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Chapter 1

Santino sat in his office at his father’s car sales franchise trying to concentrate on responding to a customer complaint email. It was 4.30 in the afternoon and he’d be free to leave at five.

He needed to get home. He didn’t know what would happen after that though.

His wife was next door being fucked by their neighbour. The last Santino had heard, she was getting dressed waiting for him. He’d tried to call twice but she hadn’t answered.

His phone rang with her name on screen. He grabbed it and clicked. “Bellisima, what’s happening?” he blurted.

“Hello husband, not much right now. Carson ducked down to the shop to get a few things to cook dinner. I’m at his place. He left me looking at pictures from his travels all over the world. I’m trying not to drip on his computer chair too much haha.”

“Aw shit, trying not to drip! Do you mean..?”

“Uh huh, he’s already had me once Tino. He fucked me and came inside me so deep.”

Santino’s heart sank. “Aw jeez, so he really fucked you. It’s really happened now.”

“Um yes, he took me to bed and had me the usual way for the first time. He was kissing me and looking into my eyes like we said. It was so intense and felt real but he’s already said it didn’t mean anything.

“He said he liked how tight I was for him but there are a lot of women in these pictures, so for him it was just another conquest. He said it’s quite an achievement to have nailed the newly married housewife next door and he’s feeling pretty proud of himself right now.”

“Aw fuck I bet he is,” Santino said and huffed a breath. “Do we still think this is a good idea for us babes? Are you really dripping from his cum right now?”

“Um yes I am, I’m sitting on a towel and it’s wet under me. He came really deep in my belly, I could feel it, but he left me open a bit coz of how fat his cock is.

“Oh my god it was amazing Tino. He’s such a man. He’s so muscly and was really heavy on top of me but strong too. And it wasn’t like he was squashing me. I just couldn’t move beneath him and when he was inside me I was so full of his cock. I was stretched so tight around it and it felt like the head was inside my tum when he was cumming.

“Oh god I loved it Tino, I can’t wait for him to have me again later. He wants me to sit on him and ride him. It’s going to be like sitting on a pole!”

“Aw fuck babes this is giving me a hard-on. I need to fuck you too!”

Ivy giggled. She was resting back in the neighbour’s computer chair with one leg bent up and her foot against the desk. She played in the gooey cum leaking out of her.

“Mmm I have to go Tino, I can hear he just got back. You can fuck me when I get home in the morning okay? Save up for me!”

“Aw fuck babes, we still love each other, right? This doesn’t mean nuthin does it?”

“No it means nothing Tino. I love you. I have to go now though!”

Tino was left with his heart thumping and his chest tight. He could hardly breathe. His cock was bolt upright in his work trousers though.

He pulled up a picture of his wife on screen and stared into her eyes.

She’d said the guy next door was staring into her eyes when he was fucking her. Santino tried to imagine that. The picture on screen was of Ivy in her wedding dress from only three weeks ago. Her gorgeous pretty eyes stared right back at him.

He imagined the other man’s cock in her belly. He’d seen the guy’s cock and it was twice the size of his, and twice as thick.

“Fuck me,” Santino groaned and gripped his hair in two hands. “The guy’s fucking my wife,” he groaned and a hot flush of jealousy filled him but his cock flexed in his pants and he didn’t know what to think.

Santino closed out of emails and packed up his shit. He took off at five on the dot and drove home in a daze. The traffic was ridiculous and it took him an hour. When he got there the house was empty of course. And that just felt weird.

The oven was on low and there was a dinner plate inside with his favourite homemade rissoles and mash and vegetables. He hadn’t eaten much all day and was starving.

He felt sick with worry though, about Ivy being next door where he couldn’t see anything through the closed blinds. “Aw fuck,” he groaned and sniffed his dinner.

“Damn it you’ve gotta eat, right?” he told himself and took the plate to the table with the knife and fork already set for him. He filled his fork and took a mouthful of rissole and potato and gravy. “Oh fuck that’s good!”


