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Joey pushes the musty old boxes aside and coughs at the plume of dust that bursts out of the closet. How much crap does she keep up here? he thinks, wafting the dust particles away with a swipe of his hand. He reaches forward again and his hand settles on something else, something hidden at the back, tucked far out of sight and way out of mind. He frowns. It feels like a smaller box, equally covered in dust. He grabs it and pulls it closer, back into the light for the first time in god knows how many years.

It’s a small shoebox. The dust on the lid is so thick that his fingers have left track marks on the surface. Joey blows on the box and immediately regrets doing so. Dust scatters like a cloud of ash in a volcano disaster movie. He grimaces and climbs down from the step ladder, holding the filthy shoebox away from his clean t-shirt. He knew his girlfriend Sally had a load of crap in her closet, but this is ridiculous. How many dirty, dusty boxes does she need back there, anyway? He can tell by the layers of dust that she hasn’t even looked at these boxes in years, let alone used them.

He sets the box down on an old newspaper – one that was also dumped in her closet and forgotten about – and kneels down. He grabs the box and starts to lift the lid. Something makes him hesitate for a moment. He glances to the open bedroom door and pauses, listening. The house is quiet. Sally is still out, taking her son to soccer practice. Joey has the house all to himself. It’s just him – him and these dusty old boxes Sally stored at the top of her closet and forgot about.

Should he be going through her old stuff like this? It doesn’t feel right. An old shoebox like this probably contains old mementos; personal items; little keepsakes that women like to collect throughout their lives. Sally is no different to any other woman. She’s over ten years older than Joey and she’s lived a much fuller life than he has. Hell, she’s already been married, divorced, and had a child while Joey was still partying through college. A dusty little shoebox like this could contain anything.

But…

Another voice inside Joey’s head argues for the opposition now. Suppose this isn’t just some shoebox full of sentimental junk. Maybe this box is full of crap she wanted to throw out, but never got around to doing it. Suppose this box contains knickknacks that she never wanted to see again. Surely she would be grateful if Joey did her a favor by throwing it into the trash?

Besides, he tells himself, I told her I was gonna go through the closets and toss out the old crap. If she didn’t want me to look in these boxes, she would have said something, right?

Right.

He grabs the lid and pulls it up. The cardboard slides free with a soft hiss. He carefully puts the dusty lid onto a different section of newspaper and peers inside the open box, his heart pounding for reasons he can’t quite describe.

The box is filled with random bits and pieces. Old trinkets. Photographs. Little scraps of memories from Sally’s life long before she ever met Joey. At first glance, it seems to be mostly made of random junk. But then Joey looks closer.

He lifts out a small bracelet, one with a single silver heart on a plain cord tied with a neat knot. He glances closer. There’s a small engraving on the heart. Initials. Sally and her former husband.

Joey drops the bracelet on the floor as though it suddenly burst into flames. He swallows hard, staring into the box with wide eyes. He really shouldn’t be looking in here. These memories are not for him to snoop through. These are private, personal moments from a life he has only known for a few short years now. He has no right to look at any of this. He knows that he should shut the box again and push it to the back of Sally’s closet and pretend he never saw it. He should finish up for the day and go downstairs and open a beer and wait for his girlfriend and her young son to get home so they can all hang out together as one happy, makeshift family.

But he knows that he won’t do that. If he shuts the box back in the closet and walks away, he’ll never forget about. This box will eat away at him, night and day, until he finally cracks and gets it back down again for a second look.

Sally has never spoken much about her former husband. Joey always knew she’d spent a good chunk of her life with another man – with the wrong kind of man, she would say – and he had no problem with that. He didn’t care if she had one ex-husband or seven. He didn’t care if she had one kid or a whole brood. All he cared about was her.

And – that small voice speaks up, once again arguing for the opposing viewpoint – if I’m being honest, I find it kinda hot that she’s been with other guys before me. One of Joey’s naughty little secrets is that he gets off on hearing about all the wild things Sally did in the past, long before they ever met. Back when their relationship was in the hot-and-heavy early stages, back before Joey ever met her son, she drunkenly confessed that her number of sexual partners was much higher than his.

