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Recap

Sharon and her husband had decided that swinging might be a good way to spice up their marriage.  

After their first encounter becomes more hotwife than swinging, they are both still excited by her new found love of exhibitionism and other men and are ready to try some more.  Sharon’s libido and self esteem are both raised to new heights by the man half her age who wants her to be his ‘porn girlfriend’.

It sounds like fun and games until they discover her first ‘hookup’ moves in next door with their divorced neighbor.  

Will Sharon become a full time hotwife to the young man next door?  What will happen when her boytoy’s aunt finds out that her sweet neighbor is a slut?


Eric’s Plaything

After Sharon’s Saturday night fun with Eric, we were both sexually charged all day on Sunday, and had sex several times, all over the house, as we traded fantasies of how and when she’d next be with him, and whether he’d really loan her out to his friends.

She seemed to be the most excited about the possibility of new men, but most of our talk was about when we’d next have Eric over, possibly with his aunt Sara.  Sharon suggested that maybe after the next ‘dinner night’ that I walk Sara home and hit on her.  I told her about the last dinner night, where Sara said I was ‘off limits’ because I was married.

We expected to hear from Eric some time soon, but there was no contact on Sunday.  We figured that he was trying to play it cool and not tip off his aunt Sara about our ‘arrangement’.

***

Monday came on as Mondays do, full of stress and slight depression at the end of the weekend.  I arrived home at the end of a busy day, half expecting to see Eric with Sharon, but she hadn’t heard from nor seen him.  She had an equally busy day at work, so we made a simple dinner after she changed out of her work clothes into jeans and a top.

We were relaxing after dinner and cleaning, and I was considering an early bedtime.  I wasn’t particularly tired, just horny from watching my wife in her jeans and tight top, imagining Eric’s hands on her, as she touched him.  I wondered if he liked her hard nipples as much as I did.  As I watched her finish her glass of wine, I was again frustrated that I could never get her to go braless, even around the house.  She was very self-conscious of her nipples, because she felt like it gave men the impression that she was a slut, showing them off like that.

I was just about to suggest we go to the bedroom, when Sharon’s phone ‘binged’ with a message.  I idly glanced over as she read it.  Then there was another message, then a third.

Sharon looked up and said, “Well, here we go.”

“What?” I asked, removing my brain from the book.

She rose and said, “It’s Eric.  He says, want to hook up?   My boyfriend  sent me a note! ”  

“Is he coming here?” I asked, my nerves jangling and my stomach jolted as she called him ‘boyfriend.’

She knew what turned me on!  She grabbed her keys and said, “I’m going to his place.”

I stood and met her near the door, “Maybe he just wants to play games?”

Sharon asked, “Like ‘tonsil hockey’ and ‘hide the salami?’”  She laughed and said, “I’m down for that!”

“I bet you are,” I said, “What about Sara?”

“His aunt  is asleep.  It will be fun fucking in the next room!” She was clearly very excited by the riskiness.

“Leave your purse and keys,” I suggested.  “You’ll be just next door.  I would tell you to go naked if I were sure the neighbors wouldn’t see.  I liked it when you tried to find him at the hotel, wearing just a t-shirt.”

She smiled and exaggeratedly put her purse and keys on the front table, then reached into her shirt and removed her bra.  She pulled off her shoes, so that she was bare-footed.  Finally, she pushed down her jeans, pulled off her panties and replaced the jeans.  She looked at me with a smile and said, “Just jeans and a shirt.”   As close to naked as I can get right now.”  

“How do I look?” she asked.

Her nipples were very visible, pushing at the material like pencil erasers trying to poke through.  Her tight jeans added to the effect.  I answered honestly, “You look like I should rip off your clothes and fuck you.”

My wife smiled and said, “That’s what I’m going for.  Except it’s the boy next store who will be doing the ripping and fucking.”  She laughed a little nervously, which made me think.  She was looking at her wedding band, twisting it on her finger.

“Are you thinking of leaving that?” I asked.

She looked up at me and emphatically said, “No!”  She held her hand up high to examine it as she added, “This will be the only thing I will be wearing in a few minutes.  It reminds me that I’m married and fucking another man.”

She looked me in the face as she said, “It makes me so horny, cheating like that.  Is that bad?”

“Not if it makes you horny, Baby,” I told her sincerely.

“Ooh, so horny!” she said, giving me a kiss.

With that, she left.  I watched as she walked away, knowing that those lips would be on another man in a few minutes.

***

I waited up for the next hour or two, both hoping that she would come home soon, and that she would spend the night with him.  That would be the ultimate level of cheating, staying in his bed overnight.  After a while I grew sleepy and went to bed, assuming she would spend the night.

She woke me when she crawled into bed just after midnight.  I rolled over and could smell sex on her, which started to get me hard.  When I put my hand between her legs, she was very wet, probably leaking his cum.  I was immediately hard as a rock.

I asked softly, “How about sloppy seconds?”

She didn’t open her eyes as she said, “Oh, Baby.  It’s so late and we have work in the morning.”  She yawned a little and added, “I’ve had all the dick I need tonight, thanks.”

I removed my hand, disappointed at the rejection.  As I lay in bed thinking, I realized that it was kind of exciting that she ‘gave it up’ to her ‘boyfriend’ but not me.  I masturbated, thinking about my wife laying on her back with Eric between her legs, pumping away as they kissed.

I hoped that she would be as willing to let Eric’s friend defile her.

***

The next morning, we both woke up late and had to rush to get to work.  While we didn’t talk about the previous night, all I could think about whenever I saw her naked or in her underwear, was that she let another man touch her and kiss her and have sex with her.  It was a long day at work.

That evening, we were making dinner and I asked if she had fun the previous night.  She gave me a knowing look and said, “Yes, I sure did.”

“And Eric?” I asked.

My wife gave me a huge smile as she replied, “I made sure  he had a good time.”

I didn’t know what else to say, so I finished setting the table for us. As I returned to put water in the glasses, Sharon said, “Sara must be a heavy sleeper.”

She looked at me and said, “We were very  loud, but she didn’t stir.”

“That’s good,” I said, not sure if it was or wasn’t.  “I assume you’ll be spending more time on your back over there?”  I chuckled at the thought.

She gave me a serious look, and answered, “That’s what we want, right?”

I nodded, quick to assure her that it was okay.

“Then, yes, I expect I’ll spend a lot of time on my back for him.”  She stirred the pot and added, “And bent over his bed.”  She turned to look at me and explained, “He likes to hang onto my breasts while he takes me from behind.  He likes my nipples as much as you do, and gives them quite a lot of attention.”

“Oh,” I said, thinking about her bent over.  She usually preferred missionary, but so did I.

“Yeah,” she added.  “I used to feel weird about men seeing my nipples. Now I realize I may have missed out.”

Only then did I realize she was braless!  I was so preoccupied with her time with Eric that I missed the sight of her pencil eraser nipples pushing out her shirt material.  Her boobs hung a little lower without the bra, not much, but that made the whole picture even better!

I filled the glasses and put them on the table, then returned to the kitchen, to see what else needed doing.  At that time the doorbell rang, and I went to get it, leaving Sharon working the stove.

I opened the door, surprised to see Eric.  He smiled and said, “Sharon home?”

“Sure, she’s in the kitchen.”  I let him in, and started to walk with him.

He turned and said, “I’d like some time alone with my girlfriend, if you don’t mind?”

My stomach lurched and I felt a flush in my face.  We stood still for a long moment as my thoughts whirled in my head.  She must have told him that we referred to him as her boyfriend.  He was openly laying claim to her, which was threatening, but also what had to happen if this was going to be a long term ‘thing.’

I needed to feel a little control, so I said, “She’s all yours.”

He smiled and said, “Good, I assumed so.” As he turned towards the kitchen, he said more softly, “You can stay here and listen, or go upstairs, whichever you like.”

***

I stood still, watching the young man walk into our kitchen, about to have sex with my wife.

I decided to listen, rather than hide out.  I really wanted to watch, but was afraid that if I got caught that I wouldn’t even be able to listen.

I heard Eric say, “Hey there, sexy.”

“Oh,” Sharon said.  “What a surprise!”  I could hear them kissing.  Then she asked, “Where’s Ed?”

“Upstairs,” Eric replied.  “I told him I wanted to see my girlfriend alone.”

“Just see  me?” My wife cooed .

“Well, I like seeing these ,” he said, then I heard Sharon moan.  “I like them without a bra.”  I guessed that he was fondling her breasts.

“Mmm,” she moaned again, “I like them with your hands on them,” she giggled.  I couldn’t believe this was my wife!  I hadn’t heard her playing sexy like that with anyone other than me.  It had been years since she teased me like that, and now she was in the next room with a younger man feeling her up!

I could hear some more moaning and rustling, then “Ouch!  Hey, no biting!” she said.  “Suck all you want but don’t bite my nipples off, Baby.”

“I just got excited, sorry,” he replied.

“Ooh, you are  excited.  It’s hard as steel,” my wife said.  I imagined she was rubbing him through his pants.  “Maybe I can help you with that?”

“I was thinking that, too,” he chuckled.  “Take off your clothes.”

“Oh, you think you can just ask, and I’ll drop my panties for you?” my wife asked.

“Um, I hope so,” Eric responded.

“Hmm, well it turns out that you’re right!”  I heard some quick rustling, then Sharon said, “There. I’m all yours.”

“That’s what your husband said,” Eric replied, “You’re all mine.”

Eric said, “Now, bend over the counter.”

“Oooh, yeah,” my wife replied.  Then “Oh!  Need lube for that one!  I’ll go get it.”

“No!” Eric said forcefully.  “Hold your cheeks open,” He said, then I heard the refrigerator door open, then close after some rustling around.

“Oooh, butter!” I heard Sharon say.  “Good idea.  Be sure to get some inside me.”  I heard Eric chuckle, then my wife said, “Ooh, that’s cold.”

“Not for long,” he laughed, “Just be still and hold your cheeks open.”

I could hear some little moans and a yelp coming from my wife, as I imagined Eric rubbing butter into her ass.

“You don’t need the whole stick, big boy,” my wife said after a moment.

“Too late,” Eric chuckled, “you took it like a champ.”  My wife just moaned.  Holy crap!  He stuffed a whole stick of butter into her ass!  And she just bent over and let him do it!

“Oh, that’s nice,” I heard Eric say.  “You feel so good!”  Grunted in response.

For the next ten minutes or so, I listened to the rhythmic banging as Eric pumped my wife’s ass, occasionally punctuated by her moans.  After a while, the pace quickened, and I heard my wife encouraging him, “Ungh!  Yes!  Come for me!”

Shortly after, the banging stopped and I heard Eric groan.  I knew he was filling my wife with his cum, her ass now full of butter and sperm.

After a moment I heard some movement, as Eric said, “Stay right there like that.  Don’t clean up, wait there so your husband can see you like that.”

“Ummm, yes.  I want him to see what you did to me!”  I heard a noise that was probably him pulling up his pants, then I heard my wife ask, “Will I see you tomorrow?”

“Do you want to?” he asked.

“Oh yes!” my wife responded, with no hesitation.  I was both excited and jealous how she seemed so eager.

“Probably.  I’ll text you,” he responded.  If I was him, I’d be much more enthusiastic.  I heard him walking out of the kitchen and he paused as he passed me, saying in a low voice, “I’m done with her for now, thanks.”

I watched him leave, and waited a few moments to see if she would wait or clean up.  After a bit, I heard Sharon yell, “Hey Ed!  Come on down!”

“ At least he said Thanks ” I thought.  I walked halfway up the steps then down again so that it sounded like I had been upstairs.

When I entered the kitchen, it was the scene I had expected: Sharon was leaning on the counter, completely naked.  There was an open pound of butter and a discarded wrapper on the counter next to her, and her clothing was strewn over the floor.  She was smiling at me as I took in the view.

I walked over behind her and saw butter and fluids running out of her anus and down her leg.  “What have we here?”

I unfastened my pants and pushed them down, releasing my straining erection, as she answered, “My boyfriend stopped by to help with dinner.  And wanted you to see his stuffing.”

She started to turn and face me, figuring the show was over, and I pushed her back, saying, “Not so quick.  I want to churn your butter, too.”  Without waiting for agreement or a response, I pushed my cock against her hole, and it slipped in easily.  She didn’t respond, except in moans and grunts, as I used her slippery tight ass to please myself.  I made sure to last long enough to give her the orgasm that Eric had denied her, before I added my cum to his, deep in her bowels.  I glanced at the butter for a moment, thinking that I’d like to shove another stick or two inside her, but decided against it.

After I finished, we cleaned up without saying anything, then had dinner together, eating whatever hadn’t overcooked.  As I helped her clean up in the kitchen afterwards, I leaned over and kissed her, pulling her close and pushing my tongue into her mouth.  She kissed me back, equally passionately.

After we broke the kiss, I said, “I hope your boyfriend keeps coming over.”

She seemed a little surprised, but happy, and replied, “I’ll definitely keep him coming.”  We both laughed.

***

The next night, we stayed up watching the news and having a drink, and there were no messages from Eric.  We got ready for bed, and I was expecting some good sexy fun as I watched her naked in front of the mirror, brushing her teeth.

Her phone buzzed, and it was clear she was excited to see the text.  She looked at me, and we both knew what it meant.  I watched as she opened a drawer and took out one of my t-shirts, then pulled it over her head.

She smiled and gave me a peck on the cheek, saying, “Here you go!  I’ll be wearing just your shirt and wedding ring when I go see him.”  She gave a little twirl, then touched my chest as she said, “The shirt will be gone, and there will be just the ring.  That’s all that will be yours, Everything  else will belong to him!”  My stomach flopped and I thought my cock would break off. It was so hard.

I watched as my wife left our bedroom, barefooted, wearing just a t-shirt and our wedding ring.  I didn’t bother checking the door - it had to be unlocked for her to come back, whenever that was.

***

The next couple of weeks followed the same pattern, Sharon sneaking out late at night wearing just a t-shirt, and returning even later smelling of sex.  Only a couple of times did I score ‘sloppy seconds’, mostly because of the late hour she returned and us having work the next day.

Eric stopped in at dinner one more time.  This time I wasn’t quite as surprised to see him at the door, and he was a little less courteous, simply saying, “I need her for a few minutes. Wait here.”

He left within 15 minutes, and I found Sharon on her knees in the kitchen, semen splattered on her face and hair.  He told her he had a night with the guys, but wanted to ‘mark’ her before he went out.  She was smiling and cheerfully told me that she liked it when her boyfriend ‘marked’ her.  She said she liked being degraded like that, just letting him spray her.

I told her truthfully that I liked seeing her like that.  The guy could surely shoot a lot, but I guess that's just the power of being 22 years old.  Another benefit was that she was so horny that we screwed right there on the kitchen floor, his come glistening on her face.


Friends

One night Eric came over, and again told me he wanted some time with ‘his girlfriend’.  He went into the kitchen, and I listened in, as usual.  “Hey, let’s go see one of my friends,” he said.

“Don’t you want me on my knees, Lover?”  My stomach flopped when she called him that.

“Later.  Now, go get dressed in something that’s easy to take off.  That green dress you wore at the pool would be good.  No bra, no panties.  And make it quick.”

“OK,” my wife said as she rushed up the stairs, not even noticing that I was listening in on them.  After a few moments, I quietly walked into the kitchen, and saw that he was texting away on his phone.  

I was torn about what to say and how to say it.  I knew almost certainly that he was going to share my wife with another guy, but I was worried about her safety, and not one hundred percent certain that I was okay with it.  I remembered quite vividly that she had told him that ‘her cunt was his to give away,’ but it wasn’t really all hers to give away, after all.

I was about to say something when we heard the bedroom door, and Sharon rushed down the stairs, wearing her green sundress.  I could swear I saw her bush as the little skirt flapped while she bounced down the stairs, and her nipples looked like they were going to rip through the material.

She drew to a halt in front of the two of us, “Hi, Baby,” she said to me.  “We’re going to see one of Eric’s friends.”

She turned to Eric, and said, “How do I look?” as she gave a twirl.  This time, her bush definitely showed as the skirt flew.

“You look very fuckable,” he said with a smile.  I was a little shocked at his words, but things had become more raunchy and relaxed since she was openly having sex with him, with my consent.

“Are you sure?  Will you be careful?” I asked her.

My wife was beaming as she looked at me and said, “Baby, Eric is giving me to one of his friends.  I’m going to fuck a stranger tonight!  Of course I’m not being careful.”  She gave me a peck on the cheek and said, “Come on, Baby.  This is what we wanted!”

I stood there dumbly as Eric walked my wife out of the house, certainly to let her service one of his friends.

***

I went to the kitchen to pour a drink, and found dinner thawed and uncooked on the counter.  I put it all away and ordered a pizza, then dove into a bottle for a while.

I woke when the front door opened, a little after midnight.  I had fallen asleep on the chair while watching TV.  Sharon walked uneasily into the room, and I was immediately shocked and turned on by her appearance!

She was wearing a white tank top that was too small for her, the material barely covering the front of her breasts, her nipples clearly visible and straining the material, as the sides of her breasts hung obscenely out the sides. The shirt stopped just below her navel, leaving her ass and pussy completely exposed.  She was barefooted and her hair was a tangled mess.  I rose and met her, and was overcome by the reek of wine and sex.  Her hair and pubes were sticky, certainly with semen.

“Baby, are you OK?” I asked, as I tried to help her.

“I’m fine, I’m fine!” she giggled, clearly still a little drunk.

I couldn’t resist, and took a couple of pictures with my phone.

She watched me and asked, “Why the pictures?” as she wobbled a little.

“Because you look awesome!” I said, being truthful.

“You like drunk old ladies?” she giggled.  Before I could answer, she said, “Eric and his friend sure do!”

She stepped closer to me, putting her hand on my chest as she looked into my face and said, “Baby, two dicks are definitely better than one!”

“So you had two dicks tonight?” I asked, excited.

She smiled drunkenly at me and said, “Oh yeah.  All.  Night.  Long.”  She kissed my neck and added, “I even did DP for the first time.  It was awesome!”

Holy shit!  She had turned into the dirty slut that I wanted, and I missed it!

She pushed back and stood by herself, a little wobbly, and said, “Do you still love me, even after two guys fucked all my holes?”

“Oh yeah, Baby.  I love you even more!” I answered with truthful enthusiasm.

“Good.  It’s just sex.  They’re just cocks.  In all my holes.  All the time,” she said, giving me a smile.

“Um, where’s your dress?” I asked.

She looked down at herself, and said, “I dunno.  But this makes it easier for the boys to fuck me.”

“OK, Baby.  Let’s get you to bed,” I said.

“So you can fuck me too,” she slurred.

“Yes, so I can fuck all your holes,” I said, as I put my arm around her.

“Oh good,” she said as we made our way to the bedroom.

I set her on the bed, and quickly removed my clothes, excited for sloppy thirds!   When I climbed into bed with her, she was already passed out cold.  I spent a few minutes feeling her matted pussy and the caked stickiness in her hair.  It was exciting and disgusting at the same time.  I was so horny, so jerked off onto her face and hair, thinking ‘ What the hell, she won’t know. ’  I took another couple of pictures of her face covered in semen and her caked, wet hair.

***

The next morning when I got up for work, Sharon was still passed out.  I showered, got dressed and even got coffee.  I made an extra cup and went up to rouse her before I left.

I set the cup on the side table and gently rubbed her, first her shoulder then down to her chest.  At least I woke up her nipples, I thought with a grin.  Eventually she groaned and said, “What?  Is it morning?”  Her eye  opened and she said, “What’s wrong?  I can’t see!”

I chuckled and said, “Your left eye is spermed shut.”

She calmed, closing her eyes, and said, “Oh.”  After a moment, she added, “I don’t know how those boys came so much.”

I felt my cock hardening, seeing how naturally she spoke about it.

She eventually opened her eye  and said, “ Ooof .  I feel terrible.  Did I shower?  I don’t think so.”

“No shower,” I offered.  I smiled as I said, “You smell like a wine truck crashed through a sperm bank.”

She didn’t laugh, but said, “I think the sperm bank part is true.”  I offered her the coffee, which she accepted.

I said, “Maybe you should call in sick.”

After she took a sip, she said, “Yeah.  More like, ‘call in dick’.”  She didn’t laugh at the joke.  After a few minutes, she gently swung her legs out of bed and looked at what she was wearing.

“What’s this?” she asked.

“It’s how you came home,” I answered.

“No.  Not really,” she said.

“Yep, that was it.  No shoes, no dress, no purse, nothing else,” I said, waiting for her reaction.

She looked up at me, and took a sip of coffee, then asked, “He dropped me off like this?”

“He didn’t drop you off.  You just walked in like that,” I told her.

“Shit,” she said simply.  She sipped more coffee, then looked at me, “Your wife is a gutter slut.”

She looked at me, expecting an answer.

“Yeah,” I said.  Then I added, “I think it’s awesome!”

“Whoa,” she said, as she watched me, then drank some more coffee.  After a moment, she said, “Give me your phone, I have to call in.”

I watched as she called in sick.  It didn’t need much acting, she was clearly hung over and tired.

I told her to take it easy, that I’d pick up dinner on the way home.

***

I had a hard time concentrating at work, all I could think about was Sharon with those two young guys.  It was exciting, but not what we had agreed.  We agreed on swinging so that I could watch her with the other men, and of course try some new pussy.

I picked up her favorite chinese on the way home, and when I arrived, she was sitting on the couch sipping some wine.

I laughed and said, “Didn’t you have enough last night?”

“Hair of the dog,” she said with a smile.

“And what about cock of the dog?” I asked.

She laughed, and said, “As much as I want more dick, I thought we should have a night together.  I know you’re not getting your side of the deal.”

I set out the food, and said, “Well, eventually.  I do really want to watch you, and it would be nice to try some new pussy while I watch.”  She nodded, looking a little sad.

I decided to not make it a bad thing, and asked, “So, how was last night?  Did you like his friend?”

She looked up at me and said, “What do you  think?”

I answered, “Well, just because your boyfriend gave your cunt to his friend, doesn’t mean you liked him.”

“You like that?” she asked, as she began eating her dinner.

“Do I like that you have a boyfriend?  Or do I like that he can give your cunt to anyone?”  She nodded, so I said, “I like them both.”

I ate some dinner, then added, some time later, “Although I thought you might have several boyfriends, and I’d have their wives.”

She laughed as we continued eating.

As we were finishing, I asked again, “So, did you like his friend?”

She looked up and said, “He was gorgeous.  Tall, muscular, a great smile.”  She took a sip of her wine and said, “And that guy had a cock  on him!”

“Nice,” I said.

