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Night in Town 


Lisa’s new boss was flying into town, and she was nervous. Her sales were always good, but a new division manager always meant change. 

I kidded her that maybe she could impress him with her bedroom skills. 

“Really?” She gave me a stern look, “He’s my boss. I know you want me to mess around, but I can’t screw up work.“ 

I laughed and said, “I wasn’t suggesting you screw up work, just screw your boss.” I gave her a pleading look as I added, “You promised.” 

“Yes, yes. I promised. When the time is right and things won’t get weird. Your friends are not an option for me, and our neighbors aren’t good either. I promise, I’ll find someone. Maybe at a conference?” 

“OK,” I agreed. “But what if your boss is really good looking? I mean, you’ll only see him, what? Once a quarter?” I pressed. 

“Sorry, honey,” she responded. “You’ve got me convinced that you’ll only be happy when I screw someone else, but I won’t be spreading my legs for Doug.” 

*** 

That night, I asked Lisa how she liked the new boss, Doug. 

“Well, he’s very nice, and it doesn’t look like he will be bad to work for. He’s very focused on the positive, not out to beat people for numbers, as far as I can tell,” she said as she sipped her wine. 

I could tell there was more, so I pressed, “And…” 

“And he’s about 10 years older than me, and very  handsome. He’s tall, fit, and has an amazing smile.” She giggled and added again, “And very handsome .” 

“And I’m sure he noticed how hot you are, too,” I prompted. 

“Well, maybe, but  he invited me to dinner tomorrow,” she admitted. 

Oh?” I said. “And what restaurant?” 

“The one at his hotel, just up the road from here,” she said. “Nothing fancy.” 

“Hmm,” I said. “Except that it’s at his hotel.” I smiled and said, “I know what he’s expecting for dessert.” She stared at me as I added, “And I think you should give it to him.” 

My wife didn’t object like she usually did, which made me excited she might consider it. 

The next day as Lisa was leaving for work, I asked, “So, are you going to dinner with him tonight?” I noticed she was wearing a blouse that showed a lot of cleavage. 

My wife answered, “Yes, of course. It would be rude to turn him down.” 

I said, “So I shouldn’t expect you home tonight?” 

She snorted, “You wish!” as she started out the door. 

I replied, “Yes, I do.” 

*** 

The day dragged on for me, as I wondered if Doug would hit on my wife and if she would accept his advances. I had fantasized about her with another man for a long time, but this was the closest she had ever been to actually being able to accept. 

I knew intellectually that she shouldn’t hook up with her boss, that it might make things awkward at work, but I also know that if she did do it, she’d have to repeat it every time he was in town, so at least several times a year. I hoped I was still as excited afterwards, because there was no graceful backing out. 

When I arrived home to an empty house, it excited me, thinking that my wife was at dinner with another man. I had a hard time thinking about anything else, so I microwaved some dinner and tried to distract myself with television. 

As the hours crawled by, I became more agitated, imagining Lisa going to his room with him, and making out, and possibly getting naked and fucking! 

By 9:00, I was convinced that she had gone through with it, but was disappointed by the sound of her car pulling into the drive. I met her at the front door, and noticed that her face was flushed, as she fiercely kissed me. 

“Wow!” I said. “Did you do anything with him?” 

“No,” she said, then, “Yes. We made out.” 

“Like, you kissed, or more?” I asked. 

She was definitely worked up, as she tried to unbutton my shirt, she said, “We kissed. And he put his tongue down my throat, and his hands all over me. Fuck, I am so horny! I could feel his cock through his pants!” 

“And you didn’t go for it?” I asked. 

She was panting as she continued on my buttons and said, “I wanted to! It was too fast. I couldn’t think. He wanted to, but I panicked. I said I had to come home, but I really wanted to.” 

She pulled at my belt as she said, “God, I need to get fucked, please!” 

I pushed her away and stepped back as I said firmly, “The only dick you’re getting tonight is waiting in his hotel room.” 

“What?!” she almost wailed in frustration. 

“Call him and tell him you changed your mind,” I said. “Go back to the hotel and get the dick you really want.” I felt a little bad using her worked-up state, but knew this might be the only way to make it happen. 

To make my point, I started buttoning up my shirt. 

She stared at me for a minute, panting, then pulled out her phone as she turned and headed for her car. I heard her faintly say, “Yeah it’s me. Uh, huh. Do you have condoms?” 

I felt sick and excited, knowing that I had just sent my wife off to have sex with her boss. As she drove off, I wondered if she would go through with things, or back out. I was pretty sure she was committed, as I replayed her words to him, “ Do you have condoms? ” 

Committed 

I waited for Lisa while my emotions raged. I was horny as hell, but my emotions ran from jealousy, to excitement, to embarrassment at pushing her into this. For the first hour, I expected her to come home after backing out again. After that time passed, I realized she was really doing it! 

I wondered if she was riding him, or laying under him while he pumped away at her, or if she couldn’t face her actions, and just bent over so he could take her doggy. I wondered if he was being gently, or rough - fucking her like a piece of meat. I had so many questions! 

As the hours dragged on, I wondered if she would spend the night, and how she would explain it to him. Would she tell him some story that I was away for the night, or would she admit I wanted her to fuck him? If she did, would he keep her for the duration of his trip? What if I didn’t see her for days? I knew she had to come home for clothing and makeup. 

*** 

Around midnight, I decided she was probably staying over, so I crawled into bed and hoped to sleep. I was so keyed up and anxious that I couldn’t sleep, but hoped that the act of laying in bed would help me drift off. 

Suddenly, I heard Lisa’s car pull into the driveway, and I jumped out of bed. I met her at the front door and watched her close and lock it behind her. She dropped her purse on the entry table and looked at me. Her hair was mussed up, and her lipstick completely gone. Her blouse was untucked from her skirt, and suit jacket hanging open. She had definitely been having sex! 

She said, “Well, it’s official. I am a slut. I just slept with my boss. I hope you’re happy.” 

“You did it?” I asked excitedly, “You fucked him?” 

I think I hit a nerve, as she replied, “Yep. I fucked him. He fucked me. We fucked all night. We fucked so much that we ran out of condoms, so I finished the night by blowing him. I am a slut.” 

“Wow,” I said, taken aback by her words. “Uh, did you like it?” I pressed, hoping to shift her obvious anger. 

She smiled a little cruelly and said, “Like it? I fucking loved it! He made me come over and over. I’ve never felt a cock as big as his, and he knew how to use it. I’m afraid to look because I think he used up my pussy completely. I don’t even remember half the things we did because I was orgasming so much.” 

She looked at me evenly and said, “It was the best sex I’ve ever had in my entire life.” I think she meant to hurt me, but it excited me. 

She unbuttoned her blouse as she said, “And now, I have to find another job.” 

I stepped in front of her and kissed her, pulling her close to me. She resisted a little at first, then let me put my tongue inside her mouth as she surrendered. We broke the kiss, and I said, “Thank you. You are amazing!” 

Lisa gave me a funny look, and said, “I was serious. I just slept with my boss. I just fucked another man. And you’re happy?” 

“Oh, yes!” I said, as I took her hand, “And now it’s my turn. I get to reclaim you!” 

She followed me to our room and stood as I undressed her. I stripped down and stood looking at her, my erection a sign of my excitement. 

After a moment of staring at her, I said, “God, you’re beautiful.” 

“I’m used ,” she said glumly. 

“I know! That’s what is so exciting!” I explained. 

“I can’t believe that,” she said. 

I stepped up to her and put my hands on her breasts, saying, “Did he play with your tits?’ I asked as I rubbed her nipples with my thumbs and squeezed them. 

“Um, yes,” she breathed. 

I leaned forward and licked around her areolas, then sucked her nipples as I looked up at her, then asked, “And he sucked them, while you looked at each other, didn’t he?” 

She moaned softly, and said, “Oh. Yes.” 

I slid my hand down to her pussy and felt how wet she was. I rubbed her gently, then slipped in a finger and asked, “And you couldn’t wait to have him inside you, could you?” 

“No,” she breathed. I could tell she was getting excited. 

I probed her wetness with my finger, sliding a second, then a third inside her. 

“He really stretched you out, didn’t he?” I asked. 

Her eyes were staring through me as she said, “He was SO big.” 

“Did you take all of him?” 

“Yes. All of him,” she moaned. 

I whispered in her ear, “Close your eyes and imagine he’s here. Then lay back on the bed like you did for him.” 

She looked into my eyes for a second, and I thought she might object, but she turned and climbed onto the bed. I quickly grabbed a condom from the bedside table and was rolling it on as I watched her. 

She rolled onto her back, her eyes closed. She slowly spread her legs, exposing her wet pinkness. 

“What did you tell him?” I asked quietly. 

I watched as my wife put her hands on her knees, spreading her legs so wide that she was almost in a split as she moaned, “Take me, Doug. I need you…” 

I quickly climbed up between her legs and entered her, feeling her legs close to wrap around my legs, her hands grabbing my ass to pull me in, as she moaned, “Oh, fuck yes!” 

I could tell she was closing in on an orgasm as I started thrusting, feeling her warm wet pussy engulfing me. She definitely felt looser than usual, which excited me as I imagined her stretched by her boss. 

Within a minute, she began panting and moaning, her orgasm taking her. She moaned out, “Fuck me! Fuck me hard!” Her eyes were still closed, so I assumed she was imagining Doug. 

That drove me over the edge, and I started coming as she bucked and moaned through her orgasm. 

I rolled off of her, and we lay side by side, recovering. 


Eventually, I felt her hand move over to hold my latex-wrapped cock. She looked at it as I asked, “He was bigger, huh?” 

“Much bigger,” she whispered, lost in thought. Then she added “Much, much bigger.” She seemed to realize what her words meant as she quickly added, “But you made me orgasm, which I didn’t think I could do again.” 

“Did you come with him a lot?,” I asked. 

She looked at me and said, “Maybe a dozen times. I dunno. It was a lot.” She was studying my face, waiting for a reaction. 

I smiled and said, “Fuck, that is SO hot!” 

“You’re not jealous?” she asked, surprised. 

“A little. But that’s part of my excitement,” I explained. 

I reached over and touched her wet pussy as I said, “I hope he fucks you into a coma next time.” 

She looked at me and said, “There won’t be a next time. I have to quit tomorrow. I can’t be fucking my boss. It wouldn’t be right.” 


“Why not?” I pressed. 

“Because he’d want to fuck me every time he’s in town,” she said. 

“So?” I said. “You’d want to fuck him back, wouldn’t you?” 

There was a pause, then she said, “Yes.” 

She patted my limp dick as she said, “I know you want me to, my little pervert. But I can’t. Now I have to sleep.” 

She rolled over, and the discussion was finished. 

