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Gina 

The first time I had an inkling about Gina and my boss was at the Christmas party. We had been drinking, and many of the men at the party had been flirting with Gina. I made sure to leave her alone much of the evening, because I liked to watch the men drool over her, and hoped that she would decide to take one to bed. 

Although Gina looked like a teenager, she was 25 and a real sexpot. She dressed young, showing off her slight body. Standing just 5 feet, with her slim figure and baby face, it was understandable that men thought she was a schoolgirl. At our first company event, most people assumed she was my daughter, even though I’m only 30. 

After each of the company parties, I would grill her on who flirted with her and if she was interested. She knew I wanted her to sleep with other men, especially after I got a little popped one night and told her how much I thought about her screwing her professors when in college. 

It wasn’t until after the Christmas party I realized Gina had a thing for old men. 

I noticed that at the end of the evening, Gina was trapped in a conversation with my boss, Kevin, and the company president, Mr. Nelson. I was about to rescue her when I saw her touch Kevin’s arm, in a flirtatious manner. I also noticed how she laughed or giggled when Kevin would say something to her. Nelson was just standing by and leering at her, but I was certain that she was adjusting her dress and touching herself for his benefit. 

Could it be that she liked old goats? Her professors were all more than twice her age, and she hooked up with nearly every one of them. I couldn’t remember her talking about boyfriends in college, so it was possible. 

When the party wrapped up, I found her and led her out to the car, and gave her a kiss. She rammed her tongue down my throat, and when we broke the kiss, she said urgently, “I need to get laid!” 

I didn’t need more encouragement, so we hopped into the car and headed home. She immediately unzipped me and started sucking me on the way home. Thankfully, the traffic was light but heavy enough that I had to concentrate, so I held off my orgasm until we pulled into the drive. 

I pulled her into the house, my erection still hanging out of my pants, and kissed her, running my hand between her legs. She was sopping wet! 

We stripped our clothes and coupled on the stairs, not even waiting long enough to get to the bedroom. She came quickly, and I swear she moaned “Kevin” as she did. I wasn’t long behind her. 

As we pulled apart, I asked, “What got into you?” 

She looked at me a little weirdly and said, “I don’t know. I just got so horny when Kevin and Nelson were talking to me. I knew they were undressing me with their eyes and wanted to do more. It was so hot! I kept letting Nelson look inside my dress and see my nipples, and I could see that Kevin was hard as a rock.” 

“Damn! Why didn’t you say so? You could have gone home with them.” 

She looked at me and said, “We agreed, no one from the company.” She paused for a moment and said, “But I would have.” 

After that, I introduced her to the older men at our neighborhood parties, and encouraged her to flirt. I had always assumed that she would hook up with some young buck, but it seems she had a thing for gray hairs, no matter how old. 

A few times I thought she might hook up, but she told me she didn’t think it was good to start something in our neighborhood in case things went bad. 


Lucky in Vegas 

The company had an incentive trip to Vegas, where top producers and their partners could have some fun on the company dime. Gina and I were excited to get away, not because we’re big gamblers, but because the casinos and action were always exciting. It was also one of the few places we could dress up and go out. It was fun walking around the casinos in clothing we could only use for weddings or cocktail parties. 

We arrived and checked in, and waiting for us in the room was a welcome package with some snacks, gaming chips and an invitation to the only formal group event, which was a cocktail party at one of the lounges. 

We went downstairs for a couple of hours, losing money in the slot machines, then returned upstairs to get dressed. Gina wore a little black dress, and showed a lot of skin, and I asked her to go braless. Her breasts are tiny, with cute nipples, so there’s no concern of sagging. She was worried that her nipples would show, but I convinced her they would not, and because of the lounge lighting, it would be hard to make out details. She hadn’t considered that the casinos are always freezing, but I did, so I was excited to see her nipples and show her off. 

As we left the room and made our way downstairs, I suggested that if my boss flirted with her again, she should see how far he would go. She gave me a funny look and said that he wouldn’t flirt in front of the other couples. I laughed and reminded her of how he flirted at the holiday party, in front of everyone . 

She was quiet, and I said, “I know you like him.” I remembered how wet her panties were after the holiday party. 

She said, “Well, yeah . He’s tall, handsome and fit. And older than my father.” 

We were in the elevator, so I touched her butt and said, “You like  the older guys. That’s why I got you.” 

The elevator opened, and I said, “Just think about it. He has a hotel room right here, and you could sneak off.” 

She turned to me and said in a loud angry whisper, “You really think I’ll fuck your boss?” I smiled in response. 

We joined the rest of the small group at the designated lounge and got our drinks. It wasn’t long before my boss made his way over to us and started chatting. He was definitely more interested in Gina than anyone else there and made sure her drink was always full. 

The other couples drifted off to play the tables or machines, and that left just Gina and I with Kevin. She seemed more ‘flirty’ with him than usual, so I thought that maybe this trip would be the one she hooked up with another guy, specifically him. 

I excused myself to go play some slots, and neither objected to me slipping away, they were both engrossed in a conversation about his college sports, which were, interestingly, before Gina was born. 

I positioned myself at a slot machine that gave me a good view of them, but was in a busy area, so they were unlikely to spot me. Over the next hour, I slowly fed the machine money, while I watched my wife and my boss flirting. She laughed at many of the things he said, and he did the same. She began touching his arm occasionally, and she didn’t react as he touched her arm or neck. 


At one point, he put his hand in the small of her back, guiding her to a pair of chairs at the bar, and I could swear his hand brushed her ass. She beamed at him when that happened. They were sitting facing each other, and I noticed Gina had her legs spread, rather than crossed, hopefully signaling her desire. 

I decided I would take a chance to let them have some alone time, maybe things would progress and Gina would finally hook up with another man. I returned to the lounge, interrupting their conversation, which seemed to annoy both of them. I said, “Hey, it’s kind of late, and I want to be rested for the golf game tomorrow. Ready to go?” 

Kevin quickly interjected, “She just got a fresh drink. It doesn’t seem right to waste it. How about I walk her to your room to make sure she gets back safe?” 

Gina smiled brightly, latching onto the suggestion, saying, “Yeah! Kevin can walk me back. You go ahead, we’ll be a little while.” 

I said, “OK,” and left, thinking about how she said “ we’ll be a little while ”, not “ I’ll be a little while. ” On the trip back to our room, I tried to think of ways to spy on them, but always ended up thinking how strange it would be if they caught me. 

I waited for my wife for about 30 minutes, wondering if she would go to his room, and how far she would go with him, or whether Kevin would hesitate to take advantage of an employee’s wife. 

I finally shut off the lights and tried to go to sleep, thinking it was possible that she would be gone for a couple of hours. I lay there restlessly, imagining that Gina was riding Kevin in his room, or maybe she was on her knees in front of him, sucking his cock. 

The thoughts kept swirling in my head until I heard the door. I looked at the clock, and it had been about 45 minutes since I left them. I felt a wave of disappointment, thinking that they didn’t have time for anything to happen. 

I watched Gina kick off her shoes, then strip off her dress and dump it on the chair as she made her way into the bed. I got more excited, seeing her without panties, but then couldn’t remember if she went without them when we dressed. 

I felt her slide next to me, as I asked, “How’d it go?” 

She said, “You’re awake, good.” Her hand moved to my penis as she said, “I need you to fuck me!” 

As I rolled over towards her, and felt her spread her legs, I asked, “Did you make out with him?” 

“Yes,” she answered, as I kneeled between her legs and sought her pussy. 

“Did you go to his room?” I asked as my penis touched her wetness. 

“Yes,” she answered again, as her hands grasped at my ass, trying to pull me into her. 

I entered her, feeling her warmth and extreme wetness, as I asked, “When? How long? Did you go all the way?” 

She didn’t answer, just wrapped her legs around mine and pulled me tight, thrusting her hips as I met hers. It only took a couple of minutes for her to cry out and shudder in orgasm, as I continued to thrust, bringing myself to orgasm a couple of minutes later. 

I lay against her as she said, “Sorry, I really needed that.” 

I rolled off and laughed, “I was hoping Kevin would give you that. Tell me what happened.” 

She put her hand on my softening cock as she lay on her back and said, “We left the bar right after you, and as soon as we got into the elevator, our hands were all over each other as he kissed me,” she said, her voice intense with the memory. 

“Tongues?” I asked. 

“Yes, of course. All tongue,” she confirmed. 

“We got to his room, and he wanted to strip me and fuck, but I wasn’t sure, so we ended up making out some more while we played with each other,” she continued. 

“How much did you play?” I asked. 

Gina paused and then said, “He had his fingers inside me,” then paused again. 

I said, “Nice. Did you touch his cock?” 

“Yes, he pulled it out of his pants and I was playing with it. Jesus, he has a monster! I couldn’t get my hand around it, and it was so long… and hot.” 

“I bet he was hot… for you,” I said, encouragingly. “Did you let him put it inside you?” 

“No!” she replied, then after a pause, she said softly, “But I wanted to… I wanted his big dick inside me.” 

“Why didn’t you?” I asked. 

She breathed for a minute, then said, “I wasn’t sure. I wasn’t sure you would be OK with it, no matter how many times you said you would be. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to do it, or was just drunk and wanted to fuck. It seemed wrong, so I bailed after it felt like it might happen.” 

“Damn,” I said. “I can’t believe you had another man’s cock in your hands! Your beautiful hands, wrapped around his penis. I bet he was disappointed you didn’t go all the way.” 

Gina laughed, “Oh yeah. He told me to come back after I made my mind up, no matter the time. He even gave me a key to his room.” 

“What are you thinking?” I asked. 

“I dunno,” she said. “I’m drunk and need to sleep. He has an enormous dick, by the way. I need to sleep.” 

It only took a moment before she was gently snoring. 


Hole in One (Wife) 

The next morning, we awoke together and showered, while I touched her and teased about Kevin’s hands on her and in her. She seemed excited, not remorseful, so that was a good sign. 

While we were in the shower, I touched her lips, and said, “Wow, those lips were on another man’s lips.” She moaned in response, and I ran my finger across them, “And they opened for another man’s tongue, huh?” 

She nodded, giving another slight moan. I asked, “And were they on another man’s cock?” 

She shook her head and said, “No.” 

I responded, “Not yet.” 

She said, “Hmm, not yet.” 

“That’s the spirit, baby!” I encouraged her. 

We toweled off, and she was brushing her teeth checking her face in the mirror. She was definitely distracted, probably thinking about Kevin. 

I picked up the room a little and took her little black dress from the chair to hang it for her. When I put it on the hanger, I noticed it had a huge crusty streak down the front, and an area near the hem that had been wiped, but was still stiff. It hit me like a bolt that Kevin had shot his jizz on her dress, and that she had tried to clean it to hide the evidence. 

I carried the dress into the bathroom, and said, "Looks like you did a bit more than 'play', huh?" Gina looked at me sheepishly, knowing she was caught. Before she could respond, I said, "Next time this should be inside you, not on you." 


She breathed, "OK, we went a little past 'play', I mean, it happened so suddenly. I was feeling his enormous dick, and it was so hot and hard, then suddenly he grunted and it was shooting all over me!" 


I smiled and said, "Well, next time, inside you, OK?” I winked and added, “We can save on dry cleaning." 

Gina looked at me dubiously and said, "Are you sure? I'm not sure. I mean, I dreamed about his big dick, and dreamed that it was inside me. It seemed so real. I’m just not sure." 

I laughed and said, "But Kevin is sure, I bet." 

She smiled shyly and said, "He sure was. He wanted to, and really, I wanted to, but wasn't certain that you'd be OK with it." 

“Well, go for it,” I said. 

“And when will I do that?” she asked. 

I was excited, knowing that she was seriously considering it. 

I said, “I know how.” She stopped and looked at me in anticipation. 

“We’re supposed to go golfing in an hour and a half, and are meeting for breakfast soon. You go down to his room and tell him to skip the golf. It’s not unusual for guys to bail at these things because of hangovers.” 

“And what about you?” she asked. 

“He’ll know I went golfing, and you tell him you have a few hours free.” I laughed and said, “I’m certain he’ll pick your holes over 18 holes!” 

Gina said, “Really?” 

I encouraged her, “Really. You have his room key. Go down there now before he leaves for breakfast.” 

She frantically looked around and said, “I’ve got to pick something to wear.” 

I touched her shoulders and said, “Waer just your robe. People wander the halls like that all the time.” 

She gave me a dubious look, and I said, “Please, baby. Go to his room wearing just a robe. Let yourself in, and you can lose the robe. There’s no way he’ll miss the hint if you show up naked.” 

Gina’s eyes widened a little as she said, “Just naked…” She gave me a wry smile as she said, “Maybe he’ll think I’m there for my panties.” She boldly said, “I gave them to him last night.” 

I watched as she closed her robe and tied it, then picked up the two room keys and made for the door. 

She turned one last time and asked, “Are you sure?” 

I smiled and said, “I hope he makes your pussy a sloppy mess with that big dick.” 

She bit her lip, and said quickly, “Me too,” then turned and left. 

*** 

I waited a few minutes then headed downstairs to meet the others for breakfast before our tee time. As we were getting seated, we all received a text message from Kevin, saying he wouldn’t be able to join us. 

One guy said, “Probably hung over.” I smiled to myself and thought “Probably hung like a pony.” 

The day dragged on, and I had a terrible round, from excessive drinking and nerves thinking about my wife under my boss. For a while, I was expecting a text from Gina, but realized that she had gone to Kevin’s with nothing but a robe and room key, so unless they were done, she wouldn’t be messaging me. 

I returned to our room in the early afternoon, and Gina wasn’t there. I looked around, and she hadn’t yet returned! I wondered what she was up to. Were they still having sex? Taking a break and talking, or napping? I wondered if she showered with him, playing with his enormous cock in the shower. 

I considered pouring a drink out of the minibar, but decided that I didn’t want to be too drunk to hear the story and enjoy it. I slipped out of my clothes and took a quick shower, taking a seat on the chair in just my boxers. 

