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Chapter 1

I sat the cardboard box on the stack of other cardboard boxes and rubbed my lower back.

"You should lift with your legs and not your back," my father suggested, his beer-breath sending me backward a step.

"Thanks, Dad."

"Watch Angela," he said. "She does it right."

My wife slid fingers under a box and stood, keeping her back straight. She shuffled off to the kitchen. I watched her ass and wished for the millionth time she loved sex as much as me. Her body was built for it. The box she carried lifted her tits and made them jiggle. I admired her sexy female form and turned to grab the next box, discovering my dad looked at Angie with as much lust as me. I quickly looked away. Last thing I needed was an argument with the man. His bullying nature has dropped off a little as he's aged, but I know it waited in the grass like a snake.

"Thanks for allowing us to move in," I said. "We're already apartment hunting. We'll be out of your hair soon."

"A little while is all right," he said. "Just don't get too comfortable, Mark. I got used to having the house to myself."

I searched his face for grief.

"How are you?" I asked. "You know, after Mom's passing."

He scoffed.

"Fine. She's been gone almost a year."

"I'm just asking. You and I rarely talk. I'm just checking."

He grabbed a box and, lifting with his legs and not his back, headed for the kitchen too. I saw his gaze drop as he rounded the corner and knew my father was checking out the ass on my wife. Great. I already hated the idea of needing my father's help. Now I had to deal with him lusting after my woman? We needed to move out of his place as soon as possible, before real damage was done to my already fragile relationship with him. I grabbed a box, using my back and not my legs, and followed.

Angie and Dad leaned against the kitchen counter discussing changes to the dishes cabinet. Ours were new and clean and his were old and chipped.

"Eating off two sets makes no sense," Angie said. "Let's push yours to the back and we all use ours."

"Fine by me," Dad said.

Angela rose on tippy-toes to shove a stack of plates to the rear of the cupboard. Her shorts rode up her leg but her crop-top rode even higher, exposing a flat stomach and a hint of under-boob. Dad's eyes went right to it. Lecherous old man. The problem was Angie. Since she doesn't care much for sex, she assumes the rest of the world doesn't either. She doesn't think like the rest of us and she certainly never thinks like a man. She often dresses inappropriately for a girl with a body that killer. I try telling her how the world sees her but she just laughs at me.

"You're the one who's sex-obsessed," she always says. "Nobody else sees me like some hot babe. Just you."

She rose higher and pushed, causing the bottom of her shirt to swing, revealing the twin smooth curves of the bottoms of both breasts. My dad stared, intensely, and not for the first time. Every girlfriend I brought home received the same treatment. My father always leered. I'd mentioned it a few times back in the day but clearly, he'd learned nothing. I was about to interrupt his gawking when he spoke.

"Have you been hitting the gym, Angela?" he asked. "You look great."

"Aw, thank you, Mister Bellows. I have. Mark never even notices."

"That's not true–" I begin, before my dad cuts me off.

"Well it's obvious from over here," my father said.

"Terribly inappropriate, Dad," I said. "A father is not allowed to comment on their son's wife. Seriously, come on."

He looked hurt.

"I can't tell a woman she's pretty?"

"No. Especially if that woman is married to your child. Besides, women are more than their looks now, Dad. Those days are over. But even in those days it was never okay for a father to comment on the looks of his daughter-in-law."

He shrugged.

"Just trying to pay her a compliment," he muttered. "I haven't seen either of you for a few years. Things change. She was a skinny kid then. She's a full-bodied woman now. Looks good."

"It's all right, Mister Bellows," Angie said. "I'm flattered. Thank you."

"Call me Robert, Angela. Bob, if you'd like."

"Okay, Bob, I will. Call me Angie."

"Will do."

"Are you two finished?" I asked. "There's a ton more boxes to move."

They ignored me. I returned to the living room to grab the next box. Dad and Angie stood close, adjusting the cupboard shelves to make more room. My wife leaned into my father, her long dark hair grazing his bare arm. He glanced at the contact and then his eyes traveled up her tresses to her body, and then over her sexy curves to her pretty face. Jesus. Whatever.

I sat the box on the counter and went back for another.


Chapter 2

I closed our bedroom door and locked it. Angie sang in the shower. I sat on the bed and waited and she soon emerged, wrapped in two towels: one on top of her head for her wet hair, and the other around her body, under her armpits, hiding everything. She caught me looking.

"Hoping for a show?' she asked.

"Always."

"Too bad."

"Just drop the towel," I suggested. "You're so sexy you can just stand there and do nothing and I'll love it."

"Pervert."

"You are nice to look at, Angie."

"Thank you, Baby."

Her towel stayed put. She faced the mirror and dug her makeup and curling iron out of a cardboard box.

"Maybe you shouldn't flirt so much with my dad," I said. "Might make our brief time living with him awkward."

She scoffed.

"Flirt?"

"Yes. You were flirting with him."

"I was being friendly," she said. "I was being nice. I was making sure our brief time living with him was pleasant. I can't believe you saw that as flirting."

"He did."

"Gross."

"Trust me, I know the man. I saw his eyes on you, checking you out."

"Double gross. I don't believe you. I think your overactive sex drive made you see that. I think he's just being nice to me like I'm being to him."

I dropped the subject. She'd never believe me. I watched her apply eyeshadow and lipstick, preparing for a trip to the grocery store for some essentials. Her towel loosened under her arms. The more she moved, the more side boob I saw. Maybe it was the stresses and strains of moving, or maybe it was her hot body, but my dick began to grow in my shorts. Angela spied my lump in the mirror.

"I guess I didn't upset you too much," she teased.

"You want to fool around?"

"I just showered."

"Shower again. You look so sexy."

She sighed.

"All right," she said. "The condoms are in that box by the nightstand."

I hurried to the box and kicked off my shoes, withdrawing a small foil square. Angie rarely wants daytime sex so I was thrilled. I pushed my shorts down, freeing my erect penis, and whipped my shirt off.

"Want to suck it?" I asked.

"Don't push your luck," she laughed. "Penises are for vaginas. Penises do not belong in mouths. I don't enjoy performing oral sex. Besides, I think they're ugly."

I knew how she felt but every now and then I get lucky, so I keep trying. She moved to the bed and opened her towel. She scooted backward, opening her legs slightly as she moved. I pinched the reservoir tip and rolled the latex sheath down my erection to the root. She rested her head on the bed.

"I'm ready," she said.

I climbed between her legs, gazing down at her incredible body. Her breasts were succulent globes topped with small pink nipples, stiff in the cool air. Her pussy was hidden behind a dense triangle of dark hair but small pink inner lips protruded. I lowered my mouth to her slit but she caught my chin and lifted.

"We don't have time for that right now," she said. "I still have a lot to do before bedtime tonight. Just put it in and finish."

I moved higher between her thighs, taking my wrapped dick in hand. I rubbed the head up and down the seam of her labia and pushed. She grunted. I pushed again, penetrating a little deeper, and began to pump my hips. My nuts tightened.

"I already feel it starting," I chuckled.

"It has been a while," she chuckled, reassuringly.

I pushed deeper and began to saw in and out. I carried so much stress this would be a quickie, even for me. I pumped faster. Angie began to glance around the bedroom, stopping occasionally to smile at me.

"Kiss me," she said.

I did. I cupped one of her magnificent breasts and pushed all the way in, groaning as my spasming dick filled the rubber.

"Empty yourself, Baby. Shoot it all."

Her words of encouragement drove me higher. I thrust several more times and began shooting again. She rubbed my back. I emptied my balls and collapsed on her. She carefully reached down to secure the condom around my shaft. I pulled my dick out and pinched the ring, leaving the bed as I removed the latex sheath. I headed for the bathroom.

"I was just noticing we need to paint this room," she said, her gaze once more circling the space. "This color is drab. I'll pick a new color."

"Sounds good," I said.


Chapter 3

We struggled to find a routine. Angela and I worked from early mornings to late evenings. My dad was retired and a night-owl, napping during the day if he felt like it, cooking a meal at one in the morning if he felt like it, star-gazing until three in the morning if he felt like it. Thank God the house had two bathrooms.

He had other annoying habits too. He'd leave the front door unlocked and open at night, windows open no matter how cold it got, and urinating with the bathroom door open. We all expected an adjustment period yet Angie and I seemed to be trying harder than dear old Dad. Fair enough. I did move out many years ago. It was his house now. But the idea for us to move in came from him. He'd invited us.

Angie's job typically required more hours each week than mine, so I handle cooking and laundry. My dad laughed at me for doing women's work. Fuck that backward old man. I told him he was stuck in an era now dead.

I was placing the last wineglass in the cupboard when Angie came through the front door. We kissed and swapped stories about our work day.

"I'm going to take a quick shower before we eat," she said. "Cool?"

"Absolutely. Dinner is ready soon. I'll set the table."

We kissed again and she aimed for the back of the house.

"Tell my dad dinner is ready soon," I called out.

I set plates and silverware at three places. No response. Perhaps she'd not heard me. I headed down the hallway. I'd tell Dad myself. I began to turn a corner and stopped. Down the hall, Angie leaned against a doorjamb, partially hiding herself. Beyond her, in the small bathroom at the end, my father stood urinating into the toilet, door open, as usual. My wife stared at him. He held his cock in his hand.

My father was hung.

Disgust filled me, but I couldn't look away. His penis had girth and length and wrinkled skin laced with veins. I instantly regretted the sight. Some things cannot be unseen. He casually emptied his bladder as my sweet wife watched, too stunned to move. No doubt she was terribly embarrassed. Since she thinks dicks like mine are unattractive, she must find his beastly. I hid behind the corner, keeping an eye on her. She'd be mortified if she knew I'd seen her staring. My dad finished his long stream and buttoned up, washed his hands, and grabbed his beer from the sink. Angie pretended to step into the hallway only now.

"Dinner's ready soon, Bob," she said.

"Thanks."

My dad belatedly shoved the bathroom door closed with his foot. My wife continued to our bedroom and I returned to the kitchen, shaking my head. I never knew my dad possessed a dick like that. Weird to live under the same roof all those years and never know. Brothers would know that about each other but not fathers and sons. I heard the shower come on and checked on the stroganoff. I shook my head, trying to clear the sight of my father's penis.

Soon Angie emerged from the back of the house, freshly showered. She wore comfortable sweats with her long hair pinned back by two barrettes. My dad joined us too. The food was tasty, and conversation flowed. The only one feeling any tension was apparently me. Angie seemed fine with what she'd witnessed and my dad seemed oblivious to his own exposure. I told myself that people living together will always have embarrassing moments and I should just get over it. We finished dinner and moved to the living room where my father started his sixth or seventh beer. The man can drink half a case a night. Eventually it was time for bed and we told my father goodnight. I closed and locked our bedroom door.

"Grab a condom," Angie said, turning the light off.

I knew what that meant and stripped in a flash. I felt my way forward in the darkness and found her legs and got between them, ready to suit up and dive in, but I felt her hand land on the top of my head.

"I want this," she said, pushing my face towards her crotch.

I am always happy to help with such a request. I sat the rubber close and feasted on my wife. She doesn't orgasm so I ate until she was soaked and her moans began to taper off. I lifted my head to check on her.

"I'm ready," she rasped. "Put it in me."

I quickly sheathed my dick in latex. I moved closer and she found my protected penis and guided me in. Her vagina was a furnace. I started slow, moving sexy, but soon pumped faster. I devoured her luscious tits as my hips took over and I began the climb to orgasm. She slapped her hands on my butt to help control my thrusts and soon moaned right along with me. Her feminine sounds of pleasure were too exciting and my climax hit fast. I filled the prophylactic with hot sperm and rolled off, panting and sweaty. She kissed my cheek.

I fell asleep and I'm sure she did too.


Chapter 4

The vast selection of colors available at the home improvement store was absurd. Greens that slowly faded from bright to dark Reds that moved from brilliant to almost black. They had machines that could mix anything we wanted, so of course Angela spent three hours deciding. I left her there to wander, trying to kill time. She frets over minutia. I would slop some basic green on the walls and move on. We won't be in that bedroom for long.

We'd been renting a house from my friend, Scott, but he'd decided to sell. The man buying the place intended to convert the rooms into separate apartments and charge far more than we could afford. Gentrification sucks for the renter. Angie and I were saving money so we'd have a down payment on a house of our own. I hoped to leave my father's house in less than a year. Anything longer than that and I was going to get depressed.

I found myself in the light fixtures department and marveled at all the different bulbs available. I drifted down the bright rows and admired all the ways to light your home. I started up the next row and spied a woman wearing gym gear. She contemplated a bulb in each hand. Her body was incredible but still not as naturally sexy as Angie's. I smiled at my good luck to have such an incredible wife. Gym Gear looked up and I smiled and she smiled back.

"Do you know anything about light bulbs?" she asked.

"Not a damn thing," I replied. "They've changed so much since I was a kid. I hear LEDs make the best bulbs now. Low energy usage and long life."

"That's helpful, thank you."

I gave a friendly nod and she returned her attention to the products in hand and I kept walking, scrutinizing her from top to bottom as I passed. Great legs. Great ass. Great tits packed into a sports bra so tight and thin I saw the outline of areolas. Sweet. It is good to be a man. I think she knew I was gawking but she didn't care. If you go out in public half-naked, you'd best expect people to look.

I made a right at the end of the row and circled back to Angie. She was just finishing a conversation with a salesman and he walked away carrying two gallons of paint. Angie saw me and smiled.

"All done?" I asked.

"Yup. The room will look clean and fresh. We can paint this weekend."

The salesman held her paint at the register so we got in line. Two people ahead of us was Gym Gear woman but I kept my eyes averted. Only when Angie checked her phone for something did I risk one last glance at the babe. She was hot, I'll give her that, but my wife was hotter, even without the tight and revealing clothes.

At home Angie hurried inside to use the bathroom while I parked the car and lugged the paint. I found Dad soaking in the tub, empty beer bottles standing like mute soldiers. Thank God the suds covered him from the ribs down. I spoke of our painting plans and he suggested we use the rollers in the garage. Angie heard me talking and stepped into the room, quickly turning her head once she realized Dad bathed. He laughed.

"We're all family," he chuckled. "No need to feel shame."

She kept her face turned away.

"Did Mark tell you about painting this weekend?"

"Yes, Ma'am, he did. I'm fine with it. I'm fine with any home improvements you want to make. I've had little energy since Edith died."

"I understand," she said. "We'll freshen the place up. Raise your spirits."

"Wonderful," he said. "Mark, hand me my towel and help me get out of the tub. I may have had a few too many."

I pulled his towel from the rack and took his hand, helping him lift, discreetly turning my back. I was surprised when I bumped Angie. I thought she'd flee the room the moment she knew he was getting out. She stepped away but remained close, her face worried, wondering if my dad would make it. He did seem extra weak. He started to slip but caught himself on my shoulder and lifted his foot over the edge. He leaned heavily on me. He's always been a drinker but I was shocked at the decline in his strength. He wrapped the towel around his waist.

"You good now?" I asked. "Can you make it to bed?"

He waved me off. I turned to exit the small room and discovered Angie in the doorway. If she'd been there the whole time she almost certainly saw my dad naked and covered with suds before he wrapped his towel. Her face was blank so I assumed she'd seen nothing.

"You okay, Robert?" she asked.

"I'm all right. Just getting old."

"Have you had dinner?" I asked.

"I ate. I'm not hungry."

I gestured for her to leave and we headed for our room. Dad closed the bathroom door to finish drying off.

"Did you see anything?" I asked.

"What do you mean?"

"My dad. Did you see him get out of the bath? Did you see him naked?"

"No. I was staring at the floor. He looked weak and shaky. I was ready to help you get him out of the tub."

"That's sweet. Thanks."

We went about our business. Dad emerged from the bathroom wrapped in his thick burgundy robe and headed for the living room after veering through the kitchen to grab another six-pack. He flopped in his favorite chair and turned on the television. I knew that's where he'd stay all night.

