sure. Why not?” she shrugged, giving me a look like we both knew we were in for something.

“Oh, Katelyn! I almost forgot.” Dave reached in his back pocket and pulled out Katelyn’s bikini top from the day before.

“Oh yeah. I guess I forgot about that,” she said dismissively.

“Give us just a minute to change clothes and grab some gear,” Jake said as he and Dave headed back to the boat. Once on board, they stripped naked before putting on clothes more suited for a backcountry hike. I watched Katelyn as she watched them change. I didn’t say a word.

We didn’t talk much during the hike upstream. I really was a tough slog. Several times, I caught Jake or Dave copping a feel as they helped Katelyn amble up a rock or over a fallen tree.  I made it a point to stay a bit ahead of the group, not only to lead the way, but to give the boys more opportunities with my wife. I didn’t know what was going on with us, but I knew we were both excited by it. The day before was probably the best sex we’d ever had.

At long last, we made it to the waterfall. We all stripped down to our skivvies. Katelyn had on another bikini. This one was a little more suited for trekking in the wilderness, though. It felt amazing to stand under the cool water. Bordering the stream on either side of the waterfall were multiple large outcroppings of rocks.  Several were large enough to fit one or two people laying down.  I joined Katelyn on one while Jake and Dave cooled off in the water not far away.

“Are you having a good time?” I asked Katelyn.

“Yeah. It’s a nice day.”

“I saw Jake and Dave helping you out quite a bit. You okay with that?”

“Are you okay with that?” Katelyn echoed back.

I nodded. “It kind of turned me on a little bit,” I confessed. “Just remember who you’re married to, yeah?”

“It was harmless. Especially after yesterday for goodness’ sake.”

“I know. I’m just saying.”

“But it turned you on? Watching them cop a feel?”

“Yeah. A bit.”

“You naughty boy,” Katelyn grinned and kissed me.

I kissed her again, this time delving into her mouth with my tongue. “Who’s your favorite?”

“Jake. Definitely.”

“Really?” I sounded surprised. I thought Dave was the better looking of the two. He had the whole tall, dark and handsome thing going on.  Jake looked more like a surfer with long, messy blonde hair. He was ripped, for sure, but Dave was more muscular. Not really what I thought of as Katelyn’s style. “Why Jake?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she shrugged. I could tell that she did know and just didn’t really want to tell me.

“It’s because his cock is bigger, isn’t it,” I joked.

“No!” she slapped my arm. “It’s not that! ....Well,…not just that. I don’t know. I just like the way he is.”

“Do you want to have some fun?” I asked.

Katelyn played coy. “Maybe.”

“Why don’t you go over there and flirt with him?” I challenged.

“Are you sure?”

“Just remember,” I reminded her again, reaching down and spinning her wedding band around her finger.

Katelyn kissed me sweetly, “How could I forget, baby? You’re the only one for me and you know it.”

With that, she ambled up onto her feet and walked downstream to where Dave and Jake were sunning themselves on a rock.  I watched, not knowing exactly what was going to happen.  I knew we couldn’t stay too long. We didn’t have much food and it was going to be getting too hot to hike before too much longer. From a distance, even though Katelyn sat between Dave and Jake, it was obvious that she was favoring Jake.  She laughed in his direction and kept touching his arm. She looked like a teenage girl with a crush.  I could hear their voices, but I couldn’t make out what they were saying. While they joked around, I took the opportunity to sneak some photos of them.

After about fifteen minutes, I started gearing back up for the hike back to camp.  I approached the others and let them know we needed to leave soon. They looked a little disappointed but didn’t argue. Ten minutes later, we were trekking in the woods again. I led the way, the same as before. Dave had expressed some interest in photography, so I offered to show him some things and let him take some pictures. About halfway back to camp, I realized that we had lost sight of Katelyn and Jake.  I used my super telephoto lens to scan the area but couldn’t see very far through the trees.

“Katelyn?” I called out several times. A few minutes later, she and Jake appeared.

“Sorry,” she apologized sheepishly. “We got lost.”

“Just be careful,” I warned. “These woods are full of snakes and bears. Cougars, too.”

“Jesus, Jeff. Now you tell us,” Jake joked.

We finally made it back to camp and ate a late lunch before taking a nap in the afternoon, the boys on their boat and Katelyn and I in our tent.  We were all pretty worn out from the heat and the hike.  When we woke up, we all had dinner around the fire before joining the boys on their boat for some music and more cold beer.  Dave, Jake, and I were all shirtless because of the humidity. Katelyn wore cutoffs and the white bikini top that the boys had returned that morning.  Katelyn continued flirting with Jake throughout the evening. To a passerby, it would have seemed like she was with him rather than married to me and that Dave and I were a pair of unwelcome hangers on. 

Later in the evening, after a few rounds, the flirting escalated. Katelyn and Jake started tickling each other playfully. Jake grabbed Katelyn in a bear hug from behind and jumped overboard, plunging them both into the waist high water. They splashed and tickled some more before climbing back aboard, soaking wet. Katelyn unbuttoned her cutoffs and wiggled her ass as she lowered them to the deck revealing a pair of blue bikini bottoms. I was familiar with this particular garment. It wasn’t much more than a few strings with a small triangle covering her pubic mound. Katelyn only wore it when she wanted to avoid tan lines. 

“See, now I don’t match!” she lightheartedly complained, despite the fact that white matches literally everything.

Jake, who was behind her and had been digging another beer out of the cooler reached up and pulled the top string of her bikini top. “We can fix that. No problem!” he joked.

Katelyn feigned offense. “Jake! Naughty boy!”

“Hey, I’m just trying to help.”

“Well, there you go,” Katelyn relented, tossing her top to the deck next to her shorts. “Happy?”

“Indeed,” Dave interjected.

Jake sat down on the bench across from me. Despite there being plenty of room next to him for Katelyn to sit, she opted to sit on Jake’s knee like he was Santa Claus. She draped one arm across his neck and shoulders and held her beer in the other, her bare breasts directly in front of his face. Jake wrapped one hand around her waist and steadied his beer on his opposite knee.  I just stared at my nearly naked wife sitting in a college kid’s lap and wondered why it was that my cock was getting so hard.

“It’s so hot tonight,” Katelyn complained and ran her beer bottle along her forehead, down her neck, and finally down her chest, leaving a trail of moisture along its path.

“Oh fuck,” Dave sighed to my left, squeezing his dick through his shorts like he had the night before.

“What’s the matter, Dave?” Katelyn teased.

“You know what’s the matter,” he replied, sounding almost irritated, blatantly rubbing himself.

“You really like my tits, don’t you?” she giggled.

“I think I might like your ass even more.”

“Oh, really?” Katelyn stood up and turned her ass in Dave’s direction. “This little thing?”

Katelyn put her beer down and bent over, placing her hands on Jake’s knee to support herself.  She started slowly moving her ass back and forth for Dave’s benefit.

“Fuck it,” Dave said and pushed his shorts down as he stood up behind my wife.  Stroking his cock with one hand, he braved putting the other on Katelyn’s ass. It was met with a quick slap.

“Uh-uh-uh,” she scolded.  Katelyn arched her back and slid forward like a snake closer to Jake until her mouth was next to his ear. Jake slid his hand down my wife’s back and across her ass until it rested on the back of her thigh.  Katelyn straddled Jake’s leg, straightened up and looked back over her shoulder at Dave steadily pleasuring himself.

“You doin’ okay back there, Dave?” she teased and started lightly grinding her pussy along Jake’s leg.

“Jesus,” Dave groaned. 

“Careful now,” I cautioned. I liked the flirting, but I wasn’t sure how I felt about watching my wife grind herself on some twenty-year-old’s leg.

Katelyn tried to minimize my concern. “It’s okay, Jeff. I’m just teasing him.”  Despite her argument, she stopped squirming on Jake’s leg and stood up. She stood directly in front of Dave and pulled her bikini bottom open, flirtatiously giving him a surprised look. Jake had a bird’s eye view of her naked mound.

“Oh fu..” Dave whispered, looking like he was about to blow.

“Do you like that?” Katelyn whispered seductively.

Dave grunted. It was obvious he was about to come. Katelyn moved a little closer and stretched out the inside of the little blue triangle for Dave as a target. Dave kneeled closer and stroked himself, letting the head of his cock brush against the material of Katelyn’s bikini. With a whimper, he covered the target with his load, managing to spray some just below my wife’s naval as well.

“So much for these,” Katelyn quipped and stepped out of her bikini bottom, leaving her completely naked. “Did you enjoy that, sweetie?” she asked Dave rhetorically. She patted him gently on the cheek before sitting back down next to Jake and crossing one leg over the other. Dave sat back down next to me, still stroking his cock and staring at Katelyn.

“Damn. You’re still hard?” she bewildered.

“Can’t help it. You’re just that sexy,” Dave flirted.

Katelyn stood back up and supported herself on Jake’s knee as she had done before, rocking her tight little ass back and forth for Dave. Only this time, she wasn’t wearing a bikini bottom.  Her folds were on full display. Even in the dim light provided by the boat I could easily see that she was wet.

“God, I would lick your pussy all night if you let me,” Dave pronounced.

Katelyn shut him down. “Uh-uh-uh. You’re sitting right next to my husband, remember?”

That felt a little reassuring.

“Hey. No fair,” Jake complained. “He already got to come once.”

Katelyn turned around and put a hand on each of my knees, shaking her naked backside in Jake’s direction.

“Careful,” I whispered to her.

“Don’t worry. Enjoy the show,” she whispered into my ear. “Remember how hot it was last night?” She looked down at the bulge in my pants and squeezed it with one hand. “Looks like you do.”

Jake lifted himself up from the seat enough to remove his shorts, exposing his impressive cock.  He kept one hand on his shaft and ran his other along Katelyn’s ass. She didn’t shoo him away as she had Dave.

“Your turn,” Katelyn declared to me and turned around. She placed her hands not on Jake’s knees, but further up on his thighs, bringing her face directly in front of his while giving me a glorious view of her pussy and ass. I pulled my shorts down and gently squeezed my wife’s ass.

“Uh-uh-uh,” she scolded. I sat back and stroked my cock as she rocked her hindquarters back and forth for me. I had seen her naked a thousand times, but she had never put on a show like this for me.

While she showed off her backside for me, I could see her staring down at Jake stroking himself directly below her. She looked back up at him. From my angle I couldn’t be sure, but it looked like she kissed him just briefly before looking back down at his cock.  Jake ran his hands down her sides to her hips, then gently across her ass before bringing them back up along her sides. When he reached her breasts, she arched her back bringing her torso up and forward. With his hands cupping her tits, Jake took one of her nipples in his mouth. Katelyn allowed it at first, exhaling deeply at the touch of his lips and tongue.

“Careful,” she said quietly before easing back down, her ass in front of me once again. And just like before, her face was directly in front of his. This time, it was unmistakable that she kissed him. She lingered longer this time and eased her hands further up his thighs. I leaned slightly to my right to get a better view of what my wife was up to. Katelyn lowered her head and stared down, her long red curls dangling onto Jake’s cock. He gathered her hair in his hands. I could see her back rising and falling with deep breaths. Jake held her hair in one hand and gripped the base of his cock with the other, angling it directly at my wife’s open mouth. He lifted himself just off the bench bringing the tip of his dick almost in reach from Katelyn’s mouth.

“Careful there,” I warned.

Katelyn exhaled in seeming disappointment. She dropped to her knees between Jake’s legs, watching him stroke himself just a foot away. Katelyn took his free hand in hers, bringing his thumb into her mouth. She sucked and licked his thumb, Jake gradually angling his cock more and more toward her mouth while simultaneously easing his thumb back closer and closer to his crotch. Slowly but surely, they reached a point where Jake’s cock was brushing Katelyn’s cheek while she simulated a blowjob on his thumb right next to it.  That was about all I could stand.

I spoke up. “Seriously guys. That’s enough.”

Katelyn angrily snapped her head around and barked, “You know what, Jeff? You can shut the fuck up and watch or you can leave!”

The boat fell silent except for the music still playing in the background. The tension hung in the air. I didn’t make a move. Nor did Dave, still sitting next to me, still hard. Jake gathered Katelyn’s hair back in his hands and held out his thumb, returning it to a reasonable distance from his cock. Katelyn took it back into her mouth. Jake continued his game of edging his thumb closer to his cock.  Finally, Katelyn was sucking his thumb right next to his cock again. This time, I said nothing. She licked the length of Jake’s thumb, letting her tongue drift a little onto his cock as though it were an accident. She licked again, this time mostly cock. And then, without any further hesitation, my wife took Jake’s cock deep into her mouth. My heart sank as I watched her head bob up and down his considerable shaft. Jake leaned back and to one side, giving Dave and I an unobstructed view of my wife’s wantonness. Katelyn gradually took more and more of his shaft into her mouth until it hit the back of her throat, gagging her.

“Fuck,” she panted after coming up for air, a line of precum and drool stretching from her lips to Jake’s dick.  Katelyn buried one of her hands between her legs as she resumed sucking Jake’s cock for all it was worth.  In less than a minute, Katelyn had fingered herself to orgasm, whimpering desperately with Jake still in her mouth.

Dave and I just stared, dumbfounded, jerking our cocks. She was oblivious to us at this point. In her world, there was only her and Jake. She grabbed Jake’s hands and guided him up from the bench. Still on her knees, she took him back in her mouth hungrily right in front of me for another moment before laying down on her back where Jake had been sitting. She draped one leg over the back of the bench. Jake held her other leg across the fold of his arm as he lined up in front of my wife, ready to take her.

“Katelyn!” I blurted out.

“Shut the fuck up, Jeff!” she growled, not even looking in my direction. “Do it,” she demanded of Jake, steering his cock to her entrance with her hand. “Fuck me.”

Jake eased his hips forward, entering my wife. Katelyn lurched her head back. “Ooohhhhhh,” she moaned, before looking back down to watch Jake ease his way deeper inside of her.  I was mortified, and yet still, my aching cock demanded attention.

“Yes!” Katelyn whimpered again. “Fuck me!”

Dave and I watched Katelyn get fucked steadily for a few minutes until growing weary of the awkward angle, Jake lifted her wife from the bench and gently lowered her to the deck of the boat at my feet. Without missing a beat, he put himself back inside her and started fucking her again. Katelyn wrapped her legs around him and cradled his face, kissing him passionately.

“Oh my god. You’re so deep,” she panted. “Mmm. Don’t stop. You feel so fucking good.”

Their sex became more and more passionate, more and more intimate. Dave and I looked on, almost absentmindedly tending to ourselves, mesmerized. The look on Katelyn’s face slowly began changing from pleasure to ecstasy and then surprise.  I could tell she was experiencing something new.

“Oh god. I’m gonna come.” Katelyn held Jake’s face in her hands. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop. Fuck me!” she begged.

Jake obeyed and Katelyn began to experience an orgasm from deep inside for the first time.  “Oh god, oh god, oh god,” she chanted until her voice fell silent, her mouth pursed in euphoria, her face turning red, her entire body clenching while she stared in awe into Jake’s eyes. Katelyn whimpered in a timbre I had never heard from her before. When she finally settled, she relaxed onto the deck with Jake still fucking her slowly.

“Oh, my god. That was unbelievable,” she gushed. “I never. I mean, I never knew. How did you do that?”

Jake just shrugged and smiled cockily.

“Here,” Katelyn stopped him and started ambling out from under him. “I want to try something. Lay down.”

Jake did as directed. Katelyn straddled him and eased her way down his shaft. Despite the fact that I was questioning the fortitude of our marriage, I couldn’t help but notice how amazing she looked atop Jake’s massive cock with her long red curls dangling down her back. I wondered if I would ever be the one to be with her again. 

“God, that’s deep,” she moaned. Katelyn used her hands on Jake’s abdomen to balance and give herself more leverage while rocking back and forth. She was transfixed, focused solely on making herself come again on Jake’s dick.  “Fuck yes,” she moaned slowly. Katelyn steadily increased her pace but wasn’t yet satisfied. She began riding him, bouncing up and down on his cock. “Fuck yes!” she screamed again, louder. “I’m gonna come! I’m gonna come!” Katelyn let out one long moan and collapsed onto Jake’s chest.

“Oh my god, you’re amazing. Where have you been all my life?” she joked. We had long passed any acknowledgement that her husband was a few feet away looking on. And listening.

Jake lay there patiently. I looked over at Dave. He had come again and was just sitting there quietly, not wanting to rock the boat – metaphorically speaking.

Regaining her senses and knowing that Jake had yet to come, Katelyn eased her way down his chest to his cock, taking him in her mouth again. He once again gathered her red locks in his hand as he sat up on his elbows and watched the lion’s share of his shaft disappear into my wife’s mouth.  Katelyn sucked him with purpose, pausing only to ask, “Do you want to come in my mouth again?” My heart sank a second time realizing that when they got “lost” in the woods during our hike earlier, she had given him a blowjob and let him come in her mouth.  For some reason that I cannot put into words, the agony of that epiphany only added to my inexplicably twisted pleasure.

Jake nodded in response to my wife’s generous offer. Katelyn used both hands and her mouth in concert, stroking and sucking Jake’s shaft, all of us staring intently. Jake began grunting, quietly at first, then building to a crescendo until he tensed. Katelyn locked onto his cock, taking his come in her mouth as promised. When Jake finished twitching with pleasure, Katelyn lifted her head, cupping her mouth with her hand as she rose to her knees. As she swallowed in a gulp, a small handful of Jake’s load simultaneously dribbled out of her mouth and into her palm. I groaned and finally came at the sight of another man’s come dangling from my wife’s chin. The ruckus forced Katelyn to acknowledge my presence. Wiping her chin, she smiled at me.

Pulling my shorts back up in a huff, I held my out my hand to help Katelyn to her feet. “Come on, let’s go. You’ve had your fun.” No one said a word. Even though I had paradoxically just come at the sight of my wife with another man, I think everyone could tell I wasn’t fucking around at that point.  Katelyn quickly gathered her clothes, not bothering to put them on, and followed me to the tent.

Once inside, Katelyn tried to pacify me. “Jeff, we can talk about this.”

“Tomorrow,” I said flatly. “Just go to sleep. I’m too fucking tired to deal with this tonight.” I was also buying time. I was seriously confused not only about what my wife had done, but how my part of me had reacted. I needed some distance between me and what had just happened.  I surprised myself by drifting off to sleep quickly.  I woke up early, the sun barely on the horizon. Katelyn was gone. 

I peeked outside. The boat was still there, but in the early light of day I couldn’t see very well. I knew what was going on, though. I grabbed my camera bag and started making my way to the tree line. I trekked quietly through the woods until I had flanked the boat and had a good sightline.  Looking through the super telephoto lens of my camera, my suspicions were confirmed.

Katelyn was on top of Jake again, grinding on him as Dave looked on jerking his cock. I seemed to have caught her at just the right moment as she appeared to almost start crying from an orgasm. I instinctively started snapping pictures. When her climax subsided, Jake moved Katelyn to all fours and plunged his cock back inside of her. He fucked my wife like a ragdoll, pulling her hair like they were reins. Katelyn’s back arched and her head rocked back and forth with his thrusts. With his free hand, Jake slapped her ass. Hard. Even at that distance I could hear Katelyn scream, “Yes! Fuck!” I could tell by looking at her ass that wasn’t the first time she’d been spanked.

I switched my camera to record video and held it with one hand, reaching into my pants with the other and wishing I had brought a tripod.  I watched through the viewfinder as Jake continued taking my wife from behind.  Dave stepped forward, still jerking himself off, and kneeled in front of Katelynn. Jake slowed down and steadied Katelyn’s head in front of Dave’s cock. Dave shot his load onto her face just before Jake released her hair, letting her neck relax and take her head and shoulders to the ground. Jake grabbed her hips and started fucking her at pace again.  Katelyn turned her head to the side. I couldn’t hear her this time, but I could clearly see her lips mouthing the words “fuck me” over and over. Jake leaned his head back and fucked my wife with long slow strokes as he came inside of her. Looking utterly spent, Jake laid down. Katelyn turned around on her hands and knees and cleaned Jake’s cock with her mouth before resting her head on his chest. She smiled for no one’s benefit other than hers. She looked completely content.

I was ready to get the hell out of there, were it not for the fact that I was still hard. I just couldn’t for the life of me wrap my mind around how one part of my brain could be so livid while the other was insatiably turned on.  I rewound the video and made myself come to the part where Katelyn’s head, with its beautiful red hair, was rocking back and forth in time with Jake’s cock thrusting inside of her.  Once I had satisfied the beast in me, I made my way back to camp and started packing up. It took a while, and I half hoped that Katelyn would make her way back on her own. Instead, I found myself obnoxiously and relentlessly laying on the horn and calling for her until she finally appeared. Without a word, she opened the passenger door and climbed inside.

“Fucking humiliating!” I barked and slammed my door closed.

“I’m sorry,” Katelyn acquiesced. “I’m really sorry. But can we talk about this later? I’m fucking exhausted. I haven’t slept.”

“No shit. You were getting fucked all night.”

“Yeah, I was,” she snapped. “And I bet you jerked your cock to it again, didn’t you? So shut the fuck up and let me sleep.”

She was right. Katelynn reclined her seat all the way back and turned away from me, curled up in the fetal position. I just drove home, for the first time in seven years not knowing what that was going to look like when I got there. 


Cucked by Katelyn - Part II

Katelyn slept the entire way home. After we both caught up on sleep and avoided each other long enough to start processing what happened at the lake, we made several attempts at discussing the matter. It did not go well. We did nothing but argue for the next two weeks. It was awful. I was livid because as far as I was concerned, Katelynn had cheated on me. There was no way that wasn’t true. I watched her do it. From her point of view, however, because I masturbated while I watched her do it, that had given her license to do whatever she wanted.  To top it off, I was still tearing my insides out trying to understand why even though I hated what Katelyn had done to me and to our marriage, at the same time, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I lost count of how many times I jerked off watching the video I had taken of her fucking Jake the morning right before we left. In the end, with both Katelyn and I exhausted from arguing all the time, I agreed to go to couples counseling with her.

Our appointment was on a Tuesday afternoon. Katelyn had already been once and told me that she had filled Dr. Anderson in the broad strokes of what was going on with us. I was nervous. I had never been to any kind of counseling before and didn’t know what to expect. When we arrived, Dr. Anderson ushered us into her office. Even in heels, she was quite short. I guessed that she couldn’t be much more than five feet tall, if that. She looked to be a bit older than Katelyn and me but was very well put together with her hair up, glasses, and beautiful face. She was thick but in all the right places, her skirt highlighting her voluptuous curves and large breasts. Knowing I was about to be discussing the deepest recesses of whatever perversion I had going on with two beautiful woman was intimidating as hell.

I sat on the couch next to Katelyn. Dr. Anderson sat in a chair across from us. The whole room was designed to be comfortable and put people at ease, but it wasn’t helping me much. And so, our first therapy session began.

“So, Jeff. As you know, your wife came to see me last week and filled me in on some of the details of what has been going on with the two of you. Would you like to share things from your perspective?”

“Honestly, I don’t know if I’m ready to do that yet. I’m feeling a little anxious. This is all new to me.”

“That’s fine. No problem. Just know that this is a safe place to talk. I’m not here to judge you or Katelynn. I’m here to help.  I’m not going to push you.  How about we let Katelyn take us through what happened, and you interject any time you like, okay?”

“Fair enough,” I replied.

“Okay. Katelyn, why don’t you start from the beginning and take us through what got us here today?”

“Okay. So, we were at the lake at this spot that Jeff has been going to for years. It’s very secluded so I asked Jeff if he thought it would be okay if I took my top off while I laid out and got some sun.” Katelyn looked at me for agreement.  I nodded. “Jeff not only said it would be okay but told me that it wouldn’t bother him a bit if another man saw me naked anyway.” Katelyn looked at me again. And again, I nodded. 

Katelyn went on to tell how Jake and Dave pulled up in their pontoon boat and she absentmindedly greeted them topless.  And then how, later, when we joined them on their boat things escalated…

“And then, I looked at Jeff and he said – and I quote – ‘Go ahead. I don’t care.’” Katelyn looked at me. “Right?” I nodded. “Now I admit, I love attention. I’m an attention whore. So, I took my top off. I liked Jake and Dave staring at me. Jeff, too. And he was fine with it, so I didn’t see anything wrong with it.”

“Do you agree, Jeff? Was that okay with you?” Dr. Anderson asked.

“Yeah. At that point, I was fine with everything.”

“Okay, Katelyn. Please, continue.”

“And then…well, the boys started masturbating.” Katelyn paused.

“And then?” I prompted, the irritation obvious in my voice.

“And then they came on me.  I didn’t touch either one of them.”

“And you fucking licked his come off your lip. You tried to hide it, but I saw you,” I griped.

“And then what did you do?” Katelyn sniped back.

“Okay, let’s take a breath,” Dr. Anderson intervened. “Jeff, what about this is making you angry.”

“I was fine with her flaunting her body. And I guess I even said it was okay for them to jerk off. But I didn’t agree to two guys coming all over my wife,” I grumbled. The other part that I didn’t admit was making me angry was the fact that my dick was starting to get hard.

“But what did you do after that? I mean, what did we do?” Katelyn asked in a decidedly calmer voice.

I was too embarrassed to answer, and I looked at the floor.

Katelyn answered her own question. “Dr. Anderson, we went to our tent and Jeff fucked the hell out of me. It was the best sex we ever had. And I tried, I tried, to do it behind the closed flap, but Jeff pulled me to the other side where Jake and Dave could watch him fuck me. And what did you tell me at the end?” Katelyn looked at me demanding an answer. “What did you say?

I continued looking at the floor, keeping my hands resting between my legs in an effort to hide my burgeoning erection.

“You said, ‘Show them how you finish me.’ Your exact words, Jeff.”

“Fine,” I relented. “But let’s talk about the next day. On the hike,” I challenged.

“First,” Dr. Anderson reminded, “Let’s remember that we’re here to work through these things, not argue. You’ve already done plenty of that at home and it has been making you both miserable. Okay? Now Jeff, you seem embarrassed by your reaction to what happened with Katelynn and the two young men. Is that a fair statement or do you disagree?”

“No, that’s fair. I just feel like a freak. I don’t know why I got so turned on watching those guys jerk off onto my wife. And then how good the sex was after. I feel like some kind of weirdo.”

“You’re not a weirdo, Jeff,” Dr. Anderson reassured.  “It’s not at all uncommon for men to become aroused even just thinking about their wife doing something like that with another man, much less have a front row seat. It’s also not unusual for them to have mixed feelings about it. It’s helpful to think of people as having two brains. An animal brain. And a human brain. And they don’t always get along. Your animal brain was absolutely loving what was going on. But your human brain was – and is – struggling to make sense of it. That’s one of the reasons why we’re here.”

I nodded.

“Okay. Katelyn. What happened the next day?”

“Well, the next day we all went for a hike to this waterfall. When we got there, Jeff asked me which one of the guys was my favorite. I told him it was Jake. Jeff encouraged me to flirt with Jake and have some fun, quote unquote.”

I didn’t argue.

“On the hike back to camp, Jake and I flirted. He kept asking to see my tits again. And here’s where I admit I did something wrong. We slowed down and let Jeff and Dave get ahead of us. I led Jake off the path a bit and showed him my tits. He took out his cock and started masturbating again. And Jeff, I’m really sorry.” Katelyn touched my hand, the one that I was using to cover my hard-on. “I gave him a blowjob. Please Dr. Anderson, understand. I don’t know why I did it. It got me so horny knowing that he was jerking off to me. So, I got on my knees and sucked his cock.” Katelyn hung her head. “I’m sorry.”

“Jeff, are you okay?” Dr. Anderson asked.

“I’d figured that part out already,” I shrugged despondently.

Dr. Anderson wasn’t done with me. “Can I ask you a question, Jeff?”

I shrugged again. 

“Are you aroused right now? Thinking about Katelyn sucking Jake’s cock in the woods?”

I sighed. “Yeah, but what the hell? What’s wrong with me?”

“Nothing,” she replied. “It’s natural to get aroused thinking about that. I agree. I think it’s sexy.”

I squeezed the tip of my cock through my pants and sighed again.

“But what’s the part that’s bothering you, Jeff?”

“She didn’t ask. If she had asked, maybe I would have even said yes. Or if I was there. But she went behind my back and lied.”

Katelyn started crying. “I’m sorry, Jeff. That was wrong of me. I can admit that. I’m so sorry.”

I looked at Katelyn and nodded my forgiveness. I was still hurting, though. I forgave her in principle, but the sting of the betrayal was still there. Katelyn leaned over and kissed me. 

“Good,” Dr. Anderson praised. “Now we’re starting to get somewhere. Jeff, why don’t you ask her what you want to know. About her time in the woods with Jake, I mean. Let’s get it all out in the open so there are no lingering questions.”

“Did you fuck him?”

“No, baby.”

“Did you kiss him?”

“Yes.”

I squeezed my cock and sighed with pleasure, not shame. “Did he touch you?”

“Yes. He sucked on my breasts and put his hands down the back of my shorts.”

I tried not to squeeze my cock again. Dr. Anderson noticed.

“It’s okay, Jeff. Do you need to take care of that?”

“Maybe,” was the best response I could muster. “Do you have a bathroom?”

“Or you could do it right here,” she said kindly. “If you want. I think it might be good for you. It’s up to you, though. Katelyn, tell us what happened in the woods. Tell us the story.”

“Like I said, Jake and I stayed back and went off the trail. I took my shirt and top off and he started masturbating. Then he pulled me close to him and kissed me.”

I made no attempt to hide the fact that I was squeezing my dick again. Dr. Anderson smiled gently at me, reminding me it was okay. “Did you kiss him back?” she prompted Katelynn.

“Yes.”

“With tongue?” Dr. Anderson asked.

“Yes.”

“Go on.”

“Then he started playing with my tits and sucking them. He worked his hands down the back of my shorts.”

I groaned quietly and stroked my dick through my pants, a wet spot appearing on the leg.

The doctor checked on me. “Are you doing okay, Jeff?”

I nodded, blatantly rubbing my cock.

“It’s okay if you need to unbutton,” Dr. Anderson offered.

“Are you sure? It seems a little weird.”

“It’s up to you. Just if you’re comfortable. It’s okay with me. Is it okay with you Katelyn?”

My wife nodded that it was.

“Carry on,” Dr. Anderson instructed.

“Jake was sucking my tits and squeezing my ass down my shorts. His cock was rubbing against my stomach. I couldn’t help but grab it and start stroking it. It was so hot.”

As Katelyn spoke, I started unbuttoning my pants, doing my best to be discreet about it. Dr. Anderson took a quick look and smiled at me kindly again.  I reached into my pants and finally got skin on skin. Katelyn was shifting in her seat next to me. I could tell she was getting turned on as well.

“Is it okay if I…you know,” she asked Dr. Anderson sheepishly.

“Of course,” the doctor replied. “In fact, why don’t we do this? That is, if you’re both agreeable to it. Katelyn, instead of telling us what happened with Jake in the woods, why don’t you show us?”

“Seriously? Right here?” Katelyn replied.

“Only if you want to. I think it would be very therapeutic.”

“Well, okay. I guess,” Katelyn agreed.

“So, Jeff. You be Jake and stand up right here.”

Dr. Anderson took my hand, the one that had just been on my dick, and ushered me up.

“And Katelyn, you’re here.” She positioned Katelyn in front of me. “Jake you’ll just have to pretend that Katelyn’s skirt is a pair of shorts.”

“And she’ll just have to pretend that my cock is three inches longer,” I quipped.

“Now, Jake, none of that right now. We’ll deal with any of that later. For now, we’re in the woods with Jake.”

“It’s not that big,” Katelyn mumbled.

“Katelyn, you’re going to need to remove your top if we’re to do this properly. Are you okay with that?”

Katelyn removed her shirt and bra, handing them to Dr. Anderson who carefully folded them and set them on her desk before sitting back down in the chair right next to us. It was the first time I had seen my wife’s breasts since the lake. Well, other than on video. “Okay, so Katelyn, you were in the woods with Jake. He was sucking your tits and he had his hands down the back of your shorts while you were masturbating him, yes?”

Katelyn reached down and pulled my cock out. I slid my hands down the back of Katelyn’s dress, cupping her ass in my hand. Katelyn slowly jerked my cock while Dr. Anderson watched carefully. I licked and sucked my wife’s tits the way she said Jake had done.

Dr. Anderson gave us few moments and then spoke quietly. “And then what happened, Katelyn?”

“He slipped a finger inside.”

I slid my hand between Katelyn’s legs and eased my finger inside of her. Katelyn was as wet as I was hard. She exhaled deeply as I started fingering her, making sure to graze her clit repeatedly.

“Like that?” I whispered.

“Yes,” she whispered back.

The doctor watched us for a few moments before quietly prompting us again. “And then what?”

Katelyn sank to her knees and looked up at me, holding my cock in front of her face. “I sucked his cock,” she whispered loudly and took my cock in her mouth.

Looking on, Dr. Anderson instructed, “Now I want you to suck Jeff’s cock just like you did Jake’s to the best of your recollection.”

I looked down and watched my wife going down on me, imagining the whole time that it was Jake’s. I’m pretty sure she was imagining the same thing. Dr. Anderson must have known, as she chimed in again.

“Tell me about Jake’s cock. What does it look like?”

“It’s beautiful,” Katelyn whispered, jerking me slowly with the tip of my cock in front of her mouth like a microphone. “It looks a lot like Jeff’s. But it’s just bigger. Longer. Fatter.”

“I think it’s worth pausing here and noting that you have a very nice cock yourself, Jeff. Do you agree, Katelyn?”

“Yes. I’ve always loved your cock, baby. I wouldn’t have married you if I didn’t.”

Dr. Anderson continued, “It might not be as big as Jake’s, but it’s very beautiful.  And it’s certainly not small by any stretch of the imagination. I think just about any woman would love it if their husband had a cock like yours.”

“I know, right?” Katelyn smiled.

I hate to admit it, but I felt quite a bit better about myself.

“Now what happened next, Katelyn?”

Katelyn went back to sucking my cock. As I looked down, though, I saw her peek at Dr. Anderson every now and then. I did the same and wondered if Katelyn noticed the same thing I did; that Dr. Anderson seemed to be getting turned on. She was shifting in her seat and leaning forward, her hands viced midway up between her thighs. Her mouth was open, and her expression of academic curiosity was all but gone. It was hard to ignore the fact that her face was only about a foot away from the action.

Katelyn took a long lick along the side of my cock and lifted her skirt to show how she had been playing with her pussy the whole time. She looked at Dr. Anderson. “Do you like watching me, Dr. Anderson?”

“Yes, I do Katelyn. But more importantly, I think you like me watching. Don’t you?”

Katelyn nodded slowly and licked my cock for Dr. Anderson’s benefit. She was putting on a show.

“That’s an issue for later, Katelyn. Right now, we’re supposed to be with Jake in the woods. Show me,” she caught herself, “Show us, how you made Jake come.”

Katelyn went back to work on my cock, and it wasn’t long before I was about to blow.  “Oh fuck, I groaned.”

I looked at Dr. Anderson. She was caught up in watching Katelyn working my cock and masturbating her pussy simultaneously.  Dr. Anderson didn’t notice me looking at her. I focused on her lips, how full they were, a layer of deep red lipstick accentuating them. She licked her lips and swallowed. I looked back down at Katelyn. “Oh fuck, I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

I watched Dr. Anderson as I came. I watched her lick her lips again. I watched her squeeze her hands harder between her thighs, discreetly and gently rubbing the inside of her thighs with her thumbs. I filled my wife’s mouth as she whimpered onto my dick, making herself come as well. Katelyn let some spill down her chin as she had done with Jake on the boat. But she didn’t look at me this time, she looked at Dr. Anderson and grinned, catching what was left of my load in her hand. Dr. Anderson smiled back and handed Katelyn a tissue. Katelyn wiped her chin and handed it back. I noticed Dr. Anderson didn’t throw it away, but held onto it.

“Excellent work, you two,” she praised. “How do you feel?”

“Better,” I nodded, buttoning up my pants.

“Me, too.” Kaitlyn agreed, putting her arms through her shirt sleeves.

“So, listen. You’re my last appointment of the day and we’re about out of time, but I really think we’re making excellent progress.  I’d like to keep that momentum. If you have time, I’d like to go ahead with a second session right now to see how far we can get. What do you think?”

“Sounds good to me,” Kaitlyn said and then looked at me.

“Sure,” I agreed.

“Okay, great. Let’s just take a little break. I’m going to run to the ladies’ room for a minute and we’ll get started again. Can I bring you anything? Water? Coffee?”

“Water would be great,” Kaitlyn and I agreed.

“You bet. Give me about five or ten minutes, okay?”

We nodded. Dr. Anderson closed the door on the way out.

“What did you think?” Kaitlyn asked me wide-eyed.

“Where did you find her? I mean, I feel a good bit better about things, but what the fuck? You know?”

“I know. She might be a little unorthodox, but she seems to know what she’s doing.”

“I know what she’s doing right now,” I elbowed Katelyn.

Katelyn giggled almost uncontrollably. “I know, right?”

“Fuck, that was hot,” I said.

“Yes, it was,” Katelyn agreed.

That was the first time we had laughed together since the lake. It felt good. We both knew we weren’t out of the woods yet, still having some things to resolve about the camping trip, but we enjoyed those ten minutes together while Dr. Anderson was doing what she needed to do. We each genuinely apologized for our respective roles in the events we had already discussed. I, for one, was starting to look forward to getting the rest out in the open and settled. 

After about ten minutes, Dr. Anderson returned with a smile on her face. “Well don’t you two look cozy,” she noted. “Are you ready to do some more work?”

Katelyn and I nodded.

Dr. Anderson sat back down across from us. “Okay, so let’s recap. Katelyn, you had just given Jake a blowjob in the woods. You apologized to Jeff and took responsibility for not being forthcoming with Jeff. Jeff understood and apologized for his part in encouraging you and not making his boundaries clear. Does that sound about right?”

Katelyn and I nodded again.

“Okay, then. So, Katelyn. Why don’t you tell us what happened next.”

Katelyn took a deep breath. “Okay. So, later that night, we were on the boat with Jake and Dave again. I’d been flirting with Jake pretty hard all evening which I think Jeff was okay with.”

“I was.”

Katelyn carried on with the story until we reached the part where she was sitting between Jake’s legs sucking his thumb. That’s when Dr. Anderson threw us a curveball.

“Okay, Katelyn. Now I think it’s time we tried something different. I want you to sit in my chair…” Doctor Anderson offered a hand to help my wife up from the floor.  “...and I’m going to play your part while you watch like Jeff did.  It’s role reversal. The goal here is to help you understand your husband’s experience better. To empathize.”

Katelyn sounded a little reluctant but acquiesced. “Okay. I guess.” She sat down in the chair.

I didn’t’ know what was going on either, but I played along. Dr. Anderson got down on the floor between my knees as I stroked my cock, with Katelyn watching on. Katelyn and I were both nude at this point, but Dr. Anderson was still dressed other than having removed her suit jacket when she went to the bathroom earlier.

“Jeff, or ‘Jake’ rather, tell us what happened next.”

“She started sucking Jake’s thumb,” I replied. 

“Like this?” she asked and pulled my thumb to her mouth, wrapping her juicy red lips around it.

I nodded and then glanced at Katelyn. She looked concerned. Dr. Anderson kneeled between my legs, sucking my thumb. I angled my hard-on at her mouth as I stroked it. She stared at it as I slowly drew her closer with my thumb. Katelyn started looking more and more concerned.

“Then I stopped them,” I interjected. 

Dr. Anderson looked a little disappointed, almost like Katelyn had on the night in question. “How?” she asked, peeling her lips from my thumb.

“I told them that was enough.”

“And what did Katelyn do?”

Katelyn looked at the floor. “I told him to shut up.”

This part was the biggest deal for me. I remembered exactly what she said, and I wasn’t going to let it slide. “Your exact words were, ‘You know what, Jeff!  You can shut the fuck up and watch, or you can leave!”

Katelyn kept her head down.