How much higher? he had asked.

Like… much higher, she replied, with a drunken laugh.

He never found out the exact number – in fact, Sally was always embarrassed that she had said so much – but the knowledge that his girlfriend was some kind of wild, dirty slut always made him come so much harder when they made love. Everyone would look at Sally and see a presentable, respectable, attractive thirtysomething single mother. Joey looks at her and sees a sexy, sinful woman with a dirty streak a mile wide and a naughty nipple piercing and a tattoo of a dove on her left hip.

And now Joey finds himself with a window in that very past – the wild, naughty, secret past that Sally rarely divulged to him. It’s all in front of him, all within his reach. All he has to do is-

Joey reaches into the box and lifts out something else. A pack of old photographs. He opens the envelope and flicks through the images. The pictures are about twenty years old, at least. There are photos of a fresh-faced Sally and several female friends that he doesn’t recognize. He sees a series of places and events. A few of Sally standing next to various attractive young men. Joey’s heart skips a beat. Have any of these guys…? Did Sally…?

He puts the photos aside and shakes his head. Heat floods his stomach. Maybe she did fuck those other guys, maybe she didn’t. But now he can see their faces in his mind. His gut bubbles with a mixture of insecurity and desire. She looked so gorgeous back then – almost as good as she looks now.

Joey grabs a few other things from the box and examines them. Nothing interesting. A few tokens for old arcades. Movie stubs. A receipt or two. Then he finds something that makes him pause. A circular band of white and blue frilly lace. A bride’s garter.

He lifts it out of the box, careful as though it were an ancient relic, and holds it up to the light.

‘Holy shit,’ he says.

He turns it over in his hands, unable to look away. Sally said that she threw out her old wedding dress when her marriage went down the pan, but she must have forgotten about this particular item. Joey holds it up to his nose and sniffs. It smells of old, stale air and the inside of a cardboard box, but if he closes his eyes and concentrates, he can almost smell her skin.

Joey’s heart races now. He tries to imagine Sally putting the garter around her leg – sliding the frilly lace up her smoothly shaven thigh and fitting it snuggly into place. He tries to imagine the scene when a man last laid eyes on this garter. It would have been their wedding night. Sally and her first husband. Alone together. Her wedding dress. His suit. A hotel room. Champagne and bubbles. Candles. Room service. Her breathy moans. His deep groaning. His hands on her body-

He shakes his head and returns to the present. His pants feel tighter. His throat feels drier. There isn’t much left in the box now. A few odds and ends that don’t mean anything to him. Nothing else of interest.

Except-

He spies something shiny hidden under some old coins. He reaches in and frees the item. It’s an old SD card. The plastic shell is a bit scratched and beaten up, but the connectors look fine.

Joey sucks his cheek for a moment, looking at the battered old memory card. It seems out of place among everything else. The rest of the box contains emotional objects or sentimental trinkets. This is totally different. This something else completely.

I should see what’s on this, he thinks, turning it around in his hand. It might have fallen in here accidentally. Besides, I could always use a new SD card, right?

He walks around the bed and grabs his trusty laptop. He fires it up and looks through the window as the desktop loads, making sure the coast is still clear. It is. The street outside is quiet. Sally is still far away, probably watching soccer practice wrap up. Plenty of time for a quick look at this old SD card.

Joey positions the laptop on the bed and kneels on the floor, watching the screen slowly come to life. The background image is a picture of him and Sally, a selfie they took together at some party a few years back. They smile into the camera, arms around each other. Joey swallows hard, again wondering if this is okay. He’s already peered into a lot more of Sally’s past than she’s ever been comfortable revealing to him. Would she be hurt if she knew what he was doing now?

It’s not like this changes anything, he tells himself. I still love her. I’ve always known that I wasn’t the first man she’s been with. Probably not even the tenth. Why would any of this bother me? I just want to know the woman I love a little better.

