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Chapter 1

I excused myself and left the women in the kitchen. They were talking a hundred miles an hour without me, so my departure was no great loss. I remembered tools left on the front lawn and we expected rain tonight, so I wanted to be sure I put them away. I circled around outside, walking under the kitchen window.

“Okay, Tonya,” my wife, Isla, said. “Before Greg gets back. Can you tell me how to give a good blowjob? I’m pretty sure I’m terrible at it.”

My ears perked way the hell up. I stopped under the window and leaned against the house. Tonya scoffed.

“It’s impossible to give a bad blowjob,” she joked. “Ask any guy. They’ll tell you there’s no such thing as a bad blowjob.”

I don’t know what my wife’s expression was, but Tonya suddenly took her seriously.

“Of course, Isla. I’m happy to share my vast knowledge of the male instrument. What do you think you’re doing wrong?”

“I don’t even know,” Isla said. “Everything. I just know Greg never asks for one and he doesn’t get very hard when I try. He always pushes my head away and goes down on me instead.”

Tonya laughed.

“Are you sure you want to alter that behavior? Lots of wives would love a husband that eats them so eagerly. I know I would.”

“See, that’s just another reason why I need to be good at it. He’s amazing at giving me head. It bothers me that he’s so good and I’m terrible. I’d love for him to grab me sometime and make me suck it because he loves how good I am. Or better yet, get hard and stay hard until he cums in my mouth. I like the taste of semen, but it never ends that way. I have almost no experience. I’ve only met two dicks, and one of them is Greg’s. I can’t make him cum in my mouth. He’ll either fuck me or jack off while I lick his balls. I feel inadequate. It’s unsatisfying and embarrassing.”

My ears were ringing. I had no idea Isla spoke so openly to her friend. I also had no idea my wife wanted to blow me so much, but she was right: she gave poor head. She gagged easily, often dragged her teeth up and down my shaft, and rarely created a strong vacuum. She usually left her tongue on the sidelines. Most of the time she seemed unenthusiastic, almost bored. I realized that was probably anxiety and uncertainty I was seeing, not boredom, but it was hard to get excited when your partner seems disinterested. xxx

“Okay, Honey,” Tonya continued. “I’ll teach you everything I know. Grab a carrot. I have a few questions.”

I would love to be in that kitchen right now. I heard the refrigerator door open and close and a chair at the table creak.

“How big is Greg?” Tonya asked.

“What do you mean?” Isla answered.

“I mean take this carrot and show me how Greg compares. Thicker or skinner? Longer or shorter? How long exactly? Things like that. Describe his physical characteristics so I know what we’re dealing with.”

“How embarrassing,” Isla said.

“For him or for you?”

“For me. We’re talking about my husband’s penis.”

“We are. We can talk about my boyfriend’s if you’d prefer.”

“No. I need to learn about Greg’s.”

“All right then. Hold this carrot like you are holding Greg’s dick. Show me what he’s got.”

Silence. I presumed Isla demonstrated my erect size.

“That’s decent,” Tonya said. “Workable.”

Workable? I was unsure how I felt about her comment.

“Is that a big one?” Isla asked.

“Not especially. Pretty average. Hold your fingers like you’re gripping him. How big around is he?”

“Like that.”

“Okay, average again.”

“Is that bad?”

“No, this is good news. There is so much more you can do orally with a penis that size. Let me see you take as much carrot into your mouth as you can. Go down on it like you would Greg.”

Silence again. I imagined Isla sliding the carrot in. I waited for her to gag.

“Glack!”

I covered my mouth so I didn’t laugh. Her gag reflex is strong.

“This is a problem,” Tonya said. “That was not enough dick. This is where we start our lesson. Greg is a good size, but you shouldn’t be gagging after two inches. We need to practice. I have a dildo at home we can use. I’ll pour some wine to help you relax and we’ll get to work.”

“Ew. Is it clean? I don’t want to taste your pussy.”

Tonya laughed.

“Of course it’s clean, Izzy. I wouldn’t let you put a dirty dildo in your mouth, although one taste of my cotton candy pussy and you’ll turn into a lesbian. It’s happened before.”

Silence, but for only a moment until both women burst out laughing.

“No way,” Isla said. “Vaginas are disgusting. I don’t know how my husband does it. He sees mine and he pounces. I love it but I could never.”

“You don’t know what you’re missing.”

“What? Are you telling me you’ve had sex with women?”

“Izzy, Baby, I’ll have sex with anyone. I love it.”

I’d long suspected that about her friend, Tonya.

“Can you show me how to suck cock this Sunday?” Isla asked. “We’re coming over anyway. Greg and your boyfriend, Donny, always hang out in front of the TV watching sports or outside in the garage. We can hide in the bedroom and tell them we’re talking about girl stuff.”

“They wouldn’t care either way,” Tonya said. “Men.”

They giggled.

“The other day I heard them discussing the Roman Empire,” Tonya said. “Why do guys care about the Roman Empire?”

They giggled again.

“Okay,” Tonya said. “Back to work. Let’s make a second attempt. I noticed the first time you scratched the carrot with your teeth. That’s really bad. You need to avoid doing that.”

“Where do I put them? My pocket? I can’t take them out.”

“Look. Watch me. Do it like this.”

Silence. I pictured Tonya’s full lips gliding down that orange shaft.

“Woah,” Isla said, impressed. “How do you do that? You took the whole carrot. How did you take the whole thing?”

“Practice. Donny’s got a big one. Really big. I’ve met a few men like that. You learn to tilt your head and drop your jaw and angle your throat. It slides right in then.”

“That’s a lot to think about.”

“You’ll get used to it. You just need a lot of practice. I’m sure Greg won’t mind.”

“I’ll practice on carrots, thank you. His indifference to my oral skills hurts my feelings. I don’t blame him, but I’d like to get really good at it before I try his penis again. I want to surprise him.”

“I’ll loan you my dildo. The big one. If you learn on that thing, then taking Greg’s will be much easier. You’ll start to like it.”

“Like it? I’m doing this for him. What’s in it for the woman? I thought we just do it because the guys love it so much. Why are you shaking your head?”

“Because that’s backward. I suck cock for me. The guy loves it, yes, but that’s incidental to me. I’ve sucked off guys whose names I never learned. It’s not the man, it’s the dick. Dicks are wonderful. I don’t care who they’re attached to. Sometimes I do but mostly I like dick because they’re dicks, and I like dick. They get hard because of me. They throb because of me. I make them detonate and I knock the dude out. I love that men have a body part that explodes, spraying shit everywhere, and leaves this big, strong man as weak as a kitten. I feel powerful and womanly when I suck dick.”

“I never thought of it like that.”

“Start. I promise you Greg can sense what you’re feeling. If you do it solely to please him, he’ll know it, and who wants that? You’re like a servant or something. But if he can tell you love cock, if he can tell you love his cock, he’ll get much more excited. There’s a huge difference when you’re doing it even though you don’t want to, just to please him, or you’re doing it for yourself.”

“He’s never said anything.”

“Greg’s a good guy. He never will. If you seem like you don’t want to, he won’t try to force you. Show him you love it and he’ll go wild.”

“Is that true?”

“I swear it.”

I had to give her credit. Tonya knew of what she spoke.

They were silent again and I raced to collect the tools, struggling to hold all of them under my arms. As I turned, Isla was just leaving the kitchen window after checking up on me. They thought they had more time. I stood beneath the window with my arms full and listened again.

“So,” Isla casually said. “You said Donny has a big one. How big?”

“I’ll show you. I have naked pictures of him on my phone.”

“I can’t look at those. Those are intimate photographs between you and Donny. It’s not right.”

“Sure you can. I’m his girlfriend so it’s okay. Look.”

This time their silence ate at me. My wife was viewing nude photos of Donny, my best friend. I wished I could see her face.

“This one’s nice,” Tonya said. “This one is too.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah. Sex with him is amazing. Here’s my favorite picture.”

“That’s big,” Isla said after a few minutes.

“It is. Not the biggest I’ve ever had but he’s up there. Plus, he knows how to use it. Too many big guys think they can just hammer you with it and you’ll fall in love. There’s a time and a place for hammering, but not right out of the gate and not every time you fuck, you know what I mean?”

“No. Not really.”

Tonya chuckled.

“You’ve never had sex with a big guy?”

“No. Just Greg and another guy in college, but sex with him was terrible. Greg’s the biggest. My parents were super strict. My first date wasn’t until after I turned twenty-three. I had to sneak out of the house.”

“Damn.”

“Yeah. Thanks so very much mom and dad. The result is I always feel stupid in the bedroom.”

“You and Greg will figure things out. Give yourself time. Make sure you share all these feelings with him. He’s a great guy. He’ll understand. You guys can discover what you like together. That’s what’s cool about marriage. You get to share yourself completely. No secrets.”

“I don’t have enough experience to have secrets. I’m boring.”

There was a long period of silence.

“Have you thought about talking to a professional?” Tonya asked.

“What kind of professional?”

“I know a therapist I think you should see,” Tonya suggested. “She specializes in women’s sexuality. She helped my sister, Kate. If you’re worried and feeling insecure, she can put your mind at ease. She helped Kate so much.”

“Text me her number. It would be good to talk to someone trained in this stuff. Greg listens but what can he do? He doesn’t know what it’s like to be a woman and carry burdens like this around.”

“Women worry about everything,” Tonya stated. “In the meantime, do you own any lingerie? No? Buy some. That will surprise Greg and make him smile.”

“Do I have the body for lingerie?”

“You’re kidding, right? Grow some balls, Izzy. You’re a hot little firecracker, girl. You got great tits and spectacular ass. You’re prettier than me. That’s all you need. Did you hear Becky quit her job?”

It seemed the conversation was about to turn boring, so I hurried to the garage and put the tools away and then hurried back to the kitchen. I’d been gone long enough. Tonya was chewing a carrot when I entered. I stopped at the fridge for a beer and asked if either of them wanted anything. They declined. I sat in my chair, and we all talked about politics and current events. 