Angie and I went for a walk after dinner. There's a small forest at the end of the lane and we wandered the paths until the sun began to set. Back home, I covered my sleeping father with a light blanket and lowered the volume on the television and turned off all the lights, leaving the place pitch black. Angie and I went to bed. I tried to start something but she just kissed me briefly and rolled over, missing my hints completely. Our day had been full and she was tired.


Chapter 5

Too much wine before bed made me wake in the middle of the night with a fierce need to pee. The house was dark and still. The clock said three. I sleep naked so I slipped from bed and tiptoed to the bathroom, closing the door before I turned on the light. I sat to keep the noise down. I leaned my chin in my palm and rested my elbow on a knee. I closed my eyes, only for an instant.

I awoke because my wrist hurt. I chuckled at myself for falling asleep. My leg was tingling and my arm was too. I flushed and waited for the noise to die, then prepared for my return to bed. I opened the door a crack to check my path.

Angela lay atop the covers, nightgown bunched under her arms, bare legs spread wide converging in a furry triangle. My dad knelt between those legs, his thick and mighty erection throbbing, aimed like a missile. Angie's eyes were closed and she looked asleep, but one hand weakly searched for the cock between her legs. She found him and guided him forward.

"Condom–?" she muttered, groggy, far more asleep than awake. "Baby? Did you– Condom?"

"Yes," my father slurred, lying. "Don't worry, Edith. No more kids."

Holy shit!

Angela thought she fucked me and my dad thought he fucked his dead wife, my mother. A cry of dismay rose in my throat but before I could draw the breath to utter it, his fat cock head landed on her slit and split her open, sinking an inch into her body. The cry died as I watched, too stunned to move, too stunned to act. Angie groaned with deep satisfaction as his thick log forced her narrow tunnel wide, filling her as he sank thick inches. Her hips instinctively rose to meet his.

The scene was too nightmarish to take. I wanted to close my eyes but didn't. My stunned brain decided dimming the light was the right course of action, like the sight would be less horrible if I couldn't see it. I quickly closed the bathroom door to a slim crack, lighting them in a faint glow, but then I squinted, trying to see better. Makes no sense but minds do funny things under extreme pressure. I eased the door open half an inch and the light grew brighter.

Dad pushed his big cock in, arching his hairy back, dragging his large hairy balls across our bedspread. Angie's mouth dropped open and she groaned again, lifting and spreading her legs to provide the man, who she thought was me, deeper access. Dad pushed again and almost every inch of his cock disappeared through her stretched opening. I was shocked. I was flabbergasted. I was dumbfounded to the point of immobility. Pure deer-in-the-headlights. If I crashed their encounter, I released absolute horror on Angie. If I woke her in this moment, confronted them in the act, I'd devastate her beyond repair. She'd probably divorce me in her tremendous shame. She'd never recover. Knowing that I'd witnessed the spectacle of him fucking her and her fucking him back, would compound her humiliation to the point of no return.

I was too stunned to move, too stunned to do anything. Indecision held me in a rigid fist. I watched as my brain desperately tried to reengage. I felt compelled to do something, but what?

Dad lowered his mouth to her big breast and swallowed a nipple, areola and all. He sucked hard and pulled away, drawing her sensitive flesh up like rubber. Still half asleep, she moaned from the assault and began pumping her hips, working her cunt on his stiff cock. He suckled her tit roughly, grabbing a handful and squeezing, forcing more of her soft, firm breast into his mouth. He sucked hard, hard enough to leave a hickey. Angie circled his neck with an arm to keep him there. Her breathing was rapid and I worried she'd hyperventilate. She hugged him hard then squeezed with all her strength, making a strange guttural sound from deep in her throat. Her back arched off the bed. She stuffed a knuckle into her mouth and the sound turned into a strangled cry. Her body convulsed and flopped as my dad continued to fuck her deep and strong. She tossed her head side to side, sobbing without tears. I was mesmerized. I'd never seen her behave this way.

Suddenly Dad was thrusting wildly. He held his weight on his arms and worked his hips hard. He groaned and grunted and at last I realized he was blasting hot sperm far up inside her! The horror! My mind recoiled. How could this be happening? A voice in my head screamed at me to spring into action and stop them but again my body was paralyzed, overcome by the dreadfulness of what my eyes witnessed. Dad shuddered as he released a flood of semen. Angie looked wiped out, delirious from too much wine and still gripped by a deep sleep.

Dad pushed away from my wife, withdrawing his long softening cock from her guts. He wiped sweat from his face with the back of his hand and mumbled something. Angie seemed to melt into the mattress. Dad plucked his robe from the floor and stumbled from the room, closing the bedroom door I'd forgotten to lock.

I was shaking head to toes, trembling, filled with adrenaline. I slipped a hand inside to extinguish the bathroom light and stood motionless a long time, calming myself as much as I could. My mind still had not caught up to what I'd witnessed.

Finally, I crept back to bed. I crawled in and Angie cuddled me.

"That was fantastic," she mumbled, slurring her words slightly. "What came over you? You've never fucked me like that."

"Just horny," I rasped.

She snuggled closer, kissing my neck and ear.

"I think you made me orgasm," she purred, breath hot in my ear. "I love you."

She kissed my cheek and hugged me tight, pulling her body as close to mine as possible. Her big tit rested on my bicep and my penis began to grow. She felt it creep along her leg.

"Again?" she murmured. "So soon? Okay. Grab another condom. I'm wiped out, Baby, but you can use me. Fuck me like you just did. We've never had sex like that."

Conflict raged within me. Dad's semen was inside her. I should say something, explain what happened, but the resulting scene would be pure insanity. Worst of all, how do I explain I passively stood by and allowed it to happen, and then got in bed and sprouted an erection! I found myself paralyzed again. I could say nothing and the whole thing would go away or I could open my mouth and release Hell on Earth.

"Fuck me, Mark," Angie muttered, wiggling her hot body against me.

I grabbed a condom from the nightstand drawer and rolled it down. I nudged her legs apart and climbed between them and sank my latex covered penis into her soaked cunt. I carried more sexual tension than I realized, quickly moving to pound her into the mattress. I felt angry, angry with the situation, angry at the cruel twists life can throw at you, angry that my father now also knew what Angela felt like on the inside. I took that anger out on her pussy, but, truthfully, my rage was all for myself. How could I have just stood there and allowed it to happen?

I hammered her cunt and she moaned with delight.

"I'm close," she soon said. "I can't believe it."

I'd thought her one of those women who simply cannot orgasm. She'd believed the same of herself. She'd tried masturbating but admitted afterwards it was too embarrassing, she'd felt too self-conscious. She'd never even gotten close. She'd decided she'd settle for the pleasure she gave and not worry about the pleasure she felt. Sex was good enough.

"Deeper," she whined. "I'm close."

I moved my knees closer and focused on driving my cock as deep as I could. She helped, lifting her legs and curling her hips to take me. I pushed myself to satisfy her, breaking a sweat and almost running out of air. Desperation fueled me. I had to make her orgasm. Dad had done it. I couldn't allow him to have that over me. She whimpered and rolled her hips and tried to get there too.

My strength began to fade. Before I ran out of gas, I groaned and released my pent-up ejaculate, filling the condom. I collapsed on top of her and we both struggled for breath. She rolled me aside.

"What a night," she muttered. "It okay, Baby. At least now we know I can."

She snuggled me again and I held her in my arms, drawing the blankets to cover us. I carried a terrible secret. She carried my father's sperm.


Chapter 6

Angie was a different woman. She flirted with me. She touched me a hundred times a day. She was interested in sex now to a degree she'd never expressed before. We fucked two nights in a row and she even sucked my dick once. I orgasmed but she couldn't. She assured me it was no problem, that she knew I'd get my mojo back, but I was growing desperate. Her patience would fade. She was hornier than ever and her dissatisfaction was growing.

By day three, I found myself keeping her wine glass full after dinner and bringing my dad all the beers he wanted. I knew I was tipping the scales towards making something bad happen again, and I felt sick about that, but I wasn't ready to give back this new Angela. I was a deceitful piece of shit. The conflict over giving her to my father tore me up. I hated the idea of him touching her, but I had seen what she could become and I wanted more. They'd already done it once, I rationalized, what harm in making them do it one more time? If I could open this door for her, I'd have the hottest wife on Earth. She'd be eager to fuck as much as I wanted, and she'd suck my cock.

I felt vile and worthless but that didn't stop me. I was a piece of shit but that didn't stop me. Nothing stopped me. I kept the booze flowing to both.

My plan seemed to be working. They were both obviously buzzed. Dad fell asleep in his chair and I helped Angie to bed. I stripped her and went down on her for a minute, just to get her worked up, then excused myself to use the bathroom, leaving her alone and horny on top of the covers. She fell asleep quickly. I returned to bed but couldn't sleep. I was so nervous! I laid there for almost an hour, then heard my dad get out of his chair. I left the bed and turned on the bathroom light and shut the door, then took a spot in the closet. I'd left a gap in the blackout drapes, allowing a little illumination from the streetlight outside our window.

Our bedroom door opened. Dad stood swaying in the doorway. It dawned on me this used to be the room he and my mom shared when she was alive, and that helped explain his confusion. He shrugged the robe from his shoulders and the dim light caught his formidable erection. He was thick and veiny and curved slightly upward. Jealousy flooded my mind. Why couldn't I have been born with a dick like that too? He balanced himself against the doorjamb and surveyed the room, rubbing his eyes and trying to focus. He stared at the bathroom door outlined in light. His gaze moved on, landing on Angie. I'd left the covers back, exposing her delicious sexy body. Fate played into my hands as Angela moved in her sleep at that moment, opening her legs a little right at the man. My heart crawled up into my throat. What the fuck was I doing?

My dad made his move. He did not seem as drunk as he was that first time. He crawled onto the bed and nudged her thighs farther apart. He walked his knees closer, holding his thick cock like a spear and aiming the mushroom head at her furry mound. He licked his fingers and rubbed the tip of his dick, thoughtfully preparing for penetration.

No, he was not as drunk this time.

He brought his cock to her little slit and I held my breath, questioning my own soul. I was offering my wife as a sacrifice to acquire the sex I wanted. I was a bastard, a villain. I was the bad guy. Here in this moment of truth, I remained selfishly hidden, allowing the unspeakable to happen. There would be no undoing this evil deed.

He pressed forward and her cunt flowered. He pushed and her furry pussy blossomed around the intrusion, stretching wide around his girth. Angie moaned and her back rose off the bed.

"Baby," she groaned, believing, in her alcohol stupor, that it was me between her legs. "So goooooood. Unngh, yeah, deeper."

My heart caved in. She thought she encouraged me, her loving husband. He leaned forward, resting his weight on his arms, and flexed his fat ass, pushing that mean cock deeper. Angie's head rolled side to side. Her hand rose to her mouth. He withdrew several inches and buried them again and a moan of heartfelt pleasure floated from her.

"You feel so gooood," she whimpered. "Fuck me."

My dad scooted his knees closer still and sank the last inches. His wide cock dominated her small pussy. She had to feel the difference between his cock and mine.

Angela opened her eyes.

FUCK!

She was not as drunk either! She saw my empty side of the bed and understood in an instant, eyes darting to my father's face.

"Stop," she croaked, keeping her voice low. "What the fuck, Bob? What are you doing in here? Get out."

"Not until I fuck you again."

"Are you insane? I'm married to your son."

She planted her hands on his chest and shoved, but my dad's a big man. He flexed his hips and his cock slid deeper and my wife gasped, rocked by the penetration. Her hands fell from his chest.

"We can't," she whispered, glancing nervously at the bathroom door.

He withdrew before sheathing himself again. Angie groaned.

"Get off," she whimpered. "Please."

He shook his head.

"My son's in the bathroom," he rumbled. "I've seen you stare at my cock. Twice. You're curious. You want this big dick."

He proved his point by slowly pushing into her. Angie gasped and opened her legs a little before catching herself.

"Robert," she pleaded. "What about Mark? I shouldn't. I can't"

"Your soaked cunt says otherwise," he growled, now pumping slowly in and out. "Look at you. Look how your body craves this. I will make you cum."

She wasn't listening. Her back had arched and her fists had filled with bedspread. Her mouth slowly opened wide like a silent scream.

My dad began fucking her with slow deep strokes, sending his cock as far up into her as he could get it. Angela shuddered at the grave intrusion, lifting her legs to help ease him in. He bumped something buried and she winced. He stopped and she shifted her hips. Discomfort turned to pleasure and he began gently thrusting again.

"We don't have time," she rasped, unconvincingly.

"We do. Shut up and feel me moving in there. I want you to cum again."

My wife rolled her lips over her teeth and closed her eyes, concentrating on the amazing sensations his fat cock gave.

"Oh shit," she soon moaned. "Oh! Shit!"

Her head fell back and her body locked in place. Her face scrunched into a grimace. I needed several heartbeats to realize I was witnessing my wife climaxing all over my father's cock. I stopped breathing. She held herself as rigid as iron, gasping through clenched teeth, smothering her cry of pleasure for fear of alerting me. They expected I'd open the bathroom door any second. Angie orgasmed so hard her eyes rolled around before she placed a hand on his chest and shoved.

"Get out," she rasped, emotionally drained.

"All right," he said, withdrawing his stiff inches. "But you came and I didn't. You owe me."

He slid off our bed and regained his feet, quickly bringing his erection to her face.

"What?" she hissed, slapping at it.

"Suck it."

"Fuck no. I don't suck dick. Gross."

"Do it. Hurry. I'll need to finish myself and I want to remember my dick in your pretty little mouth."

"Disgusting."

"Look at it," he ordered.

She did.

"Keep looking. Women love this cock. Put it in your mouth. That's what I want."

Angela grabbed his curved spear and stuffed the head in, aiming her piercing gaze at him. She sucked on the tip and licked all around the ridge, meeting his eyes. My dad grinned like a happy fool. She bobbed for several heartbeats, sucking hard, and then shoved the beast away.

"Now go," she grunted.

My dad stepped away from our bed, gathered his robe and closed the door behind him. Angela covered her face with both hands and flopped backwards on the bed. I gave her a moment and then timed my exit perfectly, leaving the closet to step to the bathroom, turning the light off with perfect nonchalance. My whole body trembled by the events I'd seen but I remained poised. I moved slowly, feeling my way through the darkness to the bed, pretending ignorance to what just happened. I moved as if I feared to make a noise and wake my lovely wife.

"I'm awake," Angie whispered.

"I'm sorry, Baby. Did I wake you?"

"No. I– I had a sexy dream. Would you like to fuck me?"

I tried to chuckle convincingly.

"Hell yes. Let me grab a condom."

Thank God for good luck. I was wondering how I'd explain my erection but now I had no need. I realized too that I was off the hook. I was guilt free. Yes, I'd set-up tonight's tryst, but they never got as drunk as I believed. They were the guilty ones. They'd done this of their own free will. My shame vanished. I rolled the latex down my dick and set a knee on the bed. Angela grabbed my arm and pulled me over, opening her legs wide and curling them around me.

"Fuck me hard," she growled. "I need it."

"Was that your dream? Me fucking you hard?"

"Yes."

I did. Lord did I. I was so wound up, I was such a twisted and convoluted mess of emotions, that all I could do was pour everything I felt into the thrusting of my hips. I fucked her like I hated her, like I sought to punish her. I hammered her sweet hole until I felt sperm begin to rise.

"It's coming," I snarled.

"Give it to me," she snarled right back, shocking me with her ferocity.

My orgasm hit and I flew off the cliff. My hips turned spastic as semen erupted. I flailed between her legs, groaned like a fool, spewed wildly as I filled the condom. Images of my dad's hard cock fucking her tight hole filled my mind and the semen in my nuts boiled. She hugged me fiercely as my orgasm reduced me to a mindless animal. I landed on her, the room spinning wildly, and she allowed me to rest between her legs. The room continued to spin as I passed out.


