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Jenny and Doug

I was looking forward to my son coming home from college for the summer. He had just finished his second year away, and it still felt lonely when he was gone. He and his friend from college had landed summer internships at a nearby company, so his friend would stay with us.

It would be fun to have someone new in the house. I never expected to find out that it would be fun to have someone new in my bed as well.

***

From the minute my son Bobby introduced his friend Doug, I was smitten with his looks. He was a bit of an unpolished frat guy type, but he was gorgeous.

It didn’t help things that he and Bobby would often walk around shirtless with gym shorts on before they went for runs or were just horsing around. His muscled trim body was quite a distraction.

I was worried that I’d get caught watching him, but realized that he spent just as much time staring at my breasts, so he likely didn’t even know that I had eyes, let alone where they were pointing.

It had been a while since I noticed anyone ogling my artificial DDD’s - they were a gift from Hank, my husband. When I first got them, I showed them off, relishing all the attention. It was strange getting used to new body parts - I went from barely noticeable A cup to what felt like soccer balls. I also had to get used to wearing a bra. The fake ones were so perky that they didn’t need support, but my nipples were now always hard, so I needed the padding to diminish the bumps.

After the initial thrill of going from mosquito bites to melons, I realized how other women treated me, so I dressed to minimize their look. My breasts were actually a bit of a problem while I worked out at the gym, but I did like the attention from the gym rats. Unfortunately, it was only the older men that watched me anymore.

I guess I had some self-image issues. Bobby’s father left me shortly after Bobby was born. There had been complications with the birth that left me unable to have more kids, and he didn’t want a ‘broken’ woman.

I married Hank because he represented stability, and looked after Bobby as his own. Hank initially doted on me and solved all my financial problems. That’s why I agreed to get the breast upgrades. We initially talked about going to C cups, but I got talked into DDD’s. On my 5’2” tiny frame, I thought I looked like a Barbie, but Hank said that I looked awesome. Or rather, my boobs looked awesome.

I was thrilled at the attention from our handsome guest, and slipped into my older outfits that exaggerated my cleavage and nipples.

My husband definitely noticed and was more amorous than usual. One night he smiled as he looked at me and said, “I like how you’re showing off these days. I know our guest appreciates it, too.”

I knew I was blushing because I got caught. “Um, I hadn’t noticed.”

“Yeah,” he chuckled. “Like hell, you haven’t. I think it’s great, please keep it up. Who knows? Maybe you’ll score some 20-year-old dick.”

The thought had passed through my mind, but I shrugged it off. “He doesn’t want some 45-year-old hag. But thanks for noticing.”

I noticed Doug seemed to be ‘making eyes’ at me occasionally, and his comments sometimes felt like he was flirting. I subtly flirted back, feeling alive and wanted. I had to be careful with my son always nearby.

Bobby and Doug were around the house nearly all the time, sleeping and lounging a lot, for the first week home. Their jobs started the next week, so I let them take it easy when they had the chance. I made them lunch, as they rarely got up for breakfast, and I took care of all the laundry and cleaning.

I liked to play a little game with Doug where I’d bend over to put his lunch in front of him, and see how many seconds it took him to realize there was food in front of him. He would openly stare at my cleavage, and look down my blouse. After the first couple of days with tight shirts, I switched to wearing loose blouses, so that he could see my hanging breasts and nipples. Sometimes his stares made me so horny that I went back to my room to rub out an orgasm while they ate.


Morning Surprise

I was a little sad that I couldn’t tease him any more once their jobs started.

After the first morning that Bobby and Doug were late for work, they asked if I could help make sure they were up on time. Because Bobby takes long showers, I usually woke him before Doug, then made coffee and got Doug up when I heard the shower shut off.

One morning, I entered Doug’s room and caught him stroking himself. We both froze for a second as he stared at me and I took in the view of his long thick penis. It's the first time I've seen a dick other than my husband’s in a long time, and he was amazing. I mumbled an apology and ducked out of the room.

All that day, I thought about what I saw, as I cleaned the house and checked out Doug’s room. I don’t know what lured me there, but I felt unbelievably horny thinking about his enormous dick.

That night, dinner was as normal, and we had drinks afterwards as usual. Bobby headed off to bed and Doug stayed for a moment afterwards. It felt uncomfortable being around him after I had seen his penis. It wasn’t a creepy, uncomfortable; it was a horny uncomfortable.

Doug said, “About this morning,”

“Yeah, sorry about that. I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

Doug smiled, and said, “That’s OK. I was about to say that you can stay and watch.”

“What?”

Doug said, “Yeah. If you want, you can watch me. I saw your eyes,” he added with a smile.

“Doug, I dunno. That wouldn’t be right.”

He said, “Your choice. But it’s OK to watch,” as he headed off to bed.

I spent all night tossing and turning as I thought about Doug’s penis, and his invitation. I even tried to seduce my husband when he came to bed, but he was too drunk.

In the morning, I got Bobby out of bed and sent him to the shower. Instead of going to make coffee, I lingered outside of the guest bedroom for a couple of minutes, as I contemplated my actions. Doug was probably still asleep, but I thought I’d check. I nuzzled the door open, and found our guest laying on top of the covers, completely nude, showing off his youthful figure, as he grasped his large hard cock.

He smiled at me as he gently stroked himself. I turned to leave, but he quietly said, “Stay.”

I froze in the doorway, watching as he stroked his penis. His huge flared cockhead mesmerized me and I watched his cock wave as his muscled arm moved while he stroked himself. Between that and his firm belly, it was like watching a very good porn show.

I could feel my dampness as his hand moved up and down his beautiful cock. I couldn’t make eye contact with Doug, so I stayed focused on the action. He continued for a few minutes, then sped up, as his other hand cupped his balls. His breathing intensified, and I could feel tingling between my legs as I imagined him inside me!

I braved a glance at his face and saw that he was gazing at me as he furiously beat his shaft, then moaned, “Oh, Jenny!” as a huge jet of semen shot from his cock, followed by another, then another. I almost orgasmed myself as I heard him call my name.

In a panic, I fled the room, and busied myself making coffee. I tried to remain calm as Bobby came to breakfast, and again as Doug joined us after his shower. Everything continued as normal until they left, although all I could think about was Doug’s cock spurting as he moaned my name. I immediately went to my room and grabbed a vibrator to get myself off, as I imagined him spurting inside me.

That night, after dinner and drinks, Bobby and Doug said goodnight. Doug’s innocuous, “See you in the morning,” made my heart hammer.

***

The next morning, after I woke Bobby, I went straight to the guest room, and only paused a moment before I stepped quietly into Doug’s room. He was again laying naked on the bed, his erection in hand.

He smiled as I entered and immediately started stroking his long hardness. This time, I shut the door and stepped into the room, daring to be closer to him. Again, I watched as he stroked his cock and stared at me. I couldn’t make eye contact, but watched the action, as I felt myself get wet and horny. He eventually started stroking faster and faster as his breathing quickened. This time, I looked up to meet his eyes, and our gaze locked. I looked into his eyes as he groaned, “Oh, Jenny!” and a geyser of sperm erupted from his cock. I remained, watching him until the last dribble of cum left his penis, then I slipped off to make coffee after we shared a quick smile.

Again, I was so horny and confused all morning, and attacked myself with a vibrator and dildo after they headed off to work. There was no sense in trying to wake my husband, he slept like the dead.

That dinner, Doug and I traded a few sly smiles, and at bedtime, it was me who said, “See you in the morning,” causing Doug to give me a wink.

In the morning, I was impatient getting Bobby up and into the shower, then nearly raced to the guest room. As I rushed in, Doug was on the bed as usual, and smiled as he saw me. This time, I entered his room and stopped a few feet from the bed, giving me a superb view of his veiny monster.

He spoke for the first time as he said softly, “This is my favorite part of the day.”

“Jerking off?” I asked, playfully.

“No. Seeing you,” he answered seriously. My heart hammered and pussy started leaking at his words.

He began stroking himself as usual, and said softly, “I’d like to see more of you.”

I knew what he meant, but balked at the idea of going that far. That kind of teasing felt like I was crossing a line.

As I watched his youthful body masturbate for my pleasure, I realized how stupid it was to be worried about that ‘line.’ As I untied my robe, Doug’s eyes opened wide, and he moaned, his gaze shifting from my face to my parting garment.

I let the robe fall open naturally, revealing my bare breasts and panties. His eyes kept darting from my breasts to panties. I was pleased that I agreed to have the huge implants, if only to make him react this way.

Doug was furiously stroking himself, and I felt myself leaking and hot, ready to burst from the excitement of causing a man to get so excited. Just seeing my body made him so horny, and I felt the same way, watching his youthful muscles and straining erection.

I involuntarily moved my hand to my pussy, giving it a rub through my panties, which caused Doug to explode as he moaned, “Fuck Yeah! Jenny!”

I rubbed myself harder as stream after stream of ejaculate shot from his beautiful cock, covering his belly and coating the sheets. I felt my orgasm hit, and almost fell as my knees grew weak. As I recovered, Doug was still staring at me, his semi-hard cock in hand. He breathed, “Oh God!” before I fled.

I cleaned up and made coffee, confused at what had just happened. How did I get here? Why did I feel guilty? I had done nothing wrong, had I?

