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		Chapter One

		

	
		"Yeah, his arse is gorgeous too, but that cock of his… Oh. My. God!"

		

		"Big?"

		

		"Urm, yes!" said my wife, making my pride swell. Listening to your wife telling her best friend how big your cock is, has to be one of the proudest moment of a man's life, and I was prouder than I'd ever been before.

		

		"Maybe I'll have a ride on it," said Nicola, in a teasing tone. "How would that make you feel?"

		

		Wow. The girls were talking about me like I was a piece of meat. Life was good. I shifted my weight and held my breath as a board creaked under my foot. Susie thought I was at work, not eavesdropping outside the living room.

		

		"You stay away, you naughty little man eater," laughed Susie. "He's mine, all mine!"

		

		I don't mind you sharing me with Nicola! It was the reaction any hot blooded male would have, and I imagined Susie and my wife both fighting over my big dick, both desperate to feel it inside them. I was beginning to feel like a stud, a feeling that was very welcome indeed.

		

		Nicola burst my bubble. "Well, unless you get a divorce, or Richard doesn't mind sharing you… you're not getting your greedy hands on it, so why shouldn't it be me? It'd be a shame if neither of us got to have a go! You'll have to make do with your husband's little contribution to the marriage."

		

		My growing cock shrivelled and my mouth dried quicker than a slug in the Sahara.

		

		My wife laughed. She was laughing at a joke about me. I took a deep breath… did my wife always talk about me like that?

		

		"He may be a little under endowed, but he brings bigger things than that to our marriage. He makes me happy… just not in the bedroom."

		

		Both women laughed, and my cheeks burned.

		

		"Well, at least you can look at your personal trainer and save up the memories for when you and Richard are doing it. That's what I'd do… everyone needs a spankbank, even women, right?"

		

		"That's precisely what I do. I do think he could have some consideration for a middle aged woman though. Those fucking shorts he wears should be illegal. They're like a second skin!"

		

		Nicola laughed, choking on wine. "I agree, apart from the bit about being middle aged… since when did thirty-five become middle aged? You know what they say… forty is the new thirty."

		

		My wife sighed. "Well, he makes me feel old. He's got more stamina than a whole rugby team, and he can go on and on and on. While he's training me I mean of course, although I'm pretty sure that he could go on and on in other ways too."

		

		"But you're never going to find out."

		

		"No. I'm never going to find out. I made a vow to Richard, and if that means turning down a young stud who's obviously got the hots for me, then so be it. I may have dirty thoughts, but that doesn't mean I'm unfaithful."

		

		I took some solace from that, but the shame in my belly burnt strong. My wife and her best friend were talking about a man who sounded like an Adonis, whilst simultaneously taking the piss out of me. I'd never felt smaller, but for some weird reason, the bulge in my trousers had never felt harder.

		

		"Well, be careful. I don't think I could keep my hands off him if he made it obvious he wanted me. Especially out there in the woods, just the two of you. It sounds too romantic."

		

		Susie laughed. "There's nothing romantic about him. He's one of those… what do they call them? Bad boy types. Covered in tattoos, and always telling me about one night stands he's had. I don't think it would be kisses under the moonlight with him. I think it would be a big hand ripping my panties off and taking me where I was standing."

		

		"Your throats gone red," teased Nicola. "Somebody's getting too turned on I think."

		

		"That's the effect he has on me. Other women too. I've seen him in the gym training other people, women can't take their eyes off the man for god's sake."

		

		Nicola cleared her throat. "Well, you'll have to I'm afraid. In all seriousness, you're a married woman. You're just going through a thing. Maybe you should find a new trainer, not that you need one. I wish I had your figure."

		

		Lots of women wished they had my wife's figure, and it seemed that her personal trainer also wanted to get his hands on it. The thought made me nauseous and made my balls tingle.