*** 

The next morning, Lisa dressed in a conservative suit, quite a bit different than the previous day. She was ready to leave much earlier than usual, and said, “Well, I’m going to get a start on packing my things, in case they want me to leave today rather than work my last two weeks.” 

“You’re really quitting?” I asked, surprised that she was still committed. 

“Yes, of course. The more I think about it, the more I know it’s the right thing to do,” she confirmed. 

I watched my wife leave, feeling sick that my fantasy was going to cost her a job. We’d be okay financially, but I knew she loved her job, and felt sad for her. 

All day long at work I waited for news from her. I expected a text telling me whether she was being asked to leave, or if she could stay for her notice period. I even entertained the little fantasy that she changed her mind and would stay. 

*** 

I arrived home and waited for Lisa, who was probably in the middle of wrapping up things. When she arrived home, I saw her sitting in her car for a long while. It looked like she might be crying, and I felt terrible for inflicting this on her just because of some horny fantasy. 

When she entered the house, her eyes were red, her makeup smeared and lipstick gone, and her business suit looked rumpled and cooked. She was a mess. With no words, I took her hand and escorted her into the living room, where we sat next to one another. 

She was quiet for a while, so I finally asked, “Was it rough?” 

She sniffed, then gave a little laugh, and said, “Yes, I guess.” 

I prodded, “I guess things didn’t go like you imagined? What happened?” 

She said quietly, “Well, I told him we had to talk, in private. So the first chance was at lunchtime. I met him at the cafe at the hotel - it was close, and would be nearly empty. No one from work would be there, so they couldn’t hear us talking.” 

“So I met him there, and told him I thought I should quit,” she said. 

“How did he take that?” I asked. 

My wife looked at her hands as she said, “We talked. Then I ended up in his room and we fucked all afternoon, skipping all our meetings.” 

She looked over at me and said, “I can barely walk, my pussy is so sore. I’m a fucking slut. And everyone at the office probably knows. And now you know that I’m my boss’s whore. I’m a cheating slut wife.” 

“That’s OK,” I said. “I’m OK with that. You’re committed now.” 

She looked at me and said, “I’m committed now,” almost robotically. 

“You’re going to sleep with him whenever he’s in town,” I said. She stared at me, so I pushed, “I want  you to sleep with him whenever he’s in town, as long as you come back to me.” 

“OK, I will,” she replied, still a bit dazed. 

“Why are you here instead of at his hotel?” I asked. If she was his whore, she should be there. I wanted to fuck her so badly, but also wanted her to keep cheating. 

She said, “He left. He flew to Dallas.” She paused for a moment, then said, “He wanted me to come with him.” 

“Why didn’t you?” I asked. It secretly thrilled me he wanted her to go with him, to spend the night at his hotel. 

“I dunno. I’m married. I should be here. He just wanted more sex,” she said, unconvincingly. 

“You wanted to go, didn’t you?” I asked carefully. 

She looked at me a long time before she said quietly, “Yes.” 

I said, “You should go. Call and book a ticket now.” I thought I could see her eyes light up a little, so I explained, “He’s paying you for sex, I’m not. You said it : ‘ I’m the boss’ whore .’ So  you should go wherever he wants whenever he wants.” 

“What about us?” she asked quietly. I felt my stomach churning because she didn’t argue about traveling with him. 

“We’re still married. Nothing changes that. You’ll still come back to me whenever he’s done with you. This is your job now, to have the best sex in your life , as you said. Who doesn’t want to get paid for sex? Go do your job.” 

I watched as my wife’s face transformed from emotionless robot back to normal. She clearly wanted to smile, but controlled herself as she looked at me and said, “Yeah. I guess this is my job now.” 

She leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss as she said, “Thanks. I’ve gotta make some calls.” 

I sat on the sofa, thinking about what I had done. I was horny as hell, and wondered how often she would be gone. 

*** 

After a bit, I wandered up to our bedroom, where Lisa had a bag out and was packing. 


“So when are you leaving?” I asked. 

“I’m not sure. His secretary is finding me a flight. She’ll text the details,” Lisa said, as she inspected which panties to pack. I was rock hard, thinking about Doug slipping them off of her. 

“So his secretary knows, I guess,” I said. 

“No,” Lisa said distractedly, “She’s just booking a flight for a client visit.” 

“Um hmm,” I answered. 

“What?” my wife said, stopping to look at me. 

“Just the flight. No hotel. Where does she think you’re staying?” I pointed out. 

“Fuck!” Lisa said, thinking. 

“Yes, she knows that’s what you’ll be doing,” I said, with a smile. 

“Do you have time to fool around before you give it to him?” I asked, eager to fuck. 

She looked at me compassionately, and said, “I would, but my pussy is pretty sore, and…” 

“And you want to save it for him?” I completed her sentence. She just stared at me. 

“That’s OK. How about if I go down on you? I want to taste that cheating pussy of yours, and see what he did to you.” 

Lisa nodded and said, “Sure. Let me finish packing, then you can eat me to sleep.” She smiled, knowing that I loved it when she talked dirty. 

I waited, watching her pack for another man, which kept my cock hard. 

She finally finished and crawled into bed with me. I attacked her muff with excitement and energy, trying to imagine what she looked like with her boss’ big dick inside her, riding him, or laying back and spreading her legs for him. 


I wondered how many condoms he had filled, and whether she would eventually let him in bare. Even thought she wouldn’t let me fuck her bare skin, perhaps it would be different with Doug. 

After she had orgasmed a few times, she pushed me away and gave me head - a rare treat. I came within a few minutes, and watched as she swallowed my cum, imagining that she was gulping Doug’s kids. 

We fell asleep fairly quickly, and when I woke for work, she was already gone. She had left no notes, and there was no text from her. I wondered if this was how it would always be - just gone without a word. 

Trips

I waited all day for a word from her. I wasn’t really worried about the trip; she was an experienced traveler. I wanted updates on what was going on. I was certain that she was going to have sex with him, but wanted to hear about it. 

I sent her a message after I got home: 

Having fun? Being naughty? 

There was no response for a long while. I assumed she was “busy,” and hoped that she was busy with his cock. 

After I went to bed, I heard my phone ping, and checked the messages. She had sent a simple note: 

Getting dicked in Dallas 

I smiled at her dirty words and sent a thumbs-up response. 

The next day, there were no messages from her until dinnertime. It was tough to concentrate, as I thought about all the things she was doing with Doug. I finally sent a message: 

Miss you. Hope you’re being bad. 

A few hours later, I received: 

Being very bad. Pounding me in Portland. 


Holy shit. He was bringing her to multiple cities as his slut. I was beginning to wonder if she was even planning to come home. 

I sent a note to be sure: 

Are you coming home soon? 

In the morning, I had her response: 

Tonight. He’s done with me this week. 

Done with her. This week. I got my wish - my wife was a whore. And I was still excited about it. 

*** 

When I got home from work, it surprised me that Lisa was already there, unpacking her bag. I just stood in the bedroom doorway for a few moments, watching her, knowing that she had been naked, her legs spread for another man. I imagined her going to each hotel room, kissing him and eagerly stripping so he could fuck her. My erection was painfully straining in my pants. 

Lisa spotted me and said, “Oh, hi. Why are you looking at me like that?” 

I grinned and said, “Because I want to strip you down and fuck you.” 

She said, “You know, I get that a lot.” She wasn’t smiling though. 

I was still grinning as I imagined her boss saying that. “And do you let them strip you and fuck you?” 

She stood looking at me, apparently confused by my reaction. She said, “Yes. I’m a good traveling whore.” She paused and asked, “You still want me after my boss fucked me dozens of times this week?” 

I stepped closer to her and said, “ Especially  because he fucked you all week.” I kissed her deeply, then said softly, “I love that you’re a whore. Do you like it?” 

She examined my face, then said, “Yes. I think so. I’m a little nervous that I’m doing this. Are you sure  this is OK?” 

I reached for her buttons and said, “Strip off your clothes and I’ll show you!” 

I couldn’t get her clothes off fast enough, and pushed her back onto the bed. As she spread her legs for me, I imagined her doing it for Doug, which made me even more horny. I noticed her pubes were all shaved, and she was completely bare, which got me even more excited. I fucked her like a teenager, and gave her an orgasm before I couldn’t hold off, filling the condom. As I pulled out, I asked her, “Do you let him take you bare?” 

She gave me a surprised look and said, “Of course not!” 

I lay back on the bed next to her, and watched as she rolled the condom off, then took me into her mouth, sucking the semen off of me. Her mouth felt great, and I said, “Mmm, wow.” as she lay back next to me. 

She gave a shy smile and said, “Sorry, habit. Doug likes me to clean him like that.” 

I touched her lips and said, “Nice. Imagine all his swimmers that you’ve swallowed.” 

She was stroking my cock, which was hardening for a second round, as she said, “You have no idea. I’ve given more blowjobs this past week than in the past year. And he comes a lot.” 

She was examining my cock and said, “Funny, it’s like your penis is a new one. I’m so used to Doug’s this week. His is…” She stopped. 

“Yes?” I prompted. 

“You don’t want to hear,” she said, not making eye contact. 

“I do, please,” I insisted. 

She said, “He is so much bigger.” 

“How much?” I asked. “Tell me. I want to hear what’s been between your legs.” 

She looked up at me and said, “About twice as thick.” I grinned, imagining him stretching my wife. She was encouraged, and continued, “And almost twice as long.” She kept looking at my face as she added, “With a thick flared head. And he comes buckets. Probably three times as much as you.” She held up the used condom, examining it, and said, “Sometimes I worry he’ll explode the condom.” 

“Fuck! That’s so hot, baby,” I said. “I bet it feels good, him stretching you out.” 

“Oh, sooo good!” she said, her eyes looking through me as she was obviously remembering the feeling. 

“I noticed you shaved. It looks and feels great,” I commented. 

“Yeah, I had time while he was at meetings, so I went to the spa. I actually got waxed, which should keep it bare longer. Doug said he liked bare pussy, so I thought I’d surprise him,” she explained. 

“I’ve asked you to shave lots of times,” I said. 

She just looked at me, shame in her eyes. 

“But you did it for Doug,” I said to her silence. I smiled and kissed her, then said, “You are such a good little whore. You do whatever he wants, OK?” 

I patted her bare pussy and said, “I bet you really feel that big dick of his now, don’t you?” 

“Oh God, yes,” she said. 

*** 

The weekend was a blur of fucking and questions about her week. She eventually tired of my pestering, and said, “OK, if you want to know if I did something slutty with Doug, assume the answer is ‘yes’, OK.” 

“OK,” I said, realizing that I was being a pest. “As long as you solemnly swear that you will never say ‘no’ to him for anything he asks?” 

“Fair. I swear,” she answered. “Except for bare fucking. He’s gotta use protection.” 

“When he fucks your pussy,” I clarified. 

