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Chapter 1

“Do it,” Emma said.

“No.”

“Why not, John? Chicken?”

“No, because I’m not twelve years old.”

“Bawk, bawk, bawk.”

I laughed. She was hard to resist, I’ll give her that.

Her dare was simple: jump the stream without landing in the water. I could walk fifty feet and cross easily or accept her dare and try to jump here.

“Bawk,” she taunted. “Bawk. Bawk.”

“Shut up,” I laughed.

“Bawk.”

I took two running steps and leaped. I made it, but just barely. She grabbed me in a hug, so I didn’t fall back into the creek. We kissed and, still hugging each other, continued our hike through the forest.

“Hey,” she said, after a long silence. “Jason asked me to go with him to the Alpha Epsilon Pi event Saturday night. You cool with that?”

Event, I thought. What she meant was party but wanted to play that aspect down out of respect for me. Just one of the many adjustments we make for a relationship like ours. I’m a lot older than my wife. I teach at the university where she is in her final year. I’m a nerd, she’s an ex-cheerleader. We click, and that’s all that really matters, but I do often step aside and allow her to enjoy the age-specific events that go along with being a hot young woman. I give her emotional maturity and devoted love. She gives me her heart and makes me feel young again.

“Of course,” I said. “Be safe.”

I always say yes.

“Thank you, Baby,” she said, hugging me tighter.

The hike was a three-mile loop that brought us back to the parking lot. There were seven cars crammed into the small open gravel space, angled every which way. The forest is so dense up here we’d heard no one out on the trails. We separated to meander around the cars on the way back to ours and I happened to glance through a window as I passed. A young man sat inside. He had a T-shirt wrapped around his head to disguise himself, and an impressive hose of thick meat poking up through his open fly. He jacked off for anyone to see, which was the point, I suppose. There’s no cell signal up here. No way to call the police, should one be so inclined. I admit I stared as I passed but a dick that size is one in a million. Here was my chance to get her back. I caught Emma’s eye over the roof of the car as I came around.

“Your turn,” I said.

“My turn for what?”

“I dare you to go help the guy in the cherry red Saab.”

She made a funny face. I knew there was no way she’d touch the man. I just wanted to win the dare.

“Help him do what?”

I said nothing, fully aware her natural curiosity would draw her to his car. I was right. She did not wait for my answer. She stepped back and around and approached from the passenger side, hiding herself, she believed, so she could see without being seen. She did, and her eyes snapped up to mine while she mouthed a silent Woah. I gave her a knowing smile.

“I win,” I chuckled.

Her expression turned sour. She hates to lose. A smile spread across her face. She moved closer and knocked on his window.

“You want some help with that?” she asked.

I couldn’t hear his answer, but I did hear the electronic lock pop. Emma shot me one taunting look and then opened the passenger door. She sat in his car, her ass barely clinging to the edge of the seat. She kept the door open and one leg out. I was shocked but shocking me was her goal. I moved closer for a better view of what she was doing and gasped when she wrapped her fingers around his fleshy shaft. She kept her body way back, leaning across the seat. She jerked him up and down a few times and then found me out the window.

“Who won, John?” she teased.

I didn’t think she’d do it. I’d guessed wrong. I tried to think of a clever response, but my gaze was drawn to her hand gliding up and down his big cock. Emma’s a petite thing, fit, but small. Her hand made him look like a cannon. She was grinning at me, but her hand was running on autopilot, jerking that dick because that’s what a girl does when she has a hard dick in her hand.

“All right,” I conceded.

I didn’t finish my statement. My wife’s hand on his dick was mesmerizing. The sight was fucking sexy. I should have known better than to taunt her this way. She won’t back down. She never backs down. The dude was thrilled. He leaned back and let her take over.

“John, who won?” she asked again, her hand rising and falling. “You gotta say it, Baby. Proclaim me victor. You want to go to war with me? Bring it on.”

To her, this was merely a game. It wasn’t so much another man’s penis in her hand. At that moment the penis was a sexless object. That penis was her path to total victory over me.

“You better hurry,” she teased. “He’s getting harder. He’s throbbing. I think he likes me. This thing might go off in my hand.”

I opened my mouth to admit defeat and at that moment a long, thick spout of pure white semen launched straight up from his lap. He groaned, blasting another long spurt before the first had fallen. Another jet erupted as the first rained down on Emma’s hand and wrist. She started laughing, delighted by the effect she’d had on this stranger and the absurdity of what we did. Instinct kept her hand stroking as the man fountained with sperm. He drenched his lap. Emma laughed with glee. Finally, the last spurt flew. Milky rivulets ran down his shaft. His dick stayed hard, probably because he’d done this a thousand times and no hot girl had ever grabbed his cock and jerked him off before.

“You win, Emma,” I said, shaking my head. “Jesus.”

She wiped her hand on his shorts. She flipped it and wiped the back of her hand too. She plucked his shorts to get between her fingers and then she eased from his car. She held her arms over her head like she was a ref at a football game and a touchdown had been scored.

“Emma wins again,” she chuckled, so pleased with herself.

“Let’s go, wild child,” I said.

She tried to hold my hand, but I stopped and circled to the other side.

“This hand,” I said, lacing my fingers through hers. “Not that hand.”

She laughed again.


Chapter 2

The events of that day left me shaken. Emma was casual about such things. There’s a generational difference in our sexual mores. I’m uptight, she’s easy going. Nudity bothers her not at all. Basic human needs like masturbation don’t even raise an eyebrow.  I get flustered, she gets bored. By the time we hit the highway, she’d mostly forgotten about the big cock she jacked off.

Now, days later, the images still stuck with me. What disturbed me the most was the erotic charge I felt. It was supposed to be a stupid dare, a playful joke way out of bounds. I should have known better but I didn’t. I thought Emma would retreat from crossing a line like that. Once the shock of what she’d done wore off, a blazing sexual heat rose in me. That big cock had looked good in her hand.

By the time Saturday arrived, sexual tension had twisted my guts into knots. I said nothing to her. I wasn’t ready yet to discuss my feelings. I watched her in the bathroom as she showered and dressed for her night with Jason. She told me it was a Greek fundraiser for the children’s hospital. I sat on the edge of the bathtub and watched her apply light makeup and perfume. We chatted casually as she selected a short skirt, knee-high black boots, and a tight top. Odd attire for a fundraiser but fairly routine for how Emma dressed. But this time my mind was on that big cock in her hand. Witnessing that had shifted the way I see her, shifted everything in our relationship. Before I would never have worried about her attending an event like this without me.

Now, everything she did fueled a sexual rush.

I trusted her and I knew she’d do nothing to betray that trust but here’s what was driving me so insane: part of me wanted her to. Madness. My young beautiful bride was the picture of faithfulness and some buried and wicked part of me wanted her to corrupt that. That big cock going off in her hand had changed everything. For the same reason I allowed her to go out without me, I now thought about her having sex. My promiscuous days were behind me. I sowed my oats. She was deep in the heart of her promiscuous days but, because she was married to me, denied herself every urge, every lustful desire. I felt like her marriage to me was robbing her of something, stealing life experiences from her. Yes, as an older man and husband I brought a lot to the table, but there were some things I no longer had the desire to do, and some things I could no longer do. I hated the idea that being with me had shut down a huge part of the life she would have had without me.

She leaned forward to apply eyeliner, causing her bare breasts to swing. Her outfit hung on the towel rack, waiting. I ran my eyes up her strong legs and rounded ass, across her toned back to the pile of long hair she had pinned out of her way. She’s a college hottie already married to an old man. Every man on campus would pay for the view I had in that moment.

I looked at the clothing she’d selected for tonight. I’d seen her wear it before.

“You should consider a different bra,” I told her. “That one is clunky.”

“I have to wear that one,” she said, focused on her eyes. “The top is a little see-through. In the wrong light, everyone would see my boobies.”

“But your top is sexy. Seems a shame to cover everything so much.”

She stopped with the eyeliner and used the mirror to look me in the eyes.

“Are you telling me it’s okay with you if I show some skin?”

“I am. You’re quite fetching. Throw the lads a bone.”

She laughed.

“Why are you talking like that? You’re not British.”

“No, but it is sometimes fun to speak like them.”

She stared at me, weighing my suggestion. Decision reached, she left the bathroom and returned with a handful of bras. She tried the first one on.

“You tell me which one you’re comfortable with me wearing,” she said.

I raised my hand to stop her.

“Let’s try something different,” I said. “You pick the one you’d wear if my opinion was not factored in your choice. Let’s make this all you. Pick what you’d wear tonight if you were still single.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Indulge me. Pick.”

She spread the bras on the bathroom counter, considering each. I could feel her second-guessing herself.

“Emma, my love. I can feel you still trying to guess correctly. Leave me and my feelings completely out of your calculations. Pick. What’s your mood tonight? What makes that outfit sing?”

Her hand hovered over a lacy little number and then moved right, lifting a thin, lightweight and utterly sheer bralette from the counter, easily the most transparent of them all.

“I asked myself what I would wear if I was single,” she said, holding it up for me to see. “Just like you suggested. Don’t be mad.”

I shook my head.

“I want you to wear that one,” I said.

“It’s super sexy. It’s risqué.”

“It’s merely fabric. You’re sexy. It’s only sexy because of how it shows off you. Wear it. Let yourself feel like a hot babe tonight.”

“Are you trying to get laid?” she asked playfully.

“If you come home tonight in a mood, please, feel free to wake me.”

She laughed. My actions had delighted her. How many other times had she suppressed her own desires to make me happy? I collected the other bras and returned them to the drawer. When I got back to the bathroom she was pulling on her boots. The skirt and top and bra were all in place and yes, when the overhead spotlight hit her right, I could see the faint small circles of her areola.

“You look hot,” I said.