About 30 minutes later, as I was scanning through the TV stations, I heard the door open, and watched as Gina walked in, still wearing the robe from this morning. Her hair was very messed up, and makeup smeared nearly off. 

My excitement must have shown as she walked in and stopped in front of me. “Well? I guess you did it?” 

Gina looked exhausted and said, “Yep.” She untied her robe and let it drop to the floor, showing a hickey on her chest, and some light bruising on her thighs. She said, “I did it alright. Five minutes from door to whore.” 

“Oh fuck! Yeah!” I said, more excited than she expected. 

“Well, I’m glad you’re excited,” she said, “I’m exhausted. I need a shower.” 

I jumped up and put my hand on her side, “No! I want you just like this!” I kissed her deeply, and she responded. 


After we broke the kiss, she said, “Fun fact. These lips were on his cock while he messaged you about missing the golf game.” 

“Wow!” I exclaimed, excited at how she acted and how she told me. 

“Yeah,” she said, nodding her head slightly, “Five minutes from his door to his whore. Your boss’s whore ,” she emphasized. 

I just grinned stupidly, and she continued, “I’m exhausted, and need a shower. I know I smell like sex, and his come is leaking out of me and running down my legs.” 

I placed my hand between her legs, and could feel the wetness leaking from her. “He just came inside you?” I asked, turned on by the thought. 

She looked at me and said, “He came inside me like four or five times. We’ve been fucking this entire time.” 

I pulled her tight and maneuvered her towards the bed, saying, “I want you just like this!” I pushed her back onto the bed, and shed my boxers, revealing my erection. 

She saw how aroused I was and said, “Wow! You like me to be a dirty whore?” 

I just groaned as I crawled onto the bed and positioned myself to enter her, and she said, “I wonder how you’ll feel after him .” She spread her legs as she said, “God, yes! Two men in one day!” 

As I plunged into her, I could feel how wet she was, and definitely looser than usual, stretched by Kevin. I looked into her eyes and asked, “Do you like having two cocks in you? Two men fucking you the same day?” 

Her eyes and mouth opened, as I felt her push against me, working towards an orgasm. As we rode together, she said, “Yesss! You like me as a whore?” I was so turned on by her dirty talk, that I approached my peak that much faster. As we both built to orgasm, she closed her eyes and cried out, “Yes! Fuck me Daddy! Come inside me Daddy!” She screamed and shuddered through her orgasm, bringing me to my own, as I added my sperm into the pool of Kevin’s already inside her. 

We lay there recovering for a while, lost in our thoughts. 

“So, did you have a good time?” I asked. 

“Yes,” she answered. “Does that bother you?” 

“No,” I said. “I hope you had an awesome time. Maybe you’ll do it again, then.” 

She sighed and said, “Actually, it was the best sex I’ve ever had. It took a while for my insides to accommodate his enormous dick, but then it was like my vagina was molded for him.” I said nothing, as I sensed she was testing me. 

“He has such stamina and knows how to move inside me. I was coming more than I can ever remember in my life.” She paused then, continued, “I told him he was older than my father, and he laughed, telling me to call him ‘Daddy’.” 

“That’s what you called me when you came just now,” I said. “Were you imagining him?” I asked. Then I said, “It’s OK if you were, that’s kind of hot.” 

My wife looked over at me and said, “Yes. I imagined his face as you came inside me. I pulled him so tight and deep.” 

I gave her a little kiss, and said, “That is  hot. I hope he makes that face for you again.” 

She crooked her mouth and said, “I don’t know when that  will happen. There’s no way I can get with him that will seem like you don’t know. I assume you don’t want your boss to know that you sent me to him?” 

“No,” I agreed. 

“Besides,” she said, “I think it’s hotter for us both if he thinks I’m cheating.” 

After a moment, she said, “OK, now I need a shower. Let’s call the maid to change the sheets. Between you and him oozing out of me, I have a wet spot the size of a pond.” 

As we showered together, I touched her all over, imagining how she let him touch her. We dried in front of the mirror, and I touched the faint hickeys on her breast and neck, saying, “I like these. They turn me on.” 

She smiled and said, “Yes. I like that he marked  me too. I wonder if he hopes you see them?” 

We dressed, then went out and wandered the casinos a little while, then had a nice dinner together. I was wondering how we’d react if we bumped into Kevin, but it never happened. 

We headed to bed, and lazed around a bit, knowing we could sleep in because we had a late flight. I tried to initiate some more sex, but she said she was sore, and I could believe it. She told me how he was insatiable with her, and that they had screwed nearly the entire time she was in his room. 


Room Service 

I fell asleep while watching the TV, my mind still imagining Gina and Kevin, and woke up in the middle of the night to pee. Gina had turned off the TV and lights, so I slipped to the bathroom, using my phone light to navigate so I wouldn’t wake her. 

I carefully closed the door then snapped on the light to make sure I hit the bowl. After I finished peeing, I noticed the note scrawled on the mirror: “Went to Daddy. Back in the morning.” 

What! I exited the bathroom and turned on the room lights, and Gina was gone. I went to her side of the bed, and it was cold. She had been gone for a while! It was 3am, so I wondered when she left. She could have been with him for hours already. 

I roamed the room, excitement and fear running through me. It didn’t seem that she would leave me for him, but of course she loved his big dick, and referred to him as ‘Daddy.’ 

She had left her keys, wallet and cell phone on the bathroom counter, so I couldn’t call or text her, which I wouldn’t do, anyway. I checked the closet, and one robe was gone. Her sneakers and both pairs of shoes were still here, so I knew she went to see him naked, wearing just the robe. 

I got hard and excited imagining her quietly slipping into his room, dropping the robe, and sliding naked into bed with him. Holy shit! That drove me crazy, knowing my wife acted like a wanton slut, giving herself to another man. 

I sat in the armchair, stroking myself, imagining Kevin pounding away at Gina, making her come as he unloaded his balls into her. Knowing his competitive nature, I knew that part of his excitement was fucking another man’s wife. It would have been enough that she was 27 years younger than him, with her tight body. 

I was determined to wait for her return. It was hard not to make myself come, and I kept myself on edge until pure exhaustion caused me to drift off. 

*** 

I awoke to Gina poking my shoulder. When my vision and mind cleared, I saw her standing in front of me wearing her robe. She was smiling and said, “Well, at least one of us got a little rest.” She looked at my hand near my cock, and asked, “Did you jerk off a lot, thinking about me?” I could feel my member stirring, and she giggled, “Thinking about me riding Daddy’s horse cock?” 

I stroked myself, as I grew hard, and said, “I didn’t come. I was saving it for you.” 

She laughed and untied her robe, letting it fall to the ground as she said, “Well, your boss is done with me. Want leftovers?” 

She had a huge hickey above her breast, and her hair was a tangled mess. As I rose to embrace her, she said, “Careful, I didn’t clean up. That’s what you want, huh?” 

Something in the way she said it made me horny, but also curious. “Yes! I want you like that, why?” 

She smiled and said, “Well, I’ve had Kevin’s sweaty balls and dick all over my face, and in my mouth.” She licked her lips suggestively, “And of course, he came inside me so many times that my pussy is matted and leaking.” 

She leaned close and pressed her cheek to my face as she said, “Do I smell like his balls? I rubbed my face in them while I licked him.” 

Holy shit! She was making me insane with this teasing. I pulled her onto the bed and mounted her roughly. I was so horny and worked up, I just wanted to fuck her like a piece of meat, so I did. 

My ferocity excited her, and she started cursing and encouraging me. I can’t remember exactly what she said, but it could probably be the soundtrack for a porn movie. I remember we peaked together, and it took a couple of minutes for me to regain my senses, before I rolled off and lay next to her. 

*** 

We lay there recovering, both staring at the ceiling, lost in our thoughts. After a while, Gina said, “I have a confession, if you promise not to get mad.” 

I chuckled and said, “What could be bigger than sleeping with another man?” 

She was quiet for a bit, then said, “You know last night when we were in bed, and you were horny? I told you I was sore…” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“I lied. I was super horny too, but I wanted Kevin’s cock more.” She was quiet for a bit more, waiting for a response, then continued. “I waited for you to fall asleep so I could go to his room.” 

I felt myself getting aroused, so I reached down and started stroking myself. 

My wife moaned as she said, “It felt so exciting to leave your bed and go to his. I walked there with my robe open, so that I could feel naked and vulnerable. I would have let him do anything  to me.” 

She turned to look at me as she said, “I denied you so I could fuck him, and it felt so dirty. Is that what you want?” 

I looked down at my hard cock, as I was stroking it, and she followed my gaze. She looked back at me seriously and gave me a tender kiss. “I think I enjoy being a cheating whore.” Her gaze became more intense as she swung her leg over me, impaling herself on my erection. 

She started riding me, jerking her hips, as she repeated “Cheating whore . Cheating whore.” She convulsed as she orgasmed, crying “Fuck! I’m a whore !” 

She fell against my chest, panting as she recovered. 

She eventually said softly, “Wow, sorry. I think I’m going crazy.” 

I patted her back and said, “I think it’s a good crazy. By the way, I think whores  get paid. You’re a slut .” 

“Oh God,” she said. “That’s even better.” 

“And if it’s more exciting for you to leave our bed to fuck another man, then do it,” I encouraged her. 

“Oh God,” she moaned, before falling asleep on top of me. After a few minutes, I could feel a stream of fluids leak out of her and run down my balls and thigh. I felt a thrill when I realized it was semen from two men! 


Daddy’s Surprise 

For the next several weeks, we had great sex, reliving the Vegas trip. We talked a lot about her trysts with Kevin. At first, she was a little upset that I would “give her away” like that, but I convinced her that I was only OK, knowing that she would be mine again afterwards. 


She eventually believed me when I said that I liked it when she slept with him. We also talked a lot about how she sneaked off to cheat, and how that excited me. She said that it was an amazing thrill to sneak off and hook up with another man without me knowing. I encouraged her to try it again, but that I’d like to know after she did it, so I could reclaim my slut. 

Then, it seemed she warmed to the idea of doing it again with him, perhaps next year during the incentive trip. “If you earn the award,” she said. I laughed and told her there was no way Kevin would not  award us the trip. 

I could never quite get her to consider other men, probably because she could never imagine finding a dick like his. Or maybe she felt uncomfortable telling me who she was considering, worried that I would push her about it or mess things up. 

*** 

One day, Kevin let me know that he’d be traveling into town the next week for his quarterly visit. My mind started working through how to arrange a hookup with Gina. When I arrived home, I was excited to tell her and suggest that we invite him to dinner. I’m not sure who would have been more tortured, Kevin or my wife. 

When I told her, she immediately darkened, telling me she was going to go see her mother during that time. I suggested that she could change the trip dates, but she told me that her mother was having a procedure, and that the dates were firm. She said, “Maybe next time.” 

When I seemed saddened by the timing, she asked, “Did you expect him to come over here a fuck me before dinner?” 

I laughed and said that I’d get him drinks while he bent her over the dining table, and “stuffed her turkey for dinner.” 

That weekend, Gina packed for her trip, and I puttered around the house. On Sunday, I fell asleep on the sofa watching golf. When I awoke, I could hear Gina in our room talking. It sounded different than when she spoke with her Mom or friends, so I quietly crept outside of our room to eavesdrop. 

She was speaking in a little girl's voice, “leaving for Mom’s house tomorrow at 3:00.” She giggled and said, “Yes, Mom lives at the JW Marriott. With my Daddy .” She giggled some more, then said, “Oh, I’ll have to share the bed with Daddy? Oooh, that sounds nice, but I sleep naked.” 

Holy shit! That had  to be Kevin! I could hear her walking around the room, and I got ready to bolt, but wanted to listen more. “Oh, you will, huh? To your little girl?” She moved towards the bathroom, then said, “Well, I  have a surprise for you, too. Nope, you’ll have to wait to see. Uh, huh. I know you’ll love it, Daddy. OK, gotta go.” 

I moved as quickly as I could back to the sofa, my mind afire and stomach churning. She lied to me and was planning on going to the hotel with my boss! I don’t know how I felt - I was jealous, yet this was exactly  what I wanted from her. I wanted her to be a sneaky cheating slut, but also wanted to know what and who she was doing. Clearly she and Kevin were into the little girl / Daddy thing, and she was working him up. 

I had a hard time containing my excitement and acting normally. She stayed upstairs for another 10 minutes, as I wondered if she was still talking with him. Eventually she came downstairs, and I pretended to wake up at her approach. 

That night, before bed, I did a quick check of her packed bag, and didn’t find any lingerie or sexy items, so figured she was going to swap them tomorrow, or just planned on being naked the entire time. 

When we were in bed, I was horny as hell and tried to initiate sex with her, but she complained of a headache and stomachache, even though she was sopping wet. I lay across from her, slowly stroking my cock, as I realized she was horny for Kevin and saving her next orgasm for him. 

*** 

I had a restless night, wanting to know more, and excited that my wife was going off to cheat with another man. I got up early and got ready, giving Gina a kiss goodbye, telling her to have a good time on her trip. I knew she would! 

Overnight, I had concocted a plan to spy on her and be sure she was going to the hotel. Before I left, I tucked a set of binoculars into my briefcase, then headed to work. I swapped cars with one of my co-workers, borrowing his panel van, explaining that I had to pick up something bulky and would trade back the next day. 

I left work early and drove to our neighborhood. I waited in the van across the street from our house, sitting in the back seat so that I wouldn’t be visible. With the binoculars, I could easily see the front door and Gina’s car as if I were standing a few feet away. I knew that with Kevin’s elite status, he could check in to the hotel early, so assumed Gina would meet him as soon as she could. 

Even though she had told me she was leaving for her Mom’s at 3:00, I didn’t want to miss her. I assumed she would dress up for Kevin and wanted to see her so that I could fuel my fantasy. 

Nearly an hour went by, and I was beginning to wonder if I had imagined her conversation, or if perhaps she or he had backed out. I was considering leaving when I saw our front door open. 