“Well, of course, he doesn’t use a condom when I blow him,” she said. She knew the details excited me, so she added, “And I swallow every drop!” 

“And bare in your ass, right?” I pushed. 

“In my ass?” she asked, clearly surprised. 

“You promised to never say no, and you know he’s going to want anal at some point,” I pointed out. 

“With that monster?” she commented. 

“Yeah, and if he ‘ comes buckets ’ like you say, he’s going to give you a sperm enema. I wish I could see that!” I said excitedly. 

“Oh,” was her only answer, as she walked away in thought. 

“Remember, you solemnly swore to never say no!” I called after her. 

*** 

When Monday arrived, we dressed and headed to work as usual. I wondered when and if Doug would reach out. 

When I arrived home, Lisa was not there. She sometimes worked a little late, so I started getting stuff together for dinner. I sent her a message asking what she wanted to eat for dinner and when she’d be back. 

A few minutes later I got her reply: 

Already ate dick for dinner 

Off to get used in Utah 

Not sure when home 

Holy shit! I raced up the stairs and saw that her bag was gone. She was away on another trip with him! 

I sent her a quick note back: 

Never say No 

She responded relatively quickly with: 

Promise. I’m a good whore 

I didn’t sleep well, imagining all the things she was doing with Doug. I jerked off so much that my penis was sore, then I drifted off, dreaming of her with a dozen men. 

Tuesday dawned without a message from her. I sent her a quick note before I headed into work: 

Hope you’re stretched good 

I waited for the rest of the workday and received no messages. After dinner time, my phone rang, and it was Lisa! 

“Hey, beautiful!” I said. 

“Hi. It’s your Prostitute in Provo,” she said. 

“Prostitute?” I asked. 

“I’m getting paid to fuck, so it makes me a prostitute, right?” She answered. 

“I guess. But I prefer ‘whore’,” I answered. 

“Me too,” she replied. “Stay on the line, I’ll be back on in a minute. I think you’ll want to hear this.” 

I was confused, but listened. I heard the ding of a bell, which sounded like she entered a store. I then heard her talking, “Yeah, I need condoms, please.” 

She was in a store buying rubbers! 

I heard her say, “Magnums. Yeah, the big ones.” 

I heard the clerk say, “You’re a lucky girl. Hang on to that husband.” 

I could hear Lisa respond, “Oh these are for my boyfriend. My husband is much smaller. Better give me the 20 pack, he’s insatiable and I’m not going home for a while. Oh, and a large bottle of lube, thanks.” 

I heard some noises as she paid, then she got back on the phone, “Did you hear that?” 

“Oh, God yes. I am rock hard!” I replied. 

“He makes me buy the condoms if I’m going to make him wear them,” she explained. 

“Just think - if you take him bare, then you’ll save money,” I joked. 

“Babies aren’t cheap. And do you really want to raise my boss’ baby?” she said. Before I could answer, she said, “Anyway, I thought I’d call because I left without warning. It feels strange to talk to you when I’m with him though.” 

“That’s OK, baby. As long as I know you’re giving yourself to him completely, and let me know you’re safe. Your alliteration updates are good. ‘Prostitute in Provo’, ‘Dicked in Dallas’. As long as you never say ‘no’ to anything he asks…” 

“OK. I won’t,” my wife assured me. 

“And take off whenever he wants you. I’m sure the meetings are interesting and should help your career,” I said. 

“Ha!” Lisa responded. “No meetings. Just sex. I really am a whore for him. At least we stay in nice places with athletic facilities, and I can spend whatever I want in the spa.” 

“Well, you go earn your pay, now, baby. And don’t say ‘no’,” I added. 

She laughed as she disconnected the call. 

I had to masturbate; I was so horny and frustrated. 

*** 

I heard nothing the next day, then on Thursday morning I awoke to a message that said: 

Sodomized in SLC 

You called it 

I didn’t say no 

Fuck! I wanted to talk to her, to hear about her taking his cock up her ass, mostly to hear about taking him bare and him coming inside her. 

Later that day at work, I received a message from her with a picture attached. The picture was a selfie of her in yoga pants - it was clear that she had wet herself from the dark spot down the inside of her leg. I read the caption, which read, “ His cum just ran out of my ass. Yuck. ” 

I had to text back 


Awesome! You are awesome, baby! 

She responded, 

Another reason not to take him bare. 

I prodded, 


Oh, my god! I’d love to see him running out of you! 

She responded, “No.” 

Cuckold 

When I arrived home on Friday, Lisa was already home, and cooking something for dinner. I came up behind her and grabbed her breasts as I whispered in her ear, “I want some of that fine ass!” 

She turned and kissed me, pushing the hot pot off the burner so dinner wouldn’t overcook. As we broke the kiss, she said, “No.” 

“What?” I asked, surprised and wondering about her response. 

She gave me a slight smile as she said, “That’s only for Doug. He’s the only one that gets my ass.” 

I processed that and actually felt a little thrilled that she was giving him something that I couldn’t have. 

After a moment of silence, she said, “I figured.” 

“What?” I asked. 

“You’re a cuckold. You like that another man is taking your wife. You like that he’s the only one I give anal. And that I waxed for him and not you. You say that you like me being a whore, but you’re also a cuckold,” she finished. 

I felt my stomach lurch as I realized she might be true. I stared at her, thinking, as she pushed down her pants and turned towards the counter. She said, “Why don’t you eat my ass, knowing that Doug is the only man allowed in there. Maybe I’ll come home after he’s fucked me, and you can eat his cum out of me.” 

I was overwhelmed by lust as I fell and pulled her cheeks apart and licked her pucker. She moaned, so I continued licking, knowing that another man had pushed his cock inside her, and had unloaded his balls deep inside her bowels. 

I pushed my tongue into her hole, which made her moan and say, “Yes, fuck me with your tongue! Your cock will never be inside my ass, that’s just for Doug!” 

I tongue fucked her, imagining what it would be like to taste another man’s cum running out of her. My cock was incredibly hard, as I realized I might indeed be a cuckold. 

I felt Lisa moving as she pushed her hand between her and the counter, and started rubbing herself. She moaned, “Yes! Eat my ass! Eat my whore cheating ass! Taste his cum, baby. Lick it out! Ungh!” She screamed as she orgasmed, and I hung onto her, forcing my face between her ass cheeks. 

I pushed my pants down as she recovered, then flipped her and pushed her onto the counter as I attempted to drive my cock into her pussy. She violently pushed me away and said, “Fuck! Not without a condom!” 


She pointed to her purse, and I quickly dug out a condom, excited to know that she carried them for easy access. I ripped open the package and quickly realized that the magnum slid loosely over my raging hard-on. I didn’t care; I shoved into her, the rubber only halfway unrolled, and fucked her for only a couple of minutes before I came. 

I stepped back, and my dick slipped out of the condom, leaving it hanging out of her pussy. She looked down and laughed before she caught herself. She slipped off the counter and kneeled in front of me, licking my penis clean. 

She then stood and touched the condom hanging out of her pussy. She clasped it, then unrolled the rest of it, which left the latex hanging about 5 inches out of her. 

She looked at me and said, “See how much longer he is?” 

I stared at the difference, then she said, “Well, at least you finally got to leave your cum inside me!” She giggled as she pulled the used prophylactic from inside her, examining the filled reservoir. She smiled as she said, “Quite a load. You’ve been saving it for me, haven’t you?” 

She placed the used rubber on the counter, then continued making dinner. 

She looked over her shoulder and asked, “You want to eat dinner or eat my ass?” 

“Both,” I grinned. 

That weekend I spent a lot of time thinking about whether I was a cuckold. I didn’t really want to be humiliated, but I liked my wife was doing things for another man that she wasn’t doing for me. 

*** 

On Monday, I arrived home to an empty house and wondered if Lisa was off for another whore vacation. I had my answer a bit later when the message popped up: 

Giving it up in Georgia 

I was excited and also mindful that she didn’t want me to intrude, so I sent back simply, 

Good 

I heard nothing on Tuesday, then Wednesday woke to, 

Anal in Atlanta 

On Thursday morning, 

Atlanta Assfucking Again 

On Friday, I arrived home and Lisa was sitting on the sofa, stark naked. When I approached her, she lifted her legs and spread them, saying, “Eat my ass first. It’s sore from all the fucking this week and I need your tongue.” 

How could I resist? 

I spent most of the weekend hearing her tell me over and over how he destroyed her ass with his gigantic cock, and how she could now take him all the way inside. 

She also showed me her new permanent lipstick. She told me how he suggested she should get them done because he didn’t like to see her smeared lipstick after she blew him. 

When I asked how often that happened, she gave me a smile, and said, “Baby, I suck his cock every day, sometimes twice a day. I must have swallowed a gallon of his cum so far.” I knew she had been practicing, because she was so much more skilled whenever she went down on me. 

On Sunday morning, her period arrived, so I was pretty sure she wouldn’t be traveling that week. Of course, her ass and mouth were still options, so I wondered what would happen. 

Monday I arrived home to Lisa sitting and watching TV. 

When I saw her, I said, “Hi. I was kinda hoping you would be out whoring.” 

She looked at me with a strange smile and said, “Wow, you really are a cuckold. For your information, I would much prefer to be out getting some big dick, too. But Doug likes to have all options open.” 

We made dinner, and when we went to bed, I was rock hard as I thought about what she would usually do with him. When she felt my hard dick, she slid under the covers and gave me head  that was so good; I saw stars. 

When she emerged, I said, “Wow! Thank you.” 

She smiled and said, “Baby, I still love sex. I just prefer it with him.” 

It felt like a gut punch, whether from jealousy or excitement, I couldn’t tell. 

That week, everything was back to normal. We got ready together in the morning, went to work, had dinner and slept together. Lisa sucked me every day, whether before dinner, or after, and there was little talk of Doug. 

On Thursday she mentioned her period was about to end, we could ‘fuck again’ on Friday. I was excited, of course. 

Friday I arrived home to an empty house and wondered why Lisa wasn’t home. My phone buzzed with a message from Lisa: 

Home soon. Have a surprise. 

I wondered what it could be. I thought maybe she got a raise or promotion. Of course she probably deserved one, as she was a full-time cock pincushion for her boss. 

Lisa got home a little after then, and dragged me into the kitchen, where she hopped up on the counter, smiling like a fool. 

“OK, what’s the surprise?” I asked. 

She said, “Just a second.” She took a breath and started, “When I told Doug that my period was over, he changed flights so that he would have a layover here this afternoon, then booked a room in the hotel airport.” 

“And you were the ‘lay’ in layover ?” I cut her off. 

“Yes!” she answered, unperturbed. She lifted her skirt to show that she was wearing no panties. She said, “We finished just a little while ago, and I came right home.” 

She reached down and spread her ass, showing off her pucker, which had something sticking out of it. 