“Since when do you use that word?” she chuckled.

“Just trying to stay relevant.”

She moved into my arms, and we kissed like we always do. But then she turned it on. I felt the rush of love and desire flowing through her lips.

“Thank you for this,” she said, after we broke the kiss.

She turned to look at herself in the long mirror. I watched her eyes crawl every inch, just like mine had moments ago. She was feeling young and sexy. Her skin had a glow. Her eyes looked excited and alive.

“Are you walking across campus or driving somewhere?” I asked.

“Both. I’m walking to Worthington Hall for the ceremony and then we’re driving to some restaurant downtown for an after-gathering.”

I noted how she avoided the word party.

“Text me when you know which restaurant,” I said.

“I will. I like it when you know where to find me. I feel safer.”

“Me too.”

I used the mirror to examine her again. The hint of nipple was exquisite.


Chapter 3

I had intended to read and grade some papers, but I could not concentrate. I pictured Emma surrounded by testosterone infused college studs, all gawking at her sheer top, memorizing the way she looked so they could jack off to thoughts of her later. She’d catch them looking and even if she was unaware of the male brain and how we store images, she’d still enjoy their eyes on her. She was comfortably married, living in an emotionally mature and secure relationship. She’d feel their eyes crawling every inch of her hot body and bring all that lust home to me.

I left my study to return to the bedroom. I fished around inside the drawer until I found the little green bottle of Viagra I’d purchased almost a year ago. I broke the seal and dumped a small blue pill on my open palm. The directions said to take it forty-five minutes before sex and that the effect lasted up to four hours. I put the pill in my pocket and the bottle back in the drawer. Emma will keep me posted on her schedule tonight so I should have plenty of warning. I was surprised by the sudden peace of mind I felt knowing if I needed an erection, I was guaranteed one. What a relief.

I went back to grading papers but that did not work. My mind wandered every time. She said she was going to the event with Jason, but who else was she with? These were young college men. Of course they’d try things with her. How would she deflect their advances? Would they get a feel before she smacked their hands and scolded them? Is that still how young college men behave around women? Perhaps I had an antique understanding of how that works nowadays.

I had Emma too much on my mind to complete this task. I wanted to see her as they saw her. I opened the gallery on my phone and flipped through pages of pictures, stopping each time I found a photo of Emma looking sexy. There were scant few. There were tons of pictures of us doing things, but few where I’d made her the center of attention. I came across a photograph of us at a friend’s wedding and the sunlight shone through her dress. I noticed for the first time how much detail one could see between her legs. I zoomed in, noticing the outline of her vulva, remarkably sexy picture but I felt terrible it had taken me over a year to notice.

I resolved to do better. She always did things at my age, cocktail parties and guest lecturers, but I almost never did things at hers. That had to change. I was married to a smoking hot babe, but she might as well be boring and bland. Stupid man.

Many pages later I discovered a photo at a friend’s home. Emma wore a one-piece swimsuit. Good God, she was lovely. I moved around the image, zooming in on others at the gathering. Every man there had his head turned so he could see her. How have I been so oblivious?

Of course, maybe she had no desire to do those things associated with her age. Maybe she feels like she outgrew them. She was a cheerleader for the first three years of her college career, then she quit that and focused on her studies. Perhaps she was glad to let all that go. I needed to find out.

I sent her a quick text: Thinking of you…

That is SO sweet, she shot back. I love you so much.

I smiled, feeling like a good husband.

My top is a HUGE hit. Or perhaps I should say my BRA is a huge hit? Or maybe I should just admit that the guys here LOVE my tits? Anyway, thanks for the suggestion. I’m loving all this attention.

I felt a tightening in my genitalia. I found her innocent and playful admission titillating. I was certain she’d want sex when she got home. I did not care that her arousal came from some other source. I just wanted her horny. We all get our horniness from other sources. I realized I could use those college studs to increase my chance of getting laid. A little manipulative, yes, but everybody wins.

If a little is good, I wrote, more is better.

What are you saying, exactly? she asked.

Flirt. Tease. Have all the fun you want.

A long minute passed, and I swear I could feel her thinking.

You’re an amazing husband and a wonderful man, she wrote.

I sat my phone down feeling pretty good about myself. Let her have her fun. She’d hinted at her past, how embarrassed she was about her first three years, and she’d resolved to grow up and get serious. She had shut all that down and left it behind. I went back to grading papers. What a cool, open-minded, and emotionally secure husband I was. She’s lucky to have me.

It took thirty-five minutes for the voices to creep in, the doubts, the second-guesses. Flirt. Tease. Have all the fun you want, I’d told her, but what did that mean, really? I had an idea of what I was agreeing to, but did she know? Her interpretation was far more important than my understanding.

“Shit.” I said, leaning back from my desk.

Have all the fun you want.

If I was at a party and she’d sent that message to me, how far would I go?

Probably pretty far.

I stood and began to pace my office. I wondered if I should send a follow-up text to back her off, but wouldn’t that make it seem like I didn’t trust her? It would. Better to just ride this night out. Tomorrow is another day. We can have a nice long talk about reintroducing merrymaking to her life. My phone buzzed. An unexpected text from my gorgeous wife.

Is it all right if I kiss them? she asked.

My heart flipped over.

It was a bold question. She’d probably had a few drinks by now. She knew what she asked was way outside the lines. If I shot back an emphatic no, I’d shame her and shut her down forever. But how could I tell her yes? How could I tell my wife to kiss other men? My internal debate lasted only seconds but felt like much longer.

Use your own best judgement, I sent. I love you and trust you.

There. Sounds loving and supportive but really, I dodge the question entirely and place everything back squarely on her shoulders. Coward.

Thanks, Baby, she wrote.

I started pacing again. Strangely, I found myself sexually aroused. I pictured my hot wife surrounded by all these men wanting her, and that thought turned me on. I stripped down to my boxers, folding my clothes neatly on the corner of my desk. My penis had risen some and tented my underwear.

“Oh,” I mumbled. “Why not?”

I shed my boxers too, allowing the warm office air to stimulate my bare skin. I’d effectively given Emma the freedom to make out with others. I felt dizzy and a little nauseated, excited and a little frightened.

I read her text message again: Is it all right if I kiss them?

My penis began to rise all on its own. Visions of Emma locked in passionate embraces bounced around inside my head. God, what if those kisses led to something more, as hot kisses so often do?

My penis rose faster. What might I have unleashed? What if kissing led to touching? What if Emma allowed them to caress her lovely breasts? What if they pulled out their cocks? What if Emma sucked on them?

“Jesus!” I barked.

I’d worked myself into a quick frenzy. My dick was solid hard now. I took myself in hand, caught up in the uncertainty and runaway lust, and I began jerking off. I closed my eyes and let the images flow through me. I pictured my wife in all stages of sexual shenanigans, going a little farther each passing minute. Before too long I visualized a hard penis approaching her perfect slit. I’d given myself up to this crazy rollercoaster. I’d probably feel guilty once I ejaculated and my dick was soft again, but for now, I was hot and ready to go. I jerked myself and imagined what sweet Emma might be doing at that moment. My permissions were so vague they could include almost anything. I imagined a hot college guy fucking her mouth at one end and another fucking her sweet pussy at the other. I jerked my cast iron dick and visualized Emma being put through all manner of salacious situations, all manner of lewd positions.

When my mind suddenly jumped to thoughts of her possible orgasm, I orgasmed. Hard. Emptying my balls with explosive ferocity. I gasped and grunted and staggered into a wall, huge blasts of hot cum launching from my penis. Imagining my wife climaxing sent me over the edge. How hot would that be? I groaned as buckets of semen flew out of me. I haven’t cum that hard in years. Maybe ever. I dropped into my big leather chair and leaned way back, blankly staring at the ceiling. The room spun.


Chapter 4

“Wake up,” a soft and feminine voice whispered in my ear.

Warm lips suckled my earlobe. I came awake slow, groggy, disoriented. My body was painfully stiff from falling asleep in my chair.

“You had shum fun without me,” the sexy voice said, with a slight drunken slur.

Warm lips landed on mine. A soft kiss built into a passionate one. A wet and slippery tongue slid into my mouth and played with mine. I returned the kiss, coming awake as fast as I could. Emma, smelling of alcohol and maybe some weed. I opened my eyes and pushed her back to get a better view. My wife was drunk, or at least tipsy, and looked a mess.

“Did you jack off tonight, Baby?” she asked, voice soft and slow. “Did you mish me so mush? I mished you too, but luckily you told me to have fun. I had fun, Baby. Would you like to know how mush fun I had? I had a lot of fun.”

I gripped her by the elbows and walked her back a step, my eyes coming fully open, my focus narrowing. Her hair was disheveled, her clothing ill-fitting now and out of place. Her bra was gone.

Her bra was gone!

The sheer top showed her partially visible tits beautifully. Still mostly hidden, any movement pulled the fabric tight, allowing breast to show through.

“I want you to fuck me,” she drawled. “I love fucking. Did you know that, Baby? I do. I always have. They used to call me Party Girl. I want my loving husband to fuck me hard, just like Jason.”

What?

She slipped out of my grip to stumble forward and kiss me again. She held my head in her hands, snaking her tongue around to play with mine. My internal world was rocked. Did she just say Jason fucked her tonight? Or did she mean Jason was a lover from her history? I slipped my hand under the hem of her short skirt. Like her bra, her panties were gone too. She held my head tight and began to rock backward, taking me with her, tumbling both of us from my chair. She landed on the carpet on her back, and I landed over her. She reached down for my limp penis.

“Fuck me, John,” she growled, growing frustrated. “Put it in me.”

My dick was done for the night, wiped out by my powerful orgasm hours ago. To buy myself time, I began kissing her face, her throat, her breasts, moving my way down her body. She giggled.