		

		"Maybe you're right. I want to think that I wouldn't do anything, but when he's parading around in those tight shorts with that thick… beautiful thing on show, I'm not sure that even a nun could hold out forever."

		

		"And you're no nun."

		

		"No. I'm definitely no nun. I'm a horny woman who feels like a teenager again."

		

		The two women drained their wine glasses and Nicola stood up. "Well, I'll leave you with your thoughts. I've got to go, unlike you I can sleep around, and I've got a rich property developer taking me out tonight. I need to make myself look presentable."

		

		"Gold digger," teased Susie.

		

		"Big cock whore," countered Nicola, much to both women's amusement.

		

		I sneaked away from the door as Nicola put her coat on. My heart pounded in my ears as I left the house and jumped in my car, heading back to the office. I didn't want my wife to know I'd heard her. I wanted to follow her to her wilderness training session with her personal trainer and see if she really could be trusted. I hoped so, but my cock seemed to have different ideas, and I knew that the minute I got back to the office, I'd have to relieve myself in the bathroom.

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		I wasn't sure why Susie thought she could make comments about the tightness of her personal trainers shorts. The ones she was wearing showed off everything, even the shape of her pussy. What did they call it… camel hump? No, camel toe, that was it. Did she even have underwear on?

		

		The small top she wore showed off her toned midriff and her nipples were like two peas peeking through the thin fabric. There was certainly no bra beneath it. That was for sure.

		

		"Don't work too hard," I said.

		

		Susie kissed me. "Don't worry," she said. "I'll still have plenty of energy left for you when I get home." She tapped my crotch playfully. "You'll still have your fun tonight."

		

		Yeah, while you're fantasising about a man with a bigger cock than me.

		

		I slapped her arse as she walked away. "I can't wait," I said. "Where are you training tonight? In the gym?"

		

		My wife slung her bag over her shoulder. "No. Out in the woods again. Mike says the fresh air has a far better effect on fitness than being indoors."

		

		Yeah, and it gives him more privacy to seduce my wife. I nodded, handing Susie the water bottle she'd forgotten to pick up. "I'm sure he's right. Everything's better outdoors."

		

		"I won't be too long," she said, heading for the door. "A couple of hours. Love you."

		

		"I love you too."

		

		***

		

		It was easy to follow my wife's car. She drove annoyingly slowly and carefully, and the drive out to the woodlands took at least fifteen minutes longer than it should have.

		

		I dropped back as the traffic thinned and waited until she'd turned onto the track that led to the carpark she would use.

		

		I parked in a more secluded area, and sneaked through the trees on foot until I could see her car in the far corner of the carpark she'd used. What the hell was I doing? I was spying on my wife. That couldn't be right, could it?

		

		I wasn't being irrational though. My wife had told her best friend that she was having trouble not fucking the man she was about to meet in a secluded part of the countryside. What man wouldn't spy on his wife with that sort of knowledge rattling around inside his head?

		

		Susie's was the only car there, and I got near enough to hear the music vibrating through the windows and be able to see her through the windscreen.

		

		She was applying makeup in the rear-view mirror and adjusting her hair. She certainly hadn't put make-up on before she'd left home. She was about to be doing sweaty fitness stuff in a fucking wood for fucks sake… what sort of woman wears make-up for that? A woman who's trying to impress a man, that's who.

		

		Jealousy raged in my belly, but I remained hidden. I ran through a few scenarios to make myself feel better. Maybe she had a few spots she wanted to cover? I hadn't seen any, but Susie often complained about her skin, even when it looked perfect to me.

		

		Maybe she just felt a little low on confidence and wanted to make herself feel better. Yes, that must be it. I'd often heard women say they made themselves look nice for themselves… not other people, and certainly not other men.

		

		Susie put her makeup away in her bag and examined her face in the mirror from a few different angles. I could see how nice she looked even from my hidden vantage point. I had a sexy wife, that was for sure.