“Katelyn, is that true?” Dr. Anderson asked gently, reaching over and gently touching Katelyn’s hand.

Katelyn nodded her head.

“How did that make you feel, Jeff?”

“It was emasculating. I was humiliated. She yelled at me in front of a couple of college kids – like I was the one doing something wrong!”

“Yeah, but you kept jerking off, didn’t you?” Katelyn argued.

This was the biggest sticking point for us and a huge part of the reason we had come to see Dr. Anderson in the first place.

“Katelyn,” Dr. Anderson looked at my wife. “You need to shut the fuck up and listen to Jeff.”

Katelyn’s jaw dropped and her face turned beet red.

“Jake, tell Katelyn how you felt in that moment.”

“You really hurt me. Yes, I was turned on, but you gave me no say. You took every bit of power and control I had.”

As I spoke, Dr. Anderson started sucking my thumb again.

“You didn’t clear it with me first. You just started sucking his cock.”

As soon as I spoke those words, Dr. Anderson took my cock in her mouth.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned. I looked down at her gorgeous face with her deep red lips going up and down my shaft. I couldn’t believe what was happening. I looked at Katelyn. She was visibly as shocked as I was.

Dr. Anderson started licking my cock. “How does this make you feel, Katelyn? Watching me suck your husband’s cock?”

“I get it,” Katelyn confessed. “I’m sorry.” She looked like she might cry at any second. “Please stop.”

“You need to watch this.” Dr. Anderson replied. “I’m trying to save your marriage.”

Dr. Anderson went back to work on my cock and started unbuttoning her blouse. When that was off, she unclasped her bra, exposing her huge tits. Finally, she unzipped the side of her skirt and wiggled out of it. There were no panties. Dr. Anderson started playing with herself and looked up at me while Katelyn looked on. “Show me what she did,” she instructed.

I guided Dr. Anderson to the couch and draped her leg over the back. I lined myself up in front of Dr. Anderson and glanced at Katelyn. She was fixated on my cock, pointed at Dr. Anderson’s pussy, with one hand on her breast, the other between her legs. My gaze lingered and Katelyn looked at me. She shook her head as if to say, “Please don’t” but no words came out.

“Fuck me, Jeff,” Dr. Anderson ordered. “You need to do this.”

I started sliding my cock into our therapist’s waiting hole. I was taken back for a moment by how tight her pussy was. Dr. Anderson smiled back at me, knowingly. “Tell her.”

I looked at Katelyn. “It’s so fucking tight.”

“Keep fucking me, Jeff. Your cock feels so good.”

I kept fucking her and slowly began to forget my wife was even there. Dr. Anderson fucked me back, ignoring my wife as well, urging me to fuck her more. I lifted her from the couch and put her on the floor in front of my wife like Jake had done.

“Yes! Fuck me, Jeff! You’re going to make me come!”

I kept my pace, fucking her with long fast strokes while she bucked back against me. Dr. Anderson was completely unreserved, gripping my ass and screaming, “Fuck me! I’m coming on your dick! Fuck me!”

I very nearly came myself, but didn’t know if I was supposed to, so I did my best to hold back.  When Dr. Anderson was finished, we both looked at Katelyn. It was obvious she had been crying, but still sat there, absentmindedly rubbing her pussy. I don’t know if I could describe the look on her face, so I won’t try.

Dr. Anderson ambled out from under me. “Are you okay, sweetie?”

Katelyn nodded. Still a little teary eyed.

“I know that was difficult, but I think it needed to happen. Would you like to say anything.”

Katelyn nodded and started crying again, “I’m so sorry, Jeff. I didn’t mean it.” She launched at me and wrapped her arms around me, squeezing me like her life depended on it.

“It’s okay, baby,” I squeezed back. “I forgive you. I’m sorry, too. I love you so much.”

“I love you, too,” she smiled through her tears and kissed me.

“There you go,” Dr. Anderson whispered softly.

Katelyn and I kept kissing, getting lost in the moment.  Dr. Anderson stayed quiet while Katelyn and I began making love. After a few minutes, however, she eased her way to the floor and laid down next to my wife.

“Tell us your fantasy, Katelyn. Tell Jeff your deepest desire. Honesty in this moment - is paramount. It’s okay to tell the truth. You’re safe. Right, Jeff?”

I nodded.

Katelyn looked at me and cradled my face, “I want to get fucked. I want to get fucked in front of a room full of people.”

The image of that scene burned in my mind immediately. I grunted and fucked Katelyn deeper.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I want you to watch me.” Her words were more strained this time. “I want you to watch me get fucked.”

We were both getting more turned on. I fucked her harder. She pulled me closer.

“I want everyone to watch him fuck your wife.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned.

“It makes me feel so sexy when you watch me.”

“Yeah,” I grimaced. “You want me to watch you get fucked?”

“Yes!” Katelyn groaned.

“You want me to watch you suck that big cock?”

“Yes!”

“You want me to watch him take you?”

“Yes! Fuck!”

“Watch him pull your hair?”

“Fuck yes! Oh God!”

“Watch him spank your ass and fuck you like a beast?”

“Oh, God! I’m gonna come! I’m gonna come, Jeff!”

I fucked her as hard as I could manage, no longer able to keep myself from coming. “You want him come deep inside of you while I jerk my cock watching you?”

“Yes! Yes! Yes!”

For the first time ever, Katelyn came on my cock, unaided by clitoral stimulation. I collapsed onto my wife, exhausted. We both laid there, waiting for our breath to settle. It took a long moment for us to remember that Dr. Anderson was still lying there next to us. She had a big grin on her face.

“You see,” she smiled proudly and tapped Katelyn’s forehead. “It’s all up here.”

“Wow!” Katelyn marveled.

Dr. Anderson nodded.

“I can’t believe I came on your cock!”

Dr. Anderson and I both nodded, both proud of Katelyn and proud of ourselves.

“I can’t believe you fucked my husband!” Katelyn joked.

None of us could contain our laughter. The change in our moods and our relationship from the time we walked into Dr. Anderson’s office and that moment was remarkable. Three hours before that, I would have bet we were headed for divorce. Instead, we were happier than we had been in years.

“So, Jeff?” Dr. Anderson asked. “We haven’t heard your fantasy yet.”

I paused for a moment. “Honestly?”

Dr. Anderson nodded. Katelyn stared at me intently.

“Now I want to watch my wife get fucked in a room full of people.”

Katelyn smiled. Dr. Anderson grinned and nodded, unsurprised.

Katelyn looked at me. “I have Jake’s number…”


Cucked by Katelyn - Part III

The Friday night before the party, I found myself once again looking on as Katelyn cavorted with Jake. Dave and I both had our cocks out watching my wife and his friend in a sixty-nine. I loved seeing my wife go down on him from that angle.  I loved it even more hearing her whimper with pleasure onto his cock when he targeted her clitoris.  Something Dave didn’t expect, but Katelyn and I discussed beforehand, was that she and I both felt he deserved a reward for everything he was doing for us. At the lake, she had rebuked any of Dave’s attempts at touching her and left him resigned, like me, to watching her get ravaged by Jake. That was about to change.

Katelyn beckoned Dave with her index finger, still attending Jake’s shaft. Dave approached the bed, standing at the foot, between Jake’s legs draped over the edge.  Katelyn reached up and pulled Dave’s cock toward her. Dave kneeled down, wide-eyed, and watched as Katelyn took him in her mouth. 

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned.

“Thank you for all your help, Davie,” Katelyn smiled and sucked him some more. After neglecting Jake for a minute, she sucked him again, still holding Dave in her hand. Then, holding both cocks in front of her face, Katelyn smiled to herself and started sucking and licking one after the other, spending only a few seconds on each one at a time.

“This is fun,” she smiled.

Katelyn had her hair pulled back in a ponytail. I tried to permanently burn into my memory the image of her arched back, her red hair tickling her back just above her perfect little ass, and her beautiful full lips wrapped around one cock after the other.

“Would you like to fuck me, Davie?” Katelyn prodded.

“You have no idea.” I could hear in his voice that Dave had been fantasizing about my wife ever since the lake. 

Katelyn dismounted Jake’s face and got on all fours, sideways on the bed. Now directly facing me, I stroked myself as she took Jake’s sizeable cock back into her mouth. Dave didn’t need any more goading once he had permission, he walked around to the side of the bed and squared up directly behind my wife’s waiting backside.  He gently ran his hands along Katelyn’s ass, savoring the opportunity to finally touch her. “Oh, god,” he sighed as he finally slid himself inside of her. Katelyn paused on Jake’s cock, feeling Dave make his entrance. She took in the feeling of a new man for a moment before turning her attention back to Jake. 

I could tell Dave wasn’t going to last long. Between jerking off watching Katelyn and Jake together and then Katelyn sucking his cock, he’d been at it a while.  Katelyn didn’t seem interested in belaboring her time with Dave, either. I knew that she was anxious to feel Jake again. To that end, Katelyn bucked back against Dave’s thrusts and verbally spurred him on. “Fuck me, Dave…Your cock feels so fucking good…Yes!”

It wasn’t long before Dave grunted and jerked himself onto Katelyn’s ass. “Oh, my god. Thank you," he breathed a sigh of relief.

As Dave quietly left the room, presumedly to go to the bathroom, Katelyn kissed her way up Jake’s torso until she was straddling him.  “Hey, baby,” she smiled before kissing him deeply. Wasting no more time, she reached down and guided his cock as she sank down onto his shaft. “Oh, god I missed you” she moaned. Katelyn sat up and started grinding on his cock like she had the morning I watched her from the shore. I hadn’t caught that part on video. I only had a few pictures and had been craving the sight of her hips rocking back and forth in his lap ever since.

“I’m gonna come! I’m gonna come!” Katelyn cried and then collapsed onto Jake’s chest.

“Well, that didn’t take long,” Jake joked.

Katelyn smiled and rolled over, pulling Jake on top of her. “We’re just getting started, baby.”

Katelyn kissed Jake slowly and passionately. The air in the room changed. I was no longer focused on their gorgeous bodies intertwined. Instead, I found myself taken by my wife’s face. Her eyes stayed closed except to occasionally gaze into Jake’s eyes. She spoke very little, other than to whisper “yes” into Jake’s ear as he moved inside her. Her legs wrapped around his hips. Her arms traced his back and chest. Jake kissed her neck and nipples gently, but always found his way back to her lips. Their pace gradually crescendoed with Katelyn almost in tears like she had been on the boat.

“Yes,” she quietly begged. “Come inside me. Please. Come inside me. Please? Please? Please?”

Jake’s mouth rested against hers. He let out a long quiet growl as he filled my wife with his seed. Katelyn, finally satisfied, exhaled slowly and deeply. Jake stayed inside of her while they gently kissed. I sat there transfixed, still slowly stroking myself.

Eventually, Katelyn looked at me. “Did you enjoy that, baby?”

I nodded. Jake rolled onto his back, freeing Katelyn approach me.

“Did you like watching your pretty wife?”

I nodded.

Katelyn straddled my chair, her pussy hovering over my cock.

“Did you like watching Jake make love to me?”

Before I could nod again, Katelyn started lowering herself onto my shaft. Overwhelmed with pleasure, my head fell back. Katelyn slowly slid herself up and down my shaft.

“Did you like watching me take his big cock inside of me?”

“Oh, god,” I groaned. I wasn’t going to last much longer.

“Can you feel him inside me?” she whispered in my ear.

That was it. I became the second man in less than five minutes to come inside of my wife.

“There you go, sweetie,” Katelyn smiled and coddled my face against her breast.

“Jesus,” I sighed.

“Now if you boys will excuse me,” Katelyn announced, “I’m going to go take a shower.”

I followed Katlyn to the doorway and leaned in to whisper in her ear. “Do you want to maybe invite Jake to spend the night and I’ll sleep in the other room?”

My wife’s face lit up. “Really?”

I nodded.

“Yes, please,” she grinned from ear to ear before sauntering down the hallway.

Unsurprisingly, Jake was also delighted with my proposition. Just before going to sleep that night, I masturbated listening through the wall to the sounds of Jake making love to my wife.

The next morning, Jake and Dave were both gone by the time I woke up. Katelyn was exhausted from the previous day’s drive and being up half the night with Jake. She spent the entire morning sleeping and the other half of the day primping for the party. I spent my day shopping and prepping for our guests. Or Dave’s guests, rather. He was posing as the guest of honor at a bachelor party.  He told his friends that he had been secretly talking with a girl overseas for the last few years and that he had decided to marry her. It was ridiculous and none of it was true, of course, but we needed an excuse to have a party with no girls allowed.  Katelyn was adamant about not wanting any “little bitches”, as she called them, stealing her thunder. And college kids will go along with just about anything for free booze and free food. The one exception to the “no girls allowed” rule was the stripper we hired. Given that the plan was for Katelyn to fulfill her fantasy of being taken in front of an audience, on the surface the obvious thought would be to have Katelyn pose as the stripper. But Katelyn nixed that idea quickly. It would have meant giving up her ability to let the night unfold organically. She didn’t want to plan ahead of time who she was going to have sex with, when, or even at all if she wasn’t feeling it.  But you can’t really have a proper bachelor party without a stripper. To that end, we hired one to come dance for Dave early in the evening. It would help get the guys riled up and horny, but also leave Katelyn as the only woman in the room for the rest of the evening after she left.  

Katelyn and I were both a bundle of nerves. Right on time, Deion arrived. In planning for the evening, we thought it would be wise to hire a bodyguard. Having sex in front of a room full of drunk college guys was a recipe for disaster if left unchecked. I was not the most intimidating guy in the world. Nor was hand-to-hand combat on my resume. We hadn’t thought to ask how big he was before hiring him. As it turned out, he was pretty damn big.

“Deion, welcome,” I said letting him through the door. He was at least six-six and two-hundred whatever pounds. He was big, tall, black, and muscular. I was immediately put at ease that if any of the guys started trying to manhandle Katelyn, that Deion could put a swift, decisive end to it. And he was dressed just as we asked. Black dress pants and a white button-down shirt. He and Katelyn would be posing as staff for a sexy catering company that specialized in bachelor and bachelorette parties. Deion and I would tend to the food and drinks. Katelyn would be the server, tending to the guests.

Deion held out his hand and smiled. “You must be Will.”

I shook his hand. His hand practically engulfed mine. “You look great. Perfect. Thank you for dressing the part.”

“Of course. Part of the job. I just want to make sure I have everything straight…”

“Okay,” I replied.

“Your wife,” Deion paused and scanned the room.

“She’s still in back getting ready.”

“She’s gonna…” he paused again. “…have sex with you in front of the people at the party and I’m supposed to stop it if anyone tries anything.”

“Not me. Somebody else. She’ll decide as the night goes on.” It felt very strange telling a stranger so matter-of-factly that my wife and I hatched an elaborate scheme to get her laid with a room full of dudes looking on. “Pretty strange, I know.”

“Hey, man. I’m not here to judge. To each his own.”

Just then Katelyn walked in from the back part of the house. “How do I look?” she asked, twirling.

Deion and I stared.

“Wow,” I muttered to myself. She was dressed in a white lace bustier, a short, black, pleated tennis skirt, and black stiletto heels. Her long red curls were loose down her back. Her make up was perfect.

Katelyn extended her hand and walked to Deion. “Hi, you must be Deion. I’m Katelyn.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Deion gently shook her hand the way a gentleman would a lady.

“So, you’re my bodyguard?” she smiled.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I feel safer already.”

The three of us went over the logistics and ground rules of the evening. Deion took everything in stride. I caught him checking Katelyn out a few times. I couldn’t blame him. She looked incredibly sexy. By the time the first round of partygoers arrived, the food and the booze were prepped, the music was playing, and there was a never- ending stream of muted porn playing on the big screen.

Jake, Dave, and three of their friends were the first to arrive. Jake and Dave pretended we had only met briefly earlier when they supposedly keyed us into the rental house.  They were all on their second round by the time the others started trickling in.  Within an hour, there were a dozen young college students drinking, shooting pool, and eyeballing my wife.

Just as things were getting going and everyone was a few drinks in, the stripper arrived.  Destiny’s arrival elevated the boys’ mood. She spent about twenty minutes working her way around the room, slowly peeling off her clothes, taking a turn in front of each eager young man. Her show reached its peak when she was down to nothing but her G-string in Dave’s lap. Katelyn seemed a little jealous while Destiny was doing her thing. More than once, I noticed her bending over far more than necessary when serving drinks, barely hiding her own G-string under her skirt, looking for attention.  When Destiny was done, the boys waved cash and begged her to stay longer. Destiny politely refused, saying that she had another party she had to get to. Katelyn and I had paid her double plus a tip to make sure that would be her response.

With Destiny gone and the boys riled up and buzzing, they started becoming more and more flirtatious with the only woman left in the room. “Katelyn,” they beckoned over and over, calling her attention for another drink and a chance to flirt. She took her time, letting each one feel special. No one was too inappropriate, but a hand on the small of her back or a finger moving the hair from her brow was common as someone told her how beautiful she was.

Although our motivations were different, Deion and I each kept a watchful eye on the situation. The boys started insisting Katelyn do shots with them. She obliged three or four times. I knew that if something was going to happen, it was probably going to happen soon. That’s when our old friend Jake stepped up.

“Katelyn,” he called, waving some cash in his hand. “I’ll give you a hundred dollars if you take off your panties.” The boys went crazy, high fiving each other, hooting, and hollering like a bunch of animals. I looked at Deion. He was paying close attention and ready to go.

“You wish,” she smiled and started walking back toward the bar.

“Hold on. Hold on. Hold on.” Jake pleaded. Katelyn stopped. “Guys, come on.” Jake motioned for the rest of them to ship into the pot. Most of them did. Jake quickly counted the cash. “Okay, Katelyn. Three-hundred and fifty dollars to take off your panties. That’s all. Nothing else. Just your panties.”

Katelyn cocked her hip and looked at him, tapping her heel while she thought. The boys fell silent waiting for her response. Finally, Katelyn held out her hand. Jake placed the money in her palm. Katelyn put the cash in the little front pocket of her skirt. She then very carefully reached under her skirt and slid her panties down her thigh. She paused, savoring the cheers of the crowd for a moment before pushing them further down until gravity took them to her ankles. She carefully stepped one foot out and then the other until her black G-string dangled from the front of her shoe. s bar, Katelyn quickly jutted her ass out and flipped up her skirt, giving the boys a view of her naked backside. 

“Stay close,” she mouthed to Deion.  She handed him a bottle of tequila from the bar, grabbed a few shot glasses and turned to rejoin the fray with Deion on her tail. I eased the music up a bit louder and watched Deion and my wife join the party while I watched from the bar. Katelyn took turns dancing with the guys. They all tried copping a feel, most often running their hand up her leg and trying to get under her skirt. She swatted them all away.  Deion was always close by, dancing behind her or to just one side.

A few more songs and a few more shots in, Katelyn started bending forward, swaying her ass and using Deion’s shoulders for balance. The boys naturally lined up behind her to enjoy the view. Once she had their attention, she flipped her skirt up again, giving them another glimpse of her naked ass. Then she squatted down, parting her legs. Had the boys been on the other side of her, they would have had a clear view of her pussy like I did. Now she was using Deion’s legs for balance. As she rose back up, she ran her hands up his torso to his shoulders again. Swaying her hips back and forth seductively, she slowly dropped to a squat again. This time, something caught her attention, and she looked up at Deion, her eyes bulging out of her head. I looked closer and saw a huge bulge going down one of Deion’s pant legs. Katelyn ran her hands up his body again, this time intentionally brushing his bulge. With her arms back on Deion’s shoulders, Katelyn stepped closer and started dancing with Deion. He reciprocated, but refrained from getting handsy until Katelyn physically took his hand and placed it on her hip.

Katelyn and Deion’s dancing became more and more sexually charged. He held her close, his hand just above her ass. Her legs were centered over his leg, the one with the massive bulge. She ran her hands all over his chest, arms, and abs. Then Katelyn dropped to squat again, looking up at him suggestively. She ran her hands along either side of his crotch. She worked her way lower, gently rubbing his legs through his pants. I could see Deion’s cock tenting his pant leg. Then, finally and for everyone to see, Katelyn started rubbing Deion’s hard-on. The boys started moving closer, encircling the pair. I had to move to keep an eye on the action.

Katelyn snaked back up Deion’s body, never breaking eye contact with him. She whispered something to him that I couldn’t make out. Deion then reciprocated, squatting down, running his hands along my wife’s body until he was caressing her bare, tanned legs. He raised up, retracing his steps, his hands briefly lifting Katelyn’s skirt as they made their way back to her hips. She tiptoed up to kiss him while simultaneously guiding Deion’s hands from her hips to her ass. Then she moved her hands back up along his torso, across his chest, and to his shoulders, pushing them downward. Deion took the cue and then slowly squatted back down. He caressed her legs again, this time kissing the inside of her thigh just above her knee. Katelyn held the bottom of her skirt in both hands and lifted it outward, no doubt giving Deion a clear view of her naked pussy.

All eyes were on Katelyn and Deion. The group was in a tight semi-circle around them. I had to stand on a chair to get a view.  Deion kissed the inside of Katelyn’s thighs, alternating between the left and the right. Slowly, he worked his way higher and slowly, Katelyn lifted her skirt higher. Everyone was slack jawed. Most of the guys had their hands in their pockets, gripping their cocks. A few were more blatant about it, making no attempt to hide themselves massaging their bulges through their pants. As Deion reached her mid-thigh, Katelyn lifted her skirt all the way, giving the guys lucky enough to be on either side of her a view of her bare mound.

Deion ran his hands under and between her legs to grip her naked ass. He looked up at her and she at him, his face just below her folds. I could see Katelyn’s chest heaving in anticipation. Dave and Jake, who had been standing on either side of Katelyn, supported her as she leaned back in response to Deion’s tongue finding her folds. 

“Oh, fuck,” I heard someone say in the crowd.

Katelyn’s head fell back, and her hands reached for Deion’s head as he buried his face in her crotch.  Gone were the hoots and the hollers from earlier. I eased the music down lower. I didn’t even have to leave my perch. Thank you, Bluetooth.

My mouth watered and my cock throbbed watching Deion pleasure my wife with a full dozen college boys watching. I kept waiting for one of them to whip their cock out, but no one dared yet to be the first. Not even when Katelyn started whimpering, “Oh, fuck. Yes! I’m gonna come!” I thought she might rip Deion’s ears from his head as she came. Once she recovered, Katelyn pulled Deion’s face up to hers and kissed him, her tongue finding his. Deion kissed his way across her cheek and down her neck, rubbing one hand along her breast and squeezing her ass with the other. She looked like putty in his hands.  Deion pushed her bustier downward, exposing her nipple that he soon found with his mouth. One of the boys unclasped the brazier from the back, leaving my wife wearing nothing but a black tennis skirt and black stiletto heels.

Squatting down yet again, my wife went straight to caressing Deion’s huge bulge through his pants. She turned her head slowly to one side, then the other, taking in her audience. When she was satisfied that all eyes were on her, she moved her hands to Deion’s belt and unbuckled it.

“Holy shit,” someone whispered loudly.

Katelyn unbuttoned Deion’s pants and then eased his zipper down. She licked her lips, reached in and pulled out his cock just as his pants fell.

“Holy shit,” I heard again.

“Goddamn!” someone else blurted out.

Deion’s dick was easily the biggest I’d ever seen in person. Not even Jake could really compare. Katelyn cocked her head in disbelief at the sight of it. Undeterred, she started gently stroking it. Katelyn moved her mouth closer and began licking and kissing along it’s length, lubricating it with her tongue and spreading his precum down the shaft. Katelyn looked up at Deion with her big green eyes and let his cock hover over her mouth, drawing out a “will she or won’t she” moment. No one dared say a word.  Then finally, after waiting for what seemed like forever to a bunch of horny voyeurs, in an instant Katelyn had Deion in her mouth. She could only fit the first half or so until it gagged her, so she continued stroking the base while she sucked what she could.

As Katelyn’s blowjob continued, Deion’s cock got messier and messier and other cocks began to appear. It didn’t go unnoticed by Katelyn who doubled down on her efforts, inspired by her fans. If Katelyn had chosen anyone else, I imagined that she would have had to deal with several of the guys shoving their cocks hopefully in her face. But because it was Deion, and Deion was a big boy in every respect, the others got only close enough to have a good view of the greatest show they would likely ever see in their young lives.

After several minutes of witnessing what could be aptly described as oral nirvana, Deion pulled my wife up from the floor and tossed her effortlessly over his shoulder. He gently deposited her on the couch and gathered her red locks in his hand, guiding her mouth back to his cock.  Katelyn reached between her legs, underneath her skirt, and began pleasuring herself as she carried on sucking Deion. He didn’t let her linger too long on his dick before he pulled her up again, this time helping her shimmy out of her mini skirt, leaving her only in the black stilettos. Everyone had their cock out now, jerking themselves to my wife, including me.  Katelyn had the audience she had been dreaming of.

Deion whispered something in Katelyn’s ear, prompting her to turn around and amble onto the couch. With her knees on the cushion, she rested her arms on the back of the couch. Deion stepped forward and rubbed the head of his cock between my her legs. Katelyn reached down and helped him ease his way in. Katelyn’s face turned red, and her stomach clenched as she felt Deion for the first time.

“Oh, fuck,” she grunted, reaching a hand back to press against Deion’s abs in an attempt to control his pace. Deion obliged and took his time, ever so gradually easing himself deeper and giving my wife time to adapt. Eventually, she was able to accommodate almost his entire shaft and let him build to a steady pace.

There was something incredibly sexy about how my wife almost looked like she was weeping when she was nearing climax. I don’t know why that turned me on so much, but I had to keep my hands off my cock for a bit. I didn’t want to come too soon.  Some of the others weren’t so judicious. Right in the middle of the deepest fucking of Katelyn’s life, one of the guys shot his load in front of her, some of it dotting her arm.  Katelyn didn’t seem to even notice, much less care. Emboldened, another took a step forward without getting too close and with obvious intention, aimed at her as he came. Katelyn noticed this time but said nothing.

“You okay?” Deion checked.

Katelyn nodded. “Just keep fucking me.” She reached back and grabbed Deion’s hand on her shoulder, moving it to her hair. “Fuck me. Fuck me harder,” she panted.

Deion gathered her hair with both hands and pulled, making Katelyn’s back arch and lift her torso upright. Deion had her hair nearly by the scalp and put his mouth next to her ear while he fucked her.

“Do you like that?” he taunted. “Do you like getting fucked in front of all these boys.”

“Ooooo,” Katelyn whined. “Fuck yes!”

Katelyn’s chest was jutting out. One brave boy reached out and fondled her breast. Katelyn was too busy being fucked like an animal to acknowledge it. A moment later, he came, leaving Katelyn with a stream of come running down her chest to her stomach.

“I’m gonna come!” she yelled.

Deion continued fucking her like a machine, never slowing when she came or even after. Tears were actually falling from Katelyn’s eyes at that point. “Oh fuck, yes!” she cried. “Oh, god!”

Another one of the guys stepped forward and came on her chest. She watched him do it, but again, said nothing.

“Are you ready for my come, girl?” Deion grunted.

Katelyn nodded quickly. Deion pulled her off the couch, still gripping her hair in one hand and put her on the floor in the middle of the room. Katelyn wrapped her lips around his cock while Deion jerked what she couldn’t fit in her mouth. Everyone gathered around the pair and watched as Deion growled and unleashed rope after rope of come onto her tongue and her face. I heard a few groans from the crowd as well. When Deion was satisfied, he stepped behind her, still guarding her body. Covered in come from her face to her navel, Katelin sat there on her knees watching the half dozen or so guys that still had not come yet masturbating at the sight of her.

“You okay?” he checked again.

Katelyn nodded. “Are you boys gonna come or what?” she challenged and pushed her tits together, giving them a target.

One by one, they stepped forward and came on my wife’s chest. Katelyn basked in the attention, making a show of rubbing their loads into her skin, knowing that every single man in the room likely just had the hottest sexual experience of their lives.  When everyone had finished, except for me, Katelyn stood up.

“Goodnight, boys,” she smiled and waved as she started sauntering her way to the hall leading to the back rooms.

“You heard the lady,” Deion announced. “Time to go.”

As Deion ushered the guests out, I followed Katelyn to the back bathroom. Without saying a word, she leaned over the counter, and I took her from behind as we both stared at her messy reflection in the mirror.  When I was done, she smiled at me and walked into the shower. I joined Deion in the kitchen. The house was empty now except for the three of us.

“You good?” Deion asked.

“Yeah, I’m good. You?”

“I’m real good,” he smiled.

I knew Katelyn was smiling, too.


Wedding Night Cuckold

Watching My Wife Get Blacked on Our Wedding Night

“Do you Lisa take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband, to live together in matrimony, to love him, comfort him, honor, keep, and obey him, in sickness and in health, in sorrow and in joy, to have and to hold from this day forward, as long as you both shall live?”

“I do,” Lisa smiled, teary-eyed, looking into my eyes.

I couldn’t believe she was marrying me. Lisa was the perfect woman. She was beautiful, smart, and funny. She wasn’t jealous, greedy, or browbeating. I wasn’t sure I would ever get married. I didn’t see how it was anything but risky for a man in this day and age. But once I met Lisa, everything changed, and I knew I had to spend the rest of my life with her.

“At this time, Alex and Lisa will exchange rings. The wedding ring is symbol of binding. A symbol of attachment and of belonging, not of possession, but of partnership.”

The minister’s voice trailed off in my ear, like the doppler effect when a car drives by. I was in a daze.

“Alex…” the minister tried again. “Alex…” a little louder. That one got my attention. “Alex, please repeat after me: Lisa, I promise to love you commit to you my whole life. I promise to be there for you when you need me, to be honest with you, and to walk through the valleys of life together, just as we will stand atop mountains together, too.”

With that, the rings were exchanged, and we were pronounced man and wife.  The reception followed at The Grand Hotel where we would also be spending our wedding night before leaving the next morning for a week in Europe.  Lisa had spent months planning every little detail of the wedding, the reception, and our honeymoon. In reality, I think she had been planning it since she was about seven.  Me, on the other hand, I just dutifully did as I was told and handed over my credit card.

The reception was a blast. It was one big party. We had an open bar and the best DJ in town. After Lisa and I had the traditional first dance, we asked the DJ to go ahead and get raucous to scare away the fuddy-duddies, so our friends could cut loose. He was happy to oblige. I was surprised by how many of our older relatives stayed and partied with our friends. Lisa and I decided ahead of time not to get too wild ourselves. We wanted to remember the night, even without the assistance of the videographer recording everything for posterity.

Lisa and I didn’t see much of each other during the reception, aside from glances across the room. She spent most of the night dancing while I was largely occupied talking to people. At one point, I saw her dancing with a tall, good-looking black man. Lisa and I talked very openly about our past relationships and kept no secrets from each other.  Well, almost no secrets. Lisa knew that I had been betrayed in my previous two relationships by women who cheated on me with black men. It wasn’t until we had been dating for over a year that I found out that her most recent boyfriend before me, Blake, was black. I had just assumed that with a yuppie name like Blake that he was white. According to Lisa, Blake was a fantastic guy other than the fact that he couldn’t keep his dick in his pants. He cheated on her multiple times, always managing to sweet talk her back into his arms until she finally got tired of his philandering and moved on.

At first, I tried to pretend it didn’t worry me that Lisa had dated black guys. I didn’t care that they were black per se. I don’t have anything against black people. Well, nothing other than the fact that they kept fucking my girlfriends. It was just that because of my history with women cheating on me with black men, I was insecure about it. As far as I know, Lisa never picked up on my jealously. The other, much bigger secret that I kept from Lisa was that my worries about her leaving me for a black guy somehow wormed their way into my sexual fantasies. By the time we were engaged, I was regularly fantasizing about her with her ex-boyfriend while she and I were having sex. It escalated to the point where I couldn’t come without thinking about her taking a huge black cock. So naturally, when I saw her dancing with that guy, I wondered if that was the infamous Blake or maybe some other black guy she slept with in the past.  I made mental note to slide it into conversation the next time I had a chance.  I also had to make myself stop watching her dance with him or otherwise risk sporting wood in front of my grandmother.

The reception was still going, albeit starting to peter out a bit, when Lisa told me she was ready to head up to our suite. We were leaving for Europe in the morning, and we didn’t want to start our trip already being exhausted. Air travel is tedious enough.  We said our goodbyes, they threw rice at us, and upstairs we went.  I opened the door and carried my new bride across the threshold.  We were, of course, staying in the honeymoon suite. It had a small kitchenette, a minibar, and a living room with a couch, recliner, television. The bedroom was next to the living room, separated by a set of double doors.

I plopped down on the couch and took a sobering look and the woman who was now my wife.  Her long strawberry blonde hair was styled up and contrasted nicely with the white of her dress.  There was a bit of lace on the sides, but overall, it was pretty conservative. I was glad she dressed modestly for our wedding. She had a face and a body that could launch a thousand ships, but I didn’t think our wedding day was the day to show it off. I knew what she was hiding under there, though.

“I think I want a little champagne. How about you?” Lisa picked up the room phone and gave me a devilish grin. I could tell she was up to something; I just didn’t know what.  She ordered champagne and caviar. I had never had caviar and wondered if she had. Lisa sat in my lap on the couch and kissed me.

“Can you believe it? We’re actually married!” she gushed.

“I know, right?” I marveled back.

Just then there was a knock at the door. “That was fast,” I thought to myself.

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

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

I opened the envelope and started reading.

“Dear Alex,

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

All My Love,

Lisa.”

“Well, that’s nice,” I thought to myself. “But what the hell is she up to?”

I stood up from the couch and slowly walked to the bedroom. Standing at the foot of the bed were the server and my bride. Lisa’s arms were wrapped around his neck, his hands around her waist, as though they were dancing like she had with so many others that night. Except they weren’t dancing. They were kissing. And the server was shirtless. I just stood there, stunned, watching Lisa make out with this young man.

Lisa broke the kiss and looked over at me. “Sur-pri-ise,” she sang. I was speechless. “I’ve seen your search history, Alex. I’ve seen the videos you watch. I’ve read the stories.” Lisa started running her hand down the young man’s chest. “You’re obsessed. It’s every day. For two years. Nothing but white wives being fucked by black men while their husbands watch.” She kissed him on the neck, then his chest. “I want this night to be perfect for you.”

Lisa slid slowly to her knees, dragging her tongue down the man’s chest.  Still looking at me, she methodically unfastened his belt, and then unbuttoned his pants. She paused with her hand on his zipper. “Alex, I want you to know that I have never, ever cheated on you. And I never will. But I need to know right now…do you want me to unwrap this wedding gift for you? … Do you want to watch me suck his cock for you?”

Everything was quiet, except I could hear the air conditioning running as I looked at my wife, still in her wedding dress, on her knees in front of another man on our wedding night. My mind was racing. How did she know? I thought I was careful. Who is this man? What should I do? Beneath my anxiety, however, was a steady, unwavering craving to see my bride with this young black man. I put my hands in my pockets, feeling my cock growing harder. Having seemingly lost the ability to speak, I nodded my head.

Lisa looked up at her new friend, or maybe old friend; I didn’t know. She lowered his zipper and reached into his briefs. The young man simultaneously eased his clothes down, the two of them together revealing a big, hard, black cock. Lisa looked at me and ran her tongue up his entire shaft, from the base to the tip. “Don’t you dare come yet,” she ordered before licking him again. She tasted his tip and then used her thumb to rub his precum along the head before taking it in her mouth. “Mmmmm,” she hummed. “I do love a black cock.”

I couldn’t help but rub my cock from inside my pocket. I was doing my best to try not to make myself come, though, despite the fact that I was probably more turned on than I had ever been in my life. Lisa wasn’t making it easy for me.  She didn’t hold back. She sucked, slurped, and gagged on that cock like a true pornstar. Lisa was no slouch in the sack, but she had never given me such a sloppy, gooey blowjob before. I was jealous and a little bit proud all at the same time.

“God, he has such a nice cock, baby!” she gushed while slapping it on her face. “We should have done this a long time ago.”

I couldn’t stand it anymore and had to take my cock out. I moved closer and sat on the bed next to the action. Lisa and her new beau turned slightly so I could have a better view. I stayed silent, just watching and stroking my cock. I was in a state of disbelief, halfway convinced I was in a dream.

Lisa looked so sexy with his cock in her mouth, just the way I imagined it a thousand times. She was even more wanton than in my imaginings, though. I couldn’t believe how much of his length she could fit down her throat or how willingly she gagged until her eyes watered.

“Fuck!” she would exclaim, coming up for air. “His cock his amazing.” She would then go immediately back to seeing how much of his dick she could devour. I was getting to the point where I wouldn’t be able to hold back anymore.

“Are you gonna come, baby?” Lisa purred.

I heard the young man’s voice for the first time. “Me or him?” he asked.

“Him, silly. I’ll make you come when I’m ready,” Lisa said confidently. I didn’t doubt her skills, having just watched what she was capable of.

I nodded in the affirmative in response to her question. I wasn’t going to be able to hold back much longer. Lisa started bobbing up and down on his cock and stroking him at the same time. When she sensed he was going to come soon she pulled back and started jerked the head and shaft with purpose. “Are you ready?” she offered. “Are you ready to come on my face?”

Like I said, Lisa was no slouch in the sack. But there were three things off limits to me in the bedroom: anal, coming inside of her, and coming on her face. She would swallow like a champ or jerk me off onto her tits, but never once was I allowed to outright come on her face. Every now and then I could sneak a drop or two. She wouldn’t make a big deal of it, but she would give me a look and swiftly wipe herself clean with a towel. The fact that she was offering her face to be glazed by this man I had never seen before was excruciatingly stimulating.

“Watch him, baby. Watch him come on your wife’s pretty face,” Lisa panted, winded from wildly stroking the loaded cock just inches from her face. The hottest thing about it was that she really seemed like she wanted it. “He’s gonna come!” she bellowed as the young man tilted his back.

“Fuuuuuck!” he groaned.

Rope after rope of thick cream launched from his cock directly onto Lisa face. She stroked him relentlessly, pulling his cock closer and rubbing it sloppily across her face and lips as he came. When he was finally spent, Lisa sucked him until he shook uncontrollably and fell back onto the bed.

Lisa looked at me. “What do you think, baby?” Her face was covered with his load, come hanging from her lower lip and chin, her cheeks glistening from the lamplight. I looked down. I had been so entranced that I had come all over my suit without even realizing it. “He came sooo much. Look at me,” she smiled triumphantly. 

Lisa made no move to clean her face as the young man gathered himself, putting his shirt back on. “Y’all have a good night,” he said and politely excused himself.

“Who was that guy?” I asked after I heard the door close.

“I found him online. I’ve been planning this for weeks. Don’t worry. I thoroughly checked him out.” Lisa turned her head back and forth, modelling her handywork for me. “So, do you like your wedding present?”

“I’m thinking I’m probably going to end up buying you a car or something,” I joked. I got a good laugh. “So how did you know?”

“I need a drink,” Lisa said, pouring herself a glass of champagne. She sipped it from the glass, leaving a string of come dangling between her lips and the flute. “Like I said. I stumbled on your search history accidentally one day. After that, I started keeping tabs on you. At first, I was a little freaked out. Then, it started to turn me on. And now, here we are. Living the dream.” Lisa punctuated her point by spreading her arms and looking down at her dress. “Oh, look at that. There’s another man’s come on my wedding dress.”

“Damn you’re hot,” I shook my head in awe. “I’m sorry I never told you. I thought you’d probably be mad or disgusted or something with me. I didn’t want to lose you.” I looked at her like a lost puppy dog.

“It’s okay, baby. I love you. You don’t have to hide anything from me.”

I felt a tremendous sense of relief. I pointed at my chin and jokingly said, “You’ve got a little something right there…”

Lisa giggled and joked back, “I think I’m gonna leave it on for a while. I hear it’s really good for your skin.” 

I got up and got myself a glass of champagne, sans semen of stranger, and tasted caviar for the first time. “Hmm. Kind of salty,” I said. “Not bad.”