Chapter 2

Ivy

It was so nice being cooked for and served dinner. Carson had made a lovely Chicken Creole we had with one of his bottles of vintage white wine. The meal was yummy and afterwards I watched him tidy away dishes and stack the dishwasher without having to lift a finger myself.

I just sat at the table and watched.

“Come on, I have a little treat for you in the lounge,” he said and took my hand.

“A treat? I think I’ve been treated wonderfully already,” I smiled and allowed him to lead me. He guided me to lie face down on a towel on the loungeroom floor.

He clicked on soft music and lit candles then knelt over me and rubbed massage oil into his hands. “Mmm I like this,” I cooed as he massaged my shoulders, instantly mesmerising me with his strong yet gentle touch.

He did my arms and even my hands. Then I slipped the shoulder strings of my dress and he tugged it down to reveal my back.

He kneaded up either side of my spine and did more massaging of my shoulders. He had straddled my butt and was rubbing up my sides, swiping his fingers under and touching the sides of my boobs.

He swiped a long way under so I lifted to my elbows to let him touch me more. He applied more oil and rubbed up underneath to cup and massage my tits. He kneaded them firmly and rubbed over my nipples. That sent bolts of pleasure to my pussy.

I could feel the weight of his package against my butt.

That got me thinking about his balls and what was inside them, or what had been inside them and was now inside my womb. The man had inseminated me and I hadn’t taken the pill today. I was full of his live sperm and there was a real risk it was fertilising me; making me pregnant.

He moved back and massaged my calves and up the back of my thighs. His kneading swept higher over my butt and took the skirt of my dress with it. He rubbed up from my knees again and deep into my inner thighs with his thumbs, peeling me open from behind.

Oh my god if felt so nice. My body was heating up.

“Oh fuck yes,” he groaned as he did it again and went even deeper, pulling my pussy open whilst I flared my pelvis and let him.

“Oh that looks nice Ivy. Looks rather juicy inside.”

“Hmm and whose fault is that,” I smiled through my blush.

“Oh yeah and proud of it too,” the man crooned and spread me more deliberately with his thumbs. “Yep, still creamed in deep, that’s the main thing,” he grinned at me as I glanced up at him.

“The main thing for you, you mean. I’m the one who has to worry about falling pregnant,” I whimpered and couldn’t help wriggling for the feel of his thumbs.

“Oh yeah? Is there a chance of getting you,” the man asked evenly.

I swallowed and drew a breath. “I should be okay. I’m usually on the pill but I just missed out on taking it today coz it was going to be you this one time.”

“Oh fuck yeah, that’s so hot Ivy. I’m definitely proud of myself now,” the guy smiled.

“Mmm hmm you should be, you really are getting me,” I blushed more deeply. “I feel so alive inside from you Carson. I want you to fuck me again.”

“Yeah I will girl, don’t worry about that. Come, let’s get in the spa. I’ve got it ready. Come and I’ll wash this oil off. I want a little taste before you slide down my pole and see if we can’t get you all warmed up and alive inside again.”

I was led by the hand to the main bathroom. There was a half-filled spa bath with a wisp of steam coming from the water. My dress was stripped over my head and my hand held as I sat in the bath.

Carson undressed and stepped in too, his big python of a cock dangled as he reached over me and hit the jets. He saw me looking at his cock and stopped still as he stood over me. I touched it curiously.

“Oh my god it’s so huge and heavy. I can’t believe it was inside me.”

“It was a perfect fit, nice and tight,” Carson grinned.

As I squeezed his cock lengthened and firmed. I could barely get my hand around it.

It lifted away from his balls and I cupped them curiously too, looking closely at them.

“That was a full load I got off in you Ivy. They’re filling again though. Soft touches like that do it.”

I bit my smile and wiggled my brows. I held the thick shaft and squeezed against the flex. I tilted in under and kissed the man’s balls. He held my head and knelt on the edge of the bath above me.

I squeezed and pulled on his cock whilst smooching and softly sucking on his sac. I wanted his balls full again. I imagined the little sperm factory churning away in there as I sucked on them and lashed with my tongue.