“Yes, it was soooo nice,” she said with a sexy look.

***

We were clearing the table when the doorbell rang.  I looked at Sharon, and she said, “I’ll tell Eric not tonight, that I need a rest.  I’ll send him away.”  She went to the door, and I followed several steps behind.

When she opened the door, she said, “Oh!  Hi!”

I could hear a man’s voice saying, “Here’s your stuff.  I found your address in your wallet.”

“Oooh, how sweet,” my wife cooed.  I realized it must be the guy from last night!”

“Won’t you come in?”  She said, as she opened the door.  He only had eyes for her, as he followed her in.  He started to ask, “Is your husband…” as he spotted me and stopped.

She smiled up at him and said, “It’s OK.”  She turned and said, “Baby, get him a beer, would you?”

I knew something  was about to happen, and was excited at the possibility.  It was strange meeting a guy after  he had fucked my wife, but I imagined that would happen more often, as Eric continued to give her to his friends.

I returned to the living room, and handed the guy a beer.  As I took a seat, I could see that he really was  gorgeous.  He had a strong jaw, chiseled face, and muscled arms.  He was probably a bit over six foot, and had a haircut that you only see on salon advertisements.  He could probably be a model.

My wife took a seat on the coffee table in front of him, and said, “Baby, this is Adam, the guy from last night.”

Adam said, “He knows?”

“Uh, huh,” Sharon answered, with a cute little giggle.

She was staring at Adam, her eyes all over him, as she said, “Adam was kind enough to bring my things.”  She reached over, opened the bag that he had brought, and started pulling out the contents.

“Mm, my dress,” she held it up and said, “It’s not too  bad.”  She looked at Adam and said, “I wasn’t wearing it for very long, was I?”

Adam smiled at her and said, “Nope, not at all.”

She put the dress down, and removed the remaining items, naming them as she did, “Shoes, phone, purse, wallet.”

She held up the wallet and asked, “You found our address on my driver’s license, didn’t you?”

“Yeah,” he agreed.

“And you looked at my age, didn’t you?” he asked.

“Uh,” he stalled.

She smiled sweetly and said, “Did you know you were with a woman twenty years older?  Does it bother you?”

Adam smiled crookedly and glanced at me and said, “Twenty three years older.  And it was great.  The best.”

“Oh, flattery will get you everywhere,” she said, as she grabbed the bag and threw the items into it.  “Let me put this away, I'll be right back.”

Sharon disappeared up the stairs into our room, leaving Adam and me alone.

He finally asked, “So you know she was at my place last night?”

I said, “I knew she went somewhere with Eric.”  He looked expectantly as I finished, “And I knew she ‘gave it up’ for him and a friend.”

He seemed to want to explain, as he said, “Eric said she was his porn girlfriend, and that she wanted a threesome, so we, um.”  He stopped, unable to say the words.  He then said, “Eric said she was his girlfriend.”

“She is,” I confirmed.  The guy looked surprised as I added, “I’m ok with her having boyfriends.  I can’t let her pass up sex with guys twenty three years younger.  She would say the same if some young hot thing wanted sex with me.”

He nodded, and I wondered if he caught my ‘twenty three years’ hint.

Neither of us was sure what to say next, but luckily we were interrupted by Sharon’s return.  I saw her first - wearing the filmy babydoll teddy, but without panties.  Her nipples and pussy were clearly visible - she was ready for action!

Adam’s jaw dropped when he saw her enter the room.  She walked right up to him, swaying a little so that her hard nipples and sexy body were displayed to him.  As she stopped in front of him, she said, “We can’t have you drive all the way here without some reward.”

She leaned up to kiss him, and he bent forward to meet her lips with his.  It only took a moment before their mouths opened, and they had their tongues in each others’ mouths.  I was rock hard watching them, seeing my wife with another man like this.  Adam opened his eyes to steal a quick look at me.  I smiled and nodded to him, letting him know that I was OK with what was happening.

I watched as they continued kissing, my wife wrapping her arms around him as Adam put his hands on her ass, pulling her up and tight to him.  I could hear them making little moaning noises as they made out, and noticed my wife grinding her hips against him.

After several minutes, Sharon broke the kiss and he reluctantly released her ass, which disappointed me as well.  She stood in front of him, breathing heavily, clearly still on a high from making out.

Adam said, “Well, I guess I better…”

“I want you inside me,” Sharon said, cutting him off.

“What?” he asked, clearly as surprised as I was at her comment.

“I want you inside me.  I need  you inside me…  Now!” She emphasized as she reached for his belt.

She had unhooked his belt and pants, and was already pulling down his zipper as he looked over at me and asked, “Is this OK?”

I was excited and breathing as hard as my wife as I realized she was going to fuck another man right here, right now.  I paused long enough that she had unzipped him, and was kneeling in front of him, pulling his pants down.

As his hard cock sprung free, my wife commented, “Oh, yeah!”

I looked at Adam and said shakily, “She’s all yours.  My wife is yours.”

At those words, Sharon took his cock into her mouth.  She looked so slutty and awesome with another dick in her mouth!  I watched as he grew harder and longer while she worked on him.  He moaned as she licked around his cockhead and sucked the sensitive parts of his ridge.

She held his shaft while she worked on his cockhead, then looked over at me and said, “Do you like seeing my wedding ring against his cock, Baby?”  She was right!  It was thrilling seeing the symbol of our union on her hand as it was wrapped around Adam’s penis.  Her wedding ring was rubbing another man’s cock!

Sharon stood and asked, “Ready?” as she gripped his erection.  She let it slip from between her fingers as she stepped back and sat on the couch, spreading her legs for him, and pulling her babydoll up to expose her open, glistening pussy.

Adam pulled off his shirt, then pushed off his pants and underwear, as he stared at Sharon lying back on the sofa.  When Adam was stripped, I could see what she meant about ‘that cock.’  He was probably 10 or 11 inches long, thick and veiny, like a porn star.  His body was muscled all over and I watched his muscles twist and stretch as he bent and picked up his pants, fishing a condom out of the pocket.

He grinned at her as he pulled it out, and she laughed, saying, “Wishful thinking, huh?”

“Yeah, I guess,” he answered, as he started to tear the package open.

My wife leaned forward and took the condom from him, as she said, “Give it here.”  She opened the package and examined the condom for a second, then looked at his large erection before she said, “That can’t be comfortable.”

She tossed the condom onto the coffee table and said, “I want to feel you skin-to-skin.”  She looked up at him as she lay back and spread her legs again, saying, “Don’t you want to feel me bare?”

Adam looked over at me and asked, “Are you sure?”

Before I could answer, Sharon said softly, “Adam?” causing both of us to look over at her.  She smiled and said, “He already told you that his wife is yours.  He’s waited years to see me fuck another man.  He’s really sure.”  She glanced at me and asked, “Aren’t you?”

I was excited at how she took control, and said simply, “Yes.”

Sharon said, “See?”  She then said, “Here,” then proceeded to slip her wedding band off her finger.  I was excited but sickened by her action, wondering if this was a show or permanent.

She continued, “He has another fantasy...”  We watched as she made a show of placing the ring inside the lips of her pussy, then said, “Why don’t you help me tuck it away?”  She reached forward and stroked his steel hard erection, as she added, “Deep inside me, someplace that he can’t possibly reach?”

She knew that I watched a video over and over where a woman had her lover come on her wedding ring.  I never really thought she paid it much attention.

She released his erection, and held her legs open as she said, “Now, I want you inside me, and I want you to come all over my wedding ring.”

Adam didn’t give me another glance as he carefully pushed his cock against her opening, then gave a slow push.  I watched her pussy open to let him inside.  She moaned as the flare of his cockhead slid inside her.

I felt my heart beating wildly and my knees grow weak as I realized the enormity of what I was watching.  Another man had his cock inside my wife!  He worked himself inside her, pushing in slowly, then pulling back, as inch after inch slid inside her.  She moaned as he entered her, pulling at his shoulders while her legs tried to wrap around him, falling away as he withdrew each time.

After a minute or two of this, he pulled back and reached for her pussy with his fingers.  She moaned in frustration and said, “Why did you stop?  I want you inside me!”

He gave her a little smile as he pried her pussy open and slid a couple of fingers inside her, causing her to cry again, “What?  What is it, Baby?”

Baby .  That made my stomach lurch - calling him ‘Baby.’  Even more than watching him stick his dick inside her, or play with her pussy.

He smiled as he pulled his finger out of her, and said, “It’s tucked away.”  Sharon gave a little confused look, so he added, “Your wedding ring.”

Sharon’s face broke into a smile as she thrust her fingers into herself for a minute, then pulled them out, saying, “I can’t feel it.  Wow!”  She gently touched his face, and added, “You weren’t even all the way in yet, were you?”

“Nah,” he answered, as he moved back up to position his cock against her opening again.  She took just a moment to look at me and wink, then said, “Well now, let’s see how deep you can pound it, baby.  I want to feel you push that thing into my womb!”

This time he slid into her more smoothly and forcefully, after he had successfully pushed our wedding ring deep inside.  He started to rhythmically pound into her, as I imagined him driving our ring deeper into her.  He was obviously enjoying the feeling of Sharon’s pussy as he moaned in pleasure.  He still had four or more inches to go each time he bottomed out!

She moaned, “Yes!  Deeper!”, which caused him to raise her legs, giving him a better angle, as he began to forcefully ram into her.  She gave a sweet yelp each time he bottomed out, as her arms attempted to pull him closer.

From where I stood, I could see his balls swinging, hitting her ass with each thrust.  I felt a thrill as I realized he would be emptying them into her, releasing millions of his youthful sperm into her body, each one eagerly seeking her eggs.  I imagined him pounding her wedding ring over her cervix, like a golden crown, forcing her open so that his sperm could pour into her, rather than wriggle past her tight little opening.  I got a chill as I imagined that the symbol of our marriage could be helping her get pregnant by a stranger.

After a few minutes, my wife began to moan and encourage him, a sure sign that she was ready to come.  Soon, she started shaking and thrashing as her orgasm hit, and he continued to ride her, unphased, his muscled arms holding her in place to use for his pleasure.  He looked over and gave me a smile as she was coming, as if to say, “See what I do to your wife?”

She recovered slightly after, and I heard her whisper, “Keep going.  Give me more, Baby!  You fuck so good!”  That caused him to pick up his pace for a while, bringing her to another orgasm.

I watched them for more than 20 minutes, as my wife moaned and came at least twice more.  Finally, he started to fuck her more quickly and urgently, and we knew he was getting ready to come.

He groaned, “Gonna come,” as he thrust into her with shorter strokes.  I watched my wife wrap her arms and legs around him to pull him close as she said, “Yes!  That’s it!  She pulled her face back, staring straight into his eyes as she urgently said, “Come inside me!  Show him that you own my cunt!”

The guy couldn’t take it anymore, and let out a loud groan as he unloaded into my wife.  She whimpered as he thrust into her, jerking and pulling her tight while he panted heavily.  I was afraid he would break her when he tensed all those muscles, but she was definitely enjoying it.

I felt faint as I was overwhelmed watching another man fill my wife with his sperm, and she begged him to do it!  I imagined the fluids leaking out of him into her vagina, his sperm struggling to find her eggs.  She lay under him, a satisfied happy look on her face, as his cock twitched inside her.

After he calmed, he sat back on his heels and his cock slid out of my wife.  I expected to see her pussy drooling and open, but it shut after he withdrew, and I knew that she was full of another man’s sperm!  When Adam stood, his slimy penis was still mostly erect.  I watched as he leaned forward, offering it to Sharon, and she took him into her mouth, licking and cleaning him as she said, “Mmmm, so good.”

After she released him, he seemed a bit confused, and asked, “What now?”

Sharon smiled and said, “Now you can go.”  He still looked hesitant so she added, “Yes, it’s OK.  You can ‘hit it then quit it.’”

He immediately pulled on his shorts and pants, and put on his shirt.  He wouldn’t make eye contact with me, and seemed confused about what he should be doing.  I heard him ask my wife, “Can I see you again?”  He was trying to keep his voice down, even though I was standing right there.

She said, in an equally low voice, “It’s OK, my husband knows.”  She laughed and said, “What do you think, Baby?  Can he see me again?”

“Often, I hope,” I answered.

He seemed a little nervous, but excited.  “OK, when, um, how can I find a time?”

“Give me your phone, honey,” Sharon said to him.  He fished it out of his pocket and handed it to her.  She poked away for a couple of minutes, then held up the phone to take a selfie.

Sharon handed it back to him and said, “I added my number and address in your contacts.  It’s under ‘Sharon Sex’ so you can find it even if you don’t remember my name.” She laughed at that, then added, “You might want to lock the phone or hide that contact so your girlfriend doesn’t find it.”

“I don’t have a girlfriend,” he said.

My wife stood and said, “Now you do,” then leaned up and kissed him open mouthed with tongues tangled.  Somehow I found that as exciting as when he was balls deep inside her.  As they broke the kiss, Sharon said, “You stop by whenever you want some girlfriend action .”

“Really?” he asked, then glanced over at me and said, “But your husband?”

Sharon smiled sweetly and said, “You get priority, sweetie.  My husband comes last.”

He held up his phone as if to take her picture and said, “Can I?”

Sharon lay back, with her legs spread and arms wide like she was welcoming him, and said, “Sure.  Something to remember why you should call me.”

He snapped a couple of pictures, including a few of her face up close.

She walked him to the door, then opened the door and stepped out.  He paused and said, “Uh, where are you going?”

She laughed and responded, “I’m walking you to your car.”  I watched and knew what he meant.  She was wearing only the filmy teddy, her breasts and bush clearly visible.  She was barefooted and clearly dressed for sex.

She walked out the door and down the path to the front walk, and he quickly followed.  I watched her bare ass through the transparent material, turned on by her exhibitionism, as well as by the thought that she had Adam’s come inside her.

He caught up to her and they went to a little sports car parked curbside.  As he opened the door, they shared another kiss, before he got in and closed the door.  I noticed that the streetlight showed off Sharon’s nakedness, turning her thin teddy nearly transparent.  She leaned forward and bent towards the window to talk to him, and her breasts hung free.  I realized as I watched that she wasn’t leaning forward to talk, she was leaning on the roof with her breasts exposed for him to play with.  She giggled a couple of times, then stood back up and waited for him to leave.  As he pulled away, she was left standing in the street, looking nearly naked under the streetlight, then she slowly and seductively walked back to our house.  Any one of the neighbors that were looking would certainly have a good show.

As Sharon neared me in the doorway, she smiled and asked, “Well?  What do you think?”

I was so horny I could barely talk, she looked so hot!  I answered, “I think if you don’t get in here soon, you’re gonna get raped.”

She paused, then lifted her breasts and shook her butt, on display for anyone watching, and said, “It’s only rape if I say ‘no.’”  She let her breasts fall, then lifted the hem of her teddy, and smiled saying, “And I won’t say ‘no.’”

I grabbed her wrist and said desperately, “Get in here so I can have you then!”  

I wasn’t even sure if the door had shut behind us, as I dragged her to the sofa and pushed her onto it.  She smiled as I quickly pulled off my clothes.  She said, “I told you he had some cock, didn’t I?”

As I faced her, my erection pointing in front of me, she said, “Oooh, how about I spread for you, like I did for him?”

I couldn’t respond, just knelt in front of her and drove myself into her wetness, moaning at the feeling of her used pussy.  “God, you feel so good!” I said.

“You like me all stretched out after another man?” she moaned, obviously turned on by the situation.

“Ohh. So wet,” I agreed as I felt myself approaching orgasm quickly.

Sharon was just as excited, and I could feel her thrusting and panting as she approached her peak.  She said, “Wet from my boyfriend’s cum.  Oh!  You’re fucking his cum into me.”  She pulled me tight and said into my ear, “My wedding ring is soaking in his sperm!”

That did it for both of us.  I thought I would black out from coming so hard, and Sharon was still clinging tightly to me as I recovered.  I felt her shivering subside after a moment, and we fell apart, laying next to each other on the sofa, our energy spent.

As we lay recovering on the sofa, I asked, “So, do you like having two boyfriends?”

“And a husband,” she added.  “It is  exciting.  I don’t know if they’ll all become boyfriends, though.”

“All?” I asked.

She turned and said seriously, “When Eric asked if I wanted to meet his friend, I told him that I wanted to meet all of them.”

“Whoa,” I said.  “That’s exciting.  I hope I get to watch you sometime.”

After a while, Sharon said, “This isn’t what we agreed.  We’ve gotta find you a girlfriend.”

“Mmm, that would be nice.  But I’m happy with my slutty wife,” I said.  That was true, now that she had become a slut for the other men, I wanted her more than ever.

“Well, then we’ll have to find you a slutty girlfriend,” she said, then turned to me and said, “I only have so many holes, and sometimes there won’t be room for you.”

She bit her lip playfully and said, “But your ring can have a front row seat,” as she patted her belly.

I felt my heart race as I thought about Adam’s cock driving the symbol of our marriage deep into her.  I reached over and slid a couple of fingers into her as I said, “Maybe we should get that out?”

As I worked my digits inside her she said, “Sure, if you can find it.”  I looked at her face as I continued to probe inside her, and she added, “He was really deep.  I could feel my insides moving as he kept bottoming out inside me.”

After a few minutes I gave up and withdrew my fingers.

“Well, what now?” I asked, thinking we might have to go to a clinic.

She patted her stomach and said, “We leave it in there so it can soak.”

She kissed my neck and added, “And soon Eric’s sperm will be there, too.”

***

The next few nights, she went next door to screw Eric after Sara went to bed.  I suspected that he wanted to be sure she was ‘his’ before he shared her again.  

When she got home the first night, I noticed that she wasn’t wearing her ring, so I asked her about it.  I was a little worried that she had decided not to wear it because she was slipping away from me.

She gave me a laugh and patted her belly, saying, “I’m still wearing it, Baby.  Inside me.  Soaking in Eric’s sperm.”

“Whoa.  You had Eric fuck it into you also?” I asked, surprised at her action.

She stepped close and kissed me.  I could smell the sex on her, as she answered, “Nope.  It’s still firmly lodged deep inside me where Adam drove it.”  She looked into my eyes as she said, “I got some looks from some of the guys today when they noticed that I wasn’t wearing my ring.  It made me so horny knowing that another man had fucked it into me.”  She smiled and said, “I wondered how many of those guys at the office could push it deeper?”

“Maybe you should find out,” I suggested, excited by how she was contemplating the other men.

“Maybe,” she mused as I pulled her to bed and added my semen to the fluids bathing her wedding ring.


Change of Status

The next night, we were sitting in the living room and her phone pinged.  She looked at it briefly, then disappeared into the bedroom.  I didn’t think much of it, figuring she had received some status update or another.  After a couple of minutes, I thought I’d join her in there, as I had made myself excited remembering how she looked while fucking Adam.

As I began to walk to the bedroom, she appeared, wearing sexy lingerie, and I became more excited that she was thinking the same thing!

“Damn, you look hot!” I complimented her.

“Thanks!” she smiled, as she made a quick turn in front of me.  “I hope Eric thinks the same thing.”  She must have read the surprise on my face, so added, “I’m going over for some fun.”

“Oh,” I answered dumbly, both excited and disappointed at the same time.  “You don’t usually dress up.”

“I wanted to look good for him,”: she said, as she slipped past me and left our house, headed to Eric.  I returned to the living room to wait for her return.  I realized that if any of the neighbors were watching, these regular trips to Eric’s house would clearly mark her as a slut.

She returned an hour or so later, clad in just his t-shirt, as usual.

“Well, did he like your outfit?” I asked, getting excited again by the knowledge she had just fucked another guy.

“Oh yeah,” she smiled.  “Although I wasn’t wearing it for very long,” she laughed.

She met me as I rose from the chair, and said, “Eric says you can have me now that he’s done with me.”

“Oh, he does?” I asked, feeling a churn in my stomach at her words.

“Yeah, Baby.  Want some sloppy seconds?” my wife asked as she turned to head towards our room.

I began to see that each time she went to Eric’s, he saw it as ‘claiming her’ as his own.

***

The next two nights went very much the same - she would dress up for him in some sexy outfit, then return in just a t-shirt and announce that Eric was ‘done with her’ so that I could have her next.

I was both excited and a little hurt, so asked her how she felt about her relationship with Eric.

“What do you mean?” she asked.  “He’s my boyfriend, so I do, well, what girlfriends do.”

I gathered my thoughts and asked, “Do you love him?”

She laughed and said, “No.”  She gave me a look and asked, “Why do you think that?”

“Because it seems that he gets preference over me,” I said, trying not to sound whiny.

She said, “Hmm, it seems someone  is a bit jealous.”

I didn’t answer, so she continued, “First, he’s new, so there’s that.  And second, he’s twenty years younger than us, so of course I want that young hot body.”

She stepped closer to me and touched me in the chest as she said, “And third, I recall someone telling me they wanted me to give other men priority.”  she bit her lip as she ran her hands seductively over her breasts and down to her stomach, saying, “Doesn’t it turn you on that I ‘give it up’ for other men over you?  Don’t you want me to cuckold  you?”

She kept staring until I softly choked out, “Yes.”  

“Hmm,” she said as she looked at me, “That’s good.  I love feeling another man inside me, as I give him what is supposed to be yours.”  She leaned forward and licked my ear as she whispered, “It drives me crazy when they come inside me.  I think about you sitting here waiting while I let them shoot their baby-makers inside me.”

She looked at me and I replied, “Just don’t fall in love.”

She laughed, a little cruelly, and said, “Baby, it’s too late for that.”  My stomach flopped and my heart sank a little until she finished, “I am in love with other cocks.  I love  letting other men take my married pussy and shoot their squirming sperm inside me.  I’m already hooked, Baby.”

She gave me a kiss and said, “But I still love you as my husband.”  She looked me in the eye as she gave a little smile and said, “You’re my solid backup.  But like you asked, I will choose another man over you every time.”

I felt less insecure after that, but apprehensive about the genie I had let out of her bottle.

***

Friday night, she dressed in a little number that was as close to naked as could be, and headed over to Eric’s after he texted her that his aunt was asleep.  While I waited, I wondered if Eric and Sara would be over for dinner on Saturday, as usual, and how he might act now that he was ‘claiming her.’  I couldn’t believe that Sara still hadn’t caught Sharon fucking Eric yet.  Sharon wasn’t particularly quiet when having sex.

Just around the time that I expected Sharon home, the doorbell rang.  I couldn’t imagine who it could be, and was surprised when I opened the door to Adam.

“Oh, hi!” I said.  I was surprised and excited at the same time, and it was very awkward that Sharon wasn’t present.  “You’re looking for Sharon?”