Lisa and I looked each other and cracked up laughing. We bantered for a little while longer before she started wiping her face clean with a warm, wet washcloth from the bathroom. I was looking forward to making love to my bride when I heard a knock at the door.

“Could you get that, hon? I still have a little bit of come on my face,” she smirked.

I walked to the door wondering who the hell it could be now. I looked through the peephole to see that it was the man Lisa had been dancing with earlier in the evening. I opened the door.

“Hi. Can I help you?” I asked.

“Hey, congratulations, man. I’m Blake.” He held out his hand.

I shook his hand firmly, “Thank you. Nice to meet you, Blake. I’m Alex.” I had no idea what to say next, but I didn’t have to worry for long as Lisa came out from the bedroom.

“Blake-eee,” she sang with a smile. “Come in. Come in. You’re right on time, for once.”

As Blake walked in and hugged my wife, I noticed that he had a present in his hand.  Lisa led him to the couch where they both sat down. I joined them, sitting on the other side of Lisa from Blake, sandwiching her between us.

“I asked Blake to bring his present to us up here. I hope you don’t mind. It’s a bit personal.” Lisa took the present from Blake’s hand and passed it to me. “Here. Open it.”

“You’re full of surprises, tonight. Aren’t you,” I wisecracked. I peeled off the wrapping paper and opened the plain brown box inside. It was a big - really big - black dildo. “You got us a dildo! How thoughtful,” I quipped as though I were talking about a blender.

“That’s not just a dildo, baby,” Lisa explained. “That’s HIS dick. There’s a company you can send a mold of yourself to, and they’ll make a dildo based on your own cock. Isn’t that cool? Now you can watch me get myself off with my ex-boyfriend’s dick anytime you want.”

I held up the rubber dick and examined it more closely. It was big, thick, and veiny. “Jesus, I thought to myself. She used to fuck that thing?” Even he men she fucked in my fantasies were all well hung, Blake was even bigger than in my imaginings.

Lisa took it from my hand to get a closer look. “Wow! They even got the color right. Ooo, and there’s the vein! They did such a good job. Thank you, Blake, for doing that.” Lisa kissed Blake on the cheek.

I didn’t really know what to do or say. I’d never had anyone gift me a dildo before, certainly not my wife’s ex-boyfriend.  As I was wallowing in my awkwardness, Lisa stood up and pulled Blake up by his hand. She started escorting him toward the door, only they didn’t make it there. They stopped in front of the entrance to the bedroom. Lisa turned her head and looked at me. “Are you coming?” she asked. I cocked my head, still gullible despite the evening’s earlier eventfulness. “Aren’t you going to watch me give myself to Blake on our wedding night?”

My cock stirred again immediately.  Lisa was downright diabolical and I loved it. The young man with the champagne and caviar was just the warmup act. I was about to watch a fantasy I had played over and over in my head hundreds of times come true in front of my eyes. She didn’t have to ask me twice. I stood up and followed them into the bedroom.

There was a chair positioned just a few feet from the side of the bed. Lisa must have moved it there when I was answering the door for Blake. Knowing her, she had left little, if anything, to chance. I took the cue and sat down. Blake took Lisa in his arms at the foot of the bed.  Blake towered over her. Lisa reached up on her tiptoes to kiss him. From the beginning there was a passionate familiarity between them, their tongues deep inside each other’s mouths, their hands roaming each other’s bodies.

“God, I missed you,” Lisa cooed as she relieved Blake of his jacket and shirt.

“I missed you, too, sweet girl,” Blake answered.

Lisa began kissing Blake all over his chiseled bare chest. She worked her way down until she was sitting on the bed, Blake’s crotch in her eyeline. Just as she had done with our visitor from earlier, she deliberately unfastened his belt and unbuttoned his pants. This time, however, she didn’t pause at his zipper or look at me. She immediately got his pants and underwear off, never even glancing at me out of the corner of her eye as she freed Blake’s massive hard-on. It easily had to be nine inches, if not ten. Lily was right. The rubber version was spot on.  

“Fuck….yes!” Lisa grinned wickedly. “I remember you.” Lisa went straight to sucking his dick hungily, stuffing as much of it as she could in her mouth. After watching the way she sucked two big black cocks, I got the distinct impression that sex with me was very different from the sex she’d had with Blake. She was even sloppier with him than with the man from earlier, if that was even possible.  Blake grabbed Lisa by the hair and pulled her head up to look at him. He used his other hand to loudly slap his dick onto Lisa’s face, making her smile through her heavy breathing. Thud, thud, thud, thud…

“Hey, daddy,” Lisa grinned before Blake pushed her head back onto his cock.

After both her face and his cock were glistening from the mess, Blake stood her up and kissed her deeply again. He reached behind her and lowered the zipper on her wedding dress. It fell easily to the ground.  Lisa reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, revealing her perfect 34D breasts. Blake immediately went to work on them, sucking each nipple in turn and massaging her tits with his hands. Lisa’s bronze skin contrasted beautifully with Blake’s dark complexion. As he played with her tits, Blake eased one hand down between her legs, rubbing her sex through her white lace G-string. Lisa stroked his cock upward and kissed his chest as he did. I couldn’t wait anymore and took my cock out. 

As I started masturbating, Lisa glanced at me. The look on her face was different this time. She wasn’t just putting on a show for my benefit. Lisa looked back at Blake, then ran her thumbs into the sides of her panties and eased them down. She sat down on the bed, scooted herself back a few feet, and spread her legs for Blake. Blake slid onto the bed and buried his face between her legs. 

“Ooo, fuck yes,” Lisa exhaled as Blake pleasured her. She cupped his head with her hands and eagerly watched him go down on her. “Fuck, you are so fucking hot.”

Blake reached up and grabbed her tits as he redoubled his efforts between her legs. “Fuck yes,” Lisa cried. “Yes…yes…yessss…I’m coming! I’m coming….” Lisa’s voice went higher and higher in pitch as she came until she reached a note I’m assuming only dogs could hear.

Once Blake had nursed Lisa through her orgasm, he eased his way up her torso until his cock was leveled at her entrance. “Are you ready?” he asked in his deep baritone voice.

“Yes, baby,” she smiled like it was prom night. “I want you to be the first to have me.”

Lisa reached down and guided Blake inside of her. He gently eased his cock into her until her mouth opened with a gasp and her eyes widened. “Oh god,” Lisa whispered. I stroked myself, matching Blake’s pace as he slowly made love to my wife, taking her body and soul.

Lisa held his face in her hands. She was enraptured. “God, I missed your touch, baby.” The two kissed slowly and passionately as Blake moved inside her.  Blake ever so gradually moved faster. Lisa’s breathing grew heavier and heavier. “Yes, baby……..yes…..Oh, god……you’re so deep!”  Lisa wrapped her arms and legs around Blake, pulling him in as close as she could. Blake slid one hand under her and nearly lifted her off the bed. “Yes, baby…yes!”

Lisa moaned and cooed, making noises I had never heard from her before. Blake started grunting. It was apparent he was going to come soon. “Yes, baby….yes!” Lisa repeated, still pulling him close. Blake’s grunts grew louder. “Yes, baby! Come inside me! Yes!” Blake fucked her harder.  Lisa cradled his face in her hands. They stared hypnotically into each other eyes. “Yes,” Lisa whispered, nodding her head rapidly. “Come inside me…Come inside me… Come inside me,” she chanted in a hushed tone over and over until Blake finally let out a bellowing growl and unloaded himself deep inside my wife. 

Blake relaxed onto Lisa’s chest. The two kissed gently. “Oh, I love you, baby,” Lisa cooed. “No one has ever made me feel like you do.” As soon as those words left her mouth, I came, unable to keep myself from moaning. Lisa and Blake ignored me, kissing and embracing each other like lovers.

I sat there for a minute, not knowing what to do. Then Lisa rolled to her side, facing me. She reached for the lamp. “Goodnight, baby. I’ll see you in the morning,” she smiled sweetly just before turning out the light. I walked out of the bedroom, following the light into the living room. I sat on the couch in some kind of altered state, staring at the floor. I heard the bedroom door squeak and looked up to see it close. A few moments later, I heard the shower running and then some giggling and other noises. My cock was hard again, but I knew it would be nearly impossible to come. I gave up and went to sleep on the couch. 

I woke up to the sound of my wife screaming. “Oh, fuck yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I could hear the loud, unmistakable rhythmic sound of Lisa being fucked from behind. The bedroom door was open, and I smelled coffee.  They must have been up for a while. I walked into the bedroom just in time to see Blake grab Lisa by her strawberry blonde hair, using it as a rein to pull her head back as he fucked her. “Yes! Yes!” she cried in time with his thrusts. “Oh fuck, I’m gonna come!” she screamed loud enough for the neighbors to hear. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” When she was done, Blake released her hair. Lisa’s head collapsed to the mattress while Blake took her again by the hips, fucking her slowly. After she caught her breath, she noticed my presence.

“Oh hey, baby! Good morning! Did you get some coffee?” Lisa seemed absolutely giddy. Before I could answer her question, Blake started fucking her harder and her body lurched forward with his thrust. “Oooo,” she sang through pursed lips. “I’m sorry, baby. I just wanted him to fuck me one last time before we had to leave. I promise, you can have your turn when we get to France.”

I could tell that Blake was playing with her, fucking slower, then faster, harder, then softer. I sat in the same chair from the night before. Lisa couldn’t help but look directly at me. “He fucks me so good, baby,” she teased.  I took my cock out. “Did I ever tell you he used to fuck me in front of his friends? They used to come all over me. He never let me fool around with them, though.”

“Fuck,” I groaned.

“That’s not true,” Blake protested. “Remember that one night.”

“Oh yeah! There was this one night that I got drunk and sucked off like three of his friends,” she giggled.

“Five,” Blake corrected. “Six if you count me.”

The thought of my wife servicing six black cocks made me moan with pleasure.

“Maybe we could do that again sometime,” she said to Blake, smiling at me while she did. “Would you like that, Alex? Would you like to see me suck all those dicks?”

I nodded my head, stroking myself greedily.

“Maybe this time, since I’m not with Blake anymore, you’d let me fuck them, too.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, getting closer. Blake fucked Lisa harder, matching my pace.

Lisa’s head was rocking back and forth. She intently watched me jerking off while Blake sawed in and out of her. “I’m gonna fuck so many big black cocks for you, baby. We’ll both be in heaven.”

We were all getting close to coming when Blake pulled out of Lisa. She quickly jumped to the floor on her knees right in front of me. Blake ambled off the bed after her, standing over her with his cock in his hand.

“Yes!” Lisa nodded, fingering herself and holding her tongue out as a target. I leaned forward in my chair, Lisa’s face only a foot from mine. Blake held her head by her hair with one hand and jerked himself with the other.  “Yes! Give it!” Lisa demanded, herself near orgasm.  I had a front row seat as Blake shot a huge load all over Lisa’s tongue and face. She grabbed his cock and shoved it greedily in her mouth like a pacifier. I came watching my wife whimper onto Blake’s huge black cock as she brought herself to orgasm.  The room fell silent and all that could be heard was the heaving breathing of three people recovering from their massive respective orgasms. In that moment, I thought that my only regret so far was that we didn’t have the videographer there to get the whole thing on video. 

Lisa got up off her knees. Still covered in Blake’s orgasm, she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “Good morning, hubby,” she grinned and walked into the bathroom.

We almost missed our flight.


From Cheater to Hotwife

Getting Over My Wife’s Infidelity

"Did you fuck him in our bed?"

Some might find it strange to ask that question while on top of your wife having sex. Lainey certainly thought so. "What?" she asked incredulously.

"I won’t be mad, I promise. I just need to know."

"Right now? You’re inside me, for god’s sake."

"I’m sorry. I can’t stop thinking about it." I started fucking her again, very slowly, to see if she would humor me. Lainey looked at me like I was nuts. Maybe I was. It was going to take some convincing. "I can’t get past it. I need to know."

"Why?" she replied. “Haven’t we talked about this enough with the therapist?”

I kept slowly making love to Lainey, hoping she wouldn’t buck me off and tell me to go to hell for asking. “She told us to be honest and communicate with one another. I’m being honest. I can’t stop thinking about you being with Kevin. I’m not angry anymore. I promise. I just need to know exactly what I’m getting over so I can get on with it. I need the story. Please?”

We had been going to therapy for the last few months since I found out Lainey cheated on me with our next-door neighbor.  Kevin and Lainey both worked from home and had become friendly over the past few years. The day after it happened, Kevin texted her while she was in the bathroom getting ready for bed. I was sitting right next to her phone when it beeped. I read the whole text exchange of Lainey telling him what a mistake it was for them to have sex and that no matter how mind-blowing it was, they couldn’t do it again.  The last text, the one that opened pandora’s box, was a dick pic.  In a blind rage, I marched next door and started banging on Kevin’s door like a madman.  When Kevin answered, I punched him in the face and took him to the ground.  I wound up getting arrested after a neighbor called the police. Fortunately, Kevin opted not to press charges and the prosecutor didn’t want to add to their backlog. I ended up spending the night in jail, but that was it.  It could have been much worse.

“Did you fuck him in our bed, Lainey?” I asked again.

Lainey relented. “No. It was at his house.”

I let out a sigh. “Why were you over there? Did you talk about it first?”

“No. He invited me for lunch.”

I kept fucking her slowly while I interrogated her.  I could tell she was humoring me for the sake of our tattered marriage. “Then what happened?”

“We started flirting over lunch. He told me how pretty he had always thought I was and that you were a lucky man.”

“Then what? Did you flirt back?”

Lainey turned her head, ashamed. “Yes.”

“What did you do?”

“I told him I thought he was handsome and that I liked watching him mow his lawn.”

I sighed again and fucked her with a little more fervor. What hadn’t told Lainey was that I had started fantasizing about her and Kevin while I masturbated. I couldn’t understand why and I sure as hell wasn’t going to ask the therapist. But for some inexplicable reason, it helped me to start forgiving my wife.

“What did he say then?”

“He said he watched me sunbathe in the back yard. He said I had an amazing body.”

“At least he got one thing right. Then what?” It was true that Lainey had an amazing body, but I was mostly hoping that the compliment would keep the skids greased.

“I helped him with the dishes. We bumped into each other a few times moving around the kitchen. There was a lot of tension.” Lainey paused. I could feel her breathing deepen as she recalled the memory. “Then…he kissed me.”

I exhaled deeply as I buried my cock as deeply as I could inside of her. “And you kissed him back?”

“Yes.”

“Then what?”

“He started touching me, moving his hands all over my body.”

“Did you touch him, too?”

“Yes.” Lainey’s breathing deepened further still. “He started unbuttoning my blouse…I took my bra off for him.”

“Oh, fuck,” I uttered, imagining Kevin’s paws all over my wife’s tits.

Lainey could tell I was getting off on hearing the details of her indiscretion. “Do you want me to keep going?” she asked.

“Yes.” I nodded. “Please. It’s helping.”

“He started sucking and playing with my tits… I felt his cock pressing against me… I reached down and felt it with my hand.”

I started teasing Lainey with the tip of my dick, the way I knew she liked it. Her body responded. “Did you suck his cock?”

That question carried a lot of weight.  Lainey almost never gave me blowjobs. My birthday was the only time I could guilt her into it anymore. She didn’t answer at first. “Did you suck his cock, Lainey? Did you get on your knees for him?”

Lainey nodded reluctantly. “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“Yes. I got on my knees and sucked his cock.”

I buried my cock deep inside of her again, eliciting a long moan from Lainey.

“You sucked his cock right there in his kitchen?”

“Yes,” Lainey whimpered, taking my thrusts much more eagerly.

“Is that where he fucked you? In the kitchen?”

“Yes. At first. He stood me up and bent me over the counter. He pulled my pants down and took me from behind.”

I grunted, keeping my pace. “I saw the picture of his dick. Did you like having his big cock inside of you?”

“Baby, please. Don’t.”

I teased her with my tip again.

“I’m not mad, Lainey. I need to know. Did you like his big cock?’

“Yes.”

I teased her more, denying her my shaft. “Say it.”

“I liked it. He has a big cock, baby.”

I thrust myself back inside of her.

“Oh, fuck…Yes.” Lainey moaned.

“Did you come for him? Did you come on his dick?” I was fucking her steadily now. 

“Yes! Oh fuck! Yes!”

“Say it!”

“Yes! He made me come!”

I slowed my pace again, wanting to make sure I heard the end of the story. “Did he come for you?”

Lainey sighed in frustration when I held back. I could tell she wanted to come. “Not until later. He took me to the bedroom. He carried my on his shoulder.”

“I bet you fucking loved that.”

Lainey nodded. “It was hot.”

“Then what?”

“He put me on the bed and pulled my clothes off.”

“Did you spread your legs for him?”

“Yes…He said he wanted to taste me.”

“Did he lick your pussy?”

“Yes.”

I could feel Lainey writhing under me, remembering Kevin going down on her. My interrogation had gradually morphed into a collaboration.

“Did he do a good job? Did he make you come again?”

“Yes…Fuck…He made me come.”

“Then what?”

“Then he got on top of me and fucked me again.”

“Just like this?” I asked, fucking her again with long forceful strokes.

“Yes,” Lainey whimpered.  “Fuck me...”

“What happened next?”

“You want to know what happened next?” Lainey goaded.

“Yes!” I grunted.

Lainey turned us both over in the bed and mounted my cock. “I fucked the shit out of him is what happened next!” Lainey started pounding my cock, her ass slapping against me as she bounced up and down. “Is that what you want to hear?”

“Oh, fuck!” I growled. “Yes!”

“His cock felt so good,” she jeered back at me, tired of my questions. “Does that get you off?”

“Yes!” I cried.

“I fucked him just like this. I used his cock until I came again. I fucked him so good.”

I could barely keep myself from coming, my wife taunting me with how good she fucked Kevin. I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

“Where did he come?” I groaned. “Where did he come, Lainey?”

I could tell Lainey was about to come, too. “I’ll fucking show you!”

Lainey started grinding on me, like she was riding a mechanical bull. She knew this was a shortcut to making us both come.

“Show me, Lainey! Show me!” I begged, grabbing her hips and bucking against her moves.

“Oh fuck! Yes!” she cried. “I’m gonna come! I’m coming!”

Lainey was so possessed that I was afraid she was going to forget to replay how Kevin came. “Show me!” I cried. “I’m gonna come! Show me!”

Lainey kept grinding as fast as she could until I wailed and filled her with my load. She fell to my chest, out of breath. We both laid there in silence, stunned by what had just happened, uncertain whether this was a break-down or a break-through.

“Are you okay?” I asked finally.

Lainey nodded. “You?”

“Yeah.” I paused. I couldn’t help but ask one more question. I needed clarity. “So, he came inside you?”

Lainey nodded. “Yes. Are you angry?”

Lainey never let me come inside her. Ever. I had long ago been permanently relegated to her ass or her stomach. Occasionally, I could sneak a bit onto her tits without hearing too much grief about it.

“No.” I paused again, gathering my thoughts. “Thank you for telling me, Lainey. I know it was…” I struggled looking for the right word. “Visceral.”

“You’re welcome,” she replied. Her tone was almost solemn.

And then she kissed me sweetly before getting up to take a shower. I think we both felt a good deal better, having my questions answered, the whole truth revealed. And after we each had some time to sit with the fact that we both seemed to enjoy reliving Lainey’s infidelity, we felt even better. A week or so later, we were making love again. It was nice, but nowhere near as hot as when Lainey had confessed the details of her infidelity.  We both knew it. And then Lainey said something that blew my mind.

“Do you want me to tell you again?” she whispered.

I was the one incredulous this time. “What?”

“Do you want me to tell you again how I fucked Kevin?”

I was caught off guard. I looked back at her stunned, my cock inside of her. “Yes,” I whispered back.

“Yeah? You want me to tell you how I sucked his big cock?”

“Oh fuck,” I moaned.

“You want me to tell you how I spread me legs for him?”

“Yes!”

I could tell she was getting off on taunting me. “Do you want me to tell you how good he fucked me? How hard I came?”

“Yes!”

“There’s one more thing,” she said provocatively. “One more thing I haven’t told you.”

“Did you fuck him again?” I didn’t know what I would do or how I would feel about that piece of information if it were true, but I couldn’t help but ask.

“No. Not exactly.”

I halted to a standstill, my cock on pause inside my wife. “What do mean?”

“This is the last thing. I swear to God.”

“What?”

“That night…after you were arrested.”

“Yeah?”

“Kevin was really pissed. I was trying to calm him down and talk him into not pressing charges against you and suing us.”

“Yeah?” I looked at her suspiciously.

“I didn’t fuck him. I promise.”

“What then?”

Lainey looked me square in the eye. “I sucked his cock.”

A wave of pleasure washed over me, and I felt my cock twitch. I started moving inside of her again, gently easing my way in and out of her pussy, savoring the agony of imagining Lainey taking Kevin’s big cock in her mouth again.

“Is that why he didn’t press charges? Because you sucked his dick?”

Lainey nodded.

“Were you on your knees again?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, fuck,” I sighed. “That’s so fucking hot.”

“Yeah?” Lainey teased. “You like thinking about me sucking that big cock?”

“Yeah,” panted.

“Me, too,” she whispered back. She pressed her mouth to my ear. “I liked it. I wanted to suck his cock again. You gave me the perfect excuse.”

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. “You liked sucking that big cock while I sat in jail?”

“Yes, baby.”

Her confession was having the desired effect. We were both getting riled up. 

“Show me. Show me what you did.”

Lainey slid out from under me to her knees on the floor beside the bed. I followed and stood in front of her. She looked up at me with her pretty brown eyes.

“Show me what you did for Kevin,” I whispered.

Lainey took my cock in her mouth and gave me the best blowjob she’d ever given me.  What made it even more amazing was that she started fingering herself and getting off while she did it.  I had never seen my wife enjoy giving head before.

“Yes,” I grunted. “You sucked his cock just like that?”

“Mmhmm,” she hummed. She pulled her mouth off long enough to add, “…except when I sucked Kevin’s cock, I couldn’t fit all of it in my mouth.” Lainey plunged back on to my cock. I couldn’t speak at this point, only groan and tilt my head back imagining Lainey stuff her mouth with Kevin’s dick.  Lainey started whimpering. I knew she was going to make herself come soon. I looked down to watch her get off with my cock in her mouth.  As far as I was concerned, this was the absolute peak of our sexual history together.  Lainey came hard, never taking her mouth off my dick. I wasn’t going to be far behind.

“Show me,” I panted. “Show me how you made him come.”

Lainey started stroking my shaft as fast as she could and flicking her tongue along the tip. As I started to come, she put me back in her mouth and bobbed up and down on my cock, stroking the base with her hand in time. I hadn’t come in my wife’s mouth since we first started dating years ago. It was amazing.  I couldn’t take my eyes off her as she swallowed every drop.

When she was done, she stood up and kissed me. She smiled with a look of satisfaction. “You good?” she asked, almost rhetorically.

I nodded. She kissed me again, putting her arms around me this time.

“Lainey?” I whispered.

“Yes?”

“I want you to do it again.”

“So soon? Can you even get hard right now?”

“No. Not that.” I paused just long enough to get the courage to say it out loud. “I want you to cheat on me again.”

Lainey froze.

“You can say no, but you can’t tell me you don’t want to. I’ve seen how hot you get thinking about fucking Kevin.” I paused again. “Not just you. Me, too.”

Her look started to soften in the face of the truth.  

“I think it brought us closer together. We’ve never had sex this good before. I’ve never felt closer to you. And don’t argue, you know that it’s true. I want you to cheat again, Lainey.”

I paused. The room was silent.

“And I want to watch you do it.”

Lainey stood there with her mouth open.

“Wait. You want me to fuck Kevin again?”

“No. Fuck that guy. He’s lucky I don’t burn his house down. No. Someone else. Whoever you want. All I ask is that I be there. Everything else is up to you. Whatever you want. Carte blanche.”

After what seemed like an eternity Lainey started nodding faintly. “Okay,” she whispered.  She put her hand on my chest and kissed me on the cheek. Then she turned and walked into the bathroom to take a shower.

A few weeks passed. Lainey and I hadn’t spoken about it again.  I was going to give it a few more days before trying to delicately bring it back up, but over dinner she announced, “I found someone.”

I tried to temper my surprise and excitement. “Really?”

Lainey offered me an out. “That is, if you still want to.”

“I still do. Do you?”

Lainey nodded.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“I want it to be a surprise.  You said everything was up to me, right?” she grinned.

“I did say that. Just tell me, do I know him?”

“I’m not telling you,” she teased, shaking her head and smiling. “You’re just going to have to wait.”

“Okay. Fair enough.”

“I will say this. I’m going to meet him for dinner first. If I still feel like I want to do this – and that’s not a guarantee, by the way – then I’ll invite him in.”

“To our house?”

“You want me to fuck him in our bed, don’t you?”

The reality was starting to sink in a bit. I paused. “Yes.”

“Okay, then.”

“I want fuck you in our bed right now,” I said, my cock getting hard thinking about her with her mystery man.

“Save it for tomorrow, babe,” she declined.

“Tomorrow?”

“Yup.”

I was practically useless at work the next day.  It was all I could do to keep from hiding in the bathroom stall and masturbating. I spent half the day trying to cover my hard-on. When I finally got home, Lainey was getting dressed. I walked into the bedroom to see her putting on her favorite black cocktail dress (I called it “the cocktease” dress) over a black lace bra and skimpy black satin panties.

“Jesus. I hope this guy knows how lucky he is,” I gushed.

“Thank you, baby,” Lainey smiled. “I’m gonna ask you one more time. Are you sure about this? You want to watch me have sex…with another man…in our bed?”

“I couldn’t stop thinking about it all day.”

“Okay then. Now scoot. I need to finish getting ready.”

After Lainey left for her date, I was like a kid waiting for Christmas. I tried to keep myself busy with a movie. That didn’t work. I tried meditating. That really didn’t work.  In the end, I wound up playing solitaire on my phone and nursing a glass of scotch. It felt a bit pitiful, to be honest. At least I harnessed the last little bit of pride I had to keep myself from stalking the driveway from the window.

Finally, at long last, I heard a car in the driveway. And then another. A minute later, I heard laughing just before the door opened. In walked Lainey followed by a man I hadn’t seen in over ten years. At least in person. James was a former classmate. Lainey and I went to high school with him. James had been the best linebacker in the state.  He went on to play college ball and probably would have gone pro if he hadn’t had a career ending injury. After college, he leveraged his local celebrity to open a car dealership. We saw his commercials on television all the time.

“Hi, honey. You remember James, don’t you?” Lainey smiled.

I shook off my initial surprise at seeing Lainey’s first round draft pick, stood up and walked to meet him in the foyer. “Of, course. James, how are you? It’s good to see you, man.” I should mention that James was black.  I didn’t care, but I hadn’t expected Lainey to choose a black man for some reason. She had never expressed an interest before. But if anything, it added to the anticipation.

“Hey, man. How have you been?” he smiled and shook my hand.

“Good. Can I get you a drink?” I offered.

“Jack and Coke?” he asked.

I fixed drinks for all of us. I sat in the chair across from the couch. Lainey took her heels off and curled her feet under her, scooching up next to James on the couch. James was a big guy. He was around six-foot-four, a full foot taller than my wife.  She looked tiny cuddled up next to him on the couch.

We spent about thirty minutes politely catching up and lubricating our nerves with alcohol.  Not a word was said about what was planned for the rest of the evening. Lainey got progressively more flirtatious with James. She started by hugging his sizeable bicep with her arms and resting her head on his shoulder while we talked. Eventually, that escalated to her rubbing his thigh with her hand, coming closer and closer to his crotch ever so gradually. And then, Lainey stood up and took James’ hand, ushering him up from the couch. With James’ hand in hers, Lainey looked at me as she started leading him to our bedroom.

I trailed unobtrusively behind them. Lainey had left the lights dim in the bedroom. Just bright enough to see and dark enough to be romantic.  I made my way to the chair we had in the corner of the room and sat down quietly. James and Lainey stood on her side of the bed, the one closest to me, just five feet or so away. I had a front row seat. Lainey wasn’t tall enough to put her arms around James’ neck, so she put one arm around his back, the other on his chest, and tiptoed up for a kiss. James’ looked down and kissed my wife. Their lips were gentle and sweet at first but gradually became more passionate. Lainey outlined James’ lips with her tongue while she ran her hand along his chest. James bent low enough to reach Lainey’s ass and cup it with his hands. Lainey responded by darting her tongue in James’ mouth. James’ kissed her back easing his way to Lainey’s neck. She tilted her head back to give him access, enjoying his breath and tongue on her soft skin.  Lainey was clearly getting hot and bothered. She took a step back and looked James in the eye as she reached back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor. With one foot, she lifted the dress to her grasp and tossed it to me, the first recognition that I was even in the room. 

James and I both stared at my wife, taking her in. She was a vision, wearing nothing but the black lace bra and black satin panties I had seen earlier. Lainey stepped to James again and began unbuttoning his shirt. She smiled a little when she exposed his chest. It was clear that James had stayed in shape. He had the chest of a body builder. Lainey kissed the center of his chest and rubbed her face across it, breathing him in, before kissing and licking her way up to James’ mouth again. My wife cradled James’ face in her hands and spoke softly, “I’ve always wanted you, James.”

James kissed her again, running his hand up her back to expertly unclasp her bra. Lainey stepped back and let her bra fall into her hands, again tossing it to me.  My wife had amazing breasts and she knew it. They were big, but not big. Firm, but not fake. Her nipples were perky without being too much so. Everything about them was just right.

“Damn, girl,” James smiled.

Lainey looked pleased. “You like?” she grinned confidently as she stepped back into his arms. 

James put his mouth to her breast, circling her nipple with his tongue before taking it in his mouth. Lainey watched him lustily. James’ hand moved back down to Lainey’s ass. Lainey curled her leg around the back of James’ thigh. James’ big paw explored her ass, finding its way between her legs. Lainey cooed with pleasure at James’ touch.

Lainey let herself enjoy James playing with her tits and rubbing her satin-covered pussy a while longer. Then she lowered herself to her knees in front of him.  Looking up at him, she slowly unbuckled his belt. Then unbuttoned his pants. Then eased down his zipper. She took her time and was deliberate in her movements. I couldn’t tell if she was teasing him, teasing me, or savoring her own anticipation. At last, she eased down his pants and boxers. The look on my wife’s face at the sight of James’ cock could only be described as a mix of awe, lust, and intimidation.  His cock was at least ten inches long. Thick. Veiny. It was the kind of cock that guys like me pretended didn’t really exist outside of porn. And now my wife was going to have it. 

“Oh, my god,” she uttered and looked up at James.

Mimicking what my wife said earlier, James’ retorted, “You like?”

Lainey chuckled. “Wow, James.” She held his beast in her hand, examining it with her eyes. Then, turning her head toward me, she slowly licked its entire length. Looking me in the eye, she refrained, “You like?” I felt my cock throbbing in my pants. I couldn’t resist rubbing it with my hand. Lainey opened her mouth wide and wrapped her lips around the head of James’ cock.

“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath in admiration of just how hot it was watching my beautiful wife on her knees with a huge black cock in her mouth.

Lainey turned her head and looked me in the eye, James’ cock pressed against her face. Repeating the question of the day, she asked, “You like?” and then plunged her mouth hungrily back on his dick and started sucking him again. It was even sexier than in all my imaginings.  Lainey sucked and licked his cock, her face starting to glisten more and more the sloppier she became.  James and I watched intently as she serviced him. I rubbed my cock through my pants, a wet spot in the fabric growing larger.

Lainey stood up and sauntered over to me. Standing over me, she looked down and said, “Take them off.”

I reached up and slid my fingers beneath the strap on each side of her panties.  I gently stretched them loose and lowered them allowing Lainey to free first one leg, then the other. 

“You’re so beautiful,” I whispered.

Lainey bent down and kissed me gently on the lips. Then she turned and walked to the bed and sat down, spreading her legs a bit, inviting James. He wasted no time getting on his knees in front of her. He parted her legs with his hands and began kissing the inside of her thigh, edging his way up to her pussy.  Lainey put her hands on the back of his head, massaging his hair with her fingertips. I was looking into Lainey’s eyes when James made contact with her pussy. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back, exhaling slowly until her lungs were emptied. Lainey lifted her head back up and found my gaze again. I slowly freed my cock, never breaking eye contact with my wife. Even though I was nothing in comparison to James, my cock was as big and hard as it had ever been. I stroked myself slowly, staring into Lainey’s eyes. She glanced down at my cock and cooed, “Oooo, yes.”

James took his time pleasuring Lainey with his tongue. I could see the pleasure building in her eyes. “Oh…yes…fuck…,” she whimpered. “I’m gonna come James…fuck…yes…Yes!...Yes! Yes! Yes!” James held her steady as she came and then patiently kissed her thighs as he gave her a moment to recover.  Once she caught her breath, Lainey sat up and showed her gratitude with a kiss. “Fuck me, James.”

Lainey turned onto her back with her head over the edge of the bed. She looked at me upside down as James ambled up onto the bed. “Can you see, baby? You can come closer if you want.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.  I stood up and suddenly realized I was the only person in the room with any clothes on.  Feeling stupid, I quickly disrobed and then kneeled at the bed with Lainey’s face next to mine. James was on his knees with Lainey’s legs spread wide before him. “He’s gonna fuck me, baby,” Lainey panted in anticipation, sounding as though she didn’t quite believe it. 

James’ lined his cock up at her entrance and eased a few inches in. I could see Lainey’s stomach muscles clench as she groaned loudly, “Oh FUCK!”

“You okay, baby?” I worried.

Lainey nodded her head rapidly. “Just go slow. Go slow. Please.”

James eased his cock back out and then slowly in again.

“Oh god,” Lainey exhaled. “It’s so thick.”

“Does it feel okay, baby?” I asked, still concerned it might be too much for her.

“It’s unbelievable,” she sighed.

James gradually filled her with more and more of his cock. Lainey reached down and started rubbing her clit while he fucked her with long, slow strokes. Lainey started whimpering in a high-pitched tone, making noises I’d never heard from her before. “More,” she whinnied.

James started fucking Lainey harder, drawing even more cries and whimpers from her. “Oh, my god!” she whined. Lainey started actually crying real tears. “I never…,” she started but didn’t finish her thought before she interrupted herself. “I’m gonna come.  I’m gonna come so hard…..Oh, fuck, James….” Lainey rubbed her clit frantically as James fucked her harder and harder. “OH GOD! OH GOD!” Lainey’s body lurched up like she was doing crunches. She screamed loud enough for the neighbors to hear. “Hoooooooo, GOD!”

Lainey fell back down to the bed and eased James off her, pushing him with her feet. She held up her hand, motioning that she needed him to stop. For a solid minute, she lay there panting and in a daze while James and I waited patiently.

When I couldn’t take the silence anymore, I smiled, “You okay, babe.”

Lainey nodded. “Holy Fuck!” she said slowly and with emphasis. “That was un-be-lieve-able!”

“You like?” James smiled.

Lainey and I both chuckled.

“You ready for more?” James asked.

“Yes, please,” Lainey replied.

“Give me that ass,” James ordered, manhandling Lainey to her stomach and pulling her hips up so her ass was up and waiting for him.

Lainey’s face was directly in front of mine. Lainey smiled at me like a kid getting ready to play with a new toy.  Just as I kissed her, James plunged his cock back inside of her.

Lainey pursed her lips and exhaled, taking his length back inside of her. “He’s so fucking big, baby.”

“Yeah, you like it?”

“It feels so good.”

I stood up to get a better look. I kept stroking my cock, watching James clap his body against my wife’s ass. I looked down at Lainey and praised, “You’re so fucking hot, baby.” Lainey responded by opening her mouth, inviting me. I lowered my stance enough for Lainey to reach her lips around my cock. My wife was being spitroasted for the first time in her life. Even in my fantasies, I hadn’t dared allow myself to dream of that. It was a most welcome surprise, but in the moment, I wanted to be closer to my wife. I kneeled back down and kissed Lainey while James had his way with her.

“I love you so much, baby,” I whispered in her ear.

James was fucking her so hard at this point that Lainey couldn’t really speak, she just kissed me again and whimpered. She was under James’ spell now.  I sat back down in the chair and watched the show. Lainey occasionally opened her eyes for a glance at me stroking my cock. She seemed gratified that I was enjoying myself. I wasn’t in the chair for long before James groaned that he was about to come.

“Can he come in me, baby?” Lainey whined. “Please, can he come in me?”

“Fuck yeah!” I groaned. “Come in her, James! Come in my wife!”

James and Lainey started moaning in unison. “Fuck, I’m gonna come!” James barked. He slowed his pace and thrust his cock forcefully into Lainey several more times, unleashing his load inside of her.  Lainey fell from his dick, flat on the mattress in repose.  James stepped back, sweaty and winded. He was the second man to come inside my wife. I was not one of the two. “Goddamn,” he panted. “Your wife can take a dick.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing. Somehow, saying “thank you” in the moment just didn’t seem right.  Lainey was still speechless, but I think I heard her snort a bit at the compliment. James started gathering his clothes and getting dressed. I was still sitting there naked. Still hard.  Before walking out the door, he leaned down and kissed Lainey upside down, who was laying on her back again.

“Lainey,” he grinned. “You are beautiful, and you are sexy as hell. Thank you for a wonderful evening.”  He nodded to me on his way out the door.

“Thank you, James,” Laney smiled from ear to ear.

“Holy shit, did you see that?” Lainey gasped rhetorically. She looked at me incredulously. “Did you not come? How did you not come?”

“I don’t know. I think I was just hard for most of the day and my dick got used to it or something. Plus, holy shit, I did see that, and I was so busy being awestruck I must have forgotten to get myself off,” I joked.

“So, you liked it?”

“Fuck yes, I liked it.” I climbed onto the bed with her. I continued jerking off while I told her how hot I thought it was.

“What was your favorite part?” Lainey asked.

“Oh god, it’s hard to say. I loved watching you suck his cock. Holy shit, that was amazing.” I closed my eyes trying to recall the image in my mind. “And when you came so hard lying on your back while he fucked you. Jesus, that was amazing.”

“YOU thought it was amazing?” she joked. “Holy shit, you should have felt what it was like! It was like every cell in my body orgasmed!”

“And then,” I said a little quieter, “when he came inside you.”

Lainey matched my tone. “Yeah. You liked that?”

“Yes.”

“You know, Kevin and James have both come inside me now.”

I kept stroking. “Uh-huh.”

“Do you want to see what it feels like?” she teased. “To come inside your wife?” Lainey paused for dramatic effect. “After another man has already filled her up?”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned.

Mimicking James from earlier I demanded, “Give me that ass.” I scooted behind her and flipped her over, pulling her hips up. I slid my cock inside her with ease.

“How does it feel, baby?” she asked seductively.

“It’s different. It feels good, though. Really good.”

Lainey’s warm, creamy pussy felt way better than my hand.  “I can’t believe we spitroasted you.”

“I know. That was so hot.”

I fucked Lainey steadily and finally felt myself getting close to an orgasm. “Do you want to fuck him again?”

Lainey didn’t bat an eye. “Oh god, yes. That man can have me anytime he wants.” Hearing that got me right up to the verge. Then Lainey finished me off, “Don’t worry. You’ve got dibs on sloppy seconds.”

And that is the story of how, for the very first time, I came inside my wife. 


Vacation Hotwife

Cucked by My Wife and Her Surfer Boyfriend

“What the damn hell?” Piper and I cursed in unison.

My wife and I were celebrating our twentieth anniversary. We were married at twenty-one with a baby on the way. Now that our son was grown up and off at college, we were taking advantage of the opportunity to be a little more intrepid. For this trip, we were trekking to Thailand. Piper found a camp site on a small private beach. The plan was to stay there for a week just soaking up the sun, reading, and making love before spending another week exploring other parts of the country. Piper and I had never had a real honeymoon, so the cove sounded like the perfect romantic getaway.

It took a full day and a half of travel to get to the cove from our home in the States. The anticipation of finally reaching our destination was quashed when we saw that the cove housed not one, but four huts spaced only about ten yards apart. The marketing material had led us to assume that we would be the only ones there. We pulled in and parked. There was only one other vehicle that I could see. I didn’t see any sign of other people until Piper pointed out a trio of surfers in the water.