“Careful,” she said, chuckling. “Who knows what you’re going to find down there? Maybe a big surprise.”

I slipped my hand lower and fondled her labia. I hurried, dragging my finger through her drenched slit and then pushing it in. She was soaked, flooded, juice coating my fingers and knuckles. I pushed a second finger deep.

“Give me your cock,” she rasped.

“You mean like Jason did?”

She tensed after a slight drunken delay. My words took a moment to penetrate her foggy mind but then once they did her body went rigid.

“Yes!” she hissed. She spread her legs, humping herself against my hand. “Fuck me, Honey. I need it. I need another dick in me tonight.”

I had to know. I continued my trail of kisses, crossing her toned, flat stomach, nuzzling her pubic hair trimmed into a landing strip. I reached her pussy lips and breathed deep through my nose, drawing in the scent of sex. Lust welled up in me, crazy lust, wild desire. I planted my mouth over her entire vulva and pushed my tongue into her dripping passage.

“Ooooohh, Gaaaawd,” she wailed.

I sucked and licked and tormented her clit. Her hips writhed against my face. She was sopping, but there was more here than just pussy juice. Holy fucking Christ, Emma had sperm in her!  My wife had fucked another man and he’d cum inside her!

I caught fire, body and mind. I burned on the inside. I’d never known anything like the feelings that rocked me in that moment. Emma! What had happened? How had this come to be? I licked and sucked feverishly, driving my poor wife crazy. I pumped both fingers like a cock, rubbing her on the inside to go with my merciless tongue on the outside. She clawed at my head, held me tight, hooked a leg behind my neck to hold me there. She needn’t have bothered. I was devouring her and that’s exactly where I wanted to be. I held the wet, dripping proof of her infidelity in my mouth and tortured her with it. She built towards an epic orgasm and when she came her cry shook the walls.

I kept going, insatiable for her cheating cunt. All those fantasies from earlier raced through my mind. I saw Emma taking cock, getting pounded, sobbing and cumming again and again. She tried, weakly, to push me away from her tender cunt, but I was relentless. I was starving. I lapped at her unfaithful pussy until she orgasmed again, crying as powerful waves rocked her body and melted her mind.

I stopped and she drew a huge, shuddering breath.

“Baby,” she began. “I—”

I scooped her legs and rolled her over, face down on the carpet. I pushed her skirt higher and buried my face, eating her cunt and asshole from behind. She shrieked and clawed at the rug. I devoured her, swatting her resistance away, ruthlessly gorging myself on her dripping hole. She finally orgasmed again and then kicked herself away from me, rolling onto her back to face me, her wild eyes wide.

“I fucked Jason!” she croaked.

“I know!” I yelled.

I pounced. I rammed my face between her legs again and ate that cunt. She struggled but her strength was failing. She sobbed but I simply kept going. Her body responded despite her guilt, and I soon made her climax again. She howled as she came, crushed by remorse yet still so wildly horny.

“Fuck me, John,” she whimpered. “I’m begging you.”

I leaned back to show her my flaccid penis, hanging soft.

“I can’t,” I said.

I fell over her body and kissed her mouth, and she wrapped arms and legs around like a bear trap. We made out with more passion and raw lust than we ever had before. She rubbed her pussy against me wherever she found contact.

“He fucked me,” she panted, eyes closed, hand over her face. “Are you going to leave me? Have I ruined our marriage?”

I kissed all around her head, I kissed her throat and lips, hot, passionate kisses leaving her breathless. I lifted her top and suckled her sexy breasts. She gave up trying to get an answer. I kissed everywhere I saw skin. Soon she came around and rolled me over, sliding down my body to take my limp cock in her mouth. The sensations were fantastic, and I lifted her hair out of the way so I could see my dick in her mouth.

“What happened?” I asked, my voice low with barely contained tension.

She sucked and licked, pausing occasionally to explain.

“The ceremony wash fine,” she slurred. “It was good to see old friends, but the afterparty was insane. Weed, booze, you name it. We all got high. We all got high, and we all got grab-assy.” She sucked my dick, collecting her thoughts through her drunken fog. “Jason had his hands on me right away. I pushed him away for a long time but eventually I gave in. When he tried to kiss me, I texted you. Your answer surprised me, but I was grateful for it. Like I said, I used to be a party girl. I missed having fun.”

I guided her head down to suck my balls and then brought her back up to suck my cock.

“People started making out all around us,” she continued. “Making out and more than making out. Tina pulled out Robby’s big dick right in front of everyone. That made a bunch of people leave. I watched her suck him and got hornier by the minute. Jason can read me so well. He waited until I was ready to explode and then pushed me down and laid on top of me. He pinned me to the grass.”

“Grass? Where were you? I thought you were going to a restaurant.”

“Orville Park. We never made it to the restaurant.”

She sucked me for a while and then narrated again.

“He told me to grab his hard dick, but I refused. He knows me. He reminded me about all the crazy shit I’ve done with him and others, wild stories from my past, and it turned me on even more. He told me to grab his dick again, but I knew better. I didn’t dare. I knew what would happen if I touched his thing.”

“Why? What?”

She stopped talking to look me in the eyes.

“Jason has a big cock,” she said. “I got no resistance to those things. He knew if I felt it, my protests would be over. He held himself over me and brushed his dick along my inner thighs on both legs. Mother fucking bastard. I caved, of course, and grabbed his cock with both hands. After that it was only seconds before I guided him in.”

I began to engorge. Emma noticed. She gave me a funny look.

“This is turning you on?”

“I guess it is,” I admitted.

“You like me to tease you. You want me to tell you things.”

“I do.”

She got a wicked look in her eye.

“Once I eased the head of his cock into my pussy, I slapped my hand on his ass and pulled. He knows how to fuck me, John. He’s done it so many times. He knows how to move his body and what to say and which places to reach.”

I felt my heart racing.

“Reach?” I croaked.

“Up inside me. He knows how to tilt his hips to touch sensitive places. He knows how to push the head of his dick against my cervix and just press forward, using his strength and weight to apply constant pressure so I feel him deep, deep, deep. He made me cum that way and after that I was cooked, and he knew it. He had me. He fucked me slow right there on the grass with people watching. Well, the ones that weren’t busy fucking. I came again pretty soon. His dick does things to me. I can’t help it. I have no control. He’s one of the reasons I had to leave that life behind. One of the many reasons.”

My dick was growing, slowly, but growing. I worried she’d stop talking and I’d shrink again.

“One of many?” I asked. “Men? Did you fuck around a lot?”

“A wife is not supposed to admit such things.”

“And husbands aren’t supposed to ask, but I did, so tell me.”

She hesitated.

“Tell me,” I insisted. “Tell me everything.”

“You don’t want to know everything.”

“Everything,” I demanded.

She leaned over my body, close to my face.

“I fucked everyone,” she said, with unexpected passion. “I love sex, Baby. You know that. With a few years under my belt, I’ve learned restraint, but I still love it. Muscles and jawlines and veiny forearms and cocks and balls and rippled abs: I can’t get enough. Hot men drive me crazy. I’m ready for them all the time. When I was single, I was a total slut.”

“You’ve displayed remarkable self-discipline.”

“All a façade. I just stopped acting on my impulses, but all the desires were still there. I’m a junkie, an addict.”

“I guess I’ll be fucking you a lot more often.”

“I welcome it, but it won’t help. My brain and body want to fuck them all, all the men. Tina says I have the sex drive of a male.”

“And Jason knows it.”

“Yes. He toyed with me for the first part of our evening and then he got to work.”

“His big cock won you over.”

“It did, but any big cock can.”

She started sucking again. I was gaining size slowly.

“I should have avoided alcohol tonight,” she mumbled. “But then I never would have been brave enough to tell you all this.”

She slipped my penis in her mouth. I let her work on me, thinking about all the things she’d confessed. I had no idea what tomorrow might bring, but I was boiling over with horniness right now. Most men would be turned off to learn their wife’s sexual history, but I’d never been so hot. I felt like this was an important moment for us, a pivotal moment in our marriage. Truth had been spoken. Truth had been revealed.

“I jacked off fantasizing about you,” I rasped, admitting some truth myself.

She moaned and continued sucking.

“I imagined you getting fucked,” I conceded.

She moaned louder, sucking faster and harder.

“I wanted you to get fucked tonight,” I said. “I’m glad you did.”

She was attacking my dick, playing with my balls.

“He tried to pull out,” she whimpered. “But I made him cum inside me.”

Blood surged and my dick stiffened. Her head bobbed fast.

“Because you knew I’d jump you when you got home and discover what he’d left behind in you. You were tired of hiding who you truly are.”

“Yes,” she said. “But also, because I love feeling a big cock cum inside me.”

I groaned, seized by a sudden orgasm. My dick had little to spit but she sucked it out and swallowed it anyway. I pictured Jason on top of her, pounding her tight little body, and my climax wrecked me. We laid there so long I fell asleep again. Emma did too, with my dick in her mouth.


Chapter 5

I heard the jangle of car keys.

“Enjoy the football game,” Emma called out. “I’m going shopping with Tina. I’ll be back after a few hours.”

I muted the television and called her name. She poked her head into the den.

“Shouldn’t we talk about last night?” I asked, more than a little surprised by her cavalier attitude.

“What about last night?” she asked. “I took an Uber home. I didn’t drink and drive. Oh. Wait. I totally forgot. You were naked in your chair when I got home. What was that about?”

I gawked at her.

“Do you not remember what happened?” I asked, incredulously.

She stepped into the room with me, pursed her lips, searched her memories. She laughed, acted sheepish.

“Honestly, John, I remember almost nothing about last night.”

“Are you serious? You do not recall our conversation? It was quite intimate.”

She felt terrible.