“Yeah,” he said, with very little awkwardness.  Apparently he had been thinking about things and was more confident after I had watched them have sex.

“For?” I prompted.  He began to look a little embarrassed or confused.  “Come on,” I coaxed.  “What are you here for?”

“Uh, I came to fuck your wife,” he said.  “Um, my girlfriend.  Um, to fuck my girlfriend.”  He remembered what turned us on last time, and it was exciting to hear him say it.

I nodded, then said, “Okay, come in then.”  I let him in and was about to direct him to the living room when I spotted Sharon walking up to the door, clad in her usual t-shirt and nothing else.

Adam saw me look past him and he turned to watch her as well.

The lighting was just right, and I was pretty sure that Eric had bought the tiniest t-shirts he could find, because we could watch her breasts moving under the material, as her nipples poked angrily out.  Her bush was visible at the hem of the shirt.  As she got closer, it was clear that she was flushed - whether from excitement, or the afterglow of sex I couldn’t tell.

“Oh!  What a surprise!” she exclaimed, immediately approaching Adam and giving him a big deep kiss.

“I texted to say that I was coming over,” he explained.

“Yeah, sorry,” she said, as we all stepped inside and closed the door.  “I leave my phone here when I go over to Eric’s.”  She assessed his response, then added teasingly, “Actually, I don’t bring anything over.  No shoes, no bra, no underwear…”

He seemed both excited and shy.  After a moment he offered, “Oh.  Maybe you’re, um, too tired?”

She smiled and took his hand, which made me feel a small surge of jealousy, “Oh no, not at all!”  She reached down to touch her sex as she said, “He got me warmed up.  And loosened up for you.”  She gave him a wink and said, “And I won’t need lube!”

Adam looked over at me and said, “So this Is OK?  I mean, you were waiting for her...”

Sharon interrupted and said, “Hey,” which made both of us look at her.  She took his hand and placed it on her breast as she said slowly, “You come before my husband, OK?”

He just stared and nodded briefly.  My stomach was churning.  This is what I had asked for, what I fantasized about.  It felt very strange now that it was actually happening, and I wasn’t sure that I wanted it after all.  It was the feeling you get when you’re strapped into the coaster and it leaves the platform.

“So, how long can you stay?” she asked.

“As long as I want,” he answered.  “Or you want,” he added, smiling at her.  I again noticed how handsome the guy was, and could guess the effect he had on my wife.

“O-kay,” she responded, slowly enunciating the syllables.  She was clearly contemplating his answer.  She took his hand from her breast, and gave it a soft pat, then turned and led him to our room.  None of us said anything as I followed several steps back, watching my wife lead her ‘boyfriend’ to our bedroom.  I was already trying to figure out where the best vantage was to watch them, whether from the foot of the bed to watch the penetration, or from the side to watch them make out, and see her arch her back when she orgasmed.

I was a little lost in thought as we entered the room, and I paused at the doorway.  I watched as he surveyed our room - first looking at the big king bed in the center, then at her makeup table with her neatly arranged bottles and vials.  He noticed her work clothes casually dropped onto the floor.  What he didn’t know was that she had stripped out of them to dress for Eric.

She saw him looking at her discarded clothing, and quickly said, “Get undressed.  I’ll be just a minute.”

She quickly went over and picked up her clothes, exposing her bare ass and flash of bush under the t-shirt.  Adam glanced at me briefly, then began to undress, exposing his muscled arms and chest as he stripped off his shirt, then he began pushing off his pants.

Sharon had disappeared into the bathroom with her laundry, and emerged a few moments later, carrying some linens and a pillow.  It seemed an odd time to change the sheets, until she walked up to me and handed them over.

“Here Baby, you sleep on the sofa.”  I looked at her as she continued, “Adam is taking your place in our bed tonight.”  I saw him looking over at us, as she turned and smiled at him, adding, “I think we’ll be making love most of the night.”

She turned back and gently nudged me past the door, then pulled it closed as she said, “This is what you wanted, right?”  She waited for my response, then added, “Me too,” as she clicked the door shut.

I stood there, stunned.  And confused.  And jealous.  And unbelievably horny.  After a moment, I dropped the linens and walked to the door, pressing my ear against it to listen.

I heard her giggling, then some kissing and rustling, then my wife’s voice, “Yes.  Seriously.  All night, I hope.”  I could hear his voice, but not his words, then Sharon again, “Inside me, where you put it.”  She giggled, then said, “I hope you can pound it even deeper this time.”  He said something else, then my wife said in a huskier voice, “Go ahead, break me!”

After that, there was rustling and giggles, then a rhythmic squeaking from our bed, and I knew another man was taking my wife in our bed.  And I would be on the sofa.

I listened for a while more, and couldn’t help but masturbate a few times while I listened to them going at it.  I heard my wife groan, and beg, and orgasm, and could make out her ‘making love’ voice that she used when we were at play.

It was equally frustrating and exciting, and I wished that I could watch them.  I finally took the linens downstairs and made up the couch, exhausted and frustrated.  It took a while to fall asleep, thinking about them in our bed.

I woke up once in the middle of the night, and thought of spying on them while they were sleeping.  When I got to the bedroom door, I could hear loud pounding and their voices were much clearer - they were certainly not worried about me hearing.  Adam was grunting with exertion, saying, “God!  That’s so good!  You’re so tight!  I’m almost there!”

Sharon whimpered a bit to match each of his grunts.

After a few more obvious thrusts, he said, “I’m almost in.  Does it hurt?  Want me to stop?”

My wife responded, “Yes.  Hurts.  Don’t stop!”

“Sure?” Adam asked again, and the pounding paused for a moment.

Sharon sobbed, “Do it!  Fucking rip me open, goddamn it!  I want it all!”

The pounding began again, faster and louder, and I could hear Sharon sob with each thrust.   I wanted to rush in and help her, and tried the door, but she had locked me out!

Just then, I heard Adam bellow and Sharon say, “Yeah!  Yes!  Yes!” as he was obviously coming.  After a few moments, his grunting had subsided to heavy breathing and then silence.  I listened for a bit more, then heard him say, “Uh.  Wow.  What a mess.”

Sharon said, “I bet.  It felt like getting an enema with a tree.”  Then she laughed weakly.  I realized that he had been fucking her ass with that big dick of his.  She was OK with anal, but my cock was nothing like his, and it was usually after a few drinks, and a quick in-and-out of only the first couple of inches.

He said, “Sorry, I got carried away.  I’ve never gotten halfway into a girl’s ass before.”

“But you got all the way into mine, huh?” Sharon said, sounding proud.

“Yes, I sure did.  And it was awesome,” he said, clearly pleased.  After a moment he said, “You OK?

“Yeah,” Sharon answered.  “It feels like I’ve been butt-fucked by a baseball bat.”

“Sorry,” he said, “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“Don’t be sorry, I said it was OK,” my wife told him.  After a pause, she added, “You come rape my ass with your baseball bat whenever you want.”

“Rape?” he asked, surprised at her words.

“OK, if I don’t protest it’s not rape.  But I want you to take my ass whenever you want.  Hard like that.  I want to give you something other women can’t.”

“Wow,  Okay,” he said.  They were obviously recovering, and I tried to imagine her laying next to him while his hands roamed over her body.

“I like this.  I like being in bed with you like this,” he mused.

“Yeah.  It’s nice,” my wife agreed.  I was beginning to get upset and concerned that she was falling in love with him.

“What if I wanted to do it more?” he asked.

“Whenever you like,” Sharon responded.

“What if I wanted to do it every night?  What about you and your husband?” he asked.  I couldn’t tell if he was serious or not.

“Well,” Sharon responded, “I would be sore and walk funny a lot.  And Ed would get used to the sofa.  And you’d have to wait some nights for Eric to be done with me before you get me overnight.  But at least I haven’t committed to spending the nights with him yet.”

“You’d still sleep with us all?  You’d stay with your husband?” he asked.  I think he really *was* getting serious.

Sharon laughed and said, “Sure.  You three, and others.  Of course I’d stay with Ed.  I love him.  I also love fucking other men.  You’ll have to settle for my mouth, and ass and cunt, because my heart belongs to him.”

I felt excited and loved, and also horny hearing how she felt about sex and the arrangement.

Obviously, Adam was thinking this through.  I figured they had fallen asleep, so I was about to head back to the sofa when I heard Sharon say, “Ooh.  I felt something.”

“What?” Adam asked.

“I felt something slide out,”  she said.  “I’m not putting my hand down there in case…  You look.”

“What, really?” He asked.  It was like listening to kids fighting over who should pick up a bug.

“Yes, really.  You had no problem looking when you shoved that dick of yours up my pucker.  Now look!” she commanded.

I could hear some rustling, then Adam said, “It’s nothing.  Just a few million of my kids running out of your ass.  I’ll get a towel.”

I stood there, feeling like an outsider.  Here was my wife carrying on the ‘her boyfriend’ like they had been live-in lovers for years.  It had taken months of dating before we reached that level of intimacy.  I had to go lay down before I got my head in the wrong space.

***

The next morning when I woke up, it took a moment or two to figure out where I was.  The memories of the previous evening came rushing back to me, and I wondered when Adam had finally finished and left.  I made my way to our bedroom, so that I could brush my teeth and get a shower.  I was feeling grungy from sleeping in my clothes.

As I approached our bedroom, I could hear the sounds of sex.  He was still here, and they were going at it again!  Despite feeling dirty and unrested, I felt a thrill run through me as I listened to the loud creaking and pounding, accompanied by my wife’s grunts and moans.

I put my ear to the door and could hear her: “Ungh!  Yes!”  The rhythmic pounding continued, and he must have been really going at it, “Fuck!  Harder!  Oh God!” I could hear Sharon grunting and crying out, as I imagined her under him, her legs spread as he pummeled her pussy.

It was clear after listening for a few minutes that this was going to continue for some time, so I went to the kitchen and made some coffee and toast.  I had finished the toast and was working on my second cup of coffee when I heard the bedroom door open, and footsteps down the hall.

I watched as Sharon and Adam walked in, my wife leading the way.  They were holding hands, which made me jealous and excited, as usual.  She was wearing a see-through babydoll, and Adam was wearing my bathrobe!  He was bigger than me, so it didn’t close all the way, and only went halfway to his knees.  I could see his cock swinging when the flaps moved.

Sharon saw me and said, “Hey!  Morning, Ed.  Did you sleep OK on the couch?”  There wasn’t a hint of humor in her voice, she was acting as if it was a common occurrence.  I could see Adam’s lips twitch as if it were funny.  I don’t know whether it was that, or the fact that she used my name, rather than ‘Baby.’

“Yeah, a little rough.  I was up a few times,” I responded.  “How about you?” I asked automatically.

Sharon dropped Adam’s hand as she moved towards the coffee pot, “Oh, about the same.  Adam was up  a lot, so I didn’t sleep much either.”  She giggled at her joke and looked to see how I reacted.

I was excited and nervous at the same time, but decided to respond to let her know I was still OK with what happened, “So I guess you had a long hard night?”

Adam snorted at that, and Sharon turned to me holding two filled coffee cups, as she responded, “Rock hard, and very long.  It was the best.”  She walked over to Adam and handed him a cup, then leaned forward to kiss him.  I felt my stomach churning with jealousy, but could also feel my cock getting hard as I felt excitement at watching her with another man.

As they sipped their coffee, she was looking at him, clearly admiring his handsome face.  He was staring at her breasts, which were clearly visible through the filmy lingerie.  Her nipples were hard as rocks and straining the material.

She smiled and said to him, “What are you  looking at?”

He smiled, and she asked, “You still want to play with them?  After all night?”  Sharon put down her coffee and thrust out her chest, saying, “Go ahead…”

Adam glanced at me as if to ask permission, and Sharon blurted out, “Whoa!” which caused him to quickly look at her.  “Don’t look at Ed.  Take what you want.  These are yours.  I am yours.”

Adam raised his eyebrows, and my wife continued, “When you are in this house, I am yours completely.”  My stomach lurched at that.  “Ed only gets me when you are done with me or when you leave.  Ed comes last, got it?”

I saw him smile a little as he reached for my wife’s breast.  She moaned when he grasped it and said,” Yeah, that’s it.  I’m yours, Baby.”  He fondled her for a minute, stealing glances at me as he became more forceful and rough.  He put his coffee down and used both hands to maul her tits and tweak her nipples.

My wife moaned again, obviously excited by the situation.  I saw her reach forward towards Adam’s lap, and noticed that his impressive cock was fully erect.  As Sharon started stroking it, she asked, “You like this?  Taking another man’s wife?”

It was Adam’s turn to moan, indicating his agreement.  They continued for a while: the young man assaulting my wife’s breasts while she stroked his big veiny cock, staring at it and playing with the tip.

Sharon moved to kneel by him, and stated, “I love your cock!” just as she took it into her mouth.  We watched her suck him and lick his cockhead, playing and occasionally running her hand up and down his shaft before she took him into her mouth again.  

She looked over at me while she was sucking him, then pulled her head off of it, and said, “I love his cock, Ed.”  She saw me rubbing an erection through my pants, and smiled at me saying just, “Yeah.”

Adam was panting and enjoying the attention, when Sharon stood up, then sat on the table, spreading her legs, as she said, “I want you inside me.”

Adam stood, his erection pointing long and straight in front of him, and stepped up between my wife’s open inviting legs.  I watched as he put his cockhead against her obviously wet pussy lips, then watched his thick veiny member disappear into her as they both moaned.

“Oh God!  You feel so good!” Adam groaned after he was all the way inside her.

“Gah,” Sharon agreed, her hands on her stomach apparently trying to feel him inside her.

“You’re the first girl who could almost take it all,” he said, as he began to work his cock in and out of her.

“Oooh.  It feels so deep!” my wife said.

“Want it deeper?” Adam asked.  It was like I wasn’t present.  They completely ignored my presence, they were so focused on the sex.

“Mmm Hmm,” my wife said quickly as she nodded, preparing herself.

Adam lifted her legs so that her ankles rested on his shoulders, then he lifted her hips and pulled her tighter to him.  I watched her eyes and mouth fly open as she kept her hands on her stomach.

“Ooh, there’s the bottom,” Adam said softly.  “I think I can feel your wedding ring in there, “ he chuckled.   “Let’s see if we can’t get it deeper.”

“Yesss,” my wife agreed, “Where it will never come out.”

He chuckled, and continued to grip her tightly, while I watched him move a little left and right, punctuated by short thrusts into her.  Clearly he was working himself deeper inside her.  The robe kept me from seeing how deep he was.  The last time I watched, he still had probably four inches to go before he was all the way in.

Each thrust earned an “Oh!” from my wife, who was staring at him with wide open eyes as she continued to hold her hands on her stomach.

After a few minutes, Adam asked, “You OK?”

Sharon nodded quickly, saying, “I can feel my insides moving to take you.”

Adam replied, “I don’t think you can take more right now.”

“No!” my wife said quickly.  “Keep going.  I want it all.  Change my vagina so it fits you perfectly.”  She was panting a little with either excitement or fear.  She then met my eyes and added, “I don’t care how it feels for anyone else.”

“Okay,” Adam said, as he pushed her legs up and back a little more, and really leaned into her.  His ass was thrusting more rapidly and forcefully, and Sharon grunted with each stroke.

After several minutes, Sharon started thrashing, apparently orgasming from the feeling.  He hung on and gave another thrust as she calmed. He stopped suddenly, and he said, “Oh!”  Sharon looked at him with confusion, as he gave a few more thrusts, then really started to pump her with long, hard strokes.

As he was fucking her, he said, “That did it.  I’m not hitting bottom.  This feels so good!”

Sharon beamed as she moved her hands to his sides and said, “Yeah, Baby!  That’s it!  Come for me.”  I found myself rubbing my cock as I realized I had watched my wife get stretched to take Adam’s nearly foot long penis!

It didn’t take very long before he grunted and moaned, pulling her tight as he started to come inside her.  Sharon encouraged him as he twitched and pulsed, filling her, “Oh, Baby.  That’s it, give it all to me.  Let it go and fill me, Baby.”

I was excited and nervous listening to her.  She had become a slut for another man, and had totally given herself, even to the point of calling him ‘Baby.’ a name she only used with me.  I hoped that I hadn’t completely lost her, but knew that this pain was part of the excitement of the experience.

They lay together, clinging tight, while the last of Adam’s sperm drained out of him and into my wife.  I could hear low talk and soft chuckles, like she and I would do after a good session of love-making, and I felt the jealousy again.

Finally, he stood back, his softening cock slipping out my wife.  She sat up and reached out, grasping his slimy member, and used his robe, no MY robe, to clean him.  She smiled over at me as she wiped their sex juices onto my robe.

When she finished, he stepped over to his coffee and took another sip.  She slid off the table and did the same.  Adam asked, “Did I really, I mean, did you really, I mean, stretch?  Most girls just tell me to stop.  I never knew how it felt to be all the way in.”

My wife laughed, and placed her hand on her stomach, as she said, “Oh yeah, Baby.  I felt my insides move.  It was a little painful, but felt so  good, knowing that you wanted it.  I’m custom-fitted just for you, now.”  She turned and gave me a smile, whether to show that she was now just for Adam, or because she had done such a raunchy thing, I couldn’t tell.

Adam persisted, “Well, do you think it’s permanent?”

Sharon said seriously, “I hope so,” which caused Adam to smile.  “I guess we’ll find out the next time you visit,” she added.

“When can that be?” her young lover asked, as he leaned forward to kiss my wife.

Sharon turned to me and said, ”Well?”  Adam turned to look at me as well.  It was the first they had acknowledged me since they got their coffee.

I was relieved that I still had some control, as well as turned on that Sharon was committed to being the slut that I wanted.  I said, “You’re welcome to drop in and use my wife  whenever you want, but..”  I paused for just a moment to catch their attention.  Adam had a smile on his face, which froze at the hanging word, and Sharon looked pleased.

“But, not tonight.  Eric will be using her tonight.”  Adam seemed a little surprised, so I explained.  “She is Eric’s to use, too.  And anyone he loans her to.  Like you.”

Adam looked over at my wife, who gave a cute little smile, and said to him, “Yep, anyone.”

Adam seemed intent on setting a date, “So, maybe next week?”

I was a little amused by his hope, “Sure.  But probably a bit on the late side - she’s usually over servicing Eric after his aunt goes to sleep.”

He looked over at her again, and she said, “Nothing big.  It’s usually ‘come and go’.”  He looked a little frustrated, so she added, “At least I’ll be all wet and warmed up.”  She gave him a sexy wink as she added, “Just like last night - it was wonderful how you slid right in, huh?”

He nodded, then took a last sip of his coffee.

Sharon put hers down too, and said, “Let’s get a shower, Baby.  I can’t wait for you to soap up my boobs.”

Adam looked and smiled, saying, “Yeah, that will be fun.”

They rose and turned to leave, but my wife turned and said, “Why don’t you clean up here while I shower with my boyfriend .  She took a couple of steps closer and touched her stomach as she winked and said quietly, “You can think about my wedding ring soaking in another man’s come.”  I could feel my cock harden at the thought.

Adam looked back and said loudly, “Come on.  You’re mine, leave him to clean up after us.”

My wife’s eyes opened a little in surprise as she said, “Yes, Love.  I’ll be right there.”  She then whispered, “I hope this is what you wanted,” before she turned and walked to catch up with him.  I noticed that she was walking carefully, apparently still sore from the pummeling that she had just taken from his cock.

***

After a while, they reappeared, showered and fully dressed.  She walked him to the door, as they both ignored me.  I watched them embrace and kiss each other passionately, and it was almost as exciting as watching them have sex.  Finally, they broke the kiss and Adam said, “I’ll see you this week?”

Sharon responded, “Yes, I hope so.”  She touched her hand to her lower abdomen and said, “I want to see if the adjustments took.  If you permanently changed me.”

“I hope I did,” he responded, as she opened the door.

“I hope so too, Baby.  I want to be custom-fitted for you!” she said, as she closed the door behind him.

***

She paused for a moment before turning back towards me.  She smiled shyly and took a few steps toward me before she said softly, “Well?”

I looked at her, thinking about how she had given herself to those men, and how she had taken Adam’s huge cock all the way.  I said simply, “Wow.”

She looked at me questioningly.  She stepped a little closer and asked, “Is that a Good wow, or Bad wow?”

I smiled and said, “Slut Goddess of my dreams ‘wow’.  Walking superhero porn star ‘wow’.  ‘I can’t believe I’m married to her, wow!’' I stepped forward and kissed the same lips that had been kissing Adam a moment earlier.  She eagerly met my kiss, dispelling any worry that I had lost her.

When we broke the kiss, she looked at me and playfully pushed me back as she said, “Somebody needs a shower.  And brush your teeth.”  I realized she was probably right, as she added, “We better keep some wipes, deodorant and toothbrushes in the cabinet for when you sleep on the couch.”

She took my hand and led the way to the bedroom, where I stripped to shower.  I looked over and she was digging around in the drawer where she kept her lube and toys, and I knew I was going to get lucky as soon as I was clean.

While I was showering, I noticed her standing in front of the mirror, naked.  She had her hand on her belly, moving it gently up and down and around.  I opened the shower door so that she could hear me, and said, “I hope it’s permanent.”

She turned and smiled at me, then said, “I do too.  You like knowing another man permanently changed my insides, don’t you?”  I nodded and went back to rinsing off.

I was toweling off and noticed that Sharon was sitting naked on the chest at the foot of the bed, and she was applying lube to one of her dildos.  It was the one she called ‘black beauty’ and was my favorite because of the size.  It was nearly a foot long with big molded balls at the base to hold onto.  I had tried to get her to take it a number of times, but she only could get half or so in.  I wondered if she was going to try it again, now that Adam had stretched her.  It was hard to tell if the dildo was bigger or the same as him.

I walked over to her and asked “What’s up?”

She looked at my erection and laughed, “You are.  Let’s take care of that in a minute.”

She stood up and placed black beauty’s base on the chest, then motioned me over as she said, “Hold it for me.”

I knelt in front of her, holding the dildo against the chest by its balls, as the thing stuck up obscenely pointed at Sharon's pussy.  I looked up at her big breasts, with her ever-hard nipples straining, and listened as she said, “Remember how we always said if I could take black beauty, that I’d be ready for a real black one?”

“Oh yeah,” I agreed, as I realized she was going to try it again, emboldened by taking Adam all the way.  “I’d like to see you take a real black one!”

“Hold it tight,” she said, as she lowered her pussy onto the rubber phallus, which was glistening with lube.  I watched her lips spread slightly for the head, and imagined a real black cock yearning to fill her hot snatch.

