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The Guest




Getting Cucked by My Wife and a Younger Man at the Beach House




My stepson was a freshman in college, so his mother and I hadn’t seen much of him for the past year. We planned a trip to the beach for some family time. Initially, it was just supposed to be the three of us. Then we agreed to let Jeff invite his girlfriend. Not long after that, Jeff’s best friend, Patrick, got dumped by his girlfriend. We took pity on him and asked him to tag along as well. The place only had two bedrooms, so Steve was going to have to sleep on the couch.  So much for family time.

My brother and I inherited the beach house from my parents when they passed away. It had two small bedrooms that attached to either side of a great room. It wasn’t very big, but it was right on the beach and away from any big hotels or tourist attractions. It was perfect as far as I was concerned. It also helped score points with some of my bigger clients. I made a lot of money letting business contacts use the house for a weekend. 

Being an old house and directly on the beach, there was always some maintenance work that needed doing. I knew I would be occupied the first few days of our trip doing repairs while the others were off having fun and relaxing.  Jeff and his girlfriend, Jane, spent most of the first day at the beach getting some sun. My wife, Susan, and Patrick rode bikes around the island and did some shopping. Susan was on a mission to nurse Patrick through his breakup. She wanted to buy him some new clothes and shoes so he could look his best in his pursuit of a new girlfriend. I, on the other hand, spent the day making multiple trips to the home improvement store and tracking down the source of a few leaks the roof.

I was grateful to be done for the day and take everyone out for dinner. It was obvious that Susan and Patrick had a good day together. They had always gotten along, but they spent so much time joking with each other at the restaurant that I wondered if people thought that she was with him and not me. I’m almost twenty years older than Susan, meaning that she was actually closer in age to Jeff and Patrick than she was to me. She also looked even younger than thirty-eight, so lately I had started to feel incredibly old. If someone had taken a picture of our table that night, it could have easily looked like dad took his sons and their girlfriends out to dinner.

When we got home, Jeff and Jane weren’t feeling well. They both had seafood allergies and we wondered if they hadn’t accidentally eaten something they shouldn’t have. We loaded them both up with antihistamines and they passed out cold in their bedroom.  Susan, Patrick, and I stayed up drinking and watching television. As part of her quest to keep Patrick’s spirits lifted, anytime he started to look like he was ruminating about his ex-girlfriend, Susan would tickle him to make him laugh. We were watching some mindless drivel on the television and my body was displeased with me for having made so many trips up and down the ladder that day, so I excused myself and headed for bed.  Susan followed me into the bedroom and changed into one of my old t-shirts. They fit her almost like a nightgown and were her favorite things to sleep in.

“I think I’m going to go talk some more to Patrick,” Susan whispered so he couldn’t hear after she was done changing and putting her hair up. “You go ahead and get some sleep.”

I got cleaned up and laid down in bed, but I couldn’t get to sleep. One of my least favorite parts of getting old was that you were robbed of sleep. On the occasion you actually managed to get to sleep easily, you woke up early. Or, even more fun, you had to get up three times during the night to pee. Laying there, I could hear the merciful ending of the wretched tv show we had been watching. The walls were pretty thin in that old house, so I could hear Susan and Patrick talking almost as if we were still in the same room.

“You know, Patrick, you really need to forget about that girl.” I could hear Susan pouring another glass of wine.

“I know, I know. It’s just hard.”

“I know, sweetie. But you’ll find someone else. Believe me. She’s an idiot. Any girl would be lucky to have you.”

“You think?”

“Yes, I think. I mean, look at you. You’re gorgeous. All the girls in the store today were checking you out.”

“No, they weren’t.”

“Oh, yes, they were.”

“Well, if you say so.”

“I say so. You’ve got the looks. You’ve got the brains. You’re gonna be a good provider someday. You just need more confidence.”

“Well, I’ve only ever been with one girl, and she just dumped me. That doesn’t exactly instill a lot of confidence.”

“Really? One girl?”

Patrick sighed. “Yep.”

“Well, I met Carla a few times and it seemed to me like she was the kind of girl that was just using you. I don’t know if you can judge yourself based on her. Maybe you just have a bad picker.”

“Using me? For what?”

“You know.”

“No.”