“I’m so sorry, Baby,” she said, crossing the room to kiss the top of my head. “Everyone was drinking and smoking, and I got wrecked. I don’t even remember the end of the ceremony. I don’t recall anything about the restaurant, not even what I ordered for dinner. Did I say something stupid? I do remember finding you asleep naked.”

“You confessed to fucking Jason!”

She staggered backward.

“No!” she said. “But I didn’t. Why would I say that? Are you sure? Maybe you misunderstood me.”

I gave her a look.

“Right,” she said. “I guess you’d pay attention to a comment like that. Was that our intimate conversation? What did I say? More importantly, how did you react? Why aren’t you furious with me today? I’m sorry if I hurt you, Baby.”

“So, you didn’t have sex with Jason?”

“No. Tina spilled her beer on me, and I went to the ladies’ room and took off my bra and panties because they were soaked and pressed against my skin. Jason did hang out with me and Tina more after that, but I figured it was because he could kind of see my boobs. No big deal. I’ve been to plenty of nude beaches and my tits were hidden well enough. I got so wasted Tina put me in a car and sent me home. I told you I fucked Jason?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I didn’t.”

“But have you? Ever?”

That stopped her dead in her tracks.

“I thought we didn’t talk about our sexual past.”

“We don’t. Everybody has one, and what happened before me doesn’t matter. But you brought yours up last night and what you revealed raised a lot of questions. Now I’m left wondering what the truth is.”

She looked at her shoes. She drew a trembling sigh before forging ahead.

“No, Honey, I did not fuck Jason last night. Yes, Honey, I have fucked Jason before. Many times.”

“Does Jason have a big cock?”

Her head snapped up. Her eyes met mine.

“I told you that? Jesus. What the fuck is wrong with me?”

“You did. You also said he’s got your number, sexually. You said he’s such a terrible temptation you had to get away from him and that whole lifestyle. Was any of that true?”

She nodded, barely moving her head.

“Yeah,” she confessed. “He’s got a big ole tube of meat hanging there between his legs. Yup. I guess I did like fucking him a lot.”

“Him, but not just him.”

“No.”

“You were a party girl, you said. You said you fucked everyone.”

She wanted to crawl into a hole.

“Yes, that pretty much sums me up. Fuck. I can’t believe I opened my mouth like that. I’m so sorry if I hurt you or freaked you out. God, you better never come home drunk and tell me you fucked an ex-girlfriend. I’ll punch you in the face. Did you threaten to divorce me?”

“No,” I said, sidestepping the truth. “I could tell you were drunk and high, so I didn’t take anything you said too seriously. I was just glad you were home safe.”

“Thank God.”

“I guess you might as well go shopping,” I said. “Since everything last night was just drunk talk, there’s nothing to discuss.”

She was eager to get away.

“Okay. Sorry, Honey.”

We kissed and she turned to go, stopping at the archway which separates the room from the house.

“Did you ever answer me?” she asked, turning.

“About what?”

“Were you naked sleeping in your chair, or did I imagine that?”

“I was naked in my chair.”

“Why? I’ve never found you like that before.”

I chuckled.

“I jerked off,” I admitted. “I came so hard I fell asleep.”

She chuckled with me.

“Do that more often. It was a lovely surprise.”

“Next time I’ll just stay awake and take it all out on you.”

Her eyes went wide.

“I’d love that. Yes. Jump me when I come home drunk.”

She blew me a kiss and then she was gone. I slumped in my chair, unsure of the proper path to take. The truth might be that she did not have sex with Jason, but her words last night still carried the weight of truth. I felt it. Maybe a little something did happen last night with Jason, before her friend Tina whisked her away. A gentle caress or a tender kiss. Thank God she did not remember my confessions. How stupid would I look telling her it was hot she fucked another man, and then discover she didn’t? I should have known better. I should have known last night was simply drunken blather. Emma takes no birth control. If Jason had actually ejaculated inside her, she would have been freaking out, drunk or not. All that wetness I found was from her merely being around the man.

She may not have fucked him last night, but she was dying to fuck him again. I heard it in her words. I considered the possibility of telling her she could but quickly recoiled. The thought was too outrageous, too dangerous. Jason, and probably a lot of men like him at this school, were threats to our marriage.

I wondered if she was truly out shopping. Was she meeting Tina to discuss what happened last night? Maybe something did happen and, like most of the evening, Emma cannot remember it. My penis awakened, moving in my pants. What a difference twenty-four hours can make. Emma has gone shopping on the weekend countless times, but this was the first time it carried a hint of sexual energy. Trust is important to any relationship, but absolute trust can be a little boring. Two people with total self-control become predictable, bland. My new insights into Emma made her more exciting. Her self-control was flawed. She had weaknesses. I was confident Jason actually did have his hands all over her and she allowed it. They probably did share hot and intimate kisses. Tina got her out of there before anything unforgivable happened, but if Tina hadn’t done that, something unforgivable would most likely have occurred.

That idea caused me some anxiety, yes, but, strangely, also turned me on. Emma could be doing something improper right now. She said she was going shopping with Tina. Was that the truth? My heart beat a little faster. This new uncertainty was thrilling. I wondered if I should investigate and learn the truth, but if my wife was truly simply shopping, all titillation would drain away. Maybe it was better to not know and enjoy this adrenaline drip?

I debated for fifteen minutes.

After that, fate stepped in and decided for me.

Tina pulled into our driveway.

I went out to meet her. She explained she had been in the neighborhood and wanted to stop by to check on Emma, worried about how much my wife had to drink the night before. When I explained Emma had gone to meet Tina for shopping, Tina pretended to remember their arrangement.

“How stupid of me,” she said. “That’s right. We planned it last night. Let me call her and play catch up.”

We said goodbye and I watched her drive away.

Emma had lied, or at least stretched the truth a great deal. Most likely my wife was meeting Jason at that moment.

Big dick Jason.

A massive surge of excitement smashed my heart. Mixed in was all the angst and anguish of a possibly wayward wife, but I could ignore that shit for now. I was focused on Emma and her high-powered sex drive. Maybe they were meeting so he could apologize in person. Maybe. But even if that were true, Emma’s natural attraction to him might kick in. I stood behind the sheer drapes at the living room window and felt my dick grow in my pants. I never knew such a thing could arouse me, but here it was, and this time I wasn’t going to jerk off and fall asleep. At that moment I was sure Tina and Emma were working on their story.

If Emma wasn’t with Tina, she was with someone else. My money was on Jason, but there was no guarantee. My mind raced with possibilities. I needed information. I’ve never spied on my wife, but now sure seemed like the right time to start. I went to her desk and moved her mouse, bringing her monitor back to life. We use the same passcode for everything so seconds later I was looking through her files. Search history seemed like the best place to start, and I scored right away. She’d searched for coffee shops nearby. I jumped around, looking for all I could find. I opened a Word document to see what her most recent documents were. That led me to discover she’d recently downloaded files from her phone, storing them several folders deep, out of sight. I opened the last folder and double-clicked the first file, a video. My hands were shaking, wondering what I was about to see.

A penis. A large and erect penis, stroked by a masculine hand. I risked a little volume and restarted.

“Why do you like watching men masturbate so much?” a deep voice asked from off camera.

“It’s so manly,” my wife’s voice said. “Lots of women feel the way I do.”

“You just want to see my big dick again. You miss it.”

“Of course I do.”

“How big is your husband? Is he hung like me?”

“Leave John out of this. I just want to watch for a minute.”

“I’m happy to accommodate you, Emma, but I’m not a robot.”

“Fine. Yes, you’re bigger.”

“Why’d you marry older? That shocked all of us.”

“I grew up, Jason. John is the best man I’ve ever met. He’s handsome and brilliant and kind and loving. He adores me and I adore him. I’ll never leave John. I’m married for life.”

“You just need the occasional side guy, the occasional side quest.”

Emma laughed.

“Yeah, I guess so. There’s no harm.”

“We should get back to the ceremony soon.”

“Fuck the ceremony. Cum for me.”

“Again, I’m no robot.”

Emma breathed a frustrated sigh.

“Show me your tits. That will help a lot. Let me see them clearly.”

My wife did not hesitate.

“All right.”

The camera moved wildly and then went black. Probably laid on the floor. It came back seconds later, swinging around as Emma continued recording Jason. I caught a flash of bare breasts and Emma’s pretty face before Jason’s thick cock filled the screen again. She zoomed a little. With his hand temporarily out of the way, I noticed a small blue, broken heart tattoo near his scrotum.

“Do it,” she said.

“Suck on it a little.”

“No. That would be going too far.”

“But you can record me jerking off and sit with your tits out? Suck my dick a little. Just let me see your lips and mouth on me. You used to suck my cock for hours. You’d suck my cock while I did homework or played games online.”

Emma giggled.

“I remember. Such a bad girl.”

His hand gradually slowed to a stop.

“Goddamn it, Jason.”

The camera swung wildly again, only this time she placed it more carefully. My wife wanted a recording of Jason’s cock in her mouth. The angle was harsh, but the view was clear. Emma leaned over his lap and, holding her long hair back, slobbered on his flared cock head, licking and sucking before easing several inches into her mouth. Her cheeks dented deep as she sucked hard. Jason groaned.

I was hard as stone.

The man leaned back to watch. Emma was careful to touch him with only her mouth. His veiny shaft strained to grow, like it tried to crawl to the back of her throat. Emma took only the top few inches. Jason waited until she was unsuspecting and then grabbed her head and forced it down. Half his cock slid to her tonsils. I groaned at the sight. Her mouth was stuffed with big dick and it looked amazing.

She got angry, of course, and pulled her mouth all the way off. He was laughing while she was smacking his shoulders and chest.

“Asshole,” she snarled.