I was confused when a high-schooler walked out, carrying her backpack. She was wearing the local catholic school uniform - white shirt, gray skirt, high white socks, and black shoes with a modest heel. She had pretty blonde hair pulled into pigtails with little red bows holding the braids. 

I wondered if Gina had hired a girl to help with the housework? And why didn’t she tell me she needed help? It was probably a friend’s daughter who needed some spending money. 

I waited for Gina’s appearance, which had to be soon, if she was planning to leave before my normal home arrival. I stole a few glances at the high-schooler. She was quite pretty, but obviously jailbait, maybe 15 or 16 years old. I felt dirty thinking about someone’s daughter like that. 

As I waited for Gina to come out, I noticed the girl approach Gina’s car, open the door, toss in her backpack, then climb in and start it. What? Why would she take Gina’s car? 

Then it hit me like a bolt. Holy fuck! That was Gina dressed like a high-schooler! Oh, my God! I almost forgot to move to the front of the van to drive. God, she looked like jailbait! As I followed her car down the street and out of the neighborhood, I realized that Kevin, and pretty much anyone with a penis, would jump at the chance to nail her. 

I followed her at a distance for the 15 minutes it took to get to the hotel. I don’t know why I bothered following her; I knew where she was going. I definitely wanted to see her again, dressed like a high school girl. I was feverishly thinking through how I could watch her without her spotting me, and the solution finally hit me as we pulled into the property. 

She turned for self-parking, and I realized that she’d have to walk to the front entrance, which conveniently had a circle for taxis, drop-off, and deliveries. My white panel van would be a perfect cover, and she wouldn’t be able to see me unless she walked up to the passenger window. 

I pulled into the circle, and told the valet that I had a package to pick up, it should be out any minute. He directed me to the curbside, which I did not expect, as it would put me right near the guests walking in and out of the entrance. That was much riskier than being on the far side of the drive. 

I pulled up, then moved to the second position, so I wasn’t so visible in the driver’s seat. I also cracked the window open a couple of inches so I could see and hear more easily. When I looked back, there was Gina, walking from the lot down the sidewalk towards the entrance. I realized she wasn’t wearing makeup, which made her look 10 years younger. Nearly every man looked her way, trying not to be obvious. I took a quick couple of pictures with my phone so I could examine more later. 

I caught motion at the entrance, and saw Kevin emerge, obviously waiting for my wife. He was just outside the van, luckily not in a place where he could easily see me. He was watching the parking lot, eagerly looking at every vehicle that arrived and every door that opened. 

I could see him trying to discreetly check out the high school girl walking our way. It was pretty clear he didn’t recognize her. She walked right up to him, which seemed to confuse him, until she said, “Hi Daddy!” 

They were right outside the passenger window. I had a splendid view and could hear them easily. It was perfect, except for my fear of getting caught. 

Kevin was clearly shocked, and said, “G-Gina?” 

Gina smiled and said, “Daddy! You’re so silly, pretending you don’t recognize your little girl.” 

Kevin smiled, aware of the guests nearby that were watching a father-daughter meeting. He looked her up and down, saying, “You look so…” 

Gina said quietly, “Young and innocent?” She then said louder, “You said you have a sweet sixteen present for me? A big  one?” she smiled sweetly. 

Kevin chuckled, as he caught on, “Yes, Baby, it’s a big one.” 

“Ooh,” she squeaked. “Can we go? I want it now !” 

Kevin laughed as he put his arm around my wife and said, “Sure baby. I can’t wait to give it to you.” 


I watched them walk away, painfully aware of my erection, and excitement. My wife was being a wanton slut. I didn’t really have a thing for young girls, but she was a walking wet dream for somebody like Kevin. 

As I climbed back into the driver’s seat and pulled away, I realized she hadn’t really packed much, if that little backpack was all she had. I assumed she planned on spending most of her time in his room. 

I headed home, and had a hard time driving, knowing that my boss was fucking the brains out of my wife as I drove. I imagined her as a teenager, his monstrous old cock ruining her tight little pussy. 

*** 

I had a hard time sleeping, and masturbated a few times, thinking about my wife underneath my boss, while he hammered her pussy with his enormous cock. I wondered if they went out to dinner, or just stayed in the room and fucked all night. 

I was a bit of a mess the next morning, between the lack of sleep and the anticipation of seeing Kevin. I wondered how it would feel, meeting with the man who had my wife in his hotel room, using her like a whore. I also wanted to see how he reacted, meeting with his slut’s husband. 

Surprisingly, the meeting went with no weirdness, as I guess we were both trying to maintain our cool and not tip off the other about what we knew. For fun, I offered to meet Kevin for a drink after work. He coolly declined, saying that he had plans with the company president and two VPs. I wondered if he’d be showing off my wife or keeping her hidden. 

That evening, I had a hard time not going to the hotel to spy on them, but realized they were out with the VP’s or shacked up in the room. I spent another night jerking off. 

The next day, I caught a few glimpses of Kevin, but we had no meetings. At least I knew Gina’s pussy was getting a break during the day. I wondered if she spent the day in the room, or at least went down to enjoy the pool. 


I decided that when I wanted her to know that I knew, I’d visit her at the hotel. I was pretty sure this would not be a one-time thing, Gina would shack up with my boss again. 

*** 

That week went slowly. I spent the night fantasizing about what Gina was doing with Kevin. I knew they were having sex, but I wondered if she were cuddling with him, or was she just a piece of meat to be fucked? 


Each night she called me, pretending to be at her mother’s house, but the conversation was brief. During two of the calls, her breathing was ragged, so I knew she was engaged in some act with him. On the last night, I pretended to hang up by hitting mute, and I got to hear her orgasm before she could disconnect the call, with Kevin's voice faintly saying, “Yes!” I nearly tore my cock off masturbating to that sound, imagining that she had his cock inside her while we talked. 

On Friday I couldn’t wait to get home, knowing she would be back from her “trip to see Mom.” I had a hard time concentrating at the office, and wanted to leave early, but knew she’d need time to get changed and unpack. I wanted her to continue to be a cheating slut, and didn’t want her to have any clues that I knew. 

I arrived home and was really excited to see her, wondering if she would look or act differently after spending the week shacked up with my boss. When I entered the house, I could hear her puttering around upstairs, so I put down my laptop bag and headed to the bedroom, where she was unpacking her suitcase - the same one that she had hidden in her office closet. 


She had changed into her workout wear: tight spandex shorts and a sports bra that kept her small breasts flat against her chest. Her butt looked awesome in the tight material, and I watched her move for a few moments. I got aroused at the thought of another man kissing her and touching her body, as she opened her legs for him. 

She spotted me, smiling thinly as she turned, holding the pants she had pulled from her suitcase, as she said, “Hi.” I felt a little shiver of cold at her greeting, wondering if she was falling for Kevin. 

I stepped into the room, closing the distance to her, “I really  missed you!” 

As I put my arms around her, she said “Yeah,” then awkwardly returned my embrace. “I mean, me too.” 

I put my hand on her ass, and could feel her stiffen. Whether it was because she had grown accustomed to Kevin, or was turned off by my touch, I couldn’t tell. I said, “Did you travel  like this?” 

We broke the embrace as she said, “No. I, uh, I want to work out. It’s been five days without a gym.” 

I leaned forward to kiss her, and she responded awkwardly, immediately sticking her tongue into my mouth, which was not how we usually started. I became more excited, realizing that she kissed me like she would kiss Kevin. I imagined her opening her mouth to take his tongue as soon as they embraced, signaling that she was receptive to his desire. I felt myself harden at the thought. 

After a bit of awkward tongue wrestling, I broke the kiss and said, “Five days without sex. I had a different workout in mind!” 

I could tell from her eyes that she felt trapped and confused. It had likely not been five hours without sex for her, and she was struggling to put herself in that mindset. 


She said, “Um, I just need to work off the stress. It’s been a hard trip, kinda rough.” 

In my mind, I imagined her saying, “It’s been a hard dick, he was kinda rough.” 

She said, “Let me go work out, you can have some when I get back, OK?” 

I nodded, aware of the wording ‘you can have’, not ‘we can have’. I thought perhaps she was  falling for Kevin. 

She gave me a quick peck on the cheek and fled the room, and house. 

*** 

I took the opportunity to see what evidence I could find of her fuckfest with my boss. The decoy suitcase held nothing interesting, and I checked the hamper for dirty clothes. There were none, a flaw in her plan. I checked her toiletries and bedside table, and found nothing unusual. A check of her closet yielded nothing as well. 

I went into her office / guest bedroom and checked the closet, thinking perhaps she had swapped the suitcase for the backpack. Sure enough, inside the closet she had dumped the backpack. 

I took it out and put it on the bed to inspect. It sure looked like a schoolgirl’s pack, unicorn dangling from the front cord and all. I opened it gently, so that I didn’t disturb the order of items inside. I intended to carefully keep it in the same condition that she left it, so she wouldn’t know it had been discovered. 

When I undid the tie and pulled open the top, the potent smell of sex assaulted me. It smelled like someone had poured a porno movie into her pack! The reek of pussy, semen and sweat was so strong, and I got aroused knowing that this was the smell of my wife after being fucked by my boss all week! 

I carefully started unpacking the bag, arranging the contents in order of removal, so that I could replace them in that order again. As I removed each article, I noticed two things: first, that I didn’t recognize any of the lingerie and only remembered seeing the schoolgirl skirt and top; and second, that nearly every item was crusty with dried fluids, except for a pair of panties and a top that were still wet. They smelled like a mixture of vaginal fluids and semen. 

Oh, my God! There was nothing that Kevin hadn’t spermed on. His balls were working overtime this week, and Gina had to have been emptying them several times a day. And that didn’t count the time that they slept together at night. 

I examined the clothing, and saw a couple of sets of girl’s underwear and tiny bras, and several sets of very sexy, probably expensive lingerie. I assumed Kevin had bought them for her, there were no charges on our accounts from any lingerie or costume shops. 

Besides the undergarments, there were a few schoolgirl outfits, a regular set of pants and a couple of tops. Those were the only items not soiled by Kevin’s come. As I repacked her bag, I realized one set of underwear was actually a micro bikini set - something I had bought her last year, but that she wouldn’t wear in public. I wondered if she wore it at the pool for him. 

I placed the bag back in the closet and spied a gift box under where the backpack had been sitting. It bore the logo of a lingerie store, so I assumed that was the gift for her. I opened the box and found one more set of sexy lingerie, with the tags still on, and an enormous dildo. It was probably 10 inches long and fat and smelled of pussy. I was amazed at the size of it, and wondered if Gina had managed to get it all inside herself. Or if Kevin had been shoving it inside her, stretching her pussy with the rubber monster! 

I replaced the box, dildo, and backpack and made a mental note to check this closet periodically. This was clearly her hiding place for her infidelity, and I wanted to know if she increased her efforts. 

I took the time to check the trash cans throughout the house, as well as the laundry and anywhere else she may have stashed evidence from her trip, but found none. After all, she had only left with a tiny backpack, so couldn’t have anything more than what I had found. 

*** 

I waited for her to return, pondering why she would flee so quickly after arriving home, and hoped it was just to give herself some time to adjust. She had  just spent a week with another man, and it was probably disorienting, coming home to me and adjusting to her ‘normal’ routines so soon. 

She returned after nearly two hours, and I met her at the door with a grin and bulge in my boxers. “Ready for your next workout?” I asked. 

“But I’m all sweaty and probably smell,” she objected as I took her hand and led her to the bedroom. 

I peeled off her top and started pushing off her tights “That’s OK. I’ll imagine you were with someone else, all sweaty from riding his cock.” 

“Oh!” she said, as she stepped out of her workout tights, and pushed off her sneakers. I pushed her back onto the sofa as she asked, “You’d like that? Me coming home all sticky from another man?” 

“Oh God, yes!” I agreed, noticing that her pussy had been shaved clean, certainly for Kevin. “Just like after the last time that Kevin had you.” 

“Oooh, yeah,” she said as I kneeled in front of her and spread her legs, facing her shaved pussy. 

“Holy shit! You shaved!” I exclaimed, then looked up at her and asked, “What made you do that? I’ve asked you a hundred times, and you always said no.” 

My wife looked a little surprised, then gave me a guilty look as she explained, “I thought there was a chance my Mom’s procedure would get postponed, and I knew you’d want me to see Kevin.” She paused for a moment, then said, “Kevin wanted me to shave, so I did it for him. Actually, I got waxed. He likes me to look like a little girl, so I wanted to have a pussy to match.” 

“So you got waxed for Kevin?” I said, staring at her perfectly smooth pussy. 

“Yes,” she breathed. After a pause, she asked, “What are you thinking?” 

I was staring at her bald smooth pussy, and said, “I am thinking that I’d love to see his big cock push open your lips and slide inside, as you spread your legs for him.” 

“You want to watch Kevin and I make love? Could you just watch quietly while I take him inside, and he makes me orgasm? Could you sit still when I beg him to come inside me, and he cries out as he fills your wife with his sperm?” she teased. 

“I don’t know about Kevin, but definitely with another man!” I said, as I leaned forward to lick her. 

“Ummm,” Gina moaned as I applied myself to giving her an orgasm. “Are you imagining eating his cum out of me?” 

“Uh, not really,” I answered, lifting my mouth off of her for a moment. “I enjoy tasting your cheating pussy that had another man in it. If his cum is inside you, that’s OK, I guess.” I looked up at her and smiled “The same way I enjoy kissing you after your lips have been on another cock.” 

She put her hand on the back of my head, forcing me back to my task as she said, “Ooooh, that’s exciting. Just think, you’ll never know if, or whose cock, I had inside me. I promise a big kiss every time I’ve sucked another man.” 

I increased my efforts, working to get her off, excited at the idea that she would be a cheating slut. 

“Yes!” she cried. “Yes! I want you to eat me first, every time. Just in case I had another man inside me. I want your tongue in my cheating pussy, kissing and licking what I gave to another man. Oh! Oh!” 