“What is that?” I asked. 

She giggled and said, “A butt-plug!” 

“He put a butt-plug inside you?” I asked. 

“No, silly. I did. To keep your dinner inside me,” she said, her eyes flashing in excitement. 

I looked at her, then the plug, in amazement and confusion. 

“Come on, baby. Eat my ass like you do all the time. This time there will be something special waiting for you,” she encouraged. “He didn’t come all week, so I'm sure there is a gigantic load waiting inside me.” 

“I don’t know,” I said. It felt a little gay to do that. 

“Come on! I put a lot of effort into this. He absolutely destroyed my asshole, and I need you to lick it! You want to, come on!” she pushed. 

I kneeled below her and gently pulled the plug free, expecting a glob of cum to flow out. Her pucker just shut again after it, perhaps not as tight as usual. I could feel Lisa watching me and heard her say, “Lick it clean, baby.” 

I put the steel knob against my lips and sucked it into my mouth, which made Lisa moan, “Oh fuck! Give my assplug head, baby!” 

I looked at her and sucked it in and out of my mouth a few times, which made her moan again. I then put it on the counter and spread her legs, exposing her red angry pucker. She had definitely been fucking. 

I began licking her hole, which caused her to moan. Surprisingly, there was nothing leaking from her, so I began sliding my tongue into her. After a minute, I could taste the bitter, salty taste of cum. I had tasted mine on her lips in the past, so I knew. 

Strangely, I wasn’t revolted. If anything, I wanted to taste more proof of her infidelity, so I kept at it, rewarded by little drips and streams here and there. She asked, “Do you taste  him?” 

I moaned out an “Uh, huh” as I kept my tongue in her ass. 

“Oh fuck! Eat his cum out of me! Clean me out, cuck!” my wife nearly yelled in excitement. 

I pulled my face away, and she watched me as I lay back on the floor. I said, “Sit on my face and hold your ass open.” 

Lisa immediately hopped off of the counter and squatted over me, pulling her cheeks apart. I could see her sphincter over my face, and reached up, gently pulling it open with my fingers. I saw a droplet form and lifted my head to lick it. It was definitely cum! Each time a droplet formed, I did the same. 

“Eat his cum!” Lisa ordered, clearly excited. 

“I am. It’s coming out in little drips,“ I said. 

“Wait,” she said, and I could hear her grunt. I watched her asshole distend briefly and lifted my mouth to it as I heard a wet farting noise and felt a large glob of liquid land in my mouth. I carefully tasted, fearing the worst, but it was definitely cum, which I swallowed. She farted another big glob into my mouth, and I ran my tongue into her hole, licking up a stream of liquid. I fixed my lips to her opening and sucked, tasting more of the fluid entering my mouth. 

I lowered my head, as my neck and tongue were sore from exertion. I heard Lisa grunt as she farted another glob onto my face, before she leaned forward and got off of me. 

She looked down with a radiant face as she said, “I just shit Doug’s cum into your mouth and on your face, and you drank it down, didn’t you?” I nodded, as I felt the last glob running down my cheek. 

“I hope it was just cum,” I said as I sat up. 

Lisa looked at me with a huge smile and said, “Mostly. It was  up my asshole, you know.” 

She leaned forward and kissed me, saying, “You fucking ate his cum, you cuckold! I’m gonna make sure you eat a lot more! Fuck! That was so hot!” 

*** 

That next Monday, she was gone again. 

She sent her usual teasing note late that day: 

Cheating in Chicago 

It surprised me when she returned on Wednesday. 

“Are you tired of him already?” I asked. I was actually thinking the reverse, but didn’t want to insult her. 

“No,” she replied. “I don’t think I can ever tire of that big dick and the way he fucks me.” The way she said it so casually excited me. 

“He’s gotta spend some time with the other team members,” she said. 

“Aren’t you afraid they’ll steal him from you?” I asked, teasing. 

“Well, this week is Jim, and I doubt he sucks cock as  well as I do,” she said plainly. “And of course, he doesn’t have a cunt.” 

“Whoa, what words,” I said. She definitely was getting raunchier. 

She laughed and said, “That’s what Doug calls it. I kinda like it. It’s so raunchy and raw. I LOVE being his cunt!” 

She quickly changed gears, and said, “By the way, do you notice my eyes?” 

“They look great,” I said. I really did not know what she meant. 

“Yeah. I had permanent eyeliner done this week in Chicago. Doug saw me struggling with makeup, and suggested I get some more permanent work done,” she explained. 

I looked more closely at her eyes, and could tell the difference. 

“What?” she asked. “Problems with me doing it?” 

“No at all,” I explained. “It gets me turned on when you do things for him. Shaving, your lips, now your eyes. All for another man.” 

She bit her lip and smiled, “Oh, OK. I’ll remember that.” 

*** 

Over the next few weeks, she came home with more “work” each time. Permanent eyebrows, a second ear piercing, a belly button piercing. Each time, she explained she did it for Doug, and he paid for it. 

One Friday, after a week away with him, she came home and showed off her pierced nipples. They were vertical bars with half-circle loops. 

When I saw them, I exclaimed, “Finally! I’ve been begging for you to get nipple rings forever. Thank you!” 

She laughed and said, “I got them for Doug, you stupid cuck. Look…” She turned them so the loops faced inwards, and she said, “Do you see? D and C.” 

“Oh, yeah,” I said, wondering what she meant. 

“It stands for ‘Dave’s Cunt!” she laughed. 

“Oh,” I said, my stomach churning. I didn’t mind the cuckold and cheating part, but I didn’t want to lose her. 

She flipped them opposite, then said, “But I prefer C and D for Cum Dump. I travel just so Dave can dump his cum in me. Isn’t that hot?” 

“Fuck yeah,” I agreed. “Maybe you’ll let other guys dump in you , too?” 

“Maybe,” she said. That was the first time she seemed open to more guys. 

Dinner and More 


After a few months of Lisa traveling to see Doug, the excitement was just as intense for me. I imagined them together, my wife pinned under him, or lowering herself onto his enormous cock.

I thought about how it would feel to meet him - and whether he would be embarrassed, or cocky about nailing my bride on their trips. I decided on a plan to meet him.

Fortunately, it was nearly time for his trip to our town, so I wouldn’t have to wait long. I prepared by buying a six-pack of magnum condoms and a small bottle of lube, and placing them in my night table drawer.

The night before his arrival, he called Lisa to confirm his flight time so she could drive him. My plan hinged on getting to speak with him, so while Lisa was talking to him, I said loudly, “Is that your boss?”

Lisa looked surprised, and said carefully, “Yes.”

“Let me say hi,” I said, as I pulled the phone from her hand. She let it go easily, surprised by my action.

“Hi Mr. Johnson, this is Steve, Lisa’s husband,” I said into the phone.

There was the briefest pause, and he said, “Hello. Nice to speak with you. You can call me Doug.”

“OK, Doug. Lisa talks about you all the time, but I’ve never met you. I thought it would be nice if you came to dinner at our house tomorrow,” I said.

“Hmm. I don’t know,” he said, pausing for time.

My wife’s face showed her surprise, and she was mouthing something to me, but I couldn’t tell what she was saying.

“We live fairly close to the hotel, so she can drop you off after dinner. Restaurants must get pretty lonely, and I'll finally get to meet you,” I said.

“OK. That sounds good. I’d like to meet the husband of my favorite manager,” he said. I could tell from the tone of his voice that he would get off on meeting the husband that he was cuckolding.

“OK, see you then. You can have Lisa back now,” I said as I handed her the phone. ‘ How symbolic - giving my wife to him’  was what I was thinking.

Lisa took the phone and disappeared into the bedroom to finish her call. She emerged several minutes later and confronted me. “So, what was that all about? And why didn’t you check with me?”

I grinned and said, “Sorry. I just wanted to meet him. It’s a little selfish - it will be exciting to meet the man who has been inside you so often.”

She nodded and said, “Well, you should know that he wants to meet the man whose ‘bride he has been using.’ So you’ll both have big fat woodies at dinner.”

She laughed and said, “Well, he’ll have a big. Fat. Woodie . You’ll just have a woodie.”

“Oh,” she added, “I’m supposed to tell you we have work to do after dinner, so I’ll be at the hotel for a while.” She looked me in the eye with a little smile and said, “He said he ‘ is going to violently rearrange my insides’  before sending me home.” She put her hand on her stomach and said, “I can’t wait.”

***

When Doug and Lisa arrived, I was first taken by the difference in heights - her head barely came to his shoulder. She had told me he was tall, but I didn’t expect him to be over six feet tall.

He gave me a firm handshake, “Hi Steve, thanks for the invitation.”

I led him into the dining room and offered him a drink. He took a scotch neat. He was all alpha male, that was for sure. I poured a very strong gin and tonic for Lisa, then went to check on dinner.

From the kitchen, I could see their reflection in the mirrored back of our china cabinet. I rattled some utensils, so they thought I was busy, and was rewarded by watching him lean forward to kiss my wife! She seemed nervous to do it, but I could tell they were trading tongues.

I said loudly, “It’ll be a little while more,” then returned to the dining room. I could see my wife nervously gulping her drink as she stepped away, while Doug cooly took a sip of his scotch.

We made a little small talk about where he was from, and how long he would be in town. He planned on being here all week, which made me nervous and excited.

I suggested Lisa give him a tour while I set the table, and surreptitiously watched them in the living room as she showed off our picture wall, about half with wedding pictures and the rest were of vacations.

He made some comment about her size in the wedding pictures, and I could hear her explaining that she was always that heavy, until she started working out, and now it was an obsession for her.

I watched as he reached down and squeezed her ass, as he said, “keep on working out, you look great.” She gasped and looked over at the dining room, but didn’t catch me watching.

She walked him up the stairs, to show him the rest of the house. I quietly listened, hearing them speaking, then silence after they entered the master bedroom.

I quietly crept up, and could hear kissing noises and slight moans. I cautiously peered around the doorframe and could see my wife and her boss passionately kissing. That made me immediately hard, and I secretly watched until they broke the kiss. As I turned to flee, I could hear him say, “I hope dinner is quick, I can’t wait to be inside you.”

“Mmm, me neither,” Lisa agreed.

I made it back to the kitchen and waited for them to return a few minutes later. Once they did, I refilled their drinks, and noticed that she was much less nervous, and actually touchy and flirty with him. The alcohol was having the desired effect.

When I went back in the kitchen to get dinner, I watched her immediately latch onto his face, in full view of me from the kitchen. He was positioned so that he couldn’t see me. When she saw me looking, I gave her a ‘thumbs up’ and smiled. She continued the kiss, and I noticed her hand move to rub his crotch as her eyes held mine. His hands moved to grab her ass cheeks, as he pulled her closer.