The man snarled down at me. He became fully erect and I stroked up and down his shaft.

He sat and pulled me around so I backed against him with his cock against my back. He cuddled me sensually and washed and massaged my tits whilst telling me how beautiful I was and sucking my neck.

The hot jets of water were gushing over us. It was an amazing experience to have with a man I barely even knew.

Carson spun from behind me and got down on his front and pushed me up out of the water. He sat me on the side of the spa bath and buried his face into my crotch. I held his head and watched as he licked and sucked and growled into me, flicking and lashing and nibbling my little button.

He brought me to the brink of orgasm but suddenly stopped and sat up and pulled me onto his lap.

I straddled him. His cock was fully erect like a bare mast sticking out of the water and his wiry bush was floating just below the surface.

He positioned the head of his cock against my wet open pussy and I relaxed onto it. It stretched me and popped inside. I slithered down onto his mast.

The man held my hips and helped me lift and lower a few times until he was seated fully inside me and I was split over his shaft.

My labia were stretched open, my clit exposed. He held me by the hips with his thumbs digging into my groin as he rocked me on his cock.

He was snarling down at where he was splitting me. He peeled my labia even wider with his thumbs then pressed against my swollen clit and rubbed it with his thumb whilst I squirmed down hard and whimpered.

Bolts of electricity shot from my little button to ignite and heat deep inside my belly.

That’s where the head of the man’s cock was now. I could only imagine as it was long enough to reach my belly button on the outside, so who knew where that came to on the inside.

I could feel it deeper than I imagined a penis should go and I winced a little at the pain where it was bottoming out.

“Uh yeah ride it Ivy. You’re so small inside, so tight. Feels amazing.”

“Uh huh. Ahh huh, huh, that’s so deep. Uh huh, huh,” I panted as my orgasm clenched around the pole I was impaled on and the man’s thumb pressed hard and rubbed my on-button.

He buried his face between my tits and rubbed them with his nose. I was hot and sweaty and his face was whiskery. He relented rubbing my clit and gripped my butt, squeezing hard and thrusting as I ground over his shaft.

The man latched onto a nipple and sucked and lashed it then popped it from his mouth and latched onto the other one for a sucking.

I ground my exposed clit against his bush and pubic bone. My orgasm flared again and exploded through my entire body.

It had me suctioned to the flagpole I was impaled on when it began to throb and spurt.

I was thrilled at the feel of being inseminated again. The big strong man beneath me had me crushed to him with my tits squashed against his face. He held me down and I was unable to move at all while he pumped his seed into me.


Chapter 3

Santino sat watching the neighbour’s loungeroom window where the light was on. He couldn’t see or hear any movement in the house and had no idea where his wife was. The angst knowing another man had hands all over his new bride sat heavy in his chest.

He thought back to the first time he’d met Ivy at a summer camp with the church youth group. They had been teamed together in a canoe race then paired up for a game of charades that night.

They ended up doing everything together during that three-week-long camp and their parents became friends through church too.

For six years prior to their wedding they had spent every school afternoon together and every worknight evening after they left school. Weekends were always about church and youth group where Santino spent endless hours watching Ivy either practice or sing in the choir.

She was his angel and he absolutely regretted doing any of this now.

But here he was, still sitting there with a hard-on picturing the guy from next door fucking Ivy. He watched intently for a shadow against a blind or anything to indicate where in the house they were.

Finally the light was turned off in the loungeroom and another came on in the master bedroom.

There were definitely two shadows, one taller than the other. Then the light turned off.

Santino sat staring out the window for another hour churning inside and absolutely certain this wasn’t happening with Diago tomorrow night. He called his cousin.

“Hey cugino. Ivy’s next door getting screwed and I’m going nuts here. What am I supposed to do?”

“How long has she been over there Tino?” Diago asked calmly.

Santino huffed and collapsed back on the lounge, flinging an arm over his face. “She’s been there all afternoon and what is it now, ten o’clock? It’s been since three this arvo so about seven hours.”

“Right, man he’d have fucked her by now. It’s too late, what can you do?”