I held tight and started to say, “Be careful, you…”

Before I could finish my sentence, she lowered onto it and let her weight carry her quickly down, until I felt her pussy against my hand, holding the base of the dildo against the chest’s surface.  I instinctively pulled my hand away as I stared at the black rubber testicles peering out from under her.

I stood up, and watched Sharon as she ran her fingers over her thin bush to touch the rubber testicles, and feel where they disappeared into her vagina.  “Ooh, perfect,” she said softly as her hand moved to her lower abdomen.

“Perfect for Adam?” I asked, causing her to look up at me in surprise.  Apparently she was so absorbed by testing Black Beauty that she had forgotten about me for the last minute.

I asked again, “Your vagina is a perfect fit for Adam?”  I was so horny from watching them and excited that she was still thinking about him.  I realized that I was stroking my erection when she looked down to watch, my cock just a foot from her face at eye level.

“Yes, it is,” she answered, encouraged by my action.  “He fits soo, perfectly.” she continued, slowly moving her hips over the huge phallus.  “We made my pussy perfect for him.  I’ve got a custom cunt for another man!”

I continued stroking myself, turned on by her words.  “And you’ll let him use it whenever he wants, won’t you?”

“Oh, Baby, you know it!  I am his whenever he wants, and he knows it.  You’re going to sleep on the sofa so he can have me.  So we can make love in our bed and he can be inside my custom cunt.  You want that, huh?”  She was rocking faster and rubbing her clit, obviously excited by the idea.

I could feel an orgasm building as I egged her on, “Yes.  Oh!”

Sharon leaned forward and said, “Come on my face!  Do it!”

I couldn’t hold off, and had quite a pent up supply after not having a release for the past day or so, and shot several thick streams onto her face, covering her eye, cheek, and nose.

When I was spent, she leaned forward to lick and suck the last out of me.

She was still rubbing herself and said, “Vibrator!”

“How about I lick you, Baby?” I offered.

She was clearly worked up and said, “No! Vibrator!  Now!”

I rushed over and grabbed her favorite, hoping the batteries were charged, and handed it to her.  She immediately pressed it against her clit and turned it on, which caused her to moan and shake.  She kept her eyes closed, whether so she could better fantasize, or because she had my come running over them, I couldn’t be sure.

I watched as she humped her hips back and forth, riding the dildo that was buried inside her, while she worked the vibrator over her clit.  She was pushing it so hard and wildly, that I expected to see it disappear inside her, too.

I quickly grabbed my phone to film her, and started recording as she continued to hump the dildo into herself.  Her face and chest were sweating and flushed, and after a bit I heard her scream out, “Ungh! Gah! Adam, yes!” As she jerked and spasmed in an orgasm that lasted for more than two minutes.  She moaned out his name twice more, which started to get me aroused again.

Finally, she lay back panting and recovering, so I put down the phone and sat next to her.  I watched the semen drip down her cheek, while some began clumping in her eyelashes and eyebrow.  I remembered the times that Eric had left her like that in our kitchen.

She finally opened an eye and said, “Shit, that was good!  I love it when you come on my face like that.”

“Um, Eric is the one who does that,” I said.

“Oh, yeah.  Him too.”  She put a finger to her cheek, wiping away some of the fluid, and examined it before she licked her finger clean.  She looked at me and said, “I feel so dirty and excited.  You should do that more, OK?”

“Sure,” I replied, turning my attention to her pussy.  The dildo was still buried inside her, the big black balls nestled in her bush.  I imagined how exciting it would be to see a real set of black balls tight against her like that, pulsing their payload into her.

I grasped them and gently pulled, watching inch after inch slowly emerge from inside of her.  I couldn’t believe that she was able to take the whole thing!

She was watching, too, and said, “Oooh, wow.”

I paused and looked up at her while a few inches still remained, and asked, “Think you’d ever consider taking a black guy?”

“Ooh,” Sharon replied.  “You’d want to see that?”

I could tell she might consider it, so I stopped pulling and started pushing the big black dildo slowly back into her as I said, “I’d watch his big veiny meat slide into you, inch by inch.”

“And, you want me to spread my legs for him, so that he could work it all in?” her actions mirrored her talk.  Despite having just come, I felt myself hard again as I watched the realistic fake penis sliding into her, imagining it was some dark stranger, experiencing my wife’s insides.  I was surprised at the lack of resistance - Adam must have really stretched her!

Sharon had retrieved her vibrator, working it over her clit as I pushed the last couple of inches of the meaty fake into her, again resting the balls against her labia.

I fondled the balls as I looked at her and said, “And I’d watch his balls twitch as he empties them deep inside you.”

Sharon was panting and clearly on the edge of another orgasm as she said, “Oh God!  He’ll come so hard inside my married pussy!  Ungh!”  I watched as she gasped and orgasmed, and could feel the dildo vibrate as her pussy gripped it tight.

She finally calmed, and I gently withdrew the rubber monster, still amazed that she took it all.  I looked up and saw her watching me.  “So, do you think you’d try a black guy?”

She smiled crookedly and said, “Why do you think I bought beauty there in that color?  I think about it every time he’s inside me.”

Wow.  How did I not find out how slutty my wife was years ago?

***


Sharon ’s Present

Sharon wanted a nap, explaining that she didn’t get much sleep the previous night, which gave us both a chuckle.

After the nap, we got ready to host Sara and Eric for dinner.  I think it excited both of us that Sara liked joining us for dinner with her ‘sweet nephew’, unaware that he was balls-deep in my wife several nights of the week.

I asked if she was up for seeing Eric after her night with Adam.  She laughed and confessed that the more sex she got, the hornier she was.  She suggested that she might have to quit her job so that she could have someone between her legs all the time.

Sharon gave me a smile and said,  “Maybe tonight’s the night you get some too.”

I misunderstood, and said, “I like sloppy seconds.”

“No, Baby,” she replied.  “Maybe tonight you’ll get the old ‘panty drop’ from Sara.  Get her some wine, walk her home, and ‘put the moves on her’.  You never know...”

“You want more time with Eric?  I can stay away for a while if you want,” I suggested.  “But I was hoping to watch this time…” I added.

“No, you asshole!  I feel guilty that I’m the only one getting all the sex with other people.  I want you to score some pussy.”  She seemed exasperated.

“Okay, okay,” I said.  “I’ll try.  I would really love to get between her legs…”

“Good,” Sharon said.  “Besides, Eric doesn’t want you to watch.  He’s OK with you listening, but not watching us.”

“Oh, OK,” I replied, feeling disappointed.  Well, there was always Adam, who had no problem showing off.

***

Sara and Eric arrived, and as we met them at the door and traded hugs, I noticed Eric quickly slip his hand under my wife’s dress, being careful that his aunt couldn’t see it but that I could.  While we had drinks before dinner, I tried keeping Sara’s glass full, hoping for Flirty Sara.  Even though she didn’t drink nearly as much as usual, she was definitely flirty.

Sharon and Eric were finding reasons to be in the kitchen, so he could ‘give her a hand.’  I peeked in a few times, and his hands were definitely busy, as well as her tongue.  I felt like I had to keep Sara busy so that she didn’t catch them at play.  Things would definitely be awkward.

There was something about Sara that was extremely attractive to me.  Even though she was past 50, she was very slim and her face had become more defined with age, rather than puffy and soft, like so many women that age.

Her hair had a tiny shot of silver through it, which made her even sexier.  Even her confidence and movement made her desirable.  She had dressed up for this evening, rather than wearing her ‘around town’ clothes, she had on a tight skirt and bright blouse with plunging neckline.  I liked the way the skin on her chest looked, slightly weathered and wondered how big her nipples were, and whether they were dark or light.  She had tiny breasts, from what I could tell, and always wore a bra.  I could see the strap disappear over her shoulder, and just the edge of the cup was visible.  I wondered why she wore one if her breasts were so small.

She caught me staring while Sharon and Eric were in the kitchen, and said, “Why are you staring at this old horse, honey?  I’m past the age of men lusting after me.”

I was feeling a little loose from the drink, and liked flirting with her, so said, “Oh, I don’t know.  I’m lusting for a ride on that filly.”

She smiled and leaned forward, “Well, I’ve certainly had a lot of riders.  I’m not sure you want a horse with that many miles.”

This was a little more innuendo than she usually allowed, so I figured I’d push it.  Maybe I actually could score with her…  “Lots of riders means lots of experience, I bet that you give a great ride.”

“And you’d want to be the next jockey?” she smiled, sipping her wine.

“Who wouldn’t want to ride a beauty like you?” I said, pressing my luck as much as I ever had.  I expected the usual rebuff about me being married and off-limits.

She laughed and said, “Keep up the flattery, and I might let you put a bridle on me.”

I was excited at the course of the conversation, but disappointed by the interruption of Sharon and Eric bringing the food to the table.

***

We ate and had casual conversation, each of us talking a little about work, or small things about home.  Sara eventually offered, “Eric has a lady friend, it seems, even though he won’t tell me about her.”

Eric’s fork froze in midair as he looked at his aunt.

She patted his hand, and said, “It’s OK, honey.  You keep it to yourself.  I won’t pry.”  She looked over at us and said, “I heard him sneaking her out of the house, the couple of times that she’s visited.”

My stomach was churning, as I suspected Sharon’s and Eric’s were as well.  I looked over at Eric and said, “Two dates, huh.  Not serious yet?”

“No, just figuring things out,” he said, relieved at the backup.

“Well, dear, when you’re ready I’d like to meet her,” Sara said.

“OK, Aunt Sara,” Eric answered.  He excused himself from the table to go to the bathroom, probably to end the conversation.

As he left the room, Sara leaned forward and spoke in a conspiratorial tone, “She’s over a lot of nights, and it sounds like they’re filming a porn movie in there!  I’m afraid they’ll knock the mirror off my bedroom wall.  She’s a real screamer.”

Sharon didn’t look as shocked as I expected, she was doing a better job than me at concealing her emotions.

Sara continued, “I don’t want him to know that I can hear, or they’ll stop.  That’s the closest I get to sex these days.  I hope it lasts for a while!”

“You like listening?” I prompted, earning a quick look from Sharon.

“Oh yes,” she smiled, adding, “I prefer to be the one making the noises, but I’ll take what I can get at this point.”

She went back to eating her dinner, likely to avoid Eric overhearing her when he returned from the bathroom.

When he returned, Sara started talking about her garden, and clearly Eric was relieved at the change of subject.

We finished dinner and cleared, and I noticed that Eric had his hands all over my wife whenever Sara couldn’t see.  He seemed to like showing off his ‘possession’ of her now, and actually lifted Sharon’s shirt and sucked her nipple briefly when he knew I was watching but his aunt wasn’t.

I was excited for the end of the evening, because I really wanted to hear them and imagine what Sara was hearing.  I was disappointed that I was probably not going to get to watch - heck I’d even shove the butter up her ass for him!

Sharon finally said, “Hey, why don’t you walk Sara home and get some coffee in her, she’s had a bit to drink.  Eric and I can clean up.”

“ More likely that you and Eric will be making a mess, ” I thought.  I realized that if I spent a little time over at Sara’s, that I would return just as they were hot and heavy, and there would be no awkward negotiation over watching, and I might get to watch without them knowing.  I made note to not pull the door completely shut so I could sneak back in.

***

As Sara and I walked back to her place, I saw no signs of drunkenness, but she was still flirty as she asked, “I suppose you’ll want a goodnight kiss for this act of chivalry?”

“More than that, I hope,” I answered, wondering if I’d ever break her down.

“So, you still want to get into my panties?” she asked, “Even though I’m 10 years older than you?”

“Wow!  How forward of you!” I chuckled, then added, “Yes, I do. In the worst way.”

She scoffed, chilling my heated up plans for her.

“There’s a lot of that going around tonight,” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked, wondering if she would tell me she was interested.

She said, “Well, it was pretty obvious Eric wanted to get into your wife’s panties.”  There was a brief pause, then Sara added, “And I think she might be interested.”  She looked over at me.

“She just likes the attention.  He’s half her age, maybe less,” I replied.

“Aren’t you worried about leaving them alone?” she asked.  She really could read their attraction.

“Not if I get to spend time with you,” I chuckled.

When we arrived at her house, she invited me in and said, “Join me for coffee?  It will give Eric more time to get Sharon out of her panties.”  I knew she probably was already out of them, if she even wore any tonight.  I gave Sara a look of surprise, which I hoped looked sincere.

Sara chuckled as she filled the coffee maker, and said, “It’s OK, some men like that.  My husband always wanted me to drop my panties for other men.”

“Wow,” I said, truly surprised at how casually she said it.  I paused a few breaths, then asked, “And did you?”

Sara gave me a little smile and said, “Yes.  Lots of times.”  While I processed this, unsure what to say, she noticed a spot on her blouse, and said, “Oh, I have to treat this spot before it sets.  Watch the coffee for a moment, will you?”

“I can help you take it off, if you want,“ I offered.  She was so close, and after her revelation, I wanted to strip her and take her right there on the table.

“I bet you’d like that,” she smiled.  “Maybe later,” she teased as she left the room.

She returned a few minutes later, wearing a silky robe which flowed when she walked.  It ended about halfway down her thighs, showing off her thin, long legs.  There was a belt holding it loosely shut, the sides sloping from her neck to nearly her belly button, exposing her cleavage, which was modest at best, bordered by the swells of her tiny breasts.  The material barely covered her aureoles, with her hard nipples poking the thin material.

As she approached the counter, I noticed that she was wearing red high heels, which I couldn’t remember her wearing at dinner.  It made her legs look unbelievably sexy!

I saw her watching me stare, and she had a little smile.  She poured a cup of coffee, and leaned forward for a spoon from the drawer, which was unnecessary because one was right in front of her.

As she leaned forward, her robe hung open, giving me a view of her breast and dark nipple.  She had a silver ring through the nipple!  Oh my god, she had nipple rings!

As she retrieved the spoon, she smiled sweetly at me, knowing what she had just shown me.  I was rock hard and excited, but didn’t really know what to say, so I asked, “You said the sound of Eric and his girlfriend excited you?”  Maybe if I steered the conversation towards sex...

She sipped the coffee, then put it down and said, “I think I said the sounds made me horny.”  I stared at her dumbly, as this was the first time she had sounded raunchy like that.

“Yeah, hearing Eric bang the brains out of his slut reminds me of my slut days,” she said, as she reached into her robe pocket and pulled out a small card.  My mouth grew dry and my heart was hammering as I realized that she referred to herself as a ‘slut’!

“I can tell that she likes it, the way she screams and babbles.  Your wife is quite the dirty talking slut, isn’t she?” Sara said as she pushed the card towards me.

What?!  My head spun and my stomach jolted as I realized what she had just said.

I’m sure my look told it all, so Sara explained, “Yeah, I was in the kitchen one night a couple of weeks ago when Sharon walked by wearing nothing.  She was quite freaked out initially, until I explained that I understood because I used to swing with my first husband, and then I became a hotwife.”

“A couple of weeks?” I asked dumbly.  I wondered why Sharon never said anything.

“Yes, that’s why I go to bed so early.  It’s so Eric can use her more often.  I get out my vibrator and wait for the show each night.  She reminds me of how I was when I was younger.”  She got a far-off look in her eye for a moment, “I liked anal too.  And gangbangs.  And strangers...”

She seemed to regain focus and pointed to the card as she said, “Anyway, she often stops in my room after Eric is done with her, and we talk like schoolgirls, swapping slut stories.  I have to admit I had many more men than she does, but I’m sure she’ll be working on getting more.”

Sara pushed the note card towards me and said, “That’s for you.”

I saw my name on the notecard, in Sharon’s writing, and my stomach churned worrying about the contents.  I looked up, and Sara was smiling as she watched me.  She had stepped a little closer, and was about 4 feet away.  Her robe had slipped so that I could see her breasts and one nipple ring.  Her stomach was exposed down to her navel.  The belt still held the robe shut with a bow.

I opened the card and read:

“Happy Early Anniversary!  I know you wanted a slut girlfriend, so Sara is yours.  She has agreed to be yours and will do anything you ask.  Permanently.”

I re-read it, then looked at Sara, who was smiling, and holding one end of her robe belt out to me.  She said, “Do you want to unwrap your present?”

“You’re my present?” I had to ask.  It seemed a bit dreamlike - I had been fantasizing about her for months.

“Yes,” she said.  “Sharon and I made a deal.  I’m yours completely.”  She paused and added, “If you want me.  I am  a little on the old side.”

I took the end of the belt and pulled gently, untying the bow that held her robe closed.  It fell open, exposing both her tiny breasts, tipped with dark nipples and silver rings looped through them.  Her stomach was a little wrinkly with age, but the skin looked so soft!

Her pussy was completely bare, and she had a little tattoo over it, which I couldn’t quite read.  She looked at me a little apprehensively, and said, “Well?”

“Good god!  You are fucking awesome!  You know how many nights I jerked off thinking about having you naked in front of me?”

She smiled and stepped closer, “Well you won’t have to do that anymore.”  She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips as she added, “Unless you want to jerk off onto me.”

I placed my hand on the back of her head and pulled her face to mine, our lips meeting.  As I pushed my tongue against her lips, she eagerly sucked it in as her eyes stared into mine.  She had a hungry, excited look in them that made me horny as hell.

I felt her hands reach around and pull me close, as I slid my other hand inside her robe, feeling her naked back and finally settling on her butt cheek.  It was unbelievable feeling another woman naked against me like this.  I understood why Sharon was so quick to take Adam after she had tried Eric.  It would be easy to get addicted to the feeling of new people.

As we broke the kiss, Sara looked at me with a sparkle in her eyes and said, “Ummm, I so  missed this.”  She glanced down at my clothes and said, “I think someone is over dressed.”

I stepped back and started unbuttoning my shirt as I said, “Up on the counter, I want to taste you.”

Her eyebrows raised and she said, “Oh!”  As she shed her robe and shoes, and hopped onto the counter, she said, “It usually starts with a dick inside me, this is different.”

“I like to think I’m different,” I said, as I finished undressing and stepped to the counter, her bare pussy right in front of me.  I could read the tattoo over her vagina: “Bad Kitty.”

That excited me!  Between that and the pierced nipples, it was beginning to look like she was  the slut that I dreamed of.  She was watching as I read her tattoo.  I looked at her and smiled, saying, “I think I’ll like your Bad Kitty.”

Sara gave me a sexy smile as she responded, “She’s a very, very, bad kitty.”  She placed her feet on the counter, spreading herself wide for me.  I noticed that she was wearing anklets on both legs, and glanced at them.  One read “SLUT” and the other had a spade with a “Q” in it.  Queen of spades!

As I leaned in to lick her slit, I said, “Bad kitty likes black dick?”

“Umm, yes,” she moaned as I gave her a lick.  She tasted good, and the scent triggered my lust.

“Did Kitty get many?” I asked as I fastened my mouth to her, licking deep and tickling her clit.

“Umm, dozens,” she said.

Wow!  I attacked her slit and clit with energy, imagining black cocks sliding into her.  As I slid a finger inside her and curled it to rub her g-spot, she moaned louder, “Gaah!  Dozens and dozens!”

As I worked my finger against her spot and licked and sucked at her pussy and clit, she started panting and grabbed my head.  She was so responsive!  I couldn’t believe that I might get her to orgasm so quickly.

Sure enough, I heard her begin to wail as she pulled my face tight against her.  It was exciting to get her to come so quickly, and she actually vibrated as she bucked against my face.

After at least two minutes of orgasming, she began to calm, so I returned to licking and sucking her clit as I diddled her g-spot.  She moaned again, and within a minute started wailing and bucking again!  She was multi-orgasmic!  I was so excited that I kept at it until I could barely move my tongue, and the counter was coated with her juices.  I think she came eleven or twelve times by the time I had to quit.

She was panting softly as she recovered, so I gently kissed the soft skin above her pussy, making my way up to her pierced nipples.  I licked and sucked them for a bit, marveling at how erotic they looked.  Piercing was something I begged Sharon to do, but she absolutely refused.

There was something amazingly hot about her very small breasts.  Perhaps it was the silver hoops keeping her dark nipples erect, or just the newness of another woman.  After spending some time on her breasts, I kissed up her shoulder to her neck, then her jaw.

As I reached her lips, I saw tears in her eyes and felt a jolt in my stomach, thinking I had hurt her or that she was feeling remorse.

“Are you OK?” I asked.

She probably read the concern in my face, as she smiled brightly and wiped the tears away.  She quickly kissed me back and said, “Oh my god!  That was… Oh my god!  Men usually… Oh my god!”  She giggled because she couldn’t finish a thought, and I realized that she had loved me going down on her.  

Her giggle sounded funny coming out of a 55 year old woman.  She put her arms around me and said, “Take me to bed now.”

I slid one hand behind her back, and another under her legs, as she clung to my neck, and carried her to her bedroom, leaving our clothing discarded in the kitchen, and the coffee getting cold.

As I turned towards the hall and bedrooms, I said, “You know, your bad kitty tastes pretty darn good.”  I was rewarded by a nuzzle against my neck as she moaned, “Mmmmm.”

As I managed to pass through the doorway without smacking her head or legs against the frame, I noticed that the bedcovers were pulled back, revealing a very cozy looking king sized bed.  Candles were lit on all the horizontal surfaces, including the dresser, and side tables.

I paused, taking in the sights and said, “Wow.  Were you expecting company?”

She giggled again and kissed the side of my neck, saying, “I knew we would end up here tonight.”

I walked her to the bed, and gently deposited her on the soft sheets, as I said, “So, you assumed I would be easy?  That I was a sure thing?”

She gave me a sexy smile, and said, “Your wife guaranteed it.”  I watched as she deliberately shifted her gaze to my erection.  “She said that you’d put out   on the first date.”

I crawled into bed, as she spread her legs to allow me in.  We kissed again as I felt her body against mine, and felt her hand working to guide me inside her.  As I entered her, she felt so warm and inviting, and she moaned gently as I found a rhythm with her.  It didn’t take me long before I peaked, pulling her tight as I groaned and filled her.  She whispered encouragement but certainly didn’t orgasm.

“Sorry,” I said, as we rolled onto our side, her legs wrapped around me as I held her.  “I couldn't hold off - you felt so good!”

“That’s OK,” she said as she ran her hand over my chest.  “We have plenty of time.”

I was looking up at the canopy on her bed, and wondered aloud, “When do you think Eric will be back.  We should shut the door.”

She was teasing my nipple as she said, “Oh, Eric won’t be back tonight.”

“No?” I said, as I realized he was at our house, very likely balls deep in my wife!  I wondered if they were on the couch or if he had her bent over in the kitchen again.

