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Chapter 1

I’m back, honey!” I called out cheerfully as I went inside. No one answered. That’s weird, I thought. From the back of the house, I could hear muffled voices.
 
It had been one year since I saw my husband, Andrew. Not long after our wedding, I’d had the chance to go to Antarctica and do research. It had been a difficult decision, but at Andrew’s urging, I’d decided to go. The opportunity would be a huge benefit to my career as a wildlife biologist—and I just couldn’t turn it down. At last, I was home. The thought of seeing my husband made my heart beat faster.
 
“Andrew?” I shouted. The voices fell silent, and I hesitantly walked into my living room.
 
My husband sat on the couch. Curled up next to him was Sadie, his ex-girlfriend. Her blue eyes sparkled as she looked me up and down.
 
I was wearing ratty work clothes and had been on an airplane all night. Meanwhile Sadie was wearing a low-cut top that accentuated her full breasts and a short skirt with dark stockings. She looked like she was ready for a night on the town.
 
“Hi, Andrew,” I stuttered, pausing in the doorway uncertainly.
 
“Welcome home, Jenn!” Andrew casually stretched an arm around Sadie’s shoulders, and she snuggled closer to him.
 
“Uh, what’s going on? Why is Sadie here?” I asked. My voice quavered slightly. There was no innocent explanation for what I saw in front of me.
 
“You were gone a year, Jenn,” Andrew snorted. “We spent a lot of time together.”
 
“What do you mean?” I stammered, not quite believing my ears. My legs trembled, and I sat down heavily in the love seat across from my husband and his beautiful ex.
 
“Before you left, we agreed that a year was a long time. We said it’d be okay if we kept open the possibility of sleeping with other people while you were gone. Don’t you remember?”
 
My head was spinning. I opened my mouth and then closed it, searching for something to say.
 
“Well—of course, I remember. But I thought maybe you’d have a one-night stand or something. Not sleep with your ex! Besides, you never even told me you were seeing this slut the whole year!” I realized I was shouting and snapped my mouth shut, glaring at Sadie.
 
She didn’t look the least bit perturbed. In fact, she looked like she was enjoying the show. Andrew sat up straight, eyeing me sternly.
 
His voice boomed when he responded, “You agreed that we could sleep with other people when you left. I don’t owe you an explanation, and I won’t let you talk about Sadie like that in my house.”
 
My face flushed red. Andrew had never spoken to me like that before. He seemed more confident and surer of himself than before.
 
My husband took his arm from around Sadie and stood up. After being away for so long, I had forgotten just how tall he was. He towered over me as I sat on the love seat. He was bigger and leaner than I remembered. He must be going to the gym, I thought.
 
“Jenn, you need to apologize to Sadie,” he ordered. I pressed my lips together and glanced at his ex. She was looking at me expectantly.
 
“No fucking way,” I blurted out, without thinking.
 
Andrew shook his head disappointedly.
 
“Jenn, this is how things are going to be now. Sadie isn’t going to go anywhere just because you finally got home. If you don’t like it, you can leave.”
 
I couldn’t believe it. Was my husband really telling me to leave if I had a problem with him sleeping with his ex-girlfriend? My mouth hung open as I looked from Andrew to Sadie and back. Sadie smirked at me.
 
“But—we’re married,” I muttered weakly, looking down at my hands in my lap.
 
“Of course, we are, Jenn,” Andrew reassured me. He gently cupped my chin with one of his strong hands and tilted my head so that I met his eyes.
 
“I love you, sweetheart. You just need to get used to how things are now.”
 
I lost myself in his coffee-colored eyes. This won’t last, I told myself. I’ll win Andrew back in a couple of days now that I’m home. With that thought, I nodded at Andrew.
 
“Okay,” I whispered. Andrew beamed down at me and leaned over to kiss me on the lips. His touch electrified me. I hadn’t slept with anyone for the whole year—there weren’t many options in Antarctica, and I hadn’t taken our talk of an open relationship very seriously.
 
“She can’t call me a slut,” Sadie declared from across the room. “I want you to do something, Andrew.” Sadie leaned forward eagerly on the couch. Her cruel blue eyes met mine.
 