“Yeah man I know it’s too late to stop it but she’s still there. They must be sleeping together, the bedroom light went off ages ago.”

“Okay, so all you can do is wait for her to come or go over there and drag her home. This is what you agreed to though man, you’ll look like a total dick freaking out now. I say wait till the morning. Drink some scotch or something, try going to sleep.”

Santino smacked his forehead. “Man I’m such a fucking idiot. There’s no way this is happening again. You’ve got to cancel the hotel room tomorrow night, I can’t handle it.”

“Sure thing cugino, whatever you say. I’m not gonna push it. If you want to have a break for a while and think about it some more, I’m with you on that. We don’t have to go through with it tomorrow night, it’s all good.”

Santino gulped and drew a breath. “Thanks man, I just need to talk to Ivy and think about it. I mean at least not to go this far again, it’s fucking killin’ me thinking about her being fucked by the guy. I was cool with it when it was just her tits and even when she blew him I was into it, but this is too much.”

“Absolutely cuz, I get you. Let’s dial it back and stick to titty fucking her and getting blow jobs. No need to push it any further than that if you don’t want us to.”

“Uh no, I mean yeah but, like, I don’t even want… er fuck, I dunno man, this is fucked up.”

“Alrighty, best thing to do right now is have a few drinks. Got any scotch in the house?”

“Yeah I’ve got a bottle of bourbon.”

“Perfect. Have a few belts of that and try and get some sleep cuz. Ivy will be home in the morning and you can claim her back and work it out from there,” Diago advised. “I gotta go. I’ve got Tracy waiting in the bedroom. You remember Tracy from bowling?”

“Oh right. Fuck yeah, she was hot.”

“Haha you don’t know the half of it cuz. I’ve already nailed her once, I’m going back for seconds if I’m not getting onto Ivy tomorrow night. Haha maybe even thirds and I’ll call in sick tomorrow.”

“Okay thanks for this. Go for it man, we’ll talk tomorrow or something. I’m gonna crack open the bourbon.”

Santino had another look out the window, staring a while but resigning himself to wait until morning to claim his wife back.

He opened his bottle of bourbon and poured a big glass, sat on the lounge and took a gulp. The strong spirit eased the ball of angst in his chest right away.

“What a fucking idiot man, how the fuck did you ever think letting some other dude screw Ivy was a good idea?”


Chapter 4

Ivy

I was only half asleep. I’d laid here for ages staring at the blind in this strange bedroom and eventually dozed off. But I didn’t sleep soundly.

I was naked and Carson was naked and spooned behind me. He was cuddled to me holding one of my tits. At first his hand started moving, gently squeezing and releasing, like he was doing it in his sleep. Now he’d gotten my nipple between his fingers and was definitely pinching and pulling on it.

I moved my arm forward and gave him more room. He continued working my nipple for a while then felt across to the other one. I turned a little and thrust my chest and he kissed my shoulder.

His cock firmed against my lower back. I looked over my shoulder to his alarm clock and saw it was just after four in the morning, so perhaps I had slept a few hours. “I’ve got to go soon, I want to be home to see Tino off to work.”

“Yeah okay soon,” Carson groaned low and deep as he felt down over my belly and touched me between the legs. He rubbed into me. My pussy was sticky but I was still slick inside. He rubbed until my pussy was slick, and he pulled back and pressed the head of his cock against my opening.

I flared my hips and he eased in and started rolling his pelvis forcing more and more of his length inside as my juices wet his shaft and made it slippery.

“Ooh that’s so fucking tight girl. You still feel like a young virgin.”

“Uh huh, I want to feel good for you Carson. I hope you’ll think about me sometimes when you’re alone here at night, knowing I’m just across the lawn through that window, in bed with my husband probably dreaming about having a man this deep inside me.”

“Oh yeah, I’ll be thinking about you alright Ivy. Every time I see you in the yard I’ll be remembering the feel of you, the taste of you!”

“Uh huh, will you really?” I moaned and squirmed back onto the man’s thrust. He was fully inside me and held still whilst sucking on my neck and pinching a nipple hard.