“I know you wanted to,” he replied. “You just needed some encouragement. Do it again. I’ll behave. You’re getting me closer, see?”

He grabbed his cock at the base and drew a tight fist towards the head. A drop of cloudy precum formed atop the slit. As if mesmerized, Emma obediently leaned forward and dragged her tongue across the tip, licking away his fluid. She suddenly laughed, shocked at her own response.

“You’re terrible, Jason. You knew I’d go for it.”

“I did. You can’t say no.”

He squeezed another dollop up for her and my wife dutifully licked it away. He tried again and produced another large blob. Emma pursed her lips and planted them atop his cock head, sucking like a straw. Jason moaned.

“Holy shit,” he muttered. “I feel that in my balls. Keep going.”

She was too far gone to stop now. She kept her hands to herself, rationalizing her minimal involvement, and used only her mouth. He pushed out precum for her to consume, licking and sucking away everything he gave her. His hand began to move again as he returned to stroking himself while his free hand came to rest on the back of her head.

“It’s coming,” he murmured after a minute or two. “You might as well drink it. You’ve taken a lot already.”

She said nothing but continued to work the head of his dick. His hand stroked faster and the pressure he used to hold her head on him increased. She looked disinclined to pull away, but he was taking no chances.

“Yeah,” he grunted. “Em! Here it comes!”

The veins up and down the shaft suddenly expanded, turning dark. The head flared wide and turned dark purple. He jacked off and she centered her mouth over the hole. The hand on her head kept her there but she was not fighting to get away. She was waiting for what he was about to give her.

“Nnnnngh!” he cried, lifting his hips off the ground and blasting a jet of sperm at the back of her throat. “Nnngh! Aggrh! Fuck! Unngh!”

Each guttural grunt was another long spurt of semen into her mouth. She was sucking hard and swallowing fast. His hand stopped pumping and simply held his thick shaft around the base. He was feeding her, like a baby suckling at a breast. Before he shot his last, Emma pulled her mouth off and held it open, gazing up his body to look him in the eyes as he fired more spurts onto her tongue and over her teeth. One powerful jet splattered across her face, leaving a glistening white streak.

“Goddamn!” he growled, emptying his big balls.

She reattached her mouth to his cock and sucked the last of it out. She slipped him out and rested the softening spear of meat on her face. She smiled up at him. She swallowed and then spoke.

“Just like old times,” she said.

He barked a single laugh.

“I almost forgot how amazing you are. Let me fuck you.”

“I know how quickly you get hard again, Jason, but I don’t have the time tonight. More importantly, I’m not on birth control and I’m pretty sure neither of us brought condoms to this ceremony. Just be happy with what I gave you.”

He leaned in to kiss her and then she grabbed her phone. The camera angle went wild briefly before it went black.

There was a dozen more video files, some dating back to before we were married. Hell, before we even started dating. I double-clicked the oldest and scooted my chair closer. I suspected I was about to see my wife in a whole new way.


Chapter 6

She looked younger. She looked freshman young. She wore a Who the fuck is Mick Jagger? T-shirt and short-shorts as she wandered an on-campus frat party. Someone else held the camera.

“Let’s leave, Emma,” a young feminine voice said. “We don’t belong here.”

My wife-to-be laughed happily.

“We’re hot babes,” she told whoever held the camera. “We belong anywhere we want to be. We can go anywhere we want. We don’t pay for drinks and we don’t pay cover charges. These aren’t high school boys. These are men.”

She gestured with a wave towards the room and the camera did a sweep revealing at least fifteen men, all of them tall, most of them black.

“I’m nervous,” said the voice.

“We’ll be fine, Sherry. Let’s find the booze.”

The video ended, and I felt a pinch of disappointment. The next video was dated the same day. I clicked twice to play it.

Emma was on her knees in a circle of cocks. I quickly hit pause and counted. Seven, five black and two white. Five average, one smaller, one, black, bigger by a lot than all the rest. I hit play. Emma giggled with delight, jerking two and sucking one, then randomly switching which penis got what. In less than a minute she’d zeroed in on the big black one and sucked it exclusively, jerking off this man and then that man. Most of the players on the college basketball team belong to Phi Eta Kappa, and I guessed it was their fraternity. The camera angle changed as my wife bobbed and sucked, one person passing the phone to the next, and I realized Sherry was gone. Emma was alone in this room with all these young athletes. The circle of dicks stiffened and rose and soon seven curving penises fenced my wife in. She looked elated. She flipped her hair off her shoulder, and I noticed she was now nude.

“Get her up,” one of the men said. “I want some of that freshman pussy.

“Don’t cum in me,” Emma warned, pausing only briefly in her sucking. “No birth control. You’ll knock me up.”

“How is that our problem?” someone asked.

The men laughed.

They lifted her to her feet as if she weighed nothing. They bent her at the waist. A man took each of her arms, stretching them forward and placing stiff dicks in each hand. A black cock approached from behind and she tried to turn her head to see who it was but then realized she didn’t care. She gasped when she felt the pressure of that cock against her opening and then shivered as the man held her hips and pushed himself in. Another man shouldered his way past the two in front of her and offered his cock to her mouth. Emma eagerly gobbled him up, sucking and jerking as she was fucked from behind. I was hard as glass, throbbing painfully in my pants. I unzipped and freed my dick, stepping out of my clothes before retaking my seat at Emma’s desk. I gently stroked as I devoured my wife on video. She serviced four men at the same time. I could not believe my eyes except that I had to. There she was, hungry for dick.

The group’s excitement escalated. Emma lost herself in a forest of cock. The man using her mouth and the man using her pussy thrust like they wanted to reach orgasm. They showed little concern for her, but that only seemed to get her off. She soon orgasmed and all the men broke into laughter. The man in her mouth rumbled something and then held her head tight, shooting straight down her throat. Emma moaned with satisfied need. The man fucking her pussy soon did the same, ignoring her requests, and pumped a gallon of sperm out his black cock. Both men were quickly replaced by others. The camera bounced wildly each time one man passed it to the next. I slow-stroked my dick and absorbed every second.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Emma’s very real and very loud voice demanded.

My gaze shot from the monitor to the doorway. My wife stood there, gawking, aghast. She held a small shopping bag in her hand. I was paralyzed by fear. She’d caught me! Red handed! Snooping on her computer and masturbating about what I found. Disaster! She dropped her bag and hurried to my side before I could close what I’d been watching. I didn’t even try. I was so busted. Her hand came up to cover her mouth and tears welled in her eyes.

“Why would—?” she croaked, unable to finish her sentence.

My erection throbbed, standing straight up. The video still played, and we both heard Emma orgasm again.

“How much have you seen?” she rasped.

“The two oldest,” I admitted, and she seemed to relax a bit. “Plus, the one from last night.”

“Oh no!” she wailed.

She sank to her knees, legs too weak to keep her upright. I slid out of the chair to join her on the floor. I hugged her. She was distraught. There was so much wrong with this moment.

“I’m so sorry,” she whimpered. “I was drunk and high and horny. So horny. Jason kept after me and I finally caved in. I’m so sorry.”

“I’m sorry too,” I quickly added. “I invaded your privacy. I lied to you earlier. I’m guilty of things too.”

She reeled backward.

“Not like me!” she almost yelled. “I’m horrible! I’m a terrible person. You logged onto my computer. Big deal! I sucked off an ex-boyfriend!”

She was crying now, sure our marriage was ending, convinced the only reason I spied was because I knew she was lying this morning. She blamed herself for everything. Her whole world was falling down around her. She blubbered in her dismay, lowering her eyes to the carpet.

She noticed my erection.

She lifted confused eyes to mine.

“I did jerk off last night,” I confessed. “But I fantasized about you being very naughty. I imagined you were out getting fucked and I came really hard. You confessed you’d fucked Jason, and I admitted I liked it. You teased me about what you’d done, and I got more and more excited. You made me cum in your mouth. I was glad you’d acted so slutty. I feel like your marriage to me is denying you things you’d normally do at your age. You feel guilty, but I feel guilty too.”

She stopped crying. Neither of us had any idea what to do next, so Emma leaned down and took my erection in her mouth. When in doubt, suck him off, I guess. Anyway, it worked. I grabbed her head and rose to my knees and fucked her mouth. She took her punishment like a good girl, happy to feel partially absolved.

“Jason’s big cock looks so good in your mouth,” I mumbled, holding her head steady. “Did you fuck him? Or just suck him?”

She backed off my dick.

“I only sucked him,” she admitted. “But I wanted to fuck him so much. You saw how wet I got.”

I pushed my dick back in. From the computer we heard Emma orgasm again as the basketball players used every hole. She stopped sucking.

“Which video were you watching?” she asked.

I stood and pulled her up with me. I made her face the monitor and got behind her, pushing her pants and underwear down, bending her at the waist so the computer screen was right in front of her. She watched herself with all those young athletes and I pushed my cock in from behind, watching right along with her. What a mother fucking rush! Emma and I watching her sex tape and fucking. It was an extraordinary hurricane of emotions. My dick throbbed. She reached between her legs and played with her clit while I sawed in and out and we both watched.

“Get the mouse,” I rumbled. “Play Jason.”

She gasped because she understood. She moved the mouse while I fucked her and started the Jason video from last night. Intuition told her to skip forward to the part where she sucked his cock and then she hit slow-motion. I groaned and then she did because I had. We watched her work over Jason’s fat dick. The moment was unbelievable, made more astonishing by the fact she’d been crying, hard, only minutes before. What a rollercoaster. I started thrusting harder and she leaned closer to the screen, watching herself suck his cock. My sperm was rising.

“I want you to fuck him,” I said. “Maybe I’m only saying that because of what’s happening right now, but that’s what I want.”

“Oh, Baby,” she whined. “I can’t do that. I’m married to you. I can’t fuck him.”