“Sex, dummy!”

“Girls do that?”

“Some do. Where do you think the expression ‘boy toy’ comes from?”

“So, I was a boy toy?”

“It would seem so.”

“I don’t know how to feel about that.”

“I think you should feel just fine about it. Why do you want to be tied down at your age, anyway. If I were young like you, I’d be playing the field. Having fun. You could be getting girls left and right if you just believed in yourself a little.”

“I just really liked Carla, I guess. I feel stupid.”

“You’re not stupid. You’re just young. You’re going to make a lot of mistakes. You’re going to learn a lot of things the hard way. If I were you, I’d try to have a lot of fun doing it.”

“I guess.”

The room got quiet for a moment.

Susan broke the silence. “Hey, none of that, mister.”

“Stop it!” I heard Patrick say.

“Hey!” he protested again.

“No more frowning!”

I heard a scuffle on the couch followed Susan giggling.

“Oh, so it’s like that, huh?” Patrick taunted playfully.

“What the fuck is going on out there?” I wondered to myself. I’m curious by nature. I eased out of bed and tiptoed my way to the door. Fortunately, Susan had neglected to close it until it latched on her way out of the bedroom earlier and I could pull it open just a hair to peek through the crack. What had apparently started as a tickle fight had now devolved into some kind of playful melee with Susan and Patrick circling the living room rug like a couple of wrestlers angling for a take down. Susan lunged at Patrick who caught her by the arms and spun her around, gripping her in a bear hug from behind. What Patrick didn’t know was that Susan had studied martial arts as a kid, so despite his notable size advantage, he was in for a bit of a fight. 

Susan quicky used her body weight to drop to her knees and catch Patrick off balance, forcing him to the floor, still locking her in a bear hug. They tussled for a bit before Susan managed to turn her body and leverage Patrick to his back. Once there, Susan straddled him and started tickling Patrick’s ribs again. Patrick grabbed her hands and sat up, pinning Susan’s hands behind her. Neither one was laughing anymore. Susan’s shirt had ridden up in the scuffle and I could see her panties through her and Patrick’s hands as they were pinned against her backside.  Sarah made a move to jockey for position, but Patrick rolled and put Susan on her back with him on top of her. Patrick freed Susan’s hands in the move and they were now pressed against his torso. She looked down at his groin pressed against hers, her mouth open, breathing deeply. She wrapped her legs around Patrick’s back and squeezed in an attempt to roll him back over. Patrick resisted and kept her pinned to the floor. Susan’s neck craned back, and she moaned quietly.

Susan didn’t say a word or offer any resistance. She kept her legs wrapped around Patrick as he again slid his crotch against her mound in one long, slow thrust. Susan pursed her lips and looked down between her legs. She shifted her hands from Patrick’s chest to his hips. Again, he slid his groin against hers, this time with my wife gripping his hips and pulling him closer. Susan slid her hands into Patrick’s pajama pants and squeezed his ass. Patrick continued slowly grinding, my wife closing her eyes and leaning her head back as he did. Patrick’s pajamas began working their way lower until Patrick reached down with one hand and slid them down past his crotch, freeing his cock.  I couldn’t see it from my angle, but Susan stared between her legs now, watching him pleasure them both through her panties. Susan leaned up, supporting herself with one hand and started grinding back against Patrick. I could tell she was about to come. I’d seen that face a thousand times. She whimpered as quietly as she could as she helped Patrick bring her to orgasm. When she settled, Patrick took a few more long, slow thrusts against her before sitting up and taking his cock in his hand. For the first time, I had a view of what my wife had been ogling. I was well aware of the fact that one of the reasons Susan married me was because she was an admitted size queen, and I had a nice, big cock. Patrick had me beat. Not by a lot, but enough.  Patrick stroked his cock, hovering my wife as she pulled her shirt up, exposing her tummy and the bottom of her breasts. Susan watched him and ran her hand under her top, gripping her breasts as Patrick came, covering my wife’s panties and stomach. Susan reached up and firmly squeezed Patrick’s girth one time, causing him to let out a muffled groan. Rather than let her shirt get sullied, she rubbed Patrick’s cream into her skin.