I was in a daze as Doug and Bobby ate breakfast and left. I was in the same daze as my husband got up and left for work later in the day. I spent the afternoon masturbating and reliving what had just happened.

***

I wasn’t sure which was more exciting - watching Doug masturbate, or showing myself off to him. I was excited that a man half my age would be interested in seeing me, and jerking off to me!

Before they got back from work, I changed into tight jeans and a spaghetti strap tank that barely covered my nipples. I realized my breasts were nearly on full display, but I wanted to feel like I did when Doug stared at me that morning.

I guess I didn’t really think things through, because my son had the same reaction as Doug - they spent the evening talking to my breasts. With Doug, it made me feel sexy, and it was just amusing to me to see my son’s reaction.

That was Friday, so I knew I had until Monday to figure this out. I wouldn’t be getting the guys up for work - they usually slept in. And the weekend usually meant they were out chasing girls or hanging with friends.

The night, after dinner and drinks, Bobby said, “Hey Mom, no wake-up tomorrow, right? I want to sleep in. Cindy is coming back from school, so I’ll be going over there tomorrow.” He added, “I’ll probably stay over, so Doug will be here by himself.”

As they headed off to bed, Doug looked at me with a slight smile and said simply, “I’ll be up at the same time.”

Shit, I didn’t have until Monday to figure this out. I stayed up late having a few drinks while I figured this out. When my husband got home, he was drunk and in no condition to have sex. I needed some release. I knew what I would do - if Doug wanted to go that far.


Bedtime Badness

Saturday morning dawned, and I washed up, trimmed and shaved my pubes. Then I put on body spray and my robe - nothing else. I wanted to feel sexy if I was going to do this.

I ducked my head into Bobby’s room to make sure he was sleeping, then headed to Doug’s room at the normal time.

Doug was awake and naked on top of the bed as usual, his beautiful cock erect as he gently touched himself. He smiled when I entered the room.

I walked close to the bed and asked, “Your favorite time of day?”

“Seeing you,” he smiled.

Well, I would not disappoint him. I untied my robe, then let it fall to the ground. His mouth hung open as he took in my nakedness. His eyes roamed from my breasts to my pussy and back again. He said, “Oh God!” as he continued to stare at me.

I gave him a few minutes of gawking, then I grabbed the desk chair and pulled it near the bed. “Well, come on. Give me a show!” As he stroked himself, I directed, “Sit on the edge of the bed. I want to see you closer.”

He didn’t argue, just scooted around and sat directly in front of me. I marveled at his youthful physique, and enormous, beautiful penis.

As he stroked himself, I took a seat on the chair, directly in front of him, and placed my feet against the bed on either side of his knees, presenting him a view of my spread open sex. His cock was a few feet from my pussy, bobbing as he stroked it and stared at my wet kitty.

I reached down and started rubbing myself, causing him to moan. I encouraged him, “Yes, that’s it. Watch me get off, too.”

I was burning up - my heart hammering and pussy gushing like it hadn’t in a long time. He was watching my fingers slide up and down over my clit and labia, and he gasped in excitement as I slipped a couple of fingers into myself.

He was beating himself furiously and panting. It was a matter of moments before one or both of us came. As he groaned, I said urgently, “Come on me!” He looked up and I said, “Shoot your cum on me!”

He barely had time to lean forward before the first jet of cream shot out, coating my hand and pussy. I moved my hand to the side, and said, “More. Right there!”

He looked surprised, but spurted three more times, coating my sparse pubes and creating a pool in my belly button. I was mad with lust, on the verge of an orgasm, and pushed his hot semen into my horny pussy, driving me over the edge. As my orgasm hit, I knew I was crossing a line but didn’t care anymore.

As I sat panting, recovering, I watched Doug continuing to stroke himself as he looked at me.

He asked softly, “Aren’t you worried you got my cum inside you?”

How cute. I was still horny and wanted to tease and shock him. I smiled and scooped a large glob of his cum from my belly button, then carefully and deliberately shoved it inside myself, amused by his expression as I pushed my fingers as deep into my pussy as I could.

“I like your cum inside me,” I moaned.

He just stared at me. Now that the horniness had worn off a bit, I was feeling a little scared at how far I had gone. I grabbed my robe and left his room. I knew we’d fuck if I stayed, and I wasn’t sure that I wanted to go that far, nor how it would change things at home.

***

I went back to my room to wash up. Hank was out cold, snoring to wake the dead. I stood in front of him and wiped some of Doug’s stickiness from my belly and bush, licking it from my fingers and tasting him . It seemed ages since I had tasted cum, and I felt like a new woman. I spoke to Hank’s passed out body, “Somebody likes these awesome tits that you bought me, thanks. I didn’t imagine that I’d use them to get some 20-year-old to cum on me, but thanks.”

Even though I was standing there in front of my husband, I was imagining Doug’s cock, and remembered how it looked as his hot sperm shot out. I felt so excited as I stood in our bedroom, covered in some college guy’s spunk. I couldn’t help myself, as I rubbed off in front of Hank’s snoring form.

I spent a long time in the shower, touching myself and cleaning off the mess from Doug. I was wrestling with the idea of what I should do. I knew I should stop this, but also didn’t want to. I tried to push the idea of getting caught out of my mind, but it always lingered in the shadows, dampening my lust for infidelity.

After a bit, Hank lumbered in, his limp cock hanging there. When he saw me in the shower, he simply said, “My turn,” without even noticing or admiring my oversized melons and skinny belly.

As I stepped past him, I thought, ‘ I know someone who loves them, and I’ll make sure he sees them even more. ’

***

I dressed for the day in a sexy outfit, going braless so that my nipples showed. I was feeling sexier than ever, and didn’t care anymore who saw it. I know I was flirting with danger with Doug, but I was certain I didn’t want to be a boring mom-wife for the rest of my life.

Bobby and Doug went off to see their friends during the day, and have fun at the lake. My husband headed off to watch football and play cards with his friends, and I knew he’d be out drinking late.

I felt a new energy and spent the day cleaning up the house. I paid particular care to the guest room, cleaning the sheets, as I fondly felt the sticky remains of Doug’s ejaculations. I made sure his sheets and bedding were soft and clean, and smelled fresh. I scrubbed the floors and straightened the closets. I even took his clothes and washed them all, smelling him on the shirts and pants.

I wondered how long it would be until I gave in and had sex with him. I knew I had crossed the last line when we masturbated in front of one another; I was strangely excited that I had taken his sperm inside me. Even if it was only from pushing his leftovers into my pussy, I still technically had him inside me. There was no chance of getting pregnant, but it still felt exhilarating.

***

Dinner came and went with no sign from Bobby and Doug, nor my husband, so I opened a bottle of wine and watched some Hallmark show. I fantasized I was the carefree single girl who was swept off her feet by her old college flame. I remembered those days when men wanted me and also thought about all the wasted opportunities. If I knew what married life would become, I would have taken more chances and had more fun.

After I was tipsy, I got ready for bed. I was still in a flirty romantic mood after the movie and reminiscing about college, so I dressed in a sexy set of lingerie that was wasting in the closet. I looked in the mirror, and was surprised at how good I looked.

As I was examining myself, I heard the front door, and wondered if it was my husband or the guys. After pulling on a robe, I went to the kitchen and found Doug rooting around the fridge.

“What’s up?” I asked.

Doug turned and said, “Just getting a drink. Bobby’s at Cindy’s, by the way.” When Doug saw me he smiled, and added, “You’re in your robe.”

“Yes. It’s bedtime,” I agreed. I liked the way he looked at me - like he wanted to eat me up.

Doug was staring at me, wearing a grin. “I like you in that robe.”

I smiled back, feeling myself getting wet as this hunk stared at me. I was thinking about our fun just this morning.

He was bold, “I like you better without it.”

That was it. That was the trigger. I unfastened the belt and let it drop, showing myself in the sexy lingerie. I remembered the panties were crotchless, as I felt the coolness against my wet hot pussy.

He just stared, smiling lecherously.

“What are you thinking now?” I asked, hoping he’d make the move.

“I was thinking about this morning.” he paused, then said, “About my cum inside you.” He seemed a little shy mentioning it.

Enough messing around. I said, “Me too.” that caused him to smile. “I was hoping you’d put some more cum inside me.”

His eyes grew wide, as he asked, “You mean?”

I cut him off and took his hand, “Let’s fuck.”

I led him to his room and shut the door behind us. He was naked in no time, his hard body and even harder penis standing before me. He reached for me, and I pulled him close, feeling his hands all over me as our tongues met.

I was so wet and needed to feel him inside me! I felt his erection poking against my hip, then he moved it between my legs. I was not up for foreplay or messing around, so I pushed away and climbed onto the bed, spreading my legs for him. “Fuck me!” I commanded.

Luckily, he was also interested in one thing. As I felt his hardness part my labia, and felt myself stretch to let him in, I was overwhelmed by knowing that I was giving myself to a man half my age, in my home.

As he worked himself fully inside me, he moaned, “God, you feel good.”

I moved my hands to his muscular ass, pulling him into me. Feeling his hardness inside me, I thought about what I was doing - I had seduced my son’s friend! This college man was fucking me like I was some slutty co-ed, open for new experiences. I wrapped my legs around his, completely surrendering to him.