Tonya left about an hour later and Isla took a shower. I sat alone sipping my beer and looking forward to my wife practicing her blowjobs.


Chapter 2

I got Isla a couple’s massage for her birthday. She refused other massages because she felt uncomfortable being alone in a room with a man. This way I’d be there too, so she agreed.

We stripped and wrapped fluffy robes around our bodies, and an attendant led us to the massage room. There was a divider wall between our tables, about five feet high, but with our faces in view of each other. I discovered if I looked at the glass bookcase ahead of me, I could see her body in the reflection. She nervously shed her robe and laid face down. She’d elected to wear the flimsy paper bikini the spa provided. I wore paper boxers. The masseur casually draped a sheet over her, like he’d done it a million times before, and he wasn’t careful, leaving parts of her uncovered. I had a lovely view of side-boob. My masseur started on my back. Her guy started on her foot.

Let me state up front that nothing sexual happened. Not between Isla and her masseur anyway. But something sexual definitely happened in my mind. As I lay there watching that man touch my almost naked wife, I remembered her conversation with Tonya. My heart went out to her. I did not live a sheltered childhood. Boys are raised far differently than girls. Consequently, I had many more experiences, a lot of them bad. I got myself in trouble and I had to figure a way out. This taught me independence and self-reliance. I learned to trust myself. I learned what I liked and disliked.

Isla lived her parents’ life until only recently. She doesn’t know what she likes and dislikes and she’ll have a hard time allowing herself to learn. I need to cut her some slack. I need to be patient.

I watched his well-oiled hands glide along her leg and realized if his touch turned her on, she’d resist it. She’d fight her own feelings. How sad. Her mom and dad had trained her to ignore who she truly was.

I resolved to change that.

The man’s hand slid under her sheet, and I saw her hips rotate a little. I found myself hoping he’d touched something sensitive. I quickly realized how strange that thought was, but I embraced it. She needed to live comfortably in her own skin, and I needed to help her do it. It would be difficult. I’d need patience. Toyna’s therapist would be a big help.

He oiled his hands again and continued to explore her body. He’d find knots of tension and work them out, traveling ever farther under that sheet. Isla gasped and shifted her body away from him. He quickly apologized but kept going. I wondered what he’d touched. Five minutes later he did it again only this time Isla made herself lie still. I was proud of her. I wished there was some way to give the man a green light.

Touch her all over, I wanted to say. Touch her everywhere. Help her get over herself.

Crazy thoughts for a husband to have, I know, but, given her context, they made perfect sense. At last, he reached her paper top and asked permission to untie the knot. She hesitated and glanced over at me.

“Absolutely,” I said. “Leave no stone unturned. Touch her everywhere.”

“Greg!”

“He knows what I mean,” I said.

Of course, he did not know what I meant. I just wanted those words out in the room. I wanted him to hear them come from me. I hoped they would make him bold. There would be no angry jealous husband to deal with.

Isla laid her head down again and closed her eyes. His hands once more roamed her body, massaging across her back and under her shoulder blades. He lifted and bent her arm, exposing all down the side of her breast. I know he saw it too. I suspected what he did was intentional.

I was surprised when my penis began to swell against the paper boxers I wore. He worked all over her back and then sloppily retied the knot, asking her to turn over. I almost gasped when she awkwardly shuffled her body, elbows and heels, and her big, lovely tits almost spilled out. He saw everything. She hurried to lie face up and he moved the sheet, once again doing a poor job covering her.

This time he started on her arm. She turned her head to look at me, and I gave an encouraging nod.

“No worries,” I told her. “Just enjoy. Let it happen.”

I watched her reflection, and his hands as they traveled almost every inch of her. She was tense and apprehensive. I was right there in the room with her, and I’d given them permission to continue, but she was still tense.

“Deep breaths,” I told her softly. “Let his hands please you.”

She relaxed slowly, lowering her head and allowing herself to embrace the pleasure he gave.

I grew stiffer.

When my masseur instructed me to roll over, I did, my partially swollen penis flopping behind my boxers. He got to work on my thighs, and I turned my head to watch Isla. Her man had moved on from her arms, gradually inching closer to her breasts. She was breathing slow and deep. He probed her chest, finding the tension and forcing the release. The paper bikini top shifted around, exposing side and underboob frequently. He was muscular and handsome, and I wondered if his touch was getting to her. I also wondered why his touch was getting to me. The situation wasn’t sexual, but I was making it sexual in my mind. Perhaps my ever-present frustration and dissatisfaction with our sex life was spilling over. Perhaps I hoped he might unlock a few doors in her. If she came away today even a little horny, I was all for it.

His circular motions had her nipples, now stiff, rubbing behind the paper. The twin bumps excited me. Her large tits wobbled, further turning me on. He continued down her body, and I looked forward to when he reached her pussy. I did not wait long. I was mildly surprised when Isla parted her legs slightly without being asked to do so. His hands vanished into her gap, and her mouth opened a bit. My dick was almost hard. Her masseur stayed professional, but I found myself wishing he wouldn’t. Was I truly that frustrated? I guess so.

Eventually, both men finished their tasks and gave us parting information. We returned to our dressing room, put on clothes, and left the facility. The drive home was pleasant, both of us sharing small talk, and then we showered together, washing away the creams and oils. Isla inadvertently backed her butt into my crotch, and I impulsively began to rise. She did it again, deliberately this time, and I lifted my cock to find her opening. I sank deep and we both moaned, fucking slowly under the hot water. She never mentioned it, but I think that masseur did get to her.


Chapter 3

Donny invited me out to the garage as soon as we got there. Tonya took Isla’s arm and pulled her away, telling me she wanted to gossip with my wife. I knew the truth. Tonya was going to teach Isla how to suck cock using her dildo.

I followed Donny and he handed me a beer, and we dropped into his shitty garage chairs to watch the game. We bitched about work and politics, and I acted involved, but my calculating mind was elsewhere. When the time was right, I said I needed a pitstop and a second beer, offering to grab him one as well. He waved me off, interested in the game.

Inside, I took a sharp left and headed for their bedroom. I darted out the door into the back yard and approached one of the many open bedroom windows. Their bedroom had a panorama bay wall so I could see the bed from an angle without being seen. I peered around the edge and almost gasped.

They were both on the bed. Isla was on all fours while Tonya held a dildo upright. My wife had her mouth halfway down the shaft, choking and laughing as she attempted to take more. Tonya gave her advice and encouragement, making suggestions about how to do it right. I was amazed she’d taken so much. The replica cock was big and looked real and I was stunned to see how sexy Isla looked with it in her mouth. Maybe I was experiencing some residual carry-over from the masseur having his hands all over her, like that had planted seeds in my mind, but that fat dick in her mouth looked hot.

“Have you been to my therapist?” Tonya asked.

“Um hm,” Isla nodded, mouth full.

She backed off.

“I like her,” my wife said. “She listens without judgement. I told her how I’ve been feeling, and she had a ton of ideas for me, and for me and Greg.”

“Like what?”

“Like date nights, which I expected, but then unconventional stuff too. She wants me to dress sexier. She wants me to initiate sex. She wants me to flirt with the other men to see myself the way others see me. She says I’ll be amazed at the responses I get. She says I’m gorgeous and sexy, I just don’t know it. The responses I get from flirting will show me.”

“All true. Just stay away from Donny. I know he’s got a weakness for you.”

They both laughed.

“Donny is crazy about you,” Isla said.

“Yes, he is. But he also has an eye for you. I catch him every time you visit. I don’t mind. You’re the prettiest friend I have. Of course he notices. He’d fuck you if I told him he could.”

“We better check with Greg on that.”

They giggled.

“I see what you mean about relaxing your jaw,” Isla said. “I’m too tense all the time. I was able to take a lot more.”

“With practice you’ll be able to take the whole thing.”

“No way.”

“It’s true. Donny is about the same size, and I can deep throat his bad boy. I make him lose his mind. He bucks like a bronco.”

“I don’t know what Greg does. I’ve never made him cum that way.”

“You will. He won’t know what hit him. Too bad you don’t have a guy to practice on. The dildo helps but there’s nothing like the real thing to learn how to do it right.”

“What do you mean? Like a boyfriend?”

“No, silly. You’re married. You don’t get to have a boyfriend anymore. I mean some random stranger you use and throw away.”

“I doubt Greg would allow that.”

“Greg would appreciate it, believe me.”

“Greg would freak out.”

“Are you sure? He’s so laid back. I think if he knew you only did it to be better in bed for him, there is a good chance he’d be okay with it. You said he watched that masseur touch you all over.”

“He did, but that’s a long way from sucking some guy’s dick.”

“Then don’t tell him. Just do it. Do it arbitrarily. Do it like the therapist told you. Flirt, but take it a little farther. Make your mistakes on some other man’s dick. It’s only a blowjob. Get a few of those under your belt and Greg will see a difference right away.”

Isla chuckled.

“Are you encouraging me to cheat on my husband?”

“Not at all. I’m encouraging you to use guys to be an even better wife to your loving husband. Just think of them as living dildos. You don’t even need to learn their names. Greg has a birthday coming up. He got you a couple’s massage. You could give him a deep throat blowjob. Which do you think is the better gift?”

They both laughed again.

Too much time had passed. I zipped inside and grabbed a beer for Donny and myself and rushed to the garage. He barely noticed I was gone. We opened the cans and yelled at a penalty, but my mind stayed with the conversation I’d just overheard. Would she do it? Highly doubtful. Did I want a stellar blowjob from my prudish wife? Fuck yes, I did. Tonya was right. If Isla suddenly got good at sucking cock, I wouldn’t give a shit where she learned it. I wouldn’t care if it was in a bedroom with Tonya on a fake dick or in the stockroom at her job on some faceless dude she works with. I’ll just tell myself he would have been a boyfriend before she met me. I won’t care. Just bring those skills home to me. They were still in the bedroom practicing. I felt feverish all over.

“Do you think Isla is pretty?” I blurted.