Piper and I walked to the beach. We managed to get their attention and waved them in.

One of them reached us before the others. He was tall with weathered blonde hair and looked to be around twenty.  None of them had an ounce of fat on them. “Hey bruh, what’s happening?”

“Hey,” I replied. I couldn’t bring myself to say “bruh.” “Are you guys staying here, too?” I motioned to the huts behind us.

“Yeah, man.”

“We thought there was going to be only one hut,” I explained.

“Nah, bruh. There’s four,” he said, stating the obvious.

“Quatro,” one of the others chimed in.

The first guy continued. “There were supposed to be four of us on this trip, but Charlie had to cancel. That’s probably what happened.”

It still felt like we got conned, but there was nothing I could do about it. “I guess,” I relented and extended my hand. “I’m Oliver and this is my wife, Piper.”

“Piper,” the second one chimed again, being not so subtle about checking out my wife.

The alpha shook my hand. “I’m Phineas. People call me Finn. That’s Timothy and that’s Mick.”

“Nice to meet you guys. Listen, we’re pretty beat from the trip. Which one is ours,” I asked.

Finn pointed to the last one in the row. Piper and I thanked our beach mates and headed for our hut, to take a much-needed nap.  The huts were nice. Each was fronted with a sliding glass door, so you could look out at the ocean from your bed if you chose to leave the blinds open. There was a small bathroom in each hut, but there was a communal shower set back from the huts.  The huts had electricity, but only enough to power a small refrigerator, a few lamps and an outlet, presumably for charging electronics.  I guessed the electricity was somehow solar generated, but I didn’t really care at that point. Piper and I didn’t bother unpacking before lying down.

When I woke up, it was the next morning. I wasn’t surprised I had slept so long. The trip had really taken it out of me. I couldn’t sleep on planes like Piper.  Plus, Piper was a night owl. I was an early bird. It worked well for us. I had mornings to myself. She had the nights. We met in the middle.

I went to the bathroom and saw one of Piper’s swimsuits drying on a hook. When I came out, I noticed that she was sleeping naked. I made a mental note to make sure to keep the blinds closed so our new friends didn’t get a peek at more than they bargained for.  I slid open the door as quietly as I could and made my way outside.  Finn was sitting on one of the makeshift benches that encircled a firepit.

“Good morning,” I announced myself, coming up behind him. 

“Hey, it’s Oliver,” Finn smiled and offered me a mango.  “Your wife’s a cool lady, man.”

“Really?” I said, surprised.

“Yeah, dude. She’s a good hang. We took her out last night, amongst the waves and the stars. It was rad.”

“The three of you?”

“Yeah, man.” Finn picked up on my concern. “Don’t worry. We were total gentleman.”  Then he seemed to become self-conscious that I might be insulted they didn’t try anything with my wife. “I mean, not that your wife’s not hot. She’s smokin’. We’re just, you know, respectful.”

“Thanks. I appreciate that,” I chuckled. It was clear that Finn was a good-hearted young man. 

By the time Piper woke up, I had eaten breakfast, taken a swim in the ocean, and showered. I’d also spent a while watching Finn et al surf and getting to know them a little bit.  They were a lot smarter than I had given them credit for based on our first meeting.  Finn and Timothy (not Tim or Timmy) had known each other since second grade. They met Mick in college, their freshman year.  And it turned out that they went to school only about an hour away from us in the States. 

Piper emerged from our hut in cutoffs and a t-shirt. The boys and I were sitting on the benches having lunch.  She greeted us with a smile and a “Good morning, boys.”

“Good morning,” they all replied.

“Piper,” Timothy sang rhetorically in his stoner voice. Mick let out a wolf howl. Everyone other than me, including Piper, chuckled. Piper had obviously developed a rapport and an inside joke or two with our new friends. After lunch, Piper and I took a hike in the woods along the beach. 

I asked the obvious question. “So, what exactly did I miss last night?”

Piper smiled. “Oh, it was amazing. They have a spare surfboard. We all went out and floated in the ocean, looking up at the moon and the stars. It was amazing.”

“Finn made sure to tell me that they were all complete gentlemen,” I teased. “He also said you were ‘smokin hot’, in case you were wondering.”

“They’re good boys. I got some looks, but no one laid a hand on me,” Piper assured. “You know what they told me, though?”

“What?”

“They said that usually, when they do that, they all jerk off looking up at the night sky.” Piper looked at me, mimicking disbelief. “Can you believe that?”

“A group of twenty-year-olds jerking off? Yes, I can believe it. Sounds like you ruined their party.”

“Well, it was still fun,” Piper defended herself.  “And who says they didn’t jerk off after I left. I did notice a bulge or two.”

“I thought they were the ones looking at you? Sounds like you were doing some looking of your own, young lady.”

Piper started blushing. “Hey, there’s nothing wrong with looking. You would, too, if you were surrounded by a bunch of young female co-eds with hot bodies.”

Piper and I had made it a good distance from the huts by that point. Far enough to have some privacy.

“Yeah? You like their hot bodies?”

Piper could tell by my tone that I wasn’t joking anymore. I was getting horny.

“Maybe. Why? Do you like that they were checking out your wife?”

“Maybe.” I moved closer and took Piper in my arms and kissed her. “I bet you loved that they were hard for you.”

Piper pushed down my shorts and took my cock in her hand. I unbuttoned her cutoffs and pushed them down in turn, rubbing between her legs. Piper and I had twenty years of practice at getting each other aroused. It wasn’t long before she turned around and balanced herself against a tree, presenting herself for me to fuck.

I took her hip in hand and slid myself inside her warm pussy. “Sorry I’m not one of your young admirers. I guess you’ll have to settle for your husband,” I teased as I slowly started fucking her.

Piper bucked back against me. “It’s alright. You’ll do,” she smiled. I could tell she was enjoying herself more than usual. Piper loved having sex in nature. I, on the other hand, was wishing we were in a cozy bed. My knee was starting to hurt. Don't get me wrong, I was enjoying myself. Piper had really taken care of herself. She'd spent the last several years working out and studying martial arts. She had the body of a 25-year-old. I was indeed a lucky man. So, even though my knee hurt, looking down at her tight ass as I fucked her could not be described as a hardship. I ignored the pain as Piper and I fucked each other harder and harder until we were both groaning and ready to come. She looked so sexy with her cut offs pulled down to her thighs. Piper was lost in the moment looking down at the ground slamming back into me getting herself off.

“Fuck me!” she groaned.

I happily obliged. I was doing my best not to come so she could get off before I was done but it was going be close. Finally, with a loud moan, she came on my cock. Satisfied that she was satisfied, I pulled out and jerked myself onto the ground. We didn't have any way to clean up, so I didn't want to get any messier than necessary. With age comes wisdom. Having been married for 20 years, we high fived and both unceremoniously pulled our pants back up. We agreed it would be nice to head back to camp for a dip in the ocean before dinner.

The surfers joined us for dinner around the fire pit.  Mick and Timothy announced they were going to make the trek into town for some nightlife and invited us to join. Piper and I declined. We were enjoying the peace and relative solitude of the beach.  Finn said he was going to spend the night taking photographs. Apparently, that was his major in school. He had quite a nice camera with lots of gizmos that made no sense to me. Piper had a passing interest in photography and seemed to understand most of it. 

After sunset, Mick and Timothy left for town, leaving just Piper, Finn, and I. We had a few drinks and talked until I was tired and ready for bed. Piper walked me to our hut to say goodnight.

“Have fun with your boyfriend,” I joked. I had teased Piper relentlessly for years about all our son’s friends who obviously had crushes on her.  She was a MILF if ever there was one and I took great pleasure in making fun of her for it. 

“Ha ha,” she smiled. She was used to it. 

Piper kissed me and closed the sliding glass door behind her as she left. I closed the blinds and laid down. Hearing the waves crashing in the distance, it didn’t take long at all for me to drift off into a deep sleep.

I woke up in the middle of the night or rather, I was woken up. Piper’s mouth was latched onto my cock. I was hard. Piper was shaking me with one hand, using her other to aid in her libidinous pursuit.

“What the fuck?” I mumbled, coming to.

“I need you to fuck me!” she whispered urgently, wasting no time straddling me. 

I had absolutely no clue what was happening. “Piper, what’s going on? Are you okay?”

“Shut up and fuck me,” she demanded, sliding down my cock. “Oh, fuck yes!”

“What is happening,” I begged.

“I needed you to fuck me or I was going to fuck him,” she answered plainly, grinding on me like she was on a mission.

“Fuck who?”

“Finn.”

“But…,” I tried to ask, but was silence.

“Just shut up and fuck me!” she ordered.

I hadn’t seen Piper this horny in years. It was a serious turn-on to see her so riled up. At that point, an explanation could wait. I just held on for the ride. Piper alternated slamming up and down on my cock and grinding against me. Other than for the sake of our wedding vows, I don’t think it mattered who I was at that point. I was merely being used as a masturbatory aid.  And she wasn’t thinking about me. Her eyes were closed and was obviously unaware she was mouthing “Finn” as she fucked me.

“Yes! Yes!” Piper cried as she started to orgasm. “Fuck me! Fuck me!” Her body shook and she collapsed onto my chest, out of breath with my cock still hard inside of her. I tried to slowly fuck her, but was shooed away. “Give me a minute, babe.  I’ll finish you off, just give me a sec.”

Piper slid to my side, leaving me to jerk myself slowly while I waited. “Piper, what the hell is going on?”

“I’ll tell you, but you have to promise not to get mad, okay?”

“Okay, fine,” I agreed impatiently.

“We didn’t do anything. I promise. I never touched him.”

I was lost. “What are you talking about?”

Piper started relaying the events that explained what had just happened. “Okay. Finn was showing me how to use his camera. We were taking pictures of the moon and the ocean and stuff. Then he took a picture of me and told me how beautiful I looked. Like, he made a big deal of it. But he didn’t mean anything by it, Oliver. I promise. He showed me the picture of me standing in my bikini in the moonlight. It looked amazing. I hadn’t felt that pretty in years. Hell, probably not since I was his age. I started posing for him. I couldn’t get over how good I looked in the photos. It made me feel young again. I wanted more. I started posing more and more sexy. It wasn’t Finn, baby. It was me. Here, look. He put the pictures on my phone.” Piper grabbed her phone and started scrolling through the photos, holding it so I could see. My hands were otherwise occupied. 

“Wow,” I exclaimed.  Piper was right. She looked absolutely amazing. Her skin was some tantalizing, sexy shade of blue in the moonlight. Her skin sparkled from little bits of sand scattered randomly along her busty frame. The shape of her body was outlined in the sky behind her, dotted with stars. I had never seen her look so sexy, even when she was young. The photos were genuinely remarkable.

I had been stroking my cock unconsciously the whole time Piper had been speaking. Piper paused scrolling the photos, bringing my activity below the equator back into awareness. 

“See?” Piper asked, looking for reassurance that I understood so far.

“Yeah, I get it.” I felt a little weird touching myself at this point, but Piper started scrolling through the photos again, each of them getting sexier than the next. “You look so fucking sexy,” I cooed. In the photos, Piper kept posing more and more seductively. There were photos of her on all fours from different angles, showing her curves from the side, the arch of her back, looking down from behind, from the front with her ass in the air and her chin in the sand. There were photos of her on her knees, looking up at the camera, her cleavage in view, her face illuminated perfectly in the light of the moon. “Jesus Christ, that’s hot,” I whispered loudly.

Then Piper flipped to the next photo. It was the same as the last. She was on her knees in the sand, a wave from the ocean barely reaching between her knees. She was looking up at the camera just like in the last photo. The only difference was that she was topless. “We took some nudes. It wasn’t Finn’s idea, baby. It was mine. He was a complete gentleman. Please don’t be mad.”

“I’m not mad,” I reassured her. In fact, I was the complete opposite. The photos were incredibly sexy. But even beyond the photos, for some reason, the thought of Finn posing my wife naked and her willingly participating made me horny in some new, primal way. I slowed my pace on my cock. I nursed it, savoring how hot the moment was. “You took your clothes of for him?” My change in demeanor and tone of voice made it clear that I was anything but upset.

Piper nodded slowly. Our eyes locked. I could tell by the way she looked at me that she understood I wanted more. The game was afoot. “Keep looking,” she whispered and motioned with her head to the phone.

The photos got more and more sexual. Finn had taken closeups, each a different study of a part of Piper’s body. A shoulder. Her navel. Her mouth and lips. Her hips. All very artistic. All very beautiful. Finn was, indeed, a talented photographer. The photos continued. Her feet. Then her perfect, firm ass paid for with a million lunges. Then her breasts. Then just her nipples, barely dotted with sand. Then her mound, and her folds glistening in the moonlight.

“Oh fuck, that’s hot.” I groaned. I resisted the urge to make myself come. I wanted to keep savoring the moment.

Piper appeared to steel herself. “There’s more,” she confessed, looking at me, unsure of what my reaction would be.

“Tell me,” I urged.

“Please understand. I was so turned on. I felt so sexy.”

I nodded, waiting.

Piper looked down in shame. “I played with myself.” She paused for a moment, still looking down, tracing her finger nervously along the bed sheet. “I masturbated in front of Finn.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned again, stroking myself harder.

Pipers breathing got deeper. She looked at me again. “I couldn’t help it.” Piper bit her lip. “He took his clothes off, Oliver.”

I stared at my wife, hanging on her every word.

“He stroked his cock for me, baby. We masturbated looking at each other.”

“Did you come for him?” I could barely get the words out I was so turned on.

Piper nodded her head. “Yes.”

“Did he come?”

“Yes,” she nodded slowly.

Piper reached over and gently rubbed my balls as I jerked my cock. She smiled wickedly in a way I had not seen before, watching how much I was getting off.

“I got on my knees for him.”

“Oh,” I groaned loudly. “Did you suck his cock?”

“No,” she shook her head ……… “I let him come on me.”

I came so hard envisioning Finn coming all over my wife’s face and tits. Piper knew my body as well as I did and squeezed my balls perfectly, drawing out every last bit of pleasure. I came for what seemed like a lifetime.

“Are you mad?” she asked, looking at me sheepishly.

Utterly spent, I shook my head. “No. Jesus Christ that was hot. Did you really do that?”

Piper nodded her head. “Are you sure you’re not mad?”

“I’m pretty sure,” I replied. “I think I might actually wish that you’d sucked his cock,” I said jokingly or more accurately, half-jokingly. 

Piper looked a little surprised, but in a welcome way – like I had just relieved her of her guilt.  “I thought about it,” she joked back and laughed. Or was she half-joking, too, I wondered?

“Oh fuck,” I shook my head, the image playing in my mind. “What’s happening with us?”

“I don’t know,” Piper agreed. “It must be the sea air.”

We were silent for a moment, then Piper got up to go to the bathroom. Before she closed the door she turned and asked one more time, “So we’re good, yeah?”

“Yeah,” I concurred. “We’re good.”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The next day, I was up well before Piper as usual. Our campmates were out surfing. They lived toddlers. They played hard in the morning, napped in the afternoon, and played hard again as late as they could stand it. Finn found his way to the firepit circle to say good morning. I could tell he was wondering if I knew what had happened the night before. I said nothing. We just chatted about what life was like back home. Only an hour away from each other, we were familiar with each other’s hometowns.  It occurred to me how pointless it seemed to travel halfway around the world only to meet someone a hour away from home. Eventually, he went back to surfing with his mates. By the time Piper joined me, the boys were heading in for their siesta. 

“Piper!” the boys greeted her with a smile, one by one, as they passed her on the way to their huts. I felt a little tingle in my no-no bits when Piper and Finn exchanged glances. We avoided directly talking about the events of the night before, but we exchanged a few knowing looks. For me, I actually felt closer to my wife than I had in years. I didn’t really understand why. I think she felt it, too. We had a great afternoon swimming in the ocean and lying in the sand, enjoying the peace and quiet while the others slept. I held her hand like when we were dating.

At dusk, the surfers were up and at it again. The trio offered to teach Piper and I how to surf. I declined in favor of preparing dinner for everyone. Surfing was never one of my aspirations. Piper, however, gladly took them up on their offer.  I could see her in the distance, doing her best to follow Finn’s instruction.  All three of them seemed to make a concerted effort to help her and make sure she was okay.  I’m a little ashamed to say that I had always kind of looked down on surfers as being more or less useless stoner types, but I was definitely starting to soften my view. These young men seemed genuinely kind and helpful, far more so than most people I have known in the world. 

After sunset, we all sat around the fire pit eating the dinner I had prepared. I found myself basking in that moment. We all seemed so happy. Piper, especially. She laughed and smiled all evening. We were in paradise. Once I partook of a few drinks after dinner, I was ready for bed. As usual, Piper accompanied me for a while as I got ready to turn in.  Once we were in the hut, she changed into a bikini. 

“Planning on taking some more pictures?” I asked unassumingly, trying to not ruin the chances that she was.

“Maybe,” she replied suggestively.

I didn’t pursue it any further until she was heading out the door and I couldn’t help but tease, “Have fun with your boyfriend.”

Piper hmpfed through her nose. “Goodnight, love,” she smiled. It wasn’t her usual smile, though. I could tell something was troubling her. She was out the door before I could ask. I don’t know if I would have asked, though, even if she hadn’t left.  I had a hard time getting to sleep. Apparently, I was troubled as well. I worried about what was bothering Piper. I worried if my reaction to her dalliances the night before offended her. I questioned if we had really had the great day I thought we’d had. I thought about going to finder Piper and ease my mind, but secretly, I didn’t want to ruin the chances of hearing another story.  In the end, I gave up and took an antihistamine to help me sleep. 

~ ~ ~

I woke up to Piper shaking me. Her face was only inches from mine, clearly visible in the bright moonlight. “Wake up, Oliver,” she panted. “Oliver, wake up.”

“Wha?” My eyes started to focus a little more. Piper looked panicked or in shock. I couldn’t tell. I had never seen that look on her face before.

“He’s fucking me,” she whimpered and dug her fingers into my chest.

Having been awake for less than ten seconds, I hadn’t noticed that the bed was rocking in time with Finn thrusting his cock into my wife from behind.  My cock started getting hard almost instantly.

“Oh, God, baby,” Piper panted even heavier. “He’s fucking me,” she repeated incredulously. I reached my hand down to my cock. Piper’s breath reached an almost frantic, seizure-like state. “I’m gonna come! I’m gonna come!” she whimpered loudly, trying not to scream out loud for the entire camp to hear. I squeezed my dick under the covers watching and listening to my wife whine through a long orgasm at the hands of a twenty-year-old surfer dude.

Piper’s face fell into my chest. Finn continued slowly pleasuring himself with my wife while she recovered. I couldn’t help but start stroking my cock under my pajama pants.

“Are you okay?” Piper worried, looking up at me sorrowfully. I nodded, still a bit confused. She looked down at the activity under the sheets. She nodded back before turning around and guiding Finn down to the bed next to me. She crawled between his legs, his cock in her hand, holding it in front of her face. She paused, looking at me again, questioning my approval.  I peeled back the sheets and pulled my cock out, stroking it as an undeniable indication that I was okay with what was about to happen next.

Piper kept her gaze on me as she licked Finn’s cock from base to tip. She took him greedily in her mouth and started bobbing up and down on his shaft. “Oh fuck,” I whispered at the sight. This seemed to spur Piper on even more. Finn had the cock I had always wished I had. It was similar to mine, nicely shaped with a full head.  The difference was, though, that his was at least two inches longer than mine, maybe more. The girth was scaled proportionally as well, making his probably the biggest cock my wife had ever had, based on what she told me of the guys she was with before me.  I watched Piper absolutely worship Finn’s cock with her mouth. Her face was shining in the moonlight from the blend of Finn’s precum and her saliva. 

“Oh, fuck, Piper,” Finn groaned. Hearing him say my wife’s name as though she were his while she worked his cock with a lust I hadn’t seen in years, if ever, brought me the first pang of jealousy.

Piper pulled herself from Finn’s cock and squeezed it’s base firmly. “Don’t you dare come yet. I still need you.” She held him there for a few moments, giving Finn’s body some time to back away from the precipice. When Piper seemed assured that Finn wasn’t going to come, she ambled up and straddled him, hovering over his cock.  “Are you ready?” she asked him. Finn nodded in the affirmative. In one long, slow motion, Piper lowered herself onto Finn, taking his entire length inside her. “Fuck,” she moaned, tilting her face toward the ceiling and arching her back. “Oh, God,” she whispered to the ceiling. “You’re so deep.”

Piper placed one hand on Finn’s leg, the other on his abdomen, using them to balance herself as she began sliding back and forth along Finn’s body. Her pace quickened gradually, grinding her clit faster against her new lover.  Piper was visibly in a pure state of ecstasy. She briefly looked at me and whimpered again, “He’s so deep, baby” before losing herself back in pleasure.  Finn’s hands roamed my wife’s body, holding her hips, pinching her nipples, squeezing her breasts.  Finn and Piper looked amazing together, two perfectly beautiful creatures pleasuring each other in the moonlight shining through the glass door. Piper rocked harder and harder. “Oh fuck,” she moaned. “Fuck me, Finn. Fuck me …… .. yes ….. Yes …. YES ……. YES!!!!” Piper screamed, no longer concerned or even aware that everyone in the other huts would hear her.  I almost came with her but held myself back.

Finn flipped Piper to the mattress facing me and spooned her, burying himself back inside her. He fucked Piper with purpose from the other side of her while she and I stared into each other’s eyes.

I was in awe of my gorgeous wife. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” I praised.

“You like watching me, baby?” she huffed.

I grunted and nodded in response.

“You like watching him fuck me?”

“Yes.”

“He fucks me so good.”

“Yes!” I grunted, stroking myself harder. I pressed my lips to hers. She greeted me with her tongue, and we kissed passionately until Finn’s pace reached its limit.

“He’s gonna come soon, baby. I can feel it.” Piper could tell I wanted her to tease me more. “Ohhhh, he’s so fucking big…..Do you want him to come in me? Do you want him to come in your pretty wife?”

I could barely stand it anymore. “Fuck, yes!” I moaned.

“He’s gonna come, Oliver. He’s gonna come!”

Piper and I kissed again until she cooed in my ear, feeling Finn fill her with his warm load.

“Oh fuck!” Finned groaned, gradually slowing his pace until he was sated.

It wasn’t until things settled for a moment that I realized I had come, too. The whole thing felt like one long orgasm. Piper looked at me with a devilish grin. “Watch this, hubby” she challenged. She slid down the bed and took her time cleaning Finn’s spent cock with her tongue and mouth.

“Dude,” Finn sighed, pressing his head back against the pillow. “Your wife is amazing.”

“Tell me about it,” I agreed.

~ ~ ~

The next morning was awkward. Around the firepit as we all ate and the surfers tended to their surfboards, it was obvious that Mick and Timothy knew that Finn had fucked Piper the night before. Everyone was quiet before they headed for the waves, leaving me alone. I imagined what their conversation what be like.

“Dude, you fucked Piper?”

“Chill, bruh. I’m not saying anything.”

“Come on, man. Give us something. She’s so fucking hot, dude. Does Oliver know?”

“Don’t worry about it, man. Leave it alone.”

The rest of the day was about the same.  After Piper got up, it was even more awkward. Later on, Piper cornered Finn just after he woke up from his siesta and then reported back to me.

“They know,” she said.

“Well, obviously,” I replied. “I don’t know how they couldn’t. We got pretty loud. What did they say?”

“Finn said they said it was hot.” Piper looked secretly proud, but also a little ashamed of how proud might be. “He said that they jerked off listening to us.”

“So, you got the whole camp off last night,” I elbowed her.

“Shut up,” she giggled.

I took a more serious tone. “I think you like it, Piper. I think you like it that a pack of twenty-year-old surfers have the hots for you. It’s okay, you know.”

“It’s nice,” she shrugged. “Who doesn’t like to be wanted? I know I’m not going be this attractive for much longer.”

“Shut up,” I scolded.

“No, it’s true, Oliver. I’m getting older. There’s nothing to be done about that. And it’s okay. I guess I just really liked feeling sexy again,” she confessed.

I felt bad. “You’ve always been sexy to me, Piper. I’m sorry if I haven’t always made you feel that way.”

“No, it’s not about you, Oliver. You haven’t done anything wrong. I’m the one who’s in the wrong.  I cheated on you.” Piper started to tear up. “I’m sorry.”

I put my arm around her. “It’s okay, baby. It’s not cheating if I wanted it, too. I think it reminded me of just how sexy you are. In case you didn’t notice the night before, I really enjoyed it.”

Piper efforted a smile. “That doesn’t make it right. How I did it.”

I took her hand and helped her up from the sand. “C’mon.”

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“I’m gonna show you how sexy you are.”

I took Piper to the hut and made love to her, telling her in detail how sexy she was and how hot it was watching her with Finn. The sex was good, but I could tell it didn’t come close to getting her off anywhere near as well as her encounter with Finn had.  Me neither, for that matter.

Over the next few days, things normalized in camp.  We all fell back into the evening routine we had established. Piper surfed with the boys while I fixed dinner. We ate and had drinks. Then I went to bed.  The only difference was that Piper followed me to bed. She was still having trouble reconciling having sex with another man, even as much as we both enjoyed it. In fact, that might have been part of the problem. I don’t know. I tried to reassure her that all was okay. “I trust you,” I told her. “I don’t trust myself,” she replied.

I cooked an extravagant meal for our last night in camp. After dinner, Mick brought out some Bluetooth speakers and put on some Bob Marley.  Piper got up and started dancing. She was still in her white bikini, but had a yellow sarong wrapped around her waist. Piper loved to dance. I knew she would be at it for a while. For the first few songs, the other four of us just watched as my gorgeous wife shook her hips in time with the music.

Eventually, she coaxed Timothy up to dance with her. Their moves were sexy, but Timothy maintained a respectable distance. When they finished their dance, Piper gave him a sweet kiss on the lips. “I’m gonna miss you boys,” she smiled. Mick decided it was his turn then. Another song, another kiss. Finally, Finn joined Piper in the firelight.  The mood changed quickly, all of us mindful of what happened just a few nights prior. Piper had been kind with Timothy and Mick. Nurturing. She was something else with Finn.

The three of us watched intently as Finn and Piper danced. They locked into each other in a way Piper had not with the other two. Every now and then, Piper would glance at me, watching me watch her. Piper and Finn drifted closer as they danced, eventually each placing a hand on the other’s hip.  When the song ended, they carried on for another, edging closer still. Mick segued from Marley to Motown – Mary Wells’ “My Guy.”  Piper smiled at me like a girl on her first date with her crush. DJ Mick followed with “Just My Imagination” by the Temptations.

When the tempo slowed, Finn pulled Piper closer. She put her arms around his neck. His hands reached around her waist. They stared into each other’s eyes. I watched the romantic scene unfold in front of me. Piper ran her fingers through the back of Finn’s hair. Her barely covered breasts pressed against his shirtless chest. Piper eased up on her toes and kissed Finn’s mouth. I had seen Finn fuck her. I had seen Piper suck Finn’s cock. This was the first time I had seen them kiss. I felt a pang of jealousy, similar to the one I felt when Finn called Piper’s name in bed, but much stronger. Piper kissed Finn again, easing her tongue into his mouth. Finn kissed her back. The kiss was far more intimate than what I had witnessed before. Hell, it was far more intimate and passionate than Piper and I had kissed in recent memory. My heart was sinking, but my cock was raging.

I looked to Timothy and Mick. They were as transfixed as I was. I looked back to my wife and her lover. Finn was kissing her neck now, Piper tilting her head back to grant him access, on of her hands now cupping Finn’s backside.  She ran the other hand across his hip and up his bare chest. Finn kissed his way down Piper’s neck to her collarbone, then the top of her chest. Piper leaned back, supported by Finn’s grasp, inviting his advance. Piper looked at me hypnotically and reached under her hair to untie the bikini strap around her neck.  Her top fell, revealing her breasts to everyone. Piper untied the second string of her top and pulled it away from her body, letting it fall to the ground. Her body rose when Finn’s mouth connected with her nipple. She looked down to watch him take her breast in his mouth. Her hands returned to his ass, pulling him closer, forcing Finn to abandon her breast. Piper kissed Finn’s chest, just as he had hers. I glanced again to my left to see Mick and Timothy rubbing themselves through their board shorts, slack jawed. I took that as license to do the same.

Piper continued kissing and licking Finn’s chiseled chest, slowly working her way lower. Then lower, still. Piper eased her way to her knees, staring up at Finn. She untied his board shorts and pulled them open. Finn’s cock sprang out in front of Piper’s face. She looked at me again, her mouth open, her chest rising and falling with slow, deep, hungry breaths.  I pulled the front of my shorts open and reached for my cock. As soon as Piper saw me stroke myself, she closed her eyes and started licking and kissing Finn’s wood.

“God damn!” I heard Mick blurt out when Piper took the lion’s share of Finn’s shaft in her mouth and down her throat.  Piper redoubled her efforts, hearing Mick’s shock. As she worked his cock, Piper untied her sarong and reached her hand into her bikini bottoms to finger herself.  Finn saw this and pulled her back up to him. He kissed her and eased his way down her chest and abdomen as she had done to him. As he reached her navel, Piper looked straight ahead at Finn and Mick as she simultaneously untied both strings of her bikini bottoms, letting gravity do the rest. Her pussy was freshly shaved since the last time I saw it.  Finn got busy, burying his face between her legs.

Mick and Timothy had their cocks out now. Piper watched them as intently as they were watching her. Being watched seemed to turn her on as much as Finn.

“Yes!” she panted, Finn still lapping at her folds. Piper held him by the hair and gently steered him.

“Yes,” she repeated, looking at Mick and Timothy. “Let me see.”

The pair leaned back and displayed themselves for my wife. 

“Fuck yes,” she approved. “Ooooo…..make me come……make me come….”

Piper stared at Mick and Timothy masturbating for her as she came, pinching her nipple with one hand and pressing Finn’s mouth to her clit with the other. “Fuck! Yes!.....Yes!.....Yes!!!”

Satisfied, at least momentarily, Piper released Finn from her grip. “Lie down,” she mouthed to him.  Finn did as he was told. Piper straddled him, being careful not to kick up any sand. She slowly lowered herself down his shaft, sighing loudly with a sense of fulfillment at finally having Finn inside her again. 

Piper leaned back and balanced herself with one hand on Finn’s leg.  Staring at Mick stroking his cock, she beckoned him with her finger. Mick stood up and traversed the short distance to my wife.  She leaned further back, still grinding on Finn, offering Mick her breast. He leaned down to suck her tit. Piper motioned for Timothy. He mirrored Mick on her other side. Piper now had both her hands on Finn’s legs supporting herself as she leaned back and kneaded back and forth while the two other young men sucked and licked and pawed at her tits. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Piper straightened up, forcing Timothy and Mick from her breasts. She reached for Mick’s cock and pulled it to her mouth. She held it firmly in her mouth with her hand, letting the motion of her grinding against Finn transfer to Mick’s cock as well. It wasn’t long before Mick grabbed his dick and started jerking it himself. “Fuck, I’m gonna come,” he grunted. Piper flicked her tongue on his glans until he started coming. She latched onto his dick, capturing most of his load in her mouth. Piper wiped the remainder from her chin nonchalantly and carried on riding Finn.

Timothy stood over Finn and presented his cock directly in front of Piper.  Timothy had the biggest cock of any of us. Piper smiled up at him as he gathered her hair in his hands, guiding his cock into her mouth.  She only sucked him off for a minute or so before she looked down at Finn.

“Is it okay with you if I let Timothy fuck me?” she asked him. Him she asked, not me. Not her husband. She asked Finn if it was okay.

Finn nodded in agreement. Piper carefully repositioned herself in a sixty-nine with Finn, but keeping her ass high in the air, offering it to Timothy.  She quickly went to work on Finn’s cock with her mouth as Timothy lined up behind her. Piper paused with Finn’s dick in her face and looked at me as Timothy pressed at her entrance. Her eyes got big, and she let out a long, loud breath through pursed lips as he pushed himself deeper.

“Oooo, fuuuuuckkk!” she groaned.

Timothy fucked Piper slowly at first. Once she seemed to adapt to his size, he started jackhammering her.  Piper couldn’t keep her mouth on Finn with Timothy fucking her so hard, so she just held onto his cock while she took the fucking of a lifetime. I was kind of proud of Timothy. All week I had thought of him as the meek one of the bunch. He wasn’t holding anything back now.

“Fuck!” Piper cried. “Yes! Fuck me!”

Timothy was absolutely pounding my wife. Piper abandoned Finn’s cock entirely. She pressed her cheek into his thigh and kept her ass lifted high for Timothy. “Oh, God! I’m coming! I’m coming!” she whinnied. Timothy offered her no quarter and continued pounding her through her orgasm. After she finally finished coming, she crawled off Finn and kneeled in front of Timothy. She sucked and jerked him only two feet away from me, putting on one hell of a show until he came down her throat. 

Piper looked at me, watching me stroke myself. Her expression was blank, like she was in a trance.  She looked at Finn. He and I were the only ones that hadn’t come yet. Before I could think about making a move to take my turn, Piper stood up and took Finn’s hand, helping him up from the ground.  She looked at me and our eyes met. She held my gaze for a moment before turning her back to me and leading Finn toward his hut.  They didn’t have far to walk, as his was the one closest to the fire pit.  Piper led him inside and turned to close the sliding glass door. Our eyes met again just before she closed the blinds.

Timothy and Mick grabbed their surfboards.

“Sorry, bruh,” Mick said as he and Timothy walked past me toward the water. 

I sat there for several minutes not knowing what to do.  Lost. Then I heard my wife’s moans coming from Finn’s hut. The sound of their lovemaking beckoned me closer. I approached the hut, being as quiet as I possibly could. I made my way around the back of the hut. Each hut had three small windows at the top of the back wall to allow for ventilation. Finn’s were open, pushed toward the outside, acting as little loudspeakers. I could hear everything.

“I want you, Finn. I want you so much.”

“What about your husband?”

“I love my husband. But I want you so much I can barely stand it.”

I could hear Piper moan as Finn fucked her.

“Please? Please come see me when we get home,” my wife begged.

More moaning. More fucking. More begging.

“Yes, baby. Make love to me. You can have me anytime you want. Please?”

“I’ll do anything you want. I’ll pose for you. Anything. Whatever you want. I just need you. Please?”

I heard Finn’s voice. “Yeah? You like fucking me?”

“God, yes.”

More moaning. More fucking.

“Do I fuck you better than your husband?”

“Yes. So much better. Your cock feels so good, baby.”

“You’ll do anything?”

“Yes, baby. Anything.”

“Are you gonna fuck me in your bed while he’s gone?”

“Oh, fuck. Yes.”

“Are you gonna let Mick and Timothy fuck you, too?”

More moaning. More fucking.

“You mean like we did last night?”

They both giggled.

“You were so hot last night. The way you fucked all of us.”

“Yeah? You liked that?”

“Fuck, yes.”

“What are you gonna do if Oliver finds out?”

“He won’t. He never has to know.”

“What about the pictures I took?”

“It’s okay. I have them hidden in my phone.”

More moaning. More fucking.

“You never know. He might like them,” Finn suggested.

“It doesn’t matter. He’s never going to see them. He can never know about last night. And he can never know that you’re fucking me after we get home.”

“Piper, I’m gonna come. I’m gonna come, baby.”

“Yeah? Let me taste you. Let me taste you one more time.”

More moaning.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come. Oh god…..Fuck!......OH GOD!....FUCK!!!”

“Mmm. You taste so good.”

“Fuck you look so hot.”

“You like me messy, huh?”

“Oh, my god. Look at that.”

“You do really do taste good.”

There were a few moments where it sounded like they were settling in bed.

“So, you really want to cheat on your husband. I mean like cheat, cheat?”

“I love Oliver. I do. He’s my soulmate. And I will stay with him until my dying day. But I can’t help it. You fuck me better than I have ever been fucked. I mean, like, EVERRRRR. I’ve never experienced anything like it. We just fit. You’re like sex on a stick. I wanted you from the moment I saw you. It’s primal.”

Piper’s voice turned serious. “So, yeah. I’m going to cheat on my husband. I’m going to fuck you. Every chance I get. If you want me to fuck Mick and Timothy, I’ll fuck them, too.  I’ll come to your school and fuck whoever you want me to fuck as long as I get to fuck you. And you can photograph all of it if that’s what you want to do.”

“You are so fucking hot, Pipes.”

“Thank you, baby.”

I never understood why I loved Piper cheating on me so much. It took me weeks after that to figure out how to hack Piper’s phone.  But I did. And it was glorious.


In Georgia

Cucking My Husband With the Man Who Taught Me Everything

Georgia. That’s my name. Not where I live.  I’m in my thirties now. Married. Kids. The whole nine.  I’m a proper housewife, but there was a time when I very much wasn’t. One of the ways my husband and I keep things lively in our marriage is by me sharing some tales from my days of wild abandon. I tell him stories of all the men I fucked before I met him. We both masturbate until one of us can’t stand it anymore. The one who gives in and pounces on the other one first pays for the next date night.  Any time I want a free dinner, I tell my husband this story. 

It started in June, right after my nineteenth birthday. I had just finished my freshman year of college. I was still living with my parents. The only child to parents who both travelled a lot for work, I very often had the house to myself. Because they worked so much, we had a nice house. Also, because they worked so much, I didn’t have to. My boyfriend at the time was from another state and he went home for the summer. So, all I had that summer was time.   

The first time it happened, it was innocent enough. There was a large window in my bedroom on the outside wall. The mini blinds, which I had historically just left closed, had broken and somehow kept falling out of their holder thingy.  I tried to put them back up a few times, but they were quite large and hard to wrangle. I quickly gave up when they just fell back to the floor again. I didn’t bother trying to fix them. I had never fixed anything in my life. That night at about nine o’clock I walked back to my room from taking a shower. At first, I was covered with a towel, but I quickly dropped it to let myself air dry. When I looked back up, that’s when I saw him. Mr. Lang.

Mr. Lang was my next-door neighbor. He was friends with my dad. I used to go to high school with his daughter, Millicent. She was a senior when I was a freshman. I couldn’t stand her. She was stuck up and wouldn’t speak to me at school even though we’d been over to each other’s houses multiple times for dinner. Her mom, Mrs. Lang, left a few years before that after cheating on Mr. Lang with some rich guy.  Maybe that’s why Millicent was such an asshole. I don’t know. I do know that Mr. Lang always looked kind of stern to me after that.  That is, until I saw him staring at me naked from his house across the way. His office window lined up almost perfectly with mine. The houses in our neighborhood were built so close together that had my window been open like his, we could have carried on a conversation without even really having to raise our voices.

Mr. Lang and I froze, staring at each other with our mouths open. Then, for a split second, his eyes scanned my body before turning away. I reached for my towel and covered up as Mr. Lang was walking out of his room.  I wouldn’t say I was mortified, but I was definitely flustered. A minute later, the doorbell rang.

“Fuck,” I cursed to myself out loud. I knew it had to be Mr. Lang. I put on my robe and went downstairs. Taking one big, cleansing breath, I opened the door. Before I could speak, Mr. Lang started apologizing profusely.

“Georgia, I am so sorry. I didn’t mean to look. I mean, you know, I wasn’t trying to see anything, I swear.”

“It’s okay, Mr. Lang,” I appeased.

“I write in my office at night. I like to open the window and let the fresh air in. Your blinds are always closed. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, Mr. Lang. I believe you.” He was being annoyingly apologetic at this point.

“I’ll call your dad first thing in the morning and …” he started.

“No! God, no!” I interrupted. Now I was mortified. “Please. There’s absolutely no reason you need to tell my dad that you saw me naked! None! That would be way worse than actually seeing me naked!”

Mr. Lang could see my terror at the notion of him speaking to my father about my naked body. “Okay. Okay.” He motioned with his hands for me to calm down.  “I won’t tell him.”

“Promise?”