As he bottomed out inside me, I felt so full! I moaned, “Fuck me,” into his ear as I clung to him. He needed no more encouragement, as he began pumping me with his hot hard meat. I clung to him, feeling so wanton and fulfilled. I could hear myself whimpering as I felt him taking me for his pleasure, giving me mine.

It didn’t take long before I felt his pace speed up, as he pounded into me harder and with urgency. He groaned, “Should I pull out?”

I pulled him tight to me with my arms and legs, desperate to feel him orgasm into me as I begged, “No! Come inside me!” It was only another minute before he stiffened and jammed himself deep inside me, as he groaned loudly. I felt his ass twitching under my hands as I held him in deep and knew that he was emptying those youthful balls into me!

I was so overwhelmed by what we did, that my orgasm took me by surprise. I heard myself cry out, unaware that I was doing it, as I begged him to fill me. My body was electric, tingling as my muscles spasmed and fireworks went off in my brain. I desperately clung to Doug, holding him inside me as my body writhed and hungrily opened for him.

I lost track of time as my mind focused on feeling him inside me, wanting him to fill me, to take me, to own me. Finally, I felt him loosen his grip, and realized that I was having a hard time breathing. My body was so focused on him and pleasure, that it ignored all other needs.

He gently rolled off of me, and I felt an emptiness and sorrow as his cock slipped out of me, even though I was still glowing from the orgasm.

“Wow,” was the only thing he said. We lay there for a bit, and I felt his hand gently and tentatively move to my breast, as he asked, “Can I?”

“Yes,” I replied. “They’re yours, now.” I wanted him to want me.

“They are?” he asked, as he ran his hand over my orb, and began teasing my always-erect nipple.

“I am.”

“You are what?” He wasn’t quite getting it. Or he wanted to hear me say it. I wasn’t sure.

“I am yours.” I felt myself getting aroused at the words. I meant it. I wanted him to have me - to own me - to USE me!

“You mean, I…” he started. I wasn’t sure if he was afraid, or confused.

I removed all doubt, “I am yours. For anything you want.” I reached over and grasped his cock. He was half-hard! I wasn’t sure if he was still hard, or getting hard again. After a moment, I felt him getting harder. Wow! He was ready again?

He didn’t answer, so I moved against him, bending so that I could take him into my mouth. As I sucked his hardened penis into my mouth, I could taste his cum and my sex. I felt myself getting excited again, ready to have him inside me.

He moaned as I worked on his cock, licking our fluids from him as my tongue and mouth worked his shaft and cock head. I loved the taste and smell of our sex, and felt a jolt of sadness that I had missed all this fun all these years with Hank.

He moaned, then asked, “What about your husband?”

I released his cock and said, “He’s not here. Do you enjoy taking a married woman?”

He grew excited, “Fuck yeah!”

I laughed at his enthusiasm and said, “Then you can ‘ Fuck Yeah’  me all you want.” He reached down and awkwardly grabbed my breasts, pulling at them, as he said, “Come up here. Ride me?”

I laughed as I crawled up, replying, “Fuck yeah!”

I felt so free, and sexy, and horny, as I held his large stiff cock up, and lowered onto him. I was actively fucking another man in our home, sitting on this hard stud’s bare penis. I needed no lube because I was so wet and excited, feeling his strange cock invade my insides, making me feel so good!

Doug moaned at the feeling, as he played with my breasts, mauling them and tweaking my nipples, which drove me even madder at the stimulation. I rode him slowly, feeling my orgasms gently rising, hoping to keep him stiff for a long while.

I watched him playing with my breasts, and his face as I rode his enormous erection of steel. I could feel him rubbing me deep inside where no man had touched me before. I envisioned his cockhead, poised to spew more of his hot semen deep inside me, and almost wished that I were fertile so that his little baby makers could complete me by piercing my eggs.

I felt my orgasm growing, as I considered that this was my son’s friend, and my son was unaware of the carnal act his mother was perpetrating with his friend. I reached back and felt his heavy balls, ready to fill me again with his hot semen.

As I grew more excited, Doug reacted more actively, clearly on the way to his next orgasm. I needed him to stay hard for me so that I could get off first, though, so I gripped his balls firmly, keeping him from coming.

Just as I was approaching my peak, we heard the front door open, and clattering from the living room. Doug froze, a look of surprise on his face. We knew it was Hank, home from wherever he had been.

I was so horny, and on the edge of orgasm, that I didn’t care. I knew there was a high likelihood that he’d go straight into the bedroom and pass out on the bed. But if he looked for me, I wanted him to find me with this young stud spewing his sperm into me.

I looked down at Doug, and continued riding him, saying softly, “I need to come. Fill me right now.”

Doug said quietly, “But your husband.”

“Doesn’t matter,” I said. “You fucking own me. Fuck me!” I know my voice wasn’t quiet. I guess Hank must have been in the bedroom by then, because my orgasm hit as I told Doug that he owned me. I remember my mind exploding as my pussy raged and muscles spasmed. I fell against him, and vaguely registered that Doug was moaning and had grabbed my ass, pulling me tight as he pumped his seed into me.

As I recovered my senses, I lifted my head off Doug's shoulder, looking into his eyes. He was staring wide-eyed at me, but panting as he recovered, too.

He said softly, “You screamed.”

“I did?” I recalled nothing other than the wave of pleasure and uncontrollable feelings.

“I don’t hear him. I can’t believe he didn’t hear you,” our guest said as he looked at me. We let the quiet continue for another couple of minutes, then he asked, “What should we do?”

I kissed his neck and said, “Stay in bed.” I looked into his eyes and said, “And fuck some more.”

Doug grew a small smile and asked, “Really?”

I put my hand on his softened penis, covered in our juices, and said, “Don’t you want to take another man’s wife? In his house? While he sleeps?”

Doug moved his hand onto my breasts and said, “Not his wife anymore. I own you, remember?”

As I leaned forward to kiss him, I said, “You do.”

***

We stayed in bed for another couple of hours, then I returned to the master bedroom. As I suspected, Hank had passed out on the bed, still in his clothes. I stripped off my sweaty sex covered lingerie, as I asked, “How was your night, Hank?”

He was dead to the world, so I continued, “Good. Yeah, mine was nice. I got my brains fucked out by Bobby’s friend. Yeah, he has an enormous cock, so I am going to let him use me whenever he wants. Is that OK with you?” That I was cheating on Hank made this so exciting. I was still in love with him, but was so thrilled at how Doug’s lust made me feel. It was like when Hank and I were first together - I was always horny.

I went to sleep, dreams of Doug filled my head all night long.

***

The next day, I was disappointed that Hank was already awake, and showering. I actually felt mad at him because he was denying me my morning play with Doug.

I went to Doug’s room anyway, to confirm that he was awake, and check his plans for the day.

When I opened his door, he was naked on the bed, stroking himself to hardness. He smiled, “Want to play?”

I groaned, “God, I want to. Hank is up, though. What is your plan today?”

He grinned, “Well, I was hoping to stay here and fuck all day, but Bobby texted that him and Cindy are coming over to watch the game in a couple of hours. Maybe we can sneak off?”

I appreciated his eagerness, but was very disappointed. “I doubt it. Do you think he’ll stay at Cindy’s tonight?”

Doug grinned and said, “He asked me if it was OK. He said he feels guilty leaving me here with you while he’s with Cindy. I told him it was fine, that I’m OK hanging with you.”

I sensed he was taking this lightly. “You can NEVER tell him, right?” I said sternly. “It will ruin our family, and you’ll never have sex with me again.”

“Oh, I won’t,” he blurted. “And if he doesn’t find out?”

I knew what he was asking, so I opened my robe, displaying my nakedness and said, “As long as he doesn’t know, I expect you to be inside me every minute we’re alone.”

He stroked himself faster as he grinned broadly.

I closed my robe and pointed to his enormous cock, “Save that for me later, OK?”

Doug reluctantly released his penis and got up, saying, “I better get a shower. A COLD shower.” I chuckled at his reaction as I left the room.

***

When I returned to our room, Hank was up and undressed, getting ready for a shower. It may have been my guilty imagination, but when he looked at me it felt like he knew I was up to no good. “Checking on Doug?” he asked as he watched me.

“Yeah. Seeing if he was up to see if I should make breakfast.”

“Hmm. Was he up?” He nodded at me and said, “He would be in an instant if your robe was open like that.”

I realized I had forgotten to close it when I left Doug’s room. I quickly covered, “Ha! I guess I’m lucky he wasn’t awake.”

Hank was looking at me with an unusual lust, and said, “Good. If he’s asleep, we can have a little fun,” as he grasped his hardening penis and stepped towards me.

“Uh, I’m not even showered,” I protested, although I was still horny after seeing Doug stroking himself.

Hank chuckled as he touched my neck, “Good, I like you dirty. I like you to be my dirty girl.” He kissed my neck, which definitely got my body charged up. I felt my body respond as he nuzzled my neck and touched me in all the right places. As we fell to the bed, I clung to him, eager to feel him enter me.

I had a moment of panic as Hank worked his hard dick inside me, afraid that he could tell I had taken Doug there last night. His moan of pleasure, and the feeling of his familiar moves, removed all fear. I could feel my excitement building at the familiar feeling of my husband making love to me.