With that feeble justification, he slides the dusty SD card into the slot on his laptop. For a brief moment, nothing happens. Joey’s heart races. Maybe the memory card is too old or damaged or corrupted. Maybe he was never meant to-

A folder opens on his laptop screen, displaying the contents of the SD card. Joey smiles with relief and rolls his thumb over the track pad, moving the mouse around the screen. There are several video files and images within the folder, each marked with a random assortment of characters. Must have been automatically named by the last device to use the card. Part of the string of letters and numbers under each file appears to be a date. These files are old. Really old. The dates are about ten years old. About the time that Sally married her first husband…

He clicks on the first video and holds his breath. Maybe it will open, maybe it won’t. Part of him hopes that the files are corrupted somehow, so that he’ll never be able to see into this dark, long forgotten corner of Sally’s life. Another part of him is desperate to know what secrets are lurking on this old memory card.

The video player opens. Joey holds his breath. It works. The video begins to play before his eyes.

He sees a plain white-tiled floor and a pair of feet. A man’s feet. Hairy legs. It seems that the camera is being held by a man sitting down and pointing straight at the floor. The camera shifts, as though the man holding is getting used to the feel and the weight of the device.

Hey, says a man’s voice, the voice of the man holding the camera, I think it’s working.

The camera turns quickly, to face a woman wearing a towel around her body. Joey blinks. The woman is Sally. Younger, fresher-faced, less worn by time, but still every bit as beautiful as the woman he knows. It looks like she’s in a hotel room. A big, fancy hotel room – the kind reserved for honeymooning couples in exotic locales.

Aren’t you gonna shower? she says, don’t you wanna hit the beach?

Sure, I do, says the cameraman. But first I wanna have a little fun with my new wife.

Sally pokes her tongue out at the camera and steps closer. She’s smiling happily, her skin glowing. As she moves, the towel sways, revealing tantalizing glimpses of her smooth legs and shaven cleft.

Oh, really? she says, walking up to the camera. What kind of fun?

Her smile turns naughty. She steps between the cameraman’s legs, towering over him. He reaches out a hand and pulls at the towel. It falls away, exposing her naked figure beneath.

Joey’s jaw drops. He always thought that Sally had a hell of a body, especially for a thirtysomething mom, but this is the first time he’s seen how she looked back in her twenties. Her body is sensational. Perk, full breasts with hard brown nipples. Slender waist unmarked by the rigors of childbearing. Hips you could hang on to for days. Perfectly smooth mound ripe for kissing. His cock jolts in his pants.

‘Holy fuck,’ Joey says, almost sighing with disbelief. ‘You’re gorgeous.’

Have you ever made a home movie? Joey can hear the smile in the cameraman’s voice. He reaches up and casually squeezes Sally’s breasts with his left hand. Joey sees the shiny new wedding band resting on the man’s finger.

Sally shakes her head, still smiling. Apparently, she doesn’t take any more convincing. She sinks to her knees between the cameraman’s legs. Now, for the first time, Joey realizes that the man behind the camera is also naked. Sally gently lifts his cock with her delicate fingers and brings the tip to her mouth.

Joey stares at the cock almost filling his laptop screen, unable to turn away. Sally always said she stayed with her ex-husband for the wrong reasons, and now Joey understands why. The guy is hung. Seriously hung. He’s only at half-mast and Joey is in awe of his size and girth. And, judging from the look on her face, so is Sally. She opens her mouth and sucks gently, lovingly, passionately on the head.

Oh yeah, the cameraman says. That’s good. I love the way you blow me.

Sally moans with pleasure, looking right into the camera; into the eyes of her husband; into Joey’s eyes. She works his cock with her mouth. Joey watches it thicken and grow and full in her lips. It takes a few short moments before his cock is at full strength and power. Sally continues to suck it, clearly enjoying herself.

I love blowing you, she says, letting his wet and throbbing cock slide out of her lips. She strokes her husband’s cock, mesmerized by its size and shape. I could do this all day.

Hell, I ain’t got nothing to do, he says, chuckling. I don’t mind if you take all day doing that.