Chapter 7

I awoke alone. The room was dark and still. Some sense alerted me and I eased silently from the bed, discovering the semen filled condom still clung to my dick. I pulled it off and dropped it in the trashcan.

I crept down the hallway to my father's room but his bed was empty so I continued, approaching the living room, silent as a mouse.

My dad sat in his chair with his robe thrown open wide. My sweet wife knelt between his legs, running her tongue up the length of his thick and veiny erection. He took a sip of beer from a bottle and gazed at the sexy woman pleasuring his meat. Angie was unskilled and unsure but wanted to thrill, tracing veins with the tip of her tongue and mouthing his big hanging nuts, first one, then the other. I gasped silently and hugged the wall. The clock over the television said four-thirty.

Angela wrapped both hands around his fleshy pillar and jacked his length while nuzzling his scrotum. He looked hard enough to cut glass. How long had she been down there doing that? His pubic hair was matted with spit.

"Enough," he rumbled, setting the beer bottle aside.

Angie leaned back on her heels, waiting. My dad stood and helped her rise, then placed her hands on the arms of his chair, bending her at the waist. He moved around and her eyes followed his cock wherever it went, staring over a shoulder as he took a position behind her. He shrugged his robe from his shoulders. His cock seemed to reach for her, straining to penetrate. Angela looked worried and afraid but made no move to escape. I wondered whose idea this secret fuck session had been. My dad rested his hands on her butt and mumbled something. Angie nodded eagerly. My dad chuckled and stepped closer.

"You put me in," I heard him say. "I like it when the woman does that."

My wife reached under, between her legs, to find his fat knob and pull him forward. She circled her opening and then held him still while pushing her hips backward. Her sharp intake of breath told me the moment he entered. Her head drooped and her ass rose and a low groan escaped.

"Jesus," she whimpered.

Dad slid his hands higher to her small waist and pulled her body onto his spear. The muscles tightened in his forearms as he increased the force needed. He was too thick for her but she was certainly wet enough for him. His hips gradually approached her ass as his inches traveled deep.

"My God," Angie moaned. "That's amazing."

Dad grinned like a fool. He withdrew and eased his cock deep again. He began a smooth rhythm in and out, pumping his thick hard on into my wife's guts. Her breathing turned ragged and she braced herself against his big chair, tits gently swinging with every thrust. In minutes, he was fucking her strong and smooth.

"I'm going to–" she gasped. "Shit. I'm already going to–"

Her face became a grimace and she hugged his chair tight. Her toes curled into the carpet. My father was giving her an orgasm almost without trying, stuffing her tight cunt with cock. Her head rose as her climax continued, muffled gasps escaping between clenched teeth. He never broke rhythm, giving her a steely rod to ride. He left her weak, legs shaking.

He withdrew and spun her, pushed her body into the chair. He moved between her legs and aimed his cock at her hairy slit. She made no move to stop him. He lifted her legs onto his shoulders, obscenely exposing her furry cunt. They both looked down at the place where he'd impale her.

"Do it," she rasped.

He shook his head, arrogant.

"You put me in," he said. "I want to see you do it. You put my cock in your pussy so I can fuck you."

She hesitated, still unsure about their actions, but she gripped his fat cock and pulled him in. He placed hands on her shoulders and sank almost every inch, forcing her into the back of the chair and causing her body to writhe as her cunt was filled.

"Jesus!" she grunted. "You're so big."

He held her in place and pumped his hips, fucking her tight cunt in his favorite chair. My dad closed his eyes, savoring the snug pussy gripping him. Angela held the arms of the chair and stared at the big cock working. She looked stunned it was truly happening. She watched my dad's veiny manhood own her cunt and then the unexpected happened. I watched her face slowly twist with disbelief. Her toes curled again and her brow furrowed and she clamped her mouth shut and another orgasm ripped through her body. She squeezed eyes shut as my father's penis sent her rocketing into the heavens. He fixated on his cock, watching that thick tube plunge again and again. Angela twisted in the chair, lost to a powerful climax, and then my dad drove his meat all the way in, bending her legs against her chest, and shook from head to feet. He held himself like that a moment and then pumped rapidly before driving all the way in again and holding himself buried once more.

He spewed boiling sperm into my wife!

Angela clawed at his flabby ass, trying to pull him deeper. A natural and instinctive reaction, but one that rocked me body and soul. I felt dizzy.

At last he returned to himself and shuffled backward. His long cock withdrew slowly and they were both watching as the bulbous head slipped free and a gush of milky semen followed. Angela looked near panic but Dad looked proud.

"I came out here to tell you never come to my bed again," she muttered. "Now look at us. Fuck."

Dad stood.

"Don't be too hard on yourself," he said. "The chemistry is there. I fucked one of Mark's high school girlfriends in that chair too. Petite blonde. These things happen. You can't put men and women together and not expect sparks to fly."

"We can never do this again."

He left her there, legs hanging over the chair arms, and moved to the refrigerator. He returned with two bottles of beer. He twisted the top off and handed her one then did the same for his. His dick had mostly deflated and now hung like a slumbering beast between his legs.

"We can say never again but I expect we will. If you're living under this roof the draw will always be there. You know I want it so the only thing stopping us will be your will power. How disciplined are you?"

He took a swig. She did too. She looked at her bottle like she was shocked to see it in her hand.

"I must return to bed. I have no time to drink this."

"Leave it. I'll finish the thing. Where's my robe?"

Angie slid from the chair and scooped his robe from the floor, handing it to him. She eyed his dangling penis.

"You cum easily," he said. "I like that."

"I don't cum at all," she countered. "I don't understand what's happening."

Dad chuckled.

"But you like it," he said.

She turned her back on him without answering. Her pajamas were in a pile by the chair and she began to put them on.

"What about Mark?" she asked. "I feel awful. I can't believe I did this to him."

"Take it to the grave," he said. "I will. You should do the same. What he doesn't know won't hurt him. I sure never told him about that hot little high schooler. Or any of the others. Why? Just move on."

Angela pulled her bottoms up her legs but stopped. She dipped a finger into her pussy and held it up to the light.

"I just realized the only man to ever ejaculate inside me is my husband's father. Fuck. I'm a piece of shit."

"Like I said, don't be too hard on yourself. In a long marriage, there's bound to be shit he does you'll need to forgive. Just hold what we did as a credit in his account and when he fucks up with some stripper, forgive and forget. Call it even and call it a day."

Angela dabbed at her leaking pussy again, examining her fingers with utter disbelief.

"This cannot happen again," she reiterated. "I mean it."

My dad waved her off.

"All right. I hear you. We'll see."

Angela finished dressing and shook her hair into place. She adjusted her PJs and gave my dad a nod.

"Goodnight, Mister Bellows."

"Yeah, all right."

I scurried back to bed, facing on my side away from the door. Angela eased under the covers and stared at me for a long time. I felt it. Eventually she gave up and laid on her back, staring at the ceiling. My heart raced. What did she think? How was she feeling? My head was jumbled by all I'd seen and heard. Dad fucked Tracy in high school? I never even fucked Tracy. Who were the others? My father was the only man to cum inside my wife? I always used a condom because we were not ready for kids. Angela had used condoms with every boyfriend? Wild. She laid next to me on this bed with a womb full of my father's sperm, the only man to ever fill her. That truth was surreal.

Her hand gently tugged my hip. I let her roll me onto my back, pretending to be sleepy. I rubbed my eyes.

"What, Baby?" I asked.

"Don't say a word," she whispered.

The covers lifted and her head ducked underneath. Her hot wet mouth enveloped my soft penis.

"Holy shit," I groaned, unable to remain silent.

She twirled her tongue around the head and lapped under the tip. I grew hard fast. She applied a gentle suction that slowly grew stronger. She crawled her lips all the way down until her nose buried in my pubic hair and then held me there, sucking harder. I had questions but kept my mouth closed. This was the Angela I craved. Her head began to bob and my nuts tightened.

"You're going to make me cum," I whispered.

"So cum," she mumbled.

I held her head with both hands and thrust with small movements. Jesus, she got me there fast. Everything grew taut and I warned her again but she continued to suck gently. My ass came off the bed as the first blast rocketed up my shaft. My mind exploded knowing I was cumming in her mouth. I shot again and again and she kept my dick in there, allowing me to fill her mouth with cream.

Finally, I shot my last and she slipped me out, leaning over the edge of the bed to spit my load on the carpet. I wanted her to swallow but I'd take whatever I could get. I couldn't remember the last time she'd blown me.

"Sexy dream?" I muttered.

"Yes. Having a lot of those lately."

"Fine with me."

There was no way I'd roll over and return the favor. Not with my dad in there. She wasn't looking for that anyway. She kissed me and left the bed for the bathroom. I heard her brushing her teeth. She returned to bed and we spooned, falling asleep like a happily married couple.


Chapter 8

I left work early without telling Angie. I'd also made a phone call that day without telling Angie. Tracy still lived in town and would love to share a cup of coffee. I told her I wanted to catch up and she said she'd enjoy that.

The Starbucks was busy and I grabbed a table near the back. Tracy showed up five minutes later, looking nervous. She probably wondered why after all this time I'd like to chat and maybe put two and two together, concluding her terrible secret was now known. Regardless, she faced it bravely. Our conversation started as small talk and gradually went deeper. When the right moment arrived, I dropped my bomb.

"I heard a rumor through backward channels that I just couldn't believe so I came to you for confirmation."

"All right," she said, casually flipping the blonde hair she'd kept long.

I recognized that hair-flipping move from high school, charmed she still did it.

"Did you fuck my father when we were dating?" I asked.

She reached across the table and took my hands.

"Thank God," she exhaled. "You have no idea how the weight of that has hung around my neck. Yes, I did, and I'm glad to be rid of the secret."

"May I ask questions?"

"Absolutely. Before you do I need to apologize. I've felt terrible for years. Awful. I'm thrilled I can finally tell you I'm sorry. I'm sorry, Mark."

"Accepted. What happened?"

"Your dad was quite handsome back then. He still is, mostly. All the families had taken the kids to the lake that weekend. I wore my new red bikini and it was exciting but I felt so insecure. I worried what everyone would think. I swam while you played water polo with the guys. I got out to eat a hamburger and caught your father glancing at me. All the men did but your dad had a look in his eyes that sent a thrill through me. I was still a virgin at that point, if you remember, so I wasn't even sure what I was feeling. I just knew I liked the way he looked at me. He was discreet and no one caught us but I paraded in front of that man. Later, when we all got in our tents, I got up to use the bathroom and Robert was just coming out of the men's."

She drank some coffee, her gaze years away.

"Anyway, we exchanged some words about the fun we were having and he complimented how good my swimsuit had looked. He told me I was growing into a beautiful woman and I scoffed, muttering some form of self-deprecating sneer. He wouldn't have it. He insisted I recognize how pretty I was becoming. I melted. The top I was wearing tied in front and I said something about my breasts being too small as I loosened the strings. He watched as I opened my shirt to him, exposing my tits. I could barely breathe. He got hard, tenting the front of his shorts, and I told him to show me what I'd done to him. He took it out. You may not know this about your dad but he's really big."

"I'm recently aware."

"That's it. After that he'd just tell me what to do and I'd do it. He taught me how to suck dick and fuck and everything else. Your dad took my virginity. He was always sweet and kind and gentle. We hid it from everyone but especially from you. I'd come over to hang with you and leave while you played some video game and find him out in the garage. We'd fuck before your mom got home and I'd go back to your room. It went on for months, even after you and I broke up I'd still meet him around town. The man is good in bed and that big dick rocked my world."

"I appreciate your honesty."

She eyed me suspiciously.

"You had to move in with him again? For a short time?"

"Yes."

"You and your wife?"

"Yes."

She sipped her coffee.

"He fucked her, didn't he? He fucked her and you caught them and that made you wonder who else he's fucked?"

"You almost have it right. He fucked my wife and I overheard him tell her about you. I wondered if he was simply bragging or telling the truth."

"Now you know."

"Now I know."

She patted my hand.

"What will you do about it?" she asked. "The man's a cad, a rascal. But we women love him. He's charming and we swoon but then he fucks us with that dick and we're hooked. You know your wife is probably hooked?"

I didn't answer. Tracy was probably right. She patted my hand again.

"You don't need to hate her," she said.

"I don't hate her."

"That says a lot about the kind of person you are. You know, your dad opened my eyes to some things I didn't know about myself. We should never have done what we did but there were some good things that came from it."

"Like what?"

"Like I learned what turns me on. I learned not to be ashamed of what I crave. Your father unintentionally showed me who I was. My husband and I belong to a group of individuals that feel the same. We explore sex, take what we like. Since your reaction to what your wife did with him is not to hate her, and your reaction to what you learned about me and your dad, I wonder if there's things for you to learn about yourself. You and your wife can come with us to a gathering at Alley Cat and see what goes on there."

"Alley Cat?"

"An adult social club we like."

"Angela would never go for that."

She shrugged.

"As you wish. The invitation stands. Robert will try to fuck Angela every chance he gets. She'll try to fuck him, too. I hope you know that. I hope you're ready for it. That house could get uncomfortable. Maybe a visit to the club with my husband and me would open some doors for you and your wife. Think about it."

"I will."

Our conversation shifted to careers and that was that. I left the Starbucks on time to arrive home right when I should. Angie's car was already home, engine cooled. My heart sank. Was Tracy right? How long had they been alone together? What would I find inside my father's house? I entered to find Angie in the kitchen making snacks and Dad in the living room watching football.

I let myself see the old man, truly see him. I saw how the death of my mom had drained the life from him, killed all delight. I saw how the arrival of Angie had lit a new fire, awakened something deeply buried.

He'd fucked Tracy in my youth and he was fucking Angie now. He was a simple man with simple needs. Sex gave his life purpose. He yelled at the television set about a penalty he disagreed with and I wondered how they, the women, saw him. He's a big man. Strong and easily intimidating. He pursues his wants and needs with little regard for others. Mom put up with a lot. He lacks empathy, which causes women to shy away from a relationship with him, but he has a rough charm, which brings many back.

Then he fucks them and they stay.

Like moths to the flame they are drawn to him against their better judgement. My dad is no alpha-male but maybe his cock is. Maybe Tracy and Angela and my other girlfriends simply respond in a visceral way, pulled by primitive impulses. Men take a lot of shit about being led by their dicks, but maybe women do that sometimes too.

I turned my attention to my wife by the sink. She arranged crackers and cheese on a cutting board. I studied the way the light coming in the window turned her stray hairs golden and made her skin glow. Her lips carried a faint smile. She felt guilt over what she'd done but a good fucking will put a smile on any woman's face. Earthshaking orgasms will put anyone in a good mood. She looked lovely and I felt myself falling in love with her all over again.

She noticed me in the doorway.

"Help me carry this?" she asked, gesturing at the large board covered with treats.

"Happy to."

We joined my dad in the living room, watching football and enjoying each other's company. Each time I looked at my wife's pretty face, I wondered if she'd sucked his cock for a minute or two before I got home. I sensed a strange tension between us all but I couldn't tell if that was from the sex they'd had or a blowjob she'd just delivered.


Chapter 9

I was at the kitchen sink mixing tea. Angela sat on a blanket in the shade in the backyard, wearing a tank top and skirt and watching the hummingbirds feed. Dad was puttering around on a motorcycle frame he'd purchased years ago and was slowly refurbishing.

My phone rang. Scott. I answered.

"You're staying with your dad for now, right?" he asked.

"True."

"I have another property opening up in a few weeks. You guys are great renters. I know you're looking to save for a house but this would get you out from under his roof. That can't be easy. Interested?"

"I'll check with Angela. We've settled in here and for now things are good, but who knows?"

"Cool. Let me know soon. If you guys don't want it, I have others to call."

"Fair enough."

I ended the call.

Outside, Angie looked great. She carried a glow in her face these days and although I'd never caught them again, I was sure they'd fucked. Maybe I should divorce her. Maybe I should be furious. All I know is she wants sex often now, and each time she does, there's a good chance I'll get a blow job. The longer this thing goes on with my father, the more she loosens up in the bedroom. If I ignore the fact she's fucking my dad, I can even say she's becoming the perfect wife.