It differed from the fevered fucking of the college  man’s massive meat - no less pleasurable, but more refined and easy to build my orgasm. Hank always held off until I came first, then as I recovered, I felt and heard his familiar urgency as he released inside me. I felt another orgasm hit me unexpectedly as I realized that two different men had pumped their seed into me in less than 12 hours.

Hank was smiling as I regained my senses, “Wow, that was nice.” He got a playful look on his face as he asked, “Were you thinking of someone else? Maybe Doug?”

My response was both a truth and a lie: “No, I wasn’t thinking of him. Do you think some 20-year-old guy is gonna want to bang a mom in her 40s?”

He gave my neck a kiss and said, “I would,” before he pulled me off the bed and led me to the shower, where we cleaned up together.

As we got dressed, I mused over what I should wear. I was feeling very sexy after getting laid twice in 24 hours, so I wanted to show off. I was also mindful that my son and his girlfriend would be there, so I had to keep it somewhat subdued.

I selected tight jeans and a white tank with spaghetti straps that showed off my cleavage, assisted by a strapless bra.

When Hank saw me, he said, “Wow!” He examined me closer, then said, “Lose the bra and let’s see.”

“Hank, it will be obvious that I’m not wearing one.”

“Yeah,” he grinned. “Just you and Doug hanging out? Give the guy a thrill - I’m sure none of the college girls has a rack like yours.”

He had a point, and I was excited to show off, so I pulled off the bra and examined myself in the mirror as Hank looked on. “Perfect!” he said, as I noticed that my aureoles and my ever-hard nipples were perfectly displayed through the thin material.

The look excited me, but I said, “I’ll have to change when Bobby gets here with Cindy.”

Hank laughed, “But until then, Doug's jeans will feel awful tight on him.”

I walked Hank to the door, and watched him leave, then headed to Doug’s room. Just as I got to the hallway, Doug emerged, and asked quietly, “Is he gone?”

“Yes.” I could understand his concern. He probably felt the same that I did - somehow people could tell that we had sex.

As he walked towards me and saw my outfit, he said, “Holy shit!” It was exactly the reaction I wanted. His hands moved to my breasts just as the front door opened, admitting Bobby and Cindy.

I quickly turned, so that Doug’s hands fell away and we weren’t caught like that. I rushed to meet Bobby, hoping that he didn’t notice what we were doing. Luckily, he was carrying a bag of snacks and was busy juggling that and the door.

“Hi baby! Hi Cindy,” I said, still spooked from almost getting caught. It was then that I realized they were staring at my breasts, my nipples visible through the light material.

Cindy said, “You might want to change…” before she walked off to the kitchen.

I looked down, as if surprised, and said, “Sorry, your father and I…”

“Stop!” said Bobby. “I don’t think I want to hear the rest.” He stared openly at my breasts as he grinned, “I think you look awesome, but Cindy seems upset.” He reluctantly followed his girlfriend.

As soon as he turned to walk away, Doug’s hands were on my breasts, groping them and playing with my nipples. He said quietly, “Shit. Wear this around the house more, OK?”

I laughed at the reactions of all of them, and went to my room, where I pulled on a blouse over the tank. My nipples were still visible, but only from an angle whenever the blouse pulled open.

I had no interest in the game on TV, and couldn’t really sit with Doug because I didn’t want to blow our cover. I wanted to blow something else; I thought to myself.

***

I checked in on them several times, resisting the urge to masturbate when I was in my room. As I watched them interacting, I realized they weren't fully formed adults yet, in fact the guys were just older copies of their school day selves. Horsing around and making stupid jests. As I watched them I grew aware that Doug wouldn’t normally be attractive to me, if it wasn’t for his enormous cock. I realized that the only reason I wanted him was for that. Which was OK because he probably only wanted me for my pussy.

I finally returned to my room for the rest of the game because I was getting annoyed as I watched Doug. He really wasn’t much more than a fool, so I had no genuine attraction to him.

After the game ended Bobby and Cindy got ready to leave and asked Doug if he wanted to come along to dinner. Bobby said “sorry, Mom I don’t want you to end up entertaining Doug all weekend.”

“I don’t mind,” I replied. “He’s good company.” I grew horny as I remembered the feeling of his enormous dick inside me and couldn’t wait for more.

Doug made some dumb comment which caused me to think, “ Take Doug, just leave his cock.”

***

I saw Bobby and Cindy out the front door. As soon as I was closing the door, I felt Doug’s hand on my breast as he said “finally.”

I was horny, but also annoyed at his behavior during the game. He wasn’t mean or behaving poorly, he was just a stupid ‘bro.’ When I turned to him, my look must have betrayed me.

He removed his hand, and said, “Oh. Sorry. Um, you wanna have a drink, or get some dinner, or something? I didn’t mean to be, um, forward.”

Well, now was as good a time as any to set rules.

“Doug, that’s thoughtful, but I think we need to talk about what we’re doing here.”

“Um, OK,” he said stupidly. He clearly wasn’t up for any genuine conversations for years.

“We’re not boyfriend-girlfriend, OK?” He nodded. “We’re just fuck-buddies. Well, not even buddies.” I paused for a second, as his face showed him thinking. “We’re both in this only for sex. I want your dick, and you want my pussy and mouth and ass. So don’t pretend its anything more. You want sex, just say you want to fuck. I want sex, I’ll say the same. All I want from you is a big hard dick fucking me senseless, and all you want is a hole to fuck.”

He looked at me a little dumbfounded. “All you want is sex? And I can have it whenever I want?”

“Yep,” I said. I tried not to be harsh, but didn’t want him to become confused. “Well, whenever my husband is away, or asleep. And Bobby can never know.”

“Um, really? Just sex?” he seemed shocked, but I saw the smile grow on his face. I was the perfect thing for a 20-year-old man.

“OK, What now?” he asked after it sunk in.

“Get naked and fuck my brains out,” I said as I started pulling off my clothes.

And that’s exactly what we did. We stayed in the living room, fucking on the sofa, over the chair, on the coffee table and anywhere we could get leverage. After Doug came inside me the first time, he could stay hard for nearly an hour, and I couldn’t get enough of his giant cock stretching and pounding me.

He was excited about having sex somewhere other than bed, and caught him looking at family pictures while we had sex. I realized how exciting it was, and encouraged him to talk dirty, “Tell Hank how good it feels to fuck his wife!”

“Oh yeah! Your wife feels so good on my cock, man! I’m dicking her like you never will! Fuck, I wish I could have fucked you on your wedding night, Jenny.”

He spoke to a picture of Bobby, “Hey buddy, bet you didn’t think your Mom would be my summer hook-up. Gonna nut her and give you a brother!”

His dirty disrespectful talk made me feel so filthy and wanton - I orgasmed more than I had in years, coming again and again as his enormous cock stretched me and he used me.

It was lucky we didn’t move to a bedroom, because we could hear Hank’s car pull up, and had just enough time to grab our clothes and run to our rooms before he entered the front door.

When I got to the bedroom, I panicked, not sure whether I should try to put on my clothes, or pretend like I was about to shower. Why would I shower now? Why would I change my clothes? When the bedroom door opened, I knew I had squandered my time, and answered Hank's questions, hoping I could sound convincing.

Hank entered the room and smiled when he saw me naked, holding clothes. He said, “Changing? Maybe into something to tease Doug?”

He stepped towards me and gave me a kiss. I could taste the whisky. “Your last outfit was great, but what you’re wearing now will certainly rock his world. And, you’ll be ready for action when he want to bang your brains out.”

My stomach churned a bit at his words - he did not know how close he was to the truth.

“Even like this, I don’t think he’ll want to pork an old lady,” I said, thankful that my husband didn’t directly ask why I was naked.

I felt his hand move to my pussy as he kissed me again, “Umm, but it feels like you’re a tad excited. I think the old lady wants to pork.” He laughed, not waiting for my response, as he unfastened his pants, “And I have just the sausage for her!”

Oh my God, he wanted sex! He thought that Doug’s cum was my pussy getting wet. He was about to fuck me, not knowing that I was already full of another man’s semen.

I should have panicked or grossed out or had some other unpleasant emotion. Instead, I felt thrilled at the idea that my husband was about to fuck another man’s cum into me. I was excited that this would be the eighth or ninth time I had fucked in the past 24 hours, with different men alternating! God, I felt like a slut, but loved the feeling.

I eagerly helped my husband undress, sucking his already hard-cock, to show him how much I wanted this. In no time, he was on top of me, sliding his erection into my cheating, used pussy. I moaned at the feeling and at the thought of what I was doing. I was ready for another orgasm, even after all the ones I had earlier today.

“Umm, are you excited, baby? It’s OK if you think about Doug,” Hank said as he started his rhythm. I realized again how different it felt, having a man that knew me, rather than a stranger’s cock that just pounded away.

Even though I felt my orgasm building, it took a while before I peaked. I watched my husband’s face as he enjoyed the feeling of me. I wondered how much he would enjoy it if he knew our guest had spent the evening battering my insides with his monster cock?

I finally tried to let myself come - I could tell Hank was holding off for me to have my orgasm. He didn’t know that I had come a half dozen times already today, and was worn out. Finally, I peaked, and Hank followed just after, filling me with his hot semen. I lay there with him, knowing that both men’s baby makers were swimming inside me, seeking eggs that didn’t exist.

I stayed in bed with my husband, even though he fell asleep shortly after.