Sally pouts. She kisses the thick purple head of the shaft. She says, But I want to go to the beach. Don’t you want to show off your sexy new wife?

Uh-huh, he says, yeah, I do. So you better hurry up and make me come.

Sally’s eyes flash at the challenge. Joey has seen that look in her eyes a few times. She always gets that look when she wants to make him come. Now here she is, giving her former husband that very same look while stroking his cock. Joey’s stomach turns.

He watches his girlfriend take that big thick cock in her mouth again and suck it with wild, loving hunger. He watches her greedily suck and kiss and lick and stroke and tease that cock. He watches her blow him as if it was her sole reason for living.

As Joey watches, his hand creeps south. He unzips his pants and reaches inside and grips his own cock. He’s never been this hard when watching porn before. But this isn’t just regular porn. This is highly intimate, deeply erotic porn never meant to be witnessed by anyone other than the two stars. This is porn where Joey knows the actress. This is the hottest porn he’s ever seen.

Oh, fuck, says the man on screen. Yeah, you fucking greedy little slut, I’m gonna fucking come.

Sally sucks his cock with a passion Joey has never seen before. She’s good at giving head – probably a top five if he was forced to rank her – but she’s never blown him with half as much energy and enthusiasm and desperate hunger as she is sucking the cock in the video right now.

Fuck! His voice is high now. The camera shudders. He lets out a deep, throaty exhale. Sally looks into the camera, her throat moving up and down. She swallows.

Joey’s jaw hits the floor. She has never him come in her mouth before. She has never swallowed – or even tasted – his come. She has never blown him to completion like this. He watches Sally swallow her husband’s come. Then the man eases his cock out of her mouth. He strokes his shaft over her face, spilling the last of his orgasm across Sally’s lips and cheeks. She looks up at him with a flash of irritation and laughs.

You asshole, she says, now I’m gonna have to shower again.

Why? he says, laughing at her reaction. Wear it to the beach. Show everyone what kind of wife you are.

The video abruptly ends on that image; of Sally looking into the camera from her knees, a smile on her lips and fresh come on her face. Joey can’t believe how hot that was. Not only watching Sally suck a cock – and such a huge cock! – with so much delight, but also the sight of her face baptized with his load. She’s never let Joey come on her face. One time he came on her ass, but that was because they started fooling around and things got too intense before either of them could grab a condom. He’s fantasized about busting a load over her beautiful face but never been allowed to do it. Now he’s seen that she let her former husband do whatever he wanted with her.

Joey’s thoughts are interrupted by a sudden loud burst of music in his pocket. He gasps and scrambles to grab his phone. A picture of Sally is on the screen. She’s calling.

‘Uh, hey,’ he says, trying to sound totally casual and not at all like a man who was just fondling his erect cock to a video of her blowing her ex-husband. ‘How’s it going?’

‘Pretty good, thanks babe,’ Sally says. He can hear her good humor even through the phone. ‘We’re just on our way home now.’

‘Oh, okay.’ Joey glances around at all the bits and pieces on the floor; contents from the box he was never meant to open. ‘How long will you be?’

‘About fifteen minutes,’ she says. ‘Why, you missing me?’

‘Always,’ he says, smiling.

‘See you soon.’

She hangs up the phone. Joey stares at the screen, at the photo of his beautiful girlfriend. He never would have guessed that she had such a wild side as the one he saw in the video just now.

But I’ve still got fifteen minutes to watch more…

Joey quickly races to the bathroom and grabs a wad of tissues. He rushes back to the laptop and unbutton his pants and kneels in front of the screen, knowing exactly what he wants to do in the short time frame he has. He scrolls through the files in the folder and opens a few images. The screen is filled by pictures of Sally in various states. There’s a photo of her laughing and flipping the bird, still with come on her face. It looks to have been taken just after the video was recorded.

Other images show Sally at different times on the honeymoon. There are pictures of her in the shower. Images of her laying naked in bed. Even a few pictures of her in a revealing pink bikini on the beach, her sun-kissed skin looking so sensual and exquisite in the bright light.