Susan started to amble out from under Patrick. To avoid getting caught in the act of catching them the in the act, I tiptoed back to bed and quickly feigned sleep. I heard water running in the kitchen sink and shortly after, Susan made her way to bed. I laid there, pretending to be asleep for over an hour before I was sure everyone else would be oblivious to me masturbating.  The image of Susan gripping Patrick’s cock just after he came played in my mind as I made myself come in a matter of just a few minutes. Despite my relief, I still couldn’t sleep for most of the night. At first my mind raced, not knowing how to process everything that just happened. With meditation, I was able to settle myself and calmly, rationally, weigh all of the possible ways to handle the situation. After a few hours, I finally made a decision before drifting off to a peaceful sleep.

The next morning, after breakfast, I invited Susan for a walk on the beach. I wanted to make sure we were far enough away from the house that no one of any consequence could hear our conversation. We held hands and walked along the shoreline before the sun was high and there were lots of people.

“Susan,” I began. “I want to talk to you about something. But before I do, I want you to know that I’m not upset or angry in any way. I love you and what I’m getting ready to say doesn’t change that. Okay?”

I could see that Susan was curious, reassured, and terrified all at the same time. “Okay,” she nodded.

“I saw you and Patrick last night.”

“Steve, please, let me explain,” she interjected, almost panicking. 

I stopped her before she could. “You don’t need to. I was up half the night thinking about this. I’ve had more time to process what happened than you have. And it’s okay. I’m not mad. So, please, let me finish and then you have your say. Take a breath. Alright?”

Susan nodded again and took a deep breath, trying to calm herself. I waited until she seemed ready before continuing.

“At first, I didn’t know what to do or how to handle it. But the more I thought about it, the more some things made sense. You are a thirty-eight-year-old woman. You’re in your sexual prime. I’m pushing sixty. Even with better living through chemistry, I can’t do things like I used to do at your age. For a while now, I’ve been feeling insecure about…let’s say…my ability to keep you satisfied.”

Susan interrupted, “No, baby. You’re wonderful. It had nothing to do with that.”

“Please. Let me finish,” I asked softly. “I know you love me. But I also know that you have needs that I can’t satisfy the way I used to. Or at least as often as I used to. The way I see it, we have a few options. We can pretend last night never happened and move on. But that would mean that you would live the next decade of your life constrained by the limitations of an aging man. And that man would worry he wasn’t giving you everything you need, and that eventually, you might find somewhere else to satisfy those needs. Or, and hear me out, I give you carte blanche to do what you need to do in order to make sure you have the best life possible with me – provided that everything is out in the open. No sneaking around.”

Susan had been staring at me the whole time, dumbfounded. “You want me to sleep around?”

“It’s up to you, but, yeah, I think so.”

“But what are you gonna do while I’m supposed off fucking these other guys? Won’t it bother you?”

“I don’t know. It didn’t seem to.” I took a breath and steeled myself. “Actually, I think it kind of turns me on. I waited until after you went to sleep, but I had to jerk off after watching you and Patrick. I couldn’t get the image of you grabbling his cock out of my mind. It made me harder than I’ve been in years.”

“Seriously?”

I nodded incredulously. “Yeah. I know. I’m just trying to be honest here. Remember our deal?” Our deal was to be brutal and thorough about telling the truth.

Susan nodded. “I remember.”

“Okay. Thank you for hearing me out. Now, I’ll shut up and listen.”

Susan took a minute before she started speaking. “Okay, first, I’m so sorry about last night. I never would have done it if I hadn’t been drinking. I’ve never done anything like that before in our marriage. I promise you.”

“I believe you.”

“Now as far as your idea. I have no idea what to say. Like you said, I haven’t even had time to wrap my head around last night, and now you’re talking about me fucking other men. I don’t even know where to begin.”

“I know it’s a lot. Just take some time and think about it. And please know, this doesn’t mean that I don’t still want to have sex with you. I’m all about it. Just probably not as much as you are because of our age difference. I honestly think that this could be a good thing for us. But I completely understand that you need some time. That’s totally fair.”

Susan kissed me sweetly on the lips. “Thank you. You are always trying to take care of me.”

We continued our walk beside the ocean. I tried to lighten the mood a little bit. “So, Patrick’s hung like a fucking horse, huh?”