Andrew pulled back from our kiss. “You’re right, baby,” he said to Sadie. Jealousy wormed through me. Baby?
 
“Say ‘sorry’ to Sadie,” he urged me, sitting next to me on the love seat.
 
I don’t know why, but I shook my head. Crossing my arms, I stared defiantly at Sadie. I’m not apologizing to that slut.
 
“Jenn,” Andrew shouted. “If you don’t apologize, you’re going to be punished.”
 
Punished? I could hardly recognize Andrew. He used to be so soft-spoken before I left. Now he was acting like he was in completely in charge of the situation.
 
“Bend over my knee right now,” Andrew said. The color drained from my face.
 
Over his knee? This can’t be happening. I knew I could refuse, but then what? Would Andrew ask me to leave again? It wasn’t worth the risk, but I definitely wasn’t apologizing to Sadie.
 
I got up, straightened my clothes slowly, and bent over Andrew’s knees. Before I had even stopped moving, Andrew’s open palm connected with my ass with a meaty thwack.
 
I shrieked—mostly from surprise. Andrew hadn’t spanked me with much force.
 
“Harder, Andrew,” Sadie encouraged my husband. Another blow landed. This time it stung, and my breath hissed out between my teeth. Smack after smack assaulted my bottom. It was more humiliating than painful. Bent over Andrew’s knees in front of his ex-girlfriend, I had never felt so on display before.
 
“Pull your pants down around your ankles,” Andrew commanded me. Without thinking, I did as he ordered. My ass was burning, and the cool air of the room felt pleasant on my red skin.
 
Sadie giggled as I pulled my pants down. Probably because my ass is so red, I thought.
 
“Can you believe the panties she’s wearing?” Sadie snickered.
 
With a flush of shame, I realized I was wearing an old pair of granny panties that I’d worn to work each day. The waistband was fraying and there were even holes around the elastic. There hadn’t been much point in wearing nice lingerie when Andrew was across the ocean from me.
 
Humiliation flooded through my body as I realized just how pathetic a sight I must be with my ratty work pants and old panties around my ankles. The crimson skin of my ass jiggled as Andrew’s hand slapped against my bottom yet again. SMACK.
 
I didn’t know why, but the humiliation of my predicament was turning me on. I could feel  my pussy getting wet as I became more and more aroused. Maybe it was the fact that my large ass was exposed for Sadie to see. Or maybe it was the dull ache of my ass cheeks as my husband continued to spank me.
 
Sadie stood up in the center of the room. Her glamorous clothes couldn’t have contrasted more with what I had been wearing. Meeting my eyes, she let her skirt drop to the floor to reveal the sheer red thong she had on. It looked brand new.
 
“This is what your husband bought me,” she purred, spinning around to model it for me. Her ass was unbelievably perky, and I realized the hopelessness of my situation. She’s ten years younger than me and absolutely gorgeous. There’s no way I’m going to win Andrew back from her.
 
Andrew must have been looking at Sadie, too, because I felt his cock harden against my stomach as I lay on his lap. His body hadn’t responded the same way when I pulled down my pants, I realized. Who can blame him? I’m not nearly as hot as Sadie.
 
I lay limply across my husband’s knee as he spanked me a few more times. What am I going to do? I was more ashamed and embarrassed than I’d ever been in my life with my husband’s erection poking my stomach as he looked at Sadie.
 
Finally, the spanking ended. My ass felt like it was on fire, burning and tingling even after Andrew stopped.
 
“Get up, Jenn,” my husband ordered. I reached down to pull my pants and underwear up. The feeling of the fabric rubbing against the stinging skin of my ass made me gasp from the pain.
 
Andrew didn’t even notice. He had eyes only for Sadie. As soon as I’d gotten off his lap, he’d stood up and crossed the room to her.
 
I watched silently as he roughly grabbed her, pulled her head back, and kissed her on the lips. His hands roamed over her tight body, teasing her breasts and stocking-covered thighs.
 
Desire pulsed through me. I’d never seen my husband be so dominant, and there was no denying it was turning me on. Not to mention the fact that Sadie’s body was gorgeous. Seeing Andrew touch her smooth, perfect skin and slender legs was making my pulse quicken.
 