Donny sat his beer down.

“Why do you ask?” he said. “Did you catch me looking at her?”

“No. I’m just wondering how other men see her. I think she’s pretty but do other men? I thought I’d start with you.”

He picked his beer up and took a sip.

“No, dude,” he said, and my heart sank a little. “I think she’s stunning.”

“Oh.”

“Her face is gorgeous, but damn, man. That body? Penthouse. Playboy. She could model swimsuits and make a bundle.”

“You think?”

“I do. Tonya thinks so too. Izzy hides herself and if you’re a jealous kind of guy, be glad she does. She makes herself small and unobtrusive. Classic wallflower. I bet she had strict parents.”

“She did.”

“That sucks. Tonya is good for her. She’ll get her to open up.”

If he only knew, I thought.

I pondered what Tonya had suggested my wife do to improve our sex life. Strangely, I found myself excited by the prospect.

As more time passed, I found myself hoping Isla would suck off some stranger. Yes, I wanted better sex, but it also required her to be a more sexual woman. She hadn’t thrown Tonya’s suggestion back in her face. She hadn’t felt insulted. That made me consider she might have such a woman trapped inside, trying to get out. She’d listened to Tonya and weighed her words, considering her ideas seriously. The more I thought about what I’d heard, the greater my hope became. I became convinced my wife would try something, somewhere, with someone.

I couldn’t wait. I was nervous as fuck about it, but I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 4

I watched Isla like a hawk. She was preoccupied, often lost in dreamy thought, but there was never a period of her day where she went unaccounted for. I began to relax, convincing myself she had chickened out. Tonya had no idea how big a tectonic shift her ideas necessitated.

But then, Friday night, on her way home from work, Isla texted saying she was going to stop to do some shopping and would be home late. She was unsure how late.

Alarms went off in my head. My gut said she texted rather than called, like she usually does, so she wouldn’t have to lie to my face, so to speak. I replied with a casual message to take her time and enjoy herself, but my hands shook as I wrote it. I sent the message and placed my phone carefully on the dining table. I stared at it and then looked around our home, seeing all the ways we’d built a life together.

I was unprepared for the rush of adrenaline that hit me.

Was this real? Was this really happening? What if she was simply going shopping? How can I know the truth?

It took me about fifteen minutes to remember we had location sharing on our phones. We haven’t used the app in years, installing the feature when we took a vacation overseas. It proved useful then but unnecessary back home, but I never bothered to uninstall the applications. I grabbed my phone and opened the app, updating the software and then marveling as I zoomed in on a map of the city showing Isla parked at a downtown bar. My heart ricocheted behind my ribs. She’s never been to a bar by herself. Never. I put my shoes on and grabbed my black sweatshirt and rocketed out the door. I was frustrated by traffic and how long it took me to get downtown, but I eventually found parking and worked my way closer on foot. Her little blue dot hadn’t budged. I found the bar and her Camry in the lot, but I was surprised to see Tonya’s red Accord parked next to it.

I faced a choice: go inside and risk being seen for the opportunity to spy and maybe see something sexy or wait out here to see if they emerged together and alone. I was chewing a fingernail when the decision was made for me.

Tonya, wearing a little black sequined dress, exited with a man wearing a suit. Isla was right behind them, still dressed in her work clothes, pencil skirt and billowy blouse. The man extended his elbows and the ladies, laughing, slipped their arms through.

I had to think fast. The parking lot had a high wooden fence along the back, so I ran to the end and looped behind. I moved quickly but quietly down the fence on the opposite side until I reached their cars again. I peered through a gap between boards. They all acted tipsy, which made sense. No way is Isla doing this without at least several shots of vodka to back her up. They approached the Accord and Tonya suddenly pushed the man against her car, leaning in to kiss him. He was startled for a moment but quickly returned her kiss.

Tonya secretly waved Isla closer while the man was distracted.

My wife joined the couple, kissing the man tentatively. He slipped an arm around her waist and pulled her closer, passion flaring. Tonya ran her hand down his stomach to his crotch and massaged his cock. He palmed her breast, caressing firmly, and then moved his free hand to Isla’s breast.

If she was going to bolt, now would be the time.

My wife stiffened, petrified by what she was doing, but allowed the man to fondle her tit. I wished the streetlight was a little brighter. Tonya boldly unzipped his pants. She fished inside, quickly pulling his cock out, and then tugged a few times to make sure every inch hung in the open air. Her kisses grew more passionate as she shared his mouth with my wife, and then she lifted her hand and placed it on Isla’s head. She tried to make my wife squat, but Isla resisted. They all made out together another minute, the ladies enjoying his hands roaming their tits, and then Tonya tried again to make my wife squat. Isla remained standing.

Conflicting emotions roiled my insides. I wanted her to take the next step, but I loathed the idea of her taking the next step. Tonya realized she was going too far too fast for my shy woman and instead took Isla’s hand and placed it against the man’s warm, hanging shaft. Instinct, and alcohol, took over and Isla began stroking the man.

Tonya slipped a strap of her black dress off her shoulder, freeing one breast. She wore no bra, and I stared at her tit in the dim light. I’d always wondered what her breasts looked like and now there was one out in the open. It was as pretty as I imagined it would be. The man lowered his mouth to the nipple and Tonya’s head fell forward. kissing his head. Isla watched him suckle her best friend and then looked down at her hand stroking the length of his unfamiliar meat.

Tonya again placed her hand on Isla’s head and tried to make her squat.

This time, Isla did.

My wife’s face was now level with this man’s cock. Her hands were folded in her lap. She simply stared at his partially engorged penis, like she was getting to know it. Tonya kissed the man deeply and slid her hand down to his cock. She circled the base and turned it slightly, aiming the head directly at Isla’s mouth.

“Do it for Greg,” Tonya purred.

I couldn’t breathe. Was this real? Was I at home dreaming?

Isla hesitated for a single heartbeat, and then parted her lips, kissing the tip of his dick softly. He felt it and looked down to see what was going on. He stared at Isla and so did Tonya. My wife ignored them both, focused on the new penis in her life.

“Do it,” I was surprised to hear myself quietly whisper.

Isla studied his inches another moment and then opened her mouth wider. Tonya pushed his cock at her, and she did not recoil, allowing her friend to ease this new dick between her lips and slide along her tongue. I almost died. Isla sealed her lips around his shaft and Tonya began kissing him passionately while stroking him into Isla’s mouth. He was almost fully hard now and my wife was determined. She reached behind to cup his butt and pulled his hips forward, relaxing her jaw and adjusting her throat, remembering every lesson Tonya had given her. More cock slid in. My wife bobbed her head, sucking his penis while Tonya jacked him off.

I was so stiff in my pants it hurt.

The man slipped Tonya’s other strap off and pushed her dress lower, both tits now available for him to kiss and lick. He feasted on her globes while Isla worked over his throbbing inches, free from any concerns she was doing a good job. She’d never see this man again. All he was to her was a stiff dick. My wife got into the blowjob, playing with his hanging balls and trying to take more and more. She gagged a few times and had to back off, but she was ferocious in her assault.

“You’re going to make me—” he began, but Tonya cut him off with a hard kiss, jerking his cock even faster.

The man suddenly lurched, and Isla groaned loudly. He jerked again and my wife thought about pulling away but Tonya switched her hand from stroking his cock to grabbing my wife’s head and forcing her to take what he spewed. Isla coughed but kept sucking and bobbing, swallowing all he shot. Tonya made out with the man, pressing her body against his to keep him standing. She looked triumphant, beaming with joy. The man soon lowered his mouth to her tits again and Tonya leaned back to give him full access. Isla sucked his deflating dick, causing him to randomly shudder whenever she caused too much pleasure. My wife nursed on his penis, milking the last few drops and rolling them around inside her mouth before swallowing. She had a belly full of his jizz. The dude had no idea what just hit him.

Isla wouldn’t stop. Tonya kept him occupied and my wife continued to gently and tenderly suckle on his prick. He placed a hand on her head, and she moaned at his soft touch, massaging his balls to coax out any last sperm. He shrank slowly, given her continued stimulation, and even started to swell a little again. Isla was pleased with herself, reluctant to give him up.

Eventually he could take no more. His sensitivity was off the charts now and everything she did made him spasm. He pulled his soft cock out of her reluctant mouth and let it hang in front of her face. She stared at it like her new best friend. 

Tonya squatted to join Isla down there, grinning like a fool, the man forgotten already. She brushed the hair back out of my wife’s face and kissed her lips with a quick peck, wanting to taste his semen too. Their eyes locked and they erupted in laughter at the crazy thing they’d accomplished.

“What’s so funny?” the man mumbled.

Tonya wiped semen from the corners of Isla’s mouth. She slipped her finger into her own mouth, tasting the man again.

“My friend lacks experience,” Tonya said. “We used you to get her some. I hope you don’t mind. I had her pick out the most attractive man at the bar and she chose you. How’d she do? You’re like the second cock she’s ever sucked.”

He looked shocked.

“She was fantastic,” he muttered. “Can I give you my number? I’m happy to let her use me again.”

Tonya didn’t look up.

“I don’t think so,” she said. “This was a one-time thing. We thank you for your contribution and your hot liquid deposit.”

Isla looked up at him with her big, sweet eyes.

“Thank you,” she said. “You taste delicious.”

“Come on,” he pleaded. “This was hot and amazing. Things like this never happen to me. At least tell me you’ll come back to this bar again.”

Tonya hooked a finger and slid her shoulder straps into place again, covering her tits.

“You never know,” she said. “We might make a habit of it. You should leave us alone now though. We have a lot to talk about.”

The man hated to end the tryst but tucked his cock into his pants and zipped up.

“I hope I see you both again,” he said.


Chapter 5

The man wandered away, seeking his own car. He looked dazed. Tonya and Isla sat on the asphalt, backs against the car door.

“That was hot as hell,” Tonya said.

Isla swallowed hard and looked around the parking lot.

“Say something,” Tonya said. “What are you feeling right now?”