I'm going to ride this situation to the end.

I watched her out the window as a breeze stirred her hair. Gorgeous creature. My gaze drifted to the large oak that grew beyond the fence which I'd climbed as a kid. Huge branches hung over our yard. The tire-swing of my youth swung gently in the breeze. An idea popped into my head.

I stepped outside.

"Hey, guys," I yelled. "I want raspberry tea and we're out. I'll be back in about an hour. Either of you want anything from the store?"

"I have raspberry in the cupboard," Dad yelled.

"You must be out. No worries. Can I get you anything?"

They both said no. I waved and grabbed my car keys, pocketing the unopened box of raspberry tea. I needed no trip to the store. What I needed was an opportunity to see what they'd do if I was gone. I got in my car and drove around the block, parking across a field and double-timing it back to the large oak. I wasn't as limber as I was in my youth, but I managed to climb the tree. I had a perfect view down into the yard of my childhood, only now my dad had his pants around his knees and my wife squatted before him, tugging on his cock and sucking on the head. He reached down to free her hefty tits from her loose top. He took his cock away from her, taunting.

"You're getting good at that," he told her, looking down. "But you'll never be great until you swallow what comes out."

"Sperm tastes gross," she countered.

"Doesn't matter. You think your pussy is chocolate? You think your ass is candy? Just suck it out and gulp it down. That's how you please a man. It's all over in a few seconds. It ain't about flavor, Angela. It's about lust. You should be so hot for my load you don't care how it tastes. That's how you show a man how hot you are for him."

"I am hot for you. I give you my pussy every day."

"I'm grateful. But if you want to keep enjoying this dick you'll raise your game to the next level."

"You'll stop fucking me if I don't start swallowing?"

"That's right."

I was shocked. What man can give a woman such an ultimatum? I expected Angie to laugh and walk away but she only lowered her eyes to his penis, studying the squiggly veins running up and down his shaft. She wrestled with her thoughts and then lifted him to her mouth again. Her lips crawled over the plump head and her cheeks dented. My jaw dropped. Was my wife giving in to his demand? Unthinkable. I've been treating her like a princess since the day we met and apparently, that was all wrong. She licked all around the head, teasing, making him swell. Dad let her play. He grew stiff and she worked his sloppy length with both hands, covering him in spit. In minutes, he was triumphantly erect, a messy, impressive pillar of man-flesh.

"I'll try swallowing next time," she said. "I promise."

With the unspoken understanding that lovers often share, he lay on his back on the blanket and she reached under her skirt to remove her panties. He held his cock at the base, standing his large prick straight up. Angela stood over him, gazing in amazement.

"Beautiful," she muttered. "That dick does things to me."

My dad chuckled. She pulled her skirt up and lowered her pussy to meet him, settling into place with a sigh and smoothing her skirt around their hips. Her head fell backward as his cock head traveled up her tunnel to press against her cervix.

"That's a big, big cock," she groaned. She positioned her feet flat on the ground and began to drag her slick pussy up and down his length, milking his fat pole. "That's a big, big, big cock. God, I hate that I love it so much. You dirty old man. You make me do all kinds of wrong."

"What my son doesn't know won't hurt him. Plenty of his girlfriends sucked this dick. He never knew and he turned out fine."

"Did his girlfriends swallow?"

My dad laughed.

"Yeah, eventually."

So. Confirmation Tracy was not alone in her infidelity. I thought back over my high school days and wondered. Liz, for sure. Slut. Kim? Brenda?

Angela moaned and my memory dissipated. She balanced herself on his cock, squatting over his big body and coaxing him with her pussy. Up, then down. Up, then down. He laced his fingers behind his head and watched my wife ride.

"This must be an ego trip for you," she grunted.

"Hell yeah. I love hot young things. What man doesn't?"

Angela did not answer. His dick had successfully scrambled her brains. She concentrated on the rise and fall and her breathing turned ragged.

"You gonna cum up there?" he chuckled.

My wife nodded rapidly.

"You're a bastard for fucking your son's wife," she moaned.

"You're a slut for fucking your husband's father."

Her moan deepened. Her hips pumped faster. Her thigh muscles had to burn. I reminded myself how all this benefitted me but sometimes the reality would punch through and land with a thud on my heart. My wife was cheating on me, which was something I never imagined she'd do. But I never imagined it because sex was so unimportant to her. She thought dicks were gross and ugly. We clicked in every other way so I considered myself lucky to have found her. I told myself the sex we did have from time to time was good enough.

Dad was showing me a whole new Angela.

He raised his hands and they locked fingers. She leaned over him a little to pump her pussy up and down his length faster. Her face slowly scrunched.

"I love watching you cum on me," he muttered.

Angela gasped. An orgasm approached.

"It's your fault," she gasped. "I'm addicted."

"To cumming?"

"Yes!"

Her hips pumped faster.

"You don't orgasm with Mark?"

"I don't for anybody," she snarled. "Not even me. Only you."

Her head fell back and a long exhale like a death-rattle issued from her throat. An orgasm slammed her body-wide. Every muscle went taut. He steadied her up there as her body spasmed and convulsed. Weird sounds exited her strained throat. The climax forced her to stop pumping so my dad took over, fucking her juicy cunt from below. She shook her head wildly like she was attacked by bees and then wailed an unnatural cry. My dad fucked her through the waves of pleasure, slowing only as she began to crumble. Her pussy sank to the root of him and she collapsed on his body. He chuckled and wrapped his big arms around her. He let her rest for a minute but then nudged her off onto the blanket. She squinted into the dappled sun.

"We don't have much time," he said.

She nodded weakly.

"Stay there," he said. "I'll do all the work. Open your mouth."

My dad knelt beside her head, aiming his hard cock at her face and beginning to jack off. Angela smiled up at him and opened her mouth. She knew what was coming and did it anyway. My dick began to stiffen. He was going to ejaculate into her open mouth and she was going to take it. This was no lost-in-the-heat-of-the-moment event. My wife had crossed the threshold and decided she would swallow his load. I don't know why the deliberateness of the act thrilled me but it did. Maybe because of what it portended for me.

My father was molding Angela, reshaping her, teaching and training her before he gave her back when we moved out. I can pay the psychic price now, emotionally tortured to see her with him, so that I receive an Angela reborn on the other side.

That's what I told myself.

Dad jerked his thick meat fast. He moved the tip closer to her mouth, placing the small hole at the end of his penis just over her lip. She kept her mouth open, nervously meeting his eyes. His big paw tugged her tank top aside, freeing those spectacular tits and adding to his visual stimulation. My dad gazed down at my wife as he jerked off into her willing mouth. My mind was shattered. Her complete acceptance of something she detested only weeks ago left me crushed. He moved over her face for a moment, dragging his fat balls over her lips so she could lick and suck them, which she eagerly did, and then he returned to his position, poised to fire directly onto her tongue. I loathed to see my father climax but desperately wished to see Angela swallow.

"Here it comes," he groaned. "Don't turn away."

"I won't," she quickly answered before opening wide again.

Sweet Jesus, I was dying.

Dad held her head with one hand while he rapidly jerked with the other and then he groaned like a man shot and eased his dick even closer. The first hot blast was massive and shot to the back of her throat. She gagged but forced her mouth to remain open. He fired again, a long thick rope of slippery milk, splashing across her tongue and tonsils. She held herself open to take what he gave. He blasted again and then again and then again and Angela closed her lips briefly to gulp down his cream before opening them, ready for more. My dad moaned at her eager sluttiness and unloaded a deluge of precious sperm. Angela fastened her lips to the tip and sucked like she drank from a straw, pulling his semen out of his balls before sending his seed to her belly. I wanted to scream. I wanted to yank my cock out and jack off until I sprayed too. The sight was mind-rending. I learned my father cums a lot. Angela sucked a mouthful and opened wide to show him his load in there, then closed her lips and swallowed. His next shot flew across her face, icing her lips and cheek. His dick spat again, painting her nose and eyelid. She giggled.

At last he was drained, stumbling back to sit beside her on the blanket. He used his T-shirt to wipe her face clean and then laid on his back too. They stared at the sky overhead. Now he was the only man she'd swallowed to go along with being the only man to cum inside her. My trapped dick hurt. I needed to empty my balls.

I had no desire to watch them enjoy their afterglow so I eased from the tree and returned to the car. I sat thinking, emotions in turmoil. The need to fuck her dominated them all. I reminded myself what I was getting from all this and stayed parked until I was calm. I made a phone call before I started the car and drove home.

I was shaken. I had to remind myself over and over what was in it for me. Everything was as I'd left it when I stepped into the backyard: Angie enjoyed the gentle breeze, Dad worked on his motorcycle. They were flawless experts at covering their tracks. There was nothing to suspect. I sat the pitcher of raspberry tea on the blanket. Angela leaned over to kiss me and I fought the urge to draw away in disgust.

"I bumped into a friend at the grocery store," I lied. "She invited us out to some club. I said we'd go. I thought we could use some time away from the house in the evening. I hope that was all right."

"Perfectly fine," she answered. "What kind of club? How should I dress?"

I shrugged.

"She said it was a social club. Casual drinks and appetizers. Maybe live music? I'm not sure."

"I can do casual."

We sipped tea and chatted and enjoyed the day. After a while Angela suggested we go inside. I asked her why.

"Frisky," she said.

"You want sex?"

"I do."

"That sounds great but let's save it for when we get home. I'd feel weird with Dad walking around just outside the door. Better once he's asleep tonight."

She kissed my hand.


Chapter 10

Two hours later we entered the parking lot of Alley Cat. The place was already packed. There were no spots available close so Angie and I had to walk a block. I paid our cover and we entered.

"What is this place?" Angie asked, pointing at a dance poster on the wall that showed a couple wearing almost nothing.

"Racy," I said.

"Sexy," she said, taking my arm.

As we moved deeper into the club, I rubbernecked as much as she did.

My call to Tracy had gone well. I loved Angela's new bold sexuality but because its origins lay buried in something secret, she and I have been unable to discuss it. My plan tonight, with Tracy's help, would be to introduce a new source for Angela's bold sexuality. This night would give Angie and me something to discuss as a couple. My wife can keep her secrets. I wanted our sex in the open. Tracy felt guilty for cheating on me in high school so she agreed to fully play her part.

The club was dark and intimate and we passed through areas for dancing and drinking and listening to music. There was a small theater and a huge hot tub.

"This place is awesome," Angela said.

"I wonder where my friend is," I offered. "Let's keep looking."

We left the more open and social areas and entered a space where the lights were much darker. I secretly followed the map in my head Tracy had given me. We walked the length of a long hall and entered a large padded room. Soft benches ran around three walls, backed by massive mirrors, and a huge low foam mattress sat in the center. Three nude couples engaged in sex right before our eyes, three women and three men.

"Holy shit," Angela gasped.

"Wow," I said, playing dumb.

The couples crawled all over each other and none of them cared who pleasured whom. I cast a furtive glance at my wife to gauge her reaction and was delighted to see she was enthralled and not disgusted. Thanks, Dad. He'd smashed barriers in her mind I'd never even touched.

One of the men rolled onto his back and his big hard cock flopped with him, landing on his thigh with a slap. Angie looked mesmerized. I think she was realizing for the first time that my dad might not be the only hung man on the planet. Angie's lips parted and the tip of her tongue wet them. My penis twitched. Two women twisted on the big bed and began blowing the man together, sharing his impressive dick. The woman not engaged glanced our way and I made the briefest of eye contact with her.

Tracy.

"I must pee," I told Angela. "I can't watch this while needing to pee. Stay here."

"Happily," she muttered.

I exited the room and turned down a parallel hallway, a hallway that wrapped around the three mirrored walls inside. The mirrors in there were windows out here, and I moved until I had a clear view of my wife.

Tracy left the bed. She was nude and time had been generous. She looked better now than in high school. She drifted through the crowd, seemingly on the hunt. People grew nervous as she drew near but then showed disappointment as she went by. At last she approached my wife. The two women locked eyes.

"What?" I saw my wife say, reading lips.

Tracy leaned in and kissed my beloved. Angie's eyes went wide. Tracy floated a hand up to cup Angie's breast through her blouse and my wife stood and took it.

"You're sexy," Tracy told her.

Angie was too stunned to reply. Tracy kissed her again and then took my wife's hand and guided it to her bare breast. Angie glanced around nervously for me. Tracy kissed her again and returned her hand to Angie's breast and my wife, now no longer guided, kept her hand on Tracy's tit. Their kisses turned deeper. Tracy began undressing Angie and I held my breath because surely this was the moment of truth. My wife allowed it. Tracy moved swiftly with the practiced ease of someone who has undressed a lot of women. I watched with growing excitement and a growing dick as Angela was revealed. I gasped as her panties came down her legs. She'd shaved, smooth and hairless now, and I knew she'd done it to please my father. My mouth watered to see Angie's bald cunt. Now both nude, Tracy tried to kiss Angie again but my wife took over, passionately making out with this blonde-haired beauty.

When Tracy led Angie to the big bed, my wife did not resist. When Tracy eased Angie onto the mattress, my wife went along. When Tracy finished kissing my beloved and turned her body to form a sixty-nine with Angela, my wife found herself on her back and face to face with her first pussy. She did not hesitate. As Tracy began to lick Angie, Angie began to lick Tracy. The sight fried my brain but my plan wasn't finished.

Mister Big Dick, who was Tracy's husband, John, abandoned his double blowjob and crawled closer to our two wives. Angie's sight was obstructed by Tracy's pussy, legs, and ass, so she had no idea that John was maneuvering into a position to fuck her. My wife was utterly unaware of what approached. His cock was a wide battering ram of masculine power. He crept closer and Tracy saw him and grabbed his cock while licking my wife's pussy. She pulled her man close. He moved as close as he could and then, once Tracy had Angie soaked and ready, he forced his cock down to aim at my wife's slit. Tracy took over, grabbing her husband around the wide base and pulling him close. At the last possible instant, Tracy removed her tongue from my wife's bald cunt and pulled John in, pushing the head between the labia and several inches deep.

Angie's body went rigid. She shoved Tracy's ass trying to get free but Tracy only planted a hand on her husband's ass and pulled, burying that strong cock almost to the balls. Angie's body bowed off the mattress. Tracy kept my wife's legs spread and began licking John's cock as it started a slow piston in and out. Angie writhed beneath Tracy like a wild woman. John fed more cock, moving his hips faster as my wife turned wetter. Once he was fucking Angie smoothly, Tracy leaned back but kept her pussy over Angie's mouth. The husband and wife team had my woman pinned at both ends. They kissed, laughing, as they conquered yet another threesome virgin.

Tracy ground her cunt into Angie's mouth and bent to resume licking my wife's soaked pussy. She found Angie's clit and licked and sucked while John fucked my wife slow and deep. His cock was not as long as my father's but he was wider, thicker, forcing Angie's labia farther apart.

Angie's body jerked and went stiff. Tracy laughed and then kept licking. My wife was having an orgasm under there. I freed my penis to masturbate. Several men nearby did too. Soon Tracy rose and moved behind John to suck his balls.

At last the lovers could look into each other's eyes. He leaned over my wife and Angie returned his gaze, lifting her legs to wrap around his body. He moved with a practiced skill, sensually curling his hips like a dancer as he pushed his fat cock in. Angie grabbed his face and kissed him and he never broke his rhythm, fucking my wife smoothly. He scooped his strong arms under her and lifted her for another kiss, holding her like a baby as his thick cock probed her depths.

Would Angie have ever done something like this before my father got ahold of her? No way. Not even close. Angie would have fled when she saw the poster with the scantily clad dancers.