I hung on as her orgasm hit and she pulled my face close, bucking like wild. I wondered if the wetness was hers, or Kevin leaking out? I cared little, strangely turned on by the disgusting act of eating my boss’ sperm. 

Before she finished calming down, I mounted her and began humping her to get my own relief. I imagined Kevin using her as a hole, and wanted to do the same, reclaiming her as I pumped my semen into her. 


Mystery Date

I spent the next few days wondering whether I should tell her I knew about her week with Kevin. I was a little worried that it would backlash, and she would stop. I was also worried that she would be more careful with hiding the evidence, and I’d never find out again. 


The next week was fairly uneventful until Thursday. I was wondering when and how Gina could find a chance to cheat, and also who it could be. The natural place for her would be at work, but all her co-workers were women, as was her boss. Our work schedules were fairly close as well, and even though she arrived home earlier than me, there was only about 30 minutes when she was home alone. Not nearly enough for a hook-up. I resigned myself to waiting for the next visit from Kevin. 

Thursday, however, I arrived home, and she met me at the door with an enormous hug, and long, lingering kiss. When she broke it, she held me close, smiling brightly at me, then leaned forward and gave me another long tongue-dueling kiss. 

When she broke the kiss this time, she stepped away, and I noticed her nipples were pressing through her work blouse, betraying her lack of bra. 

“Wow!” I laughed, what’s got into you? 

She said, “About 50 million sperm cells have gotten into me!” She patted her belly as she added, “Into my stomach.” 

I knew my face displayed my surprise, as she reached up and touched her lips, saying, “Could you taste his cock on my lips? He finished emptying his balls into me about ten minutes ago.” She moved her hand to her chin and added, “His balls were resting right here , as he emptied them into my mouth.” 

Gina obviously enjoyed telling me, as she laughed at my reaction. She then said, “Well, actually, his balls hang down very low.” She moved her hand down past her chin and added, “They slapped me under my chin, and nearly hit my throat as he fucked my face.” My wife stared at me as she said, “His balls are gorgeous, so long and wrinkly, with perfect little testicles at the bottom.” 

She watched me, eagerly awaiting my reaction. “Oh my God,” I said. “You didn’t taste like dick, as far as I could tell, But your kiss was  a little salty.” 

I reached up to play with her nipples through her shirt as I asked, “Did you meet him in a park? At his house? Can’t be at work, unless you got a new guy on the team? Who was it?” 

She took my hand, beaming, and led me a few steps into our living room, as she said, “Nope. Right here in our home. I was sitting in your  chair, as another man face-fucked me right here where anyone could watch from the street.” She nodded towards the picture hanging on the wall and said, “I noticed he was looking at our wedding picture as I sucked him. What do you think he was thinking?” 

I knew what he was thinking. He was thinking that he got to fuck someone else’s wife. 

Gina took a seat in my chair and looked up at me saying, “How about you fuck my slut mouth and add your sperm to the party?” She quickly undid my pants and belt, and I shoved them to my ankles, my erection springing free. I stepped towards her and she said, “Come on, be the second man  to use my slutty mouth!” 

I was so horny, I couldn’t contain myself, grabbing her head as she swallowed my cock. I fucked her head like a sex toy, ignoring the occasional gagging sound or gasp for breath, until my balls boiled and I pulled her close, shooting stream after stream into her mouth, feeling her swallow and moan, until I was spent. 

As I pulled away, we both noticed the mailman watching from the walk. Gina smiled and waved as he quickly turned and continued down the block. She looked up at me and laughed, “Well, maybe now I’ll have a new dick. Do you think he’ll want to fuck my face too?” 

“Really?” I asked. “He must be nearly 60.” 

My wife smiled up at me and said, “I like them old like that.” She gave me a wink and said, “The sperm in my stomach came from someone older than that!” 

“Fuck! Really?” I said. “Who was it?” 

Gina gave me a smile and said, “I won’t tell. But you can be certain that he’ll be doing it again.” 

“Well,” I said, “maybe I’ll get home from work early someday to watch.” 

Gina gave me a stern look, saying, “That wouldn’t be wise. I don’t think any of us want a scene.” She thought for a moment, then said, “If I hook up here, I’ll leave panties on the outside doorknob, so you know I’m busy. I’d prefer if you didn’t stalk to find out who I’m with, OK?” She waited for me to nod, then said, “If the panties are gone when I’m done, I’ll know you are waiting and will text you when the coast is clear.” 

She smiled and said, “And you can have fresh access to wherever his dick has been. I’ll even be sure not to clean up.” 

It was killing me to know who she had sucked off. Only two of the neighbors were that old, and one was in a wheelchair. The other was a crusty old war vet that seemed mad at the world, but he was certainly full of energy for being past eighty. His RV was gone, so he wasn’t the mystery donor either. 


Postman’s Package 

I resisted the urge to arrive home early on Friday. The next week, I continued to restrain myself, wondering each day whether she had met up with her mystery blowjob guy. There were no more meetings at the door with deep kisses, so I was pretty sure she hadn’t hooked up again. 

The following Thursday, when I got home, Gina was waiting for me at the door, and nearly attacked me, giving me a kiss and hug, then pulling me into the living room. 

I noticed she was wearing just her blouse and work shoes, and her skirt was lying on the living room floor. I became aroused, seeing that she was clearly horny and ready for action. 

“What’s up? What’s so exciting?” I asked, quickly removing my shoes and pants. As I pulled off my shorts, showing off my growing erection, Gina took a seat in my chair as she said, “The mailman came today.” She hooked her legs over the arms of the chair, as she finished, “In fact, he came inside me!” 

“Holy shit!” I exclaimed. “The old guy?” 

“Yes,” she confirmed as I got ready to enter her. “All this week, he’s been taking his time at our mailbox, looking inside the house. I’m sure he was hoping to see a replay of last week.” 

I eased into her, excited that another man had been inside her less than an hour ago. 

Gina continued, “I got so horny thinking about him watching, and then realized how hot it would be to blow a stranger.” She gave me a big kiss, and said, “So I went out to the mailbox when he was there, and he was so nervous when I said hello.” She laughed, then said, “I asked if he liked the show, and he looked scared stiff. So then I asked if he wanted to be in the show , and he just stared at me. He couldn’t form a sentence, just said, ‘You want.. You will..’.” 

She looked at me intensely and said, “It was SO thrilling to say, ‘I want to blow you. Fuck my face like my husband did.’” She paused for a moment and asked, “Do you like that? Like me inviting a stranger in to suck his dick?” 

“Oh yes,” I groaned as I buried myself inside her. She was so wet, and I slid in easily. 

“You know, he only wanted a blowjob, and that’s all I thought this would be, a belly full of come.” She grinned as she continued, “But when I saw how thick his dick is, I knew I couldn’t fit him in my mouth.” She laughed and said, “He nearly had a heart attack when I said he could fuck me.” 

I felt her hands pull against my ass as she said, “He was so damn thick - at least twice as wide as you. I bet I feel looser, don’t I? He pounded me SO hard! It made me come, thinking about him ruining me for you! Do you like feeling my used pussy, baby?” 

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned as my orgasm took over. 

As I clung to her while recovering, she said softly, “I’m glad you like that, baby. I like it too, so I will definitely do other men more now. Can you really tell the difference? Tell than another man has been fucking me?” 

I gave her a kiss, then continued kissing down her body so I could examine her pussy. I don’t know what I expected, but she was a bit swollen, and I imagined I could see a gap in her lips like she’d been stretched. 

“Go on, baby. Kiss me. Kiss my cheating pussy.” I looked up at her, and she had a hungry smile as she said, “You wanted me used. That’s about as used as you can get. Pete’s big dick was inside me less than an hour ago.” 

I could feel myself getting hard again as my heart beat faster with excitement. I leaned forward and kissed her labia, then her clit hood, then ran my tongue between her pink swollen lips, tasting her saltiness and smelling sex. 

“Ooh! Yes! Do you like that, baby? Like that another man was in me? Can you taste him?” she teased. 

I lapped at her for a while, overwhelmed by the idea that other men had been inside her. I grew hard, so soon after my last orgasm. I moaned and pulled my face away enough to say, “Your cheating pussy tastes so good. His cock spread you open like this, and you just let him in. Invited  him in!” 

Gina pulled my face to her sex again and said, “Um yeah! I’m such a slut, I love those old guys fucking me. Letting them have what should be yours. And when they come inside me! Oh God! Lick my slut hole, baby! Clean up where Pete’s been.” 

It felt like I was ready to come again, so I moved up, positioning my hard cock against her opening again. Her expression betrayed her surprise as I rammed into her as hard as I could, working to get myself off as I thought about her spreading for my boss and now the mailman. 

It took a while for me to get off, even as she told me what a dirty slut she was, and that her hole was ready for other men whenever she wanted it. Eventually, I came, and lay down against her as I recovered. 

I kissed her neck and said, “That was awesome, baby.” 

“Umm,” she agreed. 

*** 

When I arrived home Friday, Gina was again in my armchair, naked, with her legs spread and a devilish smile on her face. I immediately started stripping as I asked, “Did the mailman come again?” 

She laughed and said, “Exactly!” 

I kneeled in front of her, ready to slide in, and she grabbed my head, saying, “No! Eat me!” 

“What?” I said, surprised and excited at her excitement. 

“Eat his come out of my slutty cunt, goddamn it! Fucking suck me clean!” she nearly yelled. I was shocked at her dirty language, but also extremely turned on. 

I leaned forward and felt her pull my head against her pussy. She smelled of sex and cum, and I could taste both as I licked at her. She moaned, “Oh God, yes! His dick is SO fat! I wasn’t sure it would fit, but God, how it felt when he was inside me!” 

“That’s it, baby! Lap me up, suck all his sperm out of me,” she encouraged, as she held my face to her hole. “Oooh, I bet there’s a lot. He came SO hard and SO long. I bet he hasn’t had a young pussy in years, poor guy.” 

I moaned, imagining the old guy’s excitement as he fucked my young wife - his flabby ass pounding his old cock into her. I didn’t care that I was tasting his sperm; it was so dirty eating Gina’s used cunt. Used by a guy she had never really met, who watched her getting face-fucked last week. 

Gina started coming as I rammed two fingers into her wet hole, reaching up to brush her g-spot. I hung on as her juices and his soaked my face. When she finally calmed, she pushed me away and down onto my back on the floor. She then mounted my face as she said, “Here, I am sure there’s more deep inside me.” 


I couldn’t escape, just kept my mouth open as she gently bucked her hips back and forth slightly, then I heard her moan as I tasted a gob of liquid flow into my mouth. She laughed and said, “Here you go, Baby. ‘Special Delivery’ from our postman!” 

It felt like my cock was going to explode; I was so horny. I stuck my tongue up inside her and waggled it, hoping to dislodge more of the sex fluids. 

She looked down, and patted me on the head, saying, “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure there’s more where that came from.” She opened her mouth slightly, then smiled and said, “Ohhh,” as she adjusted her hips, causing another flow to run into my mouth as I licked her and swallowed it. 

When there was no more, I roughly pushed her off of me, then rolled over, pulling her knees up to her shoulders as I pushed my rock hard cock into her, pinning her beneath me. 

Her eyes opened wide, as she smiled and said, “Oh yeah, fuck your slut! Claim my cunt as yours again!” 

I leaned forward and kissed her while I pounded away, uncaring about her orgasm, just working to unleash my pent up lust into her. When we broke the kiss, her eyes were wide with excitement as she said, “My God, your kiss tastes like pussy and sperm!” 

That was all it took to send me over the edge. I was sure my balls would shoot out of my cock as I came so hard that I could hardly breathe. When I recovered enough, I rolled off of her and we lay side-by-side on the floor. 

“Oh my God, I love being a slut,” she said, breaking the silence. “I never imagined I would do things like this, but I love it. I love sucking and fucking other men without you knowing.” 

She kissed my neck as she said, “And I love feeding you their cum.” 

“Uh, I’m not so sure about that,” I said, uncertain now that the horny fog was clear. 

My wife nipped at my neck and said, “Well, if you want to taste my slutty cunt, you’re going to have to eat other men’s cum. Otherwise, you’ll never go down on me again, and I’ll never let you know when someone has nutted inside me. How does that sound?” 

“Fair,” I grudgingly agreed. 

“Yeah,” she finished, “I saw how hard you got when the postman’s cum slid out of me.” 

What was wrong with me? 

*** 

She leaned forward and kissed me deeply, swapping tongues for a while as she gently rode me, driving me close to orgasm. 

“Umm,” she said, as she broke the kiss. She held my eyes with hers as she said, “You taste like semen. Now I know what Pete’s come tastes like,” she teased as she gave me a big smile. 

“You know what’s cool?” she asked, with a devilish smile. 

“What?” I asked, knowing she was about to say something dirty. 

“Pete's sperm are swimming around in my pussy,” she said. I moaned in response, and she quickly continued, “and they are also swimming around in your mouth and stomach!” 

The thought shocked me and also sent me over the edge, as I groaned and shot my load into her as she laughed. 

As I recovered, she leaned close and said softly, “Don’t brush your teeth. I want you to keep his sperm in your mouth all night.” 

“Really?” I asked in objection. 

She touched my lips and said, “If you do that, I’ll make sure you can watch him fuck me next time.” 

*** 

There was something obscenely weird, disgusting, and exciting about the idea. I also desperately wanted to watch her fucking another man, so I agreed. After the thought of what I was doing faded, the night was fairly normal, until we went to bed. 

She kissed me, and while looking into my eyes, said, “Good night, Baby. I love that Pete’s sperm are swimming around inside you and me tonight while we sleep!” She then kissed my cheek and said, “Sleep tight, little swimmers.” 

I had dreams all night that I could feel them wriggling inside my belly and mouth. I was happy to brush my teeth and rinse with mouthwash as soon as we got up. 