Joey closes the picture files and scrolls through the rest of the folder. He opens a video file at random and waits for it to load, holding his breath without realizing it. The video begins to play. He’s staring at Sally’s naked ass. She’s on the bed on all fours, her perfect holes proudly and unashamedly open and fully displayed for the camera. He pulls his hard cock out of his shorts and grips it tight, watching with unblinking eyes.

What’s your obsession with my ass? says the Sally on screen, looking over her shoulder to the cameraman. Joey realizes that she’s not quite naked. She is wearing a single item of clothing – the white and blue lace garter is wrapped around her upper thigh. He glances over at the garter on the floor next to him, his eyes wide.

‘Holy shit,’ he says. He turns back to the screen.

I love it, says the cameraman. All I wanna do is fuck it.

You’re too big, she says, half in protest, half in excitement. I told you before, it won’t fit all the way in.

The cameraman gets on the bed, kneeling behind her. His massive length rests against her ass. He says, You’ve let other guys fuck this ass before me.

That was different. They were a lot smaller than you.

But I’m your husband, he says. So this ass is mine now. I don’t want my wife’s ass to belong to someone else.

He reaches out and strokes her asshole with his thumb. Joey can see that both the guy’s thumb and his cock are slick with silvery lubricant. The cameraman massages lube into Sally’s asshole, gently teasing and probing her tightest entrance. She moans, each gasp of pleasure hitting Joey in the chest like a bullet.

She has never – ever – hinted that she enjoyed anal before. She’s never shown any sign of liking it. Joey never pressed the subject, but she always pushed his fingers or his cock away if they got too close to her other hole. He just assumed that she wasn’t into butt stuff, which was fine with him. but here she is, on all fours, letting her ex-husband prepare her asshole and all on camera for posterity. He can’t believe it.

How many guys have fucked this ass before me? the cameraman asks, carefully easing his thumb deeper into her asshole at the same time.

Sally moans for a moment or two before responding. Um… I don’t know baby. Like, seven or eight maybe?

Joey gasps. He grips his cock tighter and starts to stroke.

And how many have fucked your pussy? he says, gently gliding his lubricated thumb in and out of Sally’s ass.

Lots more, she says, with a naughty giggle.

How many?

Over forty, she says.

Who is the best fuck you’ve ever had?

You, baby. She giggles and moans.

The cameraman slides his thumb out of Sally’s ass. Her tight little hole winks at the camera. Joey’s cock throbs in his hand. He stares at the screen, stares at his girlfriend’s asshole, stares at the thick, pulsing cock slipping between her cheeks, hardly breathing.

Hold your ass open, he says. Spread it for me.

She does as her husband commands, reaching back with both hands and pulling her ass open for him. Her holes gape for the camera. Her sex gleams with anticipation, but that big thick cock presses against her tight little asshole and slowly pushes it open.

Oh, fuck! Sally says, in a breathy gasp of pleasure and pain. Go slow, baby, go slow! You’re so much bigger than all the others!

He either doesn’t hear or doesn’t care. He pushes forward and forces her tight ass to accept his girthy gift. Sally’s cries quickly become a shrill mixture of pain and pleasure. Her fingers grip tighter, leaving white and red marks in the soft flesh of her ass cheeks. The cameraman puts his hand on her back and holds her in place as he slowly but relentlessly thrusts his shaft further and further into her ass.

Joey stares at the screen, watching his girlfriend’s tight ass swallow that incredible cock. She moans and groans and hisses air through clenched teeth. The head slips inside her ass and the worst is over. His shaft easily glides into her stretched ass.

Fuck! she says, hissing the word over and over again.

God, this feels so fucking good, he says, pushing his cock halfway inside her ass. You’re so tight.

You’re so big! Her voice is a breathless moan of utter pleasure now, a sound that Joey has never heard her make before, not even in their wildest, most frantic lovemaking sessions. You feel so much bigger in my ass!