I smacked her ass.

“Obey your husband,” I said, displaying assertiveness and aggression I didn’t know I had. “I want it. I want to see it. I want to eat and fuck your pussy after another man has ravaged you. Don’t tell me no.”

I fucked her hard for a minute.

“I want you to fuck him,” I said again, with more emotion.

“All right, Baby,” she agreed, with barely contained excitement in her voice. “I’ll do it. I’ll do it for you. I’ll fuuuuuuck!”

A sudden orgasm overwhelmed her. She shook like an earthquake impaled on my dick. She was imagining Jason in there and my consent made it a real possibility and not a mere fantasy. I felt my wife climaxing through my cock, and I knew why and that set me off. I blew a huge load into her spasming cunt. We both howled and wailed, eyes fixed on the screen and Jason’s cock in her mouth.

We came down from the stratosphere, and neither of us moved.

“That was amazing,” she muttered, as if even speaking sent new waves of pleasure through her.

I watched her worship Jason’s cock on screen.

“I mean it,” I croaked. “I want you to fuck him.”

She nodded slowly.

“I get that, Baby, but not Jason. Not him. Let’s go where nobody knows us.”

“Why not him? Look at the screen. You love his dick.”

She lifted her eyes to watch the video.

“You’re right,” she admitted. “I do. That’s the problem. I have feelings for the man and his cock. That path has complications. He’s a bad idea. I love that you’ll allow me to fuck someone for your enjoyment. I’ll love doing it. But not Jason.”

On screen Jason made Emma take more cock.

“Where else can we find a big dick? That’s important, I think. I like seeing you wrestle with a big fat cock.”

“I’ve been intimate with other men,” she said. “I know who has what in their pants. I’ll bring one home to you.”

I leaned over and lifted her shirt, tenderly kissing her exposed back.

“This is unbelievable,” she whispered. “Am I dreaming? Is this actually happening?”


Chapter 7

An older woman paired with a younger man is almost always purely about the sex. She has him there for his washboard abs and cast-iron dick. What younger man could possibly offer any insights on life to an older woman?

An older man paired with a younger woman can work. I’m educated and intelligent yet Emma, much my junior, matches me. I believe it’s because women think about things in a variety of ways, from a variety of angles, and men tend to be singular. A younger woman can be a lover, a wife, a companion, and confidant to an older man. Perhaps our needs are simpler and more easily met. I don’t know, exactly, but Emma and I work beautifully.

We talked about what had happened, and then hours later we talked about it again. Two days later, we talked about it again. Emma had a growing excitement she could barely contain. She’d shut so much of herself down for the sake of our marriage. Now she was learning she could free herself in that way and still have an emotionally stable marriage, which provided all the empathy and vulnerability and stability she craved. It was the best of both worlds, and she was a little frightened to embrace it.

We also had a lot of sex.

I wanted to hear everything. She needed a few drinks to loosen her tongue but once I got her going, once she knew I wouldn’t judge, she opened the floodgates and shared. What a hot little cum slut I’d married.  She knew almost every well-hung man on campus. She and her friends were a network of sexual gossip. Who was good in bed and who wasn’t. Who had a nice body and pretty eyes or a big dick.

“There’s one guy,” she told me as we fell asleep one night. “Trey. Tina had sex with him and said he was amazing in bed. She knows what I like, so she told me the story. He’s hot and fit and packs a lot of meat, as she put it. I’d love to find out for myself if she was telling the truth.”

“Won’t that make Tina jealous?”

Emma laughed.

“None of my hot friends take these college boys seriously. How could we? They’re emotionally stunted. We know older men are our future. For something long term like a marriage? Older men. Fuck boys are fun but then they can fuck off.”

I studied her face. She saw where this conversation was headed, and her excitement was growing.

“How do we make this happen?” I asked.

She squealed with delight and dove under the covers. Her mouth enveloped my dick. I tried to concentrate.

“How?” I mumbled. “I can’t go to a party with you. I doubt Trey would be comfortable with me seated by the bed, watching. I could hide in the bedroom closet, but my view would be restricted. How do we make this happen?”

Emma moaned. I threw back the covers.

“I don’t know,” she muttered. “But keep talking. It makes me so hot to hear you trying to find a way to watch me get fucked. I never thought we’d do something like this.”

“Help me figure this out, Emma. I really want to see this.”

She groaned deeply.

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” she said before slipping my dick into her mouth again.

“We could go somewhere they didn’t know us. Then our age difference would be a good disguise. We act like we don’t know each other. You could do stuff right in front of me and they’d have no idea.”

Emma was rubbing her pussy as I talked, sucking dick and fantasizing. What I described was like a dream for her.

“Maybe others could watch you at the same time,” I said, getting into the idea now. “I’d just be another face in the crowd. Only you and I would know the truth. Does it have to be Trey? There’s a swinger’s club on the outskirts of town. You could hunt there, find a man you wanted, fuck him in front of all of us.”

“Nnnnngh!”

She orgasmed to the mere thought. Her imagination, plus a busy hand, brought her to climax with my dick in her mouth. I suddenly realized just how caged my wife had been, just how much she’d denied her true self in order to be a faithful wife. She loved me, of that there was no question. But there’s what we do and then there’s what we want to do, and sometimes those are not the same things. Her orgasm rocked her. I saw how deeply the idea affected her. I watched her body writhe and twist. I saw pure ecstasy on her face. This idea captivated her.

I decided to do it.


Chapter 8

Mann Tracht, Un Gott Lacht, is how the old Yiddish saying goes. Man plans, and God laughs. We were both nervous in the club, quickly downing a couple of drinks each. Emma had worn a slutty risqué outfit under her long coat. We checked the coat, and I hung back to watch my young and sexy wife strut around in a short skirt and sheer top. She turned the heads of men and women equally.

Clothing was optional once you stepped through the second set of doors, and there were plenty of people walking around nude. Most of the women seemed to prefer it, but the only men that did were the overweight who did not give a fuck what others thought, or the well-built and hung, who had something to show off and wanted people to know it. Very handy when you have a wife looking for a hot stud.

Our plan was to wander the place and get a feel for it. If Emma encountered a man that caught her interest, then something might happen. Nothing would be forced. The three of us would find a private room and I’d get comfortable and watch him fuck her brains out. She liked that plan. We made several laps and then she pointed out two men that she found attractive, both tall, dark, handsome, and hung. The place was dimly lit, and the floor plan was like a maze. It was easy to get lost in here but that was what they wanted. It gave the place a much bigger feel, but also allowed you to put some distance between you and others. Emma made eye-contact with the two men she found appealing and then we moved on.

“Is that all it takes?” I asked.

“It is for me,” she smirked.

She was right, of course. We continued to wander, entering an open area with tables and a bar against the wall. Both of her men drifted in and assumed reconnaissance positions where they could keep an eye on her while they figured out our game. I felt like they stayed away because of me so I told her I’d go to the bar and bring back fresh drinks. She thought that was a good idea.

At the bar I placed our orders and settled in to wait. The place was busy. A younger man took the open spot next to me and began a conversation. I was polite. Our drinks took a while but finally arrived, but the man kept talking. I moved like I was going to leave, sending him a body-language hint, but he missed it, continuing his long tale about river rafting and skydiving. Finally, I had enough, interrupting him to explain my wife was waiting for me. He apologized profusely. I turned to go back to our table.

Emma was gone.

Emma was so gone that another couple already sat at our table.

I scanned the whole room.

“Something wrong?” my new chatty friend asked.

“I don’t see my wife anywhere.”

“The hot babe in the short skirt and see through top?”

“Yes, that’s her.”

“Yeah, she left with my friend.”

My head snapped around. I scanned the room again, this time looking for Emma’s two men. Only one remained.

“Where did they go?” I asked.

“Hard to say. They left in a hurry. She was pretty hot for my friend.”

I eyed him suspiciously.

“You ran interference,” I said. “You distracted me while your partner led her away.”

“Something like that,” he chuckled, amused with himself.

“Where did they go?” I asked again. “We had a plan.”

He shrugged.

The area had four doorways leading out of it. I tried to guess which was most likely and then I left this asshole and went hunting for my wife. I downed each drink and set the empty glasses on an open table. I sent texts but I knew her phone was buried in her purse and set to silent. I thought about asking people what they’d seen but how would I describe Emma? The hot babe in sexy clothing? There were a lot of those here. I wandered down a hallway, glancing into every small room I could. Some had two-way mirrors for windows, allowing outsiders to see in but reflective for the people in the room. You wouldn’t know who was watching you fuck. I discovered a large orgy room filled with writhing naked bodies. I discovered a couples-only area guarded by two massive bouncers. I searched everywhere but never found Emma.

I found an open table in another large room with a bar and dropped, dejected, into a seat. Where was she? What was she doing? This was the opposite of our plan. A waitress saw me sitting and stopped by to take a drink order. I impulsively popped one of the Viagra I’d brought with me. Emma would resurface sooner or later, and I wanted to be ready. There was nothing sinister in the air. I was not worried for her safety. I’d seen enough of her hidden personality to know that she probably went along with the handsome stranger after a little coaxing.

So much time passed that I finished my drink and was able to become annoyed.

I left my table to search the club again and found a hallway I’d missed before. I followed it and found myself entering a circular room with a domed ceiling. A contraption hung in the center, a harness of straps and pads, with Emma wrapped up tight, face down, two feet off the floor. A man lay on his back under her with his thick cock fully buried in her pussy. Another man crouched behind her with his fat cock balls deep up her ass. A third man filled her mouth with dick while her hands stroked two more. Five men. Five men! Her nude body glistened with the sweat of her exertions. She rocked her body forward and backward, striving to pleasure these men, working the passages of her pussy and ass on their stiff cocks. Droplets of semen dotted her flesh: evidence of the men who had her before I arrived. She looked drunk. By her expression I knew she was lost to lust. How many orgasms had they given her already?