“You know I can’t resist it when you tease me,” he growled at her. Her skirt lay discarded on the floor where she’d taken it off.
 
“Why don’t we go upstairs?” my husband asked Sadie. My stomach dropped. Go upstairs? But I’ve just gotten home!
Is he really going to ignore me for Sadie right now?
 
Sadie giggled at his words.
 
“But what about your wife?” she teased.
 
“What about her?” Andrew asked.
 
“Shouldn’t we pay attention to her? She’s been gone a year.”
 
Andrew sighed, and I felt my heart sink. I need to do something to win him back.
 
“Why don’t we all go upstairs?” I suggested. I tried to sound confident, but my voice quivered slightly. Was I really going to let my husband fuck his ex? What choice did I have?
 
Andrew and Sadie looked over at me in surprise. A smile flickered over Sadie’s luscious lips.
 
“My, my. Look at this little slut you married,” she chided Andrew. My face burned with embarrassment, but what could I say?
 
Andrew cocked his head to the side thoughtfully before nodding.
 
“Okay, let’s go to the bedroom,” he said, grabbing Sadie’s hand and leading her up. I trailed after them dutifully.




Chapter 2

Climbing the stairs, I was seized by nervousness. Is this really happening? My mouth was so dry I could hardly swallow. By the time I reached our bedroom I felt like I might faint.
 
Sadie peeled off her top, revealing her large breasts. I admired them out of the corner of my eye, trying not to let on just how jealous I was. Her tits were perfect. They were still perky despite their size. When I hesitantly shrugged off my T-shirt, Sadie looked over at me and snorted dismissively.
 
Staring down, it wasn’t hard to see why. My own tits were pathetic compared to hers. They sagged down heavily, drooping in front of me. They look good for my age, I thought angrily. But there was no denying they were the tits of an older woman, not the breasts of twenty-something-year-old Sadie.
 
Worst of all, Andrew was only interested in Sadie. Now that he had her in the bedroom, he stared hungrily at her lithe body. When he took off his pants, his cock sprang to attention.
 
I gasped at the sight of it. I hadn’t seen it for a year, and I’d forgotten just how big it was. As thick as my wrist, it pulsed in the air in front of him while he locked eyes with Sadie.
 
“Get over here and suck it,” he growled at Sadie, pointing at the ground in front of him. He didn’t even look at me. All I could do was watch as Sadie sauntered over, wiggling her hips seductively. She sank to her knees in front of my husband and took his enormous cock into her mouth effortlessly.
 
I could hardly believe my eyes. I’d never been able to blow Andrew like that, but Sadie made deepthroating his cock look easy. Andrew groaned, winding his fingers through Sadie’s flowing blonde hair.
 
She went to work worshipping his cock. Bobbing her head up and down, his member disappeared between her red lips again and again. My pussy was throbbing with desire, and I could feel wetness in my panties as I watched Sadie pleasure my husband.
 
“God that feels so good,” Andrew said, his voice thick with desire.
 
Sadie looked up at him and stopped.
 
“Do you want Jenn to have a turn?” she asked, obviously eager to please him.
 
Andrew glanced over at me and shook his head.
 
“No, she’s never sucked my cock like that. Keep going.”
 
I was so frustrated I felt like crying, but there was no point in arguing. He was right. Still, I was desperately turned on. I wanted to suck his cock or be fucked more than anything.
 
Sadie went back to blowing my husband, and I was left to watch in silence from across the room. Finally, Andrew had enough. He grabbed Sadie and picked her up, easily carrying her over to our bed.
 
“Aren’t you coming?” Sadie questioned, looking over at me. I didn’t need a second invitation. Fumbling nervously with my pants, I stripped naked and nearly ran over to the bed, lying down next to Sadie.
 
Sadie’s long legs spread sprawled open, and I stared at her shaved slit. A little strip of blonde hair led from her flat stomach down to her pink pussy lips. Looking down at myself, I was overcome with shame. My own slit was covered in hair—I hadn’t thought to shave before coming home. I’d gotten out of the habit after not seeing my husband for so long.
 