Susan couldn’t help but laugh. “I know, right?”

I thought about asking her if she thought about fucking him the night before, but I didn’t want to push the issue anymore. Besides, I realized quickly that it was a stupid question. Of course, she wanted to fuck him. 

Over the next few days, I could tell Susan was starting to soften to the idea. She was less awkward around Patrick and started flirting with him just a little bit. Spooning in bed three nights after our conversation she whispered, “Are you sure?”

“Yes. What about you? Are you considering it?”

“Maybe. I don’t know.”

“Okay,” I replied and left it at that.

The next morning, we went for another walk on the beach. About five minutes from the house, Susan brought it up without any prompting from me.

“How would it work, exactly? I mean, like, what are the rules?”

“I don’t know, really. I figured you and I would work that out beforehand.”

“You mean, like now?”

“Well, I don’t know. Have you decided you want to try it?”

“I wouldn’t say that. Let’s just say I’m thinking about it.”

“I bet you are,” I ribbed.

“Knucklehead,” she joked. “No seriously, if I were to say I want to do it, how would we go about it. Knowing, mind you, that the most important thing in the world to me is that we don’t fuck up our marriage.”

“Well, the first thing I would say is never without me knowing.”

Susan and I started walking ourselves through the logistics of her essentially becoming a hotwife. Turns out, that can get pretty complicated. By the end of our walk, we decided that if she chose to go through with it, we would start with just Patrick and that I could watch like I had before. If we liked it, we’d work out more details later. 

The next to the last day at the beach, we were eating lunch when Jeff informed us that Jane’s mother had called. “She wants Jane to come home early. She needs her to take her grandmother to the doctor or something like that.”

I saw an opening. “So, are you going to stay and ride home with us or are you going to drive her back?”

“I was planning on driving her back if that’s alright.”

“Well, I was hoping for some help finishing up that roof tomorrow. It’s a two-man job. Maybe Patrick could stick around and give me a hand. What do you think, Patrick?”

Patrick looked surprised and a little uncomfortable. He’d been avoiding me since he’d sprayed all over my wife. “Uh, sure Mr. Taylor. Why not?” Susan looked a little surprised and uncomfortable as well.

“Excellent. Then it’s settled.”

That meant that my stepson and his girlfriend would be heading out later that day, leaving Patrick alone with just me and Susan. I was reveling in making Patrick squirm. In my defense, Patrick did dry hump my wife without asking permission after all. Later that afternoon, Susan and I said our goodbyes to Jeff and Jane as they pulled out of the driveway.  Patrick was at the beach.

“You should have talked to me first, Steve,” Susan scolded as we started walking back to the house.

“I saw an opening and took it. It doesn’t mean you have to sleep with him.”

Susan grabbed my hand and stopped us in front of the door to the house. “Steve,” she said. “I want to fuck him. I don’t know if I will or not. But I want to. I thought you should know that.”

We stared into each other’s eyes for a moment. I broke silence with a joke as was my way. “Alright then. I better make sure we have enough booze.”

I decided to grill ribeyes for dinner. I was aware that Patrick’s dad wasn’t around much and was mostly useless when he was. Every man needs to know how to cook a steak. While I helped Patrick learn his way around a grill, Susan was at the beach taking a swim in the ocean. We had an actual dinner bell that I rang to let her know when we were ready for her.

I had a little more fun with the situation at dinner. As Susan was cutting her meat, I cracked, “That’s an awfully big piece of meat there. Are you sure you can handle it?” She didn’t think it was nearly as funny as I did. All it got me was a smirk. Another one of my favorites was, “So, Patrick. What are you planning to get into with the rest of your summer?”

After dinner, Susan was still parading around in her swimsuit. Her suit bottom had the habit of riding up into her ass and giving her a wedgie. She didn’t bother adjusting it. It left nothing to the imagination. Since I did most of the cooking, Susan and Patrick did the dishes. Susan very carefully loaded the dishwasher and put away the dishes that she hand dried, always making sure to bend over and display her amazing ass. Susan had said many times before that she considered her butt to be her best feature.

We had all had a few drinks with dinner and after they were done with the dishes, we sat in the living room and had a few more. Susan announced that she was tired of being in her damp swimsuit and was going to change.

