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Hijacked Dinner Date

Mark drove slowly through the familiar streets of his quiet neighborhood. He had never been a reckless driver, but that night he wanted to avoid any chance of being pulled over even more than usual. He knew if he was that he’d be caught in a situation that would be difficult to explain.

He came to a stop at a crosswalk with a red light and turned to look at the two passengers in the backseat. He could hear the sounds of what they were doing and had been taking surreptitious glances at them through the rearview as he he drove, but now that they were fully stopped for a moment he wanted to take the opportunity to really see.

Bobby, the man they had just met at the restaurant, sat right in the middle of the backseat, his arms draped over the headrests of the rear chairs and his legs spread wide. Between those legs knelt Kate, Mark’s wife. He could see the pale skin of her exposed back, her top having come off earlier in the ride so that Bobby could get an eyeful and a handful of her glorious rack. He saw only the back of her head, her brown hair bouncing gently, as she bobbed her head up and down, the slurping sounds making it clear she was intently working Bobby’s cock.

“I think the light’s changed,” Bobby said suddenly.

Mark looked up into the man’s cool, confident eyes for just a moment before turning back to face the road. He gingerly returned his foot to the gas, now torn between trying to get home more quickly and avoiding any unwanted attention. His cock strained uncomfortably against his pants, and he could feel the sticky wetness of pre-cum on his boxers as he continued the drive, thinking back on how he had gotten here.

X-X-X

It had started as a rather unremarkable night. Mark was simply having a dinner date with Kate at one of the local restaurants they frequented. It was near the end of the meal when Mark had gotten up to use the restroom. When he returned he found another man sitting at their table, a large older man who was sitting right next to his wife. More strangely, Kate didn’t seem to mind. In fact, the was leaning into him as they spoke, almost intimately.

“Hi,” Mark said, as he approached the table. “Who are you?”

“I’m Bobby,” the man said looking up at him with a broad smile. “And you don’t mind me being here. In fact, you’re happy to have my company.”

“Nice to meet you, Bobby,” Mark replied, taking a seat, already feeling more at ease with the situation. “I’m Mark, and it seems you’ve met Kate. Not that I mind, but can I ask what brings you over to our table?”

“Well this lovely lady right here,” Bobby replied, giving Kate a once-over with his eyes while she preened. “I have to say she’s one hot piece of ass. I was telling her how I thought we should go back to your place so I can give her a good fucking. She likes the idea, and I know you do too.”

Mark had never so much as fantasized about Kate being with another man, but all of a sudden he found himself thinking about her being with Bobby, and surprisingly he felt himself starting to get hard.

“So what do you say?” Bobby asked. “Why don’t you go pay the bill so we can get back to your place and you can watch me fuck your wife. I know that’s what you want, that you’re already horny just thinking about it.”

Mark flagged down a waiter as quickly as possible.

X-X-X

“We’re here,” Mark said, after pulling into the garage of his and Kate’s suburban home.

“Mmm…good,” Bobby replied. He reached down to Kate’s head and gently guided her lips from around his cock. “As nice as this is, I think it’s time we got to the main event. Don’t you agree, baby?”

“Yes,” Kate moaned in a voice full of yearning, one that Mark had never heard from his wife before.

They all got out of the car and entered the home through the garage entrance. Bobby didn’t bother recovering his pants, walking with his cock, wet and glistening with Kate’s saliva, swinging proudly erect in front of him. Likewise Kate didn’t bother to retrieve her shirt, walking into her home with her firm, rounded tits fully on display. As excited as Mark was by the situation, he was happy that the garage shielded them from his neighbors’ prying eyes.

“You have any bottled water?” Bobby asked suddenly.

“Uh, yeah,” Mark replied.

“Great! Why don’t you grab a couple of those and come meet us in the bedroom. Kate can show me the way.”

Bobby slapped Kate playfully on the ass, and she giggled, looking at him with adoring eyes before guiding him up the stairs of their home to the master bedroom.

Mark watched them go, almost in a daze, before going to the kitchen to retrieve the waters from the fridge. He still couldn’t quite wrap his head around how this had all happened. It had just developed so quickly. But Bobby was undoubtedly right: both he and his wife really seemed to want this.

By the time Mark got up the stairs he could already hear the sounds of sex coming from the master bedroom. He could hear the rhythmic slapping of flesh and the sultry moans Kate made when she got excited. When he walked through the open door of the bedroom he saw his wife laying naked on her back across the center of the bed. Her shapely legs were raised and spread wide, and Bobby was positioned between them, his back upright as he thrust his hips forward, slamming them into Kate’s. What little clothes they had previously been wearing were strewn across the floor.

They kept a work desk in the room, and that’s where Mark went. He put the water bottles down on the desk and made to take a seat in the chair. He thought the pair too distracted to notice him, but when he saw down he found Bobby was looking at him as he continued to fuck Kate.

“You can stroke yourself,” he said in a commanding voice. “But you’re not allowed to cum until I tell you.”

Mark quickly shed his pants and underwear as Bobby turned his attention back to Mark’s wife.

“You love this cock, don’t you?” Bobby asked, looking into her eyes.

“Yes!” Kate moaned, gazing back at him with a lust-filled stare.

“It’s better than your husband’s, isn’t it?” Bobby continued.

“Yes! Yes! So much better!” Kate moaned back without any hesitation.