***

The next morning, I awoke early and found that my husband was still sleeping. I pulled on my robe and checked on Doug. It was the time he usually woke, so I figured that he’d be in bed, stroking himself and waiting for me.

When I quietly entered his room, I was surprised that he was still sleeping. I noticed the bulge in his sheets and pulled them back to find that his cock was mostly awake.

I was feeling naughty, so I woke him like most men want. I took my time hefting his meat, examining the size of it, and the beauty of his veiny material. He smelled faintly of sweat and sex, so likely had not showered since yesterday’s fucking.

I took my time and swirled his enormous head around in my mouth, before licking up and down his shaft, and teasing his pee-hole with the tip of my tongue. Eventually, I heard a soft moan as he woke up.

“Mmm, thanks. Want to fuck?” he asked bluntly. I was happy that he understood our relationship.

“Not now, we’ll be too loud. Let me blow you.”

Doug chuckled softly, “OK, I guess if you want to.”

I did. As I played with his cock, I really grew excited about getting him to squirt his cum into my mouth. I wanted to taste his semen - the fruits of my work on his penis.

It didn’t take very long, only a few minutes, before he groaned and started spraying into my mouth, which I quickly swallowed. I sucked every drop out of him before I rose and said, “Thanks.”

“Is your husband going out today?” Doug asked hopefully.

“I dunno. We’ll find some time,” I promised.

I needed to get myself off, so hurried back to our room. Hank was up and in the shower. I panicked when I realized he could have easily come looking for me and found us with Doug’s cock down my throat. He must have assumed I was making coffee or breakfast.

Damn, orgasm would have to wait. I rushed to the kitchen to make coffee.

***

Hank hung around the house and worked on some projects, as well as got some paperwork done in the office. There was no chance to hook up with Doug until the afternoon, when Hank fell asleep for a brief nap on the sofa.

We had all been watching a show, when the snoring alerted us to Hank’s nap. Doug looked over at me hopefully and mouthed, “Sex?”

I knew Doug was out. Whenever he fell asleep, he was dead to the world. I had a wicked thought, and immediately moved to Doug, falling to my knees in front of the chair where he sat.

I reached for his pants as he whispered, “What if he wakes up?”

I replied in a normal voice, “He won’t. We can’t wake him. Now I need to taste your dick.”

There were no more objections, as I blew Doug while my husband snoozed in the next seat over. It took a little longer than usual to get Doug off, but he came a bucket load when he did. The excitement made it harder for him, but also probably had his balls working overtime on the load.

The timing was perfect - as I swallowed down the last of Doug’s semen; we heard the key in the door as my son returned home. I had just enough time to get back in my seat, and Doug just finished closing his pants as Bobby entered the room. I could still taste Doug’s cum as we all headed to bed. It was awkward but exciting when Hank decided he wanted sex - I was kissing him with the same mouth that had just sucked off our guest. It gave me such an intense orgasm as I thought about what a dirty slut I had become.

***

The whole next week, I went to Doug’s room each morning after Bobby was in the shower, and returned to my room with a belly full of cum. Doug seemed surprised that I was eager to give him head every morning, but he didn’t complain. It was hard to explain how much I loved sucking on his beautiful cock, and how exciting it was to taste and hear him grunting his balls into my mouth.

Unfortunately, Bobby was at home every night except one, so he could get up early for work. The one night that he stayed at Cindy’s, I waited until Hank was asleep, then went to Doug’s room so I could feel his enormous cock stretching my insides. It was almost perfect - he fucked me with the energy and urgency of youth, without all the entanglement of a relationship, and he had a willing pussy who never said no. He finally understood that this was simply for sex.


Catch and Release

Friday night, while we were having dinner, Bobby announced that he’d be heading over to Cindy’s after dinner, and would stay until Sunday night.

“Cindy’s Mom is OK with you sleeping over there?” I asked. Even though she was in college, it surprised me that her Mom was OK with this.

“Yes, Mom,” Bobby said, clearly annoyed at my question. “She knows we have sex.”

He turned to Doug and said, “Sorry man, you’ll have to find your own pussy for the summer.”

Doug said brightly, “It's OK man, I'll manage.” I felt my pussy growing wet, knowing that I was his pussy for the summer. I’d get plenty of ‘dick time’ on the weekends now!

We finished dinner, and Bobby packed a bag while I cleared the dishes. I knew we had a couple of hours before Hank got home, longer if he went for drinks with his friends.

I walked Bobby to his car, gave him a kiss, then re-entered the house. As soon as I stepped over the threshold, I saw Doug standing naked in the hallway, holding his beautiful enormous cock, which was already mostly hard.

He smiled and said, “I guess you’re my summer pussy.”

I liked his eagerness, “I am.” I stripped my clothes as we raced to his room. As I settled onto his bed, I felt a thrill knowing that I was in another man’s bed, giving myself to him. I was in my home, cheating on my husband and letting my son’s friend use me like a sex object.

As Doug approached the bed, he said, “Will you talk dirty? I like that.”

I said rather loudly “Sure. Are you ready to fuck me?” I spread my legs wide, and said “Here you go, stud. My legs are wide open ready for you. I want your big hard dick inside me right now!”

Doug crawled between my legs and said “Wow. That’s great.”

I said “You too. Talk dirty. You can call me names or tell me what to do in the most dirty way you can.“

I felt Doug enter me, as he moaned, “Fuck, you feel so good. Your cunt is so wet.”

“I need your big dick. It makes me wet and excited to feel you fuck me hard in my house, cheating on my husband.”

“Oh, God! Yes. Is my dick better than his? Do I fuck better?”

“Oh, yes! Much bigger and better. Fucking ruin me with that cock! Make me feel like a whore! Use me hard!”

That seemed to do the trick. Doug started pounding the hell out of me, taking the wind out of me with his deep hard thrusts. It always felt so good, and so dirty, feeling a man deeper inside me than anyone had been, this felt better than ever.

Doug grunted, “Fuck! Your pussy is so good! You’re so hot and wet. You like being my slut?”

“Oh, yes!”

Doug pounded away at me like he wanted to pierce my insides. It felt amazing to be used so hard - this was more than he had done so far, and I moaned in enjoyment. I encouraged him by saying, “Harder! Fuck! So Deep!” and “Come in me! Please! Come inside me!”

My dirty talk actually made me orgasm first, and I didn’t hold back. I screamed out louder than I had in years. I wasn’t sure what I said or how long I thrashed through it, but Doug seemed to like it because just as I recovered, he groaned and said, “Coming! Take it, slut!”

“Yes! Come inside me! You own my pussy, baby!”

Doug stiffened and jerked as he shot his load into me. I held him, nearing another orgasm as I thought about my son’s friend coming inside me. As he finished, he groaned, “God! I love doing that! You’re my cum dump, aren’t you?”

I cooed, “I am. I am your whore.”

I could feel Doug’s cum leaking down my leg as I rolled over to play with his cock, hoping for another round. As I fondled his huge meat, I was already getting horny thinking about how good it felt to be stuffed full and fucked hard by this handsome stud.

I froze when I heard Hank call out, “Jenny?” from the living room. He must have just walked in.

I panicked, and hopped off the bed, rushing out so that he didn’t catch me in Doug’s room. When I entered the hallway, I realized I was stark naked, and my brain raced for an explanation, hoping that I’d make it to the bedroom after him - I could say that I was in the kitchen.

I stopped short when I saw Hank waiting in the living room. He saw me emerging from the hallway that led to Bobby’s room and the guest room.

I froze for a minute as Hank stared at me. I saw his eyes go up and down, taking in that I was walking naked out of the hallway. My stomach lurched, expecting a big blowup.

He surprised me by smiling and saying “You look great. Come here. “

I walked towards him, and he grabbed me and pulled me in for a kiss. My lips parted to let his tongue in, and he nearly strangled me as we kissed so hard, harder than we had kissed in years. His hands moved to my naked ass as he pulled me tight against him. After a long time we broke the kiss, and he pushed me against the sofa as he reached for his belt and said “bend over, I’m taking you here.“

I was shocked, and honestly a little horny because of my interrupted fun with Doug and this unexpected wild assault by my husband. I turned as I objected “Doug. What if he hears?“

Hank’s pants were already on the floor, his erection almost nearly hard and pointed at me. He chuckled and said, “Let him watch, then.”

He stepped behind me and roughly pulled me against him, as he ordered, “Open yourself for me.”

I leaned forward against the sofa and spread my legs, then braced my chest against the cushion as I reached back and separated my butt cheeks, exposing my sex.

I felt him push into me and growl, “Wow, you feel so loose and wet!” He thought it was from my excitement, but I knew it was Doug’s cum that had me lubricated.

I moaned at the pure raunchiness of being taken in our living room unexpectedly like this. I also got more excited as I realized he was the second man to have sex with me in a 10 minute span. He didn’t know it, but my husband was pushing Doug’s cum deep inside me!

Hank grabbed my hips to get leverage, as he pushed himself all the way into me, squashing my butt flat. His cock wasn’t as big as Doug’s but it felt like he was deeper! I forgot how full and deep it felt when he took me doggy style.

I felt his cock head nudging my cervix, pushing the other man’s seed towards my eggs, if they hadn’t been removed. I spread my legs a bit more, and willed my insides to open imagining Doug’s little sperm swimming into my opening.