		

		Another car entered the carpark, and to my absolute horror, Susie adjusted her tiny top, pushing her tits up and even tweaking her nipples a little. Was she making them harder so they stood out more? Christ, was my wife really that attracted to her trainer?

		

		The other car pulled up next to Susie's and my heart sunk as the owner got out. Of course my wife was attracted to him. He was everything that a man like me wasn't. He was huge, both in height and build, and as my eyes dropped down his body I almost gasped. The bulge in his stupidly tight shorts was huge, even from the few metres away that I was hidden. I was fucked. There was no way I could compete with a young man like that.

		

		I took my hand off my beer belly. It was taunting me. Tingles ran through my groin, and I realised that my cock was straining at the fabric of my tracksuit trousers. What the fuck? What man would get hard when confronted with the man of his wife's fantasies?

		

		The man's arms bulged with muscle, black tattoos snaking down them from beneath the small vest top which clung to his chest. Jesus. He was the type of man that you saw at a door to a nightclub, and any thoughts of physically attacking him that may have been worming their way through my mind evaporated. I wouldn't stand a chance.

		

		"You're looking good," he said, as my wife got out of her car and approached him. "As always."

		

		"Thank you, Mike," she said.

		

		Mike placed his hand son my wife's shoulders and Susie raised done foot parallel to the ground as she leaned up to kiss him. Fucking continental style, a kiss on each cheek. It wasn't a romantic kiss; all was not lost yet.

		

		They separated and Mike took control. "Okay, same as ever," he said, clapping his big hands. "Stretches first! Copy me."

		

		Mike put his feet together and Susie followed suit, sliding her hands down her legs the same way Mike was, until she was holding her ankles.

		

		"That's it. Hold it there. Where was that pain you mentioned?"

		

		"The base of my spine," said Susie, her arse bursting at her shorts.

		

		Mike stood up and moved behind Susie. His eyes never left her arse, and he pursed his lips in admiration as he placed his hand on my wife's bare flesh. "There?" he said, pressing Susie's spine.

		

		"Yes." Susie's eyes closed and I was sure that she wriggled her hips.

		

		Mike gazed down at her and his hand moved further down her back towards the top of her buttocks. Susie said nothing as he moved his fingers between the crack of her arse. "What about there?" he said.

		

		"Mmmm, there too."

		

		It was a fucked up situation. The big man standing behind my wife, groping her, obviously had the hots for her, and judging by the colour in Susie's cheeks, she wanted nothing more than him to fuck her where she stood. I knew my wife, and her body language was implicitly giving him the go ahead. Neither of them wanted to make the first move though.

		

		Mike dragged his hand from my wife's arse. His fingers lingering for far too long. "Come on," he said. "No more stretches. We'll do a gentle walk, see if we can't loosen you up a little."

		

		Oh, he wanted to loosen her up alright, and by the look of the shape of his cock, he'd have no problem doing it.

		

		Susie stood up, her face red and her nipples straining at her sports top. My wife.

		

		I slid a hand down my trousers, almost subconsciously. I needed relief. The whole situation was having an unexpected effect on me. I was as turned on as my wife, and it shocked me.

		

		Mike began walking and Susie stepped next to him. They headed in my direction but took a path that led into the trees. I ducked my head and remained hidden in the thick undergrowth, my cock straining and my balls aching.

		

		"How's life?" said Mike.

		

		"You know," said Susie. "Busy, stressful. As always. I need some relaxation."

		

		"Don't we all."

		

		I wanted to scream, "get a fucking room!" That's how ridiculously obvious it was that they wanted to fuck, and part of me wanted them to too. I'd read about men who enjoyed seeing their wives fuck other men, but I'd never in my darkest fantasise thought I was one of them. My cock was obviously not on the same page as me though. My underwear was damp with pre-cum and I was consumed with a jealous lust that made my blood pump fast and hard.

		

		I kept my distance and followed as my wife and her trainer weaved through the trees, disappearing from view sometimes, only the bright red of Mike's vest top giving away their position on the track ahead.