My wife licked her lips and then rubbed the tip of her tongue around her mouth, tasting what remained of the man. I held my breath, waiting to hear the words out of her mouth. She looked almost as dazed as the man.

“I want to do that again,” she said, searching the lot again. “I can’t believe I just did that, but damn, I want more. Can we go back inside? Remember that tall guy in the pollo shirt? I almost picked him.”

“You’re already late getting home. This was an excellent first time. We’ll do it again soon. Go home to Greg.”

Isla stood and fixed her clothing.

“Did that really just happen?” she asked.

“Lick your lips and tell me what you taste.”

Isla did.

“Essence of man,” she joked.

“Essence of that man in particular,” Tonya said.

“Should I go home and do the same to Greg?”

“I think that’s a great idea. This is all for him after all. Maybe brush your teeth first so he doesn’t notice something funny.”

Isla hugged Tonya briefly.

“Thanks for doing this,” my wife said.

They kissed cheeks. I backed away from the fence and hurried to my car. I knew they’d spend another ten minutes saying goodbye, so I had time to beat her home, and I did. I switched the television on and shed my clothes, wrapping my robe around me. I sat on the couch and pretended to watch a movie.

Isla entered through the garage and marched directly to me. I watched her as if in slow motion. She smiled, genuinely happy, and leaned over the couch. We kissed and the taste of her lips brought the night sharply back in focus. I’d just witnessed a man pour himself down her throat. Her salty kiss sent images racing through my mind. I saw his veiny cock swaddled by her lips. I saw his throbbing inches glide into her warm, wet mouth. She enveloped his cock, all she could handle, pleasuring the man until he exploded all over her tongue and teeth, coating the insides of her mouth in sperm which she sucked down.

Not only was my imagination running wild, but my dick was rising fast.

Our kiss ended and Isla sat in a nearby chair. I asked how work went and we talked about our day. I asked if she bought anything while shopping and saw the flash of a guilty look before she resolved that feeling.

“I did see one thing I liked,” she said. “I tried it on but didn’t bring it home.”

Clever girl.

“Next time,” I said.

She fidgeted with her hands, nervous, wanting to say something but unsure how to say it.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Can I suck your dick?” she blurted.

I was surprised but recovered instantly.

“You never have to ask,” I said, untying the sash and opening my robe.

I hoped she didn’t notice I was already partially swollen. She didn’t. She shrugged her purse off her shoulder and got down on her knees, grabbing my dick and stuffing it in her mouth. Her teeth scraped at first, but she made an adjustment and pushed me deeper. She choked a little, but determination drove her to shove me deeper still. She grabbed the cushions to pull her face forward, trying to take all of me.

She was better, but not quite there yet. I moaned to let her know I liked what she was doing. She bobbed her head, taking as much as she could every time. I looked at her stuffed face over my lap and marveled at the second cock in her mouth in less than an hour. She bobbed faster, determined to make me cum, but I wasn’t going to. Too much had happened. My emotions were all over the place and all she was doing was a simple up and down. There was no teasing, no additional stimulation. She just tried to throat me on every bob. I loved it, but it was not enough to make me cum.

“That feels so good, Baby,” I said. “Let me fuck you.”

She bobbed faster, gagging.

“Baby,” I said.

She raised a hand to stop me.

“No,” she said, pulling her mouth off my dick. “I want this. I want to make you cum. I want to drink you.”

“I had a hard day at work,” I lied. “I don’t think I can get there like this.”

I hated disappointing her. She was better, but still not good. That guy in the parking lot was blown away by his circumstances; two hot women, titties everywhere. Isla did not get him over the top by oral skills alone. Much as I wanted to send my sperm down her throat chasing his, I couldn’t.

Did I want her to keep practicing? Was I sabotaging my own orgasm to force her to work on other men? I almost gasped out loud. The tickle in my brain said that thought might be true. If it meant I would have a lioness in bed, I was willing. Too many frustrating years had me willing to send her to Tonya school, and not just physical technique, but sexual attitude as well. I hoped a lot of Tonya rubbed off on her.

She put me in her mouth again, sucking hard, bouncing up and down. I tried to cum. I really did. I just couldn’t get there. Frustrated, she stopped and pouted. I took over with my hand, kissing her face and unbuttoning her top. I pushed her bra down, freeing her lovely tits, and jacked myself gazing at my pretty wife. How lucky that man must have thought himself. Isla’s gorgeous face impaled on his dick. I pictured the moment he warned her he was about to ejaculate, and Tonya deliberately shut him up, leaving Isla unaware of what was about to happen. Tonya wanted Isla to swallow his load. Tonya was a naughty girl. His mind must have exploded when he realized he would be allowed to cum in Isla’s mouth. I bet he came hard.

“Kiss me,” I told my unhappy wife. “I’m almost there.”

Her eyes were glued to my dick and the hand that stroked it. She lifted them to meet my gaze and leaned in for the kiss, and I tasted the man again. An electric charge jolted me. Sweet Isla sucking cock in a dark parking lot. The thought was insane, yet I’d seen it myself. I pictured her down there with his pulsating inches surrounded by her vacuuming mouth and suddenly I was there too, groaning as I sprayed hot jizz all over her breasts. She quickly ducked under, fastening her mouth to the tip of my dick and sucking hard, hard enough for me to feel the suction in my nuts. I moaned loudly, overwhelmed by the sensation of her pulling sperm out of me. She sucked and swallowed and sucked and swallowed and I let every ounce of sexual tension I’d accumulated over the last few hours pour out of me.

Tonya had given her only a few lessons, but they already made a difference. I pulled my hand away and Isla took over, bobbing again, milking me, coaxing every drop I could shoot. I squeezed my eyes shut and replayed her drama from the parking lot, picturing Tonya’s nice tits along with my wife sucking cock and a second wave smashed my nuts. I launched more sperm down my wife’s throat, and she greedily sucked it out. A tooth scrap here and there didn’t even bother me. I’d probably feel them tomorrow but right now everything only added to my intense pleasure. I was sure Tonya and Isla would do something naughty again. I was sure Donny had no idea about Tonya’s extracurricular activities.

Isla opened wide and eased me deep as the last spurt flew from my dick. She held me in there with a slight suction, allowing me to slowly deflate resting on her tongue. I was gasping for breath. It had been a long time since I orgasmed that hard. I tried to pull Isla up to my chest, but she wanted to stay down there with my dick in her mouth. I wondered if she was fantasizing that she’d managed to get me off after all. I knew right then I’d allow her to do anything if it meant I got the hot wife I craved.


Chapter 6

I used the location app to follow her and Tonya two more times but never found a way to spy on them. Hours later each time Isla kissed me with a salty mouth, and I got instantly hard, but I never saw what she and Tonya did. I assumed each encounter was a blowjob since her skills in that department continued to improve, but I found myself desperate to watch her do it, not just receive the reward at the end. The Tonya effect was producing other results too. Isla wore a knee-length dress to work for the first time and days later a top with two buttons undone. Her clothing was tighter and more revealing, and I wondered if Tonya was instructing her in the art of arousal, educating my wife that sex isn’t merely a physical thing. Skills are good but they are just the beginning. Sex is more mental than physical.

I was dying to know what she’d done. Her covert behavior had me horny all the time. When her phone chimed while she was in the shower and I saw that it was a message from Tonya, I peeked and learned Tonya was taking my wife to a real club, with dancing, downtown. I’d been told it was simply Tonya and Isla going out for dinner together. She got out of the shower and dressed, and I knew some man out there in the city tonight would be on the receiving end of all her primping.

I told her to have fun and waved goodbye from the doorway, but once she was gone, I waited a short time and followed, only they didn’t go to a dance club. The dance club was the cover in case I saw the message. Tonya actually took my wife to a male strip club. I followed that blue dot to Stallions.

I looked the place up on my phone while I sat outside in the parking lot. There would be no blowjob against the car here. The place was lit like a Christmas tree. I doubted they’d have much privacy inside the club as those places are pretty well regulated, which meant if they scored with some stud at all, they’d leave here with him. Donny was at home so they couldn’t go back there, and they thought I was at home too, so they couldn’t take their victim back there either. Which told me they’d have to go to his place, wherever that was.

Thank God for that little blue dot app.

I waited a couple hours but then it began to move. I followed not too close and saw Tonya’s car up ahead, following a white Toyota 4-Runner. I trailed behind until they both turned left. That gave me a chance to see inside. Only Tonya was in her car! Fuck! She must have Isla’s phone in her purse or something. I flipped a U-turn at the light and headed back to the club. The odds of catching Isla were poor but what else could I do? There was no point in following Tonya. I didn’t care what she did or who she did it with. That was for Donny to worry about. I cared about my wife! I hurried through traffic thinking all kinds of terrible thoughts. Isla had left the club with another man and was now doing unspeakable acts.

A sudden thought lanced right through me.

What if she fucked him?

How had I never considered that before? This was all about better blowjobs, but passions could flare. What if some guy turned her on enough she wanted to fuck him? It was possible, especially with his hard dick in her mouth. She’d left the house in one of her new dresses, shorter and tighter than usual by a lot. All she’d need to do is crawl up onto his lap and pull her panties aside. In the heat of lust, anything was possible. God! He’s a stripper. His cock is probably huge. Would that turn her on more? I bet it would.

I saw club Stallions ahead, the red neon sign lighting the night. I pulled over across the street from it, wondering what my next move was. I’d sit a while, hoping, but how would I even know she was still in there? If Isla never came outside, it might be because she’s enjoying the show or it might be because she’s already gone. A wave of doubt washed over me. This was all one big stupid idea. How could I allow her to practice sucking cock on some other guy’s cock? Am I a moron? Am I so desperate for a better sex life with her?

I searched my feelings, pondering those difficult questions. I was surprised and frustrated when the answer came back: Yes, I was willing to let her step out with another man if it meant something much better for me.

“You’re a fucking idiot, Greg,” I told myself.