Mark felt a little hurt by that, but he was too horny to really dwell on it. He was fixated on the two naked bodies and the way they were connected and how hot the whole thing was. His hand pumped up and down his own shaft, which was slick from pre-cum, as he did his best to match the rhythm of the man who had his cock inside his wife.

“My cock is the only cock that can make you feel this good,” Bobby pressed on with his dirty talk. “You want to fuck it every opportunity you get, ain’t that right?”

“Ungh! Yes! Yes, I want it!” Kate moaned in reply.

“Oh, it feels so good in your pussy, doesn’t it?” Bobby growled, his voice starting to strain as he continued to thrust his hips.

“Uh-huh! So good, baby. It feels so good.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Bobby said. “Tell me whose pussy this is?”

“Oh, ungh, it’s yours!” Kate moaned.

“Oh yeah! It belongs to me, doesn’t it?” Bobby growled.

“Yesss!” Kate purred.

“Say it,” Bobby pressed her, picking up the pace of his thrusts even more.

“It belongs to you, baby! It’s all yours! My pussy is all yours!” Kate wailed.

Kate had never really been into dirty talk, at least not with Mark. Seeing her like this behaving in a new way for another man was incredibly exciting. He found himself having to slow down his strokes so that he wouldn’t erupt before Bobby told him to.

“I’m gonna cum seen, Kate,” Bobby said, his voice ragged. “I’m gonna fill up this tight pussy.”

“Yes! Yes, baby! Do it! Fill me with that cum!”

Bobby leaned forward, propping himself up with his arms as he positioned himself over Kate, his hips still thrusting into her relentlessly. Kate herself moved to grip his arms with her own and spread her legs even more widely.

“When you feel me cumming, you’re gonna have the biggest, best orgasm of your life,” Bobby said, staring down into her eyes intensely.

Kate didn’t respond with words. She just moaned as she continued to gaze at him lustily. Bobby smiled at her, then started grunting as he sped up his thrusts.

“Oh! Ungh! Here it comes, baby! Ungh!”

He let out a loud groan, and Mark knew then that he had released himself inside his wife. He was barely able to process that before seeing Kate’s response. His wife let out a wail of pleasure the likes of which he had never heard come from her being. Her head tilted back, eyes closed, her hands squeezed Bobby’s biceps, and her legs lifted further off the bed, spreading even more as her toes curled. It was surreal and arousing to be able to watch his wife cum like that, to see her experience such pleasure. Mark wanted desperately to let go and join her himself, but he knew he needed to wait for Bobby’s instruction.

He edge himself as he watched Kate and Bobby come down from their respective releases. The two remained joined together as their ragged breathing began to normalize. Then Bobby leaned in and began to kiss Kate. She responded enthusiastically to the man who had brought her such a massive climax, and Mark watched as he wife’s tongue worked its way into her new lover’s mouth.

Mark wasn’t sure how long they lay entangled like that kissing and caressing each other. He was far too focused on trying not to cum, on building up the pleasure and pressure in his loins before letting it cool down again, at least enough so that it didn’t fully release. Eventually Bobby looked over at him and let out a laugh.

“I’m sorry, Mark, I almost forgot,” he said, sitting up on the bed and momentarily disentangling himself from Kate. “I’m guessing you really wanna bust that nut right about now.”

“Uh-huh, uh, yes,” Mark moaned, his voice strained.

“It’s almost time, but not quite yet,” Bobby said. “I just wanted to make a couple of things clear first.”

He fixed Mark with an intense stare, and Mark found himself lost in that gaze, even as he continued to stroke and pleasure himself.

“You loved watching me fuck your wife,” Bobby said in a firm and confident tone. “It was the hottest thing you’ve ever seen. You want to see it happen again as often as possible. Isn’t that right, Mark?”

“Yes,” Mark groaned, and as he said it he knew it was true, that Bobby was right once again.

“Good,” Bobby said before continuing. “But you don’t mind me spending time alone with your wife either. It makes you feel good knowing that she’s with me experiencing pleasure that you could never give her. You know you’re a good husband for letting me be with her, and you find it arousing thinking of all the stuff we get up to when you’re not around. That your new truth, Mark.”

Mark could only grunt in acknowledgment as Bobby’s words washed over him, and he felt his outlook changing.

“Now when you cum you’re going to experience the most powerful orgasm you’ve ever had,” Bobby said. “And you’ll know that from now on you can only cum like this from watching or thinking about me fucking your wife. You got that, Mark?”

“Yesss,” he moaned helplessly in reply.

“Good. You can cum, Mark.”

Mark groaned loudly, closing his eyes as he felt his dick pulse, cum spurting out of him. He’d done this countless time before in life, but somehow this time it was so much sweeter, his release so much more powerful.

He came to slumped in the chair, limp cock still in his hand, and the shirt he hadn’t taken time to remove covered in his discharge. He looked back at the bed, his bed, the bed he should share with his wife, and saw that Bobby was now laying on it on his back with Kate between his legs, her lips wrapped once again around his cock as she gazed at him lovingly.

“I think it’s time Kate and I had some privacy,” Bobby said, looking over at Mark. “Why don’t you go to sleep downstairs on the couch.”

Mark nodded and stood up, not bothering to collect his pants as he retreated from the bedroom, leaving Bobby and Kate to enjoy each other.

Later, as he lay on the couch, he could hear Kate’s moans of ecstasy as Bobby took her once again. He felt his cock respond almost instantly, and soon enough he was stroking himself to the sounds of his wife’s pleasure.

Thankfully this time he didn’t need to wait for Bobby’s permission to cum.

The End
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