Hank’s sudden groan surprised me, as he stiffened and came! He never orgasmed this fast! In fact, he rarely came at all, staying hard for 30 minutes, while I had multiple orgasms. I imagined his sperm shooting directly into my cervix, washing Doug’s away, and felt both angry and excited that their baby makers were fighting for me.

I could feel my orgasm building, and hoped that Hank would stay hard so I could get off. I was disappointed when I felt him pull out, so I turned around and grabbed his still-hard penis, “Just a little longer, baby! I’m so close!”

“You’re horny?” Hank asked. Duh.

“Yes! So horny! Just a bit more. Maybe your fingers?” My skin was tingling and my nipples were so hard. Of course, my nipples were always hard, but I bet I could carve steel with them now.

Hank smiled and moved one hand to my pussy, and the other cupped a breast. I was so hot! He leaned in and kissed me.

As we broke the kiss, he said, “If you’re horny, go back to Doug’s bed. I’m sure he’s hard again, or will be when he sees you.”

My heart stopped for a second. Hank was smiling, and I could feel his finger inside me. “What? I…”

He cut me off, “Stop. I know you’ve been fucking him for a couple of weeks at least.” My heart was beating so fast. I was trapped, but Hank seemed calm. “I heard you two just now. It was SO amazing.”

Hank wiggled his finger inside me and added, “Now’s not the time to talk. Now’s the time to fuck. I want you to go back to his bed and give him everything. When he’s done with you, come to our bed, OK?”

I stared at him, trying to catch my breath. He wanted  me to have sex with Doug?

I watched him, trying to figure out how I felt. He understood my confusion.

“Go back to his bed. For ten minutes, or ten hours, I don’t care.” He leaned forward and kissed me again, as I felt his finger withdraw from me.

When we broke the kiss, he kept his face close, and said, “Actually, I’m fine with ten hours. You give him everything , understand? Don’t hold back - you said that you’re his whore.” He winked, “And don’t be quiet. Tell him I passed out, if you like.”

Hank stood back, and I noticed his cock was rock hard again. He said, “Now go. I want to watch you walk naked to his room. That is so fucking hot, baby, watching you walk to another man’s bed.”

I thought about things as I ambled down the hall. My husband has just sent me to have sex with another man. A 20-year-old man with an enormous hard cock and equally hard body. I had a full pass to work out my lust on a man half my age!

By the time I got to Doug’s room, I was ready for more. When I opened the door, he was sitting naked on the bed, his long cock hung down over his large balls. He was tapping at his phone.

He looked up at me, a bit surprised, and said, “I was expecting to hear fighting. I was trying to decide whether to pack.”

I smiled, thinking how the situation was exactly the opposite.

“He was horny and drunk. So I took care of him,” which was sort of true.

“And now you’re back for some better sex?” he grinned.

“Yes. Back for anything.” I wasn’t here to talk, so I entered his room, and knelt in front of him. I left the door wide open - if my husband wanted to listen, he could hear me giving it up to our guest.

I reached out and grabbed his penis. I loved the way his large warm meat felt in my hand. As I sucked him into my mouth, I could taste our sex - he hadn’t washed it off. I was thankful - the taste and smell turned me on even more!

I looked up at him for eye contact, and saw that he had his phone camera pointed at me. He said, “You like that, Jenny?”

Something was exciting about being watched, I realized. “Yes, I love your cock,” I said, taking a moment to release him from my mouth.

“How’s it taste? Like Heaven?” He chuckled.

I looked into the camera again, as I held his stiff monster in front of my face. “It tastes like pussy and cum.” I gave it a few lollipop licks, then added, “Your cum, my pussy.” I swirled his dick head in my mouth, sucking at the edges of his glans, which caused him to moan.

“Oh, wow. You like my cum in your pussy, Jenny? More than your husband’s?”

This guy was really excited about cheating with me.

“Um, SO much better!” I hammed it up for the camera, “I LOVE your cock. That’s why I’m in here with you, and Hank is in the other room alone.”

“Oh! Ready to fuck some more, baby? Show off that rack and hot body for me.” He directed.

I stood and turned slowly so he could video me. I hoped he jerked off to this for years to come. Wait! I realized he was probably going to show this to buddies, too! That made me even hornier, I gave them an anonymous piece of video so they could fantasize that I was talking to them.

I spread my legs a bit, staring at the camera, and said, “I need your cock! Fuck my married pussy.”

That did it for Doug, he was up and pulling me onto the bed in an instant, the camera on the side table.

I spread my legs and arms for him, embracing his hard body as I felt him enter me. We kissed as he worked himself all the way inside me, so deep that it thrilled me as always, feeling my whole body given to him.

He said, “You’re so wet. Is that his cum? Did he come inside you?”

I knew the competition excited him. “He did. But your cum was in me first.” I kissed his ear, and whispered, “He pushed yours in SO deep. He was fucking your sperm deep inside me and didn’t know it. Do you like that?”

Apparently he did, because he started fucking me harder. I could feel his cock stretching me deep inside, pushing his and Hank’s sperm into me. He groaned, “Mine will be last, too. My cum inside you first, and last, because I own your pussy.”

“Oh, you do!,” I said loud enough in case Hank was listening. I felt so full, and realized that even though Hank had been deep inside me from behind, there was no way he could compete with how Doug’s enormous cock felt, filling me and making me feel so completely taken. That was it - I knew Doug owned me when he was inside me.

As that realization hit me, it was like my body agreed, and I felt an enormous orgasm hit me, causing me to cling to Doug like my soul was part of his. My pussy was trying to milk the life from him as my mind swirled and voice cried out his name, wailing that I was his forever.

As I regained my senses, I saw Doug was smiling at me as I felt him continue to plunge his hard cock into my willing body. He said, “Well, I don’t know how your husband could sleep through that, but I certainly know that you belong to me.”

I could feel my body responding again to his invasion softly, “I do.”

We continued on for a couple of hours before I could no longer get him hard. He complained his balls ached from all the cum he had ‘pumped into’ me. I had lost count of the number of orgasms that we shared, but it felt like I had a constant trickle of his semen running out of me.

I asked, “Are you done using me?” God, that felt so dirty, to ask that. I waited with excitement for his answer.

He could see my smile, so said, “Yeah. I’m done using you. You can go back to your room for now.”

My stomach fluttered in excitement. Something was SO erotic about him ‘using me.’ I wanted him to use me. He owned me, after all. My body knew it. My husband now knew it.

I climbed out of bed and left, walking naked back to my room. I paused for a second, thinking about retrieving my clothing, but decided not to. I felt so naughty and exhilarated walking naked through our house from one man’s bed to another.

I had other things to consider as I approached our bedroom door. It still seemed odd that Hank wanted me to sleep with Doug. I tried to recall his exact words - was he really excited, or kicking me to the curb and Doug’s bed was the most brutal suggestion?

I was pretty sure he was excited for this. Had he wanted it before? Did I miss signals? Would I have even considered it? As I opened our bedroom door, I saw the lights were on. Well, time to find out.

***

I entered the room, and Hank was sitting on the bed, waiting. He was naked, and I could see that he had an erection. I wasn’t sure I could take anymore, even though walking through the house naked made me excited.

“Hi. I need to clean up,” I said, hoping to buy a little time.

Hank smiled sweetly and said, “Please don’t. You look amazing right now.” He rose and closed the distance between us, gently touching my shoulders as he kissed my neck. His face lingered as he sniffed my hair and his hand slid down my back to my ass. Despite my exhaustion, I felt a tingle of excitement.

He said softly, “You smell like sweat, his sweat. And I feel it on your back.”

His face moved in front of mine as he said gently, “And you smell like semen and sex.” He kissed my lips gently as he added, “You are gorgeous like this.”

I was surprised, and a little turned on at how his words and touch made me feel. I felt his hand move down between my legs, and involuntarily stiffened.

“Don’t be shy. I know what you were doing, let me feel,” my husband asked softly.

I parted my legs a bit and felt his fingers rub my labia, as he slid one into me.

“Ooh, you’re so wet. He’s still leaking out of you.” I was a statement, not a question.

As he slid a second fingertip into me, he asked, “Does he have a big penis?” He was watching my eyes, so he’d know if I was telling the truth.

“Uh,” I started, trying to figure out how not to hurt him. “That doesn’t matter.”

Hank got a little sparkle in his eyes as he said, “It does, very much. You won’t hurt me, just tell the truth. How big is his cock? How much bigger than mine?”

Our eyes met, and I ventured the truth. “It’s huge. A few inches longer than you, but at least twice as thick.”

Hank seemed excited by that. “And you took him all inside you?”

I nodded once.

“And you loved it, didn’t you?” I started to answer, but he cut me off. “I know you did. The entire neighborhood does, because you screamed out how he made you feel. About how you want him to own you, how you want him inside you all the time.”

My stomach flopped. I forgot about my outburst. I opened my mouth to speak, but Hank covered it with a kiss.

He held his face near mine and said softly, “I want you to feel that way. I want you to need his cock like you need air.” My heart was racing as he said those words. We just looked into each other's eyes, then he asked, “Do you feel that way? Deep inside you, do you feel that way?”

I remembered how I felt. I’ll remember that moment for a long time. It was so powerful that I could relive it right now. I said simply, “Yes,” as I felt my pussy hungering for that feeling again. Despite all the sex that I had this evening, I was ferociously horny for more.