		

		Soon they came to an opening in the trees, where a picnic bench and table was situated. I moved alongside the clearing and found a suitable position from where I could see and hear everything that went on, with no fear of being discovered myself. I felt like I was intruding on a private moment and had to remind myself that it was my fucking wife. It was my fucking wife who was flirting with the muscle bound meathead.

		

		Mike picked up a log and began doing curls with it. Susie watched his arms, cooing as his muscles contracted. "I hope you don't expect me to lift that," she said. "It looks far too heavy. I haven't got arms like yours."

		

		Mike smiled. "I'll help you," he said, dropping the log. "Pick it up and I'll stand behind you and take most of the weight."

		

		My wife did as she was told and bent over, Mike's eyes firmly on her tight arse and the shape of her pussy between her thighs. I didn't blame him, she looked amazing, and I knew what was going through his head… he was fighting every male urge he had, fighting the overwhelming desire to grab her and fuck her. It was the male curse – the powerful biological need to have sex with any available woman… and unavailable women I reminded myself, as Susie swayed her hips as she lifted the log and stood up straight.

		

		Mike stood close behind her, his arms moving around her body and his chest against her back. Susie close her eyes briefly as his groin made contact with her, and she licked her lips as Mike ran his hands along her bare arms and gripped her small hands in his.

		

		"We'll do it together," he said, beginning to move the log towards Susie's shoulders.

		

		Susie grunted and Mike helped her lower it again. "We can do this," he said, his mouth to close to Susie's ear.

		

		Susie tilted her head to the side, and my cock throbbed as she moved her arse ever so slightly against Mike.

		

		He responded by pushing himself even tighter against her, and a low moan escaped his lips.

		

		"You're hard for me," said Susie, matter of factly, beginning to grind her arse on him.

		

		"Yes," said Mike. "I'm sorry. You know I'm attracted to you don't you? I have to fuck you."

		

		"It feels so big."

		

		"It is," said Mike. "And I want it inside you."

		

		My hand moved slowly along my cock. I hadn't even realised I was holding it. Fuck him, Susie. Fuck his big cock while I watch. My mind and cock had both betrayed me, as well as my wife. I lowered myself to a kneeling position and resigned myself to the fact that I was about to watch my wife cheat on me. I wanted it though, that had to be the truth… otherwise, why wasn't I running out of my hiding place, shouting at Susie, telling her to stop? Begging her to stop?

		

		Birds sung in the trees, and insects buzzed around my head as Susie turned slowly to face Mike. "I want it inside me," she said, sliding her hand down Mike's stomach and onto the bulge in his shorts. The bulge which had grown to such proportions that it looked like he kept his water bottle down there. "I've wanted it inside me since I first saw it, Mike."

		

		"I know. You can't keep your eyes off it."

		

		Susie's fingers slipped under the waistband of Mike's shorts. "Can I?" she said, beginning to pull them down. "I have to see it. I've imagined it so many times."

		

		Mike nodded. "Go on," he said.

		

		Susie knelt in front of him, the big man dwarfing her, and began peeling his tight shorts down. The head of Mike's erection appeared over the fabric and I stifled a gasp of shock.

		

		Susie moaned in her throat and pulled his shorts down quickly slipping them over his training shoes, and placing them on the picnic bench next to her. She ran her hands up his legs and held his thighs as she stared at the huge cock that reared from between Mike's muscled legs.

		

		"Wow. It's beautiful."

		

		Beautiful wasn't the word, I'd have used. Intimidating, enormous, ego busting. Those were the words that sprang to my mind as I stared at it. As my wife wrapped her small hand around it, her fingers barely reaching around half of its girth, I swallowed hard. There was no way Susie would ever be the same after fucking Mike. There was no way I'd ever be able to satisfy her again. I had to stop her from going through with it.