She raised bleary eyes and saw me and became immediately more animated, working the cocks inside her body with enthusiasm.

“Don’t,” the man buried in her ass warned. “I’m too close. You’ll make—”

Too late. Emma pumping her tight sphincter up and down his length pushed him off the ledge. He suddenly grabbed her ass and grunted as his cock exploded deep in her rectum. He was pumping sperm into my wife right in front of me. Emma rocked faster, eager to milk the man. She sucked harder on the cock in her mouth, and I suspected she clamped her pussy around the man in her vagina. Each man uttered soft moans and groans. The man beneath her grabbed her thighs and swung her hoisted body on his hard meat. He grunted and lifted his hips off the ground. He was ejaculating too. I was paralyzed by the sight. Multiple men emptied their balls straight into her.

Birth control!

I staggered, almost losing my balance. Emma was allowing a man to flood her unprotected womb. I took several hurried steps forward, my eyes glued to his swollen and veiny shaft. He filled her cunt, stretched her like a seal around his girth. His balls rose with every pulse of semen he shot, and there were many. My mouth fell open. My legs felt weak. She saw my reaction and whimpered with runaway lust, sucking even harder and faster, determined to drain this man’s balls too. She did, her eyes suddenly flaring wide as he began to spurt, and she began to swallow. It was a mind-blowing scene made far more intense because it was my lovely wife Emma at the heart of the storm. The men in her hands were momentarily forgotten but then she felt again their throbbing pulse against her palms. She sucked every drop from the man in her mouth as her hands once more pumped those shafts. I did not know this woman, but she wore my wife’s face. When my mind connected that this was, in fact, Emma, my dick threatened to burst my pants. She was a Goddess of Sex, an Angel of Lust.

I unzipped and showed her my painfully erect cock. Her eyes went even wider. She moaned with desire for me but one of the guys in her hand shoved the man in her mouth out of the way. He offered Emma a new cock to suck and my cum-loving wife sucked him in, looking at me like she hoped I understood. I didn’t, but I didn’t need to. All I needed to know was who she truly is, which I do now, and what our sex life is going to be like from here on out, which I’m pretty sure I understand too.

I moved close to the hanging harness and slipped in between the loops as the man in her ass extricated himself and stumbled aside. Emma groaned with deep satisfaction as I pressed the head of my hard cock against her slick sphincter. She pushed her ring out at me, and I eased right in, entering her ass for the first time. I don’t know why I never tried for anal sex with her before, but it was on the menu now. I held her butt like the other man had and watched in wonder as my hard inches vanished into her rectum. She clamped that tight ring around me, moaning like I moaned, and I began to saw in and out, marveling at the fact I now fucked her ass. The man beneath was mauling her hanging tits and I heard a squeak for her that I knew meant an orgasm would soon follow. I wanted her to cum with me up her butt. Hell, I wanted her to drain every cock in the room.

I was too turned on to try to control anything, much less myself. I stared at my dick squeezed by her sphincter and fucked her, slow at first but faster as I learned she could handle it. Soon I pounded her ass and the man in front fucked her mouth. The man below had withdrawn his penis and slid lower, tonguing her sensitive pussy and clit. Emma orgasmed with a shriek, suspended above the floor and utterly at our mercy, which, honestly, none of us had. She held the thighs of the man in front and screamed around his dick. I hammered her little hole and when my sperm boiled up, I let it fly. I was thrilled to pump semen into her ass. I grabbed the straps and held on as it felt like my cock exploded in there. I got dizzy. I distantly heard the man in her mouth bellowing, but my eyes were closed. He was firing straight into her stomach.

Emma was insatiable. Why did nature make us like this? A man climaxes and he’s finished. A woman climaxes and she’s built to do it again. And again. And again. It’s almost like nature intended each woman to fuck multiple men, one after the other, who are busy being visually aroused by the sight of sex. Is a gangbang nature’s natural default setting? Sperm competition inside the womb. All the men fuck her so she can orgasm. May the best man win. Is that why watching her get fucked is so hot to me?  Like, before we made societal rules to bring order out of chaos, was humanity just one big slippery orgy?

These were my thoughts as I pulled my cock out of her ass, surprised at how rigid I still was. Maybe I should cum in her pussy at home and if she gets pregnant, well, at least there’s a chance the baby is mine. What a surge of erotic heat that thought created. We were well into Wonderland now. There was no coming back.


Chapter 9

Our car rocked side to side on the shitty, pothole littered dirt road. This hike would be a full five-mile loop, so we had backpacks with snacks and water in the backseat. I pulled into the open parking area which always marks the trailhead up in these mountains.

“Hey,” Emma said. “Look.”

She pointed at a cherry red Saab parked under an oak tree.

“You think that’s our guy?” she asked.

I laughed.

“You jack him off once and he becomes our guy?”

“I feel an intimate connection to him,” she teased. “I feel an intimate connection to every man I make cum.”

Her eyes challenged me to say something sarcastic. I already knew I’d lose that exchange, so I said nothing. She swung her gaze back to his car. I studied her face. Curiosity was eating at her. So was lust.

“You want an encore?” I asked.

“I do if you’re offering. Hell yes. That guy had a nice fat cock. But look, he’s not in his car. He’s out on the trail and our chance of encountering him is slight. Fun to imagine though.”

I pulled our car in next to his. He wasn’t in it. I noticed the backseat was full of wrappers and empty cups.

“The guy’s a slob,” I mentioned.

“Yeah. I don’t care. There’s only one attribute he has that matters to me.”

I chuckled. We grabbed our packs, tightened boot laces, applied bug spray, and hit the trail. Fifteen minutes later we entered a clearing where a memorial bench had been set up to enjoy the panoramic view. Cherry Saab sat on it with a T-shirt wrapped to hide his face, his fly open like before, and his hard cock standing tall. Public exhibitionism was his thing.

“Holy shit,” Emma muttered.

“He likes getting caught.”

“I like catching him.”

We slowed as we approached. He jacked off for us, loving our eyes crawling over him. Emma studied the man’s body and then glued her gaze to his pulsating cock. She bit her bottom lip in cliché but real arousal.

“You wet?” I mumbled.

“Soaked. Drenched.”

We got closer and his hand stroked faster. He loved Emma’s eyes on him. He was breathing faster, staring at her pretty face.

“Give him some help,” I said. “Show him your tits.”

“I’ll give him some help,” my wife said, dropping her backpack and shedding her T-shirt. “Now that I know what you like.”

She left my side to go stand a couple feet in front of him. He ran his eyes over her hot body and my wife shivered despite the heat. She dropped to her knees and brought her face close, causing our guy to suck a surprised lungful of air.

“Would you like me to touch it?” she asked. 

He nodded, then he nodded rapidly. She looked up at me, seeking approval.

“May I?”

I scanned up and down the trail. I listened for voices.

“We seem to be alone,” I said. “If that’s what you want, go ahead.”

My wife literally wet her lips. She shuffled her knees closer and leaned in.

“Put it in my mouth,” she told him, dropping her jaw.

The man could not believe his good luck. He glanced at me to make sure I wasn’t going to get jealous and start a fight, and then he bent his stiff rod down to aim at the back of her throat. The moment burned into my memory. Obedient, submissive Emma, sitting on her heels ready to pleasure a man simply because he possessed a large penis. She wasn’t alone. Big dicks are a coveted prize. Something primal tickled the base of my skull. I was witnessing evolution at work again. Emma was drawn to the thing because he was more manly, more masculine than most.

The head pushed between her teeth, and she closed her lips around the shaft at the same time she closed her eyes, savoring the delicious wickedness of what she did. Strangely, I was as turned on as they were. I unzipped and freed my rapidly rising cock, stroking slowly as my wife began to worship his fat dick. I knew where this was headed, so to speak, and looked forward to the moment he bubbled up and sent his frothy load sliding down her gullet.

Emma wanted his balls too and unbuttoned and unzipped his shorts. She tugged his trunks off his hips. His fat scrotum dropped to the park bench, but that’s not what caused Emma to freeze. What caused my wife to freeze was the revelation of a blue, broken heart tattoo high on the man’s inner thigh.

“Holy shit,” she said, backing away.

My wife jumped to her feet and snatched the T-shirt off his head. He resisted but she won. We saw his face.

Jason.

“Goddamn it!” she yelled. “That red Saab is your new car? What the fuck are you doing here?”

Jason laughed.

“If you don’t want people to stalk you,” he said. “Stop posting which hike you’re about to go on all over your social media. It’s easy to know where you’re going to be, and when.”

“You’re an asshole.”

He stood too, a Big Man on Campus, twice her petite size. His curved cock nestled between her tits. He gripped her arms just above the elbows and squeezed them together, forcing her breasts to envelope his erection.

“Let go of me,” my wife said. “My husband is right there.”

Jason laughed.

“Your husband is jacking his dick. He wants to see you mess around with someone. Let’s not disappoint him.”

He backed up, placing his feet on the bench and jumping up, high enough his cock was now level with Emma’s face.

“I thought for sure you’d recognize my dick,” he said.

“It looked familiar,” she admitted. “Your body did too. But no way did I expect you to come out here. You hate the outdoors.”

“That’s how hot you are, Baby,” he said.

He took her head in both big hands and steered her face at his cock. His aggressive manner made me feel protective, but Emma seemed to like it. She refused to do anything to his dick, so he tilted his hips and aimed the spear at her mouth. He smushed her lips.

“Open up,” he commanded her. Then he aimed his attention at me. “Come around behind her and take those shorts off. Let’s get this big cock buried.”

He was so casually in charge, even with me, a tenured professor. I hesitated.