“No,” Sara said, “Sharon told me she was going to have Eric stay over.  She said she wanted him to have her in your bed, and sleep over with her.  She said she wanted him to see her naked next to him when he woke, so he’d take her when he wanted.”

I felt her hand move to my cock, as she giggled, “Ooh, I see you like that.”  She put her mouth up against my ear, so that I could feel her breath, as she asked, “Do you like that another man is taking your wife in your marital bed, or that your wife is a cheating slut?”

She licked my ear, which gave me a charge and made me aware of how horny I was.  I couldn’t believe I was ready again, but I was certain I wouldn’t ‘pop off’ again so soon.

I turned my head so we were face to face, “Cheating slut.”

“Oooh,” Sara cooed.  “Do you like that?  Knowing she is giving herself to another man?”  She could feel my answer as my cock pulsed in response.

Sara rolled over on top of me, holding my cock up as she straddled me, and continued, “You should hear them fuck!  How she begs him to fuck her harder!”  She lowered herself onto me, and I felt her warmth engulf my straining cock.

She bit her lips as she impaled herself on my erection, then as she began riding me, rolling her hips, she continued, “She’s got him in your bed right now, and he’s doing things to her that only husbands are supposed to do.”

I groaned as I imagined my wife under Eric on our bed, letting him frantically pump into her.  I wondered if either of them noticed our wedding picture sitting on the dresser, watching her cheat.

I was having a tough time thinking about Sharon as Sara rode me.  I reached up to play with her nipple rings, which earned a groan as she rode me harder and faster.  She leaned down, propping herself with her arms against my sides, as she really ground against me.  It felt like she was close to coming, so I tweaked her nipples again, causing her to grunt, “Yes!  Fucking rip them out!”

I certainly wasn’t going to do that, but I did  pull harder, as she started to wail and jerk through her orgasm.  I was lucky that I had come so soon before, or I wouldn’t be able to hold off.

She recovered quickly, and began to gently ride me again as she leaned forward and kissed me, saying, “Keep it hard!  I haven’t had cock in six months!”  As she sat up, I examined her thin body, watching the skin move over her muscles and ribcage as she humped her hips onto my cock.

“Can you keep it up, baby?” she asked as placed her hands on my upper thighs, giving her a different angle to ride me.  I could see her nipple rings glistening, the slight sheen of sweat down her stomach, damp all the way to her ‘bad kitty’ tattoo.

I smiled as I said, “How can I not be hard for  a hottie like you?”

She bit her lip and smiled crookedly as she said, “Hottie, huh?”

“Fuck!  I’ve wanted to fuck you since I first met you.  I’ve thought about having you naked in bed, in the shower, bent over the car, fucking on the dinner table in front of Eric and Sharon.  Not a week goes by without dreaming about you,” I admitted, feeling my cock stiffen as I realized that my fantasy was coming true.

She smiled broadly, and said, “Well, that’s exciting.  I knew you were flirty, but never imagined!”

After a few minutes of riding me gently, she leaned forward, placing her hands on my chest, and started humping harder and faster, as she approached another orgasm.  She was panting as she said, “Now you can have me in the shower, on the  car, wherever and whenever you want!”

She fell forward on me and started wailing and jerking as yet another orgasm hit her.  I enjoyed the feeling of her body against mine, listening to her pant into my ear as she recovered.  I ran my hands over her back, over her ass, then up her sides to her neck and hair.

She moaned softly into my ear, then pushed herself up, giving her hips as little thrust as she smiled and said, “Still hard?”  I nodded and she began moving again, gently sliding up and down on my erection.  I was pretty sure I couldn’t hold out much longer, but was amazed that she was ready to come again!.

“Hard for your hottie neighbor, or thinking about my little nephew using your wife like a sex doll?” She smiled as she picked up the pace.  She said, “Ummm, yeah,” as I felt myself getting harder.  I moved my hands to her ass, so I could control more of the action.  She leaned forward and said, “Do you think tonight’s the night she takes off his condom?  Takes his sperm inside her?”

“Already there,” I said, as I imagined my wife full of his come.

“Oooh,” Sara moaned, “He really owns her now!  When she lets him shoot inside her, she’s telling him that he owns everything - including her womb!”

Her dirty talk got to me, and I rolled over, easily flipping her onto her back as I stayed inside her and began pounding away, as I felt my balls ready for release.

Sara could tell I was close, and I think she was as well, as she said, “Even if she’s not trying to get pregnant, she’s letting his swimmers prowl her uterus.  His sperm is alive inside her for days!”  I was grunting with the effort to get off, and she said, “When Sharon’s laying in bed with you, she knows that Eric is still inside her!”

That did it!  I pulled her tight and felt myself shooting deep inside her.  I held her tight like that, and she whimpered, then wailed and jerked as she came too.

We lay tight together like that for a while, then I rolled away slightly so I could look at her.

“What are you looking at?” Sara asked, as she reached for a sheet.

“Don’t,” I said, “I want to look at you.”

“You want to look at an old lady?” she said, her voice dripping with skepticism.

I raised one eyebrow and said, “You’ve been a fantasy for a long time, and now that I’ve got it, I want to remember this time.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” she laughed.  It was clear she was happy about my response.  She spread her legs slightly and took as sexy a pose as she could manage, as she added, “I’m all yours to look at whenever you want.  And to fuck anytime you want, too!”

“For how long, though?” I asked, knowing all good things end.

Sara laughed and sat up, legs crossed, her piercings and tattoo on perfect display.  “Forever.”  She watched me for a second, then added, “That’s the deal with Sharon.  I know Eric will get tired of her, or get jealous when she fucks other guys, and it will probably end.  When she told me you wanted to see her with other men, and told her that Eric could pass her around, well, I knew you were perfect for me.”

“I am?” I asked, surprised.

“Hell, yeah,” she said, “I already told you I’m a slut, and you shared your wife with another man, so I assume you’ll pass me around, too.”  My stomach churned with excitement as I thought about it.  “I need sex.  I want you to give me to as many men or women as you want, and you can watch or join in.  You’ll do that, won’t you?”  I nodded.

She continued, “Well, me too.  I don’t want to start the fun and have Sharon decide you and I are done, just because Eric gets tired of her cunt.  So I made her promise that I would ‘belong to’ you forever.  I had her write it in the note, too.”

I was thinking about her words, excited and confused.  I loved Sharon and I loved that she was ‘giving it up’ to other men, but I also had a new plaything that I wanted to keep.

Sara crawled over and put her arms around me, as she gave me a kiss on the neck.  She said, “Let’s get a little rest, then more fun.”

We pulled the sheets up over us, and she clung to my side, as she said, “If you get horny, just go for it.  I like to wake up with a dick inside me!”

***

I woke up early in the morning and was disoriented for a moment, until I realized that I was sleeping in Sara’s bed, and Sara was laying naked next to me.  I was hard as steel, and seriously considered just ramming home into her pussy, because I’d never taken a woman like that.  Instead, I took a little time to examine her body, kissing and touching her pierced nipples, then running my lips over the soft skin below her navel, then staring at ‘bad kitty’ while I decided what to do.

I decided that she might like that kind of ‘wake up’ call, so slid down to get a good angle, and started licking and sucking at her shaven snatch before I slid a finger into her, hunting for her g-spot.

After a moment, I heard her gasp, then say, “What?  Oh my god!”  I felt her hand on the back of my head, pushing my face against her.  She didn’t know how much I loved to eat pussy, she would have needed a crowbar to push me away.

It only took a couple of minutes before she wailed and jerked, the now-familiar sign of her orgasm.  I kept a slow pace while she recovered, then worked to bring her to peak again, which didn’t take very long.  I kept at it, wondering how many orgasms I could give her, and each time she came more quickly, until there were less than a minute between orgasms.

She was gasping and whimpering and clawing at my head, and a couple of times I asked if she wanted me to stop.

“Fuck no!” she screamed.  “Don’t fucking stop!  Oh Godddddd!”

My face was coated in her juices, the sheets were soaked and her legs and belly were slick.  I was in a horny crazed zone, all I could concentrate on was making her come again and again.

Finally she reached an orgasm where she kept thrashing and wailing for several minutes, then suddenly fell limp.  I licked her and diddled her, but she didn’t respond.  I got a cold feeling in my stomach, and crawled up to kiss her.  Her eyes were barely open, but she was softly breathing and she had a pulse.  

I gently shook her several times, and even slapped her face gently.  I was beginning to think I should call an ambulance when her eyes fluttered and she looked at me, asking, “What?  What happened?”

“I think you passed out,” I said.

A smile crept across her face, and she said, “You actually  fucked my brains out.”  After a moment, she asked, “Did you fuck me while I was out?”

“No,” I said, surprised at the question.

She said softly, “Next time do it.  I always wanted someone to fuck me while I was out cold.”

“Next time?  Does this happen often?” I asked.

She had that smile on her face again, “Once.  Long ago.  My first husband when we were dating.”  She reached up and touched my face, “You are only the second man to do that to me, and you did it twice in 24 hours.”  She gently patted my face again and said, “Of course you’ll do it again.”

She rolled onto her back, and sighed.  “I’m not giving you back.  Ever.”

I laughed, and Sara said, “I’m serious.”

“You’re so sweet,” I said.  “But I’m sure a couple of the dozens of guys you’ve been with were just as good.”

She laughed and patted me on the head, “Honey, I don’t have to flatter you to get into your pants.  It’s hundreds  of guys, and only two.”

“Hundreds?” I asked.

“Hundreds and hundreds.  Black, White, some I don’t know,” she confirmed.  “Bad Kitty has been very busy, and very bad.”  She looked over at me and said, “How do you feel about that?”

My cock was steel as I imagined her with all those men.  In her pussy, mouth, ass.  I rolled over and knelt in front of her, perfectly positioned to enter her.  I said, “That is soooo  sexy.”  I pushed forward and felt her legs spread as I entered her, “I love a slutty girl.”

“Then you hit the slut jackpot, honey,” she smiled as I felt her legs wrap around me.

It didn’t take long for me to come, and she didn’t help things as she mentioned gangbangs, bachelor parties and weekend long sex parties with strangers.  She laughed when I apologized for coming so soon.

I lay next to her, playing with her nipple rings, as she fondled me, working to get me hard again.  I said, “I wonder when I have to go home.”

“I’m not giving you back,” she said simply.

“Mmm,” I responded, not sure how I felt anymore.

“Eric is young and full of energy.  He’ll probably be between your wife’s legs all day,” Sara said.  She felt me get harder, and added, “You really like her being a slut?”

“Oh yeah,” I confirmed.

Sara got up to get us coffee, and I watched as she left the room naked, then returned with two cups and my cell phone.  She handed me the phone and said, “You have a couple of missed calls from Sharon.”

She knelt in front of me as I hit the button to call my wife back.  Sara looked up at me and said, “I guess she took Eric’s dick out of her mouth long enough to talk to you.”  

I felt Sara’s mouth engulf my cock as the phone rang and my wife picked up, “Hi!” she said cheerily.

“Sounds like you had a good night,” I said.

“Oh yeah,” my wife responded.  “It was so erotic, making love with him in our bed.  I don’t think we slept at all.”  I felt myself getting hard as she said ‘making love’.  “How about you?” she said.

“Best. Present. Ever!” I said enthusiastically, as Sara sucked me faster and harder, and I felt her finger tickling my anus.

“Tell her I said, thanks!” Sharon giggled.

“She says, mmmmph ,” I laughed.

“That little slut is sucking you off while you’re on the phone?” my wife asked, faking indignation.  I could hear rustling on her side of the phone.  Then she said, “Oh!  Ungh!”

“Is everything OK?” I asked.

“Ungh.  Dick.  Ungh.  In my ass,” she finally managed.  “Stop!  Let me finish talking, then you can have all you want!” I heard her tell him.

“He’s got his cock in your ass?” I asked.  I felt Sara’s finger enter my anus as she moaned, listening to my side of the call.

“Yes,” my wife answered.  “He can’t get enough.  OK, I called about today.”

“Yeah, what’s the plan?  When do you want me back?” I asked.

“I don’t want you back, Eric and I are having a couple of his friends over to watch the games…” She said,  My stomach churned when she said that she didn’t want me back, and also at the thought that my house was ‘their place’.

“Is it just for the game, or are you going to have sex with them?” I asked.

“I’m not sure,” she said, not at all sounding like she was unsure.

“Do you want to?” I asked.

“Ungh, Oh!” he was still at it, “I think so.”

“God, that’s hot!” I told her, “Can I watch?”

“No.  At least not today,” my wife answered.

I knew he wasn’t stopping like she asked, and I liked hearing it.  “OK.  I want to listen to him fucking you.  Pretend to hang up so I can listen?”

“OK, bye,” I heard her say, but the connection sayed open.  I hit ‘mute’ so I wouldn’t give her away, then turned on the speaker so Sara could listen.

“You’re so bad!” I heard her say.

“You’re the bad one, fucking me while you talk to your husband,” I heard Eric say.  “You like that, don’t you?  Do you like being a cheating slut?”  I couldn’t believe he used that word with her.  I thought he was her boyfriend!

“Oh fuck!  So good!” my wife said, grunting as Eric pumped into her again and again.

“You gonna be a slut for my friends, too?” He asked, himself grunting with the exertion.

“Oh God!  Yes!” she agreed, then I heard her orgasm as Eric let out a roar himself, filling her ass with his come.

I was about to hang up when I heard my wife ask, “I’m gonna be such a slut for your friends, Baby.”

“Oh, yeah,” I heard Eric chuckle.

I closed the connection, just as I came, filling Sara’s mouth.

She swallowed and lay down next to me, saying, “Well, that  sounded interesting.  I gather that Eric’s buddy’s will be dicking your wife?”

“Yeah,” I confirmed.  “Later today.”

“Is she gonna let you watch?” she asked, as her hand stroked my cock.

“No,” I answered.  I was a little distracted thinking about my wife laying naked next to Eric, his come running out of her ass.

“Has she done this with his friends before?” Sara persisted.

“Just one, not a group,” I answered, intrigued by Sara’s little smile and the way she was fondling me.

“So your wife is going to let strangers gang bang her!”  Sara had a twinkle in her eye and her voice was excited.

I hadn’t thought about it in those terms, but felt myself get hard again as I realized it was true.

Sara gave me a knowing look as she continued to stroke me, and said softly, “You do  love sluts.  God!  I wish I had met you six years ago!”

“Why then?” I asked.

“Before I married Arthur Asshole,” she answered.  “I made a big mistake then.  After Eddie died, I was convinced that the lifestyle had killed him and it would kill me too, so I went with a stable and boring man.”  Her hand roamed down to cup my balls as she said sadly, “Six years of twice a month, missionary, with the lights off.  It was like being sent to sex prison.”

I thought for a minute, then asked gently, “How could the lifestyle kill him?” I asked, wondering if I might have just caught some disease.  

She could read my mind, it seems, as she said, “No, not like that.  Car crash.  My girlfriend was blowing him and they had a head-on.”

“Oh sorry.  It was just an accident.  She probably wasn’t blowing him.  I don’t think you can blame ‘the lifestyle’.” I tried to convince her.

She looked at me and said, “The autopsy said his penis was severed.  And guess where they found it.”  I must have registered my shock.  She laughed, “Linda once said she wanted to die with a cock inside her.  She got her wish!”

We sat there for a little time as she played with my cock.  My thoughts were all over as I thought about her first husband, and about my wife eagerly awaiting her first gang bang, and the fact that I was in another woman’s bed who was willing to do any of the things I had ever imagined.

I ran my hand over her stomach and small tight breasts yet again, smiling at the thought that I was actually in the fantasy I had built so many times in my head.  I couldn’t help but smile like a fool as Sara looked over and said, “What?”

“You are so fucking hot and sexy.  Want a shower?” I asked.

“ That  kind of stuff will get you laid, honey,” she said as she grabbed my hand and led me to the shower.

***

After our shower, we made breakfast and talked, all while naked.  When I suggested that we might want to get dressed in case Eric returned, Sara laughed and said, “Honey, I guarantee Eric’s dick is in your wife.  He’s not coming back here.  The only place he’s coming is inside her.”  She laughed again.

We spent a couple of hours making out in various rooms, then made it back to her bedroom.  It still felt so strange and exhilarating being in another woman’s bed.  She was showing me her collection of nipple rings, barbells and attachments when we heard a car door slam outside the house.

We went to the window and watched a pair of guys in their twenties approach the house.  They were carrying a case of beer and some snacks.  Sara and I looked at each other quickly, wondering who they could be, then turned back to watch as they stopped, gesturing at the house, then looking over at my house next door.  They changed direction and headed there.

“Sorry, babies, wrong slut’s house,” Sara joked.  She looked at me, excitement in her eyes, as she said, “You know, those two boys are gonna have their cocks inside your bride soon!”

“Oh, wow,” I said, digesting that thought, imagining Sharon on her knees in front of them, or spread wide as one pounded her.

As we stood in the window and watched the two guys disappear out of view while they walked to my front door, another car pulled up, and another young man, tall and muscular, got out.

“Shit!” Sara said, “Think they’d notice if I borrowed him?  He’s quite a piece.”

I looked over at her questioningly, and she said, “What?  I’ve got three holes, you can’t use them all at once.  Didn’t your Mom teach you to share?”  She laughed at her own joke.

“Sharon said ‘a couple’,” I said out loud, thinking that now my wife was going to have sex with four men!

Sara wrapped her hand around my hard-on and said, “One, Two, Twenty.  Does it matter?  She’s a slut, that’s what you want, right?”

“Yeah,” I agreed.  Twenty, wow.  That would be something to watch!

“I wonder if she’s already fucking them?” I said, trying to imagine.

“Not yet,” Sara said, as she stepped closer to me, pressing her warm nakedness against me as she continued to play with my erection.  “First, Eric will have her ‘show off’ for his friends,” she spoke closely into my ear, her lips touching my lobe.  “He’ll ask her to strip, or dance, or ‘just show them what you got’.  He’ll want them to know that she’s his property.”

“But she’s not really,” I objected.

“She is, honey.  You gave her to him, and now your wife will act like his property.  She’s going to be excited, but nervous.  Having men look at you like you’re a piece of meat, when you tease them like that, is such a turn on.”

“Are you sure about that?” I asked.

“I’ve been there, honey.  Dozens of times.  It’s like a drug - if she has a good time, guaranteed she will want it again.”  I felt a charge as she licked my ear and added, “With more men.”

I felt her hand slide down my back and cup my balls, one finger tickling the area between my balls and anus.  Sara said, “After your wife shows off for the guys, Eric will probably tell her to ‘say hello to my boys dicks’ or he might tell the guys ‘give her something to eat, boys’.  Whatever happens, your wife will be on her knees in front of some strange guy, looking at a new penis.  What happens next?”

I could feel myself building to climax as I imagined the scene, assisted by Sara’s hand stroking my erection.  “She sucks him?” I said, hoping it was true.

I felt Sara clamp down on my cock and balls, strangling my erection and stopping my orgasm before it happened, as she said, “Yes, she’ll suck them all.  On her knees like a common slut.  The guys will watch and laugh, and probably drink some beers.”

When it was clear that I was softening, she resumed playing with my cock, and continued, “Eventually, they’ll notice your big wedding picture on the wall, and realize that the pretty little thing in her wedding dress is now the middle-age cocksucker crawling on her knees.”

“Oh fuck!” was all I could say as her words got me worked up, and she resumed stroking my hard-on.

“If she’s smart, she won’t let them come, so they come more quickly when they fuck,” Sara said.  “But, being new and excited, your wife will be swallowing their loads one after another.”

I was hard and ready to pop, but Sara squeezed me again, killing my building orgasm.  “What the fuck?!” I almost yelled.

She kissed me and said, “I want you to be so horny that you break me with that cock when we finally fuck!”

Sara led me by my cock to the bed, where she lay back and said, “Then the main action will begin…”

We were interrupted by the buzzing of my phone on the bedside table.  Sara grabbed it and said, “Ooh, messages from Eric.”

I flipped open the messages, and he had sent a few pictures: The first was of Sharon smiling at the camera, a hard penis in her left hand, just inches from her face. It looked like our living room, and she was obviously on her knees in front of the sofa.  Sara said softly, “I told you.  On her knees like a common slut.”

It was so sexy seeing my wife with a stranger’s cock like that!

The second was similar to the first, but she had the penis in her mouth.  My wife had some stranger’s cock in her mouth!

The third picture was from further away, showing Sharon with her face buried in his lap, fully impaled on his cock.  Sitting next to him was another guy with his pants down and cock sticking up, waiting for my wife’s mouth.  I noticed that she was wearing the little lacy black open cup bra I liked so much.

I put down the phone and Sara smiled, as she held my hard-on, saying, “Wow, she's quick.  What was that? Ten minutes from door to whore?”

I watched Sara sit back on the bed as she continued, “I’ll bet she doesn’t even know that guy’s name!  Soon, she’ll lay back on the sofa or coffee table, and spread her legs to let them inside her!”  She slowly spread her legs for emphasis.

I was crazy with lust at that point, and buried myself inside Sara with little ceremony.  I fucked her hard and deep, as she described how she imagined the strangers using my wife.  It was exciting and confusing as I thought about Sharon, but also was having sex with this woman I had been fantasizing about for so long.  We both came fairly quickly.

As we lay on the bed recovering, I said, “Well, I guess you’ve done a gang bang before.”

She rolled over and looked at me with a sparkle in her eye and said, “Honey, I’ve done dozens of gang bangs before.  For a while there, I was addicted, and Eddie set them up nearly every weekend.”  She laughed and added, “He said I looked beautiful with a dick in every hole.  He was such a perv.  I loved him!”

“Hundreds of cocks, huh?” I asked, imagining her pulling a train, and on her knees sucking a line of guys off.  “That’s unbelievably sexy.”

She gave me a kiss and said, “Most guys don’t want a girl like me.”  She gave my penis a stroke and added, “Unless they just want someplace to shove their dicks.”

After a while, she nuzzled my neck and said, “Do you still want to shower with me?  See my old naked body?”  

I groaned in acknowledgement, “Oh, fuck yes.  I love that body.”

She laughed lightly and said, “Good, it’s all yours.  Then you can take your girlfriend out to dinner.  I think Sharon’s gonna be busy for a while.”

She took my hand and led me to the shower, where I once again got to soap her and touch her everywhere.  It felt even more forbidden to be in the shower with her, kissing her and holding her close as if she were mine.

We toweled off and started getting dressed.  Sara smiled as she walked to her closet and said, “I want to wear something slutty for you.  Is that OK?”