I looked up. A rush of adrenaline seized my heart. Isla! She exited the club with a man; broad shoulders, narrow waist, long blond hair, holding his hand and acting demur. He led her to a red Camaro and opened the door for her. She climbed in and he hurried around to the driver’s side and moments later, they left the parking lot.

My heart hammered inside my chest. I knew she was too inexperienced when I started dating her. I worried back then that it might come back to bite me on the butt. Everyone should have a chance to live a wild life, at least a little, if they want one, before settling down. She went directly from her parents to me. I saw how what she did now was partially to make herself a better wife and lover, and partially a chance to sample a life she’d only ever heard about.

I followed the Camaro, not too closely, wondering where they were headed. Headlights from an oncoming car illuminated the Camaro’s interior and I caught a glimpse of Isla’s head bobbing over his lap. She was giving him road head! I wondered if Tonya had assigned her that task.

Blondie took Miller Road out of town, gaining elevation, heading for a well-known scenic viewpoint. I’d taken a few girls there myself in high school. I fell back so he wouldn’t see my headlights, hoping I was right about his destination. I parked on the shoulder and walked the rest of the way, cutting through a forested area to approach the viewpoint from the side. I prayed that a Camaro sat parked there and my prayers were answered. Getting closer would be easy. There were trees and shrubs everywhere. I knew the layout. The problem was lighting. It was dark inside his car, and I couldn’t see what was happening. My imagination told me she slurped all over his big stripper cock.

Then, something amazing happened.

His car filled with light!

Isla’s head bobbed slowly over his lap, long trips up and long trips down, while Blondie held his cell phone recording my wife sucking his cock. I could tell by the way he held the device that Isla was fully aware of what he did. He probably told her he wanted a recording for his personal viewing pleasure later, and, flattered, she’d agreed. Maybe the idea of being recorded excited her. I’d never mentioned it. I’d never even considered asking her if I could.

I jumped up onto a rock wall and moved closer, hiding behind the dense foliage. I lifted myself over a thick branch and carefully moved a cluster of leaves. I was looking directly down through his windshield and onto his front seat.

My heart and my mind were not prepared for what I saw.

His hard cock was big, and Isla held it with both hands, licking like he was an ice cream cone on a hot summer day. She popped the flared head into and out of her mouth over and over, performing a little show for his camera. She opened wide and forced her mouth down as many inches as she could take before gagging and retreating. A long strand of spit connected his cock head to her lips. She was smiling, having fun. She lifted his large testicles and swabbed the bald skin with her wide tongue, sucking his nuts before returning to the head and taking him into her mouth. One hand started to stroke his length, encouraging him to ejaculate, showing him where she wanted it.

She was better at sucking cock. Much better.

How many encounters had I missed? Was she sucking off the guys at her job? Were there men I knew nothing about? There had to be. Her skills were far better. She handled his big dick with confidence.

She rose to her knees, lifting her torso over his lap to take more of him. Her head bobbed and her shoulders moved too, a testament to his length. Her hands looked small wrapped around his girth. I gasped when the camera’s light caused her wedding ring to glint. It was unexpectedly erotic. It highlighted in an instant all the insanity of what we were doing. Her hands glided up and down using her saliva as lube. Her dimpled cheeks told me how hard she sucked on him.

I waddled a little higher on the branch, improving my view. He recorded my wife worshiping his hard fat cock and the joy on her face while doing it. My position was too awkward to sprout an erection of my own, but I felt like I wanted to. He held the camera with one hand and slipped the other down the front of her dress, fondling the breasts I love so much. She squared her shoulders to give him easier access. There were several buttons in front, and she opened them all, cleavage spilling out. He ran his hand over and around each magnificent globe. He said something and she stopped sucking, pondering her next move. They spoke for a moment, and he nodded. She left his upright cock standing alone to open the zipper under her arm. She drew it all the way down and shimmied out of her dress. Now she wore only bra and panties.

His eyes devoured her.

I shivered. His raw, naked lust moved me. To have a man look at my wife like that was thrilling and daunting at the same time. I felt pride, fear, intimidation, and lust simultaneously. He began stroking his cock as she got her legs under her, lifting slightly to remove her bra and throw it in the back seat. Her naked tits wobbled in his face, and he reached for them, running his big hands all over her curves. She closed her eyes, savoring his unfamiliar touch. She added her hand to his, stroking him together.

I gasped when he placed the phone on the dashboard and reached between her legs. I should have seen it coming, but I didn’t. She was surprised too. He fondled her pussy through her panties and then hooked the elastic around her leg and sent a finger probing. Isla jumped and squirmed, grabbing his wrist but then releasing him, again savoring his unfamiliar touch. She forced herself to relax, allowing him to push that finger deep. They continued stroking his cock together, mutually pleasing each other. Isla leaned closer, bringing her nipple to his mouth. Her body was awkwardly bent inside the confines of that Camaro, but that only made everything more erotic, more desperate and sexually charged.

His hand left his cock to pinch her waistband. She froze and they exchanged words, and then he was drawing her panties down her legs. I groaned. He removed them entirely and added them to the dress and bra in the back seat. His probing finger returned to her pussy. She spread her legs at him, torso twisted one way, legs the other. He jerked off again, fingering her as he gazed at her naked body. She shocked me when she began to roughly caress her breasts, putting on a show for him.

For several minutes, that’s all they did; masturbating and masturbating each other. Then Isla awkwardly moved around, getting her knees under her so she could begin sucking him again. He jerked off faster, into her vacuuming mouth, and I licked my lips, anticipating him shooting and her swallowing. I loved seeing her so slutty. I didn’t realize how badly I wished she was a more sexual creature. I unzipped and pulled my dick out, determined to join their tryst in my own way. Then Isla suddenly climbed over his lap and guided his cock into her soaked pussy.

I almost yelled.

Her back bowed as his big cock opened her up, filling her, spreading her wide as she sank onto him. She grabbed his face and kissed his mouth and forced her cunt farther down his length. Her arms circled his neck, and the weight of her body pushed him deeper. My heart exploded. My mind caught fire. She dropped her head on his shoulder and pushed her hips lower. His hands found the curve of her ass, and he lifted her butt a little before allowing her pussy to settle on his cock again. Then he was fucking her from below as she tried to rise and fall, the back of her head hitting to roof of the Camaro. I heard the metallic thump, thump, thump of my wife fucking another man and don’t ask me why, but the need to jack off became irresistible. This was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Isla, my sweet, shy wife was fucking another man. He helped her lift and drop, soon taking every inch over and over. Her body was stiff, rigid, filled with sexual tension.

My hand drifted down. I found my stiff penis. I stroked slowly, watching sweet Isla fuck. I’d wanted her to become a lioness, a sexual fiend in the bedroom. I was eager for her to transform. She was doing that, right in front of me.

She spread her knees wider and had more room. She began to pump her hips on him, and I wondered if his big cock felt so good she’d achieve an orgasm. I got my answer sooner than I expected. He wrapped his muscular arms around her waist and thrust hard, and I heard her screech through the windows. My wife was cumming all over his big dick, slamming her hips down on his lap. She filled her lungs and cried out again and again for the long, drawn-out orgasm which seized her. As long as he kept thrusting, she kept cumming. He held her tight and fucked her hard.

It never occurred to me he was inching closer to orgasm himself. I never once considered what her tight pussy was doing to him. Then, suddenly, his hips went wild and the muscles in his arms stood out. He was slamming his cock home as he began to spurt. He shoved all the way in one last time and then held my wife there as his balls rose and fell over and over. Good god. He pumped so much sperm into her it seeped out around his fat shaft and ran to his large balls.

I released my penis. The familiar tingling of an approaching climax warned me, and I dared not ejaculate up here. My cum might hit his windshield. They might see me and that was a humiliation I had to avoid. I planned on fucking Isla senseless when she got home and I’d need a hard dick for that, so I let go of my throbbing erection.

Isla wilted against his body. My wife was breathing hard, but he was breathing harder. His hands began to roam, memorizing her curves, caressing her smooth skin. I thought I should probably leave, giving myself a head start, but I hated the idea. Isla looked insanely wildly sexy laying on him like that.

At last, she lifted her leg and pulled herself off his fleshy spear. I got a good look at her stretched pussy as his cock slowly pulled out. His beef had impaled every inch of her, dominating that tiny cunt, twisting and mashing her labia until he flopped out onto his stomach. A dribble of semen ran from her slit onto her inner thigh. She slumped onto her side of the car, running her fingers through her hair and doing nothing to cover her nakedness. Her tits looked great. Her stomach looked great. I couldn’t see her face but judging by her body language, she was immensely satisfied.

I suddenly realized I’d never fucked her like that. No one had. No man had ever fucked her so well. I’ve never even made her orgasm with my penis, but he did. My shrinking dick started to rise again. He made her climax with just his cock. That truth hurt but it also aroused. Isla looked dazed. He’d fucked her senseless. He reached into the back seat and produced her dress which she tucked aside for now. She was collecting her wits, thinking about what she’d just done. I wondered if guilt was seeping in. Did she regret her actions? She’d started out the night determined to suck a cock. She’d done much more than that. Was she now coming around to reality?

She leaned over and lifted his dick to her mouth, slipping him in and rolling him around. She pulled his clean cock out and admired it, displaying it on one open palm and then the other. He was soft but still thick and long, hanging off the edge of her hand like a pink snake. She put him in her mouth again, swirling the head with her tongue. He grabbed the camera and started recording again. They kissed and he killed the light.

Time to go.


Chapter 7

I dropped to the rock wall and hurried back to my car. I wondered how she’d get home since Tonya drove them both and I got my answer less than an hour later when he pulled up to the curb two houses down. She got out and jogged around to the driver’s window, kissing him briefly before stealing herself and entering our home. I pretended to be asleep in bed.