		

		I couldn't though. I was pinned to the ground, pine needles digging through my trousers into my knees, and my hand moving along my shaft. I pictured Mike's long thick dick peeling apart Susie's perfect pussy, and I knew that I had to see it happen — needed to see it happen.

		

		"Suck it," said Mike, placing a hand on the back of Susie's head. "Suck my cock."

		

		Susie looked up at him as she flicked out her tongue and ran a line up the underside of his hard flesh, her hand twisting his shaft as her mouth neared the fat tip.

		

		Mike moaned as my wife opened her mouth and accepted him between her lips, his spine arching and his groin thrusting at my wife's face.

		

		Susie swallowed him deep, struggling to take him, needing to stop now and again as she gasped for air. I was so close I could see her nostrils flaring as she struggled to breathe, and her nipples almost tearing holes in her top. She wanted the man she knelt in front of badly, and I wanted to see her have him.

		

		Mike pushed into her face and she gagged, spit running down her chin, and her hand moving between her thighs, rubbing her pussy through the thin material of her shorts. She parted her thighs and groaned softly as she worked her fingers over the shape of her mound, pausing as she found the spot she liked to be touched in.

		

		Mike's cock glistened with my wife's saliva as she slid him in and out of her mouth, her other hand moving to the big set of balls that swung between his legs, taking them in her hand as if to weigh them. I could tell they were heavy. Heavy with cum which he wanted in my wife. Cum that even I wanted inside my wife.

		

		Mike's legs buckled slightly. "Stand up," he said. "I want to see you naked." He ripped his vest off, revealing more tattoos on his huge chest, and tossed it onto the bench to join his shorts.

		

		Susie moaned, and slid him from her mouth, pausing to lick the tip before standing up. She stared at Mike as she lifted her top over her head and revealed her tits to him, her nipples excited and her chest heaving as she took deep excited breaths.

		

		Mike took a tit in each hand and moved closer to Susie, his cock rubbing on her naked belly. "You're perfect," he said, lowering his head and taking a nipple between his lips.

		

		Susie sighed and moved her hands to her shorts, sliding them over her thighs. No underwear just as I had suspected.

		

		Mike moved his mouth down my wife's body, his tongue darting in and out as he licked further and further down, until he was kneeling before her, like she had before him.

		

		"It's beautiful," said Mike, sliding Susie's shorts down and pulling them over her feet. "It's fucking beautiful."

		

		Susie murmured something as she wrapped her fingers in Mike's thick black hair and drew his face onto her smooth mound. "Lick my cunt," she gasped as Mike's lips made contact with the soft skin.

		

		Mike sucked at my wife's mound, his tongue snaking over her slippery folds and his hands moving behind her to grab her arse cheeks, pulling my wife so tightly onto his face that she almost stumbled.

		

		"Oh yeah," said Susie, "that's it. Bite my clit."

		

		She'd never asked me to bite her clit before, and my cock swelled in my hand as Mike did things to my wife that made her moan.

		

		"That's right," said Susie, gazing down at the top of mike's head. "Fucking suck my cunt. Get it ready for that big cock of yours."

		

		The sound of Mike's wet mouth on my wife's equally wet cunt excited me, and I almost came. I took my hand from my cock and reached into my pocket for my phone. This was definitely worthy of a home movie. I hit record and began filming my wife's infidelity, my balls aching to be emptied. I had a plan though. I was going to wait it out and go home before Susie, pretending I didn't know what had happened. Then I was going to fuck her.

		

		Susie tugged on Mike's hair, lifting him up her body again until he was standing in front of her again. The two perfect bodies looked made for one another, and I watched intently as my wife took control.

		

		She turned away from Mike and placed her hands on the picnic table, spreading her legs wide, her trainers kicking dust up from the forest floor as she got herself into position. "stick it in my cunt," she begged, glancing over her shoulder.

		

		Mike moved behind her. He grabbed his cock in his hand and brought it down hard on Susie's buttock. The slap echoed around the clearing, followed by Susie's soft moans.