I was sure I would come in my pants if I watched anymore, so I got dinner on the plates and made noise as I re-entered the dining room. She was still standing very close to him, and she took a seat between us. She had nearly finished her second drink, so I was certain that the alcohol was doing its job.

When we were seated, Doug raised his glass and said, “Thank you. Thank you for dinner, and for loaning me your wife on all those trips.”

“You are welcome. And you can have my wife whenever you want her,” I replied.

We all drank, and Lisa choked a little as she finished hers, clearly understanding my message and trying to keep a straight face.

We ate dinner with little talk, and I could see that Doug was trying to finish quickly, so that he could get my wife to the hotel. Lisa spent the entire meal making eyes at Doug, and I pretended not to notice.

Giving Him the Room

When Doug had finished dinner, he said, “Well, I hate to eat and run, but I have to get to the hotel.” I saw Lisa push back slightly from the table preparing to go as well.

My stomach churned with excitement and fear as I launched my plan.

“You don’t have to go to the hotel,” I said.

Doug froze and glanced at Lisa, who gave me a stern look for ruining her plan.

I continued, “We have a nice guest room.”

“I couldn’t impose, that’s...” Doug said.

“Wait, hear me out,” I cut him off.

“Steve…” Lisa started.

“Just wait,” I said, cutting her off as well.

“We have a nice guest room. I can stay in there and you can stay in the master with Lisa,” I said. I felt like I was going to throw up, I was so nervous and excited.

He froze, and Lisa gasped, both staring at me.

“Uh, what?” Doug asked.

I said more slowly, “I know you and Lisa are going to the hotel to hook up. You should do it in our master bed.” His face betrayed surprise and perhaps some bemusement. I turned to my wife, who was staring at me, and I said, “You want that, don’t you? Want him to take you in our marital bed, don’t you?”

I knew Lisa was horny from the way she had stared at him throughout dinner and hoped the drink had loosened her up a bit. She just stared, and I could sense that Doug had turned to watch her, too.

I repeated, “You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do,” she answered softly. Her resolve firmed, and she turned to Doug and said, “Take me in our marital bed. Yes. I want that.”

I turned to her boss, who was staring back at her and said, “Well, that’s settled. Go get your bag from the car and I’ll get my stuff out of the room.”

I rose, and said to Lisa, “Come help me.” She rose and followed me out of the room. As we left, I heard Doug say, “I’ll be a few minutes, I gotta make a call home.”

***

As we entered the bedroom, Lisa asked, “What are you doing?”

I said, “I’m giving you to him. Now get changed into your sexiest lingerie for him.”

I went to my closet and picked out a shirt and slacks, then got some underwear from the dresser. I put them on the guest room bed, then returned to get my toothbrush and toiletries from the master bathroom. I could hear Lisa rustling in her closet, and I wondered what she was going to wear.

My stomach was churning in excitement as I put my stuff in the guest bathroom, then went to check on Lisa.

I stopped dead in my tracks when I saw her standing at the foot of the bed. She was wearing a white frilly set of lingerie, including garter and belt. The panties had an open crotch, her pussy clearly visible. The bralette had open cups, her pierced nipples exposed. She was fit and trim and looked great naked, but the lingerie made her ten times hotter.

“Holy shit!” I exclaimed. Is that new?

“Yes,” she smiled. “I got it just for Doug.” After a pause, she added, “You weren't supposed to see it.”

“Fuck. That’s hot,” I said.

She was quiet for a moment, then my wife said, “I guess this is it, then?”

“What?” I asked.

“This is when I officially became Doug’s. Before, it was just cheating. Now he owns  me, and you’re just a cuckold husband,” she said.

My mouth was dry and cock was rock hard as I croaked, “Yeah.”

“I need to hear you say it, Steve. Tell me that is what this is…” she prompted.

I looked at my wife, dressed like a hot slut for another man. I think this is what I really wanted. I said carefully, “Yes, this is it. I am giving you to Doug. You are now his property, and will let him use you unconditionally. Do you swear to do anything he asks? Let him own you completely and only return to me when he doesn’t want you?”

She was breathing heavily as she said softly, “Yes, I do.”

She asked, “Should I take my ring off?”

“No!” I blurted. “I want you to remember that you’re married.”

“And that I’m giving myself to another man?” she asked.

“And that I have given you to another man . His property,” I said.

“His property,” she echoed.

I could feel my erection painfully pushing for release. We heard the door downstairs, and I left to meet her boss.

He was standing at the base of the stairway, not sure what to do.

I reached for his bag, and said, “Come on.”

As we reached the bedroom doorway, I said, “This is your  room.”

I heard a gasp as he caught a look at my wife. I saw her smile brighten at his reaction.

I put his bag down by the closet, and said, “Here’s your closet.” I stepped next to the bed and said “This is your  nightstand.” I pulled open the drawer and said, “Plenty of condoms and lube.” I could see Lisa’s eyes open in surprise.

I turned to him and said, “And of course, she’s yours, too.”

Doug was almost salivating as he stared at my wife.

There was an awkward pause, then he asked, “Are you staying to watch?”

I glanced at Lisa, and said, “Not now, that would be weird for her, I think.” I took a couple of steps towards the door, then addressed him, “But don’t worry about being quiet.” I could see her smile, then I added, “And don’t be gentle.” He smiled this time.

I watched them take a step towards each other as I closed the door.

Overnight

I waited outside the door, and it seemed like forever before I heard the bed creak, then my wife moaned, “Oh!”

I could hear their voices, but no words, as a rhythmic creaking started. He was fucking her! I imagined her legs spread for him as he pounded into her. It didn’t take long before I head her saying, “Fuck! Oh yes! Oh! Gahhh!” She was coming!

After several more minutes, the banging sped up and intensified, then I heard him yell, “Fuck! God! Take it!” I realized I had at some time pulled my dick out and was stroking it. The realization that he was coming in her made me orgasm as well, shooting onto the doorjamb.

I could hear voices again, then some laughter. There was no more activity for a white, and I was about to leave when I heard my wife talking again. I heard her say, “...your cock inside me…” Then Doug said something and my wife clearly replied “...your pussy now… anything … Come on, fuck me!”

As the bed creaked again, I could hear her boss’ voice, “... gonna break your pussy!” Then the bed started creaking and banging. I imagined him hammering into her, and I came again before either of them did. After my orgasm, listening wasn’t as exciting, so I retreated to the guest room. And got ready for bed, then fell asleep to the faint sounds of our headboard banging.

***

Morning After

The next morning, I woke up a little confused, then remembered that I wasn’t in our bed. He was. They were. I listened, but there were no sounds of sex.

I quietly crept to the door of the master bedroom and was pleased to see that it was slightly ajar - apparently Lisa must have gone to the kitchen in the middle of the night.

I carefully peered through the crack, and saw that our bed was a mess, but there was no sign of them. For a minute, I panicked, thinking they had already left for work, but then I heard the shower.

I gently pushed the door open so I could see more, and the room was empty, which means they were both in the bath area. I quietly crept in and could see two figures through the foggy glass. It only took a moment to see that one was on their knees, bobbing up and down as the other stood above them. They were clearly having sex again, and it sent a thrill through me.

As much as I wanted to watch, I also didn’t want to get caught. I took a moment to survey the room, and saw my side table drawer open, the box of condoms lying empty on the floor. Next to it was a used rubber, and another on the side table. There were a pair on Lisa’s table as well, and her lingerie was strewn across the floor.

Four rounds of sex, my wife getting another man off in our bed! I knew she had been having sex with him, but the proof was never so clear. This was just as exciting as listening to them.

I hurried out of the room before I got caught and closed the door like it had been when I found it. I then went downstairs, brewed some coffee and waited. When I heard them upstairs, I poured cups for my wife and her boss and set them out.

I called to them as they descended the stairs, “I’ve made coffee.”

Lisa carefully stepped into the kitchen, Doug stayed behind.

I said, “For both of you.”

He slowly entered behind her, then they each picked up a cup, both looking at me.

I smiled and asked Lisa, “Rough night, I hope?”

She looked a little surprised, but answered, “Yes.”

“And you?” I directed to Doug.

He was clearly handling the situation better, as he answered, “I didn’t sleep much, but it was a good night.”

“Better than at the hotels?” I asked.

“Huh?” he pretended to not understand. Lisa was frozen, wondering where this was going.

“I mean, was it better fucking her in our bed, than in the hotels when you two traveled?” He seemed at a loss, so I continued, “I know she’s been giving it up to you for a couple of months, at least.”

“Yes, it was much better,” he said.

I looked pointedly at Lisa, and my words clearly irritated her, so answered, “Yes, I loved giving it up  in our marital  bed. It’s possibly the best sex I’ve had in that bed.” She was trying to hurt me.

Doug appeared a little uncomfortable and said, “Well, we’ve gotta go to the office. Let me pack my bag.”

I asked, “Are you leaving town today?”

“No,” he answered, putting down his cup. “I’m here until Friday.”

“Well, then don’t pack up. The room is yours to use while you’re in town,” I said. He stopped, and I added, “And my wife is yours to use as well.”

“Really?” he asked.

My wife answered, “Sure. Steve gave me to you, so I’m yours to use,”  as she looked at me.

Doug looked from her to me, then said, “Let me grab my laptop,” as he left to go upstairs.

Lisa put down her cup and stared at me for a moment. I smiled at her and said, “You had fun, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she answered.

“So now he can fuck you all night long, until you can’t walk,” I said. “As long as I get you back when he leaves,” I added.

“Yes, of course,” she answered.

“Just one favor,” I said.

“Oh?” She was suspicious.

I said, “Don’t clean up the condoms. I want to see them as souvenirs. Proof that another man is using you.”

“OK,” she seemed a little concerned, but didn’t make any comments.

She said, “I’ve gotta get my shoes. Then we have to go.”

I cleared the cups and said “goodbye” as they descended the stairs to leave.

Doug turned in the front doorway and said, “I guess we’ll see you after work?”

I grinned and nodded towards my wife and said, “She’s yours to use.”

***

I went upstairs to take my time and survey the aftermath of her cheating. The bed was still unmade, and the room smelled faintly of sex. Her lingerie was on the floor, and his bag was open on the bed, with his clothes ready to unpack.

I looked around and couldn’t find the condoms. What! I specifically asked her to leave them, so I was getting angry with her. I then realized that he may have cleaned up before she could say anything.

I went through the bathroom and removed all my remaining toiletries and supplies, and ferried them to the guest room. I then started moving all my underwear, socks, t-shirts and clothing from my dresser to the guest room.

When I went to place the items in the dresser, that’s when I spotted the picture. My wife had placed a wedding picture of us, bride and groom, on top of the dresser. I recognized it as the one she kept on her table in our room.

What surprised and excited me, was that she had draped the used condoms over the frame, so that the cum-filled tips hung just over our heads, like slimy latex clouds. What a present from her!