“Uh huh,” I whimpered and kept my head up and my neck exposed. He sucked hard on one spot and it began to sting. I was being marked with a love bite and the hot tingly naughtiness flushed through me.

“Oh yeah that’s gonna come up good,” Carson said and blew on the spot.

He resumed pulling back and slow thrusting into me. I turned my head to look back at him in the dull light. He kissed my lips. I parted for him and he put his tongue in my mouth whilst massaging my tit and holding firmly up me again, making me squirm over his cock.

He kept kissing me and reached down over my belly and rubbed my clit. He vibrated his fingers against it and the underside of his cock, squishing it between and vibrating hard until my belly clenched and an orgasm exploded through me.

“That’s it girl, there you go, cum on my cock.”

“Uh huh, huh, ah huh, how can I help it? How could any girl help it?”

“Yeah, so you like this position too, do you like it from behind?”

“Uh huh I like it,” I uttered.

He was still pulling back a long way and slow thrusting into me, impaling me and making me squirm over his shaft whilst the head of his cock felt like it was popping in and out of my cervix, if that was possible. Oh my god it felt like that’s what was happening.

“Ah huh, huh, huh,” I moaned and panted as another series of contractions thumped through me.

The man on my back slow fucked me through them. He had given me so many orgasms now and my entire body was a tingling mass.

He smoothed my hair from my neck and face and groaned deep and low into my ear. “I want to ride you now Ivy. Have you ever been mounted and ridden by a man with a hard-on?”

I smiled into the pillow. “Um no, I haven’t but I’d like to be.”

“Yeah, do you know what it is to be slam-fucked from behind?”

“Um no but I can imagine,” I squeaked. I was already stretched open all the way into my belly so how bad could it be, right?

I didn’t say that aloud but it’s what I was thinking as I was rolled onto my front. A pillow was shoved beneath my hips.

Carson had stayed inside me and lifted me with his cock. Now he straddled my butt and bent his legs either side of me, lowering his pelvis and pulling back and slamming into me.

“Uh god,” I gasped as the air was thumped out of me.

He was on his knees but his legs were apart. He used his hips to thrust and bump me, sending me surging forward then as I surged back he slammed into me again.

He snarled and ground as he thumped against my butt again. He kept pace with me rocking back and forth on my front and he’d pull back and slam into me to bounce me again.

Oh my god, slam-fucking. There was a man on my back with a hard-on and he was riding me. His hands were either side of my shoulders. He was only touching me with his cock and his balls slapping against my pussy, otherwise he was humping with the flicking of his hips and slamming into me.

He rode me a while then slowed and measured his thrusts, grinding against my butt and stretching my cunt with his shaft. Then he’d launch into another series of slam-fucks; he pounded against my butt and had my body surging back and forth on the pillow under my hips and tits. I cuddled tight on the pillow and bit into it.

My taboo lover rode me fast and slow and fast and slow, snarling and growling about how tight I was and how lucky my husband was to have such a willing and submissive wife.

He groaned and warned about how full his balls were getting and how he was going to fill my belly with another huge load of sperm.

“Ah fuck yeah!” he growled his dominance and slammed hard against my butt one last time and held still and throbbed inside me.

I was too spent and numb to orgasm again but my cunt was clenched tight around the man’s shaft. I could feel every pulse of his veins and spurt of his semen into my cervix. Or at least that’s what I imagined I was feeling.

The guy rolled off with his cock oozing from my vagina leaving it open and puckering as it gurgled semen. It was so hot I was sure it’d be glowing.

My lover pulled a pillow over his head and lay there as his breathing gradually slowed and returned to normal.

Carson started snoring so I crept out of bed and grabbed my dress, tiptoed down the hall and out the back door.

I tiptoed across the dewy grass and over the makeshift fence to my back door with cum dripping down my inner thighs.

Inside I found my husband slumped on the lounge with a bourbon bottle half empty on the coffee table and some still in a glass.