		

		"Fuck me, Mike. Please fuck me. I'm desperate to have you inside me. I have been since I met you."

		

		Mike slid the tip of his cock down the crack of my wife's perfect buttocks. Susie dropped her head as Mike found her wetness, his own sigh joining my wife's as he began sliding into her.

		

		Susie arched her spine. "Oh my god, it's big. So fucking big. Go slowly."

		

		Mike withdrew a little and I zoomed the phone camera in on his glistening cock. Susie's puffy pussy lips were stretched wider than I'd ever seen them, and juice trickled down Mike's heavily veined shaft as he began pushing into her again, moving faster as Susie's excited squeals spurred him on.

		

		"That's it!" demanded my wife. "Fuck my tight little cunt. Fucking give me all of that big dick, slam it deep!"

		

		My wife's scream scattered some birds as Mike did as she asked, thrusting his full fat length deep inside her body, lifting her onto tiptoes as his stomach struck her arse.

		

		Susie's body shuddered, and she slumped onto the table, her arse high in the air as Mike impaled her over and over again on his long dick. "I'm coming," she moaned. "Oh my god, I'm coming!"

		

		Mike took it as an instruction to fuck her even harder, and his cock turned to a blur as he powered himself in and out of her, his huge balls swinging under Susie's body at the end of every long stroke.

		

		"Again," screamed Susie. "Oh my fucking god. I'm coming again!"

		

		Susie's body trembled and shook as Mike ruined her for me, giving her the multiple orgasms that I'd only ever dreamed of giving her. Her fingers gripped the edge of the table and her hair shook as Mike pounded her, every muscle in his body tensing as he pleasured my slutty wife.

		

		"Fuck me. Please fuck me harder," whimpered Susie. "I've never been fucked like this. Make me come again, Mike. Make me fucking come again!"

		

		Mike slapped Susie's buttock and the skin reddened immediately as my wife squealed. "Yeah, hurt me, Mike. Make me come, and hurt me. Hurt my cunt with your cock."

		

		Mike slapped her again, his hand-print apparent on my wife's pale flesh. He grabbed her waist and pulled her backwards ripping her off the table and pushing her downward so her hands were in the dirt and she was bent almost double. "Your spine pain seems to have gone you dirty married slut," spat Mike, forcing his cock deep into Susie's eager body.

		

		"I just wanted your hands on me," murmured my wife. "I needed you to touch me. I hoped you'd touch my cunt when you saw the shape of it in my shorts."

		

		Mike impaled her again, and Susie whimpered. "I fucking wanted to," he grunted. "I wanted to take you right there in the carpark."

		

		Susie made low sounds in her throat and slumped as she came again. Mike held her weight as she wriggled and screamed, and hammered himself into her over and over again, his cock almost leaving her completely before beginning the long journey into my wife's depths again.

		

		Susie was in total sexual ecstasy, and her pussy dripped juice which ran down Mike's cock, making it shine in the dimming evening light. She slipped a hand between her legs and grabbed Mike's balls firmly. "Empty them in me," she demanded. "Fucking come inside my married pussy!"

		

		Mikes thrusts became more urgent and he slapped Susie's arse again. "Are you sure you don't want me to pull out?"

		

		"Don't you fucking dare! Put your seed deep inside me, Mike. Go on, let go and fucking fill me with it!"

		

		Mikes face contorted in lust, and his loud grunt mingled with the cries of my wife as he climaxed. Susie pushed back hard on him and changed her grip on his balls, using them to pull him deeper into her.

		

		Susie's arse writhed against Mike as he seeded her. "I can feel it hitting me inside! There's so fucking much. Give it all to me. Fucking empty those big balls in me!"

		

		Mikes thrusts became slower and his body dropped. He slid slowly from Susie, his face and chest sweating and his cum, mixed with my wife's juices, coating his cock.