Andrew looked over the two of us. His eyes scanned my pale, fleshy thighs and thick hair before turning to Sadie’s tanned legs and perfectly manicured cunt. My breath caught in my throat. Is there any doubt who he’s going to choose?
 
Without saying anything, my husband got on top of his ex. I looked on, filled with envy, as he slowly sank his enormous cock into her. Sadie moaned under him, grabbing my husband’s broad back with her perfectly manicured fingers.
 
“Come on, baby. Fuck me. Put on a good show for your wife,” she whispered in his ear, looking over at me with a smile on her perfect, young face.
 
I hardly noticed. I was too busy watching my husband’s rock-hard body as he started to fuck Sadie. The muscles in his arms strained and rippled as he held himself up over her body and slammed into her again and again.
 
“God, your pussy is so fucking tight,” he hissed. Sweat rolled down his forehead, and if I didn’t know better, I would have thought he was close to coming. But Andrew had always lasted ages when he fucked me. On our wedding night, it took him nearly half an hour to unload inside of me.
 
Sadie writhed under him, bucking her hips up to meet his thrusts. The sight of my husband and his ex, completely lost in the passion of the moment, was turning me on. My pussy throbbed helplessly with desire, still untouched as I lay next to them on my bed.
 
Trying not to draw attention to myself, I reached down and pressed my hand against my own wetness. I couldn’t stifle the soft cry as my touch radiated pleasure through my desperate body.
 
Sadie looked over me and laughed.
 
“Oh my god, Andrew. The slut is rubbing one out while she watches us.”
 
Andrew glanced over at me, and I met his eyes. Desperation pulsed through every inch of my body. I needed to orgasm.
 
“Please, Andrew,” I begged. “Can you fuck me now?”
 
Andrew just shook his head.
 
“No, Jenn. She’s so much tighter,” he grunted as he fucked Sadie even harder. Humiliation swept through me. My own husband won’t even fuck me.
 
As I lay there feeling sorry for myself, Andrew let out a ragged cry: “I’m going to fill up your tight pussy.”
 
I stared in horror as he thrust a few more times and stopped. He had only fucked Sadie a few minutes before he came. How come he lasts forever when he fucks me?
 
Andrew rolled off of Sadie. His enormous cock was streaked with his seed. My heart sank as it hit me that he’d just unloaded inside his ex-girlfriend. He wasn’t even wearing a condom. Is she on birth control?




Chapter 3

I lay in bed next to Sadie and Andrew completely ashamed. To make matters worse, my stomach was still knotted with desire. I needed relief from the sexual desire pumping through me.
 
“Will you fuck me later?” I asked Andrew tentatively. He had his eyes closed, basking in the afterglow of having fucked his ex.
 
“I’m pretty worn out,” he said, not even looking at me. I sank back onto the bed, fighting back tears. It had been a year since I’d been fucked, and I was frantic for relief. The knowledge that my husband preferred to fuck his younger ex instead of me was almost too much to take.
 
Sadie laid a hand on my bare shoulder comfortingly.
 
“It’s okay, Jenn,” she said sweetly. “I’ll make sure you get fucked if you do as you’re told.”
 
“What—What do you mean?” I stammered, at a loss for what Sadie was talking about.
 
“I’ll make this the best night of your life,” Sadie promised, smiling coyly at me. Looking into her sparkling blue eyes, I couldn’t help but feel a thrill pass through me. She really was beautiful.
 
“But first, if you want to get fucked, you need to clean up after your husband,” Sadie said, pointing at her pussy.
 
My breath caught in my throat. Her puffy mound was covered in her juices and my husband’s cum.
 
“Please—” I started, but Sadie cut me off.
 
“We both know you’re a desperate slut, Jenn. Just eat my pussy already.”
 
I swallowed hard. She was right. I needed to come. I’d do anything.
 
Crawling down between her legs, I stuck out my tongue and lightly licked her pink lips. The musky smell of Sadie’s sex filled my nose.
 
“That’s good. Keep going, slut,” Sadie encouraged me, spreading her legs open farther.
 