“No man allows his wife to go to a ceremony with her ex unless that man wants to see her fucked. Is that right, professor? Do you want to see your hot young bride royally fucked? Do you know how she feels about me?”

“I know.”

“Yet you still have your dick out. Let’s drop the games. We all want to see her fucked. Now come get her out of those little shorts.”

I took a step towards my wife. Her head snapped around, scrutinizing me. Her eyes darted down to my hard dick and up to my face. I remembered her words of warning about this man and the depth of her feelings for him, but in this moment that danger only made everything more exciting. I wondered what she read in my eyes.

“If I do this,” she warned. “I want to do this a lot. Not just today, but today and every day until I graduate, maybe even a little while after that. If that’s all right, come on around behind me and take these shorts off.”

It was all too much. Jason stood on the bench over us, his shorts around his ankles. Emma had her cheek pressed to his hard shaft. The sunlight glinted on her big firm breasts, and I was torn between allowing this man into our sex life or not. This should have been a no-brainer, but the truth was I wanted to see her take that dick. I wanted to see him own her, conquer her. I wanted her to make a slave of herself to him. The thought was frightening and exhilarating at the same time.

I took another step. I came up behind my wife and reached around to unbutton her shorts. I slid them and her underwear down her shapely legs and she stepped out of them, still wearing her hiking boots. Jasone guided her mouth to his cock and my wife obediently complied. He pushed several inches in and then stopped, holding himself in there. He lifted his face to the sun, enjoying the warmth. Emma breathed steadily, waiting, learning that he was in charge, and she’d do what he told her to.

“Open wide,” he said, and she did.

He withdrew his dick and lifted his hips, settling his balls onto her waiting tongue. She painted his ball sack with wide swaths. I tried to swallow but my throat was tight. I felt like I’d just handed him my woman and not just for today, but for whenever he needed to empty his nuts. Butterflies filled my stomach. He let her orally pleasure his cock and balls and then he hopped down off the bench. He kicked off his shorts and sauntered around behind her, bending her at the waist. Emma braced her hands against the bench, nervous about what was coming. She wanted to turn around and see what he planned but dutifully waited instead.

“I don’t know why I have this angel’s number,” he said. “But I do, and I thank God for it. You’ve learned by now what a tigress she is in bed. The girl worships cock, but she’s beautiful and her body is flawless, so you actually want her to worship you.”

He assumed a position behind her and casually rested his hands on her hips. He stepped closer, bringing his cock up between her legs and through her gap, until the top of his erection pressed against her slit.

“I always make her put it in,” he chuckled. “Just a little power trip thing I do.”

Emma was already reaching for him, sliding a hand down to find his cock and guide him in. She gasped at the first penetration and then groaned as each thick inch spread her wide on the inside.

“She’s soaked,” he told me, as if she wasn’t present.

Some people just have your number. Call it chemistry or whatever you want, but just like some people annoy you for no real reason, some people can wrap you around their finger if they wish. Jason had Emma, my beautiful young wife, wrapped around his finger. The more he treated her with distance and disdain, the greater her need for him.

“Fuck yourself on my dick,” he told her, looking at me, grinning as my wife hurried to comply.

Emma pushed against the bench in order to force her tight cunt down his thick pole. Her hips rose and fell, milking his big dick.

“She’ll cum like this,” he informed me. “I won’t need to do a thing. She loves the feel of my cock in her so much she’ll make herself orgasm from it.”

I watched her tits sway. He was correct. Emma was fucking herself on his dick and climbing towards a climax.

“Take a seat on the bench,” he told me. “Let her suck you while she fucks me. You might as well enjoy your wife too, right? We all know how Emma loves two or more cocks at the same time. Sit down and give her mouth something to do.”

I slid in front of her. I felt like I was taking his side but that’s what she seemed to want, and besides, I wanted my dick sucked. She dove on me, hungrily vacuuming my cock. I leaned away and stretched my arms along the back of the bench, watching Emma desperately try to please us both. Jason’s cock was so distracting she’d often forget she was sucking mine. Her eyes would close, and her body would float and she’d moan softly as he reached places far up inside her. He made her do most the work and then laughed when she finally orgasmed. She came hard, whimpering, pulling her mouth off me so she could moan loud enough. Her whole body shook in my lap. He left her whimpering and weak and stuck on the end of his cock like a kebob. The bastard just stood there, letting the reality of the moment sink in.

Emma began pumping her hip again, gliding her cunt up and down his stiff pole. He reached under to fondle her heavy tits swinging and tweaked her sensitive nipples. He could go all night and that played right in to her weaknesses. He was twice the size of another man, including me, and that played right into her weaknesses too. If this was a bedroom and not a nature trail where others could walk by any second, Emma would have ridden that cock until the sun came up again.

My wife returned to sucking my cock, but her mind was elsewhere. Her mind was a few feet back, focused on that sliding tube of beef. I watched, amazed, as she soon built towards another climax. She orgasmed hard, almost weeping, and then collapsed in my lap again.

“Cum in me,” she told him.

He laughed in our faces.

“No.”

“I want it,” she said. “I want it in me.”

“No. Come home with me. Better yet, forget about this hike and let’s go back to your place. I’d love to fuck you in your bed at home. Is that something we can do, professor?”

“No,” she answered.

“Baby girl,” he purred. “We both know you’ll let me do whatever I want to you. My question is for your esteemed husband. What do you say, John? May I fuck your wife in the bed you both share every night?”

My dick strained, throbbing, pulsating with erotic fervor. I both loved and hated the way he owned her. I knew once he’d fucked her in our bed, our bed would never be the same intimate refuge it was right now. Could I truly sacrifice that for the sake of my own arousal?

“Put her in your car,” I said. “Follow me back to our home. Today’s hike can wait. These mountains aren’t going anywhere.”

Emma groaned, both elated and dismayed.


Chapter 10

Library dedications can be mind-numbing events. The young who are invited don’t actually want to be there but must, and the old spend all their time trying to show you how smart they are. I’m expected to attend official college affairs, and so I always do, but I’ve been bored to death for years.

Not anymore. Now I bring my cum-slut hot wife and her stud boyfriend. Which boyfriend is always a question of her mood, but her mood usually means Jason. The young man practically lives with us. Emma has two husbands. Awkward, at first, but the human mind can adapt to anything, and we all soon hit a pleasant routine. I’m her man for almost everything, Jason is her man for when she craves something a little extra physically. He fucks her in ways I can’t, and not just with his size. He’s got a sociopathic streak I lack. I simply can’t think of ways to treat her like he can. When she wants to make love, she comes to me. When she needs to feel used and fucked, she goes to him. I always watch. She’s a different woman with him. She’s younger, less cautious, less thoughtful.

Right now, I’m speaking to Dean Morton about the upcoming school year budget, but I have one eye on my wife and Jason. They have found a secluded spot under some palm trees, and they’ve kissed several times. Many people here know she’s my wife. The thrill of discovery is something Emma loves. The excitement is heightened because she’s not supposed to be doing it. Jason casually brushes a knuckle along her breast and my wife shivers, anticipating his big hard cock. It’s a thrilling game we all play. It won’t last forever but it has lasted for months and none of us want it to end. They kissed again and wandered off and I knew from experience where they were going.

I eventually finished my conversation with Dean Morton and took a circuitous route to the storeroom I knew had become their favorite on-campus rendezvous spot. Emma would sometimes crave a hard fuck midday and let Jason know where to meet her. I headed there now, quietly opening the heavy metal door and silently creeping between tall metal shelves. I found them this time just like I found them last time: Emma on her back on an unused desk and Jason poised to drive his big cock home. She’d pushed her skirt over her hips and her panties hung from an ankle. They heard the scuff of my feet and turned. Emma smiled at me.

“Wait, Jason,” she said, placing her toes against his chest. “I have an idea. This time, let’s have my husband put your cock in me.”

“You mean like touch me?” Jason asked. “Like, grab my dick and stuff it in?”

“Yes,” she said, wicked eyes turning playful. “That’s exactly what I mean. You always ask me to do it but this time I want to ask him.”

My heart flipped. Jason grinned victorious and leaned his body away from my wife. His thick cock curved upward, pulsating to the beating of his heart.

“Come on, old man,” he teased. “She’s not telling you to suck it. She’s only asking you to give it to her. She’s a bad, bad girl, but you married her. Come on. Come grab my cock and ease it into her. It’ll be hot.”

My gaze dropped to his rampant dick, made harder now by Emma’s plot. My wife loved that cock. I strode forward and quickly gripped the beast around the root, lowering my mouth to her succulent pussy. She was already wet for him, drenched, in fact, but I added to it, deeply aroused by the reality of what I was doing. I licked and sucked, drawing little shapes on her pussy with the tip of my tongue. Not until I had her writhing did I probe deeper, slipping inside. I brought her close to orgasm and then backed away over and over until Jason laughed at her frustration.

Finally, I lifted my mouth away and tugged his throbbing cock closer. I felt the heat from him on my cheek. I toyed with her, rubbing his dick around her opening, teasing her with penetration until she whimpered. I spread her labia with two fingers and marveled at her swollen inner lips. Emma loved being fucked by this man. She loved me and she loved fucking him. Simple words with a complex truth. I pulled him forward again and used the head of his cock to part her inner labia and open her. She was whimpering with desire, so ready to be stuffed with dick. I exhaled my hot breath over the place where their bodies would merge and eased his pulsating shaft and head through her tight opening. Emma groaned with a kind of deep satisfaction. He pushed his inches into her, and I moved my hand out of the way, switching my grip to his hanging balls, heavy and full, to keep pulling him deeper. Only when his scrotum rested against her ass did I pull my hand away and start jerking off. Emma noticed and grinned, happy that the man she loved accepted her needs.

End.
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