Tracy moved from under John to behind Angie, acting like a backstop. Tracy ran her dainty hands all over my wife's sensitive skin, flicking nipples and caressing areolas, driving Angie to new heights of pleasure. The women kissed as John fucked her. Gradually Tracy moved lower, circling Angie's nipple with her tongue before sucking gently. My wife looked ready to explode. John moved to position the women in another sixty-nine but Angie stopped him.

"No," she said, gently rolling onto her back. "Cum in me."

"Are you sure?" he asked.

She opened her legs to him.

An excited murmur went through the crowd. They knew this man was not her husband. She'd arrived with another. They knew she was with me. She'd been seduced away from her man and now offered her cunt for fertilization, offered her cunt to a fat-cocked stud who burrowed into her depths.

The eroticism of it sent an electric charge through the room. People started making out. The remaining clothes came off. Sex broke out here and there around the room and in the secret hallway where I stood. I wondered what was the right time to return: before he came in her so I was there to see it and she knew I was there to see it, or after, once the deed was done and the guilt, if she felt any, came rushing in.

Before, I decided.

I left my spot at the window and circled around. She rocked her hips in time with his thrusts, her eyes closed, her expression pure pleasure.

"Oh my God!" I exclaimed, faking surprise. "Tracy?"

She feigned shock, right on cue.

"What the fuck? Mark?"

Angie's eyes flew open at the sound of my voice. Reality smashed her like a fist. She'd been lost to the fantasy of it all, fueled by her new freedoms with my dad, but now suddenly remembered she was there with me, her husband, and we'd discussed none of this. She tried to push away from John but he pretended not to understand, pushing balls deep and turning her to butter.

"Angie?" I barked. "What the fuck are you doing?"

She covered her face with her hands. Big John continued to fuck her.

"This is your wife?" Tracy asked, knowing it was.

"Yes. I only left to use the restroom."

"Things happen fast around here. Your wife is gorgeous. I had to touch her. One thing led to another. Don't blame her."

John played his part perfectly, the stud, working the big cock Angie couldn't resist. I watched him fuck my wife.

"Are you okay with this?" Tracy asked.

Angie waited to see my response. I watched for several heartbeats, watched their bodies move together, watched her sexy breasts rise and fall, her legs curl around the man of their own accord. She was frightened and worried about how I might react but she never stopped fucking the man.

"I might be," I said.

"She looks fantastic, right? Crazy sexy. That's my husband, John, fucking her. She seems to like John fucking her."

"She does."

Angie tried to stop, tried to keep an eye on me. John's cock wouldn't allow it. My wife's focus shifted back to him after each thrust. She soon gave up trying and gave herself to the man. He was a fuck-machine, accustomed to the crowd, enjoying the audience. He plowed Angie and feasted on her sensitive skin until she was ready to scream.

"Would you like my husband to make her orgasm?"

"Angela doesn't do that."

Tracy chuckled.

"Right," she said. "Do it, John."

This was all too perfect.  John lifted his body higher and worked his hips faster and Angie swooned, lost to the madness of the moment. John planted his lips on hers, kissing my lovely wife with real passion, and Angie broke, a loud wail filling the room as her cunt spasmed around his inches and she orgasmed like she was losing her mind. Her eyes, filled with panic, darted around the room before closing. Her face scrunched and her wail transformed into one long, loud moan. John pumped her body for every drop of pleasure he could give. Angie was wrecked.

"Does John have your permission to cum in her?"

"Whatever Angela wants," I said.

My wife could not believe her ears. John kept his smooth rhythm, fat cock in, fat cock out, and bewildered and overwhelmed Angie wrestled with her choice. How could she possibly choose to accept John's sperm in front of her husband? She'd need to be a complete slut to do that. How could she be so callous regarding my feelings? I saw these thoughts behind her eyes, and I waited. Her lust grew as he moved inside her.

"In me," she whimpered, breaking at last.

I freed my erection for her to see. Angela stared with disbelief. How could I be hard at a time like this?

"You heard the woman," I told John. "Cum in her."

An electric wave swept the room. John began to plunge his thick root all the way in. Her lips clung to his girth. He panted from his exertions, sweat on his brow and upper lip. Angie never took her eyes away from me, even when a second orgasm surprised her and clenched her whole body. I believe she orgasmed because I watched. Soon John shortened his strokes and Tracy began kissing her man. He tore his lips away when he roared like a bear and drove his cock all the way in.

Yeah!" he shouted, pumping the sperm from his balls into Angie. "Fuck yes! Fuck! Arrgh! Take it!"

I waited until Angie's eyes were on my hard dick and then I masturbated as John filled her. He roared again and again and echoes of pleasure sounded from around the room. My wife clung to the man, accepting the semen of this stranger. He poured his essence into her womb and then fell to the side, taking her with him as he crashed. He scooted forward, shoving his softening cock up into her, and then took her leg to curl around his waist. The lovers looked at each other with affection. Angie lifted her head to watch me slowly stroke my dick. I saw in her eyes, again, a desire to confess her actions with my father but, in the end, she said nothing.


Chapter 11

"Let's leave these two alone for a minute, John," Tracy said. "I'm thirsty."

John rolled over and lifted Angie's leg. His thick cock was a pink sea slug buried in her cunt, and when he eased his hips back, the long beefy tube slithered free, followed by a drool of sperm. He placed her leg on the bed and stood. He kissed a smug Tracy. John and Tracy walked away. I stared at Angie's cunt. She tried to discreetly close her legs but then noticed how hard I stared and opened them a little wider, boldly displaying the obscene sight to me.

"You like that?" she asked.

"I don't know. Maybe. In a way."

"You masturbated while he fucked me, Mark. Your dick is still hard. What's happening with you? What's going on inside your head?"

"I don't exactly know," I sighed. "If I set aside the fact you just fucked some other man, I'm forced to admit you looked wildly sexy doing it. You're hot when you fuck, and I mean hot like the sun. But it wasn't me this time. It was another man. When I acknowledge that truth, my world turns upside-down. Did you fuck him because you are unhappy with me? Are you leaving me?"

Horror twisted her face.

"Oh my God, Baby, no! You're the perfect man for me."

"If I'm so perfect, why did you fuck him?"

She pondered. I watched a small bead of sperm leak from her bald slit and follow a twisting path towards her asshole.

"I didn't fuck him because I'm unhappy with you. I fucked him because his wife seduced me and then I was into how good it felt. It was all about the hot sex, not our marriage, which is awesome and wonderful."

"You orgasmed for him."

"Yes."

"Twice."

"Yes. I've been learning a lot about my body lately."

"You shaved your pussy before we came here. Did you plan this?"

"Mark, I shaved two days ago. We haven't had sex so there was no way for you to know. I love you with all my heart but I'm beginning to understand there's a world of sex out there I knew nothing about. Don't be hurt by this but you knew nothing about it either, or, if you did, you never found a way to tell me. I'm not blaming you. We're both inexperienced but we're not that young. To make matters worse, thanks to my mother, I've been uptight my whole life. Maybe this is a better path forward?"

"A path where you fuck strangers?"

She didn't shy away.

"Hot, handsome, hung strangers?" she asked. "Sure. Why not? You jerked off to the sight of a dick in me. You like the idea too."

I stuffed my erection in my pants.

"It's frightening," I said, beginning to worry I'd created a monster. "I love seeing this more sexual version of you but it's upsetting to see you with another man. You sure got comfortable with the idea fast."

Again, I saw the confession rise behind her eyes. She desperately wanted to tell me what she'd done, what she was still doing. She could not. She buried it quickly and I was relieved she did. I was unprepared to discuss her fucking my father. I'd rather not think about that at all. I wanted to claim this new Angie and run.

I decided in that moment we needed to move out of my father's house.

"I'm not going back to how things were," she muttered. "Can we at least explore this a little? I promise no man will fuck me away from you. I promise you that. Imagine the things I'll learn and then use in bed with you. Do you want me to suck your dick right now? In front of all these people? I will."

I remembered how she drank my dad's jizz.

"Will you swallow?"

She moved close, her hot body pressed against mine.

"I'd love to," she teased.

I had no idea what to do next, but lucky for me, I didn't need to. Angie slid off the big bed to sit on the floor at my feet. My zipper was still down so all she needed to do was find my dick and pull it out, which she did. I was still hard. Despite all my talk about fear and worry, or maybe because of it. My erection still throbbed. She was pleased. She bent the shaft to her mouth and stuck me in. I groaned. Her mouth was a thousand degrees. She scooped my balls out and hung them against my pants. She was clumsy with a dick in her mouth but she had little experience. Her teeth sometimes scraped and she wasn't always sure what to do with her tongue. Did I care? Nope. She was better than she used to be. She bobbed her head and I grew even harder. She slipped me out to stare at her handiwork.

"You stood there and watched John fuck me," she said, disbelieving.

"I was too stunned to move."

"I get that. Sure. But that doesn't explain why your dick got hard."

She wasn't truly waiting for a response. Mostly I think she wanted me to think about it. People around us were engaged in or just finishing sex and I saw exciting things everywhere I looked.

"John made you orgasm," I said. "I've never done that."

She popped me out.

"You gave me one that night at your father's."

That wasn't me!

"The only time," I said. "What was it like?"

She sucked my dick a moment, collecting her thoughts.

"Fantastic," she said, at last. "Life-altering. I might be addicted. It's like my mind fades out and my body becomes a shell of exploding pleasure. Every nerve detonates. I become nothing but pure white light inside, every inch of my being overwhelmed with bliss and joy. The moment it begins to dwindle I crave another."

"I want to give them to you."

She did not respond, slipping my dick into her mouth again instead.

"Angie. I want to learn. You need to show me how to give you one."

She sucked and licked and then stopped.

"Baby," she said. "I can't even give them to myself. I've tried. Some things do it for me and other things don't. New cock is exciting. Just find me new cock. I think that's what pushed me over the edge."

New big cock, I thought. You left that part out.

This new horizon frightened me. I had set these wheels in motion, ignoring the pain of her with my father, hoping to get something from it that I desired, and now here it was, but taking a shape I'd not expected. My fear made me angry and anger made me aggressive. I grabbed her head with both hands and began to fuck her mouth. This would be the toll she paid me. I may not possess the cock she needed and so I'd forever be left out of certain moments with her, but I could collect a bounty in other ways. I held her firmly and began to stroke my dick like her mouth was a pussy. People stopped to watch. Angela moaned with excitement to be so used, which only encouraged me. I grabbed her hair and dragged her to the big bed. I threw her on it and pulled her head to hang off the edge.

"Open your fucking mouth," I growled.

She did and I stuffed my inadequate cock against her tongue. I leaned over her body and worked my hips, fucking her mouth. She grabbed my ass with both hands, helping me. My blood boiled. This new Angie wanted my aggression, wanted my desire and passion. I imagined the moment, barreling towards me right now, when I exploded and she swallowed. My hips pumped faster.

She suddenly jumped and then groaned and I looked down the length of her body to see a man feasting on her pussy. My first thought was to shoo him away but then I thought, why not? My wife is a slut. I should allow any that want her to have her. A woman came forward to suckle at Angie's breast and my wife groaned deeply, passion rising as multiple sensations flooded her. I pushed my dick all the way in and her tongue whipped me. The man eating her pussy inserted three fingers as he ate and Angie stiffened under me, groaning around my dick in her mouth as another orgasm shot through her.

I lost control. It was all too much. What we did in that moment but also what John had done to her, what my father had done to her. Images crashed in like an avalanche and sperm rose up my shaft. The sounds of her climax peaked and plateaued and then I was gushing into her mouth. She sucked and swallowed and sucked and swallowed and the top of my head came off. I shouted some weird sound and my hips jerked spastically and I blew a massive load into her mouth and down her throat. I'd expected something magical but reality far exceeded my hopes. She sucked the soul from my body, gladly gulping the essence of her man, drinking my seed and pulling me into her body. I came physically, mentally, and even spiritually.

I ended up on the floor, but I don't know how. I was dazed. By the time I raised my head to check on my wife, others had moved in like hyenas, feasting on a carcass. I took a moment to focus my eyes. A new man stood at her head feeding her his cock. A new man lay between her legs, thrusting. The same woman devoured her breast but a new man busied himself with the other. Angie writhed beneath their onslaught, moaned from pleasure overwhelming.

The best possible use for a body as hot as hers, I thought, wondering where that idea came from.

I rose from the floor to scan the room. A small crowd watched the defiling of my wife, women practically licking their lips in anticipation of their turn, men with sprouted erections gathered near her feet, hoping for their chance inside her. It was too much.

"Enough," I rumbled.

I waved them all away. I was too late to stop the man in her pussy from ejaculating but I nudged the man in her mouth away in time.

"I'm so close," he complained.

"Find another," I snapped, waving in the general direction of those in the room.

I chased them away from my woman and leaned over her pretty face. She looked drugged, eyes wild. Rampant lust held her in its grip.

"I want to fuck more," she mumbled.

"That's all for now," I said. "Let's find our friends."

She came back to herself a little. She nodded and I helped her stand. Sperm spilled from her pussy to run down both thighs. Her nipples were pink and swollen. I collected her clothes and went hunting Tracy and John.


Chapter 12

Dinner, was awkward. Dad dominated the conversations, as always, regaling us with stories from his past. I sat, the dutiful son, listening and asking questions. Angie pretended to care. My father and wife thought they hid a secret from me, while my wife and I hid a secret from my father. I alone knew the whole truth.

I watched them, catching their furtive glances and coy smiles. I sometimes suspected wandering toes played footsy under the table. Let them have their games. We sat at the table where I ate as a youth and discussed politics and world events. I knew as soon as we all went to bed and I fell asleep, Angie would slip from our bed to go hunting. Dad knew it too. He possessed something she must have. He understood he need do nothing but wait.

After I cleared the dishes we retired to the living room to watch a movie. I wondered how bold they might be and mentioned I was too sleepy to finish. I kissed Angie and told her to come to bed whenever she was ready. I left them and brushed my teeth and got under the covers. Ten minutes later I heard the soft pad of womanly footsteps in the hall. She was coming to check on me. I breathed deeply, just loud enough for her to hear. She waited, listening, and then returned to the living room.

I waited a moment too and then slipped out, creeping down the hallway. The living room was empty. Could they be so bold as to visit my father's bed? No. I spied them as I crept by the kitchen window. They were in the backyard, under the oak tree. Angie hugged the tire-swing. My father fucked her standing up and from behind under the pale moonlight. Both had pajamas around their knees. I'd caught them in the middle of a common quickie. They were too far away for me to see much detail, so I watched how they moved. My dad held her by the shoulders and thrust slow and deep, reaching that big cock far up into her.

Angie loved it. Loved it. Her whole body responded to being filled. Her spine twisted and her head rolled around. I was sure her toes curled like fists around the blades of grass. The sight hurt as much as it aroused. I realized I'd probably never confront her over this. Our trip to the club with Tracy had been catalyst enough to start Angie and me down the path I wanted. There was no need for me to challenge Angie regarding my dad. I leaned on the kitchen counter and watched his flabby ass push and pull that fat cock in and out. Angie looked drugged. Her body writhed on the end of his dick. Her body language was so easy to read. That cock provided pure ecstasy. I watched my father fuck my wife until she orgasmed, hard, and slumped against the fence. My dad quickened his pace now that he was free to cum and Angie bounced around. Suddenly Dad drove his cock deep and I knew he was spurting, spraying hot sperm into her. Despite my jumbled emotions, my dick rose.

I need to call Scott, I thought. We've got to get out of this house. These two will fuck every chance they get and I don't need my dad to show Angie the way anymore.

I returned to bed. Angie and Pop must have finished the rest of the movie because it was almost two hours before she joined me. She snuggled close, spooning, and kissed my neck. My dick was hard instantly.

"How was the movie?" I mumbled, sounding sleepier than I was.

"Good. You want a blowjob?"

I rolled onto my back and Angie disappeared under the covers.

"Nice," I heard her say, delighted to find me hard.

I enjoyed her hot mouth and thought about my father taking my wife and I was ready to spray in record time.

"Cum whenever," she said from beneath the blanket.