I reminded her of our deal, and she happily agreed. She said to come home an hour earlier one day the next week, and she’d make it happen. 


I asked, “How does he know when it’s safe to visit? Do you wait at the door?” 

She laughed and said, “No. I wait on your chair, just like you saw yesterday - naked and ready.” She winked and said, “I leave my panties in the mailbox when I want to fuck.” 

*** 

The next week, I was so excited to finally see Gina fuck another man. I knew she had been with at least Kevin, Pete the mailman, and the mystery blowjob from a couple of weeks back, but it still felt thrilling that I would see her! 

Meanwhile at the office, there was a rumor that Nelson, our division president, was having an affair with some girl that he passed off as his granddaughter. Nelson was in his early sixties, and the rumor was that the girl was still in school. 

The women really chewed on that one, with multiple theories: she was his actual granddaughter and he wasn’t doing anything; that she was a hooker paid to dress like a girl scout; that she was an actual girlfriend that dressed up for him. 

Apparently she visited again on Monday, and the admin actually pressed her ear to the door and could hear them having sex. 


The latest speculation was that she was really underage, and that Nelson was facing prison if they were caught. There was the typical swirl around whether the law applied if it was consensual, or if paid. The office gossip machine was getting a workout. 

It was a minor distraction, as I thought about seeing Gina and the mailman on Wednesday. I had faked a dental appointment, so was planning on being home well before 5. 

I arrived before Gina and remembered to park a few houses up the street so that the mailman wouldn’t know. I only had to wait a little while before Gina’s car pulled in, and she joined me in the living room. 

She was all smiles, and gave me a kiss before asking, “Ready to see me cuckold you?” 

Cuckold? Was I really that? I didn’t think of it that way, so responded, “I’m ready to watch my slut wife fuck another guy, if that’s what you mean.” 

She laughed and said, “Ok. Same thing.” 


She fished her phone out of her purse, then asked for mine. I watched as she face timed me, then placed her phone on a set of shelves, facing the doorway, with a side view of my chair. 

She then turned down the volume on my phone, and handed it to me, as she sat in the chair, and said, “Is that view good?” I adjusted her phone slightly to get a better view, as she said, “We can set it on the windowsill, but you’ll only see his ass and balls, although you might see them twitching when he comes inside me.” She gave me an evil grin. 

“Now what?” I asked. 

“You wait around the corner in the dining room, you should be able to hear as well as if you were next to us.” She unbuttoned her blouse, revealing that she was wearing no bra, then quickly lost her shoes and skirt. 

She stepped closer to me as she peeled off her panties and held them up between us. “See how wet I am?” 

I nodded, as I could smell her sex and see the darkened crotch. 

She handed me the panties, and said, “Now go put these in the mailbox and raise the flag.” She touched my chest as she said, “ You  are giving me to him today. When you place these in the mailbox, you are telling another man to fuck me. You are giving me away. Now hurry and leave the front door unlocked.” 

I went to the mailbox, overwhelmed by the thought that I was about to signal permission for another man to have sex with my wife, and was going to watch it happen! I carefully put the panties in the front of the box and raised the flag. 


As I turned to go back into the house, I could clearly see Gina sitting naked in the chair, legs hanging over the arms, spread wide. I wondered if she knew how visible she was, and also how many of the neighbors had seen her that way. I decided not to tell the slut. 

I re-entered the house, and went to the living room, where Gina said, “Better take your place while another man takes your wife. Maybe lose your clothes for sloppy seconds.” She looked up at the clock, and said, “Pete will be coming soon.” She gave me a smile as she added, “Inside me.” 

I ducked around the corner to the dining room and pulled a chair right next to the doorway. I then stripped naked and checked the phone - the image was great. I could see Gina rubbing herself, and her erect nipples. 

It was only a few minutes before I heard the front door open. My hands were sweaty and cock rock hard as I watched the phone, which showed the mailman enter the doorway. He was in uniform, wearing those ugly shorts, showing off knobby knees. 

He was smiling and said, “I have a delivery for this house, ma’am.” 

My wife laughed and said, “Is it addressed to ‘Slut?” Because that would be me.” 

The mailman was all smiles as he said, “Yes, it is.” 

“Then let’s see that package, Mister,” my wife said. 

I watched as he quickly dropped his shorts and underwear, kicking them off one leg. He was sporting a hard cock that was probably two times as wide as mine. It looked strange sticking out from all the white public hairs. He was probably forty years older than Gina. 

He walked up to my wife, and said, “Where do you want it, ma’am?” 

“In my box, of course. And you can call me ‘Slut,’ that’s who the package is for,” she giggled. 

I watched as he leaned forward, and said, “It’s gonna be a tight fit, uh, Slut.” 

“Perfect,” Gina said, as he pressed against her. “You’ve done it before, just be forceful.” She looked over at the camera as he pushed into her with a moan. “Yeah, hard like that! Really ram me hard!” 

I watched as he grabbed her hips and thrust into her, causing her to moan. “Like that?” he asked. 

“Harder, Pete. Call me Slut. Ruin me with that cock, baby!” my wife begged. 

I watched for the next several minutes while he hammered Gina, her legs flailing as she moaned and gasped. “Better than your husband, Slut?” he gasped as he pummeled her. 

Gina turned towards the camera and moaned, “Oh, so much better! I love  your cock, Pete!” 

“God, your pussy is so good!” he groaned as he fucked her. 

It was like watching my personal porno, and I was upset that I hadn’t figured out how to record it. 

Finally, he pulled her tight and moaned out, as his balls pumped his semen into her. Gina looked at the camera and said, “Yeah, that’s it! Fill my married pussy!” 

After a moment or two, the mailman pulled back, and my wife placed her legs back up on the arms of the chair, as she said, “Better run before my husband gets home. It’s kinda close.” 

Without a word, the guy pulled up his boxers and short pants and hurried out. As the door clicked shut, Gina called out, “Get in here now!” 

I hurried in, and immediately kneeled in front of her, seeing how pink and swollen her labia were, surrounding her gaping hole. As I leaned towards her, she pushed my head back and ordered, “On the floor! On your back!” 

I did as she ordered, and she immediately mounted my face, as I opened my mouth to accept her gaped pussy. I knew what was coming and had to admit that it felt very much like I was a cuckold. 

“Oh, that’s it!” she moaned as I licked into her opening, tasting fluid running into my mouth. 

She ruffled my hair as she said, “That’s it, Baby. Fresh from Pete’s nuts. Oh! I’m just a sperm receptacle! Eat my nasty cunt. My nasty, cheating, used cunt.” 

I was overwhelmed by what I was doing, and by her filthy language. After I had cleaned her out, she slid down my body and impaled herself on my rock hard cock. She kissed my face and said, “I love when you’re full of my lovers’ sperm.” I felt ready to come as I considered her words while she rode me. 

She sat up and really worked to get us off, as she said, “Just like those porn clips on the internet, you’re a cum eating cuckold, Baby.” I nearly passed out as I came, the same time her orgasm took her and she wailed and pinched her nipples as she shuddered and screamed. I loved to watch her orgasm. 

The rest of that night, and the next day, she would pat me on the belly and say, “You’re so cute with a belly full of sperm.” Then she would whisper in my ear, “That is SO hot, Baby. I fucking love you!” I suspect she was using her psychology training to condition me to want it. 


Girl Scout Cookies

One day I noticed some women in the office peering out the window, so I went to join them and see what was so interesting. As I stood behind them at the window, I heard one say, “Betty says she just left. Watch for her!” Betty was Nelson’s admin, so they were probably spying on his girlfriend. 

“There she is!” one woman whispered loudly, as we all spotted a girl scout with blonde pigtails walking into the parking lot. 

“I bet her mom drove her,” said one woman. Another said, “That’s dumb. It’s probably her pimp.” 

We watched as she approached a car, opened the driver's door and climbed in. There was a combined moan from the group as another woman voiced their thoughts, “Well, I guess she’s not underage.” 

They all filtered away as I stood still and watched the girl scout drive away. In my wife’s car. 

*** 

I spent the afternoon thinking about the reality that my wife was now sleeping with my boss and his boss, and hiding her cheating from me. Well, to be fair, she wasn’t hiding the cheating with our mailman, just some  of her cheating. 

I arrived home and poured a drink before I joined Gina in the kitchen as she was putting together dinner. As she was stirring something in the pot, I pressed myself against her back and kissed her neck. 

She moaned softly, and I asked, “Can we have girl scout cookies for dessert, or did you sell them all to Nelson?” 

I felt her body stiffen as she froze in place. 

After a moment of silence, I said, “Did he enjoy eating your cookie?” 

My wife stared at the pot in front of her as she said, “I didn’t sell him cookies. He bought my brownie. I mean, brown eye.” 

It was my turn to be surprised. I stepped back just a little. 

Gina turned and looked me in the eye as she said, “Nelson pays to fuck my ass.” 


“As a girl scout?” I asked. 

“Do you want to hear? It’s pretty nasty.” 

“Oh, God, yes!” I was so excited to hear the details. 

“Well, I dress up in the girl scout uniform I got at the department store. I look exactly like a girl scout because it’s an actual  uniform. Then I show up at his office and tell his secretary that I’m there to sell scout cookies.” 

Gina bit her lip with excitement, as she continued, “Of course, she knows why I’m really  there, and it’s so exciting that she knows I’m a whore. Anyway, Nelson lets me in and locks the door, and I ask ‘ Do you want to buy my cookies, mister?’” She had shifted to her little girl voice. 

“He then tells me he wants my brownie, and he’ll pay $400. I tell him sure, but I don’t know what he means. He says that he’ll show me and has me bend over his desk. He pulls off my panties, and I act scared, but he sternly tells me to hold still.” 

My wife’s eyes told of her excitement, as did her quicker breathing. She described the rest, “It’s very creepy, but exciting. Then I feel him enter my ass, as he puts his weight on me and pins me to the desk. God! I love feeling trapped while he fucks me. He asks if it hurts, and I tell him ‘no,’ so he goes harder.” 

“He is  actually hurting me, but I like it, so I tell him no. When I can’t take it anymore, I squeal in pain, and he stuffs my panties into my mouth.” 

Gina’s eyes were wide as she remembered the experience, “That’s when I started coming. When he’s got me trapped, power fucking my ass as I’m gagged with my own panties! Some guy older than my grandpa is raping my ass and I love it!” 

“Fuck! That’s nasty,” I agree. 

“Wait. When he stiffens on top of me, I know he’s shooting his old cum inside my ass, and I’m orgasming again! He pulls out, then pushes me onto the floor, with his slimy old dick hanging in front of me, white pubes and all. He tells me to clean my ass off of him with my mouth.” 

Gina looked at me intently as she said, “And I do. I suck all his cum and my ass off of his wrinkly old cock. I can taste us both as I lick under his foreskin down to his balls. Then he throws $500 on the floor and tells me to come back whenever I want to sell him my brownie again.” 

“Holy shit,” was all I could say. My wife has turned into the dirty slut that I wanted. She was doing things I never imagined. 

“Yeah,” my wife smiled and said, “I’ve been back every week for a month.” 

“How did he... How did you meet?” I asked. 

“Kevin,” she stated simply. “He told me that guys at work found out about his ‘ little girl whore’  and wanted some. Kevin joked he could make a fortune selling me.” My wife looked me straight in the eyes and said, “So I told him to sell me. If he wanted to sell me to other men, I would do it.” 


Daddy’s Home

I don’t know how often she kept up her “deliveries” from Pete, but I heard Nelson continued to receive visits from the Girl Scout, and from the growing pile of money in her closet, I assumed Gina’s asshole was getting a regular workout. 

Strangely, she didn’t share any details about her cheating hookups, and even told me she was bored with other men. I grew disappointed, but the sex was still great, especially as I imagined her debaucheries in my head while we screwed. 

I imagined her orgasms and dirty talking and moans were for other men, whether strangers or ones that I knew about. 

I finally asked her about it, “Honey, why aren’t you telling me about the other men anymore? If that’s even happening.” 

“Well,” she said, “Pete is on vacation, so no after work quickies.” She made a face and said, “Damn, I miss that fat dick.” 

She brightened and said, “My asshole is making her regular $500 a week from Nelson.” She laughed and said, “I even like  the taste of my ass when I suck his dick clean.” 

I gave her a sad look, and she snapped, “Hey! You hear me? Every week I go to your office, just one floor up from you, and let your boss’ boss pin me to the desk and ass-rape me while he calls me every degrading name in the book. Then  I suck his cum and shit coated dick clean while thanking him  for the treatment.” 

She stood with her hands on her hips and asked, “Isn’t that whorish enough kinkiness for you?” 

I said softly, “But you do  like the treatment?” 

She smirked and said, “Getting violently ass-fucked? Hell, yeah.” 

After a moment, she said, “OK, I really miss Kevin.” 

“Oh,” I said, surprised at her directness. 

“I know we said we’d wait until the next award trip, but I don’t want to wait that long,” she explained. 

I knew about her hotel week with him just last month, so she must really be hooked if she wanted him again so soon. I felt a little scared and jealous. 

“What do you propose?” I asked. 

She said, “Maybe you can find a reason for him to travel to corporate? I mean, he did it last month, it was just bad timing with my Mom and all.” Wow, she was a convincing liar. 

“And should I invite him to the house, to fuck your brains out while I watch?” I joked. 

“I wouldn’t want you to watch,” she said, seriously. “I could go to his hotel. I’d make some reason to be away from the house for an overnight, I don’t know. I just know I need him.” 

“ Need  him?” I asked, again worried. 

She leaned towards me and touched my chest saying, “Honey, that legendary cock, and the way he uses it? Oh God, there is no way I can forget that. I need  him.” 

“Okay, I’ll see what I can do,” I said. 

“Oh thank you, Honey. I’ll be such a dirty slut with him! I promise!” she said, clearly excited. 

*** 

I tried to reach Kevin the next day, but he never returned my email or call. It was a Thursday, the day that her mailman usually shoved his package into her box, so I left early to see if I could catch the show. I didn’t really believe that she would stop seeing Pete just because he retired. 