I started licking and nibbling on her pussy. I could taste the salty taste of my husband’s load in her. Despite the humiliation that rolled through me, my pussy was getting wetter as I ate Sadie out. There was something arousing about being degraded by Sadie in front of my husband. The smell and taste of sex only made it harder to ignore just how turned on I was.
 
“Make sure you clean up all your husband’s cum,” Sadie ordered me. “Then you’re going to make me orgasm.”
 
The thought of pleasuring Sadie made my heart pound. I couldn’t tell if it was nervousness or excitement. Gazing up at the blonde bombshell, I felt a strange desire deep inside of me: I wanted to please her with my whole heart and soul.
 
I licked up the last strings of Andrew’s cum and then focused on Sadie’s clit. Nibbling and teasing her little bud, I responded to her body as she whimpered and wriggled under me.
 
It didn’t take long for her to cry out with pleasure. Grabbing the back of my head, she held me down against her mound while she climaxed. After she let go of me, I gently kissed the insides of her thighs, teasing her as she lay panting on my bed.
 
“Now it’s your turn,” Sadie finally declared, sitting up. I looked anxiously at Andrew, hoping he was ready to fuck me, but he just shook his head.
 
“Jesus, you’re a mess, Jenn,” he muttered, eyeing my face smeared with his seed and Sadie’s juices.
 
“I never said Andrew was going to fuck you,” Sadie said. “I’m going to fuck you now.”
 
I didn’t know what she meant until she reached over into my nightstand. Opening the drawer, she pulled out a thick rubber cock and harness.
 
It’s a strap-on, I realized. The rubber cock was even larger than Andrew. It bent obscenely under its own weight as Sadie held it up for me to see.
 
“Sadie—” I started, but she just cut me off again.
 
“Don’t you want to come? This is your only choice, slut. I’m not going to eat your pussy.”
 
I felt the blood rush to my face. Her words were the last straw. I could feel something inside of me give, and I hung my head in shame, completely defeated.
 
“Okay,” I whispered.
 
Sadie grinned triumphantly at me. “Get on your hands and knees,” she commanded.
 
I did as she said, my legs shaking under me as she walked around behind me.
 
“I want to hear you beg,” Sadie demanded.
 
I hesitated for a split second.
 
SMACK.
 
Sadie’s hand struck my ass stuck out in front of her, and I cried out in shock.
 
“Beg, whore.”
 
I turned my head around to look at her, just in time to see her hand come down to spank me again.
 
“Please, Sadie,” I gasped. “Please, fuck me. I need to come so bad. Please,” I begged. Tears stung my eyes. The shame was overwhelming.
 
Sadie stopped spanking me. I felt the cold tip of the plastic cock press against my wet pussy lips. An electric thrill shot through me. Finally!
 
Sadie pressed slowly forward, working the dildo into my sopping wet cunt as I panted on my hands and knees. I pressed my hips back trying to get it inside of me faster, and Sadie laughed.
 
“Do you see this, Andrew? She is such a fucking whore.”
 
Andrew looked over at me, and I wanted to disappear.
 
After what seemed like minutes, I felt Sadie’s smooth hips on my ass. She was all the way in. Grabbing onto my hips, she started to fuck me with the strap-on, pulling almost completely out, before sinking the huge plastic cock into my aching pussy. I was so wet it slid in and out effortlessly.
 
I felt completely filled as Sadie stretched me out. Taking her time, she worked my pussy with the dildo. Pleasure mounted deep inside of me. After so long without being fucked, the feeling of fullness was amazing.
 
I whimpered as waves of pleasure crashed through me and I orgasmed on the plastic cock. Moaning, I bucked back against Sadie while she plowed into me, urging me on, until I collapsed on the bed utterly exhausted. Sadie slipped her rubber cock out of me and lay down beside Andrew.
 
“I didn’t think she’d be such a slut when she looks so plain,” she said, tracing Andrew’s chest muscles with one of her delicate fingernails.
 
Andrew just shrugged. “She always was a little desperate.”
 
I barely heard them. My ears were ringing as I lay facedown on the bed in a heap, overcome by the pleasure of finally having come.
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