Guilt plagued her each time she cheated. She placated that guilt with a generous sex act towards me. I could live with that arrangement but I resolved to call Scott tomorrow. My father was having more sex with my wife than I was, and there was something inherently wrong with that. He'd opened the door for her but it was time to separate them. Angie was in heat.

When my load surged, I held nothing back, allowing jizz to spew. Angie sucked hard and swallowed as I sprayed.


Chapter 13

The second-floor apartment looked down on both the greenbelt which ran through the complex, and the huge swimming pool. The rent Scott wanted was too much for our budget but the place was nice. Angie and I walked the floorplan, noting the many amenities.

"Clothes washer and dryer in each apartment," she whined. "Ice maker in the fridge. This place would make our lives so much easier."

"I'd need a second job to afford it."

"We're so close. What can we cut?"

"Food? Electricity?"

"I'm serious."

"Me too. That last little bit does us in. No way we can get there. I can ask for a raise and so can you but unless we both get one, and a nice one, we'll still be shy."

Angie pouted. We opened the sliding glass door and stepped onto the balcony. Girls walked around in bikinis down at the pool.

"Maybe this place isn't so great," Angie joked.

I laughed.

"Don't worry, I'm sure at least one hung dude is sunbathing right now."

She turned serious, fucking with me. She squinted and scrutinized the pool area.

"You think so?" she asked. "Which guy? That hunky blond?"

"Shut up."

"I guess we'll just live with your dad forever."

"Shut up."

Another week had passed since I watched my wife and my father fuck under the old oak tree. I was sure they'd enjoyed each other multiple times since. My hours varied from Angie's and there were simply too many times Dad and she were home together. I could freak out about it or I could accept my fate. Scott had shown us this place the next day but the apartment wasn't ready until today.

"I have an idea," Angie muttered. "You won't like it."

"What?"

"Don't get mad."

"All right."

She took my hand in hers.

"I could fuck Scott for the difference."

"What?"

"Have you noticed the way he looks at me? The man is horny for my booty. He checks me out every time you look away."

"Scott's one of my best friends."

"So I'll act like I'm cheating on you. He'll go for it. I know he will. You guys aren't that close. I'll tell him he can fuck me once a month if he knocks a huge chunk off the rent. I'll tell him you don't know. That way you save face and can still hang out with him and watch football and shit. Best of all, we can finally save enough to buy a house of our own."

I was speechless.

"No."

She kissed me and stepped back.

"You watched a man fuck me and jerked off to it. You don't get to say no. I want this new place."

Dumbfounded. Stunned. I had no idea what to say so I said nothing. We finished our tour of the apartment and then the grounds and drove to my dad's place. We spoke no more of it.

Three days later Scott called and offered me the place at a significantly lower amount. I asked why and he said he felt guilty charging a friend full price. Right. We ended the call. I turned to Angie but found her already looking at me, smiling.

"Looks like we'll be moving out soon," she told my dad. "Thank you so much for allowing us to stay while we found a new place."

"My pleasure," he said, without looking away from the television.


Chapter 14

Once we were moved in we invited a dozen friends to come see our new place. I did not invite my father. About fifteen of us ate chips and drank and talked. The party dwindled hours later until only a handful remained. Angie suggested we use the pool and hot tub and everyone agreed. I handed out trunks to the guys that had none. That was when I noticed only men remained. All the couples and single ladies had gone. I wasn't surprised. The thought of Angie in a bathing suit would make a lot of men stay.

We transferred our drink to plastic cups and grabbed towels. I set the tub to one-hundred and four and slipped in. Some guys jumped in the heated pool. Scott joined me and Angie and Robbie in the hot tub. There was a light in the pool but not in the tub. We floated and talked, catching up on each other's lives, and I noticed over time that Angie had drifted closer to Scott.

I was sure she'd fucked him over the rent.

I never asked directly because I had no follow up if she said yes. I had no grounds for refusal and it was all too late for that anyway. We sipped beer and enjoyed the relaxing hot water and I tilted my head back to stare at the stars.

A splash of water made me look but nothing seemed weird. Angie was even closer to Scott. After a while the heat was too much so I jumped into the pool, shocked by the temperature difference. I hung out with Robbie and the other guys. They worked with Angie and I didn't know them well. I called over to invite Scott and Angie to join us but they declined, saying the hot water was better.

Eventually I returned to the hot tub and before too long we all called it a night. I told them to head on up and I'd join them after a while. The hot water felt good. I was left alone.

I don't know why I did it. I'd sent my wife and four men to our new apartment and I was sure she was fucking at least one of them. What perverse kink caused me to tempt fate? I felt like I wanted to challenge Angie to be bad. Like I was daring her to try something. I was still floating a short time later when I saw Robbie and the two other men leaving the apartment heading for their cars.

Angie was alone with Scott.

I made myself stay in the hot tub. I don't know what I wrestled with but I wrestled with something. There was no way I could spy on them. They were on the second floor and any step up the stairs would be heard. Opening the front door would be heard. So, I sat. I looked up at the lights in our apartment and wondered what went on in there. How much would Angie risk? How much would Scott? I sat in the hot water and stared at our new home and imagined Angie sucking his cock. She didn't need to. Our rent was reduced for this month. Anything she did with Scott now and for the next thirty days was purely because she wanted to.

I liked that.

Angie had come around to the joys of sex. Angie fucked and sucked now because she liked it, she wanted it, she went after it. I realized what I was wrestling with wasn't resistance to the idea, it was resistance to the acceptance of the idea. I thought I should feel shitty about her fucking other men but I didn't.

I liked it.

Maybe Dad could be left off that list but it was he that got us here. How mad could I be with him? He'd bullied me in my youth, trying to shape me into the man he felt I should be, and then he fucked my girlfriends and, later, my wife. He was still bullying me but now it was all psychological. I pictured his big dad-cock in Tracy's mouth and that turned me on too. I wondered if Tracy ever spoke to him.

I left the water. Time to face the music. I'd go to the apartment and endure whatever Scott and Angie threw at me. I slipped on my flipflops and wrapped the towel around my shoulders. I fixed my eyes on our new place and aimed for home. The lights went out after only a few steps but I saw the flickering colors of a television on the blinds. I entered. They were in the living room under a blanket on the sectional. Scott used the remote to hit pause.

"Perfect timing!" Angie called. "We were just starting Wolf of Wall Street. Get under the blanket with us."

Their hair was wet but I couldn't remember if Angie had gone under. Had they showered together? Whatever. I dropped my gear and joined them under the blanket.

"Ew," Angie said. "Wet shorts. Lose those, Baby."

"What are you guys wearing?"

"We're naked under here," Angie said.

I don't know what my face did but they started laughing.

"I'm kidding, Baby. Boxers. Bra and panties. Your turn."

I ran to the bedroom and found boxers in a cardboard box. I switched and hurried back, turning off all the lights as I went. I slid under the huge cover and Angie spooned me. Scott Was behind her, on his back with pillows propping his head.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Yup."

He hit resume. We all watched the movie. I felt furtive movements conveyed through the blanket but it was too dark to see much. Whenever a scene would light the room I tried to figure out where their arms and legs were and what they were doing, but with no success. After a little more than an hour Angie rolled on her side to face me. She kissed my shoulder. I rolled on my side to face her.

"Hi," she said.

"Hi. Happy?"

"I am. I love this new place. I love our new life."

We kissed. Just a peck. I wanted to ask if anything happened with Scott while I was at the pool but I was reluctant to be that guy. I wanted to be the super cool secure guy. I kissed her forehead and she leaned closer. I decided to play a little and lifted the covers enough to see her cleavage. The bra she'd selected was cut low. On her side like this her tits almost spilled. I grazed the luscious smooth curve with a fingertip.

"That feels good," she said.

I brushed those fingers against the visible protuberance of her nipple poking the thin fabric. She gasped a little.

"That feels better," she whispered.

I tried to see over her to check on Scott but her hair and shoulder blocked my view. I brushed her nipple again and her eyes got big.

"You like that?" I murmured.

She rolled her lips over her teeth and clamped her jaw, nodding several times. I continued to tease her sensitive skin, dragging my fingertips around the curves of her breasts. She started breathing faster. I got bold, figuring if I can't see Scott, he can't see me, and sent my fingers down the front of her, brushing between her breasts, down her tummy, grazing her thighs. She moaned softly. I danced all around her crotch, fingertips slowly drawing closer to her pussy. She breathed through an open mouth now. Her nipples raised points through her thin bra. I dipped my hand into her crotch, intent on teasing a pussy lip.

I froze when I felt a hand already moving in there.

My shocked eyes jumped to hers. Hers were wide too, wide and hopeful. I lifted on an elbow to look over her shoulder and saw Scott spooned my wife, his face buried in her long hair. There was a little space between them, just enough so he could slide her panties aside and finger-fuck her from behind.

I met my wife's gaze again. She was excited, expecting that more could follow. Her eyes pleaded with me, begging me to stay cool and calm, beseeching me to allow whatever was about to happen, to happen. I searched her face. Did she want a threesome with us men? No. She hoped I'd allow Scott to take her right there, under the blanket as if I didn't know. I'd look like a fool but her gaze implored me to understand.

"Can you turn the volume up a little, Scott?" I asked.

"Sure, Bro," he said, lifting the remote in his free hand.

The sound climbed and I thanked him. Angie took my comment as a sign of acceptance and wiggled her ass back at him a bit. I shifted my position and pretended to watch the film, oblivious to their mischief.

Angie found my dick under the blanket and wrapped her fist around my head. I waited for her to stroke me, wondering why she didn't. She just held the head of my dick in her hand. She backed off a little as Scott moved and then made a ring of her thumb and forefinger, circling the tip of my cock. I was confused. Scott moved a little and Angie's finger-ring moved half an inch down my dick head. What was she doing? Scott slowly leaned closer to her and Angie moved the ring down the head almost to the crown. Scott crept closer to my wife and Angie's hand slipped past the crown, resting just behind the ridge.

At last I understood.

Her hand conveyed to me how deep Scott's cock had penetrated so far. I gasped at the revelation but covered the sound with a cough. He was behind her, gradually working his cock into her pussy, and she was informing me of his progress, inch by inch. What an insidious torture. He shuffled around and her hand slid two inches down my erection. That's how deep my friend was in my wife.

Good God. My body caught fire. I pretended ignorance of his crime, faking unawareness, and he reached to take a sip of his nearby beer. Angie lifted her finger-ring, sliding all the way up and off my penis. Scott drank, casually, hiding his disloyalty to me and our friendship, and then sat the can on the end table again and returned to spoon Angie. Her finger-ring slipped over my dick head half an inch and waited there.

"It's a little chilly in here," Scott chuckled.

"It's because we're wet," she said, and I caught her double-meaning.

He snuggled closer to Angela, closing the gap between them, and she moved her finger-ring half way down my dick. Scott had used his comment as cover to bury his cock in her. My wife tried to remain still and take it but I heard the little puff of air leave her lungs. Scott moved again and Angie slid her finger-ring all the way down to my pubes, pressing firmly against the root of my erection, communicating, I could only assume, that she'd run out of inches with me but he had not run out of inches to give her. He scooted his hips against her ass and she gasped, pressing her finger-ring down, hard. He was obviously bigger than me and plowing deeper than she could convey.

I watched the movie but my mind raced and my heart hammered in my chest. Scott was a good friend. My wife was changing my relationship with him minute by minute. He already held serious leverage over us with his finger on the button for where we lived. He had the power. He had the control. He fucked my wife so slow and smooth I barely felt her moving. She watched the movie with eyes like slits, savoring the intense situation, relishing the need for secrecy.

I either stop him now or allow it to continue. Both paths held peril.

I rolled flat on my back. Angie released my dick and fluffed the pillows under her torso, shoving her ass back at Scott. He had to be balls-deep now. I focused on the movie, watching the lovers from the corner of my eye. I was dying inside. First my father. Then a stranger. Now my dear friend. Angie had blossomed into a fiend and any man was a potential lover. I could complain. I could insist she stop. But this new Angie was the woman I'd always desired, at least in the bedroom. If I shut her down, I'd shut everything down. I was conflicted but, for now, willing to pay the price.

"The chlorine is making my skin itch," I announced, rising. "I'm going to take a shower. I'll join you again soon."

I knew what I did.

Angie kissed me before I left. I started the shower but ducked into the hallway to spy. Scott had quickly rolled her face down and stuffed pillows under her hips. He held her ass in his hands, thumb hooking her panties out of the way, and plowed her tight hole like a man possessed, racing to finish before I returned. He still wore his boxers, big erection poking through the fly hole. His hips slammed the backs of her legs and Angie moaned her encouragement. She stuffed her mouth with pillow to smother the orgasm he gave her, all tension from their long secret fuck released.

"Cum," she rasped. "Hurry. Just cum in me."

Her words lit Scott's brain on fire. His face was a contorted grimace as he began to ejaculate, pumping even faster as his cock spit semen inside her.

"Quiet!" she warned, and the man muffled his groans.

I left the hall to shower and dry off, returning to my wife and friend. They'd smoothed the blankets and pillows, hiding all physical evidence of their tryst. They still spooned but I knew his cock was no longer in her. Now, his sperm was. I took my former position on my back and we watched the film in the darkness. After a while, Angie carefully took my hand and guided it to her cunt. She pressed my fingers into his leaking soup. I met her eyes.

He came so much! she mouthed, eyes wild and alive.

It was true. I dabbed my fingertips in a haze of disgust and fascination. He dribbled out of her, slick viscous fluid teeming with life. My dick stiffened. Her tight married cunt was awash with his seed while mine remained in my hot swollen balls.

She kissed me like an innocent wife showing her husband affection. Scott wouldn't look at me. We all watched the movie and before long they rolled onto their backs too. I noticed her hand crawling under the blanket across his stomach, a slight mound moving like a gopher just beneath the lawn. She found his dick and held on, gently, slowly stroking his length. She wanted more. Her husband she could have any time she wished. Lovers were rare and more exciting.

At last the movie ended. Before they could speak I hopped up and wished them goodnight, kissing a surprised Angie on the lips.

"You guys enjoy your time," I said. "I'm so sleepy."

They were both quick to wish me goodnight. I left them there, heading to bed but doubling back again to watch. Scott wasted no time, hot and horny for Angie again, rising over her to draw his cock through the fly of his boxers and unceremoniously dangling the hanging meat like a lure in her face. He jammed the thing at her mouth, pulled back and jammed it again. She laughed.

"Not sexy," she giggled.

He stopped.

"Sorry," he said.

"I love the desire," she said. "I love how badly you want me. But be sexy about it. Don't be disrespectful just because I'm cheating on Mark."

"I'm so sorry. I'm just eager. I would never disrespect you, Angie. I adore you. I've wanted you forever, since the day Mark introduced you. Truth be known, all Mark's friends want you. We've talked about it. You have no idea how hot you are."

"Mark's friends want to fuck me?"

"All of them. You're sexy as fuck."

"Does David?"

"He said so. You like David?"

"He's sexy."

She reached for his boxers, pulling them down by the waistband. His cock swung in her face. She opened her mouth and rose from below, guiding his dick in without touching him. Her lips closed around his shaft and she gently sucked. The news my friends talked about Angie behind my back made me nervous. My wife sucked thoughtfully for a minute.

"I taste your sperm and my pussy on your dick."

"Sorry. Gross?"

She licked her lips.

"I would have thought so a few months ago but now there's something erotic and nasty about it. It turns me on." She chuckled. "Shit, these days everything turns me on. I got hot the second you touched my ass under the blanket."

"I was so afraid you'd freak. That's why I made it seem like an accident."

"I knew what you were doing. I wanted it."

She resumed sucking and Scott closed his eyes. Angie tried new things, like scratching his balls with her nails and dragging teeth along the shaft, tricks my father had taught her. Scott soaked up the attention, thrilled to finally get his hands on my wife. He opened his eyes to watch, amazed. Angie worshipped his plump dong, teasing under the tip and licking his balls. He rose to semi erect, not fully recovered from his earlier orgasm, and she stroked with a hand while vacuuming hard on the head. He stiffened minute by minute.