I laughed and said, “Sure!”  I noticed when she walked into the closet, that half of it was completely bare.  I guess she hadn’t rearranged things since her husband left her.

As I started putting on my clothes, I noticed the message indicator on my phone.  I opened the app, and saw that it was another message from Eric, and this time there was an attached video.

Of course I played it!  The video started with a shot of Sharon’s backside, and I could clearly see that she was riding someone’s cock, her pussy stretched by him!  She was slowly riding him as I heard a man’s voice ask, “Ready for another one, Baby?”

“Oh yeah!” I heard my wife say as the video showed another guy approaching her from behind, his hand stroking his cock, glistening with lube.  I watched as he dribbled the lube on her anus, and put his cockhead against her pucker.  She was going to get a DP!

I heard my wife moan as the camera shifted to show the second guy pushing his cock into her, stretching her pucker open as his cockhead slipped inside.  I’d seen that so many times when I took Sharon’s ass, but it looked so much more erotic when it was someone else’s cock.

I heard a man’s voice say, “God!  That feels good.  How far can I go?”

I felt myself get hard as Sharon said, “All the way!  Give it all to me!”

The camera focused on the action as I watched the guy grab her hips and slowly drive himself all the way inside her, as she moaned loudly.  The camera moved up to show her face as my wife said, “Fuck me!”  Her mouth opened as her body rocked when the guy behind her started riding her.

I heard another man’s voice say, “Dude!  I can feel your dick!”

Sharon was staring into space as she let out continuous moans and grunts while the two guys fucked her.  I heard Eric’s voice from behind the camera say, “Pete, stuff something in her mouth already!”

I could see another man approach her face and push his penis against her open mouth.  Sharon turned her face to suck him into her mouth, and he stepped forward to drive his erection deeper into her face.

The camera zoomed out to show Sharon pinned between the three men fucking her, and Eric’s voice said softly, meant just for the camera, “Wow, what a slut.  That’s your wife, man.”  The camera stayed on for another few seconds while the only sounds were Sharon and the men moaning and grunting.  It was better than a porn movie, because the actress was my wife.

I started the video again, and was most of the way through it, when Sara came over and asked, “More pictures?”  She startled me because I was so focused on the image of my wife with three cocks inside her.

I said, “Video, here,” and restarted the video, sharing the screen so Sara could see.  I turned up the volume so she could hear as well.

When it ended, Sara said, “Again.”  So I ran it once more.

When it was over, I looked at Sara and she had a sparkle in her eye as she said, “Well, fuck!”  She put her hand on my crotch, feeling how hard I was when she said, “You realize she only met those guys less than an hour ago…  She’s letting three strangers fuck her like a street prostitute.”  She kissed me and said, “Fuck!  That is so goddamn hot!  I like how you can see your wedding picture in the background.”

She took my hand and said, “Come on, take your girlfriend out.  It looks like your wife will be busy for a while.”  I shut off the phone and put it on the table - I knew I couldn’t resist watching again, so figured I’d leave it behind.

After I turned back, Sara stepped back to show me how she looked.  My mouth must have been hanging open, because she smiled so broadly.  She was wearing very high heels, which showed off her long toned legs, running all the way up to her short skirt.  She was wearing a pretty dark top made with a thin material, that showed off her tiny breasts and nipple jewelry.  She had on bright red lipstick and giant hoop earrings.

She laughed at the way I was gawking and touched the earrings, saying, “The bigger the hoop, the bigger the ‘ho!”  She then reached down to her nipples and said, “I swapped out for those big barbells you were admiring earlier.  Like them?”

“Uh, yeah!  Are you sure you want to go out like that?” I asked.

“I like when the men stare at me.  When I hit 60, I’ll probably have to walk around naked to get them to look, but not bad for fifty-five, huh?” she answered.

“You sure don’t look fifty-five,” I said.

“Oh really?  She gave a twirl, causing her skirt to lift a bit.  “What do I look like, then?”

“Sixty-nine,” I laughed.

She stepped up to me and gave me a big kiss, saying, “I fucking love you, you perv.”  She grabbed my hand and said, “Now let’s go out!  I want to see the men fucking me with their eyes.”

As we left the bedroom, I said, “I’d like to see the men fucking you with their dicks.”

“Really?” she asked as we stepped outside.

“Not really,” I admitted.  “I want you all to myself right now.”

We got in my car and went downtown, where we walked around for a little while and we watched all the men staring at Sara.  After a bit, we stopped at a little outside cafe and ordered drinks and a little appetizer.  The waiter spent the entire time staring at Sara’s nipples while we ordered.

I said, “Well, at least your nipples get the waiter’s attention.”

She laughed and said, “I bet I can get him to stop looking.”

“I doubt it, but let’s see,” I replied.

When the waiter returned, he was still staring at her nipples, and almost knocked over my drink because he wasn’t looking where he was setting it down.  When he put down her drink and place setting, she deliberately took her spoon and dropped it to the floor off the edge of the table.  It was easy to spot - the tables were glass, but she turned a little and said to the guy, “Could you be a sweetie and find that for me?”

“Sure,” he said, and as he bent down to get it, Sara turned in her chair, slightly spreading her legs as she deftly pulled up her skirt, exposing her bare pussy to him!  She didn’t tell me she wasn’t wearing panties, but perhaps I should have expected it.

The waiter paused for a moment in shock, then glanced up at Sara, who was smiling at him.  He finally grabbed the spoon and hit his head on the table as he tried to rise.

Sara turned back in her seat, spreading her legs wider, and pulled the skirt up so that her bare pussy and tattoo were clearly visible through the glass of the table.  The other patrons probably couldn’t see.

He reluctantly left, appearing a bit confused, and promised to return soon with the food.  Sara looked at me with a smile and laughed, “See?  He’s not looking at my nipples anymore.”

She kept herself on display for the next 20 minutes or so, until we finished our drinks and the appetizer, and paid the bill.  The waiter must have asked a dozen times if there was anything else we wanted, and offered that we could keep the table for as long as we wanted.

Sara skillfully covered herself before we rose to leave, and none of the rest of the patrons had any idea what she had been doing.

As we walked down the sidewalk, I laughed and said, “Wow, that was wild!”

Sara hung a little closer to my arm and said, “Eddie would have had me blow or fuck the guy in the restroom.  But I’m your girl now.”

***

We stopped at a nice but somewhat casual restaurant for dinner, and after we were seated and ordered, I saw a couple that I knew sitting two tables over.  I told Sara, “Hey, those two over there, see them?  I know them.”

“The old geezer and hottie?” she asked.  “Who are they?”

“That’s Sharon’s boss, and his trophy wife.  She likes to flaunt her big fake tits and expensive clothes and jewels in front of Sharon.  She’s even flirted with me at a couple of the company parties, trying to make her jealous, I guess,” I explained.

“She must be 30 years younger than him, what, maybe 29, 30 at best?.  I thought it was his daughter or maybe granddaughter.  I guarantee she’s not getting any from the geezer, so she’s probably frustrated, and it makes her feel better to show off,” Sara said.  “Don’t worry, they won’t bother us.  She probably doesn’t even remember you, too busy buying tits and trainers.”

We both laughed.  We were having a great dinner and drinks, and the waiter was doing his best to not stare at Sara’s nipples.  Just as the main plate was served, I noticed Sharon’s boss and wife getting up to leave.  I figured we were in the clear until I saw that the old guy went outside while his wife approached our table.

“Hi!  Ed, is that you?” she said, briefly checking out Sara.

“Oh yes.  Hi Linda,” I replied, unsure how to navigate this.

Linda turned to look at Sara, her eyes obviously lingering on her nipples.  Sara gave her a big smile, and stuck her hand out and said, “I’m Sara.  I’m his girlfriend.”  My stomach lurched a little, in excitement and surprise.

Linda took the offered hand as she said, “So you and Sharon are...:”

Before I could answer Sara finished, “Still married.”  Linda looked back at Sara, surprised by the answer.  “Yeah, we’re all friends.  My husband left me a while ago, and I’ve been, well, I have needs.”  I watched in amusement as Linda’s eyebrows raised in surprise.  

Sara released Linda’s hand, but Linda didn’t seem to notice, she was focused on Sara’s words.  Sara continued, “Well, Sharon knew what I needed, so let me borrow him.  Oh. My. God!  I may never give him back!  The things he can do!”

Sara giggled and said, “We’re just taking a break.  I need my strength, so when I could finally walk again, he brought me here.”  She gave her a conspiratorial look and said, “You know, we can’t spend *all* weekend in bed, even if I want to.”  She giggled again.  She picked up her fork and gave Linda a big smile as she said, “Best.  Weekend.  Ever.”

Sara leaned towards me and said, “I’m gonna get Sharon to lend me your magic tongue again next week, OK?”

“My pleasure,” I managed to say through my grin.  Holy crap!  

Linda was clearly flustered and finally put her hand down from the handshake that ended a minute before.  She looked at me with a strangely assessing stare as she said to me, “Oh, um.  It was nice to see you.  Maybe we can talk some time?”

“Sure, Linda.  Have a nice night,” I said.

Sara giggled like a girl and said, “ We  sure will!”

Linda walked away slowly and a little woodenly, giving us one last look as she left the restaurant.

Sara gave me a devilish grin as she said, “You better hit that when she comes calling!”

“You think so?” I asked.

Sara wrinkled her nose and said, “I guarantee it!  There’s no way she stops thinking about your magic tongue, honey!”  She laughed and added, “You know her snapper’s not getting any action from the fossil.  Just be careful not to freeze anything off when you stick it into her.”

We finished dinner and returned home around 9pm.  All the cars were still at our house, and the lights were on.  Sara led me to her front door, wearing a big smile and said, ”Well, I guess you’ll just have to stay over again!”  After she unlocked the door, she turned and raised her skirt, exposing herself and said, “And I have a special dessert for you!”

I followed her into the house, glancing back at the cars, thinking about Sharon and the strangers she was ‘entertaining.’  Were they really strangers after she spent hours having sex with them?  They were strangers to me - I only knew Eric, and knew that some guy named ‘Pete’ had stuck his cock in my wife’s mouth.

Sara led the way into the kitchen and hopped up on the table, lifting her skirt and exposing herself.  She smiled and said, “Wanna make me pass out?  If you do, remember, you can do anything to me when I’m passed out… Fist me, fuck me, put things inside me.  Be creative!”

I smiled as I approached her shaved pussy and said, “Maybe I’ll invite the guys next door over for a go?”

“Oh fuck, yeah!  Do that!” she said, genuinely excited by the thought.

As I took a lick of her tasty slit, I said, “They’re probably tired of Sharon by now, and she has to sleep sometime.”

Sara laughed, and said, “Sorry, honey.  Those guys are all in their twenties, basically unlimited cock and cum.  Tonight’s gonna happen one of three ways: one, your wife will sleep in bed with Eric, and they’ll all give her the morning wood when they wake up; two, they set her up in the guest room or on the sofa, and they take turns whenever they are hard and horny; or three, she bounces from bed to bed and sofa to sofa all night looking for the next hard cock.”

“Oh fuck,” I said, imagining each.  “I hope it’s the last!”

Sara put her hand on the back of my head, pulling my face against her pussy, as she said, “Me too.  We’ll know she’s hooked, and I think you’ll spend a lot more time between my legs like this!”

I was hard as a rock the whole time I went down on her, and didn’t let up when she started to orgasm.  It was exciting to know I could get her to pass out, and I kept at it after she finally gasped  and lay limp on the kitchen table.

Sadly, at that time, I couldn’t think of anything particularly shocking to do to her, and I was horny as hell.  I took a page from Eric’s book, and went to the fridge, looking for the butter.  There was only a small pat  left in the dish, but I found a full pound in the freezer.

I was excited as I unwrapped a stick and pushed it against her anus.  It didn’t take much before her sphincter opened, and the stick slid in easily, being slick and hard.  I paused only a moment, consumed by lust, before I shoved a second, then third stick inside her.  The third one took some work, so I didn’t try the last, in case I might hurt her from the pressure.

I then lifted her legs and shoved my raging cock into her ass.  It took a bit of work to get through the still hard stick of butter, but I eventually felt myself slide in next to it.  The cold from the butter felt exciting against my hardness, and I felt the warmth of her bowels on the other side of my cock.

After a few minutes, I felt myself getting ready to come, even the butter was melting and I couldn’t feel the cold much more.  She was still out cold as I grunted and came inside her.  When I pulled out, her ass was leaking a frothy fluid of semen and butter.

I shoved the fourth stick into her ass, with little resistance.  I positioned the butter box and four empty wrappers near her spread legs and took a couple of pictures for her.

I realized I had left the freezer open, so went to close it and spied a couple of the whisky ice ball molds.  She was still passed out, so I figured this might wake her.  I opened one mold and removed the 3 or 4 inch diameter ball of ice, then gently placed it against her hot bald pussy.  I flipped on the camera video to record, then I applied some pressure, and watched as her lips parted and let the sphere of ice in, closing greedily after it.

I was thinking about doing another when I heard Sara gasp, then move her hand to her pussy as she sat up.  “Ooh!”  She was staring at me with an open mouth as I watched her stomach contract, “Oh!”  Her hand moved to above her pussy and below her navel, as she contracted again, ”Fuck!  You did something to me?!”

I nodded, a little worried now.

She smiled just before another contraction hit her, “Ohhhh!”  Her eyes opened as her mouth stayed in the “Oh” position for a moment.  “Permanent?” she asked me.

I smiled back at her as I shook my head.

She looked down at herself and at the wrappers and asked, “Butter?”

“Your ass,” I answered.

I was about to say more when she bent forward and wailed “Fuuuuuuck!” as she lay on the table.  She was panting as she looked at me and said, “Why is my cunt convulsing?”

“Ice ball,” I said.

She tried to smile, but began rubbing her clit like crazy, as I watched her belly convulse again.  After a minute or two, she started panting and orgasmed, and the ice ball rolled out of her pussy onto the table.  It was only the size of a ping pong ball now.

We watched it roll off the table onto the floor, then she said weakly, “I guess the guys didn’t want to pull a train on me?”

“I didn’t want to share,” I said.

She laughed and said, “This was almost as good.”

“Really? I thought you were hurting?” I asked.

“Maybe, I dunno.  I got what I wanted, and that was perfect!” she said with a smile.  She slowly slid off the table, which was covered in water and slick with butter.  We looked at the mess on the table, then heard a “plop” as a blob of butter hit the floor under her.

She looked at me and I gave her a smile, then showed the pictures of the butter and video of her ice ball penetration.  She was grinning like crazy as she handed back the phone.  “ That  is exactly what I wanted!  Let’s get cleaned up and have some more fun.  We don’t want this mess in the bed.”  She winked at me and said, “Well not right now, at least.”  As we turned to head to the bedroom, she said, “I am seriously not ever giving you back to your wife.  She can visit, but you’re mine now.”

***

As we showered, I offered to help shave ‘Bad Kitty’ and she laughed.  “I had Kitty lasered  a long while ago.” she explained.  She gave me a mischievous wink as she said, “But if you really want to run a razor over my kitty, I’ll let you.”

I laughed and told her I had something else to run over her kitty.

She laughed and gave me a deep kiss, saying, “I love  you!”

I actually got some sleep that night, with Sara curled against me.  I awoke a couple of times with an erection, thinking about what my wife was doing next door, with Eric and his friends.  Sara was always ready to help me with ‘relief.’

***

The next morning I woke and made us coffee, cleaning up the buttery mess while the coffee heated.  I looked outside and saw that all the cars were still there, so I assumed Sharon would be busy for a while more while the men gave her their ‘morning wood.’

Sara had run my clothes through the washer the previous night - it was gross enough wearing my clothes two days in a row, and definitely not three.  After a couple of hours, the cars were still there, and no messages from Sharon or Eric, so Sara and I went to a late brunch.  I left my phone at her house, knowing that I’d be distracted checking it every minute or two.

We held hands like a couple, and she was always leaning against me and kissing me openly in public.  It was like we were teenagers.  The excitement of a new girl, coupled with the thoughts of multiple men using my wife like a sex doll, sticking their cocks in her whenever and wherever they wanted, kept me hard  all afternoon.  I had to be careful whenever I stood or walked, so that my bulge wouldn’t be too obvious.  Luckily, most people were focused on Sara’s nipple hardware poking the material of her shirt.

When we returned home, the cars were gone.

“I guess the party's over,” I said.  I realized I sounded sad rather than excited to see my wife.

Sara responded, “Yeah.  Well, come in and check your phone.”

We walked to her front door, and she stopped before unlocking it, turning to face me.  She smiled and said, “You know, it’s possible that Eric is still over there.”  I felt her hand move to my crotch as she continued, “In your bed.  With your wife.”  She squeezed me gently as she said, “Inside your wife.”

I was all set to tear her clothes off and ‘have at’ her Bad Kitty again.  We opened the door, and I already had her top pulled off as we stumbled into the living room.  We froze as we noticed Eric sitting on the sofa, watching TV.  He looked back at us, and saw Sara’s naked breasts, big black barbell nipple hardware front and center.

Sara was the least surprised of all of us.  Surprisingly, she didn’t cover herself, just asked Eric, “Where’s Sharon?”

Eric continued staring at her chest as he said, “At home.”

Sara asked, “Are you done with her?”

It’s what I was thinking, but was still surprised that Sara said it.

Eric seemed to snap out of his fascination with Sara’s jewelry as he looked at me with a slight smile and said, “For now.”

Sara took my hand and placed it on her breast as she said, “Well we aren’t.  She’ll just have to wait.”  She pulled me after her to the bedroom.

Before we were through the door, she had shed the rest of her clothing and said, “Leave the door ajar and get your face down here.  I want that smug bastard to hear us!”

I wasn’t going to argue, so buried my face in her Bad Kitty and proceeded to work her to orgasm, just like the other times.  Only this time, Sara was screaming and talking dirty, apparently for Eric’s benefit.  “Oh fuck!  Fuck yes!  God, don’t stop!”  Her orgasms were real, and she let loose with ear-splitting moans and screams each time.  I managed to get her to pass out again, and wondered what I could do to top the butter and ice.

I finally settled on a good+bad combination.  I drew a heart on her belly with her lipstick, then spread her legs and tucked her toes into the sheets to hold her knees up, so that she was spread wide with her Bad Kitty facing the bedroom door.  I left the bedroom door wide open and headed out.

On the way out, Eric looked at me and simply said, “Wow,” as he gave me a thumbs up.  I told him that she was out cold, but maybe he could check on her in a bit.

I then headed home to my own slut, knowing that Eric would soon find out some secrets about his aunt..

***

When I arrived home, Sharon was sitting in the living room in her typical casual outfit: jeans and a top.  I noticed she was wearing a bra, which she usually only wore on work days now.

“Hi,” I said.

“Hi,” she responded, looking at me to assess my mood.  “So you liked your present?”

I grinned and said, “Oh yeah.  Best.  Present.  Ever!”

“Was she as much a slut as she said?” Sharon asked.

“Oh yeah, biggest slut ever,” I confirmed.

“I don’t know about that,” Sharon said, looking a little uncomfortable.

“Well, I did watch a short video of somebody’s wife taking three dicks at once,” I offered, still smiling.  She looked at me, clearly awaiting a reaction.  “It was amazing!  I wish there were more videos.”

“Oh,” my wife said, “I am sure there are more.”

I was excited that I might see more, but wasn’t sure of her mood.  “Did you like it?”

“Well,” she said, still watching me, “I really wanted to try three guys at once.”  She took a breath, then let it out, “It was better than I imagined.  We did that a bunch of times, they all wanted to be the guy in my ass, so I made sure they all got a turn, a couple twice.”

“Holy shit,” I said, thinking about “ at least. ”  “What a woman!”

“Yeah,” she smiled a little, apparently pleased with my reaction.  “They kept me pretty busy.”

“As long as they were nice, and gave you a rest,” I said.

“Well, yes, they were nice.  But I didn’t need a rest,” she said.

“I liked it.  Actually, I loved  it.  Every time one of them was finished, I’d encourage another to have a turn.  I couldn’t get enough!” she admitted, her mood grew a little agitated.

“I was a different woman.  I had four twenty year olds who wanted me, and they were always hard, and I couldn’t get enough.  It felt so dirty!” She looked up at our  wedding picture on the wall, and added, “Whenever I saw that, or thought of our wedding, I fucked them all the harder.”

She looked at me and said, “I started referring to myself as Slut, and encouraged them to call me that.  I don’t think they even know my name.”

She saw the bulge in my pants and smiled, asking, “Do you like that?”  She rose and stood by me, placing her hand on my bulge, as she asked, “The guys called me ‘Slut’ and ‘Whore’ and ‘Cunt’, and I liked it.  I’m a slut wife, a cheating whore, a cunt for those guys to use!”

I was breathing heavily, I was so excited and shocked.  I couldn’t answer with anything other than a nod.

“I’m a little scared, Baby.  I was never so horny or out of control in my life.  After Eric fell asleep, I went from room to room finding someone who was ready to have sex.  I would suck them awake and then have sex with them,”  she admitted, looking at my face.

“Wow,” I said.  “I think that’s awesome!  I was afraid you’d fall in love with Eric.  If it’s just sex, and you let him pass you around, then that’s fine for me.”

“Really?” she asked, searching my eyes.  “Because I don’t know if I can stop now.  At least not with 20 year old men!”

“We’ll just have to find you more,” I said, giving her a kiss.  We broke the kiss and she looked at me funny.  “What?” I asked.

“You know where my mouth has been?” she asked, already knowing the answer.

“Yeah,” I grinned.  “You cocksucking whore.”  Her eyes opened in surprise, so I added, “Now get on your knees and suck mine, Slut!”

Sharon got on her knees, unzipped my pants, and got me off in no time.  I don’t know whether her skills had improved from practice, or whether I was so excited about what she had done.  After I finished, she looked up at me, opening her mouth so I could see that it was filled with my semen.  She then made a show of swallowing, then displaying her empty mouth.  She rose up and said, “There.  It’s now inside me with the other guys!”  She laughed at her own filthiness.


Insatiable

The rest of the day was great, as I pried as many details as I could out of Sharon, and I told her about Sara.  Sharon had heard some of the details from Sara before, but was surprised at her behavior.  I think she was actually a little jealous.

We had great sex, and I was surprised that she wasn’t sore.  When I asked her, she said that her ass needed a rest, because that was most popular with the guys.  So we stuck to plain missionary sex while she talked dirtier than she ever had.  When I told her that I liked her dirty, she explained that she got a lot of the phrases and learned a lot from from the guys that were fucking her over the weekend.