The cameraman groans and starts to fuck her ass. He isn’t slow and he isn’t gentle. He fucks Sally’s ass as though he’s waited for this moment his whole life. Sally moans with pleasure, obviously loving it despite the earlier discomfort.

Joey jerks his cock frantically now. Everything about this situation drives his primal urge for gratification. He should not be watching this video. He should not be enjoying these images. He has never fucked Sally’s ass. He has never done any of things her ex-husband did with such obvious glee and ease.

And, above all that, he hears her naughty giggling moan as she confesses that over forty guys have fucked her pussy.

Joey lets out an involuntary moan, eyes fixed on the screen. He watches through her ex-husband’s eyes. He watches the two newlyweds enjoy a fast, hard, deep, intense anal fuck in their honeymoon suite. He watches the two experience pleasures he has never enjoyed with her.

I can’t take it! Sally’s passionate gasp is strangled and frantic. I’m coming!

The cameraman fucks her ass as hard as he can now. That massive cock disappears into Sally’s tight asshole over and over again; swallowed effortlessly by her greedy body. She lets out a shrill cry. She screams her ex-husband’s name. She begs him to fuck her ass harder.

Joey gasps and moans and jerks his pulsing cock in time with the cameraman’s firm thrusts, matching his pace and rhythm. It’s almost like he’s the one fucking Sally in her ass. Almost.

I’m gonna come, says the cameraman. I’m gonna come in your slutty ass.

Yes! Her response is immediate. Desperate. Hungry. She wants this more than anything. Come in my ass!

The camera shakes and the visuals blur for a moment or two. He’s fucking her so hard and so intensely that he can’t keep the camera held up. But Joey can hear everything perfectly. He can hear the wet, slick sounds of his cock ramming Sally’s ass. He can hear her shrill wails of pleasure. He can hear the ex-husband moaning with the thrill of fucking her perfect, willing ass.

Joey comes into the wad of tissues. Shoulders hunched. Jaw clenched. Eyes bulging and staring at the screen. He keeps pumping his cock, milking himself dry. He jerks and comes and floods the tissue with his load. Meanwhile, Sally’s ex-husband roars with pleasure and empties his balls into her ass.

Fuck yes! His voice is deep and breathy. It is the voice of a man in rapture. Fucking take it all!

Sally cries out again. I can feel it, she says. Oh, fuck, my god, you’re filling me up!

Joey jerks himself to a crescendo. He finally stops and sits back, breathing hard, almost shocked at how good that orgasm felt. He stares with unseeing eyes at the final moments of the video. He watches Sally get her ass flooded by a big fat cock. He listens to them moan and coo and say how much they love each other.

I’m so fucking glad I married you, Sally says. I’ll be your dirty little slut anytime you like.

The cameraman chuckles. He pats her ass and gently pulls out. His come immediately spills onto the bedsheets. The camera moves closer, bringing Joey right up to Sally’s ass.

This, he says, trailing a finger over Sally’s ruined, leaking hole, belongs to me now.

And it always will, baby, Sally says. You’re the only one who gets to fuck my ass. The video ends. Joey stares at the blank screen in disbelief. He can’t describe what came over him or why he let it go so far. He only knows that watching his girlfriend with another man was the hottest experience of his life. It won’t be long before he watches another video – that he knows for sure. Joey is addicted now. Addicted to the painful thrill of watching the woman he loves act like a slut for someone else.

He heads to the bathroom and cleans himself up. He tidies up the box of Sally’s personal mementos. He returns the shoebox to its former place at the back of the closet.

As for the SD card… he slips that out of the laptop and hides it in a safe place. Sally might have forgotten about the memory card and its obscenely erotic contents, but Joey never will.

 

###




Also Available from Andrea Martin




About the Author

 

Praise for Andrea Martin:

 

‘Wonderfully written and edited with great teasing, storytelling and lead in with full delivery on its sexy promise. What's not to love?’

 

‘…the first book I've read by Andrea Martin. I can already tell you that it won't be the last!’

 

‘Highly recommended.’