“No!” I complained. “I was enjoying the view. Patrick was, too, I bet. Weren’t you Patrick?”

Patrick started blushing.

“See,” I argued.

“Well, I need to get out of this suit, though. I’ll see what I can do about the view for you boys.”

Susan went into the bedroom, leaving Patrick and I alone. I grunted as I got up from my chair to get us a few more beers. “I’m a lucky man, Patrick.”

“Yes, you are,” he agreed.

I stopped and gave him a dirty look. He froze like a deer in headlights. “Ah, just kidding,” I laughed. “I don’t mind. I woman that good looking should be good and looked at. I’m gonna miss that swimsuit, though.”

“Yeah,” Patrick nodded nervously.

I handed him his beer and sat back down. “Relax, Patrick.”

Just then, the bedroom door opened and out came Susan wearing nothing but a white lace G-string and a skimpy V-neck, one of hers, that she had cut along her ribcage.

“How’s this? Good enough of a view for you?”

Other than involuntarily mumbling “fuck”, I was speechless, a rare occurrence for me. Susan stood in front of me and did a turn, spinning on her toes. “I thought you’d like that,” she smiled. Susan sat down cross-legged on the couch with Patrick. I saw him blatantly checking out Susan’s ass as she stretched over the arm of the couch to reach her glass of wine on the end table.

“So, what were you boys talking about while I was gone?” Susan smiled as though she didn’t know Patrick and I were both looking at her like a starving man looks at a piece of meat. 

“I don’t know. I forget,” I confessed.

“Patrick?” Susan grinned.

Patrick was staring at her legs. “I...just…uh…don’t know.”

Susan started laughing at how useless we were, just staring at her. “Well, somebody say something! You’re making me feel uncomfortable!” Susan held her arms across her body as though she were naked and covering up, which she very nearly was.

“It’s hard to think straight, darlin’, with all the blood rushing from my head,” I said. “I’m afraid if I stood up, I’d pass out.”

“What about you, Patrick? Are you okay? Do you want me to go put on a robe?”

Patrick shook his head. “No. No,” he said quietly. “You’re fine.”

“Not bad for an old lady, huh?” Susan humble-bragged.

I threw a pillow at her, one of those annoying little ones that women put all over the place. “You’re not an old lady.”

“You look amazing compared to anyone,” Patrick chimed in.

“Yeah, does it take you mind off what’s her name?”

Patrick pretended he’d forgotten about Carla. “Who?”

“Good boy,” Susan smiled. She grabbed the pillow I had thrown at her and hugged it, covering her midriff and her crotch.

“Hey,” I complained. “What did I say about enjoying the view.”

I got up and tugged at the pillow. Susan wouldn’t let go and playfully pulled back. I pulled harder, lifting her from the couch and pulling her down on top of me on the floor. Susan was on all fours on top of me with the bottom of her tits peeking out from under her shirt. I’m not sure Patrick could see them, but he had a perfect view of her backside. 

“Ouch! Damn,” I grimaced.

“Are you okay?” Susan worried.

I betrayed her concern and rallied, flipping her over and pinning her to the floor on her back.

“You dirty rat!” Susan giggled.

I started tickling her. As she writhed underneath me and fought back, her shirt intermittently rode up and exposed her tits. I tickled them, too. “Steve!” she said in a shocked tone. “Patrick is right there.”

“He doesn’t care,” I dismissed. “He wants to see your tits, anyway.” I carried on tickling her and despite her protests, Susan made no attempt to cover up.  After another little while, I had to stop and catch my breath.

“What’s the matter? Out of gas?” Susan teased.

“Geez, I’m getting old,” I whined as I eased myself back up on my feet, leaving Susan resting on her elbows, either not noticing or not caring that her breasts were peeking out from under her shirt. You couldn’t see her nipples, but it was close. I looked over at Patrick who was, at this point, slack jawed. “How about you? You want a shot at the title?” I asked him, still winded.

Susan quickly hopped to her feet. “Bring it on, punk. I’m not scared of you.”

Poor Patrick was wearing cotton gym shorts. There was no mistaking the giant bulge in his pants. “Maybe in a little while,” he declined, red in the face.