***

Monday came and went as usual, and I expected Sharon to go off and see Eric at the end of the night.  As we sat in the living room, I asked if she was going over to see him.

She raised an eyebrow and asked, “Is this so you can go see the slut next door?”

I laughed and said, “Nope, I’m fine with the slut I have here.”

She smiled and said, “I guess I’ll stay in, your cock will be enough for tonight.  You know, if you have steak every night, it’s not so special.”

I feigned shock and said, “What does that make me, hamburger?”  I rose and approached her with mock anger.

She quickly said, “No, Baby…”

“OK, then Slut.  Prepare to get ground by the beef!” I yelled as I grabbed her breasts.  “How many pounds of burger do you want?”

“Give me all the pounds you can, Baby!” she giggled as we wrestled to take off our clothes.  We had sex right there in the living room, on the floor.  My knees had rug burns, but it was worth it.

***

Tuesday felt like a normal day, and I arrived home a little early, for no particular reason than I finished the stuff I had to get done, and just wanted to get out early.  When I arrived home, Sharon’s car was in the drive and I noticed a car in front of Eric and Sara’s place.  I grew a little jealous, wondering if Sara the slut was back in action, but then realized that was part of what attracted me to her.

When I got inside the house, I heard sounds from upstairs and went to find Sharon.  As I got closer to our bedroom, I slowed to listen better.  The sounds I heard were grunting and moaning - the sounds of sex!  I realized that Eric was probably over again.

I crept up to the door, which was wide open, and listened as Sharon started whimpering and moaning just like she does when she orgasms.  I listened to her say, “Oh!  Oh yeah!  Fuck!  Cumming!  Ungh!!”

As she babbled, I could hear a man’s voice saying, “Yeah!  That’s it!  Come on my dick!  You feel so fucking good!”  I realized it wasn’t Eric!  I quickly peeked around the corner and saw a tall blonde muscular guy between my wife’s legs.  They were faced slightly away from me, so I could see my wife’s legs shake and spasm as she was pinned under him.

I watched for another minute or so until her orgasm subsided, and the guy’s ass started moving up and down as he thrust inside her.  He said, “Fuck!  Your pussy feels so good!  You’re gonna make me come soon.”

Then Sharon responded, “Yeah, that’s it!  Come for me, Baby!”  My stomach lurched as she again called someone else ‘Baby.’

I listened to their grunting and moaning for another couple of minutes until the guy let out a loud groan and the squeaking stopped.  I could hear my wife saying, “Yeah.  That’s it.  Come in me.”

I was about to leave and hide in the guest room when I heard the guy ask, “Well, what now?”

My wife said, “Now?  Now you go.  You were horny, I was horny, we had sex.  Now you go.”

I heard him get up and start putting on his clothes, as he asked, “When can I see you again?”

Sharon laughed and said, “Whenever you’re horny.  I’ll take care of that beautiful cock any time you want.  My place, your place, wherever.”

“Just like this?” he persisted.

“Yeah,” my wife answered, “Just fuck and go.”

I ducked into the guest room so that I wouldn’t be spotted, and listened to Sharon walk the guy to the front door.  I heard them kiss as she said, “I hope you’re horny again soon.”

***

I could hear the car door slam, then emerged from the guest room.  When I met Sharon in the hallway, she said, “Hi.  I saw your car in the driveway.”  She was completely naked, which always got me hard.

I asked, “And that was?”

“Peter,” she answered, as we walked to the bedroom.  “He’s one of Eric’s friends from the weekend.”  She turned to face me and said, “I thought we’d be done before you got home, sorry.  Did you get to listen, or watch?”

“I listened mostly.  I got to see his ass as he fucked you,” I told her.  “I loved watching your legs spasm when you came.”  I could feel myself grinning.  “When did you set this up?”

She gave me a slightly guilty look.  “Just a couple of hours ago.  He texted me to say he had fun.  I knew what he wanted.”

“He has your number?” I asked, surprised.

“Yeah, I gave it to a couple of the guys,” She said, as she unbuckled my pants, running her hand over my bulge.  “I told you I’m hooked.  I’m sure you and Eric won’t keep me satisfied.”  She had my pants off and gave my cock a kiss, then lay back on the bed and spread her legs.  “Want some?  Peter left me lubed up,” she laughed.

I was in her in a second, feeling how wet and hot she was after another man had just been inside her.  “Fuck!  You feel so good,” I moaned as I thought about Peter’s cock inside her just minutes earlier.  “You should do this more.”

“Umm,” she moaned back.  “Yeah, I love it.  You really love me being a slut?”

“Fuck yeah!” I agreed as I worked towards my orgasm.

She pulled me tight and whispered into my ear, “I’m gonna be such  a slut, Baby!  Think of all the men that will be inside me!”

That did it, I moaned loudly as I released inside her, adding to Peter’s earlier deposit.  As we lay there recovering, she said, “Maybe we should have a way to let you know when I’m busy here.”

“You mean when you’ve got some guy between your legs,” I said, smiling.

She smiled back and said, “Yeah, or in my ass, or mouth.”

I looked up at the ceiling and said, “Fuck.  Amazing.”  After a moment I said, “How about you leave your panties on the doorknob?”

She laughed, “Sometimes I don’t wear panties.  But OK, if you’d like that.  I’ll keep a spare set on the front table.”

After dinner, Sharon headed for the door, telling me she was going to Eric’s.

“You need another dick?” I asked, a little surprised.

She smiled and said, “Always.”  She paused before closing the door and asked, “Want me to send your slut girlfriend over?”

“No,” I replied.  I was tempted, but wanted Sharon after Eric.  “I’ll wait for sloppy seconds,” I said with a grin.

My wife shrugged and said, “OK.  Although I think it'll be fourths, or maybe fifths?”

She returned a couple of hours later, wearing just his T-shirt, as usual, and after shutting the door, smiled and said, “I’m ready for the next cock!”  She headed for the bedroom and I quickly followed.

***

The next day, I noticed that she wasn’t wearing a bra when she was leaving for work.  Her nipples were very noticeable and she smiled when she saw me looking.  She said, “That’s the effect I was going for.”

I said, “Really?  At work?”

She smiled and said, “Sure.  There are a lot of horny younger guys on the account team, and I like their attention now that I can follow through with any teasing.”

“Oh, you plan on catching one of them?” I laughed.

She laughed and said, “Sure.  I even wore panties so I’d have something to put on the door.”  She noticed my look and added, “Think you could keep busy while I let another man inside me?”  She leaned close and added, “While another man is between your wife’s legs?”

I could tell she was worked up, and it made me excited to see what a slut she had become.  “I’ll wait until you’re finished with him,” I replied.  I gave her a smile and said, “I prefer sloppy seconds.”

***

That night when I arrived home, I expected to find panties on the door, but was disappointed to find none.  On top of the excitement of knowing my wife was fucking another man, I was looking forward to seeing Sara.  I guess the guys at the office weren’t as easy as she expected.

When I got inside the house, I found that Sharon wasn’t home yet.  She was usually home before me, but sometimes she stopped at the grocery store on her way home.

I went upstairs and changed out of my work clothes then went down to the kitchen to figure out what to make for dinner.  When I entered the kitchen, I was startled to find Sara sitting on the kitchen table, stark naked.  She had a big smile and said, “Hi!”

“Uh, wow,” was all I could manage.

“Yeah,” Sara said, “I wanted to surprise you.  Sharon and I traded keys so she and I could come and go as we please.”  She laughed and added, “Mostly come, I think!”

“So Sharon is at your place?” I asked as I slowly walked toward her.

“Oh, no.  She called and said she was going out for drinks after work, and asked if I would make sure you had something to eat.”  Sara smiled broadly as she slowly spread her legs and said, “I knew right away what I wanted you to eat!”

I didn’t need any more invitation than that - I was face first in her hot pussy, her ‘bad kitty’ tattoo reminding me that she had let hundreds of guys inside her, making it even more exciting for me.  It only took a few minutes before her first orgasm hit and she was shaking and moaning on the table.

I stood back and pulled out my phone as Sara looked up and asked, “That’s it?”

I smiled and said, “Oh no, but we’re not going to have time to make dinner. I’m ordering a pizza.”  She gave me a thumbs up as I called in an order for delivery.

Once that was done, I went back down on her, but decided to tease her and not let her orgasm.  I brought her close each time, then stopped licking her or rubbing her g-spot, resulting in her whimpering or begging me to let her come.  I was having fun, and knew once she did peak , that it would be mind-blowing for her.

I had just about decided to finish her off when the doorbell rang.  I had forgotten about the pizza and looked around for my pants so that I could answer the door, when Sara hopped off the table and grabbed my wallet, heading for the door stark naked!

“Hey,” I said, “Clothes?”

Sara smiled back and said, “Just watch.  I loved doing this for Eddie.”

I looked around the corner and could see Sara and the front door in the mirror, so I watched as she got to the door, and peeked out the peephole.  She looked back at me and gave a quick thumbs-up, then opened the door wide, standing fully naked in front of the delivery guy, who was a kid barely driving age, I would guess.

The look on his face was priceless as he stared at Sara.  She stood there for a moment, then said, “How much?”

The kid stammered out, “Uh, 18 dollars without tits.  Um, I mean tit , er tip.”

Sara giggled and fished a bill out of my wallet, placing it on the pizza box and grabbing the box, while the kid took the bill, staring at Sara’s pierced breasts just inches away from him.

Sara said, “You can have my tits as a tip, if you want…”

The kid just stared  and said, “Really?”

“Sure, honey, go for it,” she replied, taking the pizza box in one hand as she leaned a little forward, presenting her chest to him.  I watched as the pizza kid reached out and gently touched her breasts, running his finger over her pierced nipple.

Sara moaned a little and said softly, “They like to be sucked, honey.  Can you suck them?”  The guy looked up at her briefly, then leaned forward and latched his lips to her nipple.  After a moment, Sara moaned and said, “Harder.  Suck them as hard as you can, honey.”  I could hear suction noises, then Sara said, “Yeah. Oh yeah, that’s it.”  She had her hand in his hair, holding him against her.

After a few minutes of this, I watched as Sara’s hand moved down to the front of the delivery guy’s pants, and heard her say, “I think you need something sucked, too, huh?”

I watched as she quickly knelt down in front of him, placing the pizza on the floor, then reached up for his pants as he stood dumbly watching her.  It only took a moment before she had his cock out, sticking straight at her face.

She said, “Oh yeah, you need some sucking!”  Then I heard her moan as she took him into her mouth, stroking his shaft as she did.

The guy moaned and said, “Oh god!” as she started blowing him.  After only a minute or so, the guy moaned, “Gonna come!”  Sara leaned back, taking his cock from her mouth and stroking him.  He exploded a few seconds later, spurting onto her face and chest, while she continued to milk him.  He must have let five or six good spurts loose before she leaned forward and licked and sucked him clean, then pushed his penis back into his pants.

Sara looked up at him and said, “You really know how to deliver, honey.”  He stood there for a second before she said, “You can go now.  Close the door.”

I watched the guy look around, then fumble his way out of the house.  Sara got up, grabbing the pizza, and entered the kitchen with a big smile.  “Did you like the show?”  She saw my erection and said, “Oh!  I see you did!”

She put the pizza on the counter, then knelt in front of me and said, “Do you like the special ‘topping’ he gave me?  Come on Lover, give me some more!”  She reached up and stroked my balls as she said, “It’s been years since guys used my face for target practice.  Paint my face with your come!  Treat me like a slut!”  

I started stroking myself, thinking about how Sharon let Eric do this to her.  Sara was rubbing herself as she looked intently at my cock, saying, “Yeah, that’s it!  Give it to me!  Right between the eyes, fucking shoot it into my face!”

I felt my balls tighten and couldn’t hold back, My first stream hit her in the forehead and down across her eye.  She groaned, “Oh yeah!” as she leaned her face back to keep it from dripping off.  My second shot went partially up her nose and across her lips, which she quickly opened, making her open mouth a target.  I had lost the ability to shoot a distance, but jerked the last out of me and let it run into her mouth.

I stepped back, recovering as she looked up at me with her one eye open, and swallowed what I had dropped into her mouth.  She smiled and asked, “How do I look?”

“Fucking awesome,” I said, examining her sperm covered face.

I watched as she ran a finger over her eye, scooping away the goo, then sucked her finger clean.  She said, “More like ‘awesome fuck’ I would hope!” she laughed as she continued to wipe away, then lick the sticky fluids.

She finally rose and washed off her face in the sink.  I walked behind her and planted my hips against her slim ass, as I reached around to hold her tiny breasts.  As I gave her nipple rings a rub, she said, “Ready for more already?”  She wiggled her ass against me to emphasize the question.

“Not quite,” I laughed.  “I’m not 18 like Mr Pizza Boy.”

“Damn,” she said.  “When you say that, I can’t believe I just blew a kid almost 40 years younger than me.  I’m such a slut!” she giggled.

She turned and gave me a kiss, then said, “Let me wash down the sperm with some pizza.”  She poked me in the chest, and said, “Then you owe me some orgasms, Lover.”

We ate the pizza, standing naked in the kitchen.  Something was so sexy about it, and I found that I was sporting an erection before too long.  Sara spotted it and asked, “Oh!  What’s that from?”

“From looking at you,” I said, grinning around my pizza.

She looked at me and said, “OK, now I am seriously gonna marry you.  I don’t care if you have another wife.  We can share.”

I laughed and said, “You already do, I guess.”

Sara moved to the table and hopped up, spreading her legs as she said, “And now I lay claim to your tongue.”

I went down on her as usual, and brought her to the edge one more time before I let her come, then kept at it as best as I could, giving her one orgasm after another.  It was so exciting to listen to her and feel her spasming that I barely thought of my own urge.  I loved the taste and smell of her sex all over my face and hands.

She held out longer than usual before she finally passed out.  I loved doing that to her!  It felt like I was a sex superman, and it was a little exciting knowing that she wanted me to do anything I wanted to her.

As I pulled my face away from her limp body, I heard a voice ask, “Is she OK?”

I turned to see my wife standing in the doorway, her hand down her pants.  I wondered how long she had been watching.

I answered, “Yeah, this happens sometimes when she’s come too many times.  She’s fine, come see.”

Sharon walked in and checked Sara, ensuring she was breathing by putting her ear against her mouth, and placing her hand on her chest.  I noticed that her hand strayed down to Sara’s nipples, touching and playing with the piercing.

“What do you do now?  How long is she out for?” Sharon asked, as she stepped close to me, examining Sara’s pussy and tattoo.  “Wow,” she commented.

“Yeah,” I agreed.  “It’s hot.  And it’s true as far as I can tell, based upon her stories.”

Sharon’s hand wandered towards Sara’s tattoo as she said, “Stories are just stories…”

“I just watched her blow the pizza boy for fun,” I said.  Sharon’s face quickly turned to me and her eyebrows rose in surprise.  “Yeah, she answered the door naked, let him play with her tits for a tip, then got on her knees and sucked him until he blew all over her face.”

“Wow,” Sharon agreed.

“Go ahead, touch her.  She’s out for fifteen minutes or so, I would guess,” I prompted Sharon.

She wavered for a moment before I said, “She asked me to ‘do things’ to her while she’s passed out.  Fuck her, fist her, have guys gangbang her.  Anything.”

Sharon’s hand finally landed on Sara’s tattoo, then her fingers slid down to play with her labia and clit.

I added, “The last time, I shoved a pound of frozen butter sticks into her ass, and a whiskey ice ball into her pussy before I used her ass like a buttered sex doll.”

I could tell that Sharon was getting excited, as I watched her push a finger into Sara.  “She’s very wet, Sharon said.”

“Yes, and tasty,” I laughed.  “See if you can get your hand inside her,” I suggested.

Sharon kept playing, even though she said, “I don’t know about that .”  I watched her slide a second finger into Sara as she leaned closer.

I said softly, “She wanted me to fist her while she was out.  She wants to be surprised.”  I watched as Sharon continued to push her fingers in and out of Sara.  

After a few minutes, Sharon said, “Lube.  In my purse.”

I grabbed her purse and easily found the bottle, which I opened and handed to her.  I watched as Sharon dripped some on Sara’s open pussy and coated her hand and wrist with it.  I think she was really going to do it!

I carefully picked up my phone and snapped a few photos as I watched my wife use a fourth finger to fuck Sara.  After another minute or so, Sharon shifted her position, to get better leverage, and really applied herself to pushing her entire hand into Sara’s sex.

It only took a few minutes before I watched my wife’s hand disappear into Sara!  “I’m in!” she said.

“Fuck!  That’s hot.  How far can you go?” I said, as I dribbled lube on her wrist and coated several more inches of her arm.  Sharon continued to slide her hand in and out of Sara’s stretched pussy, working another few inches into her.  She had her face right near Sara’s pussy and the other hand above the ‘slut’ tattoo as she fucked Sara with her hand and arm.

After a few minutes, Sara let out a moan, and Sharon froze.  She looked like she finally realized where she was and what she was doing.  I was afraid she would bolt when we heard Sara say, “Oh fuck!  Do it harder!  Deeper, pleeease!”

Sharon resumed, slowly at first, then her pace slowly increased as Sara moaned.  Sara said, “Make a fist, honey.”

Sharon said, “Really?” which made Sara look down.

Sara smiled and said, “Oh, it’s you!”  She took a breath and said, “That’s why it’s called fisting.  Punch my cunt, you slut!”

Sharon paused for just a second, then I saw her concentrate, probably as she manipulated her hand inside Sara, then she really started to quickly rabbit-punch her insides.

Sara moaned loudly then screamed, “Fuck yeah!” as she started writhing  on the table.  I reached in and started tickling Sara’s clit, which made her cry out again, “Fuck, yes!  Lick me!”

Before I could move in, Sharon buried her face in Sara’s pussy, licking away as she rammed her arm inside her repeatedly.  I almost came right then as I watched my wife fucking another woman!

I watched in amazement as my wife continued to shove her arm into Sara, going a little further each time.  Her arm was slick, coated with Sara’s juices and lube, as she licked and sucked Sara’s clit, causing Sara to moan and wail.

Sara grabbed Sharon’s head and was bucking into her face as Sharon’s arm disappeared halfway to the elbow inside Sara.  I could see Sara’s belly bulge from Sharon’s fist!

Sara let out one last screaming moan, then collapsed on the table.  Sharon gave one more pump with her arm, then slowly withdrew it, looking at Sara’s passed out body.  

She looked up at me with a confused expression and said, “Holy fuck.”  She stood and looked at her slick arm, saying again, “Holy fuck.”

I gave my wife a kiss, tasting and smelling the pussy on her as I asked, “Did you like your first pussy, Baby?”

“I guess,” she said, still acting a little stunned.  She then said, “I made her come.”

“Yes, Baby, you really did!”  I gave her another kiss and said, “You fucked her unconscious.  You can try it some more while she’s passed out,” I offered.  She looked at me questioningly, and I said, “You know, lick her and suck her and see if you like the taste,” I chuckled.

Sharon still looked a little dazed as she said, “I liked it.”

I reached over and pulled my wife’s top off, then pushed her skirt down, surprised that she was still wearing panties.  I said, “I guess drinks after work didn’t turn into sex?”

My wife looked at me and said, “No, I behaved myself.  Two of the guys stayed and I gave them a good night kiss.”

“Ahh,” I nodded.

“On their cocks,” she smiled a little.  I raised my eyebrows, then she added, “With the back of my throat.”  She giggled.

“You blew your two co-workers?” I asked.

“Well, when I blew the first one, I couldn’t not  blow the other one,” she explained.

I finished stripping her and pushed her onto the table, next to Sara.  “Are you going to fuck me right here ?” Sharon asked, looking over at Sara.

“Yeah, at least until she wakes up,” I said as I put the head of my cock against my wife’s pussy.  “Then I’ll probably fuck her, too,” I smiled as I pushed into my wife.

It was exciting having sex with my wife next to my slut girlfriend.  It was every man’s fantasy: two willing women to have sex with at any time.  My lucky predicament wasn’t lost on me, and it made the sex so much more exciting.

After a while, Sharon started moaning like she does leading to an orgasm, and Sara stirred.  Sara looked over, and got a huge smile as she saw what was happening.  Sara leaned over and started kissing Sharon’s nipples, causing Sharon to gasp and look down, watching Sara sucking at her hard nibs.  As I continued to fuck my wife, Sara’s hand moved down and she began rubbing at Sharon’s clit causing her to gasp again and start moaning loudly, as she quickly started reaching her orgasm.

Just before Sharon came, Sara removed her hand and put it against my stomach, causing me to stop pumping away.  Sharon moaned in frustration and said, “Let me come!”

Sara looked up at her and smiled, moving her face to my wife’s as she said, “Ready for more, honey?”  I watched my wife nod, then saw her eyes fly open as Sara leaned forward and kissed her.  As they kissed, Sara’s hand returned to rubbing Sharon’s clit.

Sharon pulled back and broke the kiss, and Sara stopped rubbing her, causing Sharon to moan in frustration.  Sara said softly, “Kiss me if you want to come.”

Sharon quickly pressed her lips to Sara’s, and Sara resumed gently rubbing Sharon’s clit.  Their kiss intensified, and Sata started rubbing harder and faster.  I watched Sharon’s arms encircle Sara, and was certain that they were swapping tongues, as Sara began to furiously rub my wife, bringing her to orgasm in just a few minutes.

After Sharon recovered, the two resumed kissing, gently then more passionately exploring each others’ mouths, as they moved to entwine their bodies.  I stood there slowly stroking my cock as I watched my wife making out with another woman, for the first time, as far as I knew.

Eventually, they broke the kiss and looked down at me, as I held my engorged cock in my hand.  My wife smiled and said, “Well?  You have lots of options, Baby.”  She looked over at Sara, then added, “Six, I believe.”  She laughed at that.

As I was pondering my choices, Sara looked over at Sharon, her eyes shone with a bit of mischief, then she turned to me and said, “Jerk off onto our faces.”  My wife looked a little surprised for a minute, then smiled.  Sara added, “Give us a real slut shower!  You’ve gotta have a lot stored up in there for us.”  She turned and gave my wife a brief kiss, as she said, “Fuck, this will be fun!”

Sara pulled my wife down off the table, and in a flash, I had two naked women kneeling in front of me.  My wife and Sara had their faces next to one another, and Sharon said, “Come on, Baby.  Come on our faces!”

I was already keyed up and horny, and something about doing this felt so nasty that I couldn’t resist.  It only took a few minutes of stroking before I felt myself tensing up as I orgasmed.  I aimed my erection at my wife first, and the first stream hit her between her eyebrows, and ran across her eye to her cheek.  Sara pushed her out of the way, so my second stream hit Sara straight between the eyes, down her nose and onto her lips.  