 

‘Very hot and horny story, quite fast paced.’

 

‘I have read other stories by this author and the writing quality has been excellent… a hot, fun read that I would recommend.’

 

‘An amazing book Andrea, I look forward to reading many more of your works.’

 

Andrea Martin is the architect of your desires, an erotic author with over two thousand sales under her belt. By day, she’s an erotic writer. By night, she makes all her fantasies come true. She likes to write stories about married women, dominant men, and tales of rough, passionate encounters. She regularly releases new stories.

 

In addition to these naughty stories, I also take commissions! Get in touch with me via my contact details below and we’ll discuss your wicked fantasies and how I can make them come true.

 

If you’ve enjoyed my work, please consider leaving a brief review to help others find it, too. Authors like myself only survive thanks to your generosity and goodwill. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking the time to read this story. I love you all!

 

Until we meet again,

Stay beautiful

 

-AM

x

 

If you like what I do, feel free to get in touch:

reddit.com/u/xxxandreamartin

xxxandreamartin@gmail.com

Patreon.com/xxxandreamartin

 

If you enjoy my work, please consider supporting me via my Patreon account. For as little as one dollar per release, fans can show their support in exchange for exclusive previews of upcoming work, the chance to request specific stories or scenarios, and the option to be thanked personally in this space.

 

A massive thank you to my current backers – you are wonderful and I adore you for supporting me!

 

Please read on for samples of my other stories I hope you’ll also enjoy!




Also Available from Andrea Martin

 

The Cuckold’s Tale:
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‘Are you ready?’ I say in a low whisper.

‘Yeah,’ comes the reply.

The door is pulled open from the inside and two naked men step into the light. Leon is the taller, more muscular of the two. His tanned skin looks darker than usual in the dim light spilling over his body. His manhood is soft at the moment, but it’s still an impressive sight; about as long as my hand and half the thickness of my wrist. I can personally attest to his impressive size and girth when he reaches full arousal. He’s older than myself, Amelia, or Jeff, but has plenty of stamina and experience to make up for it.

The other man is Jeff. He’s shorter than Leon by almost half a head, but his frame is deceptive. Jeff is a really strong man with incredible stamina. Leon might have the bigger cock, but Jeff’s manhood has a wonderful upwards curve in the shaft that all his lovers enjoy greatly.

I’ve carefully selected these two men from our vast pool of former playmates for a simple reason – they were always Amelia’s favorite partners. She loved Leon’s size and thickness, and always told me that Jeff’s beautiful curved cock hit her in places she didn’t know existed. If there are any two men I want to have the pleasure of my wife’s body for this night, it’s them.

They follow me across the hallway, all three of us padding silently on the carpet together, like some sort of triple-X-rated Scooby-Doo cartoon. I step back into the bedroom. Amelia is turning her head left and right, a frown creasing her brow – or that part of her brow that I can see.

‘Where are you?’ she says. ‘What are you doing? I’m getting antsy over here.’

‘Just getting myself ready,’ I say.

I reach into a drawer and pull out an item I hid there a couple of days before – a digital camera, freshly loaded with a new memory card. I’m gonna make a special birthday film tonight.

‘Are you ready yet?’ she says, impatience in her voice now. ‘You are planning on fucking me this birthday, right?’

I laugh and take position in front of her, the camera in my hand. Leon and Jeff stand in the doorway, looking at her naked body with dreamy smiles. They remind me of runners at the starting line, waiting for the pistol. My heart races. It’s finally time. Everything is in place. Everyone is ready. I step back and aim the camera at her and start recording.

‘Are you ready for your present?’ I say.

‘Uh-huh,’ she says, with an eager nod. ‘It’s my birthday, I deserve a present! I hope it’s really big.’

I gesture for Leon to step up first. He does so, silently taking the space to Amelia’s right. He gently takes hold of her wrist and lifts her arm.

‘You got something for me?’ Amelia says, giddy excitement in her voice. She still thinks it’s only me in the room. She has no idea what’s about to happen. God, I hope she likes it!