When I arrived home, Gina’s car was in the drive, but there was no mail truck. I wondered if she could be hooking up with someone else, so I parked a few houses down and carefully entered through our back door. 

As I crept into the dining room, I could hear Gina’s voice in the living room. At first I was so excited, thinking she had another guy over, but I quickly realized that she was on the phone. 

I got as close to the doorway as possible and listened to her. 

“Of course, baby,” my wife said, 

“No, it’s not that! I want you. You own  my pussy, baby. You’re my number one, now.” I was sick to my stomach hearing her say that. 

She was quiet for a minute, then said, “That won’t work. I don’t see my mom very often, he’d know something was up.” 


She listened, then giggled. In her little girl voice she said, “And will Daddy put his big thingy inside me again? I like that game.” After a pause she said, “Yes, Daddy, the baby making game.” 

I was jealous listening to her, but my cock was so hard I thought I’d rip my pants. It was clearly Kevin on the line with her. 

After another pause, “Oh! Yeah, that should work. You’re so evil. How long will you send him away?” I realized my boss was planning on sending me on a trip so he could nail my wife. 

“I dunno,” my wife said in her normal voice. “A few days? A week? Can you send him somewhere for a couple of months?” she laughed. I was both sickened and thrilled that my wife had become the cheating slut I wanted. I hoped that Kevin and the mailman would stretch her holes so her loose pussy would forever remind me of her cheating. 

She giggled, then returned to her little girl voice, “Sure Daddy. I'll have lots of new outfits for you to take off. I better go before I get caught. Love you!” 

That  felt like a gut-punch. It was supposed to be sex, not love. 

Luckily, she went upstairs, and I quietly left, got in my car and returned to the house like it was a normal day. 

That evening, I received an email from Kevin about me making “customer visits,” which would, of course, keep me traveling for nearly a week. 

*** 

In the week leading up to my trip, I decided I would let Gina know about her adultery, and that I was OK with it. I also didn’t want to miss the voyeuristic fun of seeing her dressed for “Daddy’s” visit. 

I worked out a plan, so I changed my flight to later in the day, so that I could catch her just when she was ready to greet Kevin. I did not share the changed itinerary with her - she still thought my flight was early morning. 

I watched for any signs of nervousness or unusual behavior leading up to her cheat week. She didn’t really act all that different, but I noticed she was gradually decorating her guest room / office more ‘girly’. She updated the bed coverings to a pink flowery set, with a couple of new lacy pink heart throw pillows. 

She changed out the curtains from sheers to a lacy flowery set and replaced the bedside table lamp with a unicorn figure lamp with starry shades. I realized she was making the room into a ‘little girls’ bedroom! I bet it was part of some role play for Kevin! 

She always kept the door shut whether she was working there, or off hours when we were at home, so I guess she assumed I would never enter her office and see the transformation. The only reason I even went in there was to see if she was prepping for Kevin’s visit, with more clothing. She did indeed add a couple of school girl outfits, as well as some very sexy lace lingerie. 

I checked the drawers and found some more hair bows and ties, as well as a cache of younger girl makeup, bubblegum flavored lipsticks and the like. I checked the bedside table, and found condoms, lube and a monstrous rubber dildo! The thing was probably 11 inches long and so wide I couldn’t get my fingers around it. I wondered if she was practicing, or planned to let him use it on her? Either way, I looked forward to seeing how much of it would go inside her. 

*** 

The day that I was to leave, I got up, showered and dressed for my trip, grabbing my bag and giving Gina a kiss. As she looked up at me with sleepy eyes, I couldn’t stop thinking that another man would have his cock inside her in less than eight hours. 

She asked what I was thinking, and I almost told her the truth, but said, “You look so pretty. I love you. I’ll miss you.” 

She said, “Oooh, that’s nice. I’ll miss you too, but I’ll stay busy so the time will pass quickly.” 

“ Busy servicing Kevin, ” I thought, as I left the house and drove to a nearby diner for breakfast. As I tried to focus on breakfast and coffee, I thought through the timing for the hundredth time… 

Kevin’s flight was due at 1:30, so he should be at our house by 2:00, assuming he went there directly. Gina was a planner, so would likely be ready by 1:00 or 1:30. That’s when I wanted to arrive, to see how she had dressed for Kevin. 

I spent the morning eating, then driving around, and window shopping at the mall. I arrived at home at 1:00, my stomach churning in excitement and jealousy. 

I parked across the street, then quietly entered our house, expecting Gina to be anywhere. There was no sign of her downstairs, so I quietly climbed the stairs, where I could hear her in our bedroom, humming some tunes. 

I stopped when I neared the guest bedroom / office door. There was a unicorn plaque in pinks and purples stuck to the door, the name “Gina” was printed in the name space. It was obviously a child’s room sign. 

I gently pushed the door open, and stepped in, stunned by the transformation. The bed had been piled with stuffed animals, and a few boy band posters had been tacked to the walls. Her desk had been cleared, and girly cosmetics with a plastic vanity mirror and some brushes had been arranged as a makeup stand. 

There were more stuffed animals on the windowsills. It looked like a magazine ad for a little girl’s bedroom! I was still taking in the scene when I heard Gina emerge from our bedroom and approach the guest room. I turned in time to see her spot me and gasp, standing stock still in the doorway. 

My jaw must have dropped when I saw a teenage girl where I knew my wife was standing! Her hair was done up in bows, and she wore almost no makeup, except for the faint fake freckles on her cheeks. She was wearing a cheerleading uniform, her midriff showing, and the skirt hiked up so high that she would definitely show off “the goods” if she bent or sat. She held little pom-poms and wore white saddle shoes to complete the outfit. I was stunned at the transformation. She looked like she was 14! 

*** 

We stared at each other for a moment, as we each processed our shock. 

I finally said, “Is this your room, little girl?” I gave her a smile. 

She was quiet for a minute, then said, “Yes…” in her little girl voice. 

I said, “I see you straightened it up nice for Daddy’s visit. Daddy should be here soon, shouldn’t he?” 

Her eyes grew wide as she said again, “Yes.” 

I smiled and said, “Don’t worry, I’ll be leaving in a few minutes so I don’t mess up your time with Daddy, OK?” 

She nodded, looking a bit confused and worried. 

“You look very sweet as a little girl, keep it up.” I said, as I pulled out my phone and started recording video. “Why don’t you tell me your name, and show me your room, and all your cute stuff?” 

Gina looked a little hesitant, then started, in her little girl voice, “Well, I’m Gina, as you can see from my room sign.” She pointed with a pom-pom to the sign as she said, “I like unicorns.” 

I stepped back and continued recording as she stepped into the room, and she said, “And here’s my makeup table. It’s got a vanity mirror and everything.” She picked up a lip balm and applied it, saying, “Mmm, Bubblegum is my favorite.” 

I asked, “That’s a very nice makeup vanity. How old are you?” 

She smiled, “I just  turned 14. I’m a woman now, so I have makeup.” She batted her eyes and said, “I need to wear it when I go to high school next year.” 

“Anyway,” she continued, pointing to the posters, “there are some posters of dreamy boys.” She then walked the room, and damn, if she didn’t look like a schoolgirl, especially with the voice. “And I have all my stuffies,” as she pointed to the animals on the sill. 

She then took a seat on the bed, and I could see that she had on no panties, as I caught that on video as well. She finished, “And more stuffies on my cute little bed. She pointed to the bedside table and said, “And my unicorn lamp. I love unicorns.” 

“And will you show Daddy your room when he gets here?” I asked. 

“Yes, Daddy really  wants to see my room,” she gushed, still using her little girl voice. 

“And then what will you do?” I prompted. 

“Well, Daddy likes to play the ‘make a baby’ game, so we’ll probably do that.” 

“Do you like that game?” I asked, smiling at the thought. 

“Oh yes,” she smiled. “I like it a lot!” 

I stopped the video, and asked, “And after that, my pretty wife, will you retire to our bedroom?” 

Gina rose and approached me, a slightly more serious look on her face, as she said, “Yes, husband, we will.” She gave me a kiss and then added, “And we will make love  for hours and hours.” 

She examined my face for a reaction, and added, “I will give myself completely to him, because he is such an awesome lover. What do you think about that?” 

My heart was hammering, and I was both jealous and weak with excitement “I wish I could watch.” Her eyebrow raised in surprise, then I added, “I wish I could watch you make love  with him.” 

She nodded slightly and said, “I’m glad you accept that. My heart is yours, but my body is his.” 

I felt a little sting, so said, “And he gave your body to Nelson.” 

She seemed a little amused, and said, “Yes. And he can give it to anyone else. If he invites friends to gang-bang me, I’ll do it.” 

“I hope he does,” I said with a smile. 

She glanced at her watch and asked, “Is there anything else? Daddy will be here soon.” 

“I want a video of Daddy fucking you with that big dick. I don’t care how you do it - tell him it’s a school project, or you want it for the memories, but I want to see it disappearing into your pussy,” I insisted. 

“Um, OK. I’ll try,” she agreed. 

“And don’t clean up. I want sloppy seconds, or thirds, or fifteenths. Don’t make the bed, pick up the clothes, or wipe down the counters if he fucks you in the kitchen. I want your infidelity to be obvious. Flaunt it, OK? That is what I get out of this.” 

“Really?” she asked. 

“Yes. If the entire house smells of sex, then that is fine by me,” I said. 

She nodded. 

“OK, I have to go catch a plane, and you’ve got a date with a big dick,” I said as I turned. 


She followed me downstairs, and as I was about to leave, she finally asked, “Are you sure you’re not mad?” 

I laughed as I answered, “The only thing I’m upset about is that I won’t get to watch you spread your legs and take his huge bare cock inside you. I’ll be thinking a lot about you orgasming while he shoots his sperm into you. I will be upset if he wants to give you to his friends and you say ‘no.’” 

She looked at me for a long moment before she said, “I won’t say ‘no’.” 


I smiled at her, then said, “By the way, if he is into little girls, you are a walking wet dream.” I winked at her “It’s almost as good as the school uniform you wore for him last month.” 

She looked at me in surprise as I took her hand and removed her wedding band and diamond. I pocketed them “High school girls don’t wear wedding bands. Besides,” I looked her in the eyes, “A wedding band means you’re committed to one man and unavailable. Now, you’re available to any man.” 

She was still staring at me as I closed the door and left. 

*** 

I drove to the airport, and found my mind wandering quite a bit, thinking about what my wife was going to be doing, and wondering how long and how far this little game would go. I wasn’t in any hurry to have it end, but tried to imagine scenarios where it did. 

Once I was settled in the plane seat, I had plenty of time to imagine what Gina and Kevin were doing. I had a hard time not touching or rubbing myself, and almost went to the bathroom to jerk off, but the walk down the aisle helped me to cool off. 

I finally arrived, got my rental car and was off to my first meeting. I was tired, so thankful I only had one meeting today. I didn’t really start thinking about Gina until I was checking into my hotel, then went to the room and checked for any messages from her. 

There were no messages, so I headed down to have dinner. I wondered if she would message me at all. As I thought back on our interaction before I left, I couldn’t tell if she was excited, angry, or scared. 

Just as my check arrived, my phone pinged with a message from Gina, it said, “Have fun jerking off all week.” And had a link to a drop box with a single video. I waited until I got to the room to play it. 

When I got to the room, I couldn’t wait to see her message, so I took a seat in a chair while still dressed in my suit. I then started the video. 


Home Movies 

The video started with Gina placing the camera on our dresser, facing the bed. Her makeup was done up perfectly, with bright red lipstick. She was wearing a little veil in her hair, which matched the frilly white lingerie she wore. Her nipples were visible through the filmy material, and as she stepped back, she wasn’t wearing panties. 

She looked into the camera and said, “Well, Dave, now you get to see us making love.  I hope you can see why it’s different with Kevin.” 

I opened my pants and pulled my stiffening cock free. My stomach roiled as fear and jealousy took over. My cock was very hard, and I stayed glued to the video. I watched as my wife took several steps back to stand next to our bed. The video was framed very well, so I wondered how long she had worked to get it just right. 

My attention was focused on the video as Gina said, “OK, Baby, you can come in now.” 


I heard the squeak of our bedroom door, and Kevin walked into the frame, wearing just a set of boxers. “Wow,” was all he said at first. 

He reached for Gina, but she intercepted his hands, holding his in hers, as they stood apart. She said, “Just a moment. Earlier you were fucking Gina the Cheerleader, now you make love to Gina the Wife.” 

She raised her arms, gesturing to the lingerie that she was barely wearing and said, “This is the same bridal set I wore on my wedding night four years ago. I want you to claim me in my marital bed, just the way I was on the first night of marriage.” 

“Wow,” Kevin said again. “I remember your wedding. You were so beautiful and young. You look the same now. I remember how I wished it was me taking you off to your wedding night, and not Dave.” 

Gina looked up at him and said, “Well, now it’s your chance. Make me forget that night - make love to me so that I remember tonight as my wedding night. Take Dave’s place in my bed and memories.” 

My stomach flipped and my heart raced as I processed her words. She couldn’t possibly be replacing me, could she? I was so confused, but mostly overwhelmed by the need to see her take his cock. I wondered if it was as big as she described. From the bulge in his boxers, he could be. 

Kevin chuckled as he bent forward to kiss my wife. They locked mouths as his arms tried to encircle her - she was more than a foot shorter than him. Finally he slipped his hands over her ass and picked her up by her cheeks. 

They continued to kiss as he pulled her up and against him. I watched as her legs wrapped around him, lifting her body over the erection in his shorts. 

They kissed for quite some time, moaning and touching one another, while my brain buzzed and cock hurt from straining. Finally, he lowered her as they broke their kiss. She looked up into his eyes as she kneeled, and her hands found the band of his boxers. She maintained eye contact with him as she lowered his boxers, releasing an erection that looked nearly as big as her little forearm! 