Patrick was going to need a little coaxing to get this thing in motion. And he needed me to not be in the room. Despite not being full of adrenaline in anticipation of what could happen, I made my exit. “I’ll let you kids work that one out. I’ve got to get to bed.” I kissed Susan goodnight, giving her one last look in the eye. “Goodnight, Patrick,” I waved on my way to the bedroom.

“Goodnight, sir,” he replied.

I’m not sure if he had any idea at that point what was about to happen. I walked into the bedroom being careful to leave the door cracked just a hair. Susan sat back down on the couch, cross-legged again, making no attempt any more to cover up. Again, she stretched over the arm of the couch to get her wine, giving Patrick another perfect view of her ass. I could see him swallow as he eyed her backside.

“Here, can you hold my wine, Sweetie?” she asked.

As Patrick held her glass, Susan fixed her ponytail that had become disheveled in our scuffle. When she reached behind her head with both hands, the lower half of her breasts were once again visible, just barely teasing the presence of her nipples. Patrick couldn’t help but stare. Susan let him see that she had noticed him looking and smiled.

“So, are you feeling any better?” she probed.

“Yeah. I think so. Thanks. You’ve been super nice to me.”

“You’re welcome, Sweetie.”

Patrick started fidgeting. “I’m, uh, sorry about the other night.”

“It’s okay, Patrick,” Susan reassured. “We just got caught up in the moment. No big deal.”

“Well, at any rate, I’m sorry.”

“You don’t have to be. I was there, too. Remember? We’re both adults.”

Patrick nodded.

“Can I ask you something, Patrick?”

He nodded again.

“Did the other night, and does looking at me, help you forget about Carla?”

And again, he nodded.

Susan repeated her performance of stretching over the arm of the couch to put down her wine glass. Instead of sitting back down, she crawled across the couch and straddled Patrick. Then she unceremoniously lifted her t-shirt over her head and tossed it to the floor. With Patrick’s head level with her chest, Susan pushed one of her breasts forward until it met Patrick’s lips. He circled her nipple with his tongue and then took it in his mouth. Susan took a deep breath and titled her head back, her face pointing at the ceiling as Patrick tongued and gnawed at my wife’s tits.

Susan stood up, with her feet together on the couch between Patrick’s knees, supporting her upper body with her hands on his shoulders. “Take them off,” she whispered.

Patrick reached up and slowly slid Susan’s panties down her tanned, toned, legs. She stepped out of them one leg at a time. Stepping on either side of Patrick’s hips, Susan pressed her knees against the back of the couch as she guided her pussy to Patrick’s face. She gently grasped his head by the hair and put him where she wanted him to be.

“Ooo, yes,” she cooed, feeling another man’s tongue on her clitoris for the first time in a decade. Susan looked over at the door as Patrick did his best to please her. She couldn’t see me in the darkness through the crack, but she knew I was watching. Susan moved so that she was laying on her back facing in my direction and guided Patrick’s back between her legs.  I took my cock out and began stroking it, watching my wife’s face scrunch and contort with pleasure.

I could tell that Patrick could get her close but couldn’t quite make her come. I was confident that if she chose to make this more than a one-time thing, she would train Patrick well in the art of cunnilingus. For the moment, I knew that she was likely more interested in getting ahold of that monster cock of his. Just as I was thinking that very thought, Susan guided Patrick to his feet and got on her knees in front of him.

She pulled his shorts and underwear down in one swift motion. Patrick’s cock sprang up in front of her. She grabbed it by the base and looked up at Patrick. “That, my dear, is a big, beautiful dick.” Susan started licking and stroking Patrick’s length. She circled the head with her thumb, spreading his precum and mixing it with her slobber. Once she had his cock well lubed, she took it in her mouth. Patrick had been staring in disbelief the whole time, but when Susan started sucking him, his eyes rolled back in his head. My wife didn’t waste any time stuffing as much of his shaft as she could. She was used to my size and had no objections to gagging on a cock. Susan could give a blowjob better than any woman I’d been with. The only thing I envied was that Patrick was getting to experience her skilled mouth for the first time. With Susan, it wasn’t just the physical pleasure she gave you; it was the sight of such a pretty, seemingly wholesome, mother and housewife wantonly gagging, slobbering, and sucking with abandon. It was quite the show. “I bet Carla never sucked your cock like this,” she bragged. 