“Yeah, yeah, I promise. Just let me know if there’s something I can do to make it up to you. I feel terrible. Do you have my phone number?”

“Yeah. It’s been on the fridge since I was in ninth grade. I’ve been looking at it everyday for five years. ‘In Case of Emergency Call Mr. Lang.’” I rattled off his phone number with a childish eye roll, which was ironic considering how annoyed I was at being treated like a child. 

“Okay, good. I’ll leave you alone. Again, I’m sorry.”

I gave him one more reassuring gesture. “It’s okay. Really. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight.”

I got a sheet from the hall closet and used it as a makeshift curtain. That would do for the moment.  I noticed that the lights were out over at Mr. Lang’s. The next night I followed the same routine. Shower around nine. Goof off online. Go to sleep. After the shower I did something curious, though. I peeked from behind the sheet to see if Mr. Lang was there. He was. I watched him for a few minutes as he typed away writing something. A few times, however, his eyes drifted in the direction of my room. I wondered if he could see me peeking, but he didn’t seem to notice me.  As I went to sleep later on, I replayed our encounter in my mind. It no longer made me anxious. The only thing about it that bothered me was that I hated how uncool I had been, just standing there with my mouth open.

When I got up the next morning, I had a text from an old high school friend inviting me to her house for a party that night. Parties really weren’t my thing, but I had barely seen any of my friends lately, so it was an easy decision to go. I knew there would likely be some people there that I hadn’t seen at all since high school, so I wanted to look my best. I wore my favorite white sundress. It had shoulder straps, a little belt across the midriff, and went down just above the knee. It was pretty, but not too sexy.

I didn’t plan on staying at the party for too long, but I got talked into doing some shots. I stayed longer and got a little drunker than I intended. By eleven o’clock, I’d had about all the fun I could stand but I was too drunk to drive home. I don’t know why, but my first thought was to call Mr. Lang. The part of my brain that was responsible for telling me that was probably a bad idea had clocked out after about the third shot. 

“Hello?”

“Hi, Mr. Lang. It’s Georgia. Did I wake you?”

“No. No. I’m still up. I’m writing. Are you okay?”

“Well, remember you asked me if there was something you could do for me?”

“Yeah...” he responded curiously.

“Well, I’m at a friend’s house and I’m a little drunk. Do you think you could maybe pick me up and give me a ride home? It’s not far.”

“Sure. I can do that. Where are you?”

I gave him the address. After we hung up, I said my goodbyes and went outside to wait for Mr. Lang. “What are you doing?” I asked myself. I didn’t have a really good answer.

“Thank you, Mr. Lang.” I smiled sheepishly as I climbed into the front seat of his car.

“Please, you’re old enough to call me Richard.”

“Well, thank you Richard. You’re a life saver.”

“Well, we don’t want you driving drunk now, do we?”

“No, we do not.”

I looked over at Richard, thinking of him as an actual man for the first time. He was wearing jogging shorts and a t-shirt. I remembered seeing him run around the neighborhood all the time. He was in really good shape for a man old enough to have a daughter three years older than me. 

“So, what do you write?” I asked.

“Short stories, mostly. It’s just a hobby.”

“What are they about?”

“Just life stuff. Like I said, it’s just a hobby.”

“Have you ever published any of them?”

“God, no. They’re terrible.”

I swatted his arm. “Don’t say that! I bet they’re good.”

“No,” he said flatly and turned his head to look at me. “They really are bad.”

He grinned just a little before we both started laughing.

“Okay, then.”

Richard changed the subject. “Did you have fun?”

“Huh?”

“At the party? You look nice.”

“Oh, yeah. Thank you. Do you like my dress? I was going for pretty, but not too sexy.”

“I’d say you did a good job.”

“Thank you. The top shows off my shoulders and just a little cleavage. The skirt shows just enough leg. I have nice legs. Don’t you think.” I wasn’t normally one to fish for compliments, but for some reason, I wanted Richard’s approval.

Richard nodded without looking. “Very nice.”

“You should know,” I teased. He turned red in the face.

“Again, I’m really sorry, Georgia.”

“It’s okay. Really. It caught me off guard, but I really don’t mind. I look pretty good naked, don’t I?”

“Come on, Georgia. I can’t really...”

“It’s my boobs. My boobs are too small. My butt, too.”

“You’re fine, Georgia. You don’t need to worry about any of that.”

“So, you think they’re okay? My boobs, I mean?”

“Georgia, I can’t really. It’s inappropriate.”

“Come on. Please? You’re the only man that’s seen me naked other than my boyfriend and I haven’t seen him in a month. I need some positive reinforcement here.”

“You’re beautiful, Georgia.”

“What about my boobs? Are they okay?”

“They’re wonderful.”

“What do you like the best? How about my butt?”

Richard rubbed his forehead uncomfortably. “I didn’t really get a look at your butt.”

“You’re right, though. You do have really nice legs.”

I pulled my skirt up a little bit. “I do, don’t I?”

Richard looked over at my legs and sighed a little. “Very nice.”

Ten seconds later, we were in front of my house.

“Here we are,” Richard announced.

“Thank you, Richard.”

“You okay to get in?”

“Yup. I’m good. Thank you.” I grabbed his arm and leaned up to kiss his cheek.

“Oh, you’re welcome.” This kiss had obviously caught him off guard.

I opened the door and said goodnight on my way out. On the walk to the door, I started feeling the adrenaline running through me. Had I really asked Mr. Lang to appraise my body? Had I really just kissed him on the cheek? I walked upstairs to my bedroom, leaving the lights out. Making my way to the window, I pulled the sheet aside just enough to peek through. I waited, hoping Richard would walk into his office and sit at his desk. I didn’t have to wait very long.

Once he was typing, I walked back across my bedroom to turn on the light. Then, still high on adrenaline, I walked to the window. Reaching up, I unhooked the sheet and let it fall to one side. In my peripheral vision, I saw Richard take notice, but I didn’t acknowledge him before turning around and walking to the middle of my room at the foot of my bed. In the mirror of my makeup table, I could see Richard looking at me. I lifted the sundress over my head and tossed it to the floor, leaving me naked except for my white thong panties. I ran my fingers under the sides of my underwear and lowered them to the floor, bending all the way down at the waist. Straightening back up, I could see Richard staring. His mouth was open, but not in shock like before. His chest was rising and falling with deep breaths. I slowly sauntered to the light switch and placed my finger on it. Before clicking it down, I looked over my shoulder and smiled. Click. Lights out.

I literally hopped into bed, laughing to myself. I was jittery with nerves. For a few moments, I could see the light from Richard’s window bleeding into my room. Then it was gone. “What did he think?” I wondered. “Is he going to tell my dad? Am I going to get in trouble? Did he like it?” My mind was racing. Then, the notification bell on my phone rang. It was Richard.

R: very nice…

I squealed. I was giddy. I didn’t understand why, but I loved it. Why did I want his approval so bad? It took me forever to get to sleep. My mind was racing. I hadn’t felt this way before. It wasn’t a crush. It was something else. The next morning, I put the sheet back over the window, but I found myself checking for Richard throughout the day.  I couldn’t wait until it was time for him to appear in his office. I knew exactly what I wanted to do. I also knew it was terribly wrong. But I was compelled to do it. 

First, I checked to make sure Richard was typing away. Finally, he was. I let the sheet down and without looking, left my bedroom to take a shower. I made sure there was not a single hair from my neck down. Wrapped in a towel just like I had been the first night, I returned to my bedroom still glistening from the shower. Ignoring the fourth wall like an actor would from the stage, I dropped my towel and sat on the edge of my bed. Pumping a dollop of lotion into my hand, I spread it gracefully along one arm. I repeated the process for my other arm. Bending over, I worked lotion up along my calf. Then my knee. Then my thigh. Extending my leg, I ran my fingers from my toes to my hip. Leaning over again, I did the same for my other leg. Leaning back on one elbow, I massaged the thick, white liquid into my skin along my stomach, slowly working my way upward to my breasts and finishing along my shoulder, finally coming full circle back down to my hands. I did all of that not looking and knowing if Richard was watching or had walked away.

Standing up, I turned to the window. Richard was staring at me, transfixed. I stared straight into his eyes as I walked slowly to the window. I gave just the slightest smile before reaching the sheet back across the window. I turned out the light and crawled into bed. In the darkness, I texted him.

G: goodnight

I waited.

R: goodnight

The next day, my mom and dad were both home. It happens, but not very often. Dad decided to cook steaks. While mom and I were fixing the sides and setting the table, I noticed that she put out a fourth plate.

“Who’s coming over?” I asked.

“Oh, your father invited Richard over for dinner.”

“Really?” I neglected to hide my surprise.

“What? Don’t you like Richard?”

“No, he’s fine. I just thought it was going to be the three of us is all. No big deal.”

My mom looked concerned. “It can be just the three of us next time. I promise.” Obviously, she had misinterpreted my reaction as disappointment that my parents didn’t want to be alone with me. Inside, what I really felt was a sense of reassurance that they had no idea what I had been up to with the man next door. 

I answered when the doorbell rang. 

“Hello, Mr. Lang,” I smiled at my secret friend.

“Hello, Georgia. Nice to see you again. Please, call me Richard.”

My father walked in. “Call him Mr. Lang,” he joked, shaking hands with Richard. “Hey, man. How are ya?”

“Okay, Bill,” I retaliated, calling my dad by his first name. One of the good things about my dad was that he had a good sense of humor and I could get away with stuff like that.

We all sat down to eat dinner. During the course of conversation, my dad and Richard debated the merits of different power tool manufacturers. It was a real battle of the big box man toys. I almost started drooling on myself, it was so boring. Then something occurred to me. Dad and Richard were both serious DIY types. Their garages looked like aisle five in home improvement, inc.  My dad never set foot in my room, but Richard knew damn well that my blinds were broken. He could have, at any point, easily fixed them for me. And come to think of it, he didn’t hesitate to accept my request for a ride without suggesting one of the multiple ride shares or taxi services available in our area. While all the debate over power tools had come dangerously close to killing the lady boner I had for teasing Richard, the new revelations reinvigorated me. Just as my mind was wandering to what I wanted to do next to taunt my neighbor, my mom changed the subject.

“So, Georgia. How’s your boyfriend?”

“He’s fine, I guess.”

“You don’t sound very excited.”

“I haven’t seen him in a month. We text, but that’s about it.”

“Is there anybody else you’re interested in? You’re still young. No need to settle down yet.”

“There’s one guy I’ve been talking to a little bit.”

“Oh really?”

“Yeah. He’s nice. I like the way he looks at me.”

Richard choked on his food and started coughing.

My dad hopped up from his chair and started patting Richard on the back. “Jesus, Richard. You okay?”

Richard nodded, taking a gulp of his beer to help his food down. “Sorry. I really should chew next time.”

Amidst the interruption, mom leaned over and whispered with a smile, “Nothing wrong with a summer fling.” If only she knew.

After dinner, mom, dad, and Richard had drinks in the living room. I was allowed to take a glass of wine upstairs with me in addition to the one I had at dinner. I snuck a third when I came back down to get another slice of dessert. The whole time everyone was downstairs, I was upstairs hatching a plan.

I waited until I heard Richard leave before going downstairs and telling my parents that the wine had made me sleepy, and I was going to bed. Once back in my bedroom, I kept the light turned off. I had already positioned my makeup chair directly in front of the window and rigged the sheet so I could pull it down from the chair. I stripped completely naked and sat down. With a lamp relocated to within arm’s reach, the trap was set. All I had to do was wait. 

By the timing, I guessed that all Richard had done since walking out our door was cross both lawns, unlock his door, grab a drink, and head straight to his office. Once there, he sat in his chair looking at my darkened window, typing nothing. I watched him for a moment, savoring the thought of what I was about to do for him.

Richard jerked when the light flicked on in my room. I could see it take a second for his brain to process the image in front of him. I sat properly - back straight, legs together, hands on my knees – letting him stare at me. His mouth opened just the way I had hoped it would. I started sensually caressing my legs and arms. Richards breathing deepened.  I parted my legs. His desk obscured my view, but I was sure I could tell that he moved a hand to his crotch.  I let my hands gradually stop drifting. One hand found my breast. The other, my labia. I started slowly masturbating, never averting my gaze from my welcome voyeur. I watched his arm move, matching my rhythm. 

I took my hand from my breast and used it on the seat of the chair to help balance myself as I leaned back in my chair and propped my feet up on either corner of the windowsill.  I licked my fingers and put them back to work between my legs. I could tell by Richard’s movements that he was unbuttoning his pants. Then he, too, licked his fingers and lowered them to his lap behind his desk.  I couldn’t see it directly, but I knew he was jerking his cock for me. I had never had a man masturbate in front of me other than to finish himself off at the end of sex. It was thrilling - to know that I was desired - the object of someone else’s fantasy - someone that by conventional standards, shouldn’t be fantasizing about me. I nearly came at the thought but made myself wait. I wanted Richard to come first.

Richard and I watched each other intently, matching rhythms.  We ebbed and flowed together. It was almost like making love. Gradually, things got more intense. I was struggling to keep my eyes focused when I saw Richard’s head lurch back and a spurt of come shoot up from behind the desk and land on his shirt. I rubbed my clit furiously, finally letting myself come. We stared at each other; eyes locked, still breathing heavily.  I reached over, turned off the lamp, and moved the sheet back across the window. I texted Richard from the bed.

G: goodnight

R: goodnight. thanks for dessert.

G: you’re welcome. hope you come again.

R: i’ll look forward to it.

The next day, my mom and dad surprised me with a week-long trip to the beach. I loved fresh seafood, fishing, and the ocean, but I was horribly bored at night. Wearing my new skimpy bikinis on the beach for the general public helped satisfy to some extent my newfound urge to show off my body, but it didn’t come close to watching a middle-aged man jerk off while he watched me grope myself for his pleasure. I was aching to do it again. Just thinking about it made me wet. I shared a room with my parents, so getting myself off other than as quickly as possible in the shower wasn’t an option.  By the time we came home, I had sun-bleached hair, a killer tan, and I was absolutely ravenous. I couldn’t wait for my parents to leave town again.

The first night we were home, it looked like Richard was out of town. No car. No lights. My parents left the next day and stalked Richard’s driveway through the window like a crazy person.  Finally, I saw his red SUV pull in and watched him walk into his house. I felt a wave of relief and a surge of anticipation at the same time. Nine o’clock came. I put on my skimpiest string bikini and turned on the light. No Richard. Impatient, I texted him.

G: where are you?

I waited.

G: i know you’re home.

I waited some more.

R: i’m hiding.

G: why?

R: things are getting a little out of hand. it’s not okay.

It was obvious that this was going to require more than a few texts. I pressed dial.

“Hello,” he answered.

“Hey, did I do something wrong?”

“No. I just think things got a little out of hand. I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“Richard, you’re not doing anything wrong. I’m a grown woman.”

“Technically, yes, but still. It’s not right. I’m friends with your dad. Hell, you’re younger than my daughter.”

“Is that what’s bothering you? Richard, I’m a young woman in my prime. You’re supposed to want to look at me. You’re not breaking any laws, natural or otherwise.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Yes, I’m sure. I’m the weirdo here. I want you to look at me. I just spent the whole week at the beach surrounded by hot guys in board shorts and all I could think about was getting back here so I can show you my tan give you the surprise I’ve been planning.”

I could hear him sigh on the end. “It’s just wrong.”

“Richard. There’s nothing wrong with it. Your wife has been gone for what, three years? You have hot, young woman who wants nothing more in the world than to have you watch her prance around naked in her bedroom for your pleasure. Now I’m going to turn out my light, open my window, and wait for you to come sit at your desk. I promise you won’t be disappointed.”

With that, I hung up.  To sweeten the pot, I took a picture of the six-inch dildo I bought earlier that day and sent it Richard.

G: don’t you want to see what i’m going to do with this?

I sat on the edge of my bed, waiting. One minute. Two minutes. I was quickly growing impatient again.

G: please? don’t you think i’m sexy?

R: of course i do.

G: please come look at me. i’m so wet thinking about you watching me. please?

Finally, Richard’s light came on.  I put my earbuds in and dialed his number. As it rang, I walked to the light switch. 

“Hello.”

“I’m glad you changed your mind.” I turned on the light. “Do you like what you see?” I stood there in my little white bikini.

“You’re a beautiful girl, Georgia.”

The word “girl” irritated me. “Hmm,” I replied. “Is that all?” I untied my bikini top and let it fall to the floor as I walked closer to the window. “Can you see me okay?”

Richard nodded, holding the phone to his ear.

“Do you like my tan?” I spun around for him.

“You look great. Did you have fun at the beach?”

I could tell he was still not all in.

“It was okay. My hair is lighter, too. Can you tell?”

“It looks nice.”

“I’ve got some pretty serious tan lines.” I pulled the front of my bikini bottoms down, exposing my pubic mound, not quite showing the top of my folds.

I could hear Richard take a deep breath in. Now I was getting somewhere. I turned around and show him my ass.

“Did all the guys flirt with you?”

“They tried.”

“Don’t you like guys your own age?”

“I guess. I just like this more right now.” I pushed my bottoms down to my thighs and shifted my weight to one side the way I’d seen models do. I brought one hand up to lightly pinch my nipple. The other teased my thigh.

“Fuck,” Richard sighed.

“What do you want me to do?”

“What do you mean?”

“How do you want me to pose for you? Just tell me. Think of me as your own personal model.”

He paused. I waited.

“Let me see your little ass.”

Then I knew I had him. I turned around and poked out my ass, rocking it back and forth. I could hear his breathing getting heavier. I bent over and touched the floor with my hands, exposing my pussy.

“Fuck,” he sighed again.

I sank down to my knees and rested on all fours as though I was waiting for him. “Do you like that? Do you like my little nineteen-year-old ass?”

“I do. Get up on your knees and face me.”

For the first time, he was giving in fully to his temptation and showing initiative. I did as I was told.

“Pick the dildo up off the bed.”

“You saw that, did you?”

“Mm hmm.”

“What do you want me to do with it?”

“I want you to suck it.”

“Like this you mean?” I took the dildo and ran my tongue all along the shaft before circling the tip. I kissed the head a few times, watching Richard out the window all the while. I could tell that he had his dick out and was stroking himself. I teased the head of the dildo a little more before sliding its length deep into my mouth, stopping just shy of gagging myself.

“Oh, fuck,” Richard groaned.

I carried on fellating the rubber dick while Richard stroked himself to the sight. I had been rubbing my pussy absent mindedly nearly the whole time. “I want to fuck it,” I whispered into the phone.

“Have you ever fucked a dildo before?” he asked.

“No. This is my first time.”

“Lay down on the bed.”

I did as Richard told me. I laid down on the bed sideways with my head toward the window, so Richard could see it from the same angle as me. I ran the dildo down my body until it was between my legs, I rubbed it along my labia, getting myself nice and wet until I was ready.

“Can you see?” I asked.

“Yes. Are you ready?”

“Tell me. Tell me what you want to see.”

“I want to see you fuck yourself with that cock, Georgia.”

That was what I needed to hear. I pushed the dildo inside of me. It felt good. Not as good as a real dick, but better than I’d had since my boyfriend left town.

“How does it feel?” Richard whispered.

I was still trying to get the feel for it. “Hang on,” I panted. I kept working the dick in and out, fucking myself for the first time. Once I found the right angle and the right depth and the right pace, it was amazing. “Oh, fuck, Richard! It feels so good. Can you see it?”

“Yes. I can see you.”

“Are you stroking your cock for me?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, fuck. I want you to jerk it for me. Please? Tell me what you want to see.”

“I want to watch you bury that whole thing inside of you. I want to watch your perfect, nineteen-year-old, tan little body clench with an orgasm. I want to watch you squeeze your abs when you come.”

His words made me so hot. I fucked myself just like he told me to. I raised up on my elbows to watch the dick go in and out of me. I realized I could see Richard in the mirror again.

“Show me.” I exhaled, getting closer to climax.

“What?” Richard asked.

“I showed you my cock. Now show me yours. I want to see it. I want to see you jerk off for me.”

“You want to see me cock?” he teased.

“Yes.”

I watched in the mirror as Richard lifted his shirt over his head, tossed it aside, and stood up.

“Is that what you want?” he asked, moving his cock around and turning sideways so I could see.

“Yes,” I whispered. I rolled off the bed and made my way back to the center of the floor in front of the window. I sat on my knees and leaned back, pushing the dildo back inside of me. Richard and I pleasured ourselves together. I stared at his cock. I had only been with two guys before, both my age. Richard’s cock seemed manlier somehow. It was roughly the same size as the dildo, but it was just…I don’t know…more masculine than any I’d seen before.

“Do you like fucking yourself for me?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like making my cock so hard that I have to stroke it for you?”

“Fuck yes.”

“I want you to come, Georgia. I want you to come all over that dick.”

I started rubbing my clit while I fucked myself. I don’t know where it came from, but I was lost in the moment and whimpered, “Call me a whore.”

“Yeah? Is that what you want? You want to be my little whore?”

God, I was so close. I could feel the biggest orgasm of my young life building.

“Do you want to do whatever I tell you to do like a good little slut?”

I was fucking myself so well I could barely speak. “Yes,” I managed to get out.

“Come for me my little whore. Look how hard my cock is for you. Look what you do to me.”

“Oh, fuck!” I cried as I started coming.

“Yes. You perfect little slut.”

All I could do was groan as I came so hard, I lost my balance and curled up on the floor, still coming with the dildo inside of me and my hand pressed to my clit. I laid there panting. As I reoriented, I saw Richard still stroking himself, staring at me slack jawed.

I watched his lips move and heard the words in my earbuds. “Suck it. Suck it clean, Georgia. Like a good little whore.”

I stood back on my knees again and took the cock in my mouth, tasting myself. I could see Richard jerking his cock harder.

“Are you going to come for me, Richard? Thinking about how I taste?” I teased.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

All I heard was grunting on the other line. I decided to cross the line we hadn’t dare yet cross. “Do you want me to suck your cock, Richard?”

I watched Richard cover his desk with come as he growled “Oh, fuck!” in my ear. He dropped the phone and had to use his hand to keep his balance on the desk. Spent, he fell back into his chair.

“Richard,” I called through his phone. He didn’t respond, just sat in his chair panting. “Richard,” I called louder. He picked his phone back up. I could hear him still breathing heavily.

“I told you that you wouldn’t be disappointed.”

He half smiled with a chuckle. “You’re a very naughty girl, Georgia.”

“I’m a good girl,” I denied. “It’s only with you that I’m such a dirty little slut.”

Richard shook his head. “We’ve got to be careful, Georgia.”

“You worry too much, Richard. We’re just playing around. It’s not like I’m actually going to fuck you. It’s just a little fun. That’s all.”

“Well, at any rate, Millicent is coming for a visit. She’ll get here tomorrow and be here until Sunday, so we’ll have to at least cool it for a little while. Do you think you can behave yourself?”

“I can try,” I joked. “But I’m not making any promises.”

“Okay. I gotta go get cleaned up and ready for bed. Goodnight, Georgia.”

“Goodnight, Richard.”

After Richard left and turned out his light, I took a few pictures of me sucking off the dildo and sent them to him.

G: goodnight. sweet dreams.

R: goodnight, naughty girl.

The next few days were a complete bore without having anything to look forward to. As introverted as I was, I was grateful to get another party invite. This time, I wore a yellow sundress that was similar to the last one. It had an elastic, pleated midriff instead of a little belt though. There was a little flower pattern in the material, and it rode a little higher on my leg. Unlike the last time, though, I knew very well what I was doing when I let myself drink a little too much. 

“Hello?”

“Hey, Richard. I’ve done it again.”

“What’s that?”

“I drank a little too much and I need a ride. Can you please come get me?”

I heard movement on the other end of the line. Richard paused and then spoke in a hushed tone. “Georgia, you know Millicent is in town.”

“I know. I’m just asking for a ride. It’s not big deal. I’m too drunk. Everyone else here is drunk.”

“Can’t you call a rideshare?”

“I ran out of money. I spent what I had left for the week on our little friend the other day.”

I heard a relenting sigh. “Okay. Same place?”

“No, this one is a little further out.”

“Alright. Send me the address.”

Twenty-fvie minutes later, I was back in Richard’s car.

“Thank you so much, Richard,” I smiled, feigning an apologetic tone.

He looked a little grumpy. “Uh huh,” he responded.

“I told you I couldn’t play games this week, Georgia. My daughter is in town.”

“Yeah, sorry. Don’t tell her you saw me. She fucking hates me.”

“Don’t take it personally. She hates everybody. Including me. She’s like her mother. Couldn’t give a damn unless you’ve got enough money to buy her whatever she wants whenever she wants it.”

I could tell he was legitimately grumpy. Having his daughter around must have brought up some old issues.

“I’m sorry, Richard. Really.” I wasn’t faking that time. I really felt sorry for the guy.

“Not your fault.  How was the party?”

“Blah. I hate parties.”

“Then why did you go?”

“I was bored. You won’t play with me, and I had nothing better to do.”

“Listen. I’m not sure what the hell we’re doing to begin with, but I know it’s fucked up. And this week my daughter is in town. I don’t need any more trouble in that department.”

“Relax, Richard. I told you. We’re just playing around. It’s just a little fun.”

“Careful you don’t get more than you bargained for.”

Before I could censor myself, the alcohol kept my face from hiding my mild disgust at the thought of actually having sex with a forty-six-year-old man.  I was having a lot of fun teasing him, but I never had any intention of have sex with him. I didn’t realize at nineteen how cruel that was. He tried to hide it, but in that moment I could tell that I had hurt his feelings. It was suddenly very awkward and silent in the car, and we still had about fifteen minutes to the house.

“I’m sorry, Richard. I didn’t mean it like that.”

“It’s fine.”

“Let me make it up to you. Do you want a little peek?”

I started playfully shimmying up my dress.

“You see,” he scolded. “That’s the problem right there.”

“What? You like looking. I like showing.”

“You don’t taunt a man like that.”

“I’m just playing,” I said as I kept pulling up my skirt higher and higher until he grabbed my hand and stopped me, just inches from my pussy. I squeezed my legs together, pinching the dress and our hands between them. I looked over and saw the bulge in his running shorts. “Sorry,” I said like the self-centered teenager I still was. I relaxed my legs and took away my hand. His hand stayed, resting on my thigh just below my pussy. I thought for a minute he might slide his hand up and grab my pussy. Instead, he lingered for just a moment before sliding my dress back down and returning his hand to the steering wheel.

We finished the ride home in silence, with me pouting in the passenger seat.  Didn’t he know how lucky he was to get to see me naked? He was just grumpy because his asshole daughter was in town is what I told myself. After he dropped me off, I went upstairs and waited for a light in his office. I had nearly given up when after about twenty minutes, the lamp on Richard’s desk came on and he turned his attention to his computer screen.  He had a drink in his hand.

I tossed my dress on the bed and wrote the words “I’m Sorry” across my tits and tummy in lipstick. I walked to the window and let down the sheet. Richard calmly noticed me almost immediately. I gave him a sad face with pouty lips. He looked at me sternly, turned off his monitor, took his drink in hand and walked out of the room. It hadn’t gone at all the way I had hoped.

Three minutes later I was brushing my teeth when I heard the doorbell. I put my dress back on quickly and snuck downstairs. I was pretty sure it would be Richard, but I was still a little scared. I looked through the peephole and sighed with relief seeing that it was, in fact, Richard.

“Jesus, you scared the hell out of me,” I complained, opening the door.

Richard stepped forward, grabbed me, and spun me around until I was facing the wall.

“You want to show me something, show me that little ass of yours,” he demanded as he lifted up my skirt. “I oughta spank you, you spoiled little girl.”

I looked over my shoulder. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“I told you to stop with the teasing.”

“You love it and you know it,” I ridiculed. I did everything but stick my tongue out at him like a petulant child.

Richard picked me up and threw me over his shoulder and walked into the living room, dumping me on the couch across his knee.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I laughed.

Then he lifted up my skirt and popped me on my naked backside. It was more symbolic than painful. I could tell he wasn’t really going to hurt me.

“You think that hurt? Go ahead. Spank me harder.”

He did. And it hurt a little. It caught me off guard and changed the game. “Harder,” I insisted. Richard spanked me a little harder, this time rubbing his hand firmly along my ass after making contact. It felt good after the sting of his hand.

“Are you gonna tease me anymore?”

“You fucking loved it!” I countered.

Thwap! Even harder this time. I whimpered a little and then pursed my lips as he rubbed his hand all over my ass. I squirmed in his lap at his touch. My pussy was getting wet and begging to be touched.

“I’ll give you two choices.”

Richard pushed me off of his lap and onto my hands and knees on the floor. He followed me, getting on his knees behind me. He flipped my dress up over my ass again.

“You can take my cock right now,” he said as he slapped his hard cock against my backside, “or you stop fucking toying with me for good.”

I didn’t know if I was more angry or horny. “Go ahead,” I challenged. “I bet you can’t even keep it up long enough for me to come.”

Boy was I wrong. That man fucked the hell out of me that night. First, he fucked me where we started in the living room, teasing me with his cock until I literally begged him for more. After he brought me to multiple orgasms downstairs, he threw me over his shoulder and took me upstairs. I sat on the foot of the bed sucking his cock until I had earned his approval. Then he went down on me, making me climax like I never had before. The boys I had been with before were just that – boys. They had no idea what they were doing. Richard showed me the difference. Finally, once he had fucked me ruthlessly into understanding, he finished by fucking me gently in my bed.

“Now do you understand the difference between a boy you can play with and a man you don’t fuck with?” he whispered, slowly making love to me.

“Yes,” I whispered back, feeling like I was floating.

“I’m going to teach you how to please a man properly. Would you like that?”

“Yes.” I whispered again.

He continued making love to me, my body enveloped by his.

“The first lesson is,” he breathed heavier into my ear, “until you meet the man you’re going to marry, no one comes inside of you but me.”

Richard fucked me harder and deeper, making me come again just before he filled me with the load he had been nursing since he picked me up at the party. He kissed me sweetly. I kissed him back, knowing that the stubble I felt on my face was gray. I no longer cared.

“Millicent leaves on Sunday. Be at my house Sunday night.”

Richard fucked me nearly every day for the next two years. Even when I was seeing someone else, I found myself crawling back to Richard for more. For a while, I was convinced I was in love with him. He taught me everything I know about how to make a man happy in bed. He taught me to make a man come with just my mouth, my hands, my feet or any combination thereof. He taught me to love the musky smell of a cock and the taste of come. He taught me how to fuck a man in any position. He taught me how to submit. He taught me how to dominate. He taught me how to use a man to make myself come. No one ever fucked me again like that man that was two and half times my age.

And that brings me back to my husband. Two things happen when I tell him that story. First, I get whatever I want. Second, he cracks a joke about getting Richard’s address so he can send him a Christmas card or wanting to meet him to shake his hand for making me such an amazing lover. At least it was a joke until recently. On a whim, I searched Richard online. Without much trouble, I found his address and profile online. I confess that I thought for a while about sharing with my husband what I had done. But the next time I told Roy the story and he cracked a joke, I followed up with, “Well, let’s see.”

“Seriously?” Roy chuckled.

“Sure, why not? It doesn’t mean you actually have to send him a Christmas card.”

Roy was on to me pretty quickly. “You already looked him up, didn’t you?”

“Maybe,” I smiled innocently.

“So, how’s your boyfriend doing?”

“He was never my boyfriend. It wasn’t like that. And I have no idea. I couldn’t really see anything on his profile. He has it locked down pretty well. All I know is he’s sixty and lives at the beach now.”

“Send him a friend request.”

“Are you sure?”

“No big deal. It’ll be fun.” Roy elbowed me and joked. “And I can finally thank him for making you such a hot slut!”

If it had only been a few years since I had seen Richard, I might have worried about stirring up old feelings. But Roy was right. It had been a long time. And not to be crass, but Richard was sixty years old now. I pressed send on the friend request. The next day I got a message from him.

R: hey, stranger!

G: richard! how are you?

R: i see you got married. did you remember all the things i taught you?

G: of course. my husband jokes about sending you a christmas card.

R: you told him about me?

G: not everything, but enough.

R: you still look beautiful btw.

G: thank you! you look amazing!

I had been scanning Richard’s profile for the first time while we were messaging. He looked impressively good for a sixty-year-old man. His hair was completely gray, and he had his share of wrinkles, but if anything, he looked even better than he did fifteen years ago. He had semi-retired and become a personal trainer, spending his days working out and getting tan.

R: occupational hazard

G: lol.

R: you and your husband should come to the beach sometime and have dinner.

G: that sounds nice

When I told Roy that I had talked to Richard and that he had invited us to meet for dinner at some point, he was surprisingly agreeable.

“You mean you’re okay with going to dinner with the man who essentially taught your wife all the dirty little things I do to you in the bedroom?”

“Sure. Why not?” Roy replied, shrugging his shoulders, distracted by the game he was watching.

Roy and I went to the beach a few times a year anyway. Two months later, we had a date to meet up with Richard. It was the Fourth of July weekend and everywhere was packed, so we decided to just eat in the hotel restaurant. The food was decent, and it wasn’t nearly as crowded as most places.

I think Roy was taken aback when he first saw Richard. He looked a lot better than Roy had anticipated. He was a bit intimidating. Even at sixty, Richard was fitter, taller, and quite frankly, manlier than Roy. I think Roy took solace in the fact that he, as far as we knew, probably had more money than Richard. The dinner conversation had stayed within the bounds of propriety. We talked about our families, the old neighborhood, and what we were all doing now. Roy insisted on paying the check and leaving a generous tip. He always did, but this time he was showing off a little bit. 

After we finished eating, even the little hotel restaurant started getting crowded, so Roy and I invited Richard up to the room for drinks after dinner. Once we were away from the public, Richard got a little bolder with his topics of conversation.

“So, Georgia tells me you want my address.”

Roy looked at Richard quizzically.

“For the Christmas card,” he smiled.

“Ah, yes,” Roy nodded, smiling but incredulous that Richard would bring that up. “She told you about that, did she?” he asked rhetorically, giving me the side eye.

“Relax,” Roy said. “I’m just playing around.”

Richard’s words sounded familiar.

“Well,” Roy played along, “we are appreciative.”

I don’t know why I did it, or maybe I did, but I had dug out my old yellow sundress before our trip and packed it in my bag.

I turned to Roy. “Guess what I found.”

“What?”

I pulled the dress from my suitcase and held it up.  Richard recognized it immediately. After Richard fucked me for the first time in that dress, I wore it as a signal that I wanted to be spanked.

“No kidding,” Richard mused.

“What?” Roy asked, not knowing its significance.

“Oh, it’s just Richard’s favorite dress that I used to wear. I just thought it would be fun to show him.”

Roy seemed satisfied enough with my answer. Richard, apparently, was not.

“That’s the dress she was wearing the first time I fucked her.”

Roy’s eyes got big. “Alrighty, then.”

Roy didn’t stop there. “I bet it still fits. You should try it on.”

“No, don’t be silly,” I dismissed.

“Go ahead,” Richard insisted. His tone changed from cordial to dominant. That tone was permanently etched in my brain. “Do it.”

I looked at Roy. “Why not?” he shrugged, just like he had done when I first told him about Richard’s dinner invitation. Only this time he wasn’t distracted, he was dumbfounded at the nerve of an old man.

“Okay, then.” I went to the bathroom and closed the door behind me. I stripped down to my underwear and put on the dress. My bra wasn’t strapless, so I took it off. The dress was made to provide some support on its own anyway. I looked at myself in the mirror. I didn’t look nineteen anymore, but the dress still fit, and I was proud of how good I still looked. My hair was different, and I had put on a little weight, but I was still decidedly hot. I couldn’t help but think back to the days when I wore that dress for Richard. I started getting wet thinking about those memories and how horny I was going to make Roy, teasing him in this dress. I took one last look in the mirror. Just before walking out of the bathroom, I made a last-minute impulsive decision. I reached under my skirt and pulled my panties off. I walked out into the main room wearing nothing but the sundress.

“Look at that,” Richard marveled. “I told you it would still fit.”

I did a slow twirl. I didn’t want to go too fast and make the skirt fly up.

“Very nice,” Richard nodded. He leaned toward Roy and said in the most guy-like way, “Could you blame me?”

“Not really,” Roy agreed. “You do look amazing, honey.”

“Thank you,” I smiled, scrunching my shoulders.

Richard got up and stood behind me. “Roy, I bet you a thousand dollars she’s not wearing any panties.”

“Richard!” I scolded.

“You hush,” he demanded.

There was that tone again. The one I was compelled to obey.

“What?” Roy asked incredulously.

“I bet you a thousand dollars your wife isn’t wearing panties.”

Richard reached around me and gradually pulled the front of my skirt higher, so Roy could see but he, himself, could not. “Well?” Richard asked.

My husband looked meek and powerless, watching an older man expose his wife.

“Told ya,” Richard bragged knowing the result without looking, letting my skirt fall back down. I thought that was going to be the end of it, but then I felt the sudden sting of his hand slapping my ass.

“Richard!” I gasped.

“You know better than to tease me.”

“I’m not teasing you!”

“So, you drove two hundred miles, brought that dress, and took your panties off for what?” Richard stepped to my side, both of us facing Roy as he spoke. Thwap! Another slap to my ass. This time he followed it up with a rub. I said nothing. My breathing got heavier. Roy stared at me, not knowing what to do.

Richard turned to face me, still flanking me, and lifted up the back of my dress, exposing my naked backside. He rubbed his palm along my bare flesh and then slapped me again. My head tilted back and stayed there, my chest heaving. Richard rubbed my red cheeks and then slid his hand between my legs, feeling my wetness. I let out a little whimper. Roy did nothing. It was clear to me then what was going to happen. Richard was going to take me like he had all those years ago. And he was going to do it in front of my husband. I prayed that my husband would find his way to being okay with it, because I knew I was powerless to stop it.  And I knew he wouldn’t. And if I’m being honest, I didn’t want him to. Roy and I had an amazing sex life, thanks in large part to Richard. But Roy had never seen me like this. He couldn’t ever bring himself to spank me.

Richard put me on the bed on all fours and lifted the back of my skirt. He spanked me, but much lighter this time. Then he ran his fingertips along my ass. Again, he slapped me lightly and teased me with his fingers. I knew what he was doing. He was forcing me to say it in front of my husband. Forcing me to confess to Roy what I wanted.

“Harder,” I whispered.

“What’s that?” Richard asked, pretending he hadn’t heard me the first time.

I looked over my shoulder at my husband.  I wanted him to see. I wanted to tease him like I had Richard from my bedroom at my parents’ house. “Harder,” I said plainly.

Richard spanked me hard. My nerves tingled and welcomed his hand as it rubbed my throbbing backside. I heard the jangling of a belt and before I knew it, Richard was inside of me. My body remembered him instantly.

Thwap! Another slap followed by Richard thrusting himself inside of me over and over.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. I craned my head to look at Roy. Richard took notice and shifted me on the bed so I could see my husband. He grabbed my hair and simultaneously used it as a rein while he fucked me and to angle my face directly at Roy, giving me no choice but to look at him or close my eyes. I hadn’t been fucked like that since the last time I was with Richard. I had forgotten how much of a thrilling roller coaster ride it was. It would have been enough just to have been fucked like that again, but to do it in front of my husband was satiating to my core.

Having forced me to stare at my husband long enough, Richard pinned my head to the mattress. I felt his weight bearing down on me as he continued jackhammering me. “Fuck! ... Yes!” I groaned.

Richard reached under my dress and squeezed by breast. “Did you miss me?” he growled.

“Yes!” I panted. “Fuck me!”

I whimpered as I started coming. Right on cue, I felt the sting of Richard’s hand again pushing my orgasm to another level. Part of me was heartbroken that I hadn’t come this hard since being with Roy. Richard eased off after I came, fucking me slowly and letting me recover. Once I caught my breath, he guided me to sit on the end of the bed as he stood in front of me. I glanced at Roy just before I took Richard’s cock in my mouth, remembering our taste, and orally thanking Richard for the pleasure I had just experienced. I could tell Richard was almost ready to come, but as I started to focus my efforts on finishing him, he gently pushed my head away and guided me to my back on the bed. I spread my legs for him, and he put himself back inside of me. With slow, quick, loving jabs he fucked me, never breaking eye contact. I took a series of deep inhales as I felt him coming inside of me. When he sighed his completion, he kissed me. We kissed like newlyweds until Richard whispered in my ear, “You’re coming home with me tonight.” I nodded, having momentarily forgotten that I was in a hotel room with my husband and not back at my old house.