"I want to fuck your ass," he said.

She scoffed.

"Nobody fucks my ass."

"Not even Mark?"

"No. The ass is off-limits."

"Can I cum in your mouth?"

She nodded.

"I'd like that. I've gotten good at drinking jizz."

Scott couldn't believe his ears.

"Jesus, Angie. You're so hot it's ridiculous."

She loved his praise. He'd stiffened enough she dropped her hands and used only her mouth, bobbing and sucking on his growing erection. She played with his hanging balls.

"I cum a lot," he warned. "You sure about this?"

My wife moaned and sucked harder. I couldn't tell if she played the slut or truly wanted to swallow his extra-large loads. She sucked and stroked and Scott braced his legs, intent on emptying his nuts again. His gaze roamed her body and his expression told me he couldn't believe his good luck. How many times had he fantasized about exactly what he did right now? He rested his hands on her head and smoothly fucked her mouth and watched her desire for his load grow.

"This is amazing," he muttered. "You're so hot. This is amazing."

She sucked harder and faster. He rose on his toes, eyes fixed on her face. He was going to blast a load down Angie's throat and wanted to watch himself do it. Finally, he groaned loudly and held her head in place. His hips barely moved but her cheeks dented deep. She was pulling the load out of him and gulping it down. He stumbled and barely stayed on his feet, cumming hard, blasting away inside her mouth. She was not acting the slut. She'd truly become one. My father had converted her with his hefty cock and Angie would never go back to who she was before. Scott covered his mouth with both hands, muffling his cry of pleasure. He stared down at his cock and she stared up, meeting his eyes as she gulped and sucked again and again. She kept his wilting cock in her mouth long after the last huge blast rocketed past her tonsils. Only once he was fully deflated did she allow him to slip out. She looked so proud of herself.

"It's time for you to go," she told him, clearing her throat first. "I need to fuck my husband. Thanks for everything."

He looked bewildered and confused. He collected his clothes and dressed. She led him to the door, bra and panties askew and barely hanging on.

"I'll see you in about a month," she said. "We can do all this again. Maybe without my husband sleeping one room away so I can be louder."

They shared a peck of a kiss and he was gone. I hurried to bed. I knew what was next. Angie had a pattern. I knew she'd come work off her guilt on me.

I was ready for it.


Chapter 15

I rolled the condom down my throbbing erection. We don't talk about it but if Angie conceived with a lover, she'd end it. If I skipped a condom and she conceived with me, there would be no way in her heart she could end it. Not my baby. Not our baby. We'll have kids one day but not now.

She rolled over to hands and knees and offered me her juicy cunt, wiggling her ass at my face. She kept herself smooth as pink glass these days and I must admit I love it. She looked at me over a shoulder and giggled at my face.

"Barbarian," she said.

"What?"

"Your expression. You look like you're ready to attack a seaside village. Poor peasants. They don't know what's about to hit them."

I appreciated her kindness. I do fuck her as savagely as I can and she loves my passion and desire, but I know it doesn't feel the same for her. No matter how hard I try, how much lust I bring, in some ways I don't measure up to her lovers. I tell myself they'll never know her in all the ways I do, but I wish I could give her what they do. Maybe it's for the best. Her lovers are different and that helps keep us separate in her mind.

My eyes crawled the delicate folds and petals of her inner lips. She was already swollen, aroused at the prospect of fucking me. She'd spent a long time sucking my cock, making me hard and bringing me close, only to back away, and she'd turned herself on as much as me. Now her engorged and soaked cunt was in my face and I couldn't wait.

"Fuck me," she murmured. "Fuck your naughty wife."

In the last few months Scott has visited several times. He's always eager to collect his special rent and Angie is always eager to pay him, but he stops by for spontaneous rendezvous too. Angie and I speak little of her infidelities. We talked about John and Tracy once and never again, and of course she has no idea I know about my father and her. I moved forward on my knees and aligned my protected penis with her steaming pussy. This condom had knobs along the top and I couldn't wait to see how that affected her pussy.

The doorbell rang.

I eased my penis into her folds anyway. Who wouldn't? I sank my inches into her smoldering tunnel and delighted in the snug fit and hot grip. Her pussy is magic. I began to thrust, small movements which would build into long strokes. She moaned softly.

The doorbell rang, again, and a loud knock echoed.

Fuck. Who? What human has timing this shitty?

I pulled out and ripped the condom off. Another knock at the door echoed.

"Why are you stopping?" Angie asked.

"Because they aren't going away."

"Fuck them.  They'll leave if we don't answer. Put your dick in me again."

I showed her. The condom was gone and I was already deflating.

"Goddamn it," she whined.

"I'll be right back. Stay wet. Don't move."

I exited the bedroom and wrapped a robe around my waist. I had shrunk enough to open the door so I did.

Dad.

"Am I early?" he asked.

"Early for what?"

"Dinner. The housewarming dinner."

"Next weekend, Dad," I said. "Wrong Saturday night."

"Well, dang. I'm sorry."

"Who is it?" Angie shouted from the bedroom.

"Dad! He's here for the dinner next weekend."

"Invite him in. I'll throw something together and we'll have it now."

I opened the door wider and my father entered.

"Let me change clothes," I said. "I'll be right out."

"Okay. Sorry. I get mixed up these days."

"No worries, Pop."

Angie entered the living room in a hastily donned sun dress. My eyes went immediately to her swaying breasts and bouncing ass. She'd not taken the time for bra or panties. She gave my dad a hug as I headed to get dressed.

I found them in the kitchen when I returned.

"Tell her I'll pay for ordering out," he said. "She wants to cook something. I feel terrible for getting the dates wrong."

"Angie," I said. "He's right. Let's order something. I'll go pick it up."

She relented, with more reluctance than fit the moment. She had other worries. She'd not seen my dad since we moved out and wanted to avoid being alone with him. We browsed the take-out menus and Angie asked for sushi. Dad said he wanted the same. I called it in and grabbed my car keys.

"Back in a while," I told them.

Before I left, when neither were watching, I opened the dictation app on my phone and set it to record. I considered video but who knew where they'd stand or sit? Also, a phone propped up and recording was obvious. This way I could leave my phone flat and hidden. I left it behind the bowl by the door where we keep our car keys. I kissed Angie and exited.

I did not hurry. I took my time.

I had no idea why I threw them together like this.

The food wasn't ready so I waited patiently and tipped generously anyway. I drove home careful to obey all speed limits. My wife and my father had not seen each other or spoken for months and I wondered about the state of their relationship. I wanted to give them time enough to talk. I worried they may use that time to fuck again after so long but I hoped they knew my round trip would not give them that much time. I entered the apartment and discovered they sat at our dining table, ready to eat.

"I'm famished," Angie said.

I smiled and handed her food to her. I scanned her dress for anything out of place. I did the same to my father, searching for any clue. I dropped my keys in the bowl and turned off the recorder. I'd need to sit through a long dinner before I could hear what was spoken in my absence.

Conversation flowed smoothly, the only surprise when my father mentioned he was thinking about selling the house and downsizing.

"Kids are gone. Dog is gone. Wife is gone. Why do I need a house anymore?"

We had no argument. Angie asked what he'd charge for rent but it was much more than we paid here. We finished eating and I cleared the dishes while they moved to the living room. I hit play once they were out of sight, holding the phone to my ear as I rinsed and stacked with one hand.

"You look real good," my dad had opened with.

"Thank you. Behave."

"Why?"

"Because I'm married to your son."

"How many times have we already fucked?"

"Too many. I'm not doing that anymore."

"All right. Shame though. I miss you."

"You miss the sex."

"That too," my dad chuckled. "Have you noticed Mark often leaves us together? He runs to the store or restaurant or back to work for some papers he forgot. It happens a lot. Do you think he knows about us?"

"No," Angie said, emphatically. "No way. It would destroy him. He can never find out about the things we've done."

"If you say so."

She scoffed.

"Doesn't it bother you?" she asked.

"What?"

"Fucking you son's wife? You fucked his girlfriends too. You cheated on your wife, his mother."

"You've cheated on my son too."

"I know it. I can live with most of it but you're his father. That eats at me."

"You love this dick."

There was a moment of silence.

"Put it away, Bob," she said.

"This is the cock that made Mark," my father teased. "His mother was a beauty too, like you, only not as much."

"Don't try to flatter me."

"I'm just telling you how it is."

"Put your cock away, Robert."

"He's waking up a little."

"I see that. Goddamn it, Bob."

"It just happens when I look at you. Doesn't matter if it's in my pants or out. I'll be hard either way."

"I understand that. I just don't want to see it."

"Tempted? You see it and you get tempted?"

"Yes."

"That's good for an old man to know."

I listened for the movement of clothing and the sound of a zipper but heard nothing. A long minute of silence passed and I wondered if the recording had ended.

"See how much I want you," he said. "Watch it throb."

He hadn't put his dick away as requested. He'd left it out and let it get hard.

"Robert."

"Just a quick suck, for old time's sake. Let me just see myself in that pretty face."

"No fucking," she said, stern.

"I swear."

I heard footsteps and then quiet and then a soft slurp. His cock was in her mouth. I didn't know if he was standing or sitting, if she was bent at the waist or kneeling, but my wife had taken my father's cock into her mouth and sucked hungrily.

"That's Goddamn good," Dad said. "You were terrible when I first met you. Now you're an expert. I think you've been sucking more dicks than just mine and Mark's. Am I right? You cheating on him?"

"Maybe," my coy wife answered.

"That's good. Mark should be sharing you with the world. You're an incredible beauty. Sexy. Gorgeous. Too good for one man only. If Mark knows what's good for him, he'll let you get some experience under your belt. Let you learn some real skills. He'll benefit. Mark's mother was a fiend in bed."

I didn't need to hear that about my sweet mom. I pictured her sucking Dad's dick before I could stop myself and made a face. Shit. Several minutes passed with the only sound Angie's soft sucking and slurping.

"You know," my dad continued. "You remind me a little of Edith, Mark's mother. You're prettier than her and your body is out of this world, but she loved big cock just like you. She had a boyfriend when we first met but she fucked me anyway, once she got a look at my dick. She cheated on him like the Devil. She was unskilled at first, just like you, but eager to master this big piece of meat."

I desperately wanted my father to stop describing my mother, but he kept talking. Angie's soft slurping in the background drove me crazy.

"Edith was a virgin," Dad said. "Like Tracy, and a few others. I guess when a girl starts her sex life with a cock like this, everything else is anticlimactic. They keep trying to replace it, keep trying to score that same high. Most just came back for more, even after they're married or engaged. I've got maybe a dozen kids out there. Scattered. Husbands would be shocked to learn who really fathered their kids."

My dad chuckled. What a bastard.

"Of course, I shouldn't put a baby in you," he said, and Angie moaned deeply. "Unless you and Mark are trying for a kid? Are you? I'd be happy to knock you up. You're a pretty little thing. We'd make pretty little babies."

Angie was slurping loudly now, grunting and moaning, rapidly working my dad's cock with mouth and hands, sucking and pumping his thick shaft. I listened as she attacked his big dick. She was relentless, trying to force his orgasm, either hungry for his load or to shut him up. I couldn't tell. Probably both.

"Can you cum?" she finally asked, gasping.

"No. Not enough time. Too worried about the boy walking through the front door. Next time, for sure."

"No next time," Angie said. "You and me need to be finished. Over."

She used her mouth and hands a little while longer and then stepped back. I heard his zipper rise.

"Dinner will be great," he joked. "I've already had dessert."

I heard the sounds of them setting the table and moving chairs. Soon I came through the front door.

So. She'd sucked on him but nothing more. I set my phone aside and finished the dishes, joining them in the living room. Something bothered me and I couldn't name it until I handed each a fresh beer and sat.

Disappointment.

I was disappointed. I'd come full circle from loathing his touch on her to wanting his cock buried deep in her cheating womb. I don't know why I'd shifted, but I had.

I wanted her to cheat. I wanted her to crave it.


Chapter 16

Angie emerged from the dressing room, radiant.

"You like this outfit," I said.

"I do!"

She turned to gaze at herself in the store's full-length mirror. She brushed fingertips over areola barely visible through white lace.

"It's sexy. It shows a lot, which makes me nervous, but not enough to get me arrested. I can wear this as we walk around and check the place out. I never got to see the entire club last time."

I laughed.

"Yeah," I said. "We kind of hit a snag."

"Snag? Yes, John's fat cock was quite the snag."

She turned side to side in the mirror. The long dress was mostly lace and silk. Strategically placed diamonds of pink fabric hid her pussy and asshole from the casual glance, but when she walked I caught glimpses. She noticed too and I think that was the deciding factor in her choice. How scandalously sexy would she feel walking around in front of people wearing this?

We'd recently had a long conversation about the direction of our relationship. She continued to keep her trysts with my father a secret but we openly discussed John and Scott, and what she'd done with them. We agreed the excitement was intoxicating. We agreed to continue our explorations. Angie had said she wanted a return trip to the Alley Cat on her own terms, so I had suggested she buy a special outfit for that night. She loved the idea.

"There's no guarantee something will happen," she said, turning to assess her butt in the mirror. "I just want to make that place ours. Right now, in my head, the Alley Cat belongs to John and Tracy. I'd like to make it ours."

"I understand. We're just going to gain some familiarity with the place. To learn and grow comfortable there."

"You got it."

I found it hard to concentrate on the conversation. Angie wanted to see how she looked from every angle and performed pirouettes, turning and twisting. The dress pulled tightly across her amazing body and I started to grow an erection.

"What if people are there from last time?" I asked, distracting myself. "One man fucked you before I could stop him."

"We'll see what happens."

The air around her vibrated with excitement. She had been the center of attention that night, with a crowd of people all wanting her, wanting to touch her. Angie had formed an addiction to their desire. I know she hoped there would be a repeat of that, but she was afraid there wouldn't be. She worried she was already yesterday's news. I found her concerns preposterous and, watching her model this dress, I knew she'd turn every head in the place.

"Do you hope to fuck someone new?" I asked, lowering my voice.

She stopped checking herself out and met my eyes in the mirror.

"If the right man is there. Is that all right?"

My mouth was suddenly dry. I tried to answer but merely nodded instead.

We bought that sexy dress and drove home.


Chapter 17

Saturday night.

I drove into the Alley Cat parking lot and, as usual, there were no spots open. I cruised the lot next door and we got lucky, grabbing a spot from someone who was just leaving. I paid the lady in the booth our cover and we entered. Angie checked her long coat and I checked my jacket. My eyes went directly to her hot body wrapped in that amazing dress. She'd skipped bra and panties, like I expected, but she'd modified the dress a little, removing a second layer of lace and providing more exposure to her breasts. Holy hell, she looked delicious.

We began to meander, covering the same ground this time as we did last time. She was nervous but basked in the attention. Men and women turned their heads as she passed. The women's reactions were especially interesting to me. They'd look at her and then look at me, using her as the means for appraising me, like they felt I must be a special man to score such a woman. My pride rose higher the more we strolled.

We stopped briefly for a drink at one of the bars.

"How are you enjoying yourself so far?" I asked.

Her eyes were wide with excitement.

"I'm loving this," she rasped. "It's like all eyes are on me."

I chuckled.

"Remember all the times I tried to explain how the world sees you? Remember how I told you how sexy you are? You always came back with some comment about me being sex-obsessed. I'm so happy you can now see it for yourself."

"I was afraid to believe it," she said. "My mom had me afraid of everything. She had me doubting myself about everything." Angie lifted her lips to mine. "Then you came along and gave me my life back."

We kissed and I'm not embarrassed to admit the room spun a little.

We continued our walk through the club. I enjoyed the way people looked at my wife almost as much as she did. Eventually we reached the large orgy room where it all happened and Angie wondered what was down the halls surrounding the big room.

"Let's find out," I suggested, pretending I didn't already know.