		

		The two of them fell to the floor and lay side by side. Susie opened her legs and put her hand between them, dipping a finger into her stickiness and taking it to her mouth, sighing as she licked it clean. "Your cum tastes good," she said. "I knew it would though. You're perfect."

		

		"Can we do this again?" said Mike, placing a hand on Susie's tit.

		

		"No." said Susie. "I love my husband. I just needed to get this out of my system."

		

		You tell him Susie. The man had just fucked my wife into a frenzy and he wanted to do it again? That was just greedy. I smiled to myself as Susie reached for her shorts.

		

		"I need to get home," she said. "Richard will be worried if I'm late. I won't be needing you to train me anymore either. I think you've given me all you can."

		

		"Wow. You're a real ball breaker aren't you?" said Mike, grabbing his own clothes. "A real little whore."

		

		"Just a woman who got what she wants and has to get back to married life," said Susie, leaning forward and kissing Mike. "But thank you. You're the best fuck I've ever had, and I suppose I have got a little whore in me."

		

		They stood up together and began dressing as I sneaked from my hiding place. I wanted to be home before my wife. I wanted to fuck her while another man's cum was still warm inside her. I wanted to make her mine again, and I wanted to tell her that I loved her.

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		I sat in front of the TV and waited for Susie. She wasn't far behind me, and I took a deep breath as the front door opened.

		

		"Hi, sweetheart! I'm home," she shouted.

		

		"In here!"

		

		Susie appeared in the doorway with no sign of makeup on her face. She must have removed it in the car.

		

		"Hard work out?" I said, "you look like he's put you through the meat grinder."

		

		Susie dropped her bag and put her keys on the coffee table. "Yup. It was hard work. I'm in desperate need of a shower now."

		

		I stood up and crossed the room, wrapping my hands around her waist and drawing her close to me. She moaned softly as I kissed her, and pulled back as I squeezed a hand between her thighs.

		

		"Not now," she said, "I'm all sweaty. Let me have a shower, then I'll put out!"

		

		I grabbed her again, grinding my hardness into her. "You look sexy all hot and bothered like that. I want you now, right here and now."

		

		I pushed my hand between her legs again and felt her resistance weakening. I pushed the fabric of her shorts into her used hole and smiled as she groaned. "I'm all sweaty down there," she murmured.

		

		I grabbed the waistband of her shorts and pulled them down, thrusting my hand onto her pussy mound, finding her stretched out entrance and feeling another man's cum leaking from her.

		

		"His cum is still warm," I said, pushing two fingers inside her. "I want to add mine to his. I want to fuck you with another man's cum still inside you."

		

		"What the hell are you — "

		

		I lifted the phone that was hidden in my other hand and pressed play. Images of Susie bent over the picnic bench with Mike making her come reflected in her eyes as she stared at the screen, her jaw open and her pussy tightening around my fingers.

		

		"I'm so sorry," she said. "I'm so sorry!"

		

		My thumb found her hard clit and she let out a soft whimper.

		

		"Don't be sorry," I said. "Just let me fuck you, and promise you'll tell me how much you enjoyed his big cock."

		

		"Richard I —"

		

		"Don't speak," I said, "let me fuck you and promise you'll let me watch next time."

		

		"There won't be a next time."

		

		I slid my fingers in and out of her, slowly at first but building up speed as she responded, her throat reddening and her pussy tightening. "I heard what you told Mike. Maybe there won't be a next time with him, but I want you to do it again, with another man. I know you love me, I heard you tell him, and I love you. I want to watch you fuck other men, I want to watch you taking your pleasure wherever you can find it. I want you to be my slut wife."

		

		Susie groaned as I added another finger to her slippery hole. "He's stretched you well hasn't he?" I said.

		

		Her eyes twinkled and she dropped her weight on my hand, taking my fingers deep inside her. "Fuck me," she said. "Let's see if you can make me come as hard as he did."

		

		The End
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