I crawled close on my knees and guzzled the mouthful of bourbon, grimacing at the taste. But my mouth was dry and I needed it for what I was about to do.

I carefully unzipped my husband’s work trousers; he hadn’t even gotten changed after work. I could only imagine what he’d been doing all night.

I opened his belt and parted his pants out the way. His cock was upright and looked semi-firm. I peeled down the waistband of his jocks and sucked it into my mouth, moaning my pleasure as he immediately thrust.

I held him down with a hand on his chest and bobbed and sucked and bobbed and sucked. Santino grabbed a handful of my hair and started thrusting as I bobbed down, surging through my wet fist and into the back of my mouth.

“Mmm hmm,” I moaned as he held still and throbbed and gushed. “Mmm, mmm, mmm,” I moaned with each spurt of my husband’s cum and I dutifully swallowed it for him.

Oh I’d been such a bad wife. He deserved this much at least.


Epilogue

Ivy

“No I agree Tino. I absolutely agree we can’t do that again,” I assured my husband whilst serving him breakfast the next morning. I’d realised it was a mistake too but not until after Carson had already fucked me the first time, or during it at least, and it was too late to stop him.

Santino told me about his call to his cousin and that my hotel room date with him was cancelled. I was relieved about that.

Thinking about it more clearly, I didn’t believe there’d be any stopping Diago if I ever gave into him once. That was proven that very afternoon when he finished work early and dropped in to see me on his way home.

He wanted to make sure I was okay and to apologise for encouraging us to let Carson have sex with me. After telling me that though he cuddled me from behind and felt my tits.

“Um Diago, what did you just say!” I scolded.

“Naa, I said you guys shouldn’t let anyone else fuck you, you can’t stop this now though, not after you’ve let me go this far,” he chuckled against my neck. “Oh yeah cool Hickie. Did Carson give you that?”

“Yes and I’ve managed to hide it from Tino so far so don’t say anything!”

“Naa I won’t. You can trust me Ivy.”

I was as bad as him and gave in to him feeling me up. I reached back and held his head. I wasn’t wearing a bra and he lifted my top up over my tits and watched himself play with them.

“Okay, but you need to talk to Tino about this as well Diago. I’ll do something for you coz I said I would tonight, but after this you have to ask Tino about it again and make sure he still wants you to play with me.”

“Oh fuck yeah baby, I’ll talk to him. Just get down there yeah!”

“I am okay. And shut up being crude or I’ll stop,” I scolded.

I got onto my knees on my kitchen floor mat. I unzipped my husband’s cousin’s work pants and stroked his cock out of the top of his jocks. I stroked and stroked and smooched and kissed his balls, then took the head of his cock into my mouth and sucked him the rest of the way off, taking a few yucky spurts of semen and swallowing it down.

“Oh yeah baby take it,” Diago snarled his pleasure and pride having gotten me to do that again. I gave him a nice little after-suck so he’d know he could probably get me to do it again if he could convince my husband.

That wasn’t about to happen soon though. Santino had his mind made up when he got home from work. I didn’t dare even tell him Diago had stopped by.

I didn’t see Diago again over the next few days either, so it seemed he’d be behaving himself, for a while at least.

Which left me feeling a little deflated after all the interesting sex lessons and excitement of being shared with other men.

One morning I was watching the turf man check how our grass was coming along when my cousin Cleo’s car pulled into the next-door driveway. Carson came out to greet her with a big smile and hug and led her into his house for sex, no doubt.

So I was feeling even more deflated and in need of something at least, when the turf man stopped right outside my sliding glass door. He took off his hat and smoothed back his sweaty hair, took a drink from his water bottle and smiled at me.

I bit my smile back at him and he looked at my chest then back up.

I lifted a shoulder string and lowered the side of my dress down to expose a tit for him.

I pressed my bare tit against the glass and he approached and touched the other side of the glass with a finger, sending shivers and electric tingles all through my body just imagining.

He tried the door handle but it was locked.

I shook my head slowly and continued to smile as I turned and walked away.

Because I’m being such a good and loyal housewife now, aren’t I.

**  The end  **
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