Richard started putting himself together and helped me up from the bed. “Your wife is coming home with me tonight. I’ll bring her back in the morning.” Roy just stared, still in shock from what just happened. “Now you know how she really likes to be fucked. You need to man up and learn how to take care of her. Otherwise, it doesn’t matter how much goddamn money you have, she’s gonna end up driving down here every chance she gets to fuck me again. It’s up to you.”

With that, Richard took my hand and started leading me out the door. I pulled away from his hand and made my way to Roy. “I’ll be back tomorrow,” I whispered in his ear. I kissed him on the cheek and hurried back to Richard.

The following afternoon, I did the walk of shame through the hotel lobby wearing nothing but my now sordid sundress and a pair of quick shop sunglasses to hide my eyes. Everyone that saw me had to have known that I had been fucked all night long and hadn’t slept a wink. I keyed into the room to find Roy passed out in bed. A bottle of liquor was still open on the nightstand and tissues were scattered all over. I would have worried that Roy had been up most of the night drinking and crying if it hadn’t been for the fact that he was naked. It was obvious had masturbated multiple times. I sat on the bed next to him and nudged him until he came to. It took him a moment to focus. Once he did, his hand went straight to his cock.

“Tell me what happened,” he whispered hungrily.


The Guest

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

My stepson was a freshman in college, so his mother and I hadn’t seen much of him for the past year. We planned a trip to the beach for some family time. Initially, it was just supposed to be the three of us. Then we agreed to let Jeff invite his girlfriend. Not long after that, Jeff’s best friend, Patrick, got dumped by his girlfriend. We took pity on him and asked him to tag along as well. The place only had two bedrooms, so Steve was going to have to sleep on the couch.  So much for family time.

My brother and I inherited the beach house from my parents when they passed away. It had two small bedrooms that attached to either side of a great room. It wasn’t very big, but it was right on the beach and away from any big hotels or tourist attractions. It was perfect as far as I was concerned. It also helped score points with some of my bigger clients. I made a lot of money letting business contacts use the house for a weekend. 

Being an old house and directly on the beach, there was always some maintenance work that needed doing. I knew I would be occupied the first few days of our trip doing repairs while the others were off having fun and relaxing.  Jeff and his girlfriend, Jane, spent most of the first day at the beach getting some sun. My wife, Susan, and Patrick rode bikes around the island and did some shopping. Susan was on a mission to nurse Patrick through his breakup. She wanted to buy him some new clothes and shoes so he could look his best in his pursuit of a new girlfriend. I, on the other hand, spent the day making multiple trips to the home improvement store and tracking down the source of a few leaks the roof.

I was grateful to be done for the day and take everyone out for dinner. It was obvious that Susan and Patrick had a good day together. They had always gotten along, but they spent so much time joking with each other at the restaurant that I wondered if people thought that she was with him and not me. I’m almost twenty years older than Susan, meaning that she was actually closer in age to Jeff and Patrick than she was to me. She also looked even younger than thirty-eight, so lately I had started to feel incredibly old. If someone had taken a picture of our table that night, it could have easily looked like dad took his sons and their girlfriends out to dinner.

When we got home, Jeff and Jane weren’t feeling well. They both had seafood allergies and we wondered if they hadn’t accidentally eaten something they shouldn’t have. We loaded them both up with antihistamines and they passed out cold in their bedroom.  Susan, Patrick, and I stayed up drinking and watching television. As part of her quest to keep Patrick’s spirits lifted, anytime he started to look like he was ruminating about his ex-girlfriend, Susan would tickle him to make him laugh. We were watching some mindless drivel on the television and my body was displeased with me for having made so many trips up and down the ladder that day, so I excused myself and headed for bed.  Susan followed me into the bedroom and changed into one of my old t-shirts. They fit her almost like a nightgown and were her favorite things to sleep in.

“I think I’m going to go talk some more to Patrick,” Susan whispered so he couldn’t hear after she was done changing and putting her hair up. “You go ahead and get some sleep.”

I got cleaned up and laid down in bed, but I couldn’t get to sleep. One of my least favorite parts of getting old was that you were robbed of sleep. On the occasion you actually managed to get to sleep easily, you woke up early. Or, even more fun, you had to get up three times during the night to pee. Laying there, I could hear the merciful ending of the wretched tv show we had been watching. The walls were pretty thin in that old house, so I could hear Susan and Patrick talking almost as if we were still in the same room.

“You know, Patrick, you really need to forget about that girl.” I could hear Susan pouring another glass of wine.

“I know, I know. It’s just hard.”

“I know, sweetie. But you’ll find someone else. Believe me. She’s an idiot. Any girl would be lucky to have you.”

“You think?”

“Yes, I think. I mean, look at you. You’re gorgeous. All the girls in the store today were checking you out.”

“No, they weren’t.”

“Oh, yes, they were.”

“Well, if you say so.”

“I say so. You’ve got the looks. You’ve got the brains. You’re gonna be a good provider someday. You just need more confidence.”

“Well, I’ve only ever been with one girl, and she just dumped me. That doesn’t exactly instill a lot of confidence.”

“Really? One girl?”

Patrick sighed. “Yep.”

“Well, I met Carla a few times and it seemed to me like she was the kind of girl that was just using you. I don’t know if you can judge yourself based on her. Maybe you just have a bad picker.”

“Using me? For what?”

“You know.”

“No.”

“Sex, dummy!”

“Girls do that?”

“Some do. Where do you think the expression ‘boy toy’ comes from?”

“So, I was a boy toy?”

“It would seem so.”

“I don’t know how to feel about that.”

“I think you should feel just fine about it. Why do you want to be tied down at your age, anyway. If I were young like you, I’d be playing the field. Having fun. You could be getting girls left and right if you just believed in yourself a little.”

“I just really liked Carla, I guess. I feel stupid.”

“You’re not stupid. You’re just young. You’re going to make a lot of mistakes. You’re going to learn a lot of things the hard way. If I were you, I’d try to have a lot of fun doing it.”

“I guess.”

The room got quiet for a moment.

Susan broke the silence. “Hey, none of that, mister.”

“Stop it!” I heard Patrick say.

“Hey!” he protested again.

“No more frowning!”

I heard a scuffle on the couch followed Susan giggling.

“Oh, so it’s like that, huh?” Patrick taunted playfully.

“What the fuck is going on out there?” I wondered to myself. I’m curious by nature. I eased out of bed and tiptoed my way to the door. Fortunately, Susan had neglected to close it until it latched on her way out of the bedroom earlier and I could pull it open just a hair to peek through the crack. What had apparently started as a tickle fight had now devolved into some kind of playful melee with Susan and Patrick circling the living room rug like a couple of wrestlers angling for a take down. Susan lunged at Patrick who caught her by the arms and spun her around, gripping her in a bear hug from behind. What Patrick didn’t know was that Susan had studied martial arts as a kid, so despite his notable size advantage, he was in for a bit of a fight. 

Susan quicky used her body weight to drop to her knees and catch Patrick off balance, forcing him to the floor, still locking her in a bear hug. They tussled for a bit before Susan managed to turn her body and leverage Patrick to his back. Once there, Susan straddled him and started tickling Patrick’s ribs again. Patrick grabbed her hands and sat up, pinning Susan’s hands behind her. Neither one was laughing anymore. Susan’s shirt had ridden up in the scuffle and I could see her panties through her and Patrick’s hands as they were pinned against her backside.  Sarah made a move to jockey for position, but Patrick rolled and put Susan on her back with him on top of her. Patrick freed Susan’s hands in the move and they were now pressed against his torso. She looked down at his groin pressed against hers, her mouth open, breathing deeply. She wrapped her legs around Patrick’s back and squeezed in an attempt to roll him back over. Patrick resisted and kept her pinned to the floor. Susan’s neck craned back, and she moaned quietly.

Susan didn’t say a word or offer any resistance. She kept her legs wrapped around Patrick as he again slid his crotch against her mound in one long, slow thrust. Susan pursed her lips and looked down between her legs. She shifted her hands from Patrick’s chest to his hips. Again, he slid his groin against hers, this time with my wife gripping his hips and pulling him closer. Susan slid her hands into Patrick’s pajama pants and squeezed his ass. Patrick continued slowly grinding, my wife closing her eyes and leaning her head back as he did. Patrick’s pajamas began working their way lower until Patrick reached down with one hand and slid them down past his crotch, freeing his cock.  I couldn’t see it from my angle, but Susan stared between her legs now, watching him pleasure them both through her panties. Susan leaned up, supporting herself with one hand and started grinding back against Patrick. I could tell she was about to come. I’d seen that face a thousand times. She whimpered as quietly as she could as she helped Patrick bring her to orgasm. When she settled, Patrick took a few more long, slow thrusts against her before sitting up and taking his cock in his hand. For the first time, I had a view of what my wife had been ogling. I was well aware of the fact that one of the reasons Susan married me was because she was an admitted size queen, and I had a nice, big cock. Patrick had me beat. Not by a lot, but enough.  Patrick stroked his cock, hovering my wife as she pulled her shirt up, exposing her tummy and the bottom of her breasts. Susan watched him and ran her hand under her top, gripping her breasts as Patrick came, covering my wife’s panties and stomach. Susan reached up and firmly squeezed Patrick’s girth one time, causing him to let out a muffled groan. Rather than let her shirt get sullied, she rubbed Patrick’s cream into her skin.

Susan started to amble out from under Patrick. To avoid getting caught in the act of catching them the in the act, I tiptoed back to bed and quickly feigned sleep. I heard water running in the kitchen sink and shortly after, Susan made her way to bed. I laid there, pretending to be asleep for over an hour before I was sure everyone else would be oblivious to me masturbating.  The image of Susan gripping Patrick’s cock just after he came played in my mind as I made myself come in a matter of just a few minutes. Despite my relief, I still couldn’t sleep for most of the night. At first my mind raced, not knowing how to process everything that just happened. With meditation, I was able to settle myself and calmly, rationally, weigh all of the possible ways to handle the situation. After a few hours, I finally made a decision before drifting off to a peaceful sleep.

The next morning, after breakfast, I invited Susan for a walk on the beach. I wanted to make sure we were far enough away from the house that no one of any consequence could hear our conversation. We held hands and walked along the shoreline before the sun was high and there were lots of people.

“Susan,” I began. “I want to talk to you about something. But before I do, I want you to know that I’m not upset or angry in any way. I love you and what I’m getting ready to say doesn’t change that. Okay?”

I could see that Susan was curious, reassured, and terrified all at the same time. “Okay,” she nodded.

“I saw you and Patrick last night.”

“Steve, please, let me explain,” she interjected, almost panicking. 

I stopped her before she could. “You don’t need to. I was up half the night thinking about this. I’ve had more time to process what happened than you have. And it’s okay. I’m not mad. So, please, let me finish and then you have your say. Take a breath. Alright?”

Susan nodded again and took a deep breath, trying to calm herself. I waited until she seemed ready before continuing.

“At first, I didn’t know what to do or how to handle it. But the more I thought about it, the more some things made sense. You are a thirty-eight-year-old woman. You’re in your sexual prime. I’m pushing sixty. Even with better living through chemistry, I can’t do things like I used to do at your age. For a while now, I’ve been feeling insecure about…let’s say…my ability to keep you satisfied.”

Susan interrupted, “No, baby. You’re wonderful. It had nothing to do with that.”

“Please. Let me finish,” I asked softly. “I know you love me. But I also know that you have needs that I can’t satisfy the way I used to. Or at least as often as I used to. The way I see it, we have a few options. We can pretend last night never happened and move on. But that would mean that you would live the next decade of your life constrained by the limitations of an aging man. And that man would worry he wasn’t giving you everything you need, and that eventually, you might find somewhere else to satisfy those needs. Or, and hear me out, I give you carte blanche to do what you need to do in order to make sure you have the best life possible with me – provided that everything is out in the open. No sneaking around.”

Susan had been staring at me the whole time, dumbfounded. “You want me to sleep around?”

“It’s up to you, but, yeah, I think so.”

“But what are you gonna do while I’m supposed off fucking these other guys? Won’t it bother you?”

“I don’t know. It didn’t seem to.” I took a breath and steeled myself. “Actually, I think it kind of turns me on. I waited until after you went to sleep, but I had to jerk off after watching you and Patrick. I couldn’t get the image of you grabbling his cock out of my mind. It made me harder than I’ve been in years.”

“Seriously?”

I nodded incredulously. “Yeah. I know. I’m just trying to be honest here. Remember our deal?” Our deal was to be brutal and thorough about telling the truth.

Susan nodded. “I remember.”

“Okay. Thank you for hearing me out. Now, I’ll shut up and listen.”

Susan took a minute before she started speaking. “Okay, first, I’m so sorry about last night. I never would have done it if I hadn’t been drinking. I’ve never done anything like that before in our marriage. I promise you.”

“I believe you.”

“Now as far as your idea. I have no idea what to say. Like you said, I haven’t even had time to wrap my head around last night, and now you’re talking about me fucking other men. I don’t even know where to begin.”

“I know it’s a lot. Just take some time and think about it. And please know, this doesn’t mean that I don’t still want to have sex with you. I’m all about it. Just probably not as much as you are because of our age difference. I honestly think that this could be a good thing for us. But I completely understand that you need some time. That’s totally fair.”

Susan kissed me sweetly on the lips. “Thank you. You are always trying to take care of me.”

We continued our walk beside the ocean. I tried to lighten the mood a little bit. “So, Patrick’s hung like a fucking horse, huh?”

Susan couldn’t help but laugh. “I know, right?”

I thought about asking her if she thought about fucking him the night before, but I didn’t want to push the issue anymore. Besides, I realized quickly that it was a stupid question. Of course, she wanted to fuck him. 

Over the next few days, I could tell Susan was starting to soften to the idea. She was less awkward around Patrick and started flirting with him just a little bit. Spooning in bed three nights after our conversation she whispered, “Are you sure?”

“Yes. What about you? Are you considering it?”

“Maybe. I don’t know.”

“Okay,” I replied and left it at that.

The next morning, we went for another walk on the beach. About five minutes from the house, Susan brought it up without any prompting from me.

“How would it work, exactly? I mean, like, what are the rules?”

“I don’t know, really. I figured you and I would work that out beforehand.”

“You mean, like now?”

“Well, I don’t know. Have you decided you want to try it?”

“I wouldn’t say that. Let’s just say I’m thinking about it.”

“I bet you are,” I ribbed.

“Knucklehead,” she joked. “No seriously, if I were to say I want to do it, how would we go about it. Knowing, mind you, that the most important thing in the world to me is that we don’t fuck up our marriage.”

“Well, the first thing I would say is never without me knowing.”

Susan and I started walking ourselves through the logistics of her essentially becoming a hotwife. Turns out, that can get pretty complicated. By the end of our walk, we decided that if she chose to go through with it, we would start with just Patrick and that I could watch like I had before. If we liked it, we’d work out more details later. 

The next to the last day at the beach, we were eating lunch when Jeff informed us that Jane’s mother had called. “She wants Jane to come home early. She needs her to take her grandmother to the doctor or something like that.”

I saw an opening. “So, are you going to stay and ride home with us or are you going to drive her back?”

“I was planning on driving her back if that’s alright.”

“Well, I was hoping for some help finishing up that roof tomorrow. It’s a two-man job. Maybe Patrick could stick around and give me a hand. What do you think, Patrick?”

Patrick looked surprised and a little uncomfortable. He’d been avoiding me since he’d sprayed all over my wife. “Uh, sure Mr. Taylor. Why not?” Susan looked a little surprised and uncomfortable as well.

“Excellent. Then it’s settled.”

That meant that my stepson and his girlfriend would be heading out later that day, leaving Patrick alone with just me and Susan. I was reveling in making Patrick squirm. In my defense, Patrick did dry hump my wife without asking permission after all. Later that afternoon, Susan and I said our goodbyes to Jeff and Jane as they pulled out of the driveway.  Patrick was at the beach.

“You should have talked to me first, Steve,” Susan scolded as we started walking back to the house.

“I saw an opening and took it. It doesn’t mean you have to sleep with him.”

Susan grabbed my hand and stopped us in front of the door to the house. “Steve,” she said. “I want to fuck him. I don’t know if I will or not. But I want to. I thought you should know that.”

We stared into each other’s eyes for a moment. I broke silence with a joke as was my way. “Alright then. I better make sure we have enough booze.”

I decided to grill ribeyes for dinner. I was aware that Patrick’s dad wasn’t around much and was mostly useless when he was. Every man needs to know how to cook a steak. While I helped Patrick learn his way around a grill, Susan was at the beach taking a swim in the ocean. We had an actual dinner bell that I rang to let her know when we were ready for her.

I had a little more fun with the situation at dinner. As Susan was cutting her meat, I cracked, “That’s an awfully big piece of meat there. Are you sure you can handle it?” She didn’t think it was nearly as funny as I did. All it got me was a smirk. Another one of my favorites was, “So, Patrick. What are you planning to get into with the rest of your summer?”

After dinner, Susan was still parading around in her swimsuit. Her suit bottom had the habit of riding up into her ass and giving her a wedgie. She didn’t bother adjusting it. It left nothing to the imagination. Since I did most of the cooking, Susan and Patrick did the dishes. Susan very carefully loaded the dishwasher and put away the dishes that she hand dried, always making sure to bend over and display her amazing ass. Susan had said many times before that she considered her butt to be her best feature.

We had all had a few drinks with dinner and after they were done with the dishes, we sat in the living room and had a few more. Susan announced that she was tired of being in her damp swimsuit and was going to change.

“No!” I complained. “I was enjoying the view. Patrick was, too, I bet. Weren’t you Patrick?”

Patrick started blushing.

“See,” I argued.

“Well, I need to get out of this suit, though. I’ll see what I can do about the view for you boys.”

Susan went into the bedroom, leaving Patrick and I alone. I grunted as I got up from my chair to get us a few more beers. “I’m a lucky man, Patrick.”

“Yes, you are,” he agreed.

I stopped and gave him a dirty look. He froze like a deer in headlights. “Ah, just kidding,” I laughed. “I don’t mind. I woman that good looking should be good and looked at. I’m gonna miss that swimsuit, though.”

“Yeah,” Patrick nodded nervously.

I handed him his beer and sat back down. “Relax, Patrick.”

Just then, the bedroom door opened and out came Susan wearing nothing but a white lace G-string and a skimpy V-neck, one of hers, that she had cut along her ribcage.

“How’s this? Good enough of a view for you?”

Other than involuntarily mumbling “fuck”, I was speechless, a rare occurrence for me. Susan stood in front of me and did a turn, spinning on her toes. “I thought you’d like that,” she smiled. Susan sat down cross-legged on the couch with Patrick. I saw him blatantly checking out Susan’s ass as she stretched over the arm of the couch to reach her glass of wine on the end table.

“So, what were you boys talking about while I was gone?” Susan smiled as though she didn’t know Patrick and I were both looking at her like a starving man looks at a piece of meat. 

“I don’t know. I forget,” I confessed.

“Patrick?” Susan grinned.

Patrick was staring at her legs. “I...just…uh…don’t know.”

Susan started laughing at how useless we were, just staring at her. “Well, somebody say something! You’re making me feel uncomfortable!” Susan held her arms across her body as though she were naked and covering up, which she very nearly was.

“It’s hard to think straight, darlin’, with all the blood rushing from my head,” I said. “I’m afraid if I stood up, I’d pass out.”

“What about you, Patrick? Are you okay? Do you want me to go put on a robe?”

Patrick shook his head. “No. No,” he said quietly. “You’re fine.”

“Not bad for an old lady, huh?” Susan humble-bragged.

I threw a pillow at her, one of those annoying little ones that women put all over the place. “You’re not an old lady.”

“You look amazing compared to anyone,” Patrick chimed in.

“Yeah, does it take you mind off what’s her name?”

Patrick pretended he’d forgotten about Carla. “Who?”

“Good boy,” Susan smiled. She grabbed the pillow I had thrown at her and hugged it, covering her midriff and her crotch.

“Hey,” I complained. “What did I say about enjoying the view.”

I got up and tugged at the pillow. Susan wouldn’t let go and playfully pulled back. I pulled harder, lifting her from the couch and pulling her down on top of me on the floor. Susan was on all fours on top of me with the bottom of her tits peeking out from under her shirt. I’m not sure Patrick could see them, but he had a perfect view of her backside. 

“Ouch! Damn,” I grimaced.

“Are you okay?” Susan worried.

I betrayed her concern and rallied, flipping her over and pinning her to the floor on her back.

“You dirty rat!” Susan giggled.

I started tickling her. As she writhed underneath me and fought back, her shirt intermittently rode up and exposed her tits. I tickled them, too. “Steve!” she said in a shocked tone. “Patrick is right there.”

“He doesn’t care,” I dismissed. “He wants to see your tits, anyway.” I carried on tickling her and despite her protests, Susan made no attempt to cover up.  After another little while, I had to stop and catch my breath.

“What’s the matter? Out of gas?” Susan teased.

“Geez, I’m getting old,” I whined as I eased myself back up on my feet, leaving Susan resting on her elbows, either not noticing or not caring that her breasts were peeking out from under her shirt. You couldn’t see her nipples, but it was close. I looked over at Patrick who was, at this point, slack jawed. “How about you? You want a shot at the title?” I asked him, still winded.

Susan quickly hopped to her feet. “Bring it on, punk. I’m not scared of you.”

Poor Patrick was wearing cotton gym shorts. There was no mistaking the giant bulge in his pants. “Maybe in a little while,” he declined, red in the face.

Patrick was going to need a little coaxing to get this thing in motion. And he needed me to not be in the room. Despite not being full of adrenaline in anticipation of what could happen, I made my exit. “I’ll let you kids work that one out. I’ve got to get to bed.” I kissed Susan goodnight, giving her one last look in the eye. “Goodnight, Patrick,” I waved on my way to the bedroom.

“Goodnight, sir,” he replied.

I’m not sure if he had any idea at that point what was about to happen. I walked into the bedroom being careful to leave the door cracked just a hair. Susan sat back down on the couch, cross-legged again, making no attempt any more to cover up. Again, she stretched over the arm of the couch to get her wine, giving Patrick another perfect view of her ass. I could see him swallow as he eyed her backside.

“Here, can you hold my wine, Sweetie?” she asked.

As Patrick held her glass, Susan fixed her ponytail that had become disheveled in our scuffle. When she reached behind her head with both hands, the lower half of her breasts were once again visible, just barely teasing the presence of her nipples. Patrick couldn’t help but stare. Susan let him see that she had noticed him looking and smiled.

“So, are you feeling any better?” she probed.

“Yeah. I think so. Thanks. You’ve been super nice to me.”

“You’re welcome, Sweetie.”

Patrick started fidgeting. “I’m, uh, sorry about the other night.”

“It’s okay, Patrick,” Susan reassured. “We just got caught up in the moment. No big deal.”

“Well, at any rate, I’m sorry.”

“You don’t have to be. I was there, too. Remember? We’re both adults.”

Patrick nodded.

“Can I ask you something, Patrick?”

He nodded again.

“Did the other night, and does looking at me, help you forget about Carla?”

And again, he nodded.

Susan repeated her performance of stretching over the arm of the couch to put down her wine glass. Instead of sitting back down, she crawled across the couch and straddled Patrick. Then she unceremoniously lifted her t-shirt over her head and tossed it to the floor. With Patrick’s head level with her chest, Susan pushed one of her breasts forward until it met Patrick’s lips. He circled her nipple with his tongue and then took it in his mouth. Susan took a deep breath and titled her head back, her face pointing at the ceiling as Patrick tongued and gnawed at my wife’s tits.

Susan stood up, with her feet together on the couch between Patrick’s knees, supporting her upper body with her hands on his shoulders. “Take them off,” she whispered.

Patrick reached up and slowly slid Susan’s panties down her tanned, toned, legs. She stepped out of them one leg at a time. Stepping on either side of Patrick’s hips, Susan pressed her knees against the back of the couch as she guided her pussy to Patrick’s face. She gently grasped his head by the hair and put him where she wanted him to be.

“Ooo, yes,” she cooed, feeling another man’s tongue on her clitoris for the first time in a decade. Susan looked over at the door as Patrick did his best to please her. She couldn’t see me in the darkness through the crack, but she knew I was watching. Susan moved so that she was laying on her back facing in my direction and guided Patrick’s back between her legs.  I took my cock out and began stroking it, watching my wife’s face scrunch and contort with pleasure.

I could tell that Patrick could get her close but couldn’t quite make her come. I was confident that if she chose to make this more than a one-time thing, she would train Patrick well in the art of cunnilingus. For the moment, I knew that she was likely more interested in getting ahold of that monster cock of his. Just as I was thinking that very thought, Susan guided Patrick to his feet and got on her knees in front of him.

She pulled his shorts and underwear down in one swift motion. Patrick’s cock sprang up in front of her. She grabbed it by the base and looked up at Patrick. “That, my dear, is a big, beautiful dick.” Susan started licking and stroking Patrick’s length. She circled the head with her thumb, spreading his precum and mixing it with her slobber. Once she had his cock well lubed, she took it in her mouth. Patrick had been staring in disbelief the whole time, but when Susan started sucking him, his eyes rolled back in his head. My wife didn’t waste any time stuffing as much of his shaft as she could. She was used to my size and had no objections to gagging on a cock. Susan could give a blowjob better than any woman I’d been with. The only thing I envied was that Patrick was getting to experience her skilled mouth for the first time. With Susan, it wasn’t just the physical pleasure she gave you; it was the sight of such a pretty, seemingly wholesome, mother and housewife wantonly gagging, slobbering, and sucking with abandon. It was quite the show. “I bet Carla never sucked your cock like this,” she bragged. 

Susan took Patrick straight to the edge of climax but stop short of letting him come. Looking back up at our young houseguest, she said quietly and succinctly, “Fuck me.” She laid back on the floor, literally leading Patrick down with her by his cock. Susan pressed his shaft to her folds. He slid his length along her wetness as he had the other night. Only this time, there was no bikini to separate them. Then she gripped his cock and pressed it to her entrance. Susan looked in my direction as Patrick pushed himself inside. Then, she couldn’t help but turn her attention to Patrick’s cock. “Oh, fuck,” she groaned.

“You okay?” Patrick asked.

“MmHmm,” Susan hummed, spreading her legs farther and resting her feet against Patrick’s hips. “Just go easy on me. You’re even bigger than Steve.”

“Do you think he’s gonna hear us?”

“Don’t worry about. I’ll handle him. Just keep fucking me, baby.”

Patrick did as he was told with Susan gradually guiding him deeper. The pair found their groove and soon Patrick was fucking my wife slow and deep and steady. I stroked my cock in time with their rhythm. Patrick started looking like he was going to come soon. Susan reached down and pressed hard into his perinium. 

“Don’t come yet,” she ordered, pushing Patrick off of her. They both stood on their knees. For the first time, Susan kissed Patrick. Susan made out with him like she was still a teenager before laying him down on the ground and straddling him.

“Are you ready? Can you go a minute without coming?” she challenged.

“I think so.”

Susan lowered herself onto Patrick’s shaft. “Of, fuck that’s deep,” she groaned. Susan started grinding on him. I knew she was on a mission to make herself come. Patrick held on for the ride. Susan grabbed his hands and put them on her breasts as she rocked back and forth on his dick faster and faster until she belted in full voice, “I’m gonna come! I’m gonna come! I’m coming! Fuck! Fuck!” As I watched my wife climax hard on top of another man, it was my turn to press three fingers hard into my taint. I didn’t want to come yet, either.

“I saw you staring at my ass earlier, Patrick. You’ve been sneaking looks at it all week. Do you want to fuck me from behind?”

Patrick nodded. Not a big talker that one. Susan got on all fours giving me a side angle of her gorgeous body waiting to be taken. Patrick lined up behind her. Susan helped guide him inside. She craned her head back and said, “You can fuck me as hard as you want now.”

Patrick did just that. He started off at a decent, steady pace, but was soon fucking Susan hard enough that the sound of their bodies slapping together echoed through the room.

“Harder,” Susan groaned.

As Patrick dug in, Susan’s elbows went out from under her, and her face and forearms pressed to the floor.

Susan groaned like she was straining to deadlift three times her bodyweight. “Yes!” she cried. “Fuck me!”

“I’m gonna come!” Patrick moaned. “Can I come yet?”

“Yes! Yes! Don’t stop!”

Patrick started to pull out.

Susan’s response caught me off guard.

“No, no, no! Put it back in. Come inside me!”

Patrick quickly thrust his cock back into my wife and kept thrusting until he had filled her with his load. When he was spent, he had the decency to ask, “Did you come again?”

Susan just nodded her head along the floor, catching her breath. I put my cock back in my pants and opened the door, sticking my head out. With a serious voice and deadpan expression, I said, “Susan. Can I speak to you for a moment please?”

Patrick turned white as a ghost and made a pitiful attempt to cover himself. Susan got up and walked toward me. I disappeared back into the bedroom. She followed, leaving the door open behind her. I didn’t say anything. I spun her around facing the wall next to the door. With one hand on her hip and the other on her shoulder, I hinged her forward until she had her hands against the wall as though she were being frisked. I steadied myself behind her and slipped my cock inside her hot, wet, pussy and started pumping.

“Did you like him fucking you?”

Susan started panting heavily almost immediately.

“Did you like having his big cock inside of you?” I taunted.

“Yes!” she breathed.

I fucked her some more.

“You looked so hot getting fucked.”

“Yeah!” Susan cried. “More!”

“Yeah? More? Did you like having your son’s best friend fuck you?”

“Yes!”

I fucked her some more.

“Are you gonna let him fuck you again?”

“Yes! Fuck! Yes! I’m gonna come!”

“Come on my dick, Susan. Just like you came on Patrick’s. Let him hear you come.”

“Ffffuuuuuccckkkkk,” she sang loudly. There’s no way Patrick hadn’t heard us fucking and even if by some miracle he had, there’s no way he didn’t hear her coming.

Just as she was coming down from her orgasm, I fucked her harder and let myself finally come, filling her with my load on top of Patrick’s.

Susan turned around and embraced me lovingly.

“Do you want to go sleep in his bed tonight?” I whispered in her ear.

Susan nodded slowly. I kissed her again and then she sauntered out the door. I peeked around the door jamb to watch my wife and Patrick hold hands as she led them into the other bedroom. I went to sleep that night listening to them fuck and I woke up in the morning listening to them fuck. And then? Well, then we had pancakes for breakfast.


The True Adventures of Bob and Cat – Part I

The True Story of How My Friend Shared His Wife With Me

The Resort

The story that follows is the actual story of how I bedded my friend’s wife.  I have changed the names, locations, and other details to preserve their anonymity. Otherwise, every word is true to the best of my recollection.  No artistic license.  No embellishments. 

I first met Bob when we were working at the same beach resort.  He was a bit older than I was, but just then starting college. I had recently graduated. He had apparently spent his early twenties partying in another beach town further south.  Bob was a friendly sort.  He was new in town and eager to make friends.  Almost immediately, he started bragging about his wife, Cat, and how beautiful she was.  A few months into Bob and I working together, Cat came by the resort.  Bob proudly introduced me.  If I’m being honest, I didn’t really find Cat that attractive at first. She was unquestionably a pretty girl.  Average height, cute face, long blond hair.  She was the perfect balance of being voluptuous without being overweight.  By all accounts, a dream girl by most guys’ standards.  For me, though, I was generally more attracted to petite brunettes for whatever reason.  Voluptuous blondes just didn’t particularly do it for me. 

Over the next few years, I became more friendly with Bob and Cat.  I frequented a bar along with several coworkers convenient to the resort most nights after work.  Bob and Cat, both quite busy working and in school, would join when they could.  Through them, I also became friendly with another guy that worked at the resort named Dave.  Dave lived about an hour north and went to college about another thirty miles north of that. I was never clear on the reasons why he drove so far south for a crap job.  Dave was like me, though.  He drank.  A lot.  We were usually the last ones to leave the bar.  And even then, we didn’t usually go home.  “Want to go see some naked pussy?” one of us would inevitably ask.  Who wouldn’t say yes to that?  We’d hang out at an all-hours strip club for a while and then Dave would crash at my place, so he didn’t have to drive all the way back home. 

Eventually Dave was slated to graduate with a two-year degree.  Bob, Cat, and I made the drive north to attend his graduation ceremony.  My little import got the best gas mileage, so I agreed to drive.  I’m a bit of a control freak and hate being a passenger anyway.  The drive up was uneventful.  Bob and I wore khakis.  Cat wore a yellow sundress that came up about six inches above the knee.  It had spaghetti straps and while still tasteful, showed off her ample cleavage.  The ceremony was as boring as expected.  Afterwards, we congratulated our friend.  Dave was committed to go back home for lunch with his family, however, so we parted ways and got back in the car for the ride home. 

Most of the road back home was a two-lane highway with long stretches between little towns.  Once we were on our way, Bob steered the conversation to his favorite topic.

“Doesn’t Cat look great today?” he prompted.

“Gorgeous,” I replied.  Cat was sitting in the front passenger seat. Bob was directly behind me in back.

“Her tits look amazing.”  Bob had bragged often and in detail to me about his wife, but never in front of her before. 

“They do indeed,” I agreed, feeling a little uncomfortable. 

“Give him a peek, Cat.”  At Bob’s direction, Cat lowered one of the straps of her dress and pulled one side of her dress down, exposing her breast.  There was no question that she had the kind of breasts most men dream of getting their hands on.  Even though breasts weren’t the highest on the list of my favorite female attributes, I had to admit that Cat had some nice ones. She grinned devilishly at me as she lowered her head to tongue her large, pink nipple. 

Bob took it further. “Do you mind if Cat and I have some fun?”

I’m a shy guy by nature and this was the first time I had experienced anything like this. Believe it or not, I was too nervous in the moment to be really turned on.  But I was also smart enough to know that stuff like this doesn’t happen every day, so I agreed.

Cat lowered the passenger seat all the way back and turned on her side to face her husband.

“Is it okay with you if she sucks my cock?” Bob asked.  Although I couldn’t see because he was directly behind me, I could tell by Bob’s arm moving in the rearview mirror that he already had is cock out and was stroking it. 

“I’m not gonna stop you,” I nervously replied.  I watched in the mirror as Cat’s head disappeared behind my seat.  Bob leaned his head back and Cat’s body began moving next to me in sync with her head bobbing up and down on his cock.  I couldn’t actually see her sucking his cock, but I desperately wanted to.  I angled the rearview mirror so I could get a better look.  It was challenging to get a good view in a small mirror with the road rushing up in front of me.  I reminded myself that priority number one was to not crash my car. 

I managed to get brief glimpses of the action.  Bob, unsurprisingly for a man of six-foot-three, had a sizeable cock best I could tell. It was mostly an auditory experience for me. Cat tended to him dutifully - licking, slurping, stroking, and sucking.  I forgot how long they had been together, but it was certainly long enough for her to master his cock.  Before long, Bob’s head craned back, and he let out a long moan. 

I narrowly avoided running off the road as Bob finished in his Cat’s mouth.  The fright of nearly crashing forced me to refocus my efforts on driving.  Cat raised her seat back up and looked to me with a smile, wiping her lips with her little finger and then licking it clean as though she was cleaning up some stray ice cream, again with a devilish grin. 

Before the car had a chance to become awkwardly quiet, Bob said, and I remember his exact words, “So…would you like me to drive for a while?”

I can’t recall exactly what I said, but somehow, I stumbled my way through explaining that I was a little taken aback and needed some time.  Maybe something about a raincheck?  I don’t know, but I think I managed to not hurt anyone’s feelings.  At least I hope I did. I know this isn’t how these stories are supposed to go.  I know it sounds insane. I’m just telling you what happened. I never said I was proud of it.

We made it back home and returned to our respective homes.  Once I got home and had a few beers, I was able to relax and process what had just happened.  I don’t know what Bob and Cat did that evening, but I jerked my cock for all it was worth.  Several times.

Several weeks passed with no mention of the events in question.  I had masturbated countless times, replaying that trip in my mind and imagining what would have happened if I had pulled over and let Bob drive.  With the lack of any further flirtations, I thought I had blown my chance – no pun intended.  Bob had graduated from college with a bachelor’s degree a few weeks after Dave and was headed out of town for graduate school in a few weeks.  And that would be that.  Or so I thought.

Just before Bob’s departure for graduate school, he and Cat showed up at the bar after work with Dave in tow.  Dave’s nose was bandaged, and he had a black eye.  The four of us got a table away from the crowd as was our custom. 

“Damn, what does the other guy look like?” I quipped at Dave.

“Ask her,” he replied, gesturing at Cat.

Cat feigned embarrassment to conceal her pride.  Bob let me in on what happened.  “Cat was riding Dave’s face.  She got so into it, she broke his fucking nose.  Blood was everywhere.  It was gnarly.” 

“No shit?” I was somehow surprised again, despite my own adventure with Bob and Cat in the car. 

“I guess the cat’s out of the bag, so to speak,” Bob stated the obvious.  “If anybody asks, tell them he slipped in the shower.”

So now I knew that Dave was fucking Cat.  It wasn’t clear to me whether or not Bob was actually in the room at the time or if he was just passing along what Cat told him about how Dave’s nose got broken.  I didn’t ask questions.  I know it sounds strange, but I didn’t want to be rude.  I didn’t know what the rules were with these things. 

We carried on with the night without further mention of Dave’s nose or the events surrounding its injury.  That is, until I was getting ready to leave.  Normally I would have stayed a good bit later, but I had an unusually early workday ahead.  Cat had gone to the restroom and Dave was getting a refill at the bar, leaving Bob and I alone.

“Listen,” Bob said.  “While I’m gone, I want you to take care of Cat for me.”

“Sure,” I replied.  Again, I know I sound obtuse, but it took a few seconds to occur to me what he meant by that.  I must have looked confused while realizing what he meant.  “I didn’t realize she was staying in town.” 

“She still has another year.”  I should have known that, but I think my brainpan was too full of booze, work, and wrapping my head around the that fact my friend was sharing his beautiful wife.  After bidding Dave and Cat adieu upon their respective returns, I headed home trying to get it through my psyche that my friend just asked me to fuck his wife while he was out of town at grad school.

At that point, I hadn’t had sex in months and months.  I was still weirded out by the idea of being a part of something that I thought people only wrote fake stories about for magazines.  But I found myself masturbating at least twice a day, even a few times at work, thinking about Dave and Cat having sex.  Some of the fantasies I was in, some I was just a fly on the wall.   By the time Bob left town, I was becoming more accustomed to and more obsessed with the idea of joining in on their games.

A few weeks after Bob started graduate school, I found myself at the bar with Cat and Dave for the first time.  Dave and I got drunk as usual.  Cat wasn’t far behind.  We were still going strong when the bartender announced last call.  Normally at this point, Dave and I would head to a strip club.  But I worked up the nerve to take a leap and suggested that we continue the party at my apartment.  I knew exactly what that meant.  Even with the booze in me, I was still pretty nervous.  I gave them the key to my place and told them I’d pick up some booze first and then meet them at home.  They agreed and we walked out the door to our respective cars.  I went by the store as promised, but I took my time.  My hope was that Dave, who I was guessing was already pretty deep into this scenario, would get things started with Cat in my absence. 

I turned the knob to my unlocked apartment door, holding my breath with anticipation as I walked into the living room.  There was no one there.  My apartment was small, and I could see the living room and kitchen from where I was standing.  Either they weren’t there, or they were in the only other room in the place.   I put the booze on the kitchen table and walked to the bedroom door.  Again, holding my breath in anticipation, I turned the knob.

Cat was laying horizontally on my bed, naked from the waste up.  Dave was lying next to her on the far side from me, sucking on her breast. 