She stepped into the closet to shed her clothes, and I watched through slitted eyes. The dress came off but she’d never retrieved her bra and panties from his back seat. She kicked off her heels and grabbed a robe, glancing over her shoulder to make sure I was still asleep. She debated about taking a shower, but she wouldn’t have after a simple night out with Tonya, so she couldn’t now without raising suspicions. She put the robe back on the hook, slipping into something else. She approached the bed carefully, lifting the covers and sliding under. She usually wears a light teddy to sleep in, and she wore that now. She lay on her side facing away from me and I waited a moment before pretending to wake enough to spoon her from behind.

I had no plan. I expected her to stop me. I kissed the nape of her neck and she sighed sweetly, happy to be in her husband’s loving arms again. The heat from her pussy cooked my crotch.

My dick got hard fast, rising sideways to slide between her thighs. I moved my hips to direct my erection through her thigh gap, grazing her labia, and my dick got coated with his leaking semen.

“Did you have fun tonight?” I whispered, heart hammering.

“Yeah,” she softly croaked.

I felt his slick sperm oozing against my hard dick. I quickly learned I am not as cool or as disciplined as I’ve always believed myself to be, because I pulled my hips back and without foreplay or warning, slowly pushed forward again, splitting her labia and sinking into her sopping cunt. I was fully aware how I pushed through him inside her. Honestly, that’s what got me so hot. I put a hand on her hip to hold her in place and flexed my ass, driving my cock all the way in. The sensation of gliding through his liquid presence fried my mind. Isla gasped a little, surprised by my nocturnal amorous intentions, but stayed where she was, allowing me to fuck her. Was it guilt? Was it lust? Was she simply ready for more? I didn’t know and I didn’t bother to find out. I pulled her hips back and shoved my cock deep again.

Lust rose and boiled over. I was suddenly seized by blinding need. In a flurry, I was on her. I pushed her face down and attacked her cunt from behind, pumping my dick through her drenched tunnel, splashing her wetness and his seed everywhere. It drove me crazy to know she was filled by another man. It drove me crazy in a good way, an unexpected way. There was nothing homoerotic about it. It was all about her, my wife, and what she’d done. I didn’t feel threatened, I felt overcome with desire. She was a far more sexual woman, and I had to have her.

I resolved in that moment to play dumb, hide what I knew, and push her to fuck someone else again. It was a crazy plan, and I was using my wife to get what I wanted, but I felt like she wouldn’t mind. Not at all.

I thrust harder and faster. I closed my eyes, remembering Isla’s bold move climbing onto his lap and guiding him in. That was the wife I wanted. I became aware of her moans and groans beneath me. This was far from the sex we usually have. I grabbed her long hair and pushed my cock deep, reaching for her cervix but missing. I bet he hit it. She groaned from my extra deep penetration.

“Tell me to fuck you,” I growled.

“Yes. Do it.”

“Say it. Say the words.”

“I want you to do that.”

I was pushing the envelope. Isla does not use such language and certainly not during sex.

“Say the words,” I rumbled.

I felt her summoning her courage, preparing herself to do something bold. I felt her desire to cut loose and be a different woman in bed. I pounded her into the mattress and waited, hoping she’d get there.

“Fuck me, Greg,” she murmured, tentative.

I did. Harder. I demanded more.

“Say it louder.”

She moaned at being forced to behave outside herself.

“Fuck me,” she rasped. “Fuck me, Greg. Hard! Fuck my little pussy.”

That was enough for now. We’d made great progress and besides, I was ready to cum. I placed my free hand on the small of her back and used my weight to pin her. I slammed my hips against her butt. I knew I couldn’t make her cum this way, so this was all about me. She had her fun earlier. She could goddamn well take my cock now. I lost myself in the rapid pumping of my hips and the mind-melting pleasure flooding my body via my cock. My nuts tightened as my sperm rose.

“Oh, gunggh!” she cried, orgasming on my thrusting dick.

I couldn’t believe it! I pounded her deep and strong and she moaned and writhed, grinding her pussy against the bed and climaxing on my dick. White noise filled my head. I’d gotten her there! The sperm rocketed up my shaft and exploded inside her. I roared like an animal, feeling the white-hot liquid spurt over and over. She heard and felt my climax and joined me in euphoria, crying out as we came together for the first time ever. My moans turned into maniacal laughter and my hips never slowed. Even after the last shot fired I kept thrusting, pumping until my cock softened and ultimately slipped out. I fell hard, landing beside her on the bed. She lay still, panting, moaning softly. Neither of us moved.

“What brought that on?” she whispered, finally.

“I had a sex dream about you,” I lied. Then, inspiration struck. “I rolled over and found you soaking wet. It seemed like you wanted it too. I loved finding you wet like that. To find you that wet was my dirty dream come true.”

Yeah, I knew what my lies were telling her. I knew I was opening the door to her doing it all again. That’s what I wanted. If her exploring her sexuality with other men led to us have sex like this, I was more than fine with it.

“You can come to bed that wet whenever you want.”


Chapter 8

Isla cheerfully hummed a tune at the kitchen sink. There were a few dishes left over from lunch and Isla hummed her melody as she washed and stacked them to dry. Isla does not hum.

“You seem happy,” I said

She caught herself and the humming stopped.

“I am,” she admitted. “Life is good. Our jobs are great, we have our health, our friendships are satisfying, and our families are doing well.”

“You left out our sex life is fantastic.”

She actually blushed.

“Yes,” she said, turning coy. “Our sex life is fantastic. It is. It really is.”

“Why do you think it’s suddenly gotten so much better?” I asked, playing a dastardly role.

I watched her squirm and enjoyed it.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I’ve changed a lot these last few weeks. I’ve learned to ignore my mother’s voice in my head telling me good girls don’t do such things. She’s wrong. I think there’s so much more to sex than making babies.”

“Well, you’ve blossomed into a wonderful lover. Keep doing whatever it is you’ve been doing. I love the way all this is headed.”

“Oh, I most definitely will. I never knew sex could be this exciting.”

I knew part of what she meant was the excitement of a new lover, but I didn’t care. I knew in my heart Isla was loyal. I know that sounds crazy given what she has been doing, but I know her. Those other men mean nothing to her. I sincerely believed she was still mostly doing this for me. A little more for herself than when she first began, but mostly still for me.

“Tonya and Donny are getting their apartment painted,” she mentioned casually, causing my ears to perk right up. “Can they stay with us for a few days?”

Alarm bells rang. What secret plan had she and Tonya cooked up now?

“Are you and Tonya going out again soon?”

She nodded.

“We are. There’s a new vegan restaurant she wants to try and Donny won’t go. I assumed you wouldn’t want to eat there either.”

“You assumed correctly. You ladies knock yourselves out. I’ll take you out for a burger when you get home.”

She chuckled.

“Thanks, Honey,” she said.

I left the kitchen, smiling as I heard her start humming again. Donny in the house would make spying on the girls much harder, but on the flip side, I’d probably get some sexy looks at Tonya.


Chapter 9

Tonya leaves clothes lying around. Donny leaves the toilet seat up. Both leave dirty dishes in the sink and hair in the bathtub drain. But Tonya walks around in tank tops and panties and is sexy about ninety-nine percent of the time, so all is forgiven. Isla caught me looking a dozen times the first few days. Donny gets home from work and strips down to boxers and a wife beater, and I caught Isla looking at him almost as much as I looked at Tonya. Given what Tonya had told her about Donny, I understood her curiosity. The painters quickly discovered water damage, so our friends have been staying with us much longer than expected.

I finished mowing the front yard and swapped out the mower for the weed eater. As I circled around the house, I approached the guest room. I saw movement through the window, and, hoping to catch Tonya changing clothes, I peeked.

Not Tonya. Donny. Donny taking a piss with the bathroom door open. Donny standing there over the toilet with his cock in hand, aiming a stream at the bowl. His cock was a goddamn cudgel. A club. Not that it was a gnarled, ugly penis. Not at all. It was perfectly shaped and proportionate. It was just really big, bigger by a little, I think, than that stripper Isla fucked. He shook it and tucked it into his boxers, burped, and flushed. He turned off the light on his way out.

Donny and Isla? No. Way too complicated. Strangers were easy. Single use. Disposable. Friends, especially close friends, meant risking things one may wish to hold onto. There would be no going back after crossing that line.

Still, knowing a cock like that lived under the same roof as us, albeit temporarily, was titillating. No wonder Isla had done a few doubletakes. She’d noticed what I had not. That weapon swayed back and forth beneath his boxers and the movement had caught her eye.

I remembered Toyna’s words about Donny’s crush on Isla. Maybe I should let her have a little taste? It would certainly make his day. I needed to think about that. There’s a saying about not shitting where you eat, and that definitely applied here.

I resumed trimming the grass. Donny and I have been friends for years, but I’d never seen him naked. The image of his big snake resting on the palm of his hand haunted me. He wanted to get that beast inside Isla and that thought totally intimidated me. It hit harder because I knew she most likely wanted that too.

I finished that side of the house and moved around to the front. As luck would have it, I found myself under the kitchen window again, returning me back to the spot where all of this started. I turned off the weed eater to adjust the fishing line and heard Donny speaking to Tonya.

“Stop lying,” he said. “I found her phone in your purse. I know what that means. I know what you guys did that night. You cheated on me again, Tonya. Just own it. I’m not stupid.”

“Fuck. Fine. All right. You are correct. I did do it again. So did Isla. She gave me her phone in case Greg used the tracking app he installed on it. She wanted to make it look like she was with me.”

“Goddamn it, Tonya. I hate it when you cheat and you know it. Am I not enough for you? Why do you do keep doing it? Tell me exactly what happened this time.”

“I’m sorry, Baby. I can’t stop! I took her to Stallions. The strippers were so hot! You know how I am. I picked my favorite guy and Isla picked hers.”

“Isla fucked some dude?”

“Yes.”

“I never thought her capable of that.”

“She’s come a long way, Baby. She’s so sick of living a sheltered life. She loves Greg totally and will never leave him, but she’s torn. She feels like she missed out on a whole life that other girls got to enjoy. She feels like she has been trapped for so much of her life. I’m trying to help her overcome those feelings while at the same time saving her marriage. This is the only way she can have both.”