Hank kissed me again and said, “I want to feel you after he’s had you. I want to feel you stretched by him, after you’ve given him everything.”

I grasped his raging erection, and said simply, “Yes.”

There was no tenderness or foreplay, Hank just wanted to be inside me. And I wanted him there. It was so fast that I didn’t register the action, but I was on my back, and Hank was inside me, fucking away.

I don’t recall his words, but it seemed I was in a daze, hearing him describe how loose I felt, and how much he loved I was sloppy with Doug’s cum. I could feel arousal, but I was basically laying there letting him fuck me as I thought about Doug.

I felt an orgasm building, but it was a more pleasant sense of relief, not the soul-tearing, body-ripping experience I had when Doug was deep inside me. I saw Hank get excited when I came, and knew he was groaning and grunting his semen into me, but it felt like I was watching it happen.

I realized with a mixture of emotions that it was Hank that was using me, Doug was something more.

***

After Hank finished, he pulled back and looked at me with a little excitement and amusement. “You weren’t really here, were you?”

I was still in my daze, so didn’t quite know how to react.

“You were thinking about Doug. And I wasn’t as good, was I? You wished it was him?”

My brain registered the words. It would have made me scared or concerned, but the way he asked felt like he expected me to be this way. “Uh,” I started, unsure how to finish.

Doug said, “Shush. It’s OK.” He touched my breast and said, “Be his. Lean into this and let yourself go. Give yourself completely to him whenever he wants you, just come back to me afterwards.”

He looked me directly in the eyes and said, “Let him own you. Promise?”

I felt mixed emotions. Here was my husband, who I should be faithful to, telling me to be with another man. I took a moment to remember how it felt when I begged Doug to own me - how I felt complete and fulfilled and in complete bliss. I wanted that again.

I said simply, “I promise.”

***

The next morning, I woke to a mixture of emotions. I was relieved that Hank wasn’t upset that I had cheated, but also surprised that he wanted me to keep sleeping with our guest..

I reached over and massaged Hank’s cock, easily giving him an erection and waking him. As I fondled him, working to get him as hard as I needed, he said, “Does Bobby know about you and Doug?”

“No.”

“OK. Be careful, though. You were pretty loud last night,” he cautioned. He gave me a smile, and added, “I loved it, though. Don’t hold back when I’m here.”

“I thought no one was in the house.”

“Umm. Is it just after work, or do you go to Doug in the mornings?”

“I usually wake him like this,” I said, as I lowered my face onto my husband’s cock.

I had just sucked his cock head into my mouth when I felt him push me away. I looked up to see what was wrong.

“Go to him now, then. I want to kiss you good morning after you’ve had another man’s cock in your mouth, beautiful.” He said with a pained smile. It couldn’t have been easy to break off in the middle of my actions.

“You want to taste Doug’s cock?” I was confused and a little weirded out.

“I want to taste your mouth after you’ve sucked another man. Doug, Jerry, a stranger, anyone.” He explained. “You are so sexy after you’ve been with another man.”

“Jerry?” Jerry was our neighbor, a confirmed bachelor in his thirties that had a regular stream of girlfriends. He had flirted with me shamelessly before I started avoiding him. He was handsome, and I was afraid I’d give in.

“That’s the reason I asked you to supersize your breasts rather than just lift them. I knew the guys would be on you like crazy and hoped you’d give in. I don’t know why you pushed Jerry away - everyone knows he wants to fuck you. And there have been others I know hit on you.” He said, excitement and a bit of guilt in his voice.

I thought about it for a second, and remembered that Hank never got jealous, and even seemed to disappear whenever the flirting from other men got intense. “You want me to be a slut? And gave me these tits to do it?”

“Your looks do it, but the tits help,” he said. “And yes, be a super slut.” He was more excited than I had seen him in a while, I guess he really wanted this. He added, “And start by taking care of Doug.”

I grabbed my robe, and Hank said, “Go naked. Go naked to him.”

“If I do that, He’ll know something is up,” I explained, but I left the robe off until I left our room.

As usual, Doug was awake and ready. With no words, I fell to the task, relishing the feel and taste of his huge penis, knowing I could have it whenever I wanted, now that Hank knew.

It didn’t take long before I was heading back to my husband with a mouth and belly full of our guest’s cum.

Hank was waiting, stroking his hard-on as he eagerly watched me re-enter our room. “There you go, my morning ritual,” I said.

“God, yes! Now me!” my husband reacted. I was surprised because he rarely asked me for oral sex.

As I leaned down to taste my second cock of the morning, I said, “I’m horny, so maybe don’t finish?”

“I’ll go down on you,” he said as I sucked him into my mouth. It didn’t take him long before he was filling my mouth, as I gulped down his cum, sending his baby makers to join Doug’s.

His energy surprised as he pulled me onto the bed, and buried his face between my legs. I felt his fingers and tongue working me, his familiarity getting me started quickly. I held his head, thinking about how I opened up for Doug’s cock, while I felt my orgasm building.

I was close, when Hank pulled away, removing his fingers and tongue, and killing my ride. I moaned my displeasure, and he resumed again, slowly. Unfortunately, the peak had subsided, so he had to bring me up again.

He did this sometimes, and the ultimate orgasm was better than a regular one when he edged me like this. It was just so damned frustrating!

Once again, he pulled away just a moment too soon, leaving me hanging. I reached to finish the job, and he grabbed my hand. “Not yet,” he said softly, as he pulled me from the bed.

What the hell?! We went to the shower and cleaned off, then he lay me in the bed again, and teased with his tongue. It took much longer to get me going, but I knew this would be a good one!

I gasped in exasperation when he stopped yet again! He chuckled as I lay there and he pulled on pants and shoes, then buried his face and fingers in me again. I gripped his head tightly, determined to have my orgasm!

When I was ready to explode, he forced himself away, as I wailed, “No! Stop teasing me! I need this!”

My husband smiled and said, “Get Doug. Bring him into our bed and get it that way.”

“What?” my brain was on the verge of frying, I was so frustrated and horny.

Hank leaned close and said, “Tell him I’ve left for the day and fuck him in our bed. I want to hear your first orgasm, then I’ll leave. Well, maybe I’ll wait to hear him pump a load into you,” he added with a grin.

“What? No. I need to come now!” I was desperate.

“Go get him,” Hank said with a pat on my pussy. I watched him slip out the bedroom door.  

Fuck. I was so horny! I leapt up, stark naked and crazed, and headed to Doug’s room. I flung open the door, catching him unaware. I said loudly, “Fuck me! Fuck me now!” then I turned and headed back to our bedroom.

I lay on the bed, and when Doug entered, I said, “Fuck me here in our bed. Take me like my husband never has.” I don’t know if that would hurt Hank or not, but I was so horny, and the bastard left me hanging. If he wanted to hear us have sex, this was it.

Doug was naked in an instant, and as he climbed on top of me, he smiled and said, “That’s what I want. Give me that cheating cunt!”

I don’t remember exactly what was said, but I was crazed and fucked him like he was the last penis on earth. When my orgasm hit, I screamed so loud; I thought I would the windows. Doug was calling me every dirty name in the book and telling me how he owned me and wanted to destroy me.

I had completely lost my mind, and it didn’t wear off for at least an hour. I wasn’t sure if Hank was listening, or left, or what. All I could think about was getting dicked down.

After an hour or more of sex, I was spent, and so was Doug. I sent him to get showered and cleaned up myself. As I washed the sweat and sex off of me, I thought about what I was doing, and how unbelievably freeing and dirty it felt.

I knew I’d be horny again later in the day - and wondered how much time we’d have. I knew Bobby wouldn’t be home until tomorrow evening, but wasn’t sure about Hank. I checked my phone, and he had left a message: “ Be back later tonight. Hope you’re very used when I take you back.”

I was already thinking about taking Doug inside me again, so stayed naked. I couldn’t recall a time in my life, even during wild college days, when I was this horny all the time.

I strolled out to the kitchen, where Doug was poking in the fridge. When he saw me, he said, “Whoa! Um, ready for more?”

I smiled and said, “Always. It’s just you and me today, so I want to be ready whenever you want me.” It made me so horny saying that, telling him I was just a thing to use.

He laughed, “Holy shit. This is a dream come true!” He unfastened his pants and said, “Start by sucking my cock.”

I fell to the task, and it wasn’t long before he had me bent over the counter, stretching my insides. I was so excited by this game - I felt thrilled that this college man just wanted me, and I was letting him do whatever he wanted in our home. I was still surprised that Hank wanted this, but I grew more excited thinking that Doug’s cock and all the sex might stretch me out for him.

I stayed naked all day, doing chores, cleaning up, and was regularly attacked by his always-hungry penis. The time passed too fast until I noticed it was dark. I checked my phone and found a few messages from Hank, the final one asking, “Should I find somewhere to sleep tonight?”

Damn. I had actually forgotten that Hank was killing time. I was so wrapped up in the pure lust of random and unlimited sex that I didn’t think of what my husband was doing.

“ No. Come home now. Wait quiet in kitchen. ” If he wanted to hear us, I’d make sure he did. It had been an hour or more since Doug and I last had sex, and he was probably ready for more. That my husband was going to hear us made me wet and ready. Besides being edged this morning and insanely horny, the sex with Doug was even wilder when I knew my husband was listening. I could be a little more ‘scripted’ for this next encounter.