Leon guides Amelia’s hand to his bare manhood. Even soft, the guy has length and girth to spare. I’ve always been envious of Leon’s size. And Jeff’s too, for that matter. Both guys are packing bigger meat than me, and I know how much Amelia has always enjoyed bigger lovers. I love that she loves it.

Amelia grasps Leon’s manhood. Her mouth opens in confusion. Her hand moves blindly around his manhood, feeling his size and weight. She gasps and says, ‘Oh my God! You’re not my husband!’

Leon chuckles. Amelia becomes more animated now, her body language changing as excitement becomes obvious. She runs her hand up and down his member, delighted to have something new to explore after so long with me.

‘Oh, wow!’ she says, laughing with glee. ‘Is this my birthday present?’

I motion for Jeff to step in. He does, standing on Amelia’s left, and takes her other hand. She gasps in surprise. He puts her fingers to his manhood. Her smile widens.

‘Oh, my holy fuck,’ she says. ‘Are these both for me?’

‘Yep,’ I say, filming the delight smile on her face. ‘Only the best for my birthday girl.’
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Welcome Home

 

Jed opens his front door and steps into the house. The blinds are drawn, so it takes his eyes a moment to adjust to the relative light inside. The house is cool. Somewhere in the background, the air conditioning hums and works its magic.

His eyes slowly adjust to the light. He closes the door and sees something out of place – a t-shirt, tossed in a heap on the floor. Not just any t-shirt. Carolina’s t-shirt, the one she loves to wear at home. He pauses, frowning. Why is this her favorite thrown on the floor?

Then notices something else nearby; another item of clothing, also tossed on the floor. A pair of shorts. Again, they’re Carolina’s shorts. These shorts are the kind she loves to wear when lounging around the house. She calls them her Daisy Dukes, because they show off her ass as much as they cover it.

Jed’s frown deepens. That’s odd. That’s real odd. He’s seen Carolina take off her clothes while walking through the house. Usually it’s when she gets too hot in the back yard and races up to the shower. But she always takes the clothing with her and tosses it in the laundry basket on the way. She never leaves her clothes lying in heap on the floor like this.

Except for when…

A smile creases Jed’s sunbeaten face. He remembers a few times when he and Carolina had been fooling around on the couch. One kiss lead to another. Their touches began to linger a little longer than before. She would look at him with those hungry, lusty eyes and ask him a single question.

‘Shall we go upstairs?’

Once those words we spoken, passion would consume them both. They’d leap off the couch and start racing toward the stairs, pausing to kiss and grope one another and shrug off their clothes. They would run upstairs half naked and kick off their underwear and collapse into bed together and begin making love in a passionate frenzy.

His groin tightens with the memories. He follows the trail of discarded clothing and soon finds something that makes his heart skip a beat. A sneaker. Not just any sneaker, but a man’s sneaker. He doesn’t recognize it. Jed and Carolina live alone together in this house, so who would come over and take their shoes off like this? More to the point, who would kick their shoes off while his wife is tossing her clothes to the floor? He doesn’t know, but it probably has something to do with the strange vehicle parked out front.

Jed walks faster now. He finds the other sneaker at the bottom of the stairs, alongside a man’s sock. He glances upstairs and tries to picture the scene. Carolina, stripped down to her underwear. She rushes up, laughing gleefully. Her mystery man, in hot pursuit, pausing to take off his other shoe.

A sound interrupts Jed’s vision. A very real, very primal sound. A female moan. It’s coming from above – from the bedroom. Jed pauses, mouth open in shock. He listens intently. He hears something else. The sound of the bed gently rocking.

He takes the stairs two at a time now, rushing up as fast as he can. He passes another sock. A man’s t-shirt. He reaches the top of the stairs and finds a pair of men’s jeans crumpled up and half inside out, evidently kicked off in a hurry. He turns and looks into the open bedroom door and see the naked figures of his wife and a strange man, at least ten years younger than both of them. Jed’s face lights up in the biggest damn smile of his entire life.
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