“I get that,” he said. “But that doesn’t explain you fucking some guy.”

“I fucked some guy because I’m a whore and a slut. You know that. I try not to and I’m good for a while, but I always backslide. I can’t help it. I’m addicted to dick. You’re glad I am when it centers on you.”

“Don’t try to distract me right now. I’m upset.”

I heard silence for a minute and wondered if the conversation ended. Then I heard a loud slurp and Donny groaned. Tonya was blowing him in our kitchen. I wondered what Isla’s reaction would be to walk in on that. The old Isla would have freaked out. This new Isla might join Tonya down on her knees.

“You’re a sexy bitch,” Donny grumbled. “I love you and I hate you.”

Tonya laughed around his cock in her mouth.

“I fucked him,” she admitted. “But I save my love for you.”

Donny scoffed.

“You drive me crazy. Let’s make it fair. Give me Isla and I’ll forgive you.”

“I’m fine with that but what about Greg? You gonna fuck his wife? I thought he was your best friend?”

“He is. That’s why you’re going to fuck him. I’ve seen how he looks at you. He’ll jump at the chance to nail you. I fuck her and you fuck him and everything is fair again.”

Slurping drifted out the window.

“All right,” she said. “I’ll do it. Greg’s birthday is in two days. I’ll give him an early present. Tonight is movie night. While we are all under the blanket watching the movie, I’ll put a move on him. You put a move on Isla. Don’t say anything or try to talk her into it. I know this girl. Just make sure you’re behind her and then push it in. No way she makes you stop. Not your big monster. She will love it. She told me the stripper had a big one and it made her orgasm. She’ll want to cum on yours too. Weed will help so I’ll make sure we all smoke a little.”

“Pick a sexy movie too. Something to get us all hot.”

“Good idea.”

More slurping. Donny groaned.

“Okay,” he said. “Stop. Let go of my dick. Isla or Greg might walk in on us.”

“So?”

“So I want to save my hardon for her.”

“Ass. Picking her over me.”

Donny laughed.

“Says the girl that fucked another guy. Again.”

They both laughed. In a strange way, I felt like the way they understood and accepted each other was touching and intimate. Their conversation left me feeling warm all over, like a fever. I was anow aware our friends would try to seduce us tonight. I worried Donny fucking Isla might make things weird, but no way would I pass up a chance at Tonya.


Chapter 10

We ate a light dinner and a pudding dessert Tonya made for us, but it had a bitter aftertaste, and I didn’t care much for it. I was grateful the cup was small. I cleaned the dishes away while Donny, Isla, and Tonya retired to the living room and got the movie going. I had to suppress a grin when I learned Tonya had picked Eyes Wide Shut. Sexy indeed.

They had moved the sectional around until all four of us could comfortably hide under the big blanket. This has been our Saturday night ritual for a while, although never with the anticipation I felt for tonight’s viewing. Donny passed the bong around and Isla and I tried some. Isla said she wanted to try new things. I knew exactly why I was doing it this time.

Donny and Tonya came up with lame excuses to shift all of us around; running to the bathroom, brushing teeth, things like that, until they got the seating arrangement they wanted. Donny then Isla then Tonya then me. Isla surprised me by jumping up one last time after the arrangement was set to chang out of her sweats into her usual teddy and panties. She nestled under the blanket again, snickering like the rest of us. 

My fever returned. I felt flushed, skin hot. Tonya started the movie, and I dialed down the lighting with the remote, plunging us into darkness. Only the glow from the television lit the room.

We all settled in.

My penis began to rise.

What the hell?

I was horny, yes, but what the hell?

That’s when I realized why the pudding cup was bitter. Tonya must have slipped something in there. Viagra, maybe? Whatever it was, it was pushing my cock to rise without stimulation. Was Donny’s cock doing the same over on the other side? Was Isla already feeling his heavy club nudging between her legs?

I tried to get a look, but everyone played things cool, pretending to watch the screen. All I saw were blank faces and still bodies.

“I love Nicole’s small boobs,” Isla said. “I wish mine looked like that.”

Donny scoffed.

“Fuck no,” he said. “Yours are nice and big and perfect.”

“Sweet,” Isla said, a little dreamy, a little high.

“What about mine?” Tonya chimed in.

“Yours are perfect too,” Donny said.

The movie played on. Donny sat up a little to hit the bong again, but Isla and I declined. We were feeling fine. I was careful to keep my now rock-hard and throbbing erection away from Tonya. I wasn’t sure yet what this night would hold, but I was not about to be the instigator. I felt the weed come on a little stronger and noticed Isla turned on her side, her back towards Donny. She propped her head on her hand.

I was on hyperalert. I noticed every movement under the blanket. I couldn’t tell what was happening, exactly, but I paid close attention, hoping to detect something I could understand. I propped my head on a pillow to survey the landscape.

“I wonder how big Tom is?” Tonya murmured

I almost jumped when her hand touched my elastic waistband. Like Donny, I wore a tank top and boxers. At first, I wondered if the brush had been inadvertent. Then her fingertip followed the elastic edge and slipped under. She pushed a little while I held my breath. There was no hiding my erection, and she found it right away, the tip of her finger landing softly on my pee hole. She drew tiny gentle circles.

I suspected asking about the size of Tom’s penis had been a signal she sent to Donny, a code phrase to let him know she was making her move. I aimed my gaze towards them just in time to see Isla gasp quietly and stare at the screen hard, like she was too shocked to move. Her lips parted and her eyes closed to slits. She bit her lip. Tonya’s hand pushed under my waistband and down the length of my hard dick to scoop my tight balls. I avoided her face, staring at the screen like Isla. Donny and Tonya were seducing us with such practiced ease I wondered to which other friends they’d done the same. I calmed my breathing and tried to enjoy her touch. What was Donny doing to Isla?

I couldn’t see, but I did hear her exhale long and slow. Her eyes closed, and a look of pure bliss came over her face. I looked at the blanket for a clue as to what was happening beneath, but then Tonya took my chin and turned me to face her.

“Don’t worry about them,” she murmured.

I had no idea what to say. She pinched my cock head under the blanket and gently pulled. I think Isla heard Tonya because she opened her eyes to check on me. She examined the position of our bodies and Tonya’s arms and realized something was going on. She pursed her lips as if to speak but then her eyes grew huge.

“Unngh,” she groaned, leaning towards me a little from pressure behind. A lump formed on her hip under the blanket, Donny’s hand most likely, and then her body moved forward again. She moaned loudly this time.

Tonya moved her face close to my ear.

“I think he’s inside her,” she whispered. “It looks like that, doesn’t it? I think Donny just pushed his cock into her from behind. I think she likes it.”

Isla was staring right at me like she wondered if I’d do something about what was happening. Tonya began stroking my erection, chuckling softly.

“You got harder after I said that,” she murmured. “Are you going to let Donny have her? I think you are. Look at Isla’s pretty face. Look what Donny’s cock does to her. She’s melting. She doesn’t like it, she loves it.”

I couldn’t respond. What was there for me to say? Isla watched, waiting for me to flip out, but I didn’t. Tonya’s expert hand kept me silent, but it was more than her hand that kept me silent. This wasn’t Isla fucking from twenty feet away through a glass window. This was Isla getting fucked two feet away and close enough for me to hear the breath leave her lungs, close enough for me to see the desperate need in her eyes and the beads of sweat forming on her forehead. Donny held her hip firmly and withdrew a little before pushing deeper. Isla dissolved, eyes rolling for a moment and then trying hard to refocus. Her jaw hung slack, and the sight of Donny’s fat cock sprang into my mind. I saw him at the toilet again, hefty shank of beef resting on his palm. That monster was now stiff and unyielding and pushing ever deeper into my wife.

Isla’s expression was pure bliss. This situation was far beyond either of us, but the immediate and urgent need of right now smothered every other consideration. Tonya boldly folded the blanket back to show Isla that she stroked my cock and I was hard, meaning I must be fine with what was happening. Isla followed her example and did the same, pushing her blanket away too. I saw for the first time that Donny had slipped a hand under her teddy and rolled Isla’s big tit around. If Tonya’s hand on my cock bothered my wife at all, I saw no sign of it. In fact, I think it soothed any guilt she felt. She was free to enjoy Donny’s fat dick because I was getting something too, which, of course, had been Tonya’s plan all along.

“We need to get naked,” Tonya said, standing abruptly and shedding her top and panties in an instant. My eyes locked on her shaved cunt, delicate inner lips already protruding.

Donny stood and did the same, his large and fully erect cock waving wildly as he pushed his boxers down. Tonya lifted my arm to help me stand. I did and offered my hand to Isla. She got to her feet slowly and kissed my lips softly before turning her back on me and stepping out of her teddy and panties.

She knelt before Donny and grabbed his cock with both hands, one atop the other, leaving three or four inches of hard dick poking through. She popped his cock into her mouth and began sucking on him right in front of me. Tonya knelt with her back to Isla and did the same to me. My brain almost exploded. How many times over the years had I thought about this pretty face sucking my cock? Now, she was, and she was fantastic.

Isla moaned around Donny’s cock in her mouth, and I looked away from Tonya. My wife pumped him with both hands like she was trying to make him cum in her mouth. My time under the kitchen window had informed me of their plan and I knew Donny wouldn’t stop until he was balls-deep in Isla’s cunt. She paused long enough to lick all over his fat nuts but then stuffed the shaft back in, sucking hard. Blood surged in my penis and Tonya felt it and looked at what I watched. There was no hiding the truth from Tonya. Every time Isla did something sexy, my dick got harder and Tonya knew I was aroused. I was cooked.

“Throw her ass on the sectional,” Tonya teased. “Fuck that girl silly.”

Donny tried to take his dick away, but Isla fought him, sucking harder and pumping her fists faster. Donny had to scoop her under the arms and lift my wife off the floor, carrying her to the sofa. He sat her down and dropped between her wide-open legs, burying his face in her pussy. Tonya stood and shoved me onto the couch next to my wife. She dropped next to Donny, sucking my cock with glee while Donny ate Isla’s sopping pussy.