I knew Hank could hear us clearly if we kept to the living room or dining room. The dining room was a little close for comfort - I didn’t want Doug to spot Hank lurking. So the living room was my plan. It worked out perfectly because Doug was watching some game on TV and was already naked. I figured I’d deal with hygiene later this summer, the entire house was open game for sex with him and we had fucked on nearly every piece of furniture.

I gently opened the kitchen door and left it ajar so Hank could slip in, then waited in the doorway until he arrived. I watched my husband open the door and step inside, then I gave a little twirl so that he could see that I was completely naked. His reaction thrilled me - his jaw hung open and eyes bulged, then he quickly recovered and smiled.

I quickly headed to the living room, where my daylong sex partner sat, watching the game. He smiled when he saw me, and asked, “Gonna watch the game?”

“No,” I said, as I felt the thrill of him looking at my nakedness. “Hank should be home soon, and I wanted to feel your cock inside me one more time.” I spoke loud enough that I could be heard in the kitchen. I smiled and added, “And talk dirty to me. I like it when you call me names.”

I knelt in front of him and began playing with his penis, sucking him and licking him to hardness. “Umm, your cock is so beautiful!”

“That’s it! Suck my cock. You love sucking cock, don’t you?”

“Umm, I do!” I replied loudly.

“Ready to be fucked?” he asked. “Bend over the chair.”

“God yes! I want you inside me!” I loved saying that, knowing Hank was listening. I got up and assumed the position. I knew he got inside me deepest from this position, and I was ready.

“Spread your cheeks, I want to see your wedding ring.”

I did as he asked, knowing Hank was listening.

“That’s it. This is so hot! You’re wearing your wedding ring, but your cunt is mine. You’re a real slut, aren’t you?”

“Oh, God, yes!” I agreed. “Fuck me already!”

I moaned as I felt him enter me. His thick cock felt so good, I felt so full!

“Fuck, you feel so good. You like my dick, Jenny?”

“Oh!” was all I could say, I was concentrating on the feeling.

“Better than your husband’s?”

“OH!” It was like he knew my husband was listening.

“Damn! Your pussy is so perfect for me. Grrr,” he groaned with the effort of getting himself all the way in. I could feel him pushing my insides around, he was SO deep!

As he bottomed out inside me, an orgasm suddenly hit me, and I started bucking and moaning and swearing. I knew Hank could hear, and attempted to talk dirty, but I had no control over the random babbling that emerged from me.

When I finally calmed, Doug began fucking me as he said, “Wow. You are a dirty slut, aren’t you? Fucking love my dick. I’m gonna nail you all summer.”

“Yes, God, yes,” I agreed. I was still high from the orgasm, and enjoying the feeling of him stretching me as he pounded into me with hard deep strokes.

After several minutes of him ramming me from behind, I felt his grip on my hips increase as he said, “Gonna nut in you! Leave my cum inside you for your husband. You want that, slut?”

“Oh yes! Come inside me!” I got out before another orgasm hit me. I was still lost in the depths of it as I registered Doug had pulled me tight and was emptying his balls inside me. That brought me to another peak, knowing he was filling me while my husband stood by listening.

Doug clung to me until he was drained, and I recovered from the orgasm. He pulled out, and I could feel semen running down my legs. As he pushed back, I asked softly, “Done with me?”

He slapped my ass and said loudly, “I’m done with you, slut. You be ready for more later, though.”

“I will,” I said more loudly, certain that Hank had heard our exchange. “Better get cleaned up and dressed before my husband gets home.”

Doug said, “Oh yeah.” and headed to his room.

I headed to the kitchen, where Hank was waiting, erection in hand.

I smiled and asked, “Did you like that?”

He leaned in for a deep kiss, and lifted me onto the table, as he pushed his hard-on into me. As I felt him enter me, he broke the kiss and said, “You are so fucking hot, my little slut!”

I lay there and took his pounding, which only lasted a couple of minutes before he groaned and added his seed to Doug’s. I felt so worn out but satisfied. We went to our room and showered, as Hank explored my body, commenting on how gorgeous I was after I shared myself. I doubted I looked any different, but it definitely reinforced that he wanted me to continue the affair and also consider other men.

***

The next morning, I awoke to find Hank staring at me eagerly, “Time to service our guest,” he said with a smile.

“I need to brush my teeth,” I complained, as I untangled myself from the sheets.

“Brush your teeth with his dick,” my husband persisted.

I stopped and looked at him “If I brush my teeth, I can taste his dick better.”

“Oh, OK,” he conceded.

Wow, this had escalated to some strange weird level of sex. I wasn’t complaining, just never imagined that I would head off to some other man’s room to service him each morning.

Doug was ready, as ever. After I got my morning bellyful of his sperm, I headed back to our bedroom, where Hank had his turn. He seemed so excited, as he got up and showered.

“I’ll be gone for the day, so you and Doug can fuck some more. Back at dinnertime?”

“Sure. That’s when Bobby should be back, too.” I watched him tying his shoes, “So this is it? I’m just supposed to be Doug’s penis pincushion?”

My husband’s eyes flashed with excitement. “Yes, please. I was thinking ‘cum receptacle,’ but I like ‘penis pincushion,’ too.”

“Well, it’s both. Aren’t you afraid to lose me?”

Hank paused and asked, “Should I worry?”

“No,” I smiled gently. “No worries about that. I love you. He’s just an enormous cock to fuck, not someone to spend time with.” I gave him my best evil grin, as I added, “Huge, tasty, beautiful cock.”

Hank grinned happily and said, “Well, I hope to feel the difference after that enormous cock has used you.”

“I’ll do my best,” I promised. Wow, life just became way more interesting.

***

I spend Sunday naked and available. Doug full used that availability and I had no complaints. It was just as exciting as ever - feeling how full he made me feel with his huge meat. I would have thought at some point one or the other of us would grow tired of the constant rutting, but we didn’t.

Late in the afternoon, as I bent over the living room chair for another round with him, I felt a pressure against my anus, then before I could say anything, he retreated and said, “Sorry, wrong hole.” I was wondering when he’d want to try that.

I said, “There is no wrong hole , Doug. Just use plenty of lube for that one.”

He asked brightly, “Really?”

“Yeah, really,” I assured him. I liked anal, but felt some trepidation at the size of Doug’s member.

It took about a half hour and lots of lube and patience, but he was eventually plunging the depths of my bowels, making me moan and gasp at the feeling. I thought I felt full before, but it was nothing compared to this!

I was definitely walking more carefully by the time Bobby and Hank got home. Hank was very excited to find out that I was letting Doug in my back door. Just like with my pussy, he wanted to taste where ‘another man was,’ which was fine by me. His tongue helped my soreness quite a bit, and he always gave me orgasms when he ate my ass.

***

Over the next several weeks, I serviced Doug each morning, and we spent the weekends fucking nearly all day. There were a few times where Doug and Bobby were off to a party, but Hank was happy to oblige taking his place, taking me roughly all around the house.

Rather than tiring of all the sex, I was in a constant state of arousal, and regularly touched or teased Doug or Hank. I had taken to wearing skirts in the heat, which allowed them both easy access to my pussy and ass. I teased Doug and let him touch me where my husband could spy.

I was amazed at how easily I had fallen into this routine of debauchery, sharing myself with both men whenever they or I wanted sex, without regard for my marriage vows. Hank regularly suggested ways for him to watch Doug and me fuck, but all those were too risky for me.

The last weekend before Doug and Bobby left to go back to school, Doug suggested we make a video so that he could remember me when he was away. I figured that this would be a way for Hank to watch without the risk, so I agreed. I insisted that he not post it to social media, but said it was OK to share with friends, as long as Bobby didn’t find out. I know I should have asked him not to share it, but the idea of other men seeing me naked and ‘performing’ was very exciting.

We started with me wearing clothes, for a change. I wore a bathrobe with lingerie under it, and tried to make it into a flirty story. Doug started the video, and I stood in the kitchen and said, “My husband is gone for the day, what do you want to do?”

Doug replied, from behind the camera, “I don’t know, what do you want to do?”

I smiled and dropped my robe “How about we screw around?”

The little show continued with me kneeling to suck his cock, then I sat on the table and spread my legs wide “Pick a hole!” I knew that would drive Hank crazy. Doug filmed as he penetrated me, and we lost all interest in the camera after that.

That last weekend, besides having sex everywhere in the house, he asked me to visit him at school. I tried to imagine how I could manage a trip to see my son, but also get away to fuck Doug. I realized it would probably be best just to make different trips for each.

Before the weekend was over, I had him share the videos that we made with me. He didn’t know that I’d be sharing them with my husband, but to be fair, I didn’t know if and to whom he'd be sharing them when he went back to college.

Strangely, I couldn’t wait for my husband to watch me cheating with Doug. My excitement dampened my sadness at seeing Doug and Bobby leave for college.

***

That video fueled a weeks-long sex fest with my husband. I didn’t really miss Doug, other than feeling his enormous cock invade me, because I was getting laid twice a day, sometimes more.

When the glow wore off, two opportunities arose.

Hank told me about a neighborhood block party coming soon, and he was sure Jerry would be there; and Doug invited me to visit him at college.

The choices tore me, then I realized I didn’t have to choose. But those are other stories.
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