We headed that way and she soon realized the mirrors inside the orgy room were windows to those out here, observing.

"Do you think people watched John fuck me?' she asked.

"Hell yes. I bet word spread fast of the babe getting fucked and people came running. You had an audience."

"Remind me where you were again?"

I met her eyes.

"Using the restroom."

"Right."

We looked through the window. Inside, on the big foam mattress, a woman fucked two men. Angie watched them, mesmerized. The woman climbed atop one man while the other man circled around and began to work his cock up her ass. The woman reacted strongly to the double penetration, writhing between the two men. They began to move their cocks in and out. The woman looked overwhelmed.

"Jesus," Angie whispered. "How can she stand it? One big cock in my pussy feels so good I think I'm dying. A cock up my ass? I could never."

My wife took my hand and led me away. We soon reached areas of the vast club we'd never seen before and floated along, absorbing all the sights and sounds of decadent sex along the way.

We entered an area that held a wide assortment of bondage equipment spaced around a big room. We saw stocks like from a village square, a Medieval rack for stretching victims, wire box cages to hold someone's head, a wand for delivering mild electric shocks, and a standing cage of thin iron bars. Everything was padded and clean, to keep it all good fun, but Angie looked shocked. We strolled through, watching people do torturous things to other people.

We stopped.

Strapped in a chair before us was a massive black man, heavily muscled and enormously endowed. A petite white woman walked a slow circle around the man, using an electric wand across his back, touching his earlobes, zapping his nipples, and, finally, between his manacled legs, running bright sparks up and down his huge black erection and smooth hairless balls. He was covered in sweat and drooling around a ball gag. His extra-large cock, covered with raised veins, strained with the need for release. She zapped the tip and then reached under to zap his exposed and puckered asshole. The man howled into the gag, tormented.

"That's wild," Angie gasped. "Why is she doing that to him?"

The look in his eyes said revenge.

"Maybe she plans on fucking him soon. Maybe she wants him properly motivated. Maybe she's giving him reasons to fuck her hard."

Angie studied the pair with a new interest. Her eyes ran over the man's sleek black skin and bulging muscles until she rested on his thick and throbbing erection. A white drop of semen sat perched on the upright tip.

"I feel for his suffering," Angie said. "But, Jesus Christ, that's sexy as fuck."

I chuckled. I was about to suggest we continue our explorations when, across the room, a familiar flip of long blonde hair caught my eye. I looked more closely and spied Tracy, naked and petite and sexy as hell, watching a man strapped to a sawhorse take a large replica penis up his ass. She had a companion by her side, a man, also nude, and my mind made me see her husband John standing with her.

Only I soon realized it wasn't John.

It was my father.

FUCK.

I deduced in an instant what had happened. Tracy, intrigued by her meeting with me and her confession about fucking my father, began to wonder how dear old dad was doing. Maybe she did more than wonder. Maybe she stopped by the old house and said hello. Maybe she remembered that big cock he carries around with him everywhere he goes and thought one more trip down Memory Lane would be a delight. Maybe that trip turned out to be so much fun, she invited Dad to the same club she'd invited me and Angie, not knowing Angie and I would be here tonight.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

I did not want my dad to see us here. I did not want my dad to see Angie dressed like this. More importantly, I did not want Angie to see my father nude. Her reaction would reveal too much about their shared history, and then she'd have to explain to me as if I didn't already know. One stray glance in their direction and our house of cards would come crashing down. Yet, I couldn't hurry her out of this room. There was still too much to see, too many interesting things going on.

I couldn't rush her out of the room, but I could rush me.

"Terrible timing," I blurted. "But I need the restroom."

She rolled her eyes.

"Again? What is it about this place that makes you need to pee? Too exciting? Hurry up. I'll wait here. I want to watch her torture this black giant. That woman better pray he never gets loose."

I kissed my wife and hurried from the area, turning a corner and placing my back against a wall. My mind scrambling for a solution. If Angie and I bumped into Tracy and my father, Angie would lose it. She'd crack. Her reaction would betray her and she'd follow that up with a full confession. I wasn't ready for that. I wanted her thinking I didn't know about her and my dad.

I considered pulling the fire alarm just to clear everybody but that would force us all together and the odds of running into each other would go up. I considered faking a heart attack and paying some guy to go get her and bring her to me.

All my thoughts and schemes vanished in the next instant when a glance back showed me Tracy had spotted Angie and now led my dad by his cock across the room. Tracy's a smart girl and knows the value of discretion, and I prayed in this moment she'd keep her mouth shut and not say the wrong thing. Tracy and Angie hugged, delighted to see each other, and then Tracy stood back to look my wife up and down. My lecherous father did the same. Angie would not look at my dad. Tracy asked some questions and my wife gestured towards the bathrooms and I breathed a sigh of relief. It appeared the moment of crisis had passed.

While I hated that my father caught us here, and saw Angie dressed like that, it appeared nobody mentioned the connection Dad and Angie shared. Bad enough I'd be forced to face the music about parading my wife in this place, but I could avoid the deeper wound of acknowledging the sex between father and daughter-in-law. What a mess that explosion would make.

I visited the restroom and rejoined my wife.

"What are you doing in a place like this?" my dad asked me, disapproving judgement obvious on his face.

"What are you doing in a place like this?" I snapped back. "Also, put some fucking pants on."

He saw how this conversation was about to go and dropped it.

"Play nice, boys," Tracy scolded. "Your father is here because I invited him. I was driving through the old neighborhood weeks ago and saw his house and stopped to say hello. Now, here we are."

"We're here," Angie blurted, "because we heard this place was wild and wanted to see it for ourselves."

There was a moment we all paused and silently agreed to just move forward. Awkward? Fuck yes. My dad's dick was right out in the open. He was proud. My wife was on display and my ex-girlfriend stood there naked. Surreal.

"Let's have a look around," Tracy said.

"Where's John?" I asked.

"Baltimore. Two weeks," Tracy answered.

She led my father away and we followed. Angie looked on the verge of panic but forced herself calm. We moved through the room watching the various fiendish devices put to use and several times I caught my wife stealing glances at Dad's swinging cock.

"Did you see the tortured black man?" Angie asked.

Tracy said she hadn't and my wife led us that way. We formed a half circle around the man, joining others in watching the electrocution of his throbbing genitalia.

"That's a nice cock," Tracy said.

"I'd hate to be the first woman he fucks once he's free," Angie said.

"Truly?" Tracy asked. "Personally, I go the opposite direction. I'd love to be that woman. What a ravaging this man will give. I think we need drinks. Mark, would you mind coming with me? Angie and Robert can stay here. That way we know where to find them."

"Sounds good to me," Dad said. "Bring me a beer."

Tracy took my hand and pulled. I hated leaving Angie but this would give them the opportunity to get their stories straight. I saw the wisdom in Tracy's request. I kissed Angie and let Tracy lead me away.

"Tense scene?" my ex said, once we were out of earshot.

"Jesus fucking Christ. You and my dad and my wife, all with secrets from each other? What a mess. It was smart to give them a chance to talk."

"Is that what you think I did?"

"It's not?"

She grinned.

"I suppose so, indirectly. But mostly I wanted to tempt Angie. You noticed how she looks at Robert. She can't take her eyes off his cock. Her lust gets me hot."

I made a face.

"You think something will be going on when we get back?"

She laughed.

"Mark, I don't think they'll be there at all. Your wife will drag your father to some dark corner and demand he fuck her brains out. When we find them, she'll lie. She'll say they wandered the club and got lost. Then she'll jump your bones to make herself feel better about what she did."

Now I was nervous.

"Let's go back," I said.

"Without drinks? Let me share something I've learned about desire. There's no standing in the way. The only way to remove a temptation is to give in to it."

I began to fidget. We got in line for drinks but I was ready to return the instant we had our order.

"Slow down, Honey," Tracy said.

"What if they're doing something?"

"Then let them. If you interrupt, all you do is postpone the act. They'll just find another way. Let her lust run its natural course."

"I do not want my father fucking my wife."

Tracy stepped close and kissed my cheek.

"Your wife wants your father fucking your wife," she said.

I suddenly became aware of Tracy's nudity and how good she looked. She caught me checking her out. She smiled and did a slow turn.

"If we catch them in the act," she purred. "Maybe Angie will feel so guilty she'll give me to you. Would you like that? Would you like to fuck me?"

Had that been her plan all along? Did she pull me away from Angie just so I'd end up fucking her?

"I must get back," I said. "The suspense is killing me."

"I understand. Just prepare yourself."

We carried our drinks and wove through the crowd. Tracy was right. Angie and Dad were not where we'd left them.

"Do we search or wait?" I asked.

"Search," Tracy suggested. "You need an outlet for all that nervous energy."

I gulped my drink and Angie's too, setting the empty glasses on a planter. Tracy drifted off and I followed. She retraced our steps through the torture room and I felt that was a mistake. Surely they went deeper into this labyrinth.

"Don't you think they'd go someplace hidden?" I asked.

We stopped.

We were too late. We were far too late.

Dad had Angie bent over a padded sawhorse, facing away from us, her ass in the air. He'd pushed her pretty lace dress all the way up to her shoulders. He held her butt cheeks in both hands and drove his cock deep in her pussy, over and over. She grunted each time he touched her cervix. He drove deep and held himself buried, forcing as much cock into her as he could get. My wife cried out with blissful pleasure, enthralled by her own decadence, thrilled by her own inability to stay true.

"Told you," a smug Tracy said.

Angie's toes barely reached the ground. Sometimes Dad's thrusts lifted her off the ground and her legs kicked until she touched down again. One hand mauled her own breast. She was overcome with lust.

"Look how much she craves his meat," Tracy said, wistfully. "Beautiful."

I stood stunned by their passion. Dad fucked Angie like a beast, pouring himself into the act. I was daunted by how much he desired my wife. Angie was just as bad, gripping the sawhorse awkwardly, holding her pussy in place so he could fuck her with all his might.

Tracy placed a hand on the front of my pants. I was almost erect.

"As I suspected," she said. "Don't feel bad about it. It's raw sex, powerful, lusty. It's impossible to witness without a reaction. Try to ignore the fact it's your father taking your wife and just enjoy the animal act."

She squeezed my dick through my pants and then drew down my zipper.

"For old time's sake," she murmured, sinking to her knees.

Her mouth enveloped me and I gasped out loud. She sucked so hard I felt the vacuum in my balls. I kept my eyes glued to the defiling of my wife and braced myself against the talents of Tracy's tongue.

I could not feel disgust at what I saw. Tracy made sure of that. The pleasure flooding my brain made every thrust of my father's hips a delight. Thanks to Tracy, I wanted Angie to get the fucking of her life.

A man approached and my father shoved him away. Angie was only dimly aware. She was focused on what Dad's cock was doing to her. Her head began to rise and her back began to arch and then all at once it hit her. She cried out and my heart broke. Dad was a jackhammer. He gave her an orgasm that threatened to snap her spine. My wife writhed on the end of his cock like he'd gutted her with a spear. He slowed his stroke to draw out her orgasm as long as possible. My wife was off in another world. She'd gone months without him, yet craved the depravity of fucking her father-in-law every day.

Dad pumped his cock slowly, shuffling his feet, preparing for a move. I wondered how he'd fuck her next. He withdrew his fat dick and slid up an inch, planting the tip on her asshole. He was unaware that was off limits to Angie. I began to protest but right then Tracy grabbed my balls and pulled. Her tongue rubbed furiously under the tip of my cock head. My protest withered away to nothing. Angie still drifted along in orgasmic bliss when Dad eased his cock head through her sphincter.

My wife's head snapped up. Her gasp was pure shocked pleasure. I saw his shaft poised, aligned with her stretched asshole. He began a slow push and Angie went perfectly still, stunned by his boldness, stunned by this new kind of pleasure. Her toes curled and her ass lifted higher. She was breathing fast, nervous but willing. My father slowly fed her ass his stiff inches.

"Oh my God," she softly moaned. "Oh, God. Oh."

He stopped to give her a moment and then began her penetration again, claiming her ass inch by inch. Jealousy exploded in me. Tracy's mouth kept me where I was. Dad adjusted slightly but never stopped, gradually sinking deeper. Angie was panting, frozen, lost to heavenly pleasure. Dad's balls crept ever closer to her cunt, his shaft slowly vanished, swallowed. At last she took it all. With no cervix to stop him, my father buried every fat inch up her ass.

For a long moment, he did nothing. Angie was motionless, her expression pure agonizing pleasure. He gave her time to accept he owned her ass and then he began to pump slowly in and out. My wife gasped.

"Fucking hell!" she exclaimed. "Jesus!"

Dad struck a smooth rhythm, gradually increasing the length of his stroke. Tracy sucked my cock like a pro as my father claimed my wife's ass. He gained speed as he gained depth, building until he fucked her with strength and power. Angie's body was locked down, muscles taut, jaw clamped. 

She screamed when she came.

A wave swept the room. Dad laughed at his control over her and grabbed her butt cheeks with both hands. He thrust harder and faster. Angie was soon going wild, wailing and gasping, moaning and urging him to give her more. His heavy balls slapped her cunt over and over. Her mind turned to jelly.

A woman from the crowd knelt under them and began licking Angie's empty pussy. Angie's shrieks turned my dick to iron. Tracy was amazing but it was the sight before me that was too much to take. Angela orgasmed again and the woman and my father had to hold her steady to keep her from falling. She came so hard she would have toppled the sawhorse.

My dad kept thrusting and I realized he would blow his load up there. Fuck! He'd taken girlfriends from me and Tracy from me and my wife's cunt from me, and now he was about to take her ass too. I felt a jealous rage ignite my heart but also tighten my balls. All at once I blew my load into Tracy's sucking mouth. I groaned loudly and shook head to toe. My hips jerked as I convulsed. I came so hard I sank to one knee but Tracy and her mouth followed me down, vacuuming the sperm from my balls. Even when I crumbled to the floor and rolled on my back her mouth stayed with me. She swung her legs over and lowered her drenched pussy to my face and I licked like a madman, suddenly desperate to make her orgasm. My self-esteem and self-respect demanded it. I devoured her sopping cunt, licking and sucking and nibbling until, before too long, I heard her piercing cry. Her thighs trembled and I licked faster, pushing the last drops out of my balls and into her mouth.

We lay panting, catching our breath. She giggled and I laughed too.

We rose from the floor.

Father had moved Angie away from the sawhorse. I took a minute to spy her in the crowd and when I did, my jaw dropped. My wife now straddled the bound black man, still strapped in that chair. Her stretched cunt was wrapped tightly around his solid inches. My father was bent over her back, fucking her asshole with slow and deep strokes. Someone had covered them in baby oil and their bodies gleamed. The woman with the electric wand circled them, zapping anything sensitive she could reach. Sparks flew at black and white testicles and vulnerable nipples. My wife and her lovers looked a little crazed. Angie had her eyes squeezed shut, grimacing at a pleasure so great it threatened to drive her insane. Hard cocks surged in and out, filling her and then leaving her empty. Her nipples were stiff like diamonds.

"Here it–!" she grunted. "Fuck! Here it comes–! Aaaagrh!"

I'll never forget that sight. I'll never forget that moment. Stuffed with big dick in both holes, my sweet wife had the orgasm of her life, screaming as blinding white noise filled her head. Her body was a writhing, twisting snake sandwiched between the two men. Her animal growls made me wish I was hard again. Tracy took my hand and watched with me, as aroused by the sight as me. Angie raced into the stratosphere, wailing as her jangled nerves fired.

"We should go," Tracy murmured. "Those two men know what they have. Your father will fuck her until he can't anymore and you don't need to see that."

I shook my head.

"I'm not watching him," I said. "I'm watching her. She's gorgeous. She deserves to be fucked by big hard cock."

We heard her moan from deep pleasure, already climbing towards her next earthshaking climax.

"Besides," I said. "After tonight, she'll probably let me have her ass. It was Dad that got her to swallow."




End.
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