Susan took Patrick straight to the edge of climax but stop short of letting him come. Looking back up at our young houseguest, she said quietly and succinctly, “Fuck me.” She laid back on the floor, literally leading Patrick down with her by his cock. Susan pressed his shaft to her folds. He slid his length along her wetness as he had the other night. Only this time, there was no bikini to separate them. Then she gripped his cock and pressed it to her entrance. Susan looked in my direction as Patrick pushed himself inside. Then, she couldn’t help but turn her attention to Patrick’s cock. “Oh, fuck,” she groaned.

“You okay?” Patrick asked.

“MmHmm,” Susan hummed, spreading her legs farther and resting her feet against Patrick’s hips. “Just go easy on me. You’re even bigger than Steve.”

“Do you think he’s gonna hear us?”

“Don’t worry about. I’ll handle him. Just keep fucking me, baby.”

Patrick did as he was told with Susan gradually guiding him deeper. The pair found their groove and soon Patrick was fucking my wife slow and deep and steady. I stroked my cock in time with their rhythm. Patrick started looking like he was going to come soon. Susan reached down and pressed hard into his perinium. 

“Don’t come yet,” she ordered, pushing Patrick off of her. They both stood on their knees. For the first time, Susan kissed Patrick. Susan made out with him like she was still a teenager before laying him down on the ground and straddling him.

“Are you ready? Can you go a minute without coming?” she challenged.

“I think so.”

Susan lowered herself onto Patrick’s shaft. “Of, fuck that’s deep,” she groaned. Susan started grinding on him. I knew she was on a mission to make herself come. Patrick held on for the ride. Susan grabbed his hands and put them on her breasts as she rocked back and forth on his dick faster and faster until she belted in full voice, “I’m gonna come! I’m gonna come! I’m coming! Fuck! Fuck!” As I watched my wife climax hard on top of another man, it was my turn to press three fingers hard into my taint. I didn’t want to come yet, either.

“I saw you staring at my ass earlier, Patrick. You’ve been sneaking looks at it all week. Do you want to fuck me from behind?”

Patrick nodded. Not a big talker that one. Susan got on all fours giving me a side angle of her gorgeous body waiting to be taken. Patrick lined up behind her. Susan helped guide him inside. She craned her head back and said, “You can fuck me as hard as you want now.”

Patrick did just that. He started off at a decent, steady pace, but was soon fucking Susan hard enough that the sound of their bodies slapping together echoed through the room.

“Harder,” Susan groaned.

As Patrick dug in, Susan’s elbows went out from under her, and her face and forearms pressed to the floor.

Susan groaned like she was straining to deadlift three times her bodyweight. “Yes!” she cried. “Fuck me!”

“I’m gonna come!” Patrick moaned. “Can I come yet?”

“Yes! Yes! Don’t stop!”

Patrick started to pull out.

Susan’s response caught me off guard.

“No, no, no! Put it back in. Come inside me!”

Patrick quickly thrust his cock back into my wife and kept thrusting until he had filled her with his load. When he was spent, he had the decency to ask, “Did you come again?”

Susan just nodded her head along the floor, catching her breath. I put my cock back in my pants and opened the door, sticking my head out. With a serious voice and deadpan expression, I said, “Susan. Can I speak to you for a moment please?”

Patrick turned white as a ghost and made a pitiful attempt to cover himself. Susan got up and walked toward me. I disappeared back into the bedroom. She followed, leaving the door open behind her. I didn’t say anything. I spun her around facing the wall next to the door. With one hand on her hip and the other on her shoulder, I hinged her forward until she had her hands against the wall as though she were being frisked. I steadied myself behind her and slipped my cock inside her hot, wet, pussy and started pumping.

“Did you like him fucking you?”

Susan started panting heavily almost immediately.

“Did you like having his big cock inside of you?” I taunted.

“Yes!” she breathed.

I fucked her some more.

“You looked so hot getting fucked.”

“Yeah!” Susan cried. “More!”

“Yeah? More? Did you like having your son’s best friend fuck you?”

“Yes!”

I fucked her some more.

“Are you gonna let him fuck you again?”