She grasped his cock, and I could see the faint trace of where her wedding band used to be, before I removed it! I watched as she leaned forward, opening her mouth to take the head of his penis into her mouth. His cock was longer than her head was deep, so I wondered how much she could get in her mouth. 

She bobbed her head back and forth a few times, taking a few inches of him in, eventually stopping when a little less than half was in her mouth. She shifted her hands to his hips, still maintaining eye contact, as she took a deep breath, and used her arms to pull her face further onto his cock, as another inch, then two, slowly eased into her mouth. 

Tears formed in her eyes, as I realized she must have 6 or 7 inches of him in her mouth, and probably starting down her throat. Kevin moaned, obviously enjoying the feeling and view of his cock down my wife’s throat. 

Gina quickly pulled back, coughing and taking a couple of deep breaths, as Kevin said, “Wow, Babe. That was great.” 

My wife looked up at him and shook her head, saying, “Wait!”. She took another deep breath and quickly moved her face forward, swallowing him deep in one stroke, going further than the first time! There were probably only 2-3 inches remaining, and I watched as her throat worked, and her lips slowly ‘crawled’ up his shaft, as it slowly disappeared into her mouth and throat. 

She managed to keep eye contact with him until her lips were against his short-cut pubic hairs. He groaned loudly, definitely from the feeling, and probably from the view of his cock completely down her throat. It was unlikely that any woman had done that before. Her hand then moved to his and pulled it to the back of her head, as she grunted. 

Kevin looked confused, and she grunted again, pulling her head back a bit, then slowly walking her lips up his shaft to completely swallow him again. She snorted and pulled her head back, gasping for air again. 

He looked at her in amazement, and said, “Babe! Unbelievable!” 

My wife took a breath or two, then patted his hand, which was still on the back of her head, as she said, “Fuck my throat.” 

He said, “But Babe, you sure?” 

She smiled and said, “I’ve practiced for weeks. Use my throat hard, Honey. I’ve dreamed about this!” 

I watched as she leaned forward and took him deep down her throat, pausing at the same place that gave her trouble before. This time, Kevin pulled her head forward, driving himself down her throat, then gently pulled her back. He paused for her to take a breath, then pulled her head onto his cock again, in one long slow motion. He pulled her head back, again pausing for her to take a breath. She moaned and looked up at him as he adjusted his stance, stepping forward and spreading his legs as he twisted her hair in his fingers, taking a firm grip that she couldn’t escape. 

The next motion was faster and harder, ramming her face against his pubes and his cock down her throat as a muffled noise escaped her. He pulled her away slowly, barely pausing for her to breathe before he again rammed himself down her throat. 

I was stroking myself as I watched my beautiful wife, dressed in her wedding lingerie, let another man throat fuck her in our bedroom. 

The next time Kevin rammed into her throat, her hands fell from his hips and hung loose by her side, as her eyes rolled a little with the force of the action. Kevin increased the speed and force of his thrusts, ramming her face again and again, as her arms swung limply at her sides with the force of his attack. 

I couldn’t tell whether she was having fun, or even conscious. She had ceased to be a woman, and was now a sex object that he was fucking to get himself off. After a minute of this, apparently Kevin realized that something was wrong, and he forcibly restrained himself, pulling his enraged meat from her mouth. 

His hands wrapped tightly in her hair was the only thing keeping her from falling over, and he shook her gently, saying, “Hey! Babe?” 

To both our relief, she gasped and her eyes fluttered open. It took a second for her to focus, and she asked, “Did you come?” 

He ignored her question and asked, “Are you OK?” as he untangled his hands from her hair. 

My wife looked up at him and said, “Sure,” as she used her fingers to straighten her hair. “Didn’t you come?” 

“Well, no,” he answered. “I was worried, I thought I hurt you.” 

She rolled her head and shoulders a bit, and said, “Well, my neck is a little sore.” She moved to place her back against our bed, her head resting against the mattress. “There, fuck me against the bed. My neck won’t hurt, and I bet you’ll get deeper.” She smiled up at him and said, “And don’t worry if I pass out, just keep at it until you come.” 

Kevin reached down to help her stand, and she straightened her veil as she said, “Honey, I practiced with a 14 inch dildo for weeks. I expected to pass out.” 

Kevin chuckled softly and said, “Later. I promise  I’ll throat-fuck you until you pass out, if you really want.” 

She looked up at him with soft eyes and said, “I wanted to throat you on our wedding night. Give you what no other woman could.” 

“Wedding night?” Kevin asked, his eyebrows raised in surprise. 

I watched my wife gently touch his chest, and she leaned close, and said, “There may not be a ring or preacher, but tonight I will give myself to you.” 

“And your husband?” he asked. 

My wife smiled and held up her left hand, displaying her lack of a ring. “Not his. He just pays the bills. You own  me now. I am yours to use.” 

He laughed and asked, “Or rent?” 

I watched my wife reach up and touch her nipples as she said, “Yes, I will be a whore for you. Sell me to other men.” 

I started coming, shooting all over my suit pants and chair and floor. 

*** 

I stopped the video, both to clean up and to regain my composure. I loved the idea of watching her with Kevin, but mostly when I was horny. I went down to the bar for a drink, but couldn’t stop thinking about her and Kevin. I felt this sense of urgency to watch the video and see what they were doing, but realized that this all happened in the past. 

I must have looked creepy to the other people at the bar. To my eyes, every woman there was a wife ready to fuck strangers. Eager to violate her marriage vows, by spreading her legs for any eager dick. 

I finished my drink and returned to my room, trying to conceal my half hard erection. I resumed the video, only this time I took off my pants and kept tissues nearby. 

“... whore for you. Sell me to other men.” I was already rock hard. 

Kevin smiled and said, “We’ll talk about whoring you out later. Let’s enjoy our wedding night.” 

“Oh, yes,” my wife said as she leaned up and kissed him. Watching her kiss him was possibly more exciting than when she was blowing him. The kiss lingered for a while, their tongues tasting each other. 

When they broke the kiss, he looked at her and said, “Oh God. I can’t believe you are younger than my daughter.” 

Gina laughed and said, “If you were my father, I’d fuck you.” 

“Oh?” Kevin said, his eyebrows raised in surprise. 

Gina said, “Lay back on the bed, and I’ll show you!” 

He quickly jumped into the bed, and Gina had him move so that his feet were facing the camera. She leaned forward and started kissing his balls, causing him to spread his legs, so that the camera showed his balls and long cock waving straight up. 


I then watched my wife grab lube from the side table and slather his penis until it was glistening, then rub some on herself. She climbed onto the bed, and straddled him, facing the mirror. 

“Hey Babe, face me. I love your ass, but I want to kiss you,” he complained. His erect cock hid Gina’s pussy, and the veiny meat rose to past her navel. I doubted she could take him all inside, but couldn’t wait to see how much fit. 

“In a minute,” my wife said, rising into a crouch so that her pussy hovered over his erection. “I want to watch the moment you claim me and I’m no longer Dave’s. Just lie still, I want this to be my act. Are you ready to take me from Dave? His picture is watching from the dresser.” 

“Oh hell, yes,” Kevin moaned. 

Gina smiled at the camera, as she gently lowered, pausing as his cock nudged against her labia. It was a perfect view, her clean shaven pussy lips slightly parted as his pink cockhead pressed against her. 


She said, “Do you remember this lingerie from our wedding night, Dave? Well, that was the beginning of our marriage, and I’m wearing it again at the end. This is the moment when I stop being your wife,” she paused as she began lowering herself onto Kevin’s cock, then said, “And become Kevin’s.“ 

I watched as the cock head pushed open her pussy lips, and slid inside her, followed slowly by inch after inch of bare hard penis. She kept staring at me, well the camera, and her mouth formed an “O” as his dick entered her deeper and deeper. 

This was it! I was watching my wife taking another man’s cock - my boss’s cock - inside her! I didn’t dare touch myself, I knew I would come right away. I wanted the jealousy and lust to course through me. 

As she continued to work herself down onto him, she said, “And now Kevin owns me.” I couldn’t believe that my petite wife was taking all that cock! 

I saw Kevin’s hands grab her hips and pull her down into him, as the last inch of his monster disappeared into my wife! She let out a moan. I could see him begin to gently buck his hips, withdrawing, then entering her, as he said, “Oh God! You feel so good, babe! It’s like you were made for my penis.” 

“Oh, I am!” My wife moaned, “Just for your penis!” She stared at the camera and said more quietly, “All yours.” 

After a few minutes of her riding his cock, I could hear him say, “Switch so I can go deep!” He easily lifted her off of him, and I was again amazed that all of his cock fit inside her as I watched his veiny member slide out of her.. 

He flopped her onto her back and mounted her. They were positioned diagonally across the bed, so I mostly had a side view, as I watched my boss slide his enormous cock into my wife. She took it all as she moaned and placed her hands around his shoulders. 

She said, “Oh, yesss. Make love to me. Claim me as yours, Kevin.” 

Just as he bottomed out in her, she wrapped her legs around him and he leaned forward and began kissing her. I almost came right then, as I watched my wife kissing another man while he slowly humped into her. It was definitely less ‘fucking’ than ‘making love’, and my stomach churned. 

After only a moment or two, Gina started moaning and then cried out as her orgasm hit! She never came that fast for me. They broke their kiss only long enough for her to stop screaming and shaking, then they went back to kissing as he continued to ride her. 

Over the next 15 minutes, my wife came for him several times, her legs and arms still wrapped around him as he methodically humped into her. Suddenly he broke their kiss and raised up on his arms as he began to thrust into her harder and faster, sliding most of his length into and out of her. 

She clung to him, staring back into his eyes as she said, “Yeah, that’s it. Come for me! I want you inside me, Baby!” My stomach churned in jealousy and excitement as I heard my wife begging another man to come inside her. 

He groaned and said, “Coming!” as he felt forward onto her, his ass quivering as he pumped my wife full of his sperm. 


Gina began orgasming as she moaned, “Oh Kevin! I love you! Gaahhh!” She shook and cried out as he emptied himself into her while she spasmed. 


They lay there with him on top of her for a minute, before he rolled off. My wife reached for his slimy cock. 

“You came fast this time,” Gina commented, “and it felt so big and hard! What was that?” 

Kevin chuckled and said, “I guess it was more exciting to have sex in the bed you share with your husband.” 

“Oooh, yeah,” my wife agreed, as she stroked his cock. “It feels so exciting to be a cheating slut. I guess this is no longer the bed I share with my husband, if I’m sharing it with you,” she laughed. 

I watched my boss’ hand move to Gina’s pussy as he said, “Well, you’re a cheating wife for sure, but you won’t be a slut until you do it with more than just me.” 

My wife dropped his cock as she swung her legs over to get out of bed. “Geez,” she said, “Enough pressure. I’m already doing Nelson!” 


As my naked wife approached the camera, I could hear Kevin ask, “And my other friends?” 

“Yes!” my wife said, “your friends can fuck the slutty schoolgirl.” She added after a brief pause, “as long as they’re not gross, and they pay.” She looked into the camera as she smiled and said, “If I’m gonna be a whore , I want to be well paid.” 

As she reached for the camera, I got a close look at her pussy, and could see a glistening line down her leg, where my boss’ semen leaked out of her. The video stopped as he started asking something else, which I couldn’t make out. 

Holy shit! Kevin was turning my wife out! Wow, I thought, he’s my boss and her pimp. I liked the idea of men paying my wife for sex and wondered how I would feel if I knew any of them. 

*** 

I watched the video again, and parts of it a third time, as I masturbated repeatedly until my balls and penis hurt. I tried to go to sleep and tossed and turned most of the night. I finally had to respond, so sent a quick text to her: 

“Best video ever. Make more!” 

I was exhausted the next day, but managed to get through my meetings and even get dinner and beers with a client, just to keep my mind off of what my wife was doing. 

I checked my email and Dropbox, but there were no updates from her, so I ended up watching the video again while I jerked off to sleep. This time, I paid more attention to the parts where she told Kevin she was his, and not mine anymore, and started to get concerned. 

The week dragged on, with no updates from her, and I grew more and more worried about her “giving herself” to Kevin, and the ”no longer Dave’s” stuff. I regretted taking her ring off, even though it was thrilling at the time. It was hard to tell reality from fantasy by the time I boarded the plane. 


Turned 

On the drive home from the airport, I debated whether to text her and let her know I was back. On one hand, I wanted her to get Kevin out of the house, but on the other, I wanted to catch them and maybe even see her fucking my boss. I didn't care if he knew I was cuckold. 

Cuckold . The word echoed in my head, and I tried to see myself as one. I felt I was still manly, just liked my wife to be shared out. I wondered if Kevin knew, would he just stop by and use Gina whenever he wanted? Would he make me lick her clean? I felt my erection growing as I thought about that. 

My stomach dropped as I pulled into our drive and saw that Gina’s car was gone. I paused for a moment, wondering if she had left me! I didn’t want to go in and find all her stuff gone, but I had to know. I grabbed my bags from the trunk and approached the front door, ready for the worst, when I heard her pull up. 

I met her as she exited her car, and she said, “Damn! I wanted to beat you home. I have some surprises. Get back in your car and close your eyes.” 

I was frustrated but happy that she hadn’t left, so did as she told me. I peeked and saw that she had a few bags from stores at the mall, and a larger one from the local copy shop. I wondered what she was up to. 

About 20 minutes later, I received a text that said, “You can come in now.” 

I hurried to the front door, and entered, pulling my bags in after me. Gina stood in front of me, wearing filmy lingerie, her hair and makeup a mess. As I leaned to kiss her, I noticed that her hair was wet and sticky in a couple of places. 

She smiled at me and said, “Yes. It’s his cum. I don’t always swallow.” She leaned forward and kissed me, her tongue entering my mouth aggressively, different from how we regularly kissed. 

As we broke the kiss, I noticed she was wearing a choker that read “Kevin’s.” 

“Kevin’s, huh?” I asked. 