I didn’t really ‘shoot’ for the next pulse, but Sara shoved her face against the tip of my cock, rubbing the dribbling semen all across her face and lips, until I was drained.  Sharon watched Sara eagerly painting herself with my come, smiling and apparently oblivious to the big wet streak across her own face.

When it was clear there was no more in me, Sara turned and kissed Sharon, then licked my ejaculate from her face, capturing it on her tongue, and kissed her again, feeding my wife the gooey liquid.

Sharon did the same with Sara, and I could feel myself getting hard again as I watched the dirty action.  It was like a nasty porn movie, but it was in real life!  With my wife and girlfriend as the stars.

After they finished kissing, they rose up, which left us all standing naked in the kitchen, awkwardly looking at one another.  Sharon finally said, “Well, I guess we should get cleaned up and head to bed.”

Sara bent to pick up her clothes, and said, “OK, well I should do the same.”  She smiled at Sharon and me and said, “That was certainly the most fun I’ve had in a while.”

As she started to put on her clothes, Sharon said softly, “Stay.”

Sara stopped and looked at her, asking, “Sorry?”

Sharon looked at me, then at Sara and said, “Stay here.  Get cleaned up with me, er, us.”  Sara started smiling, and so did I, then Sharon added, “Spend the night with us.”  She reached for Sara’s hand and said, “Leave the clothes.  We’ll get them later.”

We ended up showering together.  Really, we could only squeeze two at a time into the stall, but I had fun watching the girls.  Sara spent the night in our bed, and I was awakened by the sounds of the girls together, and a couple of times by one or the other of them getting me hard so we could fuck.  It was probably the most memorable night of my life.


Dual Life

The next morning I had to face the reality of work, and it was nearly impossible to leave my bed, lying with two sex-starved women. I knew that I had to keep my job or things would not be as sunny.

I showered and shaved, and when I went to the closet to get my clothes, I found the two sitting in bed together, sipping coffee and talking in low voices, with one or the other giggling occasionally.  I began to worry that I’d lose my wife not to another man, but to Sara.  They were so casually and intimately sitting next to one another, stark naked like intimate girlfriends, which I guess they were at that point.

I finished dressing and grabbed my laptop bag, then went to kiss Sharon goodbye, asking, “No work today?”

Sharon gave me a big deep kiss, which was unusual for the morning, and giggled, “No, I called in and told them I needed to stay in bed.”

Sara giggled at that, and looked up at me as she said, “Kiss?”

I gave Sharon a quick glance, then leaned in to kiss Sara, who grabbed my head and gave me a long deep kiss, running her tongue inside my mouth and moaning slightly.

When we broke the kiss, I stood up, a bit out of breath and excited and confused.  I could feel my erection building.  

Sharon smiled and said, “That’s right, Baby.  You have two women now, and will have to step up your game.”

***

I was looking forward to the evening, and the day seemed to crawl by.  I wanted to text and see what the girls were up to, but also wanted to let them have their time.  I briefly considered taking Friday off, so that we could have a long weekend, but I didn’t want to rush things.

As I pulled up to the house, I noticed Adam’s sports car in the driveway, taking the space where I usually parked.  He was just getting out, so I pulled up against the curb and got out, excited that I’d see Sharon taking his huge cock again.

He was walking up the path to the front door when I got out of my car, and I was about to call him when our front door opened.  Sharon was standing there in red filmy lingerie, a big smile on her face.  I stopped as I watched her greet him, flinging her arms around him and kissing deeply.  She stood back and gave a twirl, asking, “You like it?”

Adam chuckled and said, “Oh yeah!”

I was about 10 feet away, and they apparently hadn’t seen me, so I said, “Hi.”

Both of them turned to look at me, and there was a brief awkward pause, so I said, “Um, you’re taken my spot,” as I nodded towards the driveway.

I watched Sharon’s hand find his, as she said, “It’s not your spot, it’s Adam’s.  Yeah.  Adam is taking your place for a while, so it’s all his.”  My stomach churned and head felt light as I pondered how long “a while” would be.  She added, “Your parking spot, your house, your bed…”  She pulled his hand up and placed it on her breast, as she finished, “Your wife.”

I was quiet, as I didn’t know how to respond.  I was thrilled at her cuckolding me, but was confused after last night and this morning with her and Sara.

After the briefest of silences, Sharon said, “You can sleep over at the neighbor’s.” she nodded towards Sara’s house.  She was about to turn when she said, “Oh, and move your car away.  I want everyone to know there’s another man in the house.”  With that, she led Adam into our house and closed the door.

I stood there for a minute, gathering my thoughts and trying to calm my heart and stomach, then I went back and moved my car.  I parked in Sara’s driveway, so that everyone would know I had another woman, too.

When I walked up to Sara’s house, the front door opened, and she was standing there, waiting for me.  She was wearing a low cut thin top with no bra, so that her nipple rings showed perfectly through, over a short skirt of thin material.  I could guess she had no panties on.

She smiled and gave me a kiss, asking, “How did it feel?  Was it exciting having another man take your wife and home?”

“You know?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes,” she smiled as she put her arm around me and guided me inside.  “Sharon and I talked about Adam, and your little role play, and we came up with a plan.” As she closed the door behind us, she asked, “Did you like it?”

“It made me uncomfortable, and jealous,” I started.  As she turned to look at me, I got a little grin, “And very horny.”

Sara kissed me again, and said, “Good.  Did you like the part where she asked you to move your car?”

I nodded and said, “I’m trying to figure that one out.”

Sara said excitedly, “That was my idea.  Sharon told me she likes when the men see her and treat her like a slut.”  I was surprised, but not shocked by that disclosure.  “So I convinced her that she should let the neighborhood know she is a slut.  When the neighbors see different cars in your drive next to hers, they’ll know.”

“Wow, I guess,” I replied, thinking how brazen Sharon had become in just a few weeks.

“A lot of the neighborhood men will be visiting much more than usual,” Sara said.  She got a grin and added, “Not when you’re home, though!”

She grabbed my hand and led me towards the bedroom.  “Here, let’s get you changed for dinner.”  I was excited, certain that ‘getting changed for dinner’ meant stripping so I could eat her pussy for dinner.

Imagine my surprise when she led me to the closet, and the empty side where her ex-husband kept his things was filled with some of my clothes and a few bags from a department store.

I looked back at Sara, and she was beaming, as she explained, “Sharon is planning on making it a regular thing, having men over in your bed, either overnight or leaving late.  We thought a good solution is for you to move in with me, for this to also be your home.”  

She handed me a key and added, “Everything here is yours, including me.”  She laughed and said, “It’s like Adam and your wife tonight.” She gave me a deep kiss and said conspiratorially, “Except this is permanent!”

We went downstairs and she started to make dinner.  I poured a drink and watched her moving around the kitchen, her body and piercings visible through her filmy garments.

She saw me watching and smiled, asking, “What?”

I smiled and said softly, “You did it.”

“Did what?” she asked, watching me intently.

“You made me your husband,” I stated.  She just looked at me, being careful to display no emotions.  “You told me you were going to marry me.  You said that I would be yours, and my wife could visit.  You stole me, and made my wife think it was her idea.”

The corner of her mouth curved slightly as she tried to hide a smile, as she carefully said, “I had hoped you would be living here a while before you figured it out.”

I was horny, confused, and excited all at once.  It felt like a doorway to a strange magical world had opened before me, and I was about to step through.  I stepped close to her, put my drink on the counter, and pulled her to me, kissing her so deeply I thought that it would never end.

When we broke the kiss, she was staring at me with excited eyes.  I said, “Yes.  You’ll be my wife, even though I’m married to the whore next door.”

She smiled up at me and said, “I’m a bigger whore.”

I kissed her again as I said, “Prove it.”

She stood back, panting in excitement, and said, “Really?  You’re really taking me as your wife?”  She didn’t wait for a response, just danced around a bit saying, “Ohmygod.  Ohmygod.  Ohmygod!”

She rushed up to me and kissed me again, then held my shoulders as she looked at me and said, “Don’t worry.  I’ll move all  your stuff over here tomorrow.”

She turned, then turned back and said, “You’ll be sleeping here all the time?  Even when Adam is gone?”

I got a charge thinking about that, so answered, “Of course.”  Her eyes brightened, then I added, “Maybe Sharon can sleep with us when he’s gone?”

Sara looked at me and said, “Of course.  She’s always welcome in our  bed.”  She bit her lip and said, “I want her to fist me again.  Plus, she’s a good kisser.”

She moved the dinner pans around a bit, clearly not focused on dinner.  She turned slowly and asked, “Um, do you think I can get a ring?” as she pointed to her bare finger.

I took her hand and said, “Yes, of course.  I want to mark you as mine, even though other guys will have you.”

I think she had a tear in her eye as she kissed me and said softly, “Hundreds!   As many as you want!”

I was happy but a little conflicted.  This hot sexy woman had turned into a crazy schoolgirl right in front of my eyes.  I guess it was a good thing, but it was still a surprise.

***

We ate dinner, and Sata took her position on the table as ‘dessert’, when we heard the door open.  We both looked over to see Eric walk in.  He stopped short when he saw us.

He smirked and said, “Well, I guess you have to settle for the old stringy meat because I’ll be using your hot wife.”

I got mad, but tried to control myself when I answered, “I prefer Sara, thank you.”

Sara said, “And, no, I don’t think you’ll be using Sharon.  Your friend Adam moved in there today and has claimed her for a while.  It seems you have been replaced.  I guess there will be a lot of jerking off for you this weekend.”

“Adam?” he said stupidly.

“Yes.  Adam with the big cock and handsome face?  He's moved in.  You’ll probably recognize his car in place of mine over there,” I said, happy to watch Eric squirm a little.

Sara jumped in, “Ed gave Sharon to Adam.  He gave him the house, parking spot and wife.  You’re all alone this weekend, buddy.  Maybe all week.”  She meant to be cruel, and I could see the surprise and despair in his eyes.

Sara then said, “So go on upstairs and bring some tissues, we’re busy here.”  She looked at me and said, “Get your tongue inside me now, you beast!”

I didn’t need a second invitation.  As I buried my face in her tasty snatch, I could hear a strangled cry from Eric, then the sounds of his footsteps on the stairs.

***

The next day, while I was at work, Sara moved nearly all my things to her house.

Adam stayed through the weekend, and for the first couple of days of the following week.  Each night, Sara would taunt Eric that his ‘friend’ had taken his slut girlfriend, and asked if his masturbation skills were getting any better.

When I suggested that she ease up on him, she just gave me a funny look and said, “If you had heard the things that cocky asshole said when he was banging your wife, you’d be on his case as well.”

When I arrived home Wednesday, Adam’s car was gone, but I still parked at Sara’s.  I went in, and found her waiting inside the front door, a smile on her face.  She asked, “You saw that Adam’s car is gone?”

“Yeah,” I answered, wondering what fun could be afoot.

“And you still came home to me?” she said, a note of curiosity in her voice.

I could see what she was angling at, and knew how to use it.  I said, “Of course, you’re mine, so why wouldn’t I come home?”

Her eyes got big and she rushed me, leaping to kiss me and wrap her arms and legs around me.  I felt her tongue in my mouth and her ragged breath as she assaulted me.

She finally broke the embrace and was laughing, saying, “Ohfuck ohfuck   ohfuck .”

Just then, the front door opened, and Sharon walked in.  She saw us, and smirked, then said, “Adam is done with me, I thought you’d want to come home and have what’s left.”

Sara quickly said, “He is  home.”  She stepped to Sharon and touched her shoulder as she said, “But we’d love to have you spend the night.”

Sharon glanced at me, then looked at Sara, who leaned forward and gave her a little kiss.  That kiss quickly turned into a full-on tongue tangling makeout kiss.

When they took a break, Sara took Sharon’s hand and said, “Let’s go make dinner, then you and I can be Ed’s dessert!”  She and Sharon giggled as they walked hand-in-hand to the kitchen.

I stood still in shock, horny and confused and excited.  I poured myself a drink, then stood in the kitchen doorway as I watched them make dinner.  They would each occasionally touch one another, and they kissed a few times - two lovers working together.  I had a very hard time believing that this was real.

As we were finishing dinner, Eric came home and entered the dining room.  He saw the three of us eating together and started grinning as he said, “Well, I guess I’ll reclaim my woman now.”

Sharon looked at him and said, “Not tonight.”

He stood in shock for a moment before Sara said, “Looks like it’s another tissue and hand date night.”

Sharon said gently, “I suppose you can listen, if you want.”

Eric’s eye flared, and he turned and stormed out.

Sara patted Sharon’s arm and said, “He needs a dose of the hard stuff.  He takes too much for granted.”  Sara nuzzled my wife’s neck and said, “I’m so glad you’ll be in bed with us tonight.”

The next few nights were perfect.  Both my wife and Sara in bed with me - all of us cuddling and kissing and having sex as we wanted.  Sharon and I both had a nearly impossible time getting up to go to work, but the time at home was unbelievable.

Friday night, Sharon actually spent some time with Eric, but ended up in our bed before midnight, and everything remained comfortable.


Half Time Show

Saturday morning, I awoke to find Sharon gone and Sara sipping coffee in the kitchen.  I joined her and waited for her to speak.

She smiled and said, “Sharon went back to her house.”

“Oh?” I asked.

Sara said, “Eric invited a dozen friends over for the game, and she’s the entertainment.”  She looked at me and said, “They’re going to gang bang your wife.”

“Wow.  Nice,” I commented.

Sara tilted her head, and said, “I was here when Eric left with her.  He said to tell you that they were going to fuck your wife until she couldn’t walk.  He promised that they would destroy all her holes.”

I raised my eyebrows and said, “Really?” I wondered if I should be upset.

Sara laughed and said, “I think he was a bit frustrated when your wife said they could try their best, but she guaranteed that she would wear them out.”

“So it’s ‘Game on’, I guess?” I said, still a little nervous.

“My money is on Sharon,” Sara chuckled.

“Something wrong?” I asked.

Sara looked at me and said sadly, “I sorta wish it was me.”

I kissed her forehead and said, “We’ll ask Sharon to get numbers, then we’ll invite them over to fuck you to death, OK?”

She gave me a smile and asked, “Really?”

“Sure,” I said as I poured myself coffee.  “I’ve had you all to myself for too long, it’s time to loan out that hot pussy.”

As I turned, she was looking at me and said, “Did I ever tell you that you are the perfect man?”

I just chuckled.

***

We moved to the living room, where we snuggled and made out.  My face was between her legs when we heard the first car, and watched three guys walk up to the house.

Sara said, “Well, there are three of the men who will be fucking your wife today.”  I felt her hand grasp my penis as she said, “I can see you are excited.”

Sara kissed me as she held my hard cock, then said, “Um, you taste like pussy.”

I chuckled and said, “I taste like your  pussy.  How do you like it?”

She purred and said, “Not as much as I like your wife’s.”  I felt her stroking me when we heard a motorcycle.

Actually, a pair of bikes pulled up, and two guys dismounted, then headed for the house.  Sara said, “Those are the guys that will be face-fucking your wife.”

I raised an eyebrow at her, surprised at her pronouncement, and she said, “Yep, the bikers always grab your hair and powerfuck your throat.”  She looked at me with a sparkle in her eye and said, “It’s awesome, getting used like  that!”

I grasped her hair and said, “Maybe we should try?”

She moaned, “Oh God, yes!”

As I pushed her to her knees, another car pulled up and two more guys got out, carrying a case of beer.  Sara struggled to her feet, then said, “I bet those two buttfuck her first.”

“Oh, and what are we betting?” I asked.

She said, “If I’m wrong, you do anything you want to me.”

“And if you’re right?” I asked.

She stroked my cock and laughed, “You do anything you want to me.”

Another car drove up, and two very handsome, well muscled guys got out.  Sara squealed, “Twins!”  She turned to me excitedly and said, “Oh, god!  I hope they DP her!  Fuck!  What a fantasy!  Twins, one in each hole!”  She was excitedly jerking my cock as she said, “With those muscles, they’ll definitely split her apart!”

I was quiet for a bit, and then Sara looked over, asking, “What?”

“You really DO want it to be you, huh?” I chuckled.

She stared into my eyes for a moment, then said carefully, “More than anything.”

A couple more cars pulled up, and now the street was full.  We figured there must be a dozen guys at the house, all there to fuck my wife!  For the next several minutes, Sara and I stood in silence in the living room, staring out at the street and at the house where my wife was being defiled.

We eventually turned to look at one another, and Sara started to speak.  I was expecting some filthy detailed description of what Sharon was about to endure.  She said, “I hope she has lots of Febreeze.”

We broke into laughter that almost made me pee, it gripped me so hard.  After we finally recovered, Sara fell to her knees in front of me and said, “Grab my hair. Fuck my face!”

We started with that, then I went down on her.  We took our time, as I loved running my hands over her nakedness, teasing her and wondering what was happening to Sharon.

***

About 45 minutes later, we heard the front door open, and looked over.  There stood Sharon, in a little cheerleader costume.  She slowly walked over to us, and we could see that her face and hair were covered in slime.

Sara asked, “Bukakke?”  Sharon just stared at her, so Sara said, “They all jerked off onto your face?”  Sharon nodded slightly.

My wife said, “Eric sent me here to ‘clean up,’ but he told me that he wanted you to see what a disgusting whore you’re married to.”

Sara said, “It doesn’t sound like he’s planning on remaining your boyfriend?”  She approached Sharon, and ran a finger across her gooey face, then licked it clean.

Sara bit her lip, looked at Sharon, then me, then asked, “Can I clean her up?”

I said, “Wow,” which she took as assent.

I watched as she alternated between kissing Sharon and licking the semen from her face, cleaning every drop off.  My wife’s hands roamed over Sara’s naked body as she was cleaned.

When Sara stood back after the job was done, I found that I was stroking myself.  I asked, “Are you heading back?”

Sharon said, “Of course.  Eric promised that they could ‘destroy my holes’ at half time.”  She bit her lower lip, then said, “I SO want that!”

Sara stopped my wife as she turned to go.  She said, “Be sure to tell Eric that his aunt sucked all the sperm off of your face, OK?”

“He’ll probably be disgusted,” Sharon said.

“Good,” Sara said.  “The sooner that asshole moves out, the better.”

I followed my wife to the door and whispered to her, “Get their numbers.  Sara wants a gangbang, too.  Especially the twins.”

She left and I closed the door.

Sara said, “What did you say to her?”

I smiled and said, ”I told her to wear them out.”

***

As I leaned towards her, Sara said, “Now that I have cum from a dozen men inside me, why don’t you fill me up?”

Holy shit, she knew how to get me going.

We spend the next few hours fucking, and touching, and just hanging out naked.  We dozed off on the couch and were awakened a couple of hours later by the front door.

We lifted our heads to see Eric standing there, staring at us as he said, “Oh God, Aunt Sara.  Cover up - I don’t need to see your nasty old gash.  And, oh-my-god!  Did you really hoover up all that spunk off of the slut?”

Sara maintained her composure and said, “Yep.  Good to the last drop.”

“Where’s Sharon?” I asked.

Eric said, “We left the cum dump on the floor in the living room.  She’s a real mess, and smells like cum and shit.  I think the guys blew out her asshole and cunt.  Anyway, I’m done with her, so what do I care ?”

Sara rose, and walked over to Eric.  Seeing his naked aunt approaching clearly disturbed him.  Sara said calmly, “I think it’s time you moved out.  This house belongs to me, and I don’t want you looking at my nasty old gash anymore.  You have until the end of the week.  I don’t care where you go - now I know why your parents kicked you out.”

Without waiting for a response, she grabbed her bathrobe and said, “Let’s go check on her.”  The only clothing I had handy was my boxers, so I pulled them on and followed Sara next door to Sharon’s.

Sharon’s , it was my house too.  Even though I had moved in with Sara, it was still my home too.  Damn, this was confusing.

As we entered the house, we were hit with the smell of sex and sweat.  It actually stank like a hamper.  Sara said, “Febreeze,” and we both chuckled.

When we entered the living room, the TV was still blaring some football game, the tables were covered with beer bottles and snack bags, and Sharon was laying naked in the middle of the room.  

My wife was on her back, legs spread, with her head turned to the side as she slept.  All her dildos were lying around her, as well as a couple of bottles of lube, an ear of corn, salami, and a bowl of melted ice cubes.  As I got closer, I saw that her neck and breasts were completely covered in angry hickeys and bruises.  Her face was coated with jizz, and she reeked of cum.  I could imagine what they had done to her.

As Sara gently shook her, Sharon moaned, “Yes, fuck my pussy.  I’m not full yet.”  She spread her legs as she licked her lips.

“I think you’ve had enough dick today, honey,” Sara said softly.

“No!” Sharon said, as she looked at her friend fiercely, “I want more.  Fuck me hard.  Get more guys.”

We gave her a moment to focus, as Sara looked at me and said, “Oh my god.  I think they really fucked her brains out.”

Sharon looked around and said, “Oh.  They’re gone.  I feel, oof.” She rolled onto her side and reached for her backside.  I could see a buttplug was stuffed inside her.

I said, “Want me to take that out?”

Sharon said, “Yeah, gently please.”

I gently wiggled the plug, working it out of her.  I realized that it was her biggest - we had never gotten it inside her before.  I said, “Well, they got the Ass Master inside you.”

“Holy shit,” she said, as I finally pulled it free.  A stream of liquid with flecks of brown flowed out of her.  She looked back and said, “Oh yeah.  They pulled a train on my ass, then shoved in some ice before they rammed in the plug.”  She looked at me as she explained, “Eric told them to leave me a mess so that my husband would know what a whore I am.”

Sara said, “I’m dealing with Eric, honey.  Don’t worry about that.”

I noticed that her ass was red with hand marks.  I asked, “I supposed the slaps and hickeys are for my benefit as well?”

Sharon got up shakily and looked in the mirror.  “Holy fuck!  I’ll have these for a week!”

Sara said, “Maybe you should take some time off from work?  And maybe with some makeup…”

Sharon said, “No, it’s OK.  I want the guys at work to know that I’m a slut.”  She looked at Sara and winked, “I‘ll share, I promise.”

Sara kissed her, then said, “Let’s get you cleaned up, then get you to bed.”

Sharon took her hand and said, “Yes, let’s all  go to bed .”  

We all showered, and as we lay naked in bed, holding Sharon, she said, “Oh yeah.  I got the number for the twins.  They definitely want to come back and fuck my friend.”  She gave Sara a kiss.

***

Continue the adventure in the next story.

See all Peaches’ hot stories here.
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