“Yes! Fuck! Yes! I’m gonna come!”

“Come on my dick, Susan. Just like you came on Patrick’s. Let him hear you come.”

“Ffffuuuuuccckkkkk,” she sang loudly. There’s no way Patrick hadn’t heard us fucking and even if by some miracle he had, there’s no way he didn’t hear her coming.

Just as she was coming down from her orgasm, I fucked her harder and let myself finally come, filling her with my load on top of Patrick’s.

Susan turned around and embraced me lovingly.

“Do you want to go sleep in his bed tonight?” I whispered in her ear.

Susan nodded slowly. I kissed her again and then she sauntered out the door. I peeked around the door jamb to watch my wife and Patrick hold hands as she led them into the other bedroom. I went to sleep that night listening to them fuck and I woke up in the morning listening to them fuck. And then? Well, then we had pancakes for breakfast.




Thanks for Reading!!!




If you enjoyed this story, check out some of my other work (links below) or visit my Author Page on Amazon.com for all of my releases.


Books By This Author

Cheating Wife Bundle - Volume I

The Cheating Wife Bundle Volume I includes twelve previously released titles as well as a new story available only in this bundle!

My Best Friend's Wife - Available only in Cheating Wife Bundle I

The Australians - What happens when a group of handsome Australians rent the house next door for Master's week?

Taken by My Husband's Boss (Parts I,II,& III) - The things I have to do to advance my husband's career!

Tutoring the Neighbor (Parts I, II, & III) - New to town and with nothing to do. Tutoring my next door neighbor turns out to be a great way to pass the time.

The Doctor - Somehow I managed to develop a crush on my doctor and I find it hard to hide my attraction.

The Handyman - I hired an old friend to remodel our home. I left him alone with my wife everyday while I was at work. Good idea, or no?

The Boss's Party - I married a reformed party girl. I knew I shouldn't have left her alone for too long.

My Black Neighbor - I never knew what a princess I was until my husband lost his job and we had to move into a crummy apartment. The noise from downstairs at all hours was a nuisance...until it piqued my curiosity.

In Georgia

It had been years since I'd seen the middle-aged neighbor that I used to tease through my window every night before bed. Now we were sharing drinks with my husband in our hotel room...

From Cheater to Hotwife: Getting Over My Wife's Infidelity


I caught my wife cheating with our next door neighbor. We've spent that last few months in therapy trying to work things out. We weren't making much progress until we found some common ground on which to rebuild our relationship.
---
“I want you to do it again.”

“So soon? Can you even get it up right now?”

“No. Not that.” I paused just long enough to get the courage to say it out loud. “I want you to cheat on me again.”

Lainey froze.

“You can say no, but you can’t tell me you don’t want to. I’ve seen how hot you get thinking about Kevin.” I paused again. “Not just you. Me, too.”

Her look started to soften in the face of the truth.


Vacation Hotwife: Cucked by My Wife and Her Surfer Boyfriend

My wife and I were disappointed to find that we wouldn't be the only ones staying on the private beach we had booked for a week in Thailand. We had to share with a small pack of surfer dudes. My wife seemed to mind the intrusion less and less as the week went on.

Wedding Night Cuckold: Watching My Wife Get Blacked On Our Wedding Night

Lisa walked to the entryway table, took an envelope out of her purse, and handed to me. It had my name on it. “Don’t open it until I say,” she pointed at me teasingly as she walked to the door to answer the knock. She held open the door for the young black man to roll in the dining cart.

“You can bring it this way,” she instructed and led him to the bedroom. Just before she disappeared behind the door, she looked at me. “You can open it now,” she smiled.

I opened the envelope and started reading.

“Dear Alex,

I am so happy that you chose me to be your wife. I love you more than words can say. I know you love me just as much and I look forward so very much to spending the rest of our lives together. As your wife, I want to do anything and everything that I possibly can to make your life amazing. I want to spend our first night together as husband and wife showing you that there is nothing in this world I wouldn’t do for you. You can come into the bedroom now.

All My Love,
Lisa.”

Cucked By Katelyn - Part 1 of a 3 Part Series


My wife came camping with me on the lake I had been visiting since I was a boy. A chance encounter with a young college student led to a night that changed our marriage forever…
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