She held up her bare wedding ring and said, “Yes. You gave me away, so I’m his now. You can have me when he’s gone, but I belong to him. That’s what you wanted, right?” 

I gulped, and choked out, “Yes.” 

She flashed a smile, and said, “Come on, I want to show you some things.” 

She led me to the living room, and I noticed panties laying on the chair, and sofa, and coffee table. She saw me looking, and picked one up, saying, “You wanted me to leave the house a mess, leave evidence  of our sex, so I left panties wherever we fucked.” 

She pushed the panty against my face, covering my nose as she said, “I cleaned myself out with them each time, so you’d be able to smell us. Do you like it?” 

I took the tiny briefs, and felt that they were a little stiff and crunchy, and asked, “You wiped yourself with these?” 

Gina gave me a dirty smile and said, “I stuffed  them inside me, letting them soak up his cum and mine, then put them back all wet and nasty.” 

I felt my knees grow a little weak at the thought, and said, “Fuck! That is awesome!” 

She smiled and led me through the house. There were panties in every room! Gina commented, “I told Kevin I wanted to remember our week together, so he actually bought me more panties when we ran through all mine.” 

*** 

She led me to the office and seemed excited to show me something. There were a couple pairs of crusty panties by the desk, and she quickly turned to point to the large picture on my wall. 

Our three foot tall wedding picture had been replaced with a photo of my wife and Kevin! He was standing behind her, and they were both nude. His hands covered her nipples, and her right hand covered her pussy as she held her left hand out slightly, fingers spread. 

I stared, amazed at how sexy it looked! The age difference between them was clear - she was young and smooth skinned; his arms and shoulders were covered in gray hair. 

She waited a second and said, “You like that?” 

Before I could respond, she said, “Wait! A couple of fun facts about that picture.” She stepped closer and pointed to her left hand, “You can see faintly where my wedding ring used to be.” She turned and said, “Before you took it off and gave your bride away.” Gina beamed and said, “And his cock was inside me when we took this.” She waited for my face to register the surprise, then added, “That’s right. You can see me with another man’s dick inside me all the time, now. If you look closely, I think you can see the shadow of his balls below my hand.” 

My cock was so hard I was about to rip my pants. I asked, “How did you get them to print that?” 

She laughed, and said, “It’s not really nudity, but I had to convince the kid at the copy center for a discrete rush job.” She patted her stomach and said, “His kids are swimming in my belly right now.” 

“You blew him!” 

“Oh, yeah, Baby. This is my week of awakening.” She placed her foot on the desk, showing off an anklet that read “$lut.” “You wanted a whore, you got one.” 

*** 

I said, “I want my whore, now,” as I led her to the bedroom. I don’t know what happened to her, but I was horny as hell, imagining her blowing the copy center guy and fucking Kevin. 

When we got to the bedroom, I noticed no panties, but the room stank of sex. The bed was a mess, and I noticed some of my clothes on the floor nearby. Gina saw me looking, and said, “I didn’t bother with keeping panties in here - there wouldn’t be enough at Target for all the times we fucked.” She nodded to the pile of my clothes and said, “Kevin liked to wipe the sweat from his balls and ass with your clothes.” She smiled and said, “And of course, empty  his balls into your wife!” 

I pushed her onto the bed, as I tore off my clothes and said, “Spread your legs you fucking slut!” 

She laughed and said, “I spread them for everyone , you’re not special now.” 

I jumped her and was inside her in a minute. She felt so hot and wet, and I was so excited knowing that Kevin had been fucking her all week. I came in almost no time, not caring about her orgasm. 

She looked over at me and grabbed her panties, saying, “This is what I do when Kevin comes, to save for you.” I watched as she stuffed her panties into her pussy, shoving them deep inside herself. She then looked over at me and said, “And I wear them inside me for about fifteen minutes or so until they are soaked.” 

*** 

I was still recovering, but felt my cock growing hard again. I said, “I loved your movie. Did you make any more?” 

She giggled and said, “Lots. I wanted to surprise you, and didn’t want you to get jealous and come home before I had my fun.” She grabbed her phone and said, “Wanna see my favorite?” 

“Sure!” I wondered why it was her favorite and hoped it was just as explicit as the one I had seen. 

She fiddled on her phone and then handed it to me, saying, “That one.” 

As I started the video, she added, “Remember that I asked him to do this.” 

*** 

The video started with Gina getting on her knees next to the bed, her head resting against the side of the mattress. She reached forward, and a man stepped forward, his erect cock pointed straight at her face. 

My wife looked up at him and said, “Remember, keep fucking me if I pass out, and don’t stop until you come. I really hope I pass out! This is gonna be fucking awesome! Promise?” 

I heard Kevin’s voice say, “I promise. I hope you pass out too, I’ve never fucked a corpse before,” he laughed. 

He stepped forward, and my wife guided his long cock into her mouth, then grabbed his legs to pull him closer. 

I watched as Gina’s hands clung to Kevin’s legs while his cock disappeared into her mouth, then appeared again as he fucked her face. He worked a bit more into her each time, causing her to moan, while spittle leaked around his erection and dripped down her chin. Her head was pinned firmly against the side of the mattress, pressing slightly into it with each thrust. 

My wife was looking up at my boss as he slowly but methodically continued to drive his meaty shaft down her throat. As he finally pushed the last inch into her mouth, his gray pubes mashing against her lips, I noticed her eyes roll up into her head as her hands fall away from his legs. She had passed out! 

Kevin noticed and grasped her by the hair to keep her impaled on his meat, as he asked, “Gina? Are you with me?” After she didn’t react, he said, “OK, Baby, you asked for this.” 

I watched as he adjusted his stance, spreading his legs wider, and placing his thumb into the side of her mouth, keeping her jaws open, as he twisted his fingers in her hair, holding her head up straight. 

He then thrust his hips, fucking her immobile head as hard has he could. He muttered, “Let’s see how much cock you can take now !” as he jammed his cock even further down her throat, bashing her lips and nose with his pubic bone. 

I was alarmed by how hard he was hammering her, like he wanted to break her jaw. He continued, “I’m gonna fucking dump straight into your stomach, girl!” I watched Gina’s eyes for signs of life, but they just stared blankly from their sockets as he fucked her like a corpse. If she wasn’t currently lying next to me, I would have sworn that he killed her. 

After what seemed like minutes of his brutal assault, he bellowed, as he grabbed her hair and pulled her mouth tight over his dick, shooting his load down her throat and holding her until he finished. 

Then he pulled my wife’s limp face off of his slimy cock and said, “Oh fuck,” as he shook her. He continued to shake, her and even slapped her face gently, as he said, “Fuck. fuck. Don’t die on me! Fuck!” 

Finally, Gina sputtered and coughed, spit and sperm emerging from her mouth and nose, as she coughed again, catching the spittle in her hand. She looked dazed for a second, then at the puddle in her hand. She asked, “Did you come for me? Did you use me when I passed out, Baby?” 

Kevin laughed and said, “Yeah. I thought you might have died there.” 

Gina smiled up at him and said, “That would have been OK.” She wiped her nose, then added, “But if I do , please fuck my pussy, too. I want to be full of your cum.” 

She looked at me, well, at the camera, and said, “I want to see!” The video stopped as she grabbed the phone. 

I looked over at Gina, and she was beaming. “Isn’t that fucking amazing?” 

She reached for the phone and said, “We did that a few times - the last time he was on top of me in the bed, because my neck was sore. I passed out pretty quickly then - his stomach blocked my nose as his dick was down my throat. 

I pulled the phone back and said, “Let me see again!” 

She grinned and watched me as I flicked the screen. The video that started as a different one. In this one, Gina was bent over the bathroom counter, as a skinny old man pressed against her ass, grabbing her hair as he said, “I’m gonna ruin your asshole, bitch!” He thrust hard into her, causing Gina to cry out. The force jolted the counter and caused the camera to slide down, focused on the ceiling. 

The audio continued, though, “You want this, don’t you, whore?” 

Gina moaned, “Oh, yes!” 

*** 

Gina grabbed the phone and said, “That’s not a good one.” 

I looked at her and asked, “Who the fuck was that?” 

She looked at me and said evenly, “Nelson.” 

“Nelson fucked you here ?” 

“Yes,” she was watching me. 

“He might find out. I mean does he…” I sputtered. 

“Yes,” my wife said. “Nelson knows who I am. He knows your wife is a whore. As does Greg, and Mr. Murray, and a few others.” 

“What?” I exploded. I was shocked and wondered what this meant for my job. 

“Calm down,” Gina said. “They won’t say anything. They think I’m hooking on the side, and Kevin’s my pimp.” 

“What? What do you mean?” I asked. 

My wife smiled at me and said, “I told you it’s been a week of awakening. Kevin has been staying here all week as my husband,” she saw my reaction. “And he’s been renting me to the executives during the day. I’ve been entertaining them here in our house, using my real name. Everyone knows your wife is a whore for old men.” 

I just stared at her as I processed this news. 

Gina cuddled up to me, kissing my neck as she whispered, “I love this, thank you. Thank you for wanting me to be a slut. I love letting strangers pay to touch me, fuck me, even choke me like a piece of meat. I know it’s unusual, but those big wrinkly balls and old eyes get me to orgasm every time.” 

When I remained silent, she noticed my raging hard-on, and climbed on, easily impaling herself onto me. She slowly rode me, saying, “That’s it, Baby. Feel my cheating pussy. So many men will be inside me, and you can clean them out if you want!” 

I was at first shocked and nauseated by the thought, then remembered how I felt when I did it after the postman had filled her. It only took me a few minutes before I was again coming inside her. 


New Life 

We spent the evening and much of Saturday picking up around the house, Gina telling me details of some of the crusty panties. Most were from Kevin, but she pointed out one in the kitchen from our senior attorney, and two in the dining room from the head of HR. Apparently he was good to go for a second round, and took a long time before he finished, giving her two orgasms. 

I found myself turned on by the details, imagining these strange men fucking my wife in our home. Each time, Gina could sense it, and casually dropped to her knees, or pulled down her pants to let me take my lust out on her. 

As we sat down to lunch, I asked her, “Um, do the guys really pay  for sex with you?” 

She gave me a crooked smile and said, “Yes. Every single one.” She quickly added, “Except for Kevin and you.” She eyed me and said, “Why? What are you thinking?” 

I gave her an even look, and said, “I was thinking maybe you should quit your job so that you’re available during the day.” 
        Her nose flared and eyes dilated, as she excitedly asked, “Really? You really want me to hook full time?” After a moment, she said, “That would be pretty nasty.” She looked me in the eye and added, “And risky.” 


“Why risky?” I asked. 

“Because word will get around and everyone will know that you’re married to a whore.” 

I thought, then said, “I’m good with that. Plus, you’d probably get more business.” 

She was about to answer when her phone rang. “Hi Baby!” she said brightly. I assumed it was Kevin. 

“Yeah, he is,” then, “In the garage, puttering around. He has no clue.” she listened some more then said, “And my pussy misses you  too. I feel so empty.” 

She looked at me and raised her eyebrows, then said, “Oh, you do! Well, it’s not you , but as long as they’re old and stiff,” she giggled. 

“Um hmm,” she was listening to him. “Yeah, I can call in sick. But make them both on the same day, morning and night. And don’t let Dave away from the desk, get some meetings for him.” 

She laughed, “Yes, meetings for him, and meat  for me. OK, I’ll wait for your text. No, don’t tell me their names, I want to be surprised. And tell me if I should be the little girl or unsuspecting housewife. OK.” 

She looked at me intently as she said, “Wait! Hey, um, how busy can you keep me if I go full time on this. Yeah, quit my job and be always available.” She raised her eyebrows and asked, “Really? I’ll let you know.” 

She tapped her phone off, and looked at me saying, “Well, how about we test this first? I’ll call in sick on Tuesday, and Kevin has two new guys lined up for me.” 

Her eyes grew wide, and she dialed her phone, holding her finger to her lips to keep me quiet. 

“Hi Mr. Nelson, I’ve got a tip for you,” she said, smiling. “I happen to know a little girl named Gina who will be home alone at noon on Tuesday. Um hmm. And she’s a bad little girl, in need of a proper ass-raping, if you ask me. She always leaves the front door unlocked, too. Maybe Tuesday is the day she gets what she deserves, hmm?” My wife hung up the phone. 

She turned to me and said, “Well, Tuesday I’ll see if I can do this full time. Kevin says he can rent me out every day, if I quit my job.” 

I said, “I’m going to install cameras so I can watch and make sure you’re safe.” 

Gina grinned and said, “You want to watch men brutally fuck me.” I objected, and she added, “I want to see it, too. Make sure your cameras record and we can watch together. Maybe I’ll let you do the same things to me.” 

*** 

And that was the beginning of my wife’s new career. 


Other Titles You May Like

Giving Lisa to Her Boss: My Wife Loved Being Under Him

Lisa had agreed to try her husband’s little fantasy, but not with friends, neighbors or co-workers. When her handsome new boss came to town, her husband persuaded her to bend the rules, even though she knew it would change her role.

Lisa was excited by her position, traveling with Doug and cheating in new cities. Her husband was still thrilled by her infidelity, as long as she always came home to him. Doug was a fantastic lover, and Lisa was always satisfied.

Then her husband invited Doug to dinner, and gave her away to her boss. She was no longer cheating, she was chattel. And her boss was planning to spread the wealth to other men.

But would Lisa spread for them?




Sharon Becomes A Hotwife (Pass Around Wife Book 1)

Sharon and her husband decide that swinging might be fun to spice up their marriage. Like the saying about ‘best laid plans,’ her husband plans but she gets laid. They are both excited by her new found love of exhibitionism and other men and ready to try some more. Sharon’s libido and self esteem are both raised to new heights by the man half her age who wants her to be his ‘porn girlfriend’.

It sounds like fun and games until they discover her first ‘hookup’ moves in next door. Will Sharon become a full time ‘porn girlfriend,’ hooking up in their home, or will they keep the play at bay?
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