It took a moment to see that there were five of them, not three. He had come five times - his hard cock pumping into Lisa’s pussy, then grunting as he shuddered inside her. Fuck, that was an exciting thought!

As I moved my stuff out of the master, I thought more and more about what I was doing. I felt myself getting excited and trying to expand the project in my mind. I remembered to send a message to the office to say I would work remotely, giving me time to get the house ready.

I then took pictures of Doug’s toiletries so I knew what brands he used. I stripped the bed, and put the sheets in the laundry, making the bed with fresh ones. The room smelled a lot fresher.

I then left the house to shop. I found his brands of toothpaste, colognes, razor blades and the like. As I passed a display, I realized they had used nearly all the condoms that I had bought, so I purchased two 36-packs of magnums, as well as a large bottle of lube. The lady at the checkout gave me a long look and smile as she scanned the condoms.

I stopped at a liquor store on the way home to get more of the gin that Lisa likes, and another bottle of scotch. I then got home and unpacked, setting up the master bedroom - opening and placing his underwear, and socks, hung his shirts and pants in the closet, and set out his toiletries on the counter.

Finally, I opened one box of condoms and filled the bedside table, then placed the other 36-pack and large lube on the table. I had a brief moment of fear, wondering if I was going too far with this fantasy. I imagined my wife laying in bed and spreading her legs for Doug, and found my resolve through horniness.

I tried to get some work done, then set the sheets in the dryer, assuming I would have to wash and change them every day. I got online and ordered more sheet and pillowcase sets, so I wouldn’t have to do the laundry every  day. I then waited for them to arrive ’home’ while I found something to make for dinner.

Servitude

Lisa  finally arrived home a little later than her normal time, and it surprised me to see her walk in alone. I heard our car drive off, and asked, “Is he done with you?”

She laughed and said, “No way. He said he had to pick some things up at the store.” I followed her up the stairs to our room as she said, “Well, last night was something, huh?”

“Oh God, yes,” I agreed. “I wish I could have watched him taking you in our bed. Watch you kiss him, and spread your legs for him, then watch his big cock stretch your pussy.”

“Oh, you think about this a lot?” my wife chuckled.

“Oh, yeah,” I smiled. “And I imagine licking you clean after he empties his balls into you.”

“Well, that’s not happening, Mr. Horny,” she said forcefully.

“I know,” I said, a little disappointed, as usual. “That’s why I loaded up your supply of rubbers.” I pointed to my bedside table.

“Whoa,” she said. “You’re expecting a lot.” She then realized that things had been moved, and she inspected the room, asking, “Did you move all your stuff out?”

“And I got him full sized toiletries, and a new toothbrush, so he feels at home,” I replied.

She turned and looked at me as she asked, “Do you really want him to take over?”

I nodded and said, “For this week. I want to see him completely own you. Watch you be his devoted slut, and act as his wife this week. Watch you serve him and never say ‘no’.”

“And what will you do?” she asked.

“I guess I’ll be a voyeur. I can help around the house so you have more time to fuck,” I replied.

“Hmm, OK. If I’m serving him, you serve us. You’ll be our houseboy and stay helpful but unobtrusive. If you’re good at it, you’ll eventually blend in and maybe we’ll forget you’re there when I spread my legs for him,” she said, with a smile.

I was so excited, thinking about watching her with him, that I agreed, “Yes! I can do that.”

“And call us ‘Sir’ and ‘Ma’am’, she added with a laugh.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said enthusiastically. It wasn’t so much the servitude that made me excited, it was setting up a scene where I could watch and not have things be awkward.

***

Lisa said, “OK, Boy. Go make us dinner while I get cleaned up and pretty for my man.”

I went downstairs, nervous about what this meant. I liked the idea of Lisa being a slut, but wasn’t 100 percent sure about being a server. I knew it was the only way I could watch them, so I went along to see.

While I was in the kitchen preparing dinner, the doorbell rang and Lisa yelled down “Get the door, Boy!”

And here it begins,  I thought as I went to the front door.

As I opened the door and let Doug in, Lisa was descending the stairs.I watched my wife walk up to Doug and give him a deep kiss, saying, “Sorry about that. You should never be locked out of here.”

Lisa turned to me and said, “Boy. give him your house key.” As I pulled out my keys and started removing one, she said, “And get him a scotch!”

As I held out the key to Doug, Lisa said, “Wait.” My wife looked at Doug and said, “Steve is giving you the key to this house. It means it’s yours whenever you are in town. As am I. As is the master bedroom, because you’re the Master.”

As Doug took the key from me, he asked me, “And what about you?”

“He’s here to serve us,” Lisa said, cutting off any answer from me. “And he’s going to get your scotch right now !” she said forcefully.

I turned and hurried to the bar cabinet, pouring a scotch, then returned to find Lisa and Doug kissing. Doug had one hand holding her ass, and the other groping her breast as she moaned.

Doug broke the kiss and looked over at me, as I was holding the drink out. Lisa glanced over and said, “Don't mind him. Let him watch. He’s no more important than the furniture, now.” She looked over at me while she lifted her shirt and placed Doug’s hand directly on her breast, then leaned forward and started kissing him again.

I just stood there, my erection straining for release as I watched my wife being groped by another man, her tongue exploring his mouth. After a couple of minutes, she broke the kiss, and said to Doug, “Come on, I want to show you our  room.”

She took the drink from my hand and gave it to Doug, as she said, “Go get dinner finished, Boy , and let us know when it’s ready.”

I paused for a moment as I watched my wife take the other man’s hand and lead him upstairs. I then went into the kitchen to finish preparing dinner.

I fiddled aimlessly for a few moments, trying to focus on dinner, but wondering if my wife was fucking Doug upstairs, or just making out. I was finally able to focus, and took about 40 minutes to prepare dinner, and set the table for two. I even set out a candle and flowers from the garden, as I realized that seeing my wife “date” another man made me boil with lust and excitement.

***

I went upstairs quietly to let them know that dinner was served. I was hoping to find them making out, or even fucking, but expected the door to be shut. As I approached our open master bedroom door, I heard low moans, then stopped short as I entered the doorway. There was my wife, topless, on her knees sucking Doug’s cock! Doug was sitting on the bed, his pants down around his ankles, sporting a huge thick erection. No wonder he needed magnum size condoms, I thought.

They didn’t notice me as I stood mesmerized. My wife wasn’t just sucking his cock, she was making love to it with her mouth! I watched as she licked up his shaft, keeping eye contact with him, as she fondled his balls with one hand. She licked around his mushroom head, causing him to moan as she took his cockhead into her mouth and pushed down, driving him into her throat, all the while looking into his eyes. Her left hand held his cock up, her wedding ring sparkling in the light as it touched another man’s cock.

It surprised me how much of his cock she could take down her throat, but my dick wasn’t nearly as long so I would never know. They kept this up for a couple of minutes before Doug looked over and spotted me.

I said calmly, “Dinner is ready.”

My wife looked over as she pulled his erection from her mouth and said, “Well, keep it warm until we’re finished here!”

I paused for a beat, then turned. Doug said, “No, stay here.”

When Lisa looked up at him he smiled and said, “I think he wants to watch you take my load. Get back to sucking, Baby. I’m close.” As she resumed her task, he directed, “Speed it up a little!”

I watched as my wife took his cock into her mouth, and began bobbing her head up and down, stroking with her hand as well. Doug moaned, “Such a good cocksucker!” and she moaned, apparently in agreement.

It only took another minute before he was thrusting his hips and panting, and her pace picked up. He looked over at me with wide eyes and said, “See your wife eat my sperm!” as he grabbed her head and began thrusting, using her mouth and throat to masturbate. I heard Lisa yelp around his cock, her eyes wide as he throat-fucked her deeper than ever, her arms and hands flailing as he firmly held her face pinned against his groin while he moaned, shooting his cum into her.

I watched him jerk and pulse as tears ran down her eyes, as she struggled not to choke or pass out. Finally, he released her, and she pulled back - spit, sperm and tears running down her face.

Doug reached forward and scooped some fluids off her chin and neck, feeding it into her mouth as he said, “Come on, Baby. Show him how much you love my cum - don’t waste any!”

Lisa took a breath or two, then scooped the fluids up and wiped her face, licking her fingers clean as she looked at me. After a moment she said, “OK, Boy. Go make sure dinner is ready now that I’ve serviced my man.”

Doug chucked and reached for his pants. Lisa grabbed his hand and said, “First, let me lick you clean,” as she looked at me, to make sure I saw and heard her.

I left and went down to get dinner on the table. If my pants hadn’t been so tight, I was certain I would have orgasmed from watching them.

***

I was plating the food when I heard them sit in the dining room. As I was about to grab the plates and carry them, my wife entered the kitchen. She was topless, but wearing her tight jeans, exactly as she had been a few minutes ago.

I smiled and said, “Damn, I love those piercings!”

She smiled back and stepped right up to me, grabbing my face and planting a wet kiss on my mouth, her tongue prying my lips open and forcing its way into my mouth. I didn’t resist - it had been weeks since she kissed me like that! We tongue wrestled for a while, then she pulled back, again smiling.

“Wow! What was that?” I asked softly.

Her eyes sparkled with laughter as she said, “I wanted you to taste Doug’s cock and cum.” She winked and said, “I bet you like that, huh?”

I was surprised but also turned on and said, “Yes, kiss me whenever you’ve had a cock in your mouth!”

I leaned forward and she let me run my tongue over her lips as I said, “I love your cock-sucking mouth, honey.”

Lisa nodded and said, “Good, because I loved having you watch me. It was so fucking hot with you standing there while I got him off, knowing that you gave me to him.

She turned and headed back into the dining room, so I picked up the plates and served my wife and the man who owned her.

Owned and Shared

I stood by while Lisa and Doug ate dinner. At first, it was a little quiet and awkward, then Lisa said, “Fill my glass, boy.”

My stomach churned at the way she said it, a mixture of embarrassment and excitement. I took her glass and refilled it, placing it in front of her, then stood back.

Doug said, “Yeah, I could use a refresh on my scotch… Boy.” It was a little angering when he said it, but I hoped it gave him the confidence to really use her hard around me.

I poured a bit more into his glass, and said, “Yes, sir.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Lisa smiling.

Doug raised his glass and said, “I love those piercings, you hottie.”

Lisa blushed, and said, “Anything for you, Baby.”

God, I was excited and uncomfortable at the same time.

“What about adding some little tattoos?” Doug asked.

“Uh,” I found myself saying.

Doug turned quickly to look at me and said sternly, “Another noise from you, and god help me, I’ll tattoo her face. She’s my meat and I’ll do what I want, won’t I?”

I was shocked and could only say timidly, “Yes, sir.”