“Hey, there he is!” Dave gleefully announced. “We saved one for you!”  He gestured to Cat’s other breast.

I made my way to the bed.  As I moved to lay down next to her, Cat leaned up and kissed me passionately as though she had been craving my lips on hers for a long time.  It caught me off guard. I was a very good-looking guy, and I knew intellectually that a lot of women were attracted to me, but deep-seated insecurities from childhood kept me from really internalizing that. Even though I was oblivious at the time, I think Cat had been lusting after me for a while. As I made out with Cat, Dave’s head was nudging my elbow as he enjoyed Cat’s tits.  I made my way down to take her unoccupied nipple in my mouth.  Cat moaned and leaned her head back as she laced her fingers into our hair.  It didn’t occur to me at the time, again likely due to my insecurities, but Dave and I were both good looking, fit, young men.  From Cat’s perspective, she must have been in heaven. 

The three of us made our way up to the head of the bed.  Cat took turns kissing Dave and I.  While one of us was making out with her, the other was fondling and sucking her breasts.  Then something unexpected happened.  Dave got up and started to leave the room.

“Where are you going?” Cat asked him as he stood in the doorway.

I think Dave must have picked up on my nervousness and interpreted it as me not being ready to fool around with another guy in the room.  “I think I need to give you two a little time alone,” he said.

What Dave didn’t understand was that the prospect of him leaving freaked me out even more.  I knew that this wasn’t his first experience with Cat and I was counting on him to lead the way.  I didn’t know what the rules were, if there even were any, or who made them.  I was the rookie here, going pro for the first time. I didn’t know if I was supposed to be alone with Cat or if this was supposed to be some kind of threesome only thing. I had no idea. I was about to freak out.

“Don’t go,” Cat implored.

“I don’t know that he’s ready,” Dave replied.

I had to do something.  While Cat continued debating the matter with Dave, in an act of desperation, I jumped off the cliff and took my cock out.  Cat didn’t see it at first because she was sitting up facing Dave. But Dave saw it.

“I think he has something for you,” Dave gestured to my hard cock standing at attention.  Cat turned her head and looked down.  Without missing a beat, she dropped her head and took my cock in her mouth. 

It seemed like it at been forever since I’d had my cock sucked.  “Oh fuck!” I moaned at the incredible sensation of having this beautiful woman blowing me.  I motioned for Dave to come back and join the fun.  I gathered Cat’s long blond hair in my hands so I could get a better view of my dick going in and out of her mouth.  Dave ambled onto the other side of the bed, so that Cat was between us.  Once he was situated, he took his cock out as well.  He was already hard and started stroking himself.  Cat reached over and took over stroking his cock as she continued sucking mine.  Then she swapped us out and started sucking him off while she stroked me.

I didn’t know until that moment just how much of a turn on it is to watch a woman suck another man’s cock live and in person.  I never managed to get a good look when Cat was sucking off Bob in my car.  Plus, I was stone cold sober then and in shock.  This time, I had an unobstructed view of my friend’s wife taking yet another man’s cock in her mouth.  It didn’t hurt that Dave’s cock was a bit bigger than mine. It was hot as hell watching her.  I was enjoying it so much that I was almost disappointed when my turn came back around. 

This time, while Cat was busy with my dick in her mouth, Dave moved behind her and began pulling her pants and underwear off.  She eagerly assisted until she was naked.  Dave buried his head between her legs.  Cat took my cock out of her mouth and held it against her face as she moaned. That moment is forever burned into my memory. It took her a few moments to regain her senses before getting back to work on my dick.  It didn’t take long for her to come.  It was a huge turn on watching Cat orgasm from another man while her mouth vibrated on my dick from her moans. 

Cat turned her head to look at Dave behind her.  “Fuck me,” she ordered.  Dave quickly obliged, lining up on his knees behind her.  He entered her with one firm thrust.  “Fuck!” Cat grunted and lurched forward to my chest as he did.  She angled her head up to my face, wanting to be kissed.  I obliged.  We kissed deeply as Dave fucked her hard from behind.

Take a moment, please, and consider this. Think about what it must have been like, how surreal it was to, for the first time, watch a woman go down on you while another man is fucking her from behind. What a feeling. Carrying on…

As their pace quickened and I sensed Cat was nearing orgasm again, I whispered in her ear, “I want you to come again with my cock in your mouth.” That really seemed to turn her on.

“Oh, fuck!” she grunted and buried her head back in my crotch.  “Fuck me! Fuck me harder!” she demanded of Dave.  He obliged and fucked Cat as hard as he could manage.  She could only manage to hold my dick in her mouth and moan as she was getting pounded.  Just as I wanted, Cat came once again with my hard cock in her mouth. 

Despite just absolutely pounding Cat, Dave had not come yet.  Winded, he eased his cock out of Cat and laid back down.

Cat looked up at me.  “Your turn.”  She straddled me and eased herself down on my cock.  My dick hadn’t felt the inside of a pussy for over a year. Anytime in my life I’ve experienced that in my life, it forced me to wonder why people do anything else besides fuck. Dave watched and jerked himself as Cat rode my cock.  I alternated holding her by her hips and playing with her tits.  She leaned down so I could take one in my mouth as we thrust into each other.  As our pace quickened, Cat straightened back up and began grinding herself back and forth on my cock, pushing her clit hard into me.  She closed her eyes and used me to come again, oblivious to her surroundings.  “Yes! Yes! Yes!” she exclaimed loudly.  I’m sure my neighbors heard her coming.  Cat collapsed on the bed between me and Dave. 

As we laid there, Dave and I still stroking our hard-ons, Cat realized that neither of us had come yet.  “Oh my God!  You guys haven’t come yet!” she giggled. “I’ve come like four times already. I feel bad.”

“It’s fine,” I said.  “We’re not complaining.” 

“I want you guys to come.  You can come anywhere you want.  Do anything you want to me.”  Cat had that same devilish grin on her face that I’d seen in my car.

Hearing those words, Dave ordered Cat back up on her hands and knees.  Again, he moved behind her.  Cat rested her head on my thigh, looking up at me and watching me stroke my cock.  She started moaning as Dave pleasured her with his hands.  I thought he was getting her warmed back up to fuck her again when Cat looked at me and panted, “He’s got his fingers in my ass!”

I squeezed the head of my cock and moaned at her revelation.  Cat crawled herself closer and took my cock in her mouth again.  She raised her ass as high in the air as she could manage.  “Oohhhhhh,” Cat yelled as Dave entered her back door.  It wasn’t long before he was giving her his full length as she hugged my hips for support.  Turning her head to the side she ordered with a guttural growl, “Yes!  Fuck me!”

It wasn’t possible for Cat to suck me off at that point.  Her body was too taken with Dave fucking her ass.  I reached down and stroked as much of my cock as I could without punching her face, which was buried in my upper thigh.  She whimpered and moaned as Dave took her.  Cat reached down with her hand and began playing with her clitoris.  For all intents and purposes, I didn’t exist to them at that moment as they pleasured each other.  Dave’s pace built and Cat moved to match him.  Finally, with a flurry of grunts and moans, Dave exploded into Cat’s ass.  She collapsed back into my crotch, Dave still inside of her.

I stroked myself furiously with one hand and grabbed Cat by the hair with the other.  “I’m gonna come,” I whispered loudly.  Cat moved to flick the head of my cock with her tongue as I stroked the base.  As I started coming, she took the tip in her mouth, my come simultaneously shooting into her mouth and leaking back onto my cock.  When I finished coming, she cleaned my cock. I had never had a woman be so open to that before. Things I would have had to beg the women I’d been with before to do; Cat was eagerly doing on her own accord. She giggled as my body shuddered involuntarily with intense pleasure while she sucked my tip.  I looked to Dave and realized that he was still inside of her. 

Cat looked up at me, licking her lips, and smiled, “That was amazing.”  She kissed me and then collapsed on the bed.  Dave followed suit.  We were all exhausted and quite content to just lie in bed recovering.  Cat understandably took a quick shower before climbing back in bed. I turned the lights out and we all got as comfortable as three people in a full-sized bed could.

I had a problem, though.  I was getting hard again thinking about what just happened.  I started stroking myself.  The sounds of my breathing and masturbation filled the darkness.  I leaned into Cat and kissed her as I continued working myself to orgasm.

“I’m gonna come again,” I whispered.

“Come here,” she replied.

I quickly ambled up to feed her my cock as I came in her mouth for the second time.

“Damn, you made him come again?” Dave asked, surprised. 

“I think he made himself come,” Cat corrected.

She sucked my cock hard, making sure there wasn’t anything left.  I remember thinking, “Who is this girl?” I had never been with a woman who was this sexual.  My life had been pretty vanilla until she and Bob came along.

When Cat was done with me, I exhaled and collapsed back into bed.  She cuddled up next to me and we went to sleep.  And that, my friends, is the true, unembellished story of the first time I had sex with my friend’s wife. But it wasn’t the last. Not by any stretch.

The next day, I got a call from Bob. He sounded irritated. He didn’t waste any time getting to the point. “I hear you fucked my wife last night.”

His tone caught me off guard. I was paranoid about breaking whatever rules there were to this game. “Uh, yeah. You told me to,” I replied sheepishly.

“Ah, I’m just fuckin’ with you. How was it?”

“It was fucking amazing. You should know.”

“Cat had a good time. She really likes you.”

It felt like I was in high school, and Bob was trying to play matchmaker with this girl Cat that he knew. “Well, tell her I like her, too.”

“Tell her yourself. She’s coming over tonight after work.”

“What about Dave?”

“Nope. Just Cat.”

I needed clarification. “And you’re okay with that?”

From Bob’s tone, it sounded like that was a stupid question. I think he was genuinely irritated that time. “Uh, yeah,” he replied.

That night, Cat came to my house when I was done with work and fucked my brains out, just me and her. It was the start of a fuck fest that lasted for months. Sometimes Dave and I double teamed her, but most often, it was just me and Cat. It was glorious. She was a sex goddess. She catered to my every preference. I did my best to please her as well, but it was largely a one-way street, I think. I didn’t know what her or Bob’s motivations were at the time, and I still really don’t, but whatever they were, I was definitely the beneficiary.

After I told Cat that before her, I had never come in a woman’s mouth before and that it was my new favorite thing, she almost never let me come anywhere else. “Dinner,” she called it. Sometimes, she would just show up randomly at my house and suck my cock, asking for “dinner.” I kid you not. True story. “Cat says you have really good tasting come,” Bob would tell me later one day on the phone.  One time, she even sucked me dry while I stood next to her car in my parking lot with her in the driver’s seat. Every living room window in my apartment building looked out over that parking lot. It wasn’t even dark. It was dusk.  After I came, she showed me my load still on her tongue before she swallowed it and drove away. I remember another time; she and I were both tired and not really that into it. We decided to just hang out and watch television. But rather than just watch tv, Cat pulled my dick out and put her head in my lap. She lackadaisically stroked, sucked, and licked my cock for the entire course of a one-hour show like she was taking her time with a lollipop. When the show was over, I finally just jerked myself off onto her tongue.

Just as the newness was starting to wear off and things were getting a little routine, Bob came home for a visit. Unsurprisingly we all ended up at the bar for drinks. It felt a little strange being around him. We’d spoken on the phone, but it was the first time being in the same room with him since his wife and I had started sleeping together.  Alcohol, as usual, helped ease my anxiety. Dave being there helped, too. He seemed to have no qualms about the situation. He was my dive buddy. After a few hours, Bob suggested that we go to my apartment and have a little fun. I was still a bit nervous, but I was much more mentally prepared than I had been in my car when Pandora’s box was first cracked open.

We all went back to my place. As I’ve already explained, we lived in a resort town and that meant that friends and family from my hometown frequently came to visit, mostly for the free lodging. I only had a one-bedroom apartment, so at some point, I put a bed in my living room. I never spent any time in there, so it just seemed like the practical thing to do. Bob didn’t waste any time. As soon as we closed the door, he started making out with Cat. Within a few minutes, he had her stripped naked and she was sucking his cock. Dave and I sat in chairs in the little dining room area only a few feet away watching the whole thing. There was no music playing. No tv in the background. No talking. Just the sound of cat giving a blowjob. I have an average sized dick. Dave was a bit bigger than me. And Bob was a bit bigger than Dave. In other words, Bob was pretty well hung, and it was a joy to watch Cat take him in her mouth over and over. When Bob had enough of Cat going down on him, he pushed her gently back on the bed and reciprocated. He buried his head between her legs and made her come with his mouth in a matter of a few minutes. Then, and this is not an exaggeration, he fucked the hell out of her. They started off in missionary. Once Cat was moaning loud enough for the neighbors to hear, Bob turned her on her side facing me and Dave. I can still recall the sound of their skin slapping together and the sound of Cat’s whimpers and moans. Cat and I had fucked a lot by that point, and I had never heard her sound like that. They ended up with Cat on her knees with Bob pressing her head to the mattress as he absolutely jackhammered her from behind. Cat begged for more when she could catch her breath long enough to speak. When Bob pulled out, Cat dutifully whipped around and took him in her mouth as he finished. Dave and I sat there in silence. I almost started clapping. It was that impressive. Cat laid back on the bed and Bob invited us to take a turn with her. Dave and I looked at each other and without speaking a word understood that we each felt the same way. There was no way we could top what we had just seen. It was intimidating as hell. It would be like asking a rookie guitar player if he wanted to follow Eddie Van Halen on stage. Bob told us some time later that Cat’s feelings were hurt that we hadn’t ravaged her after Bob was done. I still feel bad about that.

All was not lost. A month or so later, Bob was back in town. Again, the four of us found ourselves at the bar. Technically, the bar we frequented was a hotel lounge. After we all had a decent buzz going, Bob let us know that he had booked a room in the hotel. We knew the bartenders pretty well by that point and there were other coworkers there that night as well, so as silly as it sounds, we agreed on a plan to avoid people seeing us all leaving together to avoid suspicion.  Bob and Cat went up to the room first. Then Dave and I separately made our exits a few minutes apart. Rather than making our way to the parking lot, we took a circuitous route to the elevator. I was the last to arrive.

Bob and Cat were already pawing at each other when I walked in the room. Dave was looking on. Correcting our mistake from before, Dave and I both had our cocks out and were jerking them almost immediately. Very shortly thereafter, Cat was on her knees on the floor with Bob, Dave, and I circled around her. Cat sucked our cocks each in turn. I distinctly remember her stopping suddenly at some point and said with a with a mixture of shock and delight, “Oh, my god. I’m surrounded by cock.”

Bob, as any good husband would do, asked, “Are you okay?”

“I’m in heaven!” Cat replied. “I just needed a second.”

She very quickly got back to letting us take turns in her mouth. I know everyone has their preferences, but for me, watching a woman suck cock is one of my all-time favorite things. And not just suck dick but suck dick in a particular way. I don’t like it when women stare up at you while they’re at it. Just before, sure. Occasionally during, okay. But staring up the whole time? No thank you. What I like is when they are on a mission. I like it when they are focused on the cock in front of them to the exclusion of the rest of you. They want your dick. In the moment, the rest of you is immaterial. In my book, that’s sexy as hell.  Basically, I love a woman who loves cock. And that is what Cat was. She went from one of us to the next, licking, sucking, and slobbering on each dick as though it was her favorite. At one point, she pulled us close together so she could alternate rapidly from one head to the other with her tongue. The visual was amazing. If I hadn’t been drunk, I would have come right there.

After she had gone down on all of us for a good while, Bob helped her up and onto the bed. Dave laid down on one side of the bed. Bob positioned Cat on her side. He grabbed her hips and started fucking her. Cat started sucking Dave’s cock. I stood at the foot of the bed jerking off to the show. Bob gradually fucked Cat harder until she came, gripping Dave’s cock and pressing it to her face, too occupied with her orgasm to keeping sucking it.  When she recovered, she got on her knees between Dave’s legs and got back to work on his shaft. Her ass was pointed directly at me, so I ambled up onto the bed and took a turn fucking her from behind while Bob watched his two friends spit roast his wife.  After I had fucked her for a while, she mounted Dave and started riding him. Bob stood up on the bed and fed her his cock, using his hands on the ceiling to keep his balance. That moment was another favorite of mine from that evening - watching Cat grind back and forth on Dave with her head turned to one side as she moaned and breathed on Bob’s cock until she’d made herself come. Honestly, my favorite thing from that night was watching Cat masterfully please two big cocks. I liked it even more than having my own cock sucked or getting to fuck.  

After Cat had come atop Dave, Bob pulled her back down to the bed and was back to spoon-fucking her while she sucked Dave’s cock again. Bob really fucked her hard, like he’d done a few weeks prior in my living room. It wasn’t long before he came, filling her with his load.  Cat just smiled and kept right on sucking Dave’s cock until he came in her mouth. A little leaked out and streamed down his shaft, which she quickly cleaned with her tongue. That was about all I could take. I think they had all forgotten about me in the heat of the moment. But when I stepped forward to the side of the bed, Dave and Bob both remembered me as Cat leaned sideways across Dave’s crotch and took my load in her mouth just after she was done with his. One of the things I loved about Cat was that she always made sure to suck and lick the tip of your cock while it was still hypersensitive. She’d do it until you were practically convulsing and physically pushing her head away. Sometimes she’d even struggle against your hand to get back to it. She got a big kick out of it. She was the champ.

After that night, Bob had to get back to school. The next several months were more of the same. I fucked Cat I don’t know how many times. Sometimes Dave and I fucked her together. I don’t know if they were fucking each other as well when I wasn’t around or not. Occasionally, Bob came back on a weekend and some combination of us would have a little adventure. We kept on that way until the end of summer. That’s when I left my job that summer and went back to school myself. But things didn’t end there…


The True Adventures of Bob and Cat – Part II

The True Story of How My Friend Shared His Wife With Me

School Days

Warning: This story contains some brief homoerotic overtones. If that offends you, disturbs you, or otherwise harshes your mellow then turn back now.

During the first several months of my dalliances with Cat, there were big changes going on at work. I had moved up the corporate ladder quite quickly and survived a surprise round of layoffs. I found myself, at a young age, the head of a department. I was on call 24/7. I got summoned to work as late as 2 a.m. and as early as 6 a.m. When they fired my boss, I acquired all of his responsibilities on top of my existing duties and, you guessed it, a pittance of a raise. While I already had a college degree, I was not working in my field of study. After consulting with trusted friends and family, I opted to return to school and change career paths. There was a decent university in our town, but I was tired of the tourist traffic and other things I won’t go into. In the end, I applied to and was accepted at the same university as Bob. Different department, same school. As far as I am consciously aware, the situation with him and Cat didn’t really play a role in my decision. There were a lot of other factors at play. On the other hand, Freud would probably get a good chuckle out of that assertion. Bob had already been there a year and was living in an affordable apartment that wasn’t in too sketchy of a location. He already had a roommate, but as luck would have it, another guy we had worked with at the resort was moving to the same town for different reasons. He and I decided to split the rent on a two-bedroom apartment just a few buildings down from Bob and his roommate, yet another guy we had worked with. Cat and Dave would both be staying behind.

I didn’t know what the move would mean for Cat and I. Obviously, I wouldn’t be having sex with her several times a week seeing as how we would no longer be living in the same town. I was also still unclear on what the motivations and the rules were in the situation. Was my function to “take care of his wife” while he was away moot now that Bob and I lived in the same town? Would there be someone taking my place or was it now up to Dave to satisfy the seemingly insatiable Cat? I soon found out.

Not long after I started my first semester, I got a call from Bob on a random afternoon. We were both really busy, so despite living a only few hundred yards apart, we almost never saw each other. Apparently, Cat was in town for a quick visit. Bob asked if my roommate was home, which he wasn’t, so Bob and Cat were at my door shortly thereafter. Cat pounced on me almost immediately, sticking her tongue down my throat and pawing at my ass. Bob dragged her, and subsequently me, to my bedroom and tossed her on the bed. He pulled her jeans and panties off in a matter of seconds and buried his head between her legs. Cat pulled me by my waistband to stand next to her head. She unbuttoned my jeans and lowered my zipper. I clenched for a second for two reasons. First, I was sober. I never did anything sober in those days other than go to work or class. Second, I hadn’t had time to get hard yet. It was intimidating enough being naked next to her well-endowed husband when I was drunk. I was sober AND flaccid. Just as the “oh well, fuck it” circuit in my brain began to override my fight or flight instinct, Cat had my cock out of my pants and in her mouth. I wasn’t flaccid for much longer. It had been about a month since the last time Cat sucked my cock. It felt like going home.

Bob was watching Cat blow me the whole time he was going down on her. When he couldn’t take it anymore and with as much urgency as he had with Cat, he whipped his pants down and made his way up between her legs. Cat helped him quickly pull her shirt and bra off. Bob put himself inside of her and started fucking while Cat got back to sucking my cock. From only a few inches away, he watched his wife slobbering all over my cock. That seemed to both turn him and Cat on to no end. My dick was a prop for their game. The more Cat teased Bob with her mouth and tongue on my cock, the hotter they both got. Watching them get all hot and bothered got me going, too. Cat started going back and forth between sucking my cock and kissing Bob.

“Yeah. Suck it,” Bob would pant. Cat made more and more of a show of it Bob, slapping herself in the face with my dick and slobbering until she was a mess. She paused on my cock only long enough to whimper, “I’m gonna come!” Bob physically pushed her head back on my dick and fucked her harder, making her climax with my cock in her mouth, one of my favorite things.

From her angle, Cat couldn’t suck me off well enough to make me come. I could get close, but there was just no way for her to finish the job unless we changed positions, or she was willing to break her neck. As close as he was to Cat sucking me off and as intently as he was watching, I had the sense that Bob wanted to watch me come in Cat’s mouth. I started stroking the base of my cock.

“Yeah,” Bob groaned.

Cat nibbled and sucked the head of my dick while I stroked myself, Bob’s face right next to Cat’s. As I got closer coming, she started flicking her tongue across the tip. I started to come. Cat held her tongue out with her mouth wide. With a long moan, I started covering her tongue and cheek with my load.

“Fuck,” Bob groaned and started filling Cat’s pussy with his own load. Cat wrapped her lips around my dick, making my knees shake and my body nearly convulse the way she loved to do. She smiled at me and then turned to kiss Bob deeply, sharing the taste of my come with him.

“Huh,” I thought to myself. “That’s new.”

The question of whether or not I was still going to being having a “special relationship” with Cat had been answered. However, I didn’t see Cat for a few months after that. Bob and I were both bogged down in our studies. I was also working part-time. Neither my situation nor Bob’s was very conducive to visitors, no matter how titillating they might be. I think Cat might have come in town once or twice during those few months, but I was almost entirely absent from anything resembling a social life. In addition to work and school, after having moved, I was also only an hour away from my hometown. I referred to myself as being in the “danger zone” which meant that at any moment I could get a call from my family asking for help moving a couch or cleaning gutters. I was frequently at my parents’ house one or two weekends a month. The free food and access to a washer/dryer were decent draws.

One of the good things about college is getting a month off for Christmas break. That particular Christmas break might just be when I reached my sexual peak. Since Bob wasn’t working in addition to school like I was, he typically went back home to his wife over the breaks. However, for some reason, on New Year’s Bob, Cat, Dave, Bob’s roommate and a few other friends from our resort town decided to come visit.  There were a total of seven of us at Bob’s apartment to ring in the New Year. My thinking was that with so many people crashing at Bob’s apartment, there was no way anything was going to be happening with Cat that night. I could not have been more wrong.

At some point, Bob summoned me to his bedroom under the guise of showing me something. Cat was already in there. As soon as the door was closed behind me, Cat was all over me. Bob’s bedroom was small. There was only a small lane between the bed and the desk and only enough room at the foot of the bed for the door to open. His room was the first in the hall, just a few feet from the living room where the other four partygoers were working on ringing in the New Year.

As Cat and I made out with Bob watching, there was a knock at the door. Cat and I stepped back from each other just before Dave came in the room. Seeing who it was, Cat attacked me again.

“Lock that door,” Bob told Dave.

With the door locked, Cat sat down on the bed in front of Bob and I. Dave was still by the door. Cat looked up at me and asked, “What do you want me to do?”

I knew exactly what I wanted. She did, too. Asking was merely a playful formality. “I want you suck our cocks.”

Cat started unbuckling my belt while Bob went about getting his own cock out. She took my cock in her mouth first. I had come to understand that Cat sucked cock primarily in two different ways. One was to make you come. It was purposeful. And effective. Remarkable, in fact. The other was to tease you with a show. She almost always started with the latter. She licked and sucked me for maximum visual effect.

“Do you like watching me suck your cock?” she asked.

I nodded. She hadn’t touched Bob yet. “I like watching you suck your husband’s cock, too.” It was true. I liked that maybe even more than having her suck mine. Seeing her with such a big, meaty cock in her mouth was maybe my favorite thing on planet Earth.

Cat smiled and wrapped her lips around her husband’s cock while still stroking mine with her hand. She squeezed my dick and pulled me closer so she could go back and forth between the two of us. I remember thinking how hot it was watching her with two dicks right in front of her face, only inches apart. As I reveled in the moment, Cat said, “Fuck it,” and shoved both our cocks in her mouth at the same time. It caught me totally off guard. My dick had never touched another man before. The most surprising thing for me was how good it felt, his dick rubbing against mine inside of her mouth. She took our cocks out of her mouth and rubbed the tips together while she flicked her tongue against them. I couldn’t help but moan, it felt so good. She smiled and put us back in her mouth. Then she took them out again and pressed the shafts together, circling them around each other and stroking us with her hands.

“How about you, Dave?” she asked, looking back over her shoulder.

“I’m good, thanks,” he replied. “I think I’m gonna let you guys at it.”

Cat didn’t seem to mind. “Suit yourself,” she said and went back to sucking me and Bob.

Dave opened the door to leave. I could almost see into the living room as Cat bobbed up and down on my dick. I wondered if the others knew what was going on.

With Dave gone and the door closed again, Cat stood up and took her shirt and bra off. Bob and I each took one of her tits in our mouths and we all continued undressing. Soon, we were on the bed with Cat between us. She jerked us both, one in each hand, as she took turns kissing us. Bob and I took turns fingering her pussy and sucking on her nipples. When she couldn’t take anymore teasing with our hands, Cat straddled me and slid down my shaft. I was always flattered when she chose me first. Bob looked on and jerked off while his wife fucked me. With one hand on her hip, I used the other to massage her breasts and pinch her nipples. Cat leaned down so I could suck them. Bob got on his knees beside me and fed Cat his dick.

“I want to try something,” Bob said, pulling back from Cat.

Cat and I carried on fucking, her thrusting back against my cock now that she wasn’t sucking off Bob at the same time. Bob positioned himself behind Cat. “Hold still,” he ordered.

Cat and I stopped moving, my dick still hard inside her. We were breathing sensually into each other’s mouths.  Our tongues flirted a bit until I felt the head of Bob’s cock press against the base of my shaft.

“Oh, fuck,” Cat gasped. I felt Bob slide his cock inside Cat and along my shaft. He started fucking her slowly, gradually working himself deeper inside of her, his dick pressing firmly against mine.

“Oh, god!” Cat moaned. I had never heard her sound quite like that, even the night Bob had fucked her in my living room in front of me and Dave.

Bob was very deliberate and careful in his efforts. He fucked Cat as hard as he could without taking it so far as to hurt her. I just held on for dear life. I had never even heard of people doing this before. Two cocks in one pussy? Cat reached a point of being in an almost hypnotic like state. Then she took over control. She began rocking back against our cocks, stretching her pussy more than one alone ever possibly could. I couldn’t believe how much she was loving it or, quite frankly, how good it felt to me as well. Cat fucked back harder and harder. She did her best to muffle her cries of pleasure, but they escalated to the point that our friends in the living room no doubt heard her crying out, “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

Cat finally came with one loud, long moan that culminated with her reaching back and pushing Bob off of her and lifting her ass so that she hovered over me on all fours. Her body was shivering, and her breath was erratic. Neither Bob, nor myself were touching her. I will never forget what she said next or the tone of her voice when she said it: “Oh, god. I’m still coming.”

Bob and I just let her be. She lingered above me for about thirty seconds before collapsing back down to the bed next to me. Bob then joined her on the other side.

“That was fucking unbelievable,” Cat grinned. “I know you guys want to fuck me some more, but you’ve got to give me a minute. Holy shit.”

Cat kissed us each in turn, expressing her gratitude for what I was gathering was the most intense orgasm of her life. Bob and I stroked our cocks, keeping ourselves hard. I gave her a few moments, but then I climbed on top of her and slid my cock back inside.  Bob scooted up on the bed and put his cock in her face. Cat turned her head and took him in her mouth, only inches from my face. It was so incredibly hot watching her suck that big cock right in front of my face.  I kissed her neck and nibbled her ear as I fucked her. I started telling her what I wanted to see.

“Lick it,” I told her. Cat licked around the head of Bob’s cock and then up and down the shaft.

“Fuck, that so hot,” I whispered. “Suck the tip.”

Cat sucked Bob’s tip and first few inches. Then she popped his cock out of her mouth and pointed it at me.

“Do you want some?” she asked nonchalantly. 

If I’m being honest, I considered it for a split second, but declined. “No thanks. I’m good.”

Cat smiled and lick Bob’s cock from its base to its tip and then circled the head with her tongue repeatedly as if she was trying to temp me.

“Fuck, that’s amazing,” I groaned. “You’re gonna make me come.”

“Yeah? You like watching me suck his cock for you?” she teased.

I fucked her harder.

“Come inside me,” Cat whispered, brushing Bob’s cock along her lips before taking it back in her mouth, never breaking eye contact with me.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned as I came, filling Bob’s wife with me come right in front of him.

“Good boy,” Cat praised.

Spent, I rolled off of Cat and Bob immediately took my place, plunging himself inside of her. I laid on the edge of the bed watching. Bob and Cat were oblivious to me and seemed to being sharing a mutual fantasy. They fucked each other masterfully, like two virtuosos playing their favorite instruments. They didn’t speak, only moaned in chorus as they came together. I stayed silent until they finally acknowledged my presence again.

“Well, Happy New Year, I guess,” I joked.

It was well past midnight. We had fucked ourselves through the turning of the new year without even noticing. I didn’t recall hearing any celebration in the living room. To this day, I don’t know if we just didn’t notice, or if they had all gone elsewhere to ring in the new year because we made them uncomfortable, or if they just sat there listening to us fuck as the clock struck midnight. I’m still in touch with some of them, but I’m too afraid to ask.

Cat came in town every now and then during the course of the next semester. I would always get a chance to have my way with her. Bob was always there, too, of course. The days of Cat and I being alone together seemed to be over. Although I should have been nothing but grateful for my friend letting me fuck his sexy and very talented wife, I was growing increasingly irritated with the situation. It started to become more and more clear that my function was to serve as a prop for Bob and his bisexual urges. He never made a move on me, which I appreciated, but he became progressively more directive during our romps. Do this. Don’t do that. It never had anything to do with mine or Cat’s pleasure, just Bob seeming to live vicariously through Cat. I could sense that Cat was sometimes frustrated with it, too. I was thinking of calling the whole situation off, but I couldn’t bring myself to part ways with the best sex I’d ever had. I finally reached a tipping point with the power struggle between me and Bob and decided to do something about it.

Near the end of the semester, Cat had to come in town for some kind of conference. I knew that Bob would be at school all day while Cat’s conference was over at noon. The expectation was that Cat would be spending the night and we would have our usual fun before Cat left in the morning. I had other plans, though. I decided to skip class and work that day. I waited until Cat got home from her conference and gave her a few minutes before calling her.

“Hello,” she answered.

“It’s time for your dinner.” My voice was firm and instructive. “Dinner” was the code Cat and I had historically used for her coming over to my place to fuck.

“I really shouldn’t. Bob’s not here and I don’t know how he would feel about that.” The rules had clearly changed.

“I don’t give a fuck. I need you. Get your ass over here.” I hung up the phone and waited. My apartment was only about a three-minute walk from Bob’s. I discreetly peeked through the blinds looking to see if Cat took my bait. I didn’t have to wait long before I saw her striding toward my door.

“Game on,” I thought to myself. “Fuck you, Bob.”

Cat knocked on the door. I counted to ten before answering. Rather than pouncing on me as she normally did, she stood there sheepishly. I pulled her inside and closed the door behind her. I pressed her against the door and kissed her deeply. Her body melted into mine.

“I shouldn’t,” she whispered.

“He’ll never know,” I whispered back, sliding my hand down to her ass and pulling her close before kissing her again. This wasn’t sharing. It was cheating.

Cat offered no more resistance. Within a few minutes, I had her down on the carpet on all fours. I was fucking her from behind, grasping her shoulder with one hand while I gripped the base of her ponytail with the other, using it to pull her head back as the sound of our bodies slapping together rang through my living room. I knew very well from experience that Cat loved to be fucked like that. Doing it behind her husband’s back seemed to make her even more horny.

“Yes!” she yelled. “Fuck me!”

I fucked her as hard as I physically could. Then there was a quick knock at the door before it opened and a friend from my hometown stepped inside. Cat froze. I pulled back harder on her ponytail and kept fucking her. Cat whimpered and continued letting herself get fucked, even though there was a stranger standing only a few feet away. It wasn’t long before she was nearing orgasm.

“There you go,” I encouraged. “Show him how you come on my dick.”

“Oh, fuck,” Cat growled and bucked back against my cock.

“Are you gonna come for me?” I taunted.

“Yes! Yes!” Cat screamed, coming good and hard before I released my grip and let her head and shoulders collapse to the floor. She kept her head there, hiding her face from the other man in the room as I continued fucking her.

“It’s okay. He’s a friend of mine,” I reassured.

His name was Rick. We’d grown up together. I had gotten in touch with him as soon as I heard Cat was going to be in town while Bob was busy at school. I filled him in on the situation and told him how I wanted to turn the tables on Bob.

I eased up, fucking Cat gently. Rick unzipped his pants and took his cock out. Although I had never had visual confirmation before that, Rick was reputed to be hung like a horse. That was one of the reasons I chose him out of all of my old friends. It turned out that if anything, the rumors underestimated him. If I was average and Bob was large, then Rick was fucking huge. Despite my surprise, I kept quiet and just continued slowly fucking Cat and letting her acclimate to the situation, waiting to see what she would do. I knew this was an asshole move on my part, but I wasn’t going to force Cat into anything. Cajole, though, maybe. Eventually, she lifted her head from the floor and looked up to see Rick standing a few feet in front of her, stroking his fully hard monster cock.

“Holy shit!” Cat gasped.

I stopped fucking Cat and guided her up to the couch to straddle me. She didn’t take her eyes off of Rick’s shaft until I was inside her and he stepped behind us. I started kissing her and sucking Cat’s nipples as we fucked, trying to get her back in the moment.

“Who’s your friend?” she asked.

“Just a guy from home,” I replied, kissing her again.

“You know I can’t fuck him, right?”

“Don’t do anything you don’t want to do, Cat,” I replied. “I think he likes you, though.”

“I gathered that.”

I bit Cat’s nipple just enough to make it hurt a tiny bit.

“Ooo, naughty boy!” she smiled.

I looked up at Cat, circling her nipple with my tongue. “You know what I told him?”

“What?”

“I told him you were the best fuck I could ever even imagine.”

Cat seemed to like that and started grinding harder in my lap. “Yeah. You told him that?”

“Uh-huh. He didn’t believe me, so I told him he could come see for himself.”

“Yeah? So he can watch how good I fuck you?”

“That’s right,” I grinned devilishly.

Cat leaned back and balanced herself with one hand on my knee, grinding on me like she was riding a bull. Rick stepped out from behind Cat and stood to her side, stroking his cock at eye level just a few feet.

“Jesus, that’s a big cock,” Cat moaned without breaking stride. 

“You wanna suck it?” I asked.

“You know I can’t do that,” Cat refused despite the fact that she was staring at Rick’s cock, barely ever blinking.

“Bob will never know. I’m just saying. If you want to.” I knew damn well that Bob would be livid if he found out that I was offering his wife to some guy he had never met. I didn’t need Bob to find out. I knew that Cat would cut me off if I did, regardless of how Bob reacted. I just needed to know for myself that I got one over on him. I could tell Cat was getting close to coming, riding me while she ogled Rick’s glistening hard-on. But I didn’t want her satisfied. I wanted her hungry.

I grabbed Cat by the back of her hair again. “Well, if you don’t want to suck his cock, you should at least show him how masterful you are.”  I steered her off of my lap to one side. Cat went to work sucking me off. With her head in my lap and her body stretched out sideways along the couch with her ass in the air, Rick stepped behind her again.

“Damn, that’s a pretty pussy,” he admired.

Cat loved compliments. She whimpered with my cock in her mouth.

“Prettiest I’ve ever seen,” I agreed. I slid my hand gently down her back and between her cheeks to find her wet cunt. Cat exhaled deeply onto my dick. “Everything about her is perfect.” I slid a finger inside of her. I motioned for Rick to come closer. As I eased my finger in and out of Cat, Rick added one of his fingers, doing his best to make it seem as though it was me adding a second finger. If Cat knew what we were up to, she didn’t give us any indication. After a minute, though, there was no way she couldn’t have known. Together, Rick and I finger-fucked Cat until she was nearing climax again. I took away my finger and used both hands to grasp Cat’s ponytail, guiding her up and down my shaft and leaving no question as to who was the one with his fingers inside of her. Cat offered no resistance. Emboldened by her acquiescence, Rick put one foot up on the couch and pressed the head of his cock at Cat’s entrance. She dropped my cock from her mouth and looked up at me, shocked. With one slow, steady thrust, Rick pushed a sizeable portion of his length inside of Cat.

“Oh, God. He’s inside of me,” she gasped, rising up on her palms, her face in front of mine.

“Are you okay?” I whispered.

“It’s so big,” she groaned back.

I kissed her sweetly as Rick started slowly fucking her. “Do you want him to stop.”

Cat shook her head slowly, seemingly struggling to concentrate. “No,” she managed to whisper.

I kissed her again. “Good girl,” I whispered in her ear just before I grabbed her hair and guided her back down to my cock. I jerked the base of my cock, watching Rick fuck her slowly while she held the head of my dick in her mouth, tickling it with her tongue. It wasn’t long before I came, filling Cat’s mouth with the familiar taste of my load. She barely batted an eye as Rick continued fucking her, gradually giving her more and more of his impressive shaft. His girth was substantial as well, leaving me to wonder if Rick’s cock was, in fact, the largest Cat ever had.

I eased myself out from under Cat and whispered in her ear that I would be back. She didn’t even respond, seemingly consumed by what Rick was doing to her. She only moaned “yes” or “oh my god” intermittently. I dressed quickly and walked out the front door as quietly as I could. Neither Rick nor Cat seemed to notice, much less care. So far, all was going according to plan.  In my discussions with Rick, I had instructed him to make it his mission in life to be the best fuck Cat had ever had. He promised he would pull out all the stops and make sure she was as sexually satiated as any woman ever had been.

I made my way to the grocery store down the street to stock up on sports drinks and Cat’s favorite snacks. I didn’t rush. I wanted Rick to have plenty of time with Cat to get her hooked on what he had to offer. It was easily forty-five minutes before I pulled back into the apartment complex. Before I even stepped onto the sidewalk from the blacktop of the parking lot, I could hear Cat screaming. The walk to my front door took me by my bedroom window. One of my neighbors walked past in the opposite direction just as I was walking past window with Cat’s howls reached a crescendo. My neighbor and I side-eyed each other, trying to contain our giggles.

I re-entered the apartment as quietly as I left and made my way back to my bedroom. I stopped in the doorway to take in the scene. Rick and Cat were on my bed in a sixty-nine with Cat facing me. From that angle, Rick’s cock looked even bigger, and I marveled at how much of it Cat managed to stuff into her mouth and down her throat.  Her face was a mess, covered in saliva and pre-cum. Her eyes were red and watering from trying to accommodate more cock in her mouth than she probably should have. Cat wasn’t one to back down from a challenge, though. Especially a sexual one. Rick was busy at the other end tantalizing Cat with his mouth and fingers. I couldn’t see exactly what he was doing, but by the look on Cat’s face, I could tell it was working.