My wife, wide-eyed and overwhelmed, took my hand and held it. The look in her eyes asked if we were going to be okay. I tried to think of what to say, despite the terrible distraction of Tonya’s bobbing mouth, but nothing came to me. Isla squeezed my hand as Donny rose to his knees, walking his big cock closer to her wet slit. Isla and I stared at that throbbing penis together.

“He’s so big,” Isla whimpered, afraid, and not just of the large male member drawing near, but also of the changes coming our way.

“Look how badly he wants you,” I said, trying to say something positive. “He’s so hard. He’s wanted you forever.”

We stared at his dick together again. Donny held the root and rubbed the head all around her opening and I held my breath. Isla did too. If I was going to demand he stop, this was my last chance to do it, but I didn’t. I squeezed her hand like she squeezed mine and stared at his daunting spear, gawking as the head spread her labia and began to penetrate. Isla moaned and lifted her hips to meet him, helping him slide that ponderous beast home. I watched, stunned, as my wife’s cunt flowered, opening before his advance, then sealing tightly around his girth. I’d expected more foreplay, but I don’t know why. Donny has craved Isla for years and years. Maybe the foreplay will come later, when he fucks her a second time.

Second time?

I suddenly saw the future stretch out before me, Donny fucking Isla every chance he got. Why only once? That had been a foolish assumption on my part. Tonya’s pumped my rigid dick with one hand while vacuuming the head, and I grew harder still imagining Donny fucking Isla over and over.

He stood, grabbing the back of the couch, using his legs to spread hers wider. His fat cock was too big for her little hole but that only seemed to make her enjoy it more. He forced her opening into a pink and white circle around his shaft, stretching her lips so taut it brought her clit into contact with his veiny prick. He pushed in slowly and Isla groaned and almost came off the couch. Tonya chuckled.

“It takes some getting used to,” she mumbled before putting my dick back in her mouth.

Donny held himself over Isla, flexing his hips slowly, pushing gradually all the way in before reversing and withdrawing his gleaming shaft. When only the head remained inside my wife, he lowered his body and drove the meat stake back in. Isla clawed the cushions.

“Fucking cock,” she spat. “Jesus!”

Tonya was done sucking dick, climbing up my body and centering herself over my erection. She leaned over to duck under Donny’s arms and kiss Isla on the mouth as her boyfriend once again drove his cock deep. Tonya began working her hips, rising and falling, fucking me as she made out with my woman. Soon she lowered her mouth to Isla’s tits, licking all over, sucking and biting the nipples until they stood upright, stiff and swollen. Isla was breathing fast, chest heaving, and I realized she’d soon orgasm. Donny’s cock was driving her to heights I’d never achieved with her. He would make her orgasm right where she was. His hips pumped strong and sure and Isla pulled Tonya’s face up to kiss again. They were locked in a hot French kiss when Isla climaxed, groaning loudly and kissing fiercely. My wife pawed at Tonya’s tits hanging over her, engaging in the first girl-on-girl of her life. Tonya knew it and lifted her breasts to Isla’s mouth. Donny slow fucked my woman while Tonya fed her titties in one of the hottest moments of my life. Tonya leaned back and kissed her boyfriend before returning all her attention to me. She lifted my face and kissed me as she rode my cock. I still held Isla’s hand through all this, and I squeezed it again. It turned me on when she did not squeeze back, so lost in what Donny was doing to her she didn’t even notice my loving gesture.

Donny hooked her legs onto his arms and pushed them higher, bringing her ass to the edge of the sofa and lewdly opening her. He began to long stroke, withdrawing almost completely before sheathing himself balls-deep in her again. Her moans rose in pitch and volume until she orgasmed again, thrashing beneath him, helplessly pinned.

Tonya climbed off my dick.

“Let’s get a better view,” she taunted.

She lay on the floor at Donny’s feet, behind and under him, and opened her legs at me. I hurried to take my position and found myself staring at Donny’s plunging cock only inches away. Isla was drenched, soaking our couch. The man’s large scrotum swung back and forth. He thrust his hips and Isla’s constant cries of pleasure filled our living room.

I saw why Tonya had brought me to this spot. Donny was going to ejaculate inside Isla and Tonya wanted me to see it. She wanted me to know it, and she wanted me to know she knew it. She was setting the stage for future fucking. What argument could I have after allowing this? If once, why not more than once? If more than once, then why not whenever Isla wanted it? We would become a foursome, at least for a while. I looked down at Tonya’s pretty face and all the pleasure I was giving her and told myself that it was an acceptable future. Isla was loving Donny’s big cock, and I loved fucking Tonya. It wouldn’t last forever, but it would last for a while, and I welcomed the change. My relationship with Isla needed the change.

I lifted Tonya’s legs like Donny lifted Isla’s and fucked her the same way. Donny’s ass was in my face and his big, veiny, driving cock only inches away, impaling Isla over and over. The sounds my wife made drove me crazy. This was the new Isla. Here was the lioness I always craved. Donny rasped that he was going to cum and my wife clawed at his body, trying to pull him in and hold him deep. Donny thrust faster, eager now to inseminate this woman he’d lusted after for so long. Here was the moment he longed for. He pushed her legs higher and pumped his fat cock into and out.

“It’s coming,” he growled. “Here it comes.”

Isla went wild, throwing her ass up at him as best she could, doing all she could to make the man ejaculate. She wanted his seed inside, just like she’d desire the sperm of that stripper. My eyes were glued to the merging of their bodies and when Donny finally grunted and his balls suddenly spasmed, I knew he was blasting the first hot bolt of sperm deep. That triggered my climax, and I began to unload deep inside Tonya. I threw my head side to side wildly, eyes glued to that spurting, spitting cock buried in my wife. Tonya stroked my body and raised her hips, encouraging me to cum hard, but it was the sight of that pendulous penis bucking and convulsing as he flooded Isla’s cunt that drove me over the edge.

Finally, Donny collapsed between my wife’s legs; I collapsed between Tonya’s. Nobody moved. Nobody spoke. After a while I heard kissing and looked up. Isla and Donny made out like lovers, slow, deep, heartfelt kisses. His hips began to rise and fall again, pumping his still-hard penis inside her, gliding through all that semen. I moved a little and realized I was still hard too, thanks to Tonya’s special dessert. There was too much semen inside her to give me enough contact, so I pulled out and grabbed her head, bringing her mouth around to suck on me. She eagerly complied, enjoying my demanding move.

Donny had no such problem. His girth used his first load like lube. He worked his hips slowly and then backed away, bringing Isla down to the floor next to me and Tonya. He positioned my wife on all fours, her face over my cock, and got behind her, lining himself up and pushing deep. Isla knew what to do, bending lower and joining Tonya in sucking my cock. My wife did not care that my penis was covered in semen and pussy juice. She relished it. She attacked my dick along with Tonya and shoved her ass back at Donny to make him fuck her deeper. He held her ass in his hands and pushed his cock balls deep, reaching farther up inside her than I ever had and producing a loud response. My wife loved his big dick fucking her. Hell, I loved his big dick fucking her. She was that lioness I’d always desired.

I watched the two women fight over my hard dick and I watched Donny smoothly fuck Isla from behind and I felt content and satisfied. This would be our sex life for a while. I knew that. Isla and Donny would fuck while I was at work. I knew that too and I welcomed it. I was ready to bury the past and start fresh. Without knowing it, this was the marriage I’d always wanted.

Tonya had a bright idea, remembering something Isla once said. She left my cock and rolled onto her back. She spread her legs wide, right at Isla’s face, offering her well-fucked pussy to my wife. A million years ago Isla had commented that she found vaginas disgusting. Tonya had claimed her cotton candy cunt would turn Isla into a lesbian. Here was the moment of truth: was Isla truly converted? Was my wife now the lioness I hoped for? I found out a moment later when Isla abandoned my dick to swing her mouth over and dive on Tonya’s sopping cunt. Donny growled his approval.

I stroked my erection and watched them take my wife at each end: Donny’s thick cock sawing in and out while Tonya guided Isla’s mouth up, down, and all around, eating pussy like she was born to do it.

Epilogue.

I’m seated at my desk at work, and my boss stands before me. He drones on and on about last quarter’s numbers versus last year’s quarterly numbers. My phone vibrates. It’s a message from Tonya, the third so far today, but I dare not answer it. Not because to do so would be rude to my boss, but because her messages of late have been explicit and personal. I wait until my boss is finished and then I speak the words he wants to hear, and he leaves, happy he has done a good job of bossing.

I open Tonya’s message with lightning speed.

It’s a short clip like the first two, starring Isla and Donny. Really, it stars Isla and Donny’s cock, because we never see his face. All we see is Isla adoring the man’s thick and throbbing erection.

Earlier, he fucked my wife on our washing machine. The video before that he engaged in a phone conversation while Isla worked hard to worship his meat, sucking and licking like a consummate cock hound. Her skills are off the chart now and getting better all the time. Tonya sends these little clips while I’m at work to torture me, to set my blood boiling so I’m already hard by the time I get home. She loves tormenting me with visions of my lovely wife, her protégé, handling cock like she was born to do it.

Isla is looking directly into the camera. Donny’s large penis, erect and being stroked, hovers over her face. He’s jacking off and about to give Isla a facial, her first. My wife has made it clear she wants to do everything, try every kind of sex act there is. She says she has a lot of lost time to make up for, and I agree.

She opens her mouth, waiting eagerly to be baptized. Donny strokes faster and Tonya moves the camera a little closer and then the first long, thick rope of hot cum launches, landing like a ribbon across her face, painting a white streak from chin to hair. Another flies, followed by many more. Donny is covering my wife’s face with his load and she’s giggling about it. She swallows the streaks across her tongue and quickly opens her mouth again, eager to receive more. He’s a friend, so her sexual experiments are safe, for now, but I know she’ll tire of him soon and want new cock.

I can’t wait.

End.
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