Lisa watched the exchange intently, then said sweetly, “As you said, Baby… I’m your meat, so anything you want to do to me is OK.” Doug looked at her evenly, but didn’t say a word. Lisa added, “So, where do you want to mark me?”

Doug took a sip of his drink, then said, “I dunno. Those tits are awesome, but maybe a little marking around the nipples would be hot.” He looked and said, “Let me think about it. You are an unmarked canvas now, so I want to make sure it’s tasteful but slutty.”

“OK,” my wife answered, “Whatever you want.” She picked up her fork and continued eating.

They finished quickly, then Doug rose and grabbed his scotch. He turned to me and said, “Clean up while I take your wife upstairs and fuck her brains out.”

He reached for Lisa’s hand and she said to me, “You won’t be needed. I’m his now.”

My stomach churned and cock throbbed as I watched them walk away. I spent a few minutes cleaning up, then quietly rushed upstairs to listen through the door to them having sex.

***

The next night, I arrived home before they did, so I changed into casual clothes. Just as I descended the steps, Lisa and Doug entered, hand-in-hand. Su saw me and said, “Oh good. Pour us some drinks, Boy, then make dinner.

I did as I was told, and left them sitting together in the living room, drinking.

While I was making dinner, I heard them talking. He kept trying to convince her to skip the condoms, and she explained she wouldn’t. She explained she was allergic to The Pill, and had let no one inside her unprotected.

I knew his frustration. Even on our wedding night, I had to use a rubber . She was terrified of getting pregnant, and claimed that her Mom got pregnant even during “safe” times, so she wasn’t risking it at all.

I served them dinner and watched them eat. It was a little more tense than usual, Doug was determined to have unprotected sex with her. I always thought she was a little paranoid about the likelihood of getting pregnant during safe times, so hoped he would break her down for both our sakes.

As usual, I cleared the dishes, then went upstairs and listened to them fuck until I couldn’t jack off anymore. Lisa was crying out in pain, so I assumed he was taking her ass! As I was about to drift off, the guest room door opened, and Lisa walked in, stark naked.

She quickly climbed onto the bed and positioned her ass over my face as she said, “Feeding time, cuck.”

I could see her abused pucker, and used my fingers to pry her open like the previous time. This time, I saw liquid ooze from her immediately, and leaned up to lick her. It tasted like cum, so I stuck my tongue in further to release a little stream into my mouth, which I swallowed.

I heard her grunting, and watched her anus distend slightly, so I moved my mouth under her, open and ready. I heard the telltale wet farting noise and felt a glob enter my mouth, which I quickly swallowed, ignoring the few little pieces of solid that accompanied it.

I tongued her hole again, which caused her to shudder, and she gave an unexpected wet fart, flooding my mouth with liquid and solid. It tasted mostly like cum, but I swallowed it all, ignoring what else might have been in there.

I gave her another lick, but she raised up before I could delve more, and she laughed, “I think you got some extra there, cuck.”

“Did you just shit my sperm into his mouth?” I heard Doug’s voice.

Lisa looked surprised as she said, “Yes. He likes to clean me afterwards.”

Doug looked at me and asked, “And you just swallowed it?”

“More than cum, I think,” I admitted.

Doug looked at us both, then said to my wife, “Back to bed. I need that cunt again.”

***

I fell asleep shortly after.

I woke to find Lisa standing over me, holding used and filled condoms.

She smiled and said, “More for your collection. Proof that I let another man inside me and milked him with my cunt.”

She lowered them into my face and said, “Can you smell me and him?”

Truthfully, I mostly smelled latex, and a good dose of cum. Her pussy smell was very faint.

“Mmm, I smell a cheating cunt,” I said, hoping to surprise her.

She lifted the sloppy used tubes and draped them over our wedding picture, with the others. She smiled and said, “Yes, that would be my  cheating cunt.” She raised her eyebrows and said, “Well, actually, it’s Doug’s cunt this week. You can reclaim it after he leaves.”

She approached the bed and gave me a big kiss, her tongue swirling in my mouth, pushing saliva over my teeth..

After she broke the kiss, I said, “Sorry, morning breath.”

“That’s OK,” she laughed. “I have cock breath. And now, so do you!”

I was surprised, but not that  surprised.

She looked at me and said, “And I need to revise yesterday’s comment. Doug’s sperm will be dying in condoms, my stomach, and now your mouth! I saved some of his cock juice in my cheeks for you this morning.”

“Fuck, that’s hot and nasty,” I said. She seemed surprised, so I finished, “But I’d rather be eating it out of your pussy.”

She stood up abruptly and said, “I’m getting it from both ends from you two.”

“I’d do that, too,” I laughed.

She left without another word.

***

On Wednesday, I was standing in the dining room while they ate, and listened to them  talking about an upcoming trip to Chicago, to see “Jack.”

“Jack?” Lisa said. “That guy is a player. He hits on me every Christmas party, along with most of the women at the office.”

“Sure,” Doug answered. “But I know he has a special lust for you, Lisa. You’re the girl that never gives in. That’s why you’re coming along, to help congratulate him on being number one for the quarter.”

“OK, I guess I can endure his lechery if you want me to,” she answered. “Putting up with him is worth it to spend the time with you,” she said, giving me a look to make sure I felt jealous.

She clearly didn’t catch Doug’s implication. I knew what he was planning for my wife and was excited that she might have sex with another new guy.

When Lisa left to go to the bathroom, Doug looked at me and said, “You know what’s going to happen, don’t you?”

“I’m pretty sure, yeah. You’re giving her to Jack?” I confirmed.

Doug nodded, and smiled as he said, “Jack’s gonna hate-fuck her all night, and she’s gonna take it like a whore.” He paused for a moment, then said, “I’m gonna turn your wife out as a whore, you know.”

“Wow. Um, OK,” was all I could think to say.

He smiled and said, “You’ll get your wish. By the time I’m done with her, she’ll have fucked dozens of guys and will be a full-time fuck toy. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Oh, God, yes,” I agreed.

It looked like he was going to say more, but Lisa returned to the table.

After they finished dinner, Doug swatted my wife’s ass, and said, “Let’s go fuck, my little whore.”

My wife giggled and said, “I’m such a whore!”

I spend the night masturbating to dreams of her in gang bangs and fucking strangers in different beds.

***

The next night, Lisa arrived home about the same time as I did, and gave me a kiss. She asked, “Are you enjoying seeing me with my new man? The one you gave me to?”

My mouth was dry, and I was excited by her words, so I just nodded.

She held up her hand and said, “That’s why I wear my ring. I look at it when he’s inside me, and get so excited feeling another man getting ready to come in my married pussy! It makes me orgasm so hard - violating our marriage vow!”

“I’d love to see that,” I croaked, my chest pounding.

“I know. I’d like you to watch me giving myself to him,” she promised.

At that point, the front door opened, and Doug walked in.

“Oh, Hi!” he said, clearly surprised by seeing us standing right by the front door. “What’s going on?”

I was a little irritated by his tone. I realized I had given my wife to him, but I wasn’t supposed to talk to her?

Lisa immediately walked to him and gave him a deep tongue kiss, which made my dick harden.

When they broke the kiss, she said, “Steve was just telling me how much he enjoyed watching me suck your cock.”

“Oh, he did?” Doug said, giving me a smile.

“Get some condoms and the lube,” he said to Lisa.

“What?” my wife asked, acting confused.

“I said, get some condoms and lube. I’m going to fuck you while he watches. You can show him what a slut you are,” he explained.

She looked at me for a second, then went upstairs.

“Get me a scotch, Boy,” he ordered as she climbed the stairs.

I was still processing what was about to happen, but automatically moved to the liquor cabinet and made him a drink.

Lisa slowly descended the stairs as I handed Doug his drink. He said, “Come on,” as he walked into the dining room. We followed along, not looking at each other.

He stood at the end of the table and said, “Put the stuff on the table.” My wife did, then stood looking at him. He chuckled and said, “And now, get naked for us.”

For us , somehow he was including me in this.

Lisa looked a little nervous and slowly unbuttoned his shirt. Doug laughed again, and said, “What are you nervous about? We’ve both seen you naked before.”

As Lisa dropped her shirt on the floor, and started unfastening her pants, she said, “Yeah, but not at the same time.” She seemed a little less self-conscious after Doug pointed it out.

Doug said, “Well, you should get used to getting naked in front of multiple men. You’re gonna have to do it when we share you out.”

She laughed nervously as she kicked her pants off and unhooked her bra, “You’re gonna share me out?”

“Definitely,” her boss answered. “Your husband already did, and your cunt is too nice to keep to myself.” My stomach churned as I thought about her being turned out to other men.

She stood, displaying her pierced breasts, and as she pushed down her panties, Doug said, “Besides, we know you like fucking around, don’t you? Being shared gives you an excuse to fuck other men.”

“I don’t know,” said my wife timidly.

Doug put down his drink and pushed off his pants and shorts, revealing his huge cock. It was hanging down in front of him, soft, and was still bigger than mine. He said, “Sure you do. Get over here and get me hard. Show your husband what you do for other men.”

Lisa didn’t respond, but kneeled in front of him, and I watched as she grasped his penis and started kissing it, then licked from his balls to the head. She looked over at me and smiled as she sucked him into her mouth.

“Oh,” Dave moaned, then he said, “See how much you like being watched, Baby.”

My wife moaned as she continued to suck him, keeping eye contact with me as her boss’ cock grew harder. His penis was nearly twice the length of mine, and more than twice as wide. It was so exciting, watching Lisa stretch her mouth around it as she started throating him. I loved seeing her lips against his pubes as his entire cock was in her mouth and down her throat.

After a couple of minutes, Dave said, “OK, I need some of that tight cunt! How about we let your husband watch you take me bare? He can watch me impregnate you?”

I groaned at the thought of my wife letting him impregnate her.

Doug looked at Lisa and said, “See? He wants you to have a bastard baby! Let’s go!”

Lisa pulled her face off his dick and reached for a condom as she said, “How about we don’t.”

Lisa looked at us both saying, “ I’ll  be deciding about condoms and getting pregnant. It’s my  body that will get all stretched out and fat, so I  decide when Doug knocks me up.” She added, “Until then, Doug’s sperm will die in condoms, or in my stomach.”

When Doug knocks me up. Doug knocks me up. Doug.  her words were fogging my brain. She was actually considering letting him do it! She had never considered or wanted kids, so I never thought about it. I watched as she rolled the condom onto Doug’s cock and thought about all the full ones hanging on our wedding picture. I imagined all that jizz pumped into my wife.

I watched my wife roll the condom onto Doug’s dick, amazed that he would get that big dick inside of her. She then rubbed some lube on his cock, and wiped the rest over her pussy as she smiled at me and said, “Tight fit. Don’t want any tearing .” She then hopped up onto the table.