It took a few moments for Cat to notice me standing in the doorway and when she finally did, all she managed was a little smile before letting herself fall back into the moment. I took my clothes off and made my way to the bed, putting my cock within reach of Cat’s mouth. I could tell she would probably rather be left alone with Rick, but she acquiesced and took my cock in her mouth while continuing to stroke Rick. After a brief moment, she craned her head back and ordered Rick to fuck her again. I laid down across the end of the bed as Cat situated her head over my lap and presented her backside for Rick’s taking. This time, he entered her with one swift thrust, giving Cat his full cock. She lurched forward, almost pushing me off the bed.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried out.

Rick gave her no quarter and started fucking her with full, powerful, swift thrusts. Cat rested her head between my legs, holding my cock in her hand. There was no way she was going to be able to concentrate on my dick at all with Rick manhandling her. I slid out from under her and crouched at the foot of the bed with my mouth in her ear.

“Is he fucking you good?”

Cat nodded and managed a whimper.

“Yeah? You like his huge cock?”

Cat lifted her head from the mattress and pushed herself up onto her hands so that she was on all fours.

“Yeah,” she grunted with an air of determination.

I kissed her. She responded by thrusting her tongue into my mouth.

“Was he good to you while I was gone?”

“Yes,” she groaned.

“Tell me about it.”

“He fucked me so good.”

“Did he make you come?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever been fucked this good?”

“No…..never.” She was almost out of breath.

“Not even Bob?”

No response.

“Is he fucking you better than your husband?”

This finally set Cat off. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” she cried over and over, coming again. Her head collapsed back to the mattress.

“God, you look so amazing,” I whispered in her ear.

She turned her head and kissed me passionately. Our kiss was interrupted when Rick turned Cat over onto her back. Cat wrapped her legs around him as he eased himself back inside her. Rick took the opposite tack from before and began making love to Cat slowly and sensually. Cat’s body language changed in response and when Rick kissed her, presumably for the first time, Cat kissed him back. Now purely a bystander, watching them, I would have presumed that they were a couple deeply in love rather than two people who met barely a few hours prior.

Rick moved in and out of her slowly and deliberately, finally allowing himself to build to orgasm. He and Cat kissed and stared into each other’s eyes. I felt like an intruder, leaning against the wall, watching them.

“Yes,” Cat whispered. “Come inside me.” She kissed him again.

Rick pushed deeper inside of her and increased his pace ever so slightly. “Oh, god,” he moaned.

“Yes,” Cat whispered again. “Come inside me.” Her voice became more intense, but still in a whisper as she repeated, “Come inside me. Come inside me. I want to feel you.”

Rick buried his face in her neck as he came. It was intense. Cat squeezed him tight with her legs and cradled the back of his head. When he was spent, Rick’s body went limp on top of her. Cat stroked his head with her hand.

“Whoa,” Rick exhaled, catching his breath, and rolling to Cat’s side. Cat stayed on her back, speechless.

I got up and got Cat’s phone. I handed it to her and said, “Call Bob. Tell him you’re not feeling well and that you’re gonna go ahead and drive back home.”

“Why?”

“Because we’re gonna fuck you all night long.”

“What about my car?”

“I’ll take care of that. All you need to do is make the call.”

Cat sat up and started to dial her phone. As it started ringing, I brought my still hard cock to her mouth. She complied and started sucking me while she waited for Bob to answer.

“Hello?” I could hear on the other end.

Cat took her mouth off my shaft to speak. “Hey, Baby. Listen, I’m not feeling well. I think I’m gonna go ahead and head back home.”

Cat stroked my cock as she replied. “I don’t know. I just feel sick. I want to go home and crawl into my own bed.” She took me back in her mouth.

“Is there anything I can do?”

“Uhuh,” she hummed with my dick still in her mouth. I was loving it.

Bob started talking about what time he could get back from class and how he could go with her, or he could do this or that. While he babbled on, I took a step back and started stroking myself. Just as he was finishing his rambling, I shot my load across Cat’s face.

“No, I just really want to get home. I’ll see you this weekend.”  As she finished her sentence, Cat leaned forward and sucked the tip of my cock, making my body shiver. She smiled with satisfaction. “Okay. Okay. Bye.” She hung up the phone. “You fucker!” she teased, my cum still hanging from her chin.

I defended myself. “You’re gonna love me when I show you what I got you.”

“Right now, I could use a towel.”

“Why don’t you take a shower and I’ll have things ready when you get out. Where are your keys?”

Cat told me where her keys were and headed to the bathroom to get cleaned up. Rick drove me to Cat’s car to spare me the walk and followed me to a corner of the apartment complex Bob and I never went near. We left Cat’s car there before heading back to the apartment. I fixed Cat a spread of all her favorites while she was still in the shower. We all spent the next hour or so snacking, rehydrating, and recuperating. As it started to get dark, Rick and I made good on my promise. We did indeed fuck Cat until none of us could take anymore. It was epic.  When Rick left in the morning, I saw him slip Cat his number. Neither of them knew I saw it and I never mentioned anything. I don’t know if they ever saw each other again. I do know that I never breathed a word of what happened to Bob. I’m assuming Cat didn’t either, as I am still alive and not castrated. 

The next year was Bob’s last before graduating. Rather than stay in the apartment complex, he and I, along with another one of our friends, rented a small house not far from campus. Cat continued to visit once a month or so and Bob and I continued to fuck her senseless every time she was in town. Our poor roommate, who wasn’t up to Cat’s standards, was relegated to listening through the walls. Since our tryst with Rick, Cat and I felt closer and shared many knowing looks.

As the year went on, however, Bob and Cat started talking about religion and starting a family. Then she came to town a few times without engaging in our favorite pastime. Finally, one night I was up late long after everyone else had gone to sleep. As I was putting myself in bed, my door opened slowly, and Cat stepped inside. Without a word, she crawled in bed with me. I could tell that she didn’t want Bob to know. We quietly made love. It was different from every other time we had been together. When we were done, she snuck out just as silently as she had snuck in. I didn’t realize it at the time, but that was Cat telling me goodbye. After Bob moved back home after graduation, they started a family. We kept in touch for a little while and still interact online a bit. But I haven’t seen Bob or Cat in years.

And that, my friends, is the true story of how my friend shared his wife with me. 


The Dealership

My boss was an asshole. I’d been working for him for just over a year at the dealership. I had been top salesman at my old dealership in Houston. At twenty-nine, I specialized in using my looks and charm to upsell rich old ladies, and I made quite a decent living at it. When we moved to the East Coast to be close to my wife’s ailing parents, I used my impeccable references to get a job at the biggest dealership in the area. The problem was that the owner, aptly named Richard, had all kinds of rules that pitted the sales team against each other. Competition was normal in that environment, but Richard seemed to enjoy the chaos and conflict his rules generated. It did nothing for sales and was costing all of us money. But Richard didn’t care. By the time he was my age and with the help of his daddy’s money, he’d already launched three dealerships in the area. When I met him, he was fifty years old and had more money than he could spend. I guess he just liked to pit his employees against each other for the sheer entertainment value. Like I said. He was an asshole.

I clocked what he was doing almost as soon as I started working there. I secretly invited the entire sales team to my house for a pool party not long after and used the occasion to rally the troops in an effort to circumnavigate Richard’s bullshit. For the next year, while secretly collaborating to help each other sell more cars and make more money for everyone (Richard included), we staged heated arguments to keep Richard thinking his manipulations were working. I even let Carl punch me in the stomach one time. Richard loved it. Carl and I had a good laugh about it at the bar when he bought me drinks after work. 

The following summer, my wife, Ashlynn, agreed to let me throw a big Fourth of July party at the house and invite everyone from both of our workplaces. She was reluctant at first, being constantly exhausted from looking after her parents in addition to her part-time job as an office manager for a dentist’s office. I promised her that I would take care of everything, including all the cooking and cleaning. All she would have to do is show up and be beautiful. And boy, was she. Ash was a few years younger than me. We met when she started doing the books at the dealership in Houston.  When we moved, Richard already had a bookkeeper, so she got the job at the dentist’s office. In retrospect, I was thrilled she didn’t work for Richard. There is no doubt in my mind that he would have constantly harassed her and bent my ear about what a piece of ass she was the same way he did every other decent looking woman that worked for him.  He’d never even seen a picture of my wife before.

I invited everyone at work to the party, except for Richard, and made sure to tell them all to keep it quiet. Everyone despised Richard, so I was confident our secret was safe. A few days before the party, Carl and I were in the break room, and he asked me if he should bring anything. I started listing who was bringing what to help myself think, and Richard happened to be standing within earshot around the corner. “Great! A party!” he smiled walking into the break room. “What time?”

I was caught completely off guard. “Uh…..four,” was all I could muster.

Richard slapped me on the back. “I’ll bring some booze,” he grinned before walking out of the room.

Carl and I looked at each other. The regret and frustration in the room was palpable. I walked back to the sales floor without saying a word. There was no need to discuss it. We all knew what it was.

Nearly everyone showed up for the party, despite the fact that they knew the boss was going to be there. Richard, however, was surprisingly jovial and polite. Maybe the booze mellowed him. He’d brought several bottles of really good liquor that most of us were glad to partake of. Only once did he say anything brash. He happened to be standing next to me the first time he saw Ashlynn. "Jesus! That’s your wife? Goddamn, I’d like to get my hands on her!" I just smiled, nodded, and took another sip of his three-hundred-dollar scotch. No wonder the guy was divorced three times.

All heads turned, men and women, when Ashlynn took off her coverup, displaying her remarkable figure as she got in the pool. I saw Richard elbow Carl and say something. Like me, Carl smiled, nodded, and took another sip of Richard’s three-hundred-dollar scotch. Carl and I were a lot alike and had become good friends. I confessed to him only a few weeks before that I had long had a fantasy of watching Ashlynn with another man. In part, I was feeling him out to see if he would be into it. I knew it wouldn’t matter, though. I’d given Ash carte blanche long ago. While I don’t think she found the idea as repulsive as she did at first, she was still adamantly opposed to being with another man. Any time I tried to subtly slide it into conversation, she shut me down immediately. One thing I never told her was that every time we made love, I secretly fantasized about her being taken by another man. It was the only way I could come.

Even though I knew I would never have my fantasy fulfilled, I still took pleasure in watching all of the men at the party sneak looks at my wife while she splashed around in the pool with our workmates. Even though her yellow bikini was fairly modest, it was still a bikini and didn’t leave very much to the imagination. Her tanned legs, toned abs, and firm ass were all on display. Her breasts were on the small side, but flawless. The best part about Ashlynn, though, was her face. Had she been taller than five-foot-three, she could easily have done quite well as a model. With her thick brown hair slicked back and her tan skin wet and glistening in the sun, she was unbelievably sexy. More than one husband got a dirty look that day for letting his gaze linger a bit too long. I was eating it up.

By the time it got dark, most people had had their fill of food and booze and were ready to go. The crowd started tapering off quickly. Some people stuck around for a while to set off some fireworks, but soon it was down to Carl and his girlfriend Amy, Richard, Ashlynn, and myself. Carl did his best to hang around and keep us from being alone with Richard, but Amy eventually pulled him away. Richard showed no signs of being tired or even slowing down, despite having drank as much as anyone at the party. Even Ash, who’d not had that much to drink compared to most of us, seemed drunker than Richard.

Richard looked at me and Ash. “I don’t know about you guys, but that hot tub is looking awfully good. Grab a drink and come on.”

Begrudgingly, we did as he ordered. We had spent our savings on the move and a down payment on the house. With Ash only working part-time, we still hadn’t recovered financially. If I lost my job, we stood to lose everything. I couldn’t afford to tell Richard to get the hell out of our house and leave us alone. I topped off my glass and we followed Richard outside to the hot tub. Without a bit of shame, he stripped down to his boxer shorts and climbed in the water. Ash and I still had our suits on. She took off her cover up and climbed in directly across from Richard, the farthest distance from him possible. Richard was surprisingly well-built. I had always thought of him as just a stocky older man, but it was obvious with his shirt off that he was strong. He caught me looking at him.

“Not what you were expecting, is it?” he bragged. “I’m a power lifter. I came in second in my age division at regionals last month.”

“Wow,” I replied, honestly surprised.

“Good for you, Richard,” Ashlynn smiled politely.

“What do you weigh, Ashlynn? A hundred pounds?” Richard asked.

“More like one-ten,” she corrected.

“I could lift you over my head with one hand,” Richard boasted and started moving across the hot tub.

Ash waved him away. “Whoa there, cowboy. Let’s not find out.”

Richard started playfully grabbing at Ashlynn, tickling her. Ashlynn was ticklish as hell and one of the few people I knew who actually enjoyed being tickled. It turned her on.

“Richard, stop!” she giggled, irritated but laughing.

Richard complied and sat back down next to her. Fifteen seconds later, he grabbed her. "Okay, I’ll use two hands!" Gathering Ashlynn in his arms, with one hand under her back and the other behind a knee, Richard stood up and pressed her over his head.

"Oh my god! Oh my god!" Ashlynn gasped, unable to contain her laughter. My wife was playful and adventurous by nature. She loved roller coasters, white water rafting, and the like. Something like being military pressed in a hot tub was right up her alley. Richard held her above his head for several seconds, proving his strength, with Ashlynn giggling all the while. I was glad to see she was being good-natured about it, for the sake of my job. "Okay, that's enough. Put me down," she said when she’d finally had enough.

Richard carefully lowered her back into the water. "See? Told ya."

“I need a drink,” Ashlynn declared, reaching for her glass.

“I could use another, too. Would you mind, darlin’?” Richard held out his glass for Ashlynn. She took it from his hand and started climbing out of the tub next to him. Without warning, Richard slapped the side of her ass hard enough that you could hear it across the yard.

“Richard!” she scolded.

“Sorry,” he grinned. “I couldn’t help it. I’m incorrigible. Did it hurt?”

Ashlynn sneered at me, “No, I’m fine.”

“Are you sure? I can kiss it and make it better if you’d like.”

Ashlynn looked at me with even more contempt. “I ought to let you.” I could tell she was angry that I hadn’t said or done anything to keep Richard in check.

“Well, back it on up here, baby!” Richard challenged. “Where’d I get you?”

To my utter amazement, Ashlynn stuck her ass out and pointed to a red spot on the side of her cheek where Richard had slapped it. He brazenly licked the water from the spot in one long swoop and then kissed her ass as promised. Ashlynn glared at me throughout the whole experience. While it seemed that it was meant to punish me for letting Richard manhandle her, all it really did was make my mouth water. I still wasn’t happy about the situation, though. Despite my fantasy to share my wife and how much I enjoyed her getting male attention, Richard was literally the last man on Earth I would choose.

As Ashlynn sauntered into the house to fix their drinks, Richard shook his head and said, "Sorry, man. But that girl’s got a sweet ass on her."

“Yeah, that she does,” I replied, having no choice but to let him say whatever he wanted.

When Ash returned, she didn’t sit across from Richard as she had before, but between he and I, leaving nearly half of the hot tub unoccupied.

Richard started blatantly admiring my wife’s body.  “Ashlynn, let me see your abs again. You must work out a lot. What do you do?”

Ashlynn complied, lifting herself out of the water just enough to show off her flat, toned stomach. “I do Pilates and I run,” she boasted. She was proud of her body. Rightfully so. She was also well aware that we couldn’t afford for me to lose my job.

“Impressive,” Richard noted. He stood up out of the water and pulled the leg of his boxers up to display his thigh. “Feel that,” he instructed.” Ash looked reluctant. “No, seriously. I’ll behave. Feel it.”

Ashlynn relented and poked his thigh. “Jesus, that’s like a steel cable.” She opened her hand and gripped what she could of his hamstring. “Damn. How much can you squat?”

“Only about four twenty-five now. When I was younger, I could do almost five.”

Ashlynn and Richard carried on comparing body parts and exchanging workout advice while I nursed my scotch. Richard took every opportunity he could to touch a bicep or feel a calf. When our drinks ran dry, Richard smacked her ass again as she climbed out of the hot tub.  Even harder than he did before. Instead of scolding him, she just smirked and shook her head. Ashlynn looked at me defiantly and again presented her ass to be kissed by my asshole boss.

This time, Richard took one of Ashlynn’s cheeks in each hand as he again licked and then kissed her ass for the second time. Before she could start making her way to the kitchen, Richard managed to lick directly up the crack of her ass, along the center of her thong. Through her defiant scowl, I could see a little bit of surprise and even a slight hint of pleasure before she pulled away to go inside.

“You are a lucky man, sir. I would cut off my left arm to fuck her,” Richard so eloquently disclosed.

I just nodded uncomfortably. I was glad to see that when Ashlynn returned, she had the bottle with her. She made sure everyone had a drink before settling back down between me and Richard. “So, how’s my husband doing at work?”

“Well, I have to admit. He’s a pretty damn good salesman.”

Ashlynn seemed pleased. “Good.”

Richard looked at me. “He’s got everyone playing games with me, though.”

“What do mean?” Ash asked.

“He thinks he’s being clever. I run my sales teams a certain way, but he’s gone behind my back and has everyone running from his playbook. Isn’t that right?”

I was shocked. I had no idea that Richard knew anything about what was going on at work. I played dumb. “I’m just trying to sell cars, man.”

“Well, it’s pissing me off. Honestly, I’ve been thinking about letting you go.”

“Please, Richard,” Amber implored. “Please don’t.” Amber shot me a dirty look. She had warned me that I shouldn’t go behind Richard’s back.

“Nah, I won’t fire you. But I ought to punish you for undermining me like that.”

It fell silent for an uncomfortably long moment. Richard lightened the mood by finally grinning devilishly and joking, “I ought to put your pretty wife over my knee and give her a real, proper spanking, though. That would show you.”

“You wouldn’t dare!” Ashlynn recoiled half-jokingly.

“Oh yeah? Come here!” Richard lurched for Ashlynn. She laughed and jumped across the hot tub to avoid his grasp.  Despite her efforts, Richard had her quickly in hand. He lifted her above his head as he had done before. Then he sat down directly across from me and lowered Ashlynn until she was resting on her stomach over his lap. He tickled her ribs and armpits as she playfully resisted and laughed uncontrollably. The, just as everything seemed to be in good fun and without warning, Richard brought his palm down like a hammer and spanked Ashlynn’s ass hard. The laughter stopped. Richard immediately went to warmly rubbing Ashlynn’s cheek where he had stung her.

Ashlynn was breathing heavily. “Whoa,” she muttered.

“You alright, love?” Richard asked.

Ashlynn turned her head and looked and me. I couldn’t read exactly what she was feeling. Shock, maybe? Rage?

“That was for the time you let the deal with those Koreans fall through because of your bullshit games,” Richard said, still rubbing Ashlynn’s cheek. I knew the deal he was referring to. He moved his hand in a circle, still soothing the sting from his slap, getting a good feel of my wife’s ass. He widened the circumference of his caress, starting to occasionally drift to the other cheek as well.

As quickly and harshly as he had the first time, he reddened the other side of Ashlynn’s backside. THWAP! Ashlynn whimpered at first and then panted quietly as Richard nursed her cheeks with his hand.

“Are you okay, Ash?” I asked apprehensively.

She turned her eyes to me briefly and nodded, a strange look in her eye.

“That was for letting Carl screw up that deal last week that Sheila should have handled,” Richard scowled. “And this…” Richard raised his hand high “…is for thinking you’re in charge.”

THWAP!

“Oooooo,” Ashlynn whimpered. Her breathing turned shaky.

Richard continued massaging her backside with his hand. He worked the material of her bikini into the crack of her ass as he circled her cheeks, exposing more and more of her skin. Ashlynn’s eyes were closed. Her mouth open. Her breathing shallow and fast. Richard gradually worked his hand outward from her ass, caressing Ashlynn’s hips and thighs, creeping up between her legs. Ashlynn pursed her lips and craned her head to look up at him. It was clear that Richard had brushed against her pussy. Then he popped her ass again, much more gently.

Ashlynn shook her head. “Harder,” she whispered.

My jaw dropped.

THWAP!

“Oooooooo,” my Ash cooed loudly. I was so caught up in the moment, that I only then realized how hard my cock had become.

“Good girl,” Richard praised, rubbing and squeezing the bottom of my wife’s ass, his fingers only millimeters from her sex. Ashlynn offered no resistance. No protest. Richard tilted his head to get a better view of her face. And then he did it. He slid his fingers directly between her legs and began playing with my wife’s pussy.

“Oh, god,” Ashlynn whispered. Shocked. Subservient. And accepting.

With the hand that wasn’t exploring my wife, Richard untied her bikini top. Ashlynn moved her arms to let gravity take it to the water below her. Richard reached down and cupped her breast in his hand, pinching her nipple between his fingers.

“Oooo,” Ashlynn purred.

I lowered my hand into the water and squeezed my cock through my swimsuit. Just as Ashlynn seemed to be nearing an orgasm, THWAP! Another spanking.

“Ohhh,” Ashlynn moaned loudly again.

Richard spread Ashlynn’s bikini bottom back over her ass and then maneuvered his hand beneath her thong, sliding it down her ass and back to her pussy, this time with no material between them. Skin to skin. Ashlynn’s back arched and she moaned as Richard slipped a finger inside.

“Say my name,” Richard demanded.

“Richard,” Ashlynn panted.

“Do you want me to make you come, Ashlynn?”

“Yes.”

“I told you to say my name.”

“Yes, Richard. Please. Make me come.”

Richard lifted Ashlynn up and set her half out of the hot tub and half on the deck with her legs still in the water. She wiggled her legs, helping Richard get her bikini bottoms down. He quickly buried his face between her legs and began lapping at her folds, finding her clitoris with his tongue.

“Oh, fuck!” Ashlynn cried. “Yes, Richard! Yes!”

Richard smacked and squeezed Ashlynn’s ass with both of his hands while he continued to flick his tongue along her pleasure center.

“Fuck! I’m gonna come! I’m gonna come!”

“Say my name, dammit!”

“Richard! I’m coming! Richard! Richard!”

Ashlyn came as hard as I had ever seen her come. When she settled, Richard helped her turn around and sit on the edge of the hot tub. He kissed his way up her thighs and then gently kissed her still hypersensitive pussy. Ashlynn was overpowered by the sensation and shook her head, pushing him away. He acquiesced and took her by the hand like a gentleman, guiding her back to her seat in the hot tub. He slowly began to stand. At some point during the fray, Richard had managed to remove his boxer shorts. As he rose from the water, he gradually revealed his hard cock, leveling it directly in front of my wife’s face. Like me, Richard was around average length. Nothing impressive there. But his cock was thicker than mine. And not by a small margin. Even his dick looked like a powerlifter. Ashlynn looked up at him, seemingly as impressed with his girth as I was, just before Richard put his hand on the back of her head and pulled it to his shaft. Ashlynn opened her mouth wide and took his cock in her mouth. What she could manage, anyway. Although she hadn’t gone down on me in more months than I cared to remember, my wife could easily deepthroat my cock when she chose to.  Richard’s shaft was so thick, there was physically no way for Ashlynn to get it that deep in her mouth. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Given Ashlynn’s historical utter lack of interest in sucking my cock, I was amazed by how wantonly she was servicing Richard. Watching my undeniably pretty wife slobber all over such a fat dick was the hottest thing I had ever seen in my life.  I couldn’t stand it anymore and slid my shorts down under the water. I started stroking my cock as Richard grasped my wife’s hair in his hands, guiding her mouth where he wanted it to go. When he pulled his cock out of her mouth and proceeded to thump it on her face, she stuck out her tongue to greet it. I could sense its weight by the sound it made when it slapped against her.

“How come you never told me what a good little cocksucker your wife is?” Richard taunted.

“I guess it just never came up,” I replied. I had strongly mixed emotions about what was happening. I would have given just about anything to have that cock of his attached to anyone else.

“Here, scoot closer to your husband. Let him get a good look at what it’s like to suck a real man’s cock.”

Ashlynn slid right up next to me, barely missing a beat on Richard’s dick. I don’t know that either of them noticed or cared, but I was no longer making any attempt to conceal the fact that I was jerking off.

“Do you like that fat cock, sweetheart?”

Ashlynn nodded and hummed in the affirmative with Richard still in her mouth. Richard grabbed her head with both hands and held her steady. Slowly, he started fucking her mouth. Ashlynn met his thrusts with head bobs, matching his pace. They kept at it until Ashlynn’s lips and chin were a sticky mess of slobber and precum. Releasing her from his grip, Richard looked down at my wife as she licked his length, thick slobber hanging from her chin. “You like that don’t you?” he teased.

“It’s so fucking big,” Ashlynn gushed. She licked his shaft and circled his tip.

“Let’s get out of this water,” Richard said and started making his way out of the hot tub. He extended his hand to help Ashlynn up. I watched my wife’s perfect ass saunter into the house. I followed quickly and quietly behind. For all intents and purposes, it seemed they forgot I was even there. I trailed them down the hall to the bedroom only to have the door shut in my face. I managed to make eye contact with Ashlynn just before it closed. She looked like she was in a trance. I tried the knob. It was locked. I put my ear to the door.

“Are you ready?” I heard Richard say.

I heard Ashlynn’s voice. “Go slow.”

There was an agonizing moment that seemed to go on forever before I heard Ashlynn’s voice again. “Oh goodddd…” she moaned. “I don’t think I can take it!”

“Do you want me to stop?”

There was a short pause. “No. Just hold still. Let me…….oh, fuck!.”

Over the next few minutes, all I heard was Ashlynn gradually moaning and whimpering more and more, starting to make noises I’d never heard from her before.

“Do you like getting fucked by that big dick?”

“Yes,” Ashlynn growled.

“Has your husband ever fucked you this good?”

There was no answer.

THWAP! “I said, has your husband ever fucked you this good?”

I could hear Ashlynn panting, even through the door. “No. Never.”

“You like it when a spank your ass, don’t you?”

More panting. “Yes. Do it again.”

THWAP!

As Richard continued to tease and taunt my wife, I checked the doorknob again. It was, of course, still locked. But with that one brief second look, I realized it was one of those chintzy doorknobs that you could pick with a flathead screwdriver or even a fingernail. I quietly unlocked the door and slowly cracked it open. Richard had Ashlynn on all fours facing away from me, a forty-five-degree angle from the door. He had both hands on her hips and was fucking her steadily from behind. Ashlynn was bucking rhythmically back against him.

“Call me ‘sir.’”

“Yes, sir.”

“Are you gonna be a good girl and let me fuck you as much as I want tonight?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Are you gonna let me fuck you whenever I want and make your husband wait for seconds?”

No response.

THWAP!

“Yes, sir! Oh, god! I’m gonna come. Don’t stop.”

“Yeah, this is my pussy now, isn’t it?”

“Yes!....Yes!....Yes!...Yes!..Fuck me!..Yes! Fuck! I’m coming!”

THWAP!

“Oooohhhhhhh!”

Ashlynn’s arms collapsed beneath her as she came, her torso falling to the mattress. Richard continued gently fucking her through her orgasm. When she was done, he rolled her onto her back. Ashlynn looked down between her legs as Richard slipped back inside of her. “Oh, fuck!” she exhaled. Richard locked eyes with Ashlynn as he began fucking her slowly and deeply.

Ashlynn’s lips pursed and her eyes squinted, staring back at Richard. “Oooooo,” she sang as he fucked her.

Richard lowered his face to hers. He gave her one quick, gentle kiss on the lips. The intimacy of the moment seemed to surprise Ashlynn. She stared back into his eyes, seemingly bewildered by everything that was happening. He kissed her again, a little longer. Then another longing gaze. The third time Richard kissed my wife, she parted her lips and met his tongue with hers. He wrapped her in an embrace, kissing her and slowly moving inside of her. Richard was no longer ravaging my beautiful Ashlynn. He was making love to her. And she him.

Part of me wanted to jump in and end it there. And yet, another part was turned on beyond belief. The second part won, and I stood there, stroking my cock, watching my wife be enraptured by another man. I was in her sight line. She could have easily looked over at me. But she never even noticed I was there.

“You feel so good, baby,” she whispered, looking into Richard’s eyes again, her hands cradling his face.

Richard said nothing. He fucked her faster, breathing heavier. He started grunting quietly.

“Yes, baby,” Ashlynn encouraged, moving her hands, and draping them around his neck. “Yes. Stay inside me. I want you inside of me.”

Ashlynn pulled Richard’s face closer. “Yes, baby,” she whispered loudly. She kissed him deeply as he came inside of her, something she never allowed me to do.

“Oh, fuck!” Richard groaned, pumping slower and slower into my wife as he finished.

“That was amazing,” Ashlynn professed, Richard still between her legs catching his breath. “What on Earth did you do to me?”

“Get dressed. You’re coming home with me tonight.”

“But…” Ashlynn started.

Richard cut her off, “Hush. Do as I say.” He craned his head over his shoulder in my direction. “Did you hear that, bud? I’m taking your wife home with me tonight. Don’t worry. I’ll bring her back when I’m done.”

Ashlynn busied herself getting dressed. Richard walked past me without a word, presumably to retrieve his clothes from outside. I did my best to plead with Ashlynn not to leave with Richard, but she ignored me. “If you didn’t want him to fuck me, you should have said something, asshole!” was all she said.

Thankfully, Richard left his booze behind. I managed to numb myself until I passed out. When I came to the next day, I texted Ashlynn. No response. Again, that night, no response. Finally, on the second day, at about six o’clock in the evening, Richard’s car pulled in the driveway. Ashlynn got out, wearing clothes I’d never seen before. I met her at the door. She looked at me and took a deep breath, then kissed me on the cheek before walking to the living room. I sat down next to her on the couch.

“First, are you okay?” I started. “I’ve been worried out of my mind.”

“I’m okay,” she nodded. I could tell by the look in her eyes that something had happened.

“What happened? What did he do to you?”

“He fucked me.”

“I gathered that. But,…”

Ashlynn cut me off. “No. You don’t understand. He fucked me.”

“What do you mean?”

“Let me put it this way. At one point, he tied me to the bed, covered me in oil, and edged me for a solid hour until I promised him that I would do anything if he would just let me come. A fucking hour.” 

My cock started getting hard. “What did you do?”

Ashlynn said nothing, looking afraid to tell me.

“Did he come inside you again?”

“He came everywhere.”

“Did he spank you?”

Ashlynn nodded. She looked at my crotch and saw the bulge. “It’s okay. You can take it out if you want.”

I couldn’t resist. Especially with permission. I took my cock out and started stroking it. “What else did he do to you? Did he hurt you?”

“Only when I wanted him to. I told him to stop a few times and he did.”

“Tell me. I want to know everything.”

“I’m not sure you’re ready to hear everything.”

“Please just tell me.”

“There’s too much to tell.” Ashlynn paused as if she was debating something in her head. “He did make some videos on my phone. Do you want to see?”

I nodded my head.

“Are you sure? There might be some things about it that you don’t like.”

I steeled myself. “Show me.”

Ashlynn pulled the video up on her phone and cast it to the big screen. The scene opened with Richard holding the camera looking down at Ashlynn. Her hands were tied behind her back, her skin oily and glistening. She had a butt plug in her ass and Richard was slowly fucking her from behind. “Ohhh, god, yes,” she was moaning deeply. With his free hand, Richard placed a finger in the hollowed-out butt plug and wiggled it. “Oh, fuck, baby!” Ashlynn exclaimed.

“Does that feel good?”

“Please. More,” my wife begged on the screen.

Richard wiggled his finger and pumped his fat cock in and out of her until Ashlynn was writhing in ecstasy. “I’m coming! I’m coming! Oh, fuck!” she screamed so loud it distorted the audio on the camera. I looked over at Ashlynn. She had that trance-like look again, staring at the screen with her mouth open.

The video ended and another started. Ashlynn’s wrists and ankles were tied to the four posts of a bed. She had a pillow supporting her under her backside. She was wet with oil and blindfolded. A dozen or more candles lit the room. Her abdomen was rising and falling quickly. It seemed like she’d been there while. “Please?” she pleaded. Richard walked into frame.

“What are you going to do for me?”

“Anything.”

Richard picked up a small dildo in his hand and used it to tease Ashlynn’s pussy.

“Yes! Yes!” she responded before he backed off. “Please?” she begged.

“Tell me you love me.”

“I love you.”

“Say my name.”

“I love you, Richard. Please make me come, baby. I’ll do anything.”

Richard ambled up onto the bed between her legs, his face in her crotch close enough that she had to have felt his breath. With his tongue, he gently brushed her folds.

Ashlynn let out a long exhale. “Oh, god.”

“Anything?” Richard asked leadingly.

Ashlynn nodded. “Anything,” she whispered loudly.

As we continued watching the scene unfold on the screen, Ashlynn slid to her knees on the floor between my legs.

On the screen, Richard licked Ashlynn from her mound to her navel, to her nipple, to her neck, until finally, his mouth was to her ear. He whispered something the microphone could not hear as his shaft pressed between her legs, making her pant even harder in anticipation.

Ashlynn nodded. “Yes,” she conceded.

Richard whispered something into her ear again.

“I swear. I will.”

As soon as those words were out of her mouth on the recording, present moment Ashlynn took my cock her mouth.

On-screen, Richard seemed satisfied with Ashlynn’s response. He picked up some kind of small toy from the bed next to her. I couldn’t tell what it was in the dim light. He sat on his knees and used his other hand to tease her with the head of his cock, running it gently along her labia. 

“I promise. I’ll do it. Please, just let me come. Please?”

Richard pressed the toy to Ashlynn’s clitoris and with one thrust, buried his cock inside of her.

Ashlynn screamed with pleasure and writhed, twisting on the bed as Richard fulfilled her wish. She came for what seemed like a solid minute. When she settled, Richard licked her pussy like he had tried to into the hot tub before being denied. This time, however, Ashlynn couldn’t push him away. Her body convulsed as he licked her hypersensitive clitoris. Finally, he eased away, leaving her in the bed, sated and recovering. He walked toward the camera and looked into its lens.

“Hope you enjoyed that, bud,” he whispered before the screen went blank.

I looked down at Ashlynn, still sucking my dick.

“What did you promise him, Ashlynn?”

She looked up at me, the guilt blatantly apparent in her eyes. She took her mouth off of me cock and stroked me next to her face.

“What did you promise him?”

She looked me in the eyes and paused with her mouth hovering just over my cock. “Weekends.” She plunged back onto my cock and teased my balls with her hand. “I’m sorry,” she lamented, licking my shaft.

Ashlynn hadn’t sucked my cock in so long, I could barely take anymore. “And you’re gonna do it?” I asked, astonished.

She nodded with my cock still in her mouth before lifting her head and looking back up at me. “He fucks me so good,” she whimpered before dropping back down to finish me off. I exploded into her mouth, and she licked me clean, teasing the tip of my cock and making me shudder like Richard had done to her.

“What about your parents?” I asked. Ashlynn spent most of her time on the weekends cleaning her parents’ place and running errands for them.

“He’s gonna hire someone to help with all of that.”

“So that’s why?”

Ashlynn shook her head. “No. I’d do it anyway. You have no idea. What you saw was only a taste of what he did to me.”

Wiping her lips with her hand, she confessed further, “There’s one more thing.”

“What’s that?” I asked, still catching my breath.

“I’m supposed to come up to the dealership on Wednesday.”

“What for?”

“I don’t know. He said something about making an example of you.”

“Am I getting fired?”

“No. He promised. I told him if he fired you, I would never sleep with him again.”

“Well, that was awful nice of you,” I said facetiously.

“Hey! You’re the one who wanted to see me fuck another guy,” she snapped back. “And, by the way, you didn’t bother to lift so much as your pinky finger to stop him. Maybe you’re the asshole!”

She was right and she could see on my face that I knew that.

“Do you know when I knew I was going to fuck him?”

I shook my head meekly.

“When he licked the crack of my ass, and you did nothing. Not a damn thing.”

I hung my head. “I’m sorry.”

“So, here’s how it’s going to work. On Friday nights, Richard’s going to come over to the house to pick me up. If you would like, which I’m guessing you probably will, you can watch us fuck before he takes me for the weekend. If you’re doing well at work and being nice to me, we’ll make a video or two for you over the weekend. But other than that, you don’t get to ask anything about what happened.”

“Is that it?”

“No.” She paused. “You don’t get to fuck me anymore…”

I started to erupt.

“UNLESS!” she stopped me. “Unless…you sell at least thirty-five cars a month. Once you hit that quota, you can have sex with me. The count starts over at the beginning of every month.”

“Are you serious?”

“Oh, but you have to wear a condom.”

“What?”

“Yeah. For now, my pussy kind of belongs to Richard.”

“What?” I asked incredulously.

“Hey, bud. You let him take it.”

Ashlynn got up off the floor and headed to the bathroom to take a shower. I sat there stunned for I don’t know how long. The next few days around the house and at work were awkward to say the least. Thinking about what was going to happen on Wednesday filled me with both anticipation and dread.

Finally, the day arrived. No matter what was going to happen, I was looking forward to being put of my misery. At 8:30 a.m., everyone was gathered on the sales floor, standing in a circle for the morning meeting before the dealership opened. Then in walked Ashlynn. She was wearing my favorite white sundress that I bought her for our anniversary a few years ago.

Richard excused himself and walked up to Ashlynn. He took her hand, leading her to his office. Richard’s “command center” as he called it, jutted out into the middle of the sales floor. The three walls visible from the sales floor were mostly windows. Usually, the blinds covering them were open. That morning, they were closed. Ashlynn followed Richard into his office and the door closed behind them. Everyone looked at me and Carl asked, “What’s going on, man?”

I shook my head. I was terrified. “I don’t know,” I replied.

We all stood there waiting. One minute turned to two. Two turned to five. At about the ten-minute mark we heard some kind of thud.

“What was that?” Sheila asked. “Do you think you should go in there?”

I shook my head, trying to listen more closely. I could hear a voice. It was faint.

“Oh, god,” it said.

A little louder, but still muffled. “Yes.”

There was another noise, like something sliding across the floor. And then the voice again. Still louder and clearly belonging to my wife.

“Oh, fuck!”

The noise started coming more often. It sounded like Bob’s desk had slid across the floor and was banging against the wall. Ashlynn’s voice became clearly audible, as though we were all in the same room.

“Yes,” she whined. “Fuck me…fuck me…”

We all stood there, still grouped together, not knowing what to do.

“I’m gonna come!.........Oh, fuck….Oh, fuck….Ooooooooo.” Ashlynn’s voice echoed through the sales floor.

The noise tapered down, and everything was quiet for a few minutes. Sheila walked outside, to greet a customer who arrived early and presumedly keep them away from the show that was going on inside.

A few minutes later, the noise reached another crescendo.

“Yes!......Fuck me!”

“Yeah? You like that cock?”

“Fuck me, Richard!”

I hung my head, mortified that everyone was listening to Richard take my wife in his office.

“Oh, god! You’re gonna make me come again!” Ashlynn cried.

My biggest shame was how hard I was and how much I loved hearing my wife beg for another man’s cock.

The desk sounded like it was going to break through the wall.

“Yes!....Yes!....Yes! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” Ashlynn continued.

Richard’s groans mixed with Ashlynn’s exultations.

“Fuck yes!” Richard finally growled as he presumedly came somewhere on or in my wife.

A few moments later, Ashlynn walked out of the office in my direction. When she reached me, she touched my arm sweetly and kissed me on the cheek before continuing toward the exit. Richard followed her from the office, not far behind, also walking directly toward me.  In his hand were my wife’s panties. He walked directly up to me and stuffed them in my shirt pocket.

“There you go, bud.” He slapped my arm like he was congratulating a friend before strolling arrogantly to my wife as she stood by the door waiting for him. Kissing her sweetly on the lips, he said, “Bye, darlin’.”

“Bye,” she smiled, before turning and walking out the door.

Tom turned and walked back toward his office. Along the way he announced loudly, “I make the rules here! No more fucking around!”

I wish I could tell you that was the last time Richard and my wife humiliated me. I wish.

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed it!

Check out my author page here.

The Cheating Wife Bundle is available now. Link and description below...
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