Doug smiled and said, “Now show your husband how much you want my cock.”

Lisa smiled, and spread her legs wide, putting her heels on the table. It split her as wide as I’d ever seen, and her pinkness showed through her labia. She said in a sexy voice, “It’s all yours, Baby. You own me, now take me!”

I was breathing heavily and felt my heart pounding as I was about to watch another man fuck my bride. My cock was so hard, I was sure I’d rip my pants.

Lisa’s boss stepped up, placing the head of his cock against her opening, and pushed slightly, causing her pussy lips to spread and admit him. He smiled and said, “I bet you two never imagined this happening after your wedding day.”

Lisa moaned, “Oh fuck. Take the bride. Fuck me hard!”

Doug put his hands on her hips and pushed, causing more of his cock to disappear inside of her. Lisa started panting and moaning like she does before an orgasm. She couldn’t possibly be ready to come already!

Doug withdrew a bit, then shoved more of his meat inside her. He repeated this until he was fully buried inside my wife! I was sure her stomach was bulging from his cock!

As he bottomed out inside of her, she let out a wail and started thrashing through an orgasm. Holy shit! She came just from feeling him inside of her.

Doug chuckled and said, “I love this part! Her cunt is squeezing my cock while she is coming. Your little whore comes like this every time.” He grasped her hips and said, “Let’s see if we can get her to pass out.”

As her orgasm subsided, he pumped into her, impaling her over and over, causing her to wail and shake again, having her second orgasm in three minutes. He waited for her to calm, then hammered her some more, which brought on a third orgasm. As she peaked, thrashing wildly, she looked at me with her mouth open and could only say, “Gah!” before her eyes rolled back into her head and she fell limp onto the table.

“Holy shit!” I said. “You actually fucked her brains out!”

Doug laughed and said, “Happens once in a while.” He looked at me and said, “Take your cock out. Let’s spit roast your whore.”

I quickly dropped my pants, exposing my erection, as Dave slid Lisa towards the side of the table. He said, “Wait until she comes around, we don’t want to kill her. But pin her head to the table and face-fuck her. Use her mouth like a cunt. She loves it!”

“She does?” I asked, surprised.

“Oh yeah,” he chuckled. “I hold her against the wall and try to drive her head through the plaster. The little slut loves it!”

I stepped to the table, and pulled her face to the edge. After only a moment or two, she took a deep breath, and said, “Fuck.”

At that point, Doug pushed inside her again, causing her to gasp. He looked at me and said, “Do it! Fucking use her!”

I was so horned up that I’d do almost anything at this point, so I grabbed my wife’s chin and the top of her head, and drove my cock into her mouth. It felt so warm and wet, and she easily took it. She moaned slightly, and I felt her hand move to my ass, as if she wanted to pull me deeper.

Dough said loudly, “Yeah! That’s it Lisa! Take two cocks like the little slut you are!” He was really ramming her at this point, shoving her harder onto my dick. It amazed me as she started to orgasm again, but I held her face and kept fucking her mouth as she shuddered and shook.

I felt my balls churning and pulled her tight as I started shooting my load into her mouth and throat. I couldn’t control myself as I felt and heard her gag and cough as I spewed into her.

Just as I was regaining my sense, Doug roared and started grunting as he obviously came inside Lisa. I imagined his sperm filling my wife until I remembered he was wearing a condom.

I pulled out of Lisa’s mouth, watching as she continued to cough and wipe her face. Doug finally pulled out of her, and stood panting, as the filled condom clung to his semi-hard cock.

Lisa finally gasped, “Oh my God. That was un-fucking-believable. Steve’s cum came out of my nose.” She looked up at me and said, “You must have had some load, honey!”

I grinned, then asked, “Was I too rough?”

Lisa coughed again, then chuckled, “There is no ‘ too rough ’ with me. Doug tries to fuck me through the wall, and I love it.”

Doug said, “So, how did you like your first double-dicking, Baby?”

“Oh Fuck,” was all my wife said.

Doug smiled and said, “You look good with two cocks in you.”

He turned to me and said, “OK, fun time over. Get dressed and make us dinner while we shower.” He didn't wait for a response, just took my wife’s hand and led her away to the bedroom.

Whore for More

Friday morning, Doug packed his things, and we saw him off. He shook my hand and chuckled, “Thanks for giving me your wife. She gave excellent service.”

He turned and kissed her deeply, saying, “See you in Chicago next week.” He patted her head and added, “Take good care of your husband, you’re his again for now.”

***

That night I arrived home before Lisa, so I started dinner. When Lisa got home, I heard her fumbling in the hallway for a moment, then it was a couple of minutes before she quietly entered the kitchen.

“Hi,” she said, watching me.

“Hey, sexy,” I replied, giving her a smile. I wondered what was on her mind.

“Um, did I hurt you this week? I mean, um, are you OK with everything?” she asked.

I put down my utensils and said, “No, you didn’t hurt me. I wanted this, remember? I gave you  to your boss to use. Are you OK with that? Did you like it?”

My wife gave me a little smile, then immediately fell to her knees in front of me, quickly unfastening my pants and pushing them down. She looked up at me and kept eye contact as she proceeded to suck me off. She was so good at it, that I only lasted a couple of minutes before I filled her mouth with my cum.

“Wow. Was that to make up for this week?” I asked.

“No,” she laughed as she rose to her feet. “I just really needed to suck a cock. Doug left this morning, so I didn’t get any at lunch.”

“You blow him every day?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes, sometimes twice,” she explained. She looked at me and said, “I think I may be addicted to sex.”

“Well,” I chuckled. “Let me know whenever you need a fix. I don’t want you suffering withdrawal!”

***

That night, Lisa went to the bedroom to ‘get ready’ for bed, then came downstairs wearing nothing. I was surprised and excited, and took her hand after sucking on her nipples, running my tongue around the piercings. I led her to the guest room, and she paused, asking “Why not the Master?”

I said, “Because that’s Doug’s room now. Or whomever you bring home to bed. This is my room, and that room is for you to cheat.”

She looked at me, processing the information, as she slowly followed me into the guest room, where we fucked like animals.

***

On Monday, I awoke to find her gone. It was the same as before, no note or goodbye, just leaving early to go to another man.

As I went through my workday, I wondered whether Doug was going to ‘give’ my wife to Jack, and if it would be tonight. I had a hard time working, thinking about what might happen.

I went home and eagerly awaited a text from Lisa, but heard nothing. I went to sleep horny and frustrated, and woke with an erection that demanded attention. After I masturbated, I got ready for work, my eyes on the phone the entire time.

By Tuesday night, I thought I should check in, so I sent a brief note:

Are you being bad?

I received no response, so assumed she was busy. I hoped she was busy servicing Jack, a man I had never met.

I awoke Wednesday to a message that she sent at 3am. It ready simply:

Total whore

I wondered if she meant Doug, or Jack. By the shortness of her message, it was clear she didn’t want to talk.

Thursday dawned with no new messages from her. I was more than a little irritated and horny. I realized I had pushed her into being another man’s slut, but I hadn’t bargained on complete silence.

By Friday, I was worried that something was wrong - either physically, or maybe mentally she was moving on to Doug. I had to send a text:

Are you OK? No news from you?

About 15 minutes later she replied.

Busy fucking. See you tonight.

At least she was safe. And I already knew that she was fucking, but wondered who it was with? It ate at me all day.

***

I got home to find Lisa waiting for me. She was wearing a miniskirt that barely went down past her pussy, and a white tube top that was basically transparent, showing off her pierced nipples. Her lips were painted bright red, and she was tottering on high stripper heels.

“Wow!” I said, as I looked her over after closing the door.

“Good,” she said. “If I’m a whore, I want to look the part.”

“Lisa, you…” I started to say, but she cut me off.

“Did you know he was going to give me to Jack?”, my wife asked sternly.

“I assumed. He basically told you he was. Did he? Did you?” I asked.

“Yes, of course,” Lisa replied. “I’m a good whore and I went to Jack’s room and we fucked and sucked until his balls were empty. Doug was pleased, so he rewarded me by fucking me some more.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I started to say.

“Oh, no!” my wife interrupted again. “Make no mistake. I liked it. I enjoyed being traded out like a whore.” She smiled coldly and said, “In fact, Jack called in sick the next day and took me to his house, so we could fuck in his marital bed. It was so damned exciting, taking a woman’s husband in her own bed. My wedding ring reminded me you were sitting at home jacking off while I was out fucking other guys. That made the sex so much better!”

“Oh, wow,” I replied. She had interrupted me so much that I wasn’t sure she wanted me to talk.

“Yeah, and guess what else?” she said, almost defiantly.

“Yes?” I said, waiting for more excitement.

“Doug and I were at the hotel bar on Wednesday, and I told him the bartender was attractive. Doug thought it would be fun to invite him to the room, so told him that I loved two cocks at once. Right there, in the bar, to my face, he tells this stranger that I’m a ‘double-dicker’. And invites him to the room,” she said.

“And…” I prompted, sure of the outcome.

“So at midnight, I answer the hotel room door stark naked and within 10 minutes have two cocks inside me. The guy’s cock was as big as Doug’s, so I thought I was gonna get ripped open.” She saw the look on my face and confirmed, “Yeah. They used my ass and cunt at the same time. I was coming so much I don’t know what they said or did, other than leave me gaping and sore.”

My wife started looking a little desperate as she said, “And the next day, I went down to the bar before Doug got back from meetings, just so I could see that bartender again. The place was dead, so I blew him behind the bar. I’m a real fucking whore now!”

“Nah, baby, you’re just sexy,” I said, as I took her hand.

She looked at me with wild eyes and said, “I can’t stop thinking about sex. About when I can get it next.”

“Well, I can help with that,” I said with a grin.

“OK,” my wife said. “You can warm me up.” She fell to her knees and started unfastening my pants.

“Warm you up?” I asked, wondering what she meant.

Just before she took my cock into her mouth, she explained, “Jack is flying in tonight. He’ll be staying over the weekend. He said he wants you to watch him break my pussy.”

Well, I got my wish. I guess.
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Wife's Secret Interracial Career: From Side Hustle to Taking Black Muscle

Erika was bored with her life and job, and her friend Linda had the perfect solution: A side hustle as a model with a new name and look: Ivory White, with hair and skin to match.

I was thrilled that my wife was spreading her wings and filling herself with confidence chasing this new career. She spent more and more time modeling, until she found a new agency and new friend, both of whom promised to broaden her horizons, leveraging her exotic looks.

When Erika was being secretive about her new job, I did some snooping and found that she was spreading more than her wings, and was being filled not with confidence, but with black studs. Now I knew why she was so secretive.

I wondered when she would tell me, if ever, and if she would ever find a scene that she wouldn’t do. It seemed that she loved the work more than she